DEATH TRAP!

The tiny ham et was nade up of three buildings- an old service station
and bait shop, a small grocery store, and a bar-and about a dozen hones.
It was not on any map Ben Rai nes had | ooked at.

"What do you think, Father?" Buddy asked.

"They'l|l attack us tonight," Ben said. "Bet the farmon it."

Dar k, savage-| ooking clouds were gathering in the south and west. The
Rebel s were tense as the storm approached. Just before dark, the rains
began, the sheets of water so intense they limted vision to only a few
yar ds.

"Here they come!" The shout was faint above the roaring storm

The attack was wel |l -planned, and it was fast.

W're not going to hold them Ben thought, lifting his M16. W finally
ran out of |uck.

"Ceneral!" Jersey screaned.

Ben turned and took the butt of a rifle on the chin. The last thing he
renenbered was falling into a black pit.
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6 One hour of life, crowded to the full with glorious action, and filled
with noble risks, is worth whole years of those nean observances of
paltry decorum

Sir Walter Scott

When neither their property nor their honor is touched, the majority of
men |ive content.

Ni ccol d Machi avel |
7 The Begi nni ng

After years of governnent waste, governnment lies, and the alnost-tota
control of its citizens, the United States of Anerica was teetering on
the brink of collapse. But it was not alone. Al the great nations of
the worl d-the superpowers, as they were called back then-were in
trouble. The reasons were nmany and vari ed.

War, it seenmed, was the only way out. Thin the popul ation. Once the war
talk started, it could not be stopped. Wen the war cane, and it erupted
simul taneously all over the world, Russia blanmed the United States, the
United States bl amed Russia. China blamed Europe. Israel blanmed the Arab
nati ons, England put the blame on Northern Ireland, Germany bl anmed
Japan, and the French bl aned everybody.

It didn't make any difference who started the war, a limted nucl ear and
germ attack, for when it was over, there was not a functioning
government left in the entire world.

In the United States, one man was picked to pull the nation out of the
ashes of defeat and set it right again. Only problemwas ... he didn't
want the job.

8 Ben Rai nes was an unlikely candidate fromthe outset. He was a
reclusive man, a loner. He had been both soldier and spy. He was a

vi sionary, a philosopher, and a witer of books and articles. He was so
controversial in his views that one group or the other had tried a dozen
times over the years to kill him But Ben Raines was a hard man to kill

Ben Raines was a hard-liner on sone issues and liberal to the core on
ot hers. Back when such things existed, he was a maverick when it came to
voting in any type of election, for he never voted strict party lines.

It took nonths for a small group of survivors to convince Ben to |ead
their novement. But when he took the reins of controls, things began to
happen. He i medi ately nmoved thousands of followers to the northwest and
formed a country within a country, calling it the Tri-States. And life
was good there. In the Tri-States, there was free medical care for all



There was no crinme, for Ben Raines would not tolerate it. The life
expectancy of a crimnal was very short. Ben built schools and stressed
educati on above all else. Al students who were able had at |east ten
hours of hard physical exercise a week, including paranmlitary training,
for Ben knew that once the central governnent of the United States was
once nmore functioning, the politicians would ask the mlitary to nove
against the Tri-States. Already the struggling central governnent of the
United States was calling those who foll owed Ben scum and mal contents
and traitors. Ohers called them Rebels. The name stuck. Ben Raines's
Rebel s.

Wil e the central government of the United States, now | ocated in
Ri chmond, was ruling with typical inefficiency, the Rebels in the
Tri-States were living happy and contented lives. The politicians coul dn't

9 stand it. It infuriated the bureaucrats to see such a | arge group of
people living with so few rules and regul ations, and for heaven's sake,
they were actually shooting crimnals out there! Everybody who was a
permanent citizen of the Tri-States could carry a gun. Crimnals had
practically no rights at all. And the constitution and the | aws of the
Tri-States were witten so sinply that even a child coul d understand them

The politicians and | awyers and prof essional bureaucrats shook their
heads at that. That just wouldn't do at all; they couldn't have that.
The | awyers especially were unhappy about it. If |aws were spelled out
so sinply and plainly that anyone coul d understand them there would not
be much need for attorneys. Wy, that was practically un-American

It was pointed out to Ben that only about one in five could Iive under
the laws of the Tri-States. Ben said, "Fine. The other four can keep
their asses out or get them shot off."

