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"Over the mountains

Of the moon,

Down the Valley of the Shadow,
Ride, boldly ride,"

the shade replied,

"If you seek for Eldorado."

- Edgar Allan Poe

Chapter 1

Ben Raines and his army of Rebels had fought many
battles over the decade since the world exploded in
germ and nuclear war, bringing an end to civilization as
people had come to know it. But as Ben and his Rebels
drove towardSt. Louis , after waging war in the

Northwest against the racist forces of Malone, Ben



was thinking that this upcoming battle could well be the
greatest and most decisive battle of his

decade-long career against anarchy and for the
restoration of civfliza-tion.

On the east side of 1-55, massing in great

numbers, were the mercenary forces of Kenny Parr, the
terrorist forces of Khamsin-the Hot Wind-and the
mercenary armies of Lan Villar. Very conservative
estimates placed their numbers at ten thousand

strong.

Behind Ben Raines and his Rebels, coming up from the
west, were the forces of Sister Voleta, Ashley,

and a ragtag assortment of human crud, all of

whom had but one thought in mind: to destroy Ben
Raines and turn the world into an outlaw haven.

The clanking of the engine pulled Ben out of his musings.
"What the hell's wrong with this thing?" he asked his
driver, Cooper, as the four-wheel-drive

vehicle bucked to a halt, smoke wafting from under
the hood. Those inside quickly evacuated the

vehicle, grabbing equipment as they exited.

"Blew an engine," Cooper said. "Damn, this thing

was supposed to have been rebuilt." He lifted his

mic.

"This is Cooper. Bring the other vehicle up. The

Eagle's been grounded."



Rebels quickly extinguished the fire under the hood

and the equipment was off-loaded just as a
nine-passenger, four-wheel-drive wagon pulled

up. It looked enormous sitting next to the disabled
Blazer.

"When and where did you find this boat?" Ben asked,
inspecting the big wagon.

"Two weeks ago" Dan Gray said, walking

up. "I've had people working on it at every stop since
then. You need more room. It's armorplated and the
glass is bulletproof. The engine is the largest

we could find. Four fifty something or another.

You'll have a lot more room in this, General."

Ben looked at his watch. "Hell, we're close

enough. Let's break for lunch, Dan. Dismount the people
and tell them to find shelter. This is where we make

our stand."

They were a few miles south ofSt. Louis proper.

Cecil was in command of the battalions inSt. Louis

... or what was left of the city. General

Striganov and his people were digging in between the city and Ben
and West's position. Ike was north of the city,

digging in.

Ben walked to the communication's van and stuck his head

inside. "What's the latest word?"



"Hostile forces still pulling in and setting up on the
east side of the river, General," she told

him. "They're facing us along a thirty-mile

stretch. Latest estimates are about eight thousand .
.. with more expected. They have artillery, but no
tanks as yet."

"Lan Villar is confirmed?"

"That's ten-four, sir. Our scouts report that
Khamsin and Kenny Parr have been spotted as
well."

Ben nodded and thanked her. He walked away,
chewing on a sandwich and washing it down with water from his
canteen.

"Traffic coming up from the south, sir," a Rebel
pointed out.

Ben turned, squinted his eyes, and smiled. The
un-

mistakable rattle of many VW engines reached his
ears. To the rear of the VW column, a shiny black
hearse was rolling stately along.

Ben walked out onto Highway 61/67 and waited
until the strange convoy drew abreast of him. A
familiar face looked out at him from the lead VW
van.

"For a peace-loving hippie, Thermopolis," Ben

said, "you certainly pop up in the most violent of



places."

"We were listening to your radio transmissions,
Ben," the aging hippie said. "Actually it was

Emil who convinced us that we should lend a hand in this
fight. It concerns us all."

"What command do you want to fight under, Therm?"
"Doesn't make me the slightest bit of

difference."

"Well, I've got the short battalion, so you

can stay here with us." He smiled. "You feel like
putting up with Emil?"

"T've been putting up with him for five hundred

miles, Ben."

"We've had some additions since I saw you last.
Some outlaw bikers have joined up. They're called
the Wolfpack; headed by a man called Leadfoot.
Another group of female bikers is with them. Wanda
and her Sisters ofLesbos ."

Themopolis stared at him and finally shook his head.
"Ben Raines, you attract the strangest goddamn
bunch of people I have ever seen in all my life. And
I was a hippie inNew Orleans for ten years!"

Ben laughed and looked inside the VW van.

"Hello, Rosebud."

Therm's wife returned the smile. "Hello,



General Raines."

"What'd you do with the children?" Ben asked.
"Took them to Base Camp One and left them.

We felt they'd be safe there." Thermopolis

smiled. "Even though by the time we return, their
heads will be pumped full of patriotism and duty
and all that crap. We may never be able

to deprogram them."

"You're a fraud, Therm," Ben told him.

"You're just as much a hardass as I am. The only
difference between us is that you need a haircut."
Thermopolis laughed and put the VW in gear.

"In your opinion," he said, and drove off toward
the staging area.

As the van passed by him, Ben caught a glimpse
of blond hair in the back seat. He gritted his

teeth. Jerre. He nodded his head at her. She
returned the curt nod.

As the caravan of hippies passed, Ben nodded and
spoke to Zipper and Fly, Santo and Swallow,
Whistler and Wren, Wenceslaus and Zelotes,
Adder and Ima, Udder and Ura,Willow and the others
who made up the large commune.

The platoon of Rebels who had been assigned

to the commune passed by and they waved and yelled at the

general. Ben tossed them a left-handed



mock salute and waited for Emil Hite to pass

by. At least Ben hoped he would pass by and not
stop.

The black hearse stopped and Emil jumped out. The
little con artist who professed to be the earthbound
voice of the Great God Blomm drew himself up and
saluted.

"Lafayette, we are here!" he shouted.

Ben sighed and eyeballed the little man. Emil had
discarded his flowing robes and changed into tiger-stripe
BDU'S, black beret, and high-heeled cowboy

boots. He was a bit unsteady on his feet.

Buddy and Tina, Ben's kids, walked up, both

of them smiling. Colonel Dan Gray, CO of the
Scouts, stood by them, his little dog,Chester , by his
boots. Dan struggled to hide his smile.

With some assistance, Emil climbed up on the hood
of the hearse.

"Oh, no!" Ben muttered.

Emil started to slide off the hood and waved his arms
frantically, finally regaining his balance. "We have
traveled many a hard and dangerous mile to reach you,
General Raines. Through fog and rain and gloom of

night..."

Ben tuned him out as best he could, hoping that



the speech would be a short one. For all his

theatrics, Emil and his followers had proved to be

some tough fighters; they would stand against terrible odds.
Emil finally wound down and managed to get off the
hood of the hearse without busting his butt.

"Good to have you with us, Emil," Ben said. And Ben was
telling the truth. Ben liked the little con artist, for

Emil could always be counted on to provide some comic
relief when the situation got grim. "Follow

Ther-mopolis and his people and dig in."

"At your orders, sir!" Emil shouted, saluting.

"My people will fight to the death . . ."

"Emil!"

"dis . . We shall fight on the beaches and the hedgerows
Ben groaned.

"dis . . We shall fight in the streets and from the

bunkers . . ."

Even the little dog,Chester , was looking at Emil very
strangely.

"Right, Emil," Ben said. " appreciate your

coming up here . . ."

"And when ammunition is no more, we shall fight with
entrenching tools and clubs . . ."

"Thank you, Emil. Your loyalty is very

nearly overwhelming."



"We shall never surrender and ever with liberty and
justice . . ." Emil looked confused for a moment.

"I said that wrong."

Ben patted the man on the shoulder. "It's all

right, Emil. I understand."

With Emil gone, Ben turned to Dan Gray. "Have
there been any shots exchanged, Dan?"

"Negative, General. Both sides appear to be

too busy digging in."

"So it's shaping up to be an artillery battle."

"At first, yes. But that will change very quickly as
those on the east side of the river learn we have them
outgunned."

"We're going to have to keep a sharp eye on our rear
and our flanks. Voleta and Ashley will be coming up
hard and fast."

"I've set up posts stretching fromHannibal in

the north toSalem in the south. They're dug in and
well concealed alongside every road capable of
sustaining heavy traffic."

"Good. All right, Dan. Let's go see how our

people are doing."

Dan took the lead and assigned Scouts to the rear
of the short column, with Ben and his personal

team in the center, Cooper at the wheel of the big



wagon.
Everyone who could use a shovel was busy filling
sandbags, digging bunkers, and finding heavy timbers
to add support. Tanks and artillery were being
positioned and fortified. Along the river, working
unseen, Rebels were quietly occupying empty
warehouses and other buildings and setting up heavy
machine gun positions, fortifying their positions with
sandbags and railroad ties.

Ben and his teams moved into General Striganov's
sector. The Russian had dug his people in deep and
quickly. Striganov handed Ben powerful binoculars and
moved them toward a window of his CP, located
close to the river. "Take a look, General."

The activity across the river jumped into the lenses.
"Jesus!" Ben said. "It looks like the staging area
inEngland before D-Day."

"My thoughts exactly," the Russian agreed with a
smile. "I, too, have seen old newsclips of the

storming of the beaches."

Ben turned to Corrie. "Tell Ike to send his

demolition people north and south, Corrie. Blow the
bridges that are still standing fromQuincy toCape
Girardeau. We'll make the bastards come

across the river if they want us. After you've done that,

bump Base Camp One and have all PU!'S



readied and flown up here.

Land them at that strip we cleared at Saint

Clair."

"Yes, sir."

Ben and his teams drove into the ruins ofSt. Louis ,
using Interstate 55, picking their way along.

Cecil and the mercenary, West, had deployed their
troops south to north within the city, fromWeber Road
in the south toHall Street in the north.

St. Louiswas a study in desolation and ruin. Time

and fire and assorted vandals and crud and punks and
Night People had turned the city into a wasteland. The
suburbs of the city, where Ben had his people to the south, and
Ike to the north, were bad enough, but inside the city
itself, it was ruin . . . most of it by human hand.

Cecil Jefferys and Ike McGowan met Ben
atCaron-deletPark and the men shook hands.

"They're dug in tight across the river," Cecil

said.

"TI've seen. All right, so we've lost the element

of surprise. I'm passing the word up and down the
line, personally. Let's get all our artillery

and heavy mortars in place and the enemy's

positions spotted and coordinated. When can you have that

done?"



"By 1800 hours."

"Same here," Ike said.

" Approximately the same time Georgi and West
gave me." Ben handrolled a cigarette and was
thoughtful for a moment. "Cec, you and West were the first
ones to arrive. When do the troops across the river
roll out for breakfast?"

"Between 0530 and 0600 hours, Ben. It's been that
way ever since we got here."

Ben nodded. "All right. At 0600 hours, tomorrow
morning, [ want all of us to open up with everything
we've got in artillery. Willie Peter,

HE, Napalm comin that order." He looked at

Dan. "Do you know where their supply depots are
located?"

"Yes. I have them pinpointed. But they're too far
back for anything except our heaviest artillery

to effectively strike."

"Drop the other boot, Dan."

"Our one fifty-five's and eight-inchers are not in
place; they're not even here yet. And won't be for
another thirty-six hours."

"Roads getting that bad?"

"Yes, sir."

"That may be a blessing in disguise," Ben said,

grinding out the butt of his cigarette under his boot



heel. "They may think the shorter range artillery

is all we have and not move their depots." He
lifted a map and studied it. "Corrie, bump the
convoy and tell them to take one-forty-one atArnold
and then cut east on Interstate Two-seventy,

take that on into the city. Dan, have your Scouts
meet them there and escort them to here." He punched the
map. "Just west of Interstate fifty-five. Have
them spread out north to south and get in place
doubletime."

"Yes, sir."

"All right, Ike. Let's go see what you've

got cooking in your sector."

Ike rode with Ben in the big wagon. "What'd you
do with Thermopolis and Emil?"

"Kept them with me. Therm will look after Emil.
How far up did you have to stretch your people?"
"T've got a few all the way up to where the
Missourimakes its final turn before turning south
and flowing into the Muddy."

"That's stretching it pretty thin. How's Lambert
Field?"

"Shitty. I've got a crew out there now trying

to clear two runways. They say it'll be several

days at best."



"Then I'll let the order stand putting the PU!'S
down at that strip in Saint Clair."

"At least for a time. Ben?"

Ben met his eyes.

"St. Louisis full of creepies."

"It doesn't surprise me," Ben said. "This

whole operation started out as a cluster-fuck."

Lan Villar and Kenny Parr were supposed to have
been several hundred miles fromSt. Louis .

Instead, Cecil found them digging in on the east
side of the river when he pulled in from Base Camp
One. Original estimates placed the enemy's
strength at about five to six thousand. As it turned
out, they were over ten thousand strong.

"Have they tried any crap with your people?" Ben asked.
"No. They've pulled back into the city proper and
left us alone."

"Corrie, make a note to keep our people out of the
downtown area unless they go in force."

"Yes, sir."

They reached Ike's sector and got out. "I want

all the bridges blown simultaneously,

Ike. No surprises for us."

"That's ten-four, Ben. My teams have already moved
out."

"How about survivors?"



"None," Ike said it flatly. "It looks like they

split a long time ago."

"When we leave here, we'll destroy the city."

Defeat never entered Ben's mind, and all the

Rebels knew it and adopted the same attitude.

That was just one of the reasons they were practically
indefeatable. That, and the fact that they knew they were right
and just kept on coming.

"That's ten-four, Ben." He stuck a piece of
home-manufactured gum in his mouth. "You seen

Jerre?"

"Briefly. How did you know she was here?"

"A little birdie told me."

"My kids have big mouths."

"Actually it was Cecil. She brought the twins down

to Base Camp One for safekeeping. He said they

have their mother's good looks and your eyes." He chewed
and grinned at Ben.

Ben met his longtime friend's eyes and returned the

smile. "Corrie, make a note to have Jerre

assigned to Ike's command."

Ben did not assign Jerre to Ike -- he had no

intention of doing so comb he did have his friend sputtering
for a few moments. Ben had made up his mind to try

and make friends with Jerre, if at all possible, and



to not be so mean to her as before comz Corrie,Jersey ,
and Beth had said he had been. Personally, Ben

thought he had been cool and aloof rather than mean, but
perhaps women looked at it differently.

He went looking for her, and found her helping to set

up an aide station onTelegraph Road , just

south of 1-255. Ben stood in the door, watching

her, until she felt eyes on her and turned

slowly.

Ben felt a tug at his heart. She was one of those

women who would be beautiful as long as she lived.

He had all sorts of things he had to say to her;

things like, "Let's be friends," for starters.

It all died in his throat.

She stared at him for a moment. "Something, General
Raines?"

Ben shook his head. "It's nothing, Jerre. I just

wanted to tell you to be careful, kid." He backed

out of the building and walked away.

The other people in the room discreetly averted their eyes
and tried very hard not to listen.

Jerre walked to the door and stood watching as Ben
walked away. There were a lot of things she would have
liked to say to him, such as, "Ben, why can't we be
friends?" But the words hung in her throat. She sighed

and shook her head, walking back into the room and



helping the others unfold cots, to be used when the
wounded began arriving.

Ben walked upTelegraph Road , past the

Interstate, and turned toward the river, making his
way through theNationalCemetery , located between the
old VA hospital and Jefferson Barracks

Park. A dozen Rebels trailed along behind and
beside him. At the bluff overlooking the river, Ben
cut his eyes south, to the Jefferson Barracks

Bridge. Ike had anticipated Ben's move and

had his divers wire the bridge early that morning, in
the predawn hours.

Ben did not like to destroy bridges, for he knew with
each bridge he destroyed, another vital link

spanning rivers would be forever gone . . . forever at
least in his lifetime, and more than likely never to be
rebuilt.

Leadfoot, the commander of the outlaw biker Rebels,
walked down to join Ben by the river. The outlaw
bikers were the newest additions to Ben's

Rebel Army, joining up only a few weeks

past.

"You know this Lan Villar, General?" Beerbelly
asked.

"I know him. He's pure scum. But very, very



intelligent and very, very dangerous. So is Kenny

Parr. You know about the Hot Wind, Khamsin.

We're looking at possibly ten thousand troops

just across that river."