Actually, it wasn't true that only one in five could live under the | aws
of the Rebels. The truth was, the other four wouldn't live under those |aws.

It was a conmon-sense sort of society. A spokesman for the old
Tri-States explained it to a menber of the press in this way: "A person

who is respectful of another's rights will rake his or her |l awn and bag
the | eaves for proper disposal or turn theminto nulch. A person who has
no regard for a neighbor's rights will burn the | eaves and | et the snoke

drift into the neighbor's house. Do you understand a commpn-sense society?"
The press didn't.

But as Ben knew it would, the Tri-States fell under a nassive government
assault. Only a handful of

10 Rebel s escaped the killing fields. But a handful was enough

especi ally since Ben Raines was one of them The Rebels re-grouped and
re-formed and began their nmarch against the central governnent of the
United States. Then the rat-borne sickness struck the | and and quickly
spread worl dwi de. The Rebel s kept their heads down and their wits about
t hem and survived.

The worl d was pl unged backward into nedieval thinking. Chaos rul ed.

Qutl aws and warlords took control. Slowy the ranks of the Rebels grew,
and ever so slowy they began the job of clearing the United States of
crap and crud. It would take themyears to acconplish it, but acconplish
it they did. The Rebel s becane the strongest, best-equipped, nost highly
noti vated, disciplined, and nost-feared arny in all the world. They took



back the land fromthugs and gangs and returned it to | aw abiding citizens.

Then came the day that the nation once known as Anerica was declared a
clean zone. It had taken the Rebels, under the | eadership of Ben Raines,
years to do it, but they did it. The Rebels had established outposts al
around the nation. Each state had anywhere from a dozen to several dozen
of them These outposts were towns that had running water that was safe
to drink, they had sewerage systens that worked, streetlights and
school s and hospitals and churches and libraries. These towns were al so
pl aces where crinme did not exist. Contrary to what | awyers and liberals
and sobbi ng hanky-stonpers had nai ntai ned over decades of |aw essness,
it was very easy to acconplish. Crinme was not tol erated. Wen everyone
was of a like nmind concerning the crimnal-justice system crine was
very easy to control and elimnate. Wien a citizen could safely shoot a
burglar without fear of jail or lawsuits, those so di sposed toward

11 crime quickly learned that it was not only unprofitable, it was
downri ght deadly. Wen every | aw abiding citizen had access to a gun
and shooting a crinmnal was not only legal, it was encouraged,
crimnals, like rats and other creatures of the night, soon sought a
safer cline.

In the Rebel system everybody that was able worked. There were no free
rides in the Rebel system No police officer had to read anyone his
rights, for an individual's rights were taught in school, from

ki ndergarten on up. Public schools taught young people to respect the
rights of others and to respect the land and the animals who lived in
the woods and forests. Kids were taught both at home and in the schools
to respect warnings. They were taught that if they encountered a Keep
Qut or No Trespassing sign, they stopped and either turned around or
found another way to get to where they were going. What few witten | aws
t he Rebel s had on the books were not there to be broken; they were there
to be obeyed.

What the Rebels had done, under the direction of Ben Raines, was to
unconplicate living. Their way of life in the outposts was, by the very
nature of the times, harsh, but it didn't have to be conplicated. Any
Rebel society was based on order and justice. Not |aw and order. Order
and justice. A crimnal convicted of any major felony was given a

choi ce, however: a hangnman's noose or a firing squad.

As it had been in the old Tri-States, in any Rebel society nedical care
was free. So was education from ki ndergarten through coll ege.

Ki ndergarten through high school was mandatory. In the Rebel societies,
the teachers were |left alone to teach, and the students | earned.

The Rebel arny was made up of everybody-nale and fermal e-who lived in a
Rebel society. Everybody

12 becane a nmenber automatically at age sixteen. By that tine, a person
had al ready conpl eted hundreds of hours of paramilitary training. One
either joined the Rebel arny or was kicked out fromunder the unbrella
of Rebel protection and put on his own, his ID card destroyed. Wthout
an | D card, no one could receive nedical aid or buy supplies from any
Rebel out post.

There were many thousands of people who lived outside the safety zones
of Rebel-held territory, many thousands nore than who lived in the towns
controll ed by Rebels. No one was forced to join the Rebels. But anyone
wi th any conmon sense at all did.