"And a couple more thousand comin" at us from the rear."
"That is correct."

"And when we kick these asses, they'll be more comin'
out of the woodwork at us."

"That's right. It's been that way for over a decade.

No reason to think it won't continue."

"When I was outlawin', I kept thinkin": why

don't Ben Raines just carve out a pretty good

section of country, secure it, and forget about the

rest? But that wouldn't work, would it, General?"

"No. It'd be just as bad, or worse, as it is

now. We'd

be in a constant state of readiness and swamped with
refugees pouring in. Eventually we'd be

overwhelmed from the outside."

"How come Base Camp One is never

attacked, General?"

Ben smiled. "Because that is the one place where I have
allowed nuclear weapons to be set up. Our one
fifty-five's and eight-inchers have nuclear

capabilities and we have the warheads. I will always have

a secure zone, Beerbelly."



The secure zone, known as Base Camp One, now
encompassed a half-dozen parishes in North
Louisiana, with a standing army of more than two thousand
men and women, not counting the doctors, scientists,
technicians, and others who kept the factories and
hospitals and labs going twenty-four hours a

day. Not even Khamsin, Ashley, Voleta, or

Lan Villar entertained any illusions about

attacking Base Camp One. All enemies of the

Rebels knew it would be suicide to attempt that.
True, those who hated Ben Raines and the

Rebels's way of life wanted the Rebels

destroyed, but they also wanted their advancements and
technology and factories intact. That would not
happen if by some dark miracle they managed

to overrun the standing troops at the base camp. Ben
had given orders to destroy it all before allowing it

to fall into enemy hands.

Base Camp One was probably the most

secure place on the face of the earth.

Since Ben had expanded the perimeters of the secure
zone, Base Camp One now extended from the
Arkansasline down to approximately forty

miles south of Monore, then east to the

Mississippi River. There were, in addition to the



factories and labs, wildlife refuges,

petting zoos, both collective and individual

farms, open markets, schools and universities,

vo-techs, hospitals, and all the other vestiges

of a normal society.

But on closer inspection, there were some not-so-
subtle differences that would have caused many liberals
to immediately pull out their hankies and start stomping on
them.

There were no free rides in any of the Rebel
communities. If a person was able to work, they worked,
or they were kicked out. No exceptions. In the

schools, children were not only taught the three R's
comand taught it well, in addition to fine arts-they were
also taught values, respect for other people and their
property, and for God's lesser creatures. Many

Rebels were strictly vegetarian in their diets,

but that was by no means a mandatory requirement. But
there were humane ways to raise livestock,

and those who chose the Rebel way of life understood
that and behaved accordingly.

Trapping and hunting for sport was forbidden in any
zone the Rebels controlled. The laying out of any

type of ground poison was not allowed. Deer herds
were controlled by the careful reintroduction of the

animals' natural predators. It was not



uncommon now to see wolves and panthers once more
roaming free in the designated wilderness areas, as
God had intended. If the wolves and panthers
ventured outside the designated areas and became a
hazard to humans or to livestock, which occasionally
did happen, game wardens went after them -- taking
the offending predator alive if possible comand moving
them out of the controlled zone.

If one tree was cut down, another was planted.

Land could not be cleared without providing windbreaks of
timber to prevent topsoil from blowing away.

It was not a society that everyone could live in. Those
who kept statistics on such matters agreed that
perhaps one in five could live in a Rebel-controlled
Zone.

There was absolutely no crime. It was not

tolerated. Walk onto someone else's property

with less than friendly intent, and there would, in

most cases, be a funeral the next day. The

selling of drugs called for the death penalty.

Killing someone while driving drunk

meant a long prison sentence, at very hard labor,
without exception. No plea-bargaining, no deals,

no lesser sentencing based on social standing. The

laws were black and white in Rebel country, without



benefit of a gray area. There were no bars or

honky-tonks in any Rebel-controlled zone. But

if a person wanted to get rip roaring drunk in

their home, that was their business. Just don't get behind
the wheel of a vehicle after doing so.

Abuse a child in a Rebel zone, and the offending party

or parties faced the very real possibility of that child

being taken from them and placed with couples who would care
for it.

There were very few lawyers in any Rebel-controlled
zone; or it should be said there were very few practicing
attorneys. Many who were lawyers back when
civilization was the norm-more or less-before the Great
War, were now farmers and soldiers and mechanics and so
forth. And those who did maintain some sort of legal
practice-just to keep their hand in it, for there certainly
wasn't much call for them -- soon learned that in
Rebel-controlled zones there were very few

legal niceties.

The first rule to surviving was: Don't cross

Ben Raines.

Standing by the river, Ben looked at Beerbelly.

"You and Wanda and the other bikers could have left us at
any time over the past few weeks. To tell you the

truth, I'm pleasantly surprised you didn't."

Beerbelly smiled. "To tell you the truth,



General, it sorta surprises me too. How

pleasant it is is up for grabs. But look at it

this way: sooner or later, the Rebels are gonna

win. It's just a matter of time. It might be

months, it might be years; but you're going to win. You
and your bunch is gonna have bodies swingin' in the
wind fromCalifornia toNew York . There used to be
a western sayin' about seein' the gun-

fighters' graveyards." He met Ben's eyes.

"T've seen some of yours, Ben Raines. And the

sight scared the shit outta me!"

"Do you find it so difficult to obey the law,
Beer-belly?"

"No. I didn't find it difficult before the Great

War. But [ had me a family back then. Wife

and two kids. I worked construction during the week and
me and my old lady rode Harley's on

the weekend." He smiled. "Had a sidecar for the
kids. Both of us used to read your adventure

books in my spare time. You were a good writer. |
had a good life back then; me and my wife and

kids. Then it all fell apart. Oh, don't get

me wrong. I'm not makin' excuses for what I

done after . . . Alice and the kids died. It was

bad and if somebody had killed me for it, well,



I would have gone out thinkin' that I sure deserved knowledge.
And that's the truth. Those of us who joined up with you .
.. we'd been thinkin' of a way out, lookin' for one

for a long time. Oh, none of us is altar boys, and

we ain't likely to become none anytime soon. But

what we're doin' now makes me feel a hell

of a lot better."

The biker, an Uzi slung over a shoulder,

walked back to his group's position, between
Telegraph Road andBuckley Road .

Ben walked back south, along 231, inspecting the
fortifications his people had built. They all knew it was
going to be one hell of a battle, and they were going

to take some casualties, so the bunkers were being dug
extra deep and fortified heavily.

It wasn't the Rebel way to stop working whenever a
ranking officer appeared on the scene,

jumping around and saluting and all that crap; not even
if that officer was Ben Raines. The Rebels kept

right on working and Ben walked on.

He inspected the positions where the 81 mm mortar
carriers were set up, and nodded his head in

approval. With a range of over two miles, the

81's would deal some misery to those across the river.
Then it was back to his CP to look with disgust upon a

stack of papers piled on his desk. "What is



all this crap?" he askedJersey .

Ben's diminutive warriornessstbodyguard met his
eyes. "Things that need your signature, General.

A courier just brought them in from the airstrip at St.
Clair."

Muttering, Ben sat down behind the desk and began
wading through the stack of reports, proposals,
requisitions and recommendations. He slopped his
name on some and shit-canned most of the paperwork . . .
but he speed-read it all. He had just finished when a
familiar voice spoke to him from the open door of his
office.

"I often wondered if you ever actually read anything

I sent you," Doctor Lamar Chase said.

Smiling, Ben rose from his chair and gripped the
man's hand. "I read all of your

ramblings, Lamar. When'd you get in?"

"About an hour ago. [ want to make an

inspection of the aid stations, Ben. At least as many as
possible before the balloon goes up. Care to go with
me?"

"Lamar, I would accompany you to the gates of
Hell to get away from paperwork."

"All in due time, Ben," the chief doctor said

with a chuckle. "All in due time."



They had inspected a dozen aid stations and Chase
found them all well-stocked and meeting with his
approval-which was no mean feat to accomplish.

At the next stop, Ben said, "I'll wait out here

and grab a smoke."

Lamar gave him an odd look and nodded his head.
He walked into the aid station and bumped into Emil
Hite. The little man's mouth was swollen and
bruised. He could see where several stitches had
been taken. "What happened to you, Emil?"

"I was giving a pep talk to my people and fell off the
hood of my hearse."

Chase shook his head, thinking: If future

historians ever write about this army, it's going to be
the goddam-nest story ever told . . . with the
exception of the Bible.

"I'm very sorry to hear that, Emil. My people took
good care of you?"

"Oh, yes, sir."

"Good, good." He patted the little man on the shoulder
and walked on. He pulled up short and smiled when
he saw the reason Ben had not wanted to come in.
Damnest bunch of warriors I ever did see, he
mused. Hardass Colonel Dan Gray has

fallen butt over elbows for Sarah Bradford and the

leader of the greatest army on the face of the earth won't



come into an aid station because of a little blue-eyed girl.
One thing about it, though, both of them have excellent
tastes in ladies.

Then Chase grinned mischievously as he walked

up

to Jerre. "I read the reports on you, Jerre,"

he said. "You went through combat medic school with high
marks."

"Thank you, Doctor Chase."

"You got a promotion, too, I understand."

"Yes, sir. Licutenant."

"That's good. I have a new assignment for you,
Lieutenant. One befitting your rank."

"Oh?"

He told her and stepped back as he

noticed her eyes narrowing and her jaw stiffening.

He'd been warned that she had a temper that was close
to equalling a wolverine . . . and he believed it.

Then she smiled, with about as much humor in it as a
shipwreck. "Why, thank you, sir. Does this

meet with the general's approval?"

"It doesn't have to, Lieutenant. Medical people

can call any shot they so choose."

"He has been informed of this, of course."

"Ah ... not yet. Why don't you get your gear



together and join the general out in that new tugboat he
calls a station wagon. I'll just continue on with my
inspection."

"Yes, sir. Whatever you say, sir."

Ben turned his head at the tapping on the windshield

and looked at Jerre. He rolled down the window and
eyeballed her duffle bag on the sidewalk.

"May we drop you off somewhere, Jerre?"

"Wherever you're going, Ben." When they were alone, she
dropped all military titles and courtesies.

Considering what they had once meant to each other, and
all they had been through, both of them felt

ridiculous when she did display military

courtesy.

"What do you mean by that?"

She told him.

Ben blinked a couple of times then slowly got out

of the wagon, to stand looking down at Jerre. "This is
Chase's idea of a joke. He can't be serious."

"He's serious, Ben."

"Well, by God, you can bet 111 have something to say
about this!"

"Y ou have nothing to say about it," Chase said, walking out
of the aid station. "Because of your propensity for getting
into trouble and taking unnecessary risks, all of your

battalion commanders have, at one time or another,



requested this. I have resisted because you would have made
life miserable for anyone I assigned to you.

However, I don't think you're going to make life
miserable for Lieutenant Hunter. Because if you

try, she'll tell you to go right straight to hell,

Raines! My inspection tour is over. Cecil

has cleaned up the hospital over on 115. That

will be my base. Take me over there now.

Lieutenant Hunter is permanently assigned

to your personal team, General Raines. Period!"

No sooner were the words out of his mouth when the afternoon air
was ripped by automatic weapons' fire. The

bullets slammed and whined off the concrete of the
building housing the aid station, howling off as

flattened and dangerous ricochets. Ben jerked

Jerre and Chase to the sidewalk behind the wagon as the
rest of his team sought cover.

"Guerrilla attack, Ben?" Chase shouted the question

over the whine of unfriendly fire.

"I doubt it. Probably creepies. The city's

full of the bastards.Jersey , you have them spotted?"
"That's ten-four, General," the woman called.

"Top floor of that building right across the street."
"Corrie, call for tanks."

"Yes, sir."



"You two stay down," Ben told the doctor and the
medic. "And in this situation, I give the orders and
you obey them."
He opened the door to the wagon and pulled out his
M-14 just as the lead from across the street really
began to fly in their direction. Ben's team
returned the fire and a creepie was knocked out of
an already shat-
tered window. He hit the sidewalk and splattered.

Ben opened up with the old Thunder Lizard, the heavy
.308 slugs pocking the outside bricks of the
building and raising hell with anybody inside as the
lead found open windows. Screams of pain from those on
the top floor drifted over the gunfire.

Sticking home a fresh clip, Ben said,
"Gorrie, have teams from all battalions clear this
city from the river back to Chase's hospital.
I'm not going to have three fronts to fight."

"Yes, sir." She began bumping the other
battalions, giving them Ben's orders.

Two fifty-ton main battle tanks rumbled
around the corner and clanked into position. They
elevated their 105's and began destroying the top
floors of the building with HE rounds.

"No prisoners!" Ben shouted over the roar of the

105's.



Corrie nodded and spoke into her headset mic.

Dan and a contingent of his Scouts, including Ben's
kids, Tina and Buddy, slid around the corner in
Jeeps and Hummers just in time to see the top of the
office building blow apart.

"Tell the tanks to cease firing, Gorrie, and
have Dan's people mop it up."

"Yes, sir."

Ben squatted down behind the wagon until a team
of Scouts moved into the building, mopping up any
Night People who might still be alive.

Ben stood up just as Dan walked up,
accompanied by Buddy and Tina. "I heard
your orders, General," the Englishman said.

"T'll take this sector back to I-fifty-five
and commence immediately. Tina and Buddy will accompany
you."

"All right, Dan. As you go, set up secure
zones and establish perimeters."

"Right, sir."

Ben looked at Chase and Jerre. "Come on,
people. Let's take a drive over to Chase's
hospital."

Cooper stayed on 1-55, making the loop around the

city, taking 1-70 just past the downtown area and



cutting northwest. He left the Interstate at
Goodfellow Boulevardand hit 115, taking that

to the hospital.

"[t's about three miles to the airport, Ben,"

Chase said, as they pulled up by the emergency room
entrance. "Ike tells me a couple of runways

should be cleared and patched in a couple of days -- with
any kind of luck. There is a hospital plant

closer to the airport, but it's been vandalized beyond
repair."”

"It's a good choice, Lamar." He lifted his

mic and bumped Buddy. "Rat, take your teams and
double-check the area south for creepies.

Tina, you go north. Ham, take the west side and

I'll take the east." He hooked the mic and said,

"Let's go, people."

As they worked along 115, the unmistakable odor of
Night People drifted out of the first building they came
to. Ben motioned a Rebel with a flamethrower up

to him. "Burn it."

A stream of pressure-backed-thickened gas
whoosed into the building. It was quickly followed

by intense screaming as the clothing of the creepies
ignited and their cannibalistic flesh was cooked.

"Hell with this," Ben said. "Get me some Dusters

up here right now."



The quick little M-42 Dusters soon zipped into the
hospital sector. The five-man crew Dusters

looked almost small and dainty when parked alongside
the huge fifty-ton main battle tanks, but their

40mm cannon and quad-.50 machine guns could

spew out an enormous rate of firepower and
destruction.

The explosive warheads in the 40mm shells

began pounding the buildings around the hospital compound,
knocking holes in the brick walls. Creepies

ran from the buildings in a panic, to be gunned down
by the Rebels lying in wait for them.

"Stack the bodies inside a building and burn

them," Ben ordered. "Look for any prisoners the
creepies might have stashed around for a snack and take
them

to Doctor Chase." He checked his watch.

Several hours of daylight left. "Corrie, we

don't have time to go house to house, building

to building, so I want demolition teams up here

right now. [ want them to clear a two-block area
around the hospital ... all the way around it. [

don't want any building left standing."

"Yes, sir."

"Tell Ham and Buddy to stay up here with their teams



and assist. Tell Tina to bring her team and come with
me."

"Ben Raines, the one-man wrecking crew,"

Jerre muttered, not unkindly.

Jerseylooked at her and grinned. "Was he always

this way? I mean, even when you first met him back in
Virginia?"

So everybody knows the story, Jerre thought about that for a
moment, as they jogged along the littered sidewalk.

She wasn't sure if she liked that or not. But then

figured she couldn't do anything about it, so what the
hell? "Yeah. Yeah, he was,Jersey .

He was tough even back then. He snowed me how

to use weapons and made me learn to be good with them."
Ben had taken the point, naturally, and waved them

to a stop and down with arm and hand motions. Tina was
by his side, and they were arguing. Ben didn't look

like he was buying any of what she had to say.