The nmenbers of the ten battalions of the regular Rebel arny were, to a
person, trained to the cutting edge, honed down to hard nuscle and
gristle and bone. And they |liked a good fight. They went out of their
way to find one.

Ben Rai nes commanded One Battalion. General |ke McGowan, an ex-Navy SEAL
conmanded Two Battalion. Colonel Dan Gay, a former nenber of Her

Maj esty's Special Air Service commanded Three Battalion. Col onel West
and his mercenari es made up Four Battalion. General Ceorgi Striganov, a
former Russian Spetsnaz commander was in charge of Five Battalion

Col onel s Rebet and Danj ou commanded Six and Seven Battalions, nmade up of
Russi an, French-Canadi an, and Canadi an troops. Thernopolis, the hippie
turned warrior, commanded Ei ght Battalion. Ben's daughter, Tina,
commanded Nine Battalion. And the wild Irishnman, Pat O Shea, conmanded
Ten Battalion. There was Ben's son, Buddy, and his group of young nen
and wonen called the Rat Pack. And there were the ex-outlaw bikers
called the Wil f Pack. People of al

13 nationalities and all walks of life and all religious beliefs made up
the fighting battalions of Raines's Rebels. And there were the support
troops and the doctors. The chief of medicine was a crusty old bastard
naned Lamar Chase. He was the only person alive who could order Ben

Rai nes out of the field and into a hospital bed, and Ben had to obey.
There were the cooks and the truck drivers and the nmechanics and the
supply people and the pilots and hundreds of others. Raines's Rebels, so
far as they knew, made up the | argest standing arny on the face of the
earth. They were also the nost feared fighters in all the world. They
gave an eneny one chance to surrender. Only one. After that, they rarely
t ook prisoners.

Ben and his Rebels had sailed to Ireland and then England, cleaning it
out and handi ng a reasonably stable governnent back to the citizens of
t hose nations. Then they set sail for Hawaii, going around the Horn,

i nspecting each inhabited island along the thousands of niles.

The islands that nade up the Hawaiian chain were under the ruthless rule
of thousands of pirates and various other assorted thugs.

Al that was about to change.
16 Book One
17

After suffering defeats fromthe Rebels that came very swift and very
hard, the pirates and outlaws and thugs on the islands began beefing up
their positions and smarteni ng up. They were, to a person, stunned when
they realized that the Rebels now controlled much of the island of

Mol okai, including the main port and the airport. None of them could
under st and exactly how t he Rebel s had managed to | and so many troops and
go undet ect ed.
"Because we got lax," Jerry James said. Jerry was the | eader of one of
the I argest gangs in the island chain. Jerry Janes was not his rea
nane, but then, nost of the outlaws had | ong since dropped their rea
nanes. "Me and Books here has been tal king."

Books Housenman, so called because of his love of reading, stood up. Like
Jerry, he ranrodded a | arge gang and was | ooked upon for gui dance



because of his extrenely high intelligence. Books was al so one of the
nost vi ci ous gang | eaders operating anywhere in the islands. His

rut hl essness nore than made up for his small size. "Wat it conmes down
tois this," Books said. "And you all better realize it. W are in a
fight for survival. Unlike our counterparts

18 on the nmainland, we have no place to run. W either win, or we die.
There is no nmiddle ground. So, we've got to be smarter than Ben Rai nes.
There is no way we can stand and slug it out with the Rebels. Wile we
have nmany nore personnel, they've got us outgunned. They're organized,
wel | -trained, and very highly notivated. W, sadly enough, are no nore
than rabble. But rabble hel ped defeat Burgundy in France, and we can do
the sane here. But we've got to plan carefully, and we've got to have
one overall commander of all forces. You | eaders think about that for a
few mnutes; talk it over. Then we'll continue this neeting."

Rabbl e was an apt choice of words. But it wasn't quite strong enough
Slick Bowers | ooked across the | arge roomat Susie Loo, who was sitting
next to Vic Keeler. Susie ran a gang that was very nearly as |arge as
his own and about twice as vicious. Vic was a pirate who enjoyed
torturing his captives. He was very inventive. Mac Mackenzi e sat al one,
his back to a wall. Mac was stone crazy and just about as predictable as
a Tasmani an devil. But his gang was large and he ran it with an iron
fist. Leo Jones sat quietly snoking a hand-rolled cigarette. Leo was
just about as smart as Books, but with a |lot nbre common sense. Larry
Perki ns stood, |eaning against a wall. He had a strange expression on
his face, and Slick thought he knew what it was all about. Larry was
facing reality. They all knew that the Rebels had never been whi pped.
The gangs had the finest of radio equi pnent and had spent years

nmoni toring the nmovenent of the Rebels.