"Tina will threaten to call her Uncle Ike if the

general doesn't give up the point. He'll

bitch and fuss about it, but he'll give in,"

Jerseysaid.

"You know him well, don't you,Jersey ?"

"I been with him a long time, Jerre. We been through

a lot of battles."

Jerseylooked every bit of twenty-five years



old. But Jerre knew that many Rebels joined the

main force as just teenagers.

"Let's go!" Tina called, taking the point.

Tina came to a building whose windows had been
boarded up coma sure giveaway that the building

was, or had been, inhabited. Tina sniffed at the
doorway and

grimaced. All watching her knew she had smelled

the foul odor of Night P. She removed a

grenade from her battle harness and pointed to four
others, telling them to do the same. She waved

them forward.

Jerre spotted movement across the street, on the
rooftops and cut loose with her M-16. "On the
rooftop!" she yelled.

Half the team spun to cover their rear while Tina

and the others dropped in grenades and scrambled for the
protection of rusted-out vehicles parked

haphazardly along the curb.

Several creepies were firing from the rooftops just as a
main battle tank rounded the corner and opened up with
HE and WP rounds, in addition to .50-caliber
machine gun fire. The coaxial gun, normally a

7.62 machine gun had been replaced with a second

.50, beefing up the firepower. The entire



second floor erupted in a roar of flame and
smoke and brick and mortar just as the grenades blew
in the building behind the Rebels.
"Let's go!" Tina yelled, jumping inside the
smoke-filled and shattered room.
Ben was right behind her, his M-14 set on full
rock and roll. Father and daughter began clearing the
littered room of any living things.
When the first floor was clear, Ben took over and
waved the team outside. "Corrie, tell that tank
to blast this building."
Ben led the team out of range of falling debris and
they squatted behind cars and trucks while the main
battle tank dealt some misery to any creepies
who might still be alive on the floors above the
cleared first floor.
Ben looked up the street at movement. The first of the
demolition teams had arrived. Ben looked back
at the team. "Everybody all right? OK, good.

Corrie, tell the tanks to stick around and cover the
explosives people. Let's get out of here.

The next day.

Across the river, the commanders of the opposing forces were
having breakfast as they met in a building along
Kingshighway Road, laying down the ground rules and

clearing the air of any personal grievances they



might have.

"I must insist upon remaining in command of all
forces," the Hot Wind blew.

Lan Villar laughed at him. "Khamsin, must
I remind you that you are in no position to insist upon
anything?"

The Hot Wind leaned back in his chair and
slowly nodded his head. "You are right, Lan," he
surprised them all by admitting. "Thanks
to General Raines, my forces have been very
nearly destroyed."

Lan softened his usually harsh manner of speaking.
"I didn't mean to rub salt into an open wound,
Khamsin. But I must point out that if we are to set
up any type of empire, it must be in the United
States.Europe is ... occupied, so to speak."

"As isSouth America ," Khamsin said.

The youngest of them all, Kenny Parr, had so far
sat silent, listening. Young he might be, but he
had his late father's natural ability as a soldier
with none of the elder Parr's arrogance. And it was that
arrogance that got him killed in New Africa in the
early part of the government's attempts to rejoin all
of theUnited States after the Great War.

Kenny finally spoke. "What Raines doesn't



know is that Sister Voleta's Ninth Order is much
stronger than he realizes. I've been dealing with the
sister for several years. She is quite mad, of

course, but brilliant in her madness; as are so many
of the insane. Voleta has about five thousand
personnel in reserve, scattering throughout the United
States. She has called them together. They will be
massing to the west ofSt. Louis ."

Lan Villar looked at the young man, new
respect in
his eyes. The elder Kenny Parr, whom Lan had
met inAfrica , had been a good soldier, but a
rash and impatient man. The younger Kenny Parr
had, so far, exhibited none of his father's
imperfections.
"Go on, Kenny."
"My father warned me about General Ben Raines.
He said above all else, don't trust the man.
And don't try to outguess him. You think hell do
one thing, and Ben will turn around and do the opposite."
"I can personally attest to that," the Hot Wind
blew bitterly.
"And? So?" Lan questioned. "There is a point to all
this?"
"I and my men checked every military base and national

guard and reserve armory betweenFlorida and



Missouri. There is not one tank nor one single
piece of artillery to be found. Ben Raines has

it all. Thousands of pieces of artillery and

hundreds of tanks. But few drivers and crews,

I am thinking."

"Where are they, son?" Lan asked, putting a
fatherly tone to his voice. He liked this young
mercenary. He might even take him under his wing and
guide him along.

"At Raines's Base Camp One."

The Hot Wind leaned forward, his eyes bright and
cruel. "Then we take the camp."

"No," Kenny nixed that.

"Why not, son?" Lan asked.

"Raines has nuclear capability all around those
hundreds of square miles. And he won't

hesitate to use it. He doesn't want to use

it. But he will if anyone attacks that secure

zone."

Lan wanted nothing to do with nuclear weapons. In the
hands of a man like Ben Raines, a damn fanatic

for reorganization and law and order and farms and
governments and all that happy crap, Raines would
certainly use them if pushed. So Base Camp

One was out.



Then it dawned on Lan what Kenny had

previously said. He looked at the young man and
arched one

eyebrow.

The young man, quite handsome in a cruel sort of way,
smiled. "Yes," he said softly. "Despite our

superior numbers, we've got our asses in a

crack."

"What? What?" Khamsin demanded, both

hands gripping the arms of his chair. "What are you
talking about?"

"We have short-range artillery," Lan said, his

voice low, but not at all soft. "Light mortars

and nothing else. We can be very effective with enemy
positions along the river. But let Raines pull

his people back a few blocks, into the inner city, and we
can't touch them."

"But they could, can, pound at us with impunity," Kenny
added.

Sixty tanks and dozens of 8 1mm mortars

fired from theMissouri side of the river at the same

time the bridges were blown. The impacting incoming
rounds knocked the men from their chairs, sending them
sprawling on the floor, all of them cursing Ben

Raines and his Rebels.

The men got to their knees jtast as three rounds,



HE, WP, and napalm struck the building next

to them and tore the center out of it, blowing out the wall
facing the street and sending bricks flying through the
air; lethal weapons that crushed skulls and broke

the bones of any soldier they struck.

Lan Villar grabbed for a mic. "Get me the

range of all incoming!" he shouted to anyone who
might be listening. "All of it seems to be

concentrated in this area."

During a lull in the incoming, Khamsin said, "You
think Raines may be limited in range?"

"Yes," Lan said. "From the sounds of the barrage,

he's using one-o-five's, ninety's and

eighty-one mm. No one fifty-five's or

eight-inchers. Order all troops to fall back

east of Bluff Road . He can't reach us there."

Khamsin, Villar, and Parr took casualties

that morning as the barrage caught them by surprise.
Probably ten percent of their troops were either blown
to bloody bits, crushed by the falling buildings, or
wounded so badly as to be put out of action for the
duration. The Willie Peter and napalm rounds

setEast St. Louis blazing from 270 in the north

all the way down to the county line in the south, and from the

river toWashingtonPark .



Rainfall had been far below normal that spring and
early summer, and the city was as dry as a tinderbox.
With tons of litter on the streets and in the

buildings and homes,East St. Louis went up like

a huge box of matches sitting under a fireworks'
display. Flames were leaping hundreds of feet into the
air, andwitha hot and very dry wind from the west, the fire
was pushed rapidly to the east . . . the same

direction the retreating troops were taking.

Lan Villar stopped in his retreat to turn and

face the west, a grudging smile of respect on

his lips. "You son of a bitch!" he cursed Ben

Raines. "So you've won the first battle. But the

war is a long way from being over." He jumped in his
vehicle and hauled his terrorist ass away from the
advancing flames.

"Cease fire," Ben gave the orders.

He had driven up to Cecil's sector and now

stood on an overpass of the Interstate, looking through
binoculars at the recent carnage across the river.

A soldiers' smile creased his lips. "That'll

give them something to think about, Cec. And just maybe
they've fallen for our short-range ruse."

"We can't send spotter planes up," Cecil

reminded Ben. "We know they have a few Stinger

missiles."



"As long as they keep it nonnuclear," Ben said,

"so will we."

"I don't think they have nuclear capabilities,

Ben. I think we're the only standing army in the world
who

still has that capacity."

"Let's hope."

A runner handed Ben a piece of paper. Ben read

it and passed it on to Cecil. All the designated
bridges were either down or crippled so badly they
could not support vehicular traffic.

"More links destroyed," Ben muttered.

"It had to be, Ben," his longtime friend said. "We had
no other choice in the matter."

Ben nodded his agreement, the curt nod also

silently stating that while Ben knew it had to be,

he certainly didn't have to like it. "Did we receive
any unfriendly fire?"

"Negative. Nowhere up and down the line did they
sustain any returning fire from across the river."

"All right, that tells us that while they have the
superior numbers, they don't have much in the way of
artillery. Short-range mortars, probably.

Maybe some old recoilless rifles. But Cec,

they didn't mass across that river for show. They know



something that we don't. And Gee, why don't they have
more in the way of artillery?"

Cec met his eyes. "Go on, Ben."

Before he could reply, Corrie said, "General

Ike is on his way down."

Ben nodded his head. "I want prisoners. As many

as we can grab. Get the interrogation teams

ready and equipped. Chase doesn't like it, but

he'll do it. I want to know where Lan came from, and
more importantly, why. I want to know why he
doesn't have more in the way of artillery. I want

to know what he's running from." He smiled at the
startled look on Cecil's face. "Oh, yeah,

Cec. He's running from something. He probably

had either Africa orEurope to play in. Why

did he leave? What's going on over there?"

"Ben . . ." Cecil knew all the signs and he

was reading them in his friend's face and voice. "You
aren't planning on? . . ."

"Maybe. Why not? We'll change Ike from
general to

admiral and put him in charge of the fleet."
"Jesus, Ben!"

"Are we having a prayer meeting?" the stocky

ex-Navy SEAL asked, walking up to join the

group.



"It's almost over here inAmerica " Ben said.

"Once this present threat is beaten back, all

we'll have is the mopping up. The creepies are on

the run. Malone's people are in hiding in the wilderness
areas out west. Our outpost program is going even
better than we dreamed it would. More and more people
are realizing that we're going to reclaim this nation and
are coming out of hiding to join us. We'll soon be able

to field seven full battalions. That's something that

those crud across the river don't realize. Why not
investigate what's happening in other parts of the world?"
Ike almost choked on his bubble gum. When he

stopped coughing, he yelled, "How the hell do you
propose to get over there, Ben?"

"By ship," Ben said, taking the offer of a cup of

coffee fromJersey . "And when this is over, you're

going to be in command of the flotilla, convoy, whatever the
hell it's called."

Ike started jumping up and down. He looked like a

huge basketball with arms. "Have you lost your

fuckin' mind?" he shouted.

"We have to know what threats face us from overseas,
Ike. And I believe the threats are dangerously

awesome. You both know what our intelligence people have

put together concerning the Night P. Through intercepted and



decoded communiques, they believe the creepies have
just about taken over the world. If that's true, then it's
up to us to stop them."

"Ben," Cecil said. "Those three other

battalions are still several weeks away from being
ready for combat," he reminded him.

Ben took a sip of coffee and shook his head.

"We don't have time." He turned to Corrie.

"Bump Base Camp One, Corrie. Have them

start the new battalions up this way immediately.
Spread them out south

to north along Highway 63, from Rolla up

to Kirks-ville. Swing the ends around to cover west
to east for twenty miles."

"That's spreadin’' them awful thin, Ben," Ike said,
after checking a map of the state. "That's about a
hundred and fifty miles of highway."

"They're not going to be fighting stand or die, Ike.

I think that the good Sister Voleta is much stronger
than she's let anyone know. I think she's kept

her main force under cover and I think they're going
to be joining her as she and Ashley push east. All

I want the new battalions to do is keep up a

steady fight as they pull back toward us. Buy us
some time to contain what's across the river."

"Suppose Voleta comes down from the north or up



from the south?" Cecil asked.

Ben smiled. "Then we're fucked!"

The destruction of much of the western part ofEast St .
Louis not only knocked some of the fight from
Khamsin, Villar, and Parr, it also gave

them some insight into the man who was in command of the Rebel
army that faced them across theMississippi River .

The move also gave Ben a few extra days to get

his long-range artillery up and in place.

The three new battalions of Rebels, who had

been training for months at Base Camp One and

at other hidden locations in the south and eastern part of the
nation were on the move. The third day after the
bombardment, the first of the new battalions were
crossing theMissouri line and moving northward,
towardKirksville . Five Battalion would
occupyKirksville and stretch south sixty

miles. Six Battalion would take the line from

Moberly down to and includingJefferson City , and
Seven Battalion would stretch from the old

capital down to just south of Rolla.

These were fresh troops, with the finest equipment
available and whose officers and NCO'S were all
battle-

tested leaders. And there was another reason for Ben's



committing them to combat fresh out of training: When Ben
left the shores ofAmerica behind him, he planned

on taking three battalions with him comhis own,

Ike's people, and West's mercenaries. Ben had

to make sure that the people he left behind could and
would fight.

On the morning of the fourth day after the killing and
demoralizing artillery barrage, Dan Gray

brought prisoners into Ben's CP. His Scouts had
crossed the river at night and did a little silent
headhunting with knives, bringing back a dozen scared
but sullen prisoners.

"Villar's people are a mixed bag, General," Dan
informed him. "From East European to English. No
blacks."

"Kenny Parr's men?"

"The worst kind of redneck all the way."

Ben faced the prisoners. "We can do this easy or
hard," he told him. "That means with or without the
use of drugs, which can be unpleasant to say the
least."

The men faced him silently, hate in their eyes.

"Very well," Ben said. "Dan, take them to the
interrogation teams and see what we can get. When
we've sucked them dry, shoot them."

"Very well, sir."



"Now wait just a damn minute!" a man blurted,

his voice trembly from fear. "This is war, and
prisoners are accorded some rights."

Ben stared at him. "The same kind of rights

you have accorded the men and women you've kidnapped and
tortured and enslaved, forcing them to work on your farms
in Florida?"

The man shuffled his feet and looked awfully
uncomfortable.

Another prisoner spoke, his accent giving away his
East European ancestry. "If we cooperate,

what do we get in return?"

"Freedom. A chance to start over once the armies
across the river are defeated."

"What kind of freedom?" another asked.

"You'll be separated and placed in a

Rebel-controlled zone. We call them outposts.

You'll be given a job, depending on what you're
qualified to do. After successfully completing a
probationary period, you'll be free men."

Four of the prisoners chose to cooperate. The others
were led away.

"You're really going to shoot them, General?" Ben was
asked by one of the four.

"That is correct."



"Kenny don't know what he's up agin. We should

have stayed in Florida."

"We would have gone there to destroy you," Ben told
him. "Eventually."

The man shook his head. "I believe that. You're a

devil, Ben Raines. You're worser than the

ACLU, the FBI, the State Po-lice, and the

IRS all combined ever thought of bein." his

"That's a very interesting comparison. How many men does
Kenny have in his command?"

"Fifteen hundred."

"All white trash?"

The man stirred at that; but despite his situation,

he was forced to smile, very thinly. "You're goin"

to make the people knuckle under to you, ain't you, Ben
Raines?"

"No" Ben surprised him. "Only those who wish

to receive medical attention, to give in a safe and

secure zone, who want to work and live and play in
freedom, who wish their children to be educated, and who
want to see this country regain some of what it once
was."

"And them that don't want to live under your rules?"
"Can go to hell."

"Their kids? . . ."

"Will be taken from them and placed in foster homes,



to live with decent people and who will see that the young are
reeducated."”

"That's commomism!"

"The word is communism. But you're wrong. There is

a touch of socialism in what we're doing. But in

the history of communism, no communist nation ever

allowed their people, all of the people, to be fully armed,

to vote on every rule or proposition, and to elect

their leaders. I never agreed with the saying that everyone

has a right to an opinion, because like you, many don't know
what the hell they're talking about." He cut his

eyes to another. "You are, were, a part of

Villar's forces?"

"Yes, General." The prisoner sat at attention

in the chair.