John Dodge said, "So let's talk. Hell, we're wasting tine." John ran a
cattle ranch on Kauai and had about two hundred nmen working for him not
counting the slaves. Every gang | eader and nost of

19 those in the various gangs had slaves. They were worked until they
could no |l onger work, then they were given to the Believers, the
canni bal i stic N ght People, those whomthe Rebels called Creepies.

Kip Burdette said, "I'mw th Books. | think he's our man. Me and ny boys
will take orders from Books." Kip was a slaver whose ships roaned al
over the Pacific, buying and selling human bei ngs.

Rye Billings nodded his shaggy head. A huge bear of a nman, the fornmer
mai nl and out | aw bi ker was known for his brutality. "I'Il take orders
from Books. | don't nmuch |ike the bastard, but he's smart, | got to give
himthat. W're up against the wall, boys and girls. He's right when he
says we got no place to run. This is it."

"The pl ane we sent out never cone back," Dean Sherman said glumy. "The
| ast transm ssion we had was that it was hit and goin' down."

"And that the pilot was | ooking' at the biggest damm armada he'd ever
seen," Polly Polyanna said. No one knew what her real name mi ght have
been. Nobody really cared. "My people will back Books. No problemthere.”

"Same here," a gang | eader who called hinmself We WIllie said. "W got
too good of a thing goin' here. | ain't givin' none of it up just 'cause
some overage Boy Scout says to do it."



"Ben Raines ain't no Boy Scout," Tucker said. "Don't none of you ever
think that. | fought that bastard from New York City to California. O
rather, | run fromhimall that way. Now | got no place left to run. If
any of you people cone out of this alive, and you find ny body when

Rai nes' s Rebel s i s done kickin'" our asses, bury ne up in the nmountains
if you can. Mghty pretty country up there."

"Aw, man!" a thug called Spit shouted. "Hell, you

20 act like he's done won this fight. W can whip the Rebels.”
"Maybe, just maybe," Tucker said. "But we're gonna have to be awful
lucky. You fol ks don't know Ben Raines. He hates punks and thi eves and
the Iikes of us. And in his own way, he's just as nean as we are. Look
at who the Rebel s has whi pped: Hartline, Khamsin, Sister Voleta, the
Believers, all the L. A street gangs, ever arny that's ever had the
nerve to take themon ... has |ost. Been w ped clean off the map. And
don't know how to fight Ben Raines and his Rebels."

"I do," Books said fromthe open doorway. "Ch, ny, yes. | certainly do."

"CGet the general up here," a Rebel sergeant radi oed back to Ben's CP
"Fast!"

"What's the problen?" Ben asked, as he was stepping out of the vehicle
Cooper had procured for him

"The enemny is gone, sir. They started di sappearing about five mnutes
ago. There isn't a sign of them down the road."

"Well, it's about tine," Ben said, lifting his binocul ars.
"I beg your pardon, sir?" the sergeant asked.

"I spoke at length with a [ ocal nane of JimPeters. He told ne that
probably the nan who woul d be chosen to | ead the thugs and crud woul d be
a man cal |l ed Books. Last name of Houserman. Highly intelligent fellow He
was an officer in the American service, a graduate of sone mlitary
acadeny; Jimdidn't know which branch. Books was court-nartialed after
he was caught selling secrets to some East European country. Before he
coul d be sentenced, the

21 world blew up. He surfaced over here about five years ago. He's
respected if not liked by the other gang leaders. | think that this
Books fell ow has done sonething no other group we've ever faced had
managed to do." He smiled, noting the puzzled | ook on the sergeant's
face. "He's figured out the only way they m ght stand a chance of
beating us. Bet on it."

A group of Rebels had gathered around, |istening.
"I'f I"'mright," Ben said, "and | think | am we're in for sone
down-and-dirty guerrilla fighting. This canpaign is going to be nmessy,
people. Corrie, bunp all batt