And with that, Ben knew Villar's forces would be the ones
with the most staying power, the one's with perhaps almost as much
discipline as his own Rebels. "And you came here

from?"

"All over Europe, sir."

"Why?"

"Those you call Night People, General, had a lot

to do with it. There are also armies over there that would make
all our combined forces, yours and those across the river,

tiny in comparison. All of Europe is an armed



camp. The people commany of them comh reverted back
centuries. Baronstpeasant-type of existence in

many cases. The landowner has his or her

private army to act as enforcers."

" "You speak as an educated man, yet you joined

Lan Villar's terrorist army."

"I joined for survival, General. No one stands

alone in Europe. To do so is to die . . . and not

very pleasantly, I might add."

Ben studied the man for a moment, then told the guards
to take the other prisoners out and question them. He asked
the man from Villar's army to stay.

When they were alone, except for Dan Gray, Ben
asked, "Your name?"

"Hans Strobel."

"German?"

"Yes, sir. My parents owned a small business

in West Germany before the Great War. I was attending
the University at Munich when the world blew apart."
"Majoring in what?"

That thin smile appeared on his face.

"Philosophy, sir."

"Y our position with Villar?"

"Platoon leader, sir."

"Do you enjoy raping and torturing, Hans?"

"I never raped anyone in my life, General.



Nor have I ever tortured anyone, except for a

few Night People when trying to find where they had
taken prisoners ... to be eaten."

Ben grunted. He could certainly understand that. "Your
opinion of Lan Villar, Hans?"

Hans thought for a moment. "A brilliant soldier,

but twisted in his thinking. Personally, I believe the
man is functionally insane. He's a cruel

man. He once said that he wished he could have met
Sam Hartline before you killed him, for he admired
him very much."

"Sam Hartline was one of the most vicious people I ever
encountered," Ben told him.

"Precisely," Hans replied. "But you will find

that Sam Hartline was an angel with wings when compared
against Lan Villar."

"What would you do, Hans, if I were to offer you a
position within my Rebel army?"

"Accept and fight alongside you and your people. I am
a survivor, General Raines. Even though [

never held a gun in my hands until I was

twenty-one years old. When the Great War came,

I fought with the resistance in Germany for five years,
before the forces of Lan Villar overran us and took

control of the state where I lived. After a year in a



forced labor camp, I was offered a chance to enlist.

I took it. To stay where I was meant

certain death. [ am a survivor."

Ben nodded his head. "Outfit him, Dan. Keep

him with you for a time. Let's see how he works out."

He looked at Hans. "Welcome to the

Rebels, Hans."

Hans nodded and stood up. "You will not be
disappointed, General. I am a good soldier."

"How many more in Villar's command would switch sides,
Hans?"

He answered without hesitation. "Perhaps one half of
one percent, General. Most are men with little education;
brutes for the most part."

"It always comes back to that, doesn't it, Hans?"

"Only if one keeps a gun close by his

books, sir."

Dan was back in Ben's quarters later that afternoon with a
pleased look on his face.

Ben arched one eyebrow in a question.

"Hans," Dan told him. "He's going to do just

fine. One of those we were going to shoot begged for his
life in return for information. I pulled him out of the

line and interrogated him. He said that Hans was always

out of place in Villar's army, and that Villar had



threatened him many times with a firing squad if

he didn't toughen up. I asked what toughening up
meant? He said Hans would never take part in the
raping and senseless torture that the others did. He
said the only reason Villar kept him around was because
of his brilliant mind and because Villar liked

to debate with him."

"Did you check his information?"

"Oh, yes. He passed a polygraph and a

PSE test. I cut him loose."

"Good. Where did you assign Hans?"

"Buddy's Rat Team. Hell get a workout

there."

"What's the word from the new battalions?"
"Moving into place. Two more days and the line should be
complete. We move against Villar then?"

"Are the young hellions ready?"

Dan grinned. "Now, General, you don't think

I'm going to let all those lads and lassies drop

in by themselves, do you?"

"It would have surprised me. I might decide

to join you."

Dan suddenly got a very worried look on his

face.

Ben laughed and waved a hand. "Oh, hell, Pan!



I'm just joking. [ may have a couple of

jumps left in me, but we'll save them for the

future. You've told them it's a one-shot deal?

They'll be going in at five hundred feet with no
reserve?"

"They know, General."

"They've got a hell of a forced march ahead of them,
Dan. Has Chase started his medical exams

yet?"

"Started at 1200 hours today, General. So far,
everyone looks good."

Ben stood up and moved to a wall map, motioning
Dan to join him. "You'll take oft at 1800

hours from the strip and fly south for fifty miles before
cutting east. Pathfinders are in place and have the

DZ all marked out, at least in their minds.

They'll flag it for you at 1900 hours.

By 0230, no later than 0300 I want you people
here!" He hit the map. "That's a twenty-mile

forced march and you're going to be staggering under the load of
equipment. If you have any doubts, Dan, voice

them now."

"No doubts, General. Anyone who falls behind,

stays behind. My people all know the rules. The name of the
game is march or die."

"T'll see you again before you shove off. |



want to talk with all the boys and girls."

"Right, sir."

Dan did a turnabout and left the room as he had
been trained to do at the Royal Military

Academy near Sandhurst, moving along very
smartly.

Ben sat back down at his desk and fiddled with some
papers, although his mind was not on it. If he could just
figure out a way to go with Dan and his people . . .
Jerre stepped into the room and stared at him. Ben
met her eyes.

"Forget it, Ben," she told him.

"Forget what?" Ben asked innocently.

"I can practically hear the wheels turning in your
head, Ben." She closed the door behind her, walked
to a chair facing his desk and sat down. "You're not
a twenty-one-year-old in the height of physical
conditioning, Ben. I know. Remember me?"

"How could I forget you?" Ben replied honestly.
"And God knows I've tried."

"Would you believe me if I said I'm sorry about

that, Ben?"

"Yes. If there is fault to be placed, it lies

with me."

She shook her head. "That's debatable, of



course. But beside the point right now. If I have

to spend twenty-four hours a day with you until those
paratroopers leave, Ben, I'll do it just to keep

you from going along. And you know I mean that."
Ben leaned back in his chair and stared at her, a
slight smile on his lips. "Yes, Jerre,

I'd forgotten. You probably know me better than
any woman alive. I'd like to go on the drop; |

won't deny that. However, I also know that it's out of the
question. I realize that I'm needed here. But I will
admit this: I was entertaining thoughts of how to get on
board when you came in."

She returned his smile. "You think you could keep

up with them, Ben?"

He slowly shook his head. "I'm a middle-aged

man, Jerre. So the answer is no. I could not.

I'm not even sure how much longer Dan will be able
to do it. That's why I'm pushing Buddy along so
quickly."

She looked toward the ever-present coffeepot.

"May [?"

"Of course."

"Would you like a cup?"

"Yes. Black with . . ."

"T know how you take it, Ben," she cut

him off with a smile.



Over coffee they sat and talked for more than an
hour; something they had not done comwith any de-
gree of friendliness -- in a long time. They spoke of
old friends, many of whom were dead, killed while
fighting in the Rebel Army. And of how well the
movement was progressing.

"Are you really serious about taking troops

to Europe, Ben?"

"I'm certainly thinking about it. If we can kick

Villar and Parr's asses, it will just about wrap it

up for the States; except for some isolated

pockets. I'll be expanding Base Gamp One as

soon as this fight is over, taking in half a dozen
more parishes, west and south. Cecil is a fine
administrator. I'll be handing the reins over

to him."

She laughed, and it was filled with good humor. "The
first black man in the history of the United States

to be completely in charge of the country. But I'll
make you a bet that Cecil will be hopping mad about not
coming along with you."

"No bet, Jerre. He's liable to call me out

for a fistfight. He doesn't know that I'll be

placing him in charge, so keep it quiet."

She nodded. "How many battalions are you



tak-+2"

"As it stands now, three. That will leave four

battalions in country. My battalion will go, as

will Ike's, and Colonel West."

"Doctor Chase?"

"I don't think I could keep him from going."

"I've never been to Europe."

"Then I would suggest you start packing."

Those miscreants that made up Sister Voleta's

Ninth Order surfaced at her coded radio

messages and began their march toward the west. They
came out of the hills and the marshes and the swamps and the
caves. Those east of the Mississippi swung

north and south, to avoid the conflict at St.

Louis, coming up under or over the gathering and then
cutting

west to link up with Voleta and Ashley and their
assorted band of outlaws. Those west of the
Mississippi and west of the Rebels who were now
stretched out south to north in Missouri simply

stayed in place and waited for the main force to reach them.
Those between St. Louis and the three battalions kept
their heads down and waited for the signal to begin
harassing tactics against both the Rebels in

St. Louis and the Rebels between Kirksville and

Rolla.



In the ruins of East St. Louis, Villar was

pacing the floor of his CP. "What's the bastard

waiting on?" he flung the question out, not really

expecting an answer. "What's he got up his

sleeve?"

Villar had expected the campaign to be short,

violent, and of course, victorious for his forces.

Food for his people was going to be a problem very quickly.
When he hit the shores of America, he had

plans to overrun Ben's Base Camp One. Then

that was very quickly nixed when he learned that Ben had
nuclear weapons there, and that everything in Base

Camp One was wired to explode in the event the zone
was ever overrun by enemy forces. So that much needed
source of food was out of reach.

Twelve thousand people ate up a lot of food every day.
And he had no idea where he was to get more. Kenny
Parr had huge farms in Florida, but getting

food up was a dangerous operation, for Raines had

Rebel patrols working everywhere around the nation. One
convoy had already been ambushed and the food taken. The
bastards and bitches were across the river dining on their
food right now. He hoped they all choked

on their greens and blackeyed peas and lima beans.

The mere thought of defeat was a bitter pill for Lan



to swallow. And when he did get it down, it lay like

a lump in his belly.

Villar had known that Raines was well-organized,;

but he had not known just how well. Until it was too
late . . . now there was no turning back.

He had thought of and then discarded the idea of
scouring the countryside and taking civilian

hostages; perhaps to coerce Raines into letting the
food trucks through. But he knew that Raines did

not negotiate with terrorists -- ever. Another

plan out the window.

For the very first time, Lan Villar began to realize just
what kind of a man he was facing. In his own way,
Ben Raines was perhaps more ruthless than Villar.
While the Rebels did not rape and pillage and

plunder, Raines and his Rebels did not have one ounce
of pity or compassion in their souls for anyone who fought
against their dream of rebuilding the shattered nation that was
once called America.

"Goddamn you to hell, Ben Raines!" Lan

Villar cursed him.

Across the river, Ben looked at his plate of fresh
vegetables and smiled. Corn on the cob,

navy beans, and hot cornbread.

"Compliments of Kenny Parr," Jersey told him.

"Maybe we should send him a thank-you note."



"Corrie," Ben said around a mouthful of food.
"Send Villar a message. Tell him many

thanks for the fresh vegetables, and advise him that a
university here once did a study. They concluded
that rats were full of protein and when cooked
correctly were quite tasty. Tell him I suggest he

try dining on rodents."

When his runner handed him the message, Villar
became livid with rage. He screamed out his anger
and then ripped the paper to shreds and flung the
remnants around the room. "I hate that son of a
bitch!" he shouted, his fists clenched.

"Join the club," Khamsin said, looking down at

the goop on his plate the officers" personal

cooks had prepared for them.

"You know what he's doing," Kenny said softly.
"He's waiting us out. He's guessed that by now
we're on short rations, so he's pushing us

to attack him out of desperation. And we're not far from
doing that. If we don't attack, and do so
successfully, we're

going to have to fall back."

"Fall back to

where?"

Villar demanded, but with no rancor in his voice.



"Anyway, we agreed to stay here until this Sister
Voleta nut got her forces together and attacked from
the west. I never, never expected Raines to blow the
bridges. I never did that in Europe. Once

they are gone, they are gone forever . . . at least in
our lifetimes. We're facing a madman!" He
shuddered and regained control. "No," his voice was
softer. "No. Raines is not a madman. He is
brilliantly ruthless. And he is a man who would

see this nation restored no matter what the cost. If

I thought he would even remotely entertain the idea,
I would ..." He trailed that off.

But Khamsin had already guessed what he was about
to say. "Forget it," the Libyan said. "Ben

Raines makes no deals with terrorists. Or at

least none that [ know of. And you are forgetting your
archenemy across the river, Colonel Daniel

Gray."

"Yes," Villar said softly. "Dan Gray

swore on his sister's grave he would kill me."

"Why does he hate you so?" Kenny asked.

"I had agreed to do some contract work for a
offshoot of the IRA back in, oh, eighty-five

or eighty-six. I made the mistake, and it was a
mistake, of kidnapping some schoolchildren in

London. One of the girls was the sister of Dan



Gray. All we had been told was that they were

relatives of SAS men. She was raped." He

shrugged his indifference to that. "Many times. She did not
die well. I had learned that she was Gray's

sister and tape-recorded the rapes. I sent the

tape to him. I was younger then and much more arrogant. I
made a mistake. That mistake almost cost me my

life. Gray stalked me halfway around the world and

shot me with his own damnable brand of hand-loaded
ammo. The bastard had sealed cobra venom into the

tip. I was near death and paralyzed on one side for
months. Don't ever sell Dan Gray short.

As a matter of fact, don't

sell any Rebel commander short. Ike McGowan

is a former Navy SEAL. Murderous bastards!

West is ex-Ffl. Cecil Jefferys is

ex-Green Beret. He isn't as ruthless as Ben

Raines, but he is a far better administrator.

Word that I've received is that Raines is going

to turn the whole operation over to him in the very near
future. Can you imagine that? A nigger

running the country?"

Ben called for a final meeting of his commanders just hours
before the teams of paratroopers took off from the

airstrip at St. Clair.



"Dan will be taking off in two hours, people. At

0600 hours in the morning, we shall begin shelling the
other side of the river with our long-range artillery.
Jersey will give you all the coordinates. Do not
overshoot. To do that will endanger Dan and his
troopers. Ike dropped sappers in two days

ago to mine overpasses and bridges on

Interstates Sixty-four and 55/70, east of

Villar's positions. As soon as the shelling

starts, they'll blow their targets and get the hell out

of there, moving north and south respectively. It

is my hope that with the bombardment, the sappers' work will
not be noticed. That leaves Highway Fifty open

to Villar and the others. If he takes it, our plan

will work and we'll be rid of a lot of terrorists.

If he smells a rat comand he just might-we'll be
sitting on this side of the river with our thumbs up our
asses while Dan and his people are facing the real
possibility of getting mauled."

Ben took a drink of water and then moved to a wall
map. "Villar and his people are not going to move
far. I'm betting they'll move just out of range of

our big pieces and reorganize. Their storage

depots are going to be blown to hell and gone. He
split them up and located them between Belleville and

Highway Fifty, and the second one between Highway



Fifty and Collinsville. Those are two more

reasons I'm betting hell head out on Highway

Fifty.

"The next logical stop for him is here." He

pointed to a town on the map. "Just about ten miles
outside the city. It was a town of about twelve or
fifteen thousand before the war. If any of you are the
praying types, pray that he does choose this

particular town."

Ike was smiling. "Dan and his people are all going to be
carrying about fifty pounds of cannisters, right, Ben?
You've decided to do it?"

"That's right. In addition, fifty others in this drop

will be carrying rocket launchers and our own lab
peoples' version of the old Dragon antitank

weapon. The new ones are lighter and pack more of a
wallop. They are also able to launch other types of
warheads. Our weather people say the winds will be blowing from
west to east that morning."

West chuckled, Tke laughed outloud, and

Cecil smiled grimly. Cecil looked at

Dan and said, "You people have your shot-kits, Dan?"
"Oh, yes," the Englishman replied.

Doctor Chase pointed a finger at him. "Dan,

a few minutes before you fire the gas cannisters, you



people inject yourselves. Any trooper who loses his or
her kit, or it gets damaged in the drop, get

them out of that area immediately, north or south."
"Yes, Doctor Chase."

"The gas will become useless in six to eight

minutes," Chase continued, "causing only a mild
sickness that will soon pass. But for six to eight
minutes, it will kill any living thing it comes in

contact with. Only the injection prevents it from doing
its work."

Ben pointed to the map. "This large lake is
approximately forty-five miles from the target

site. The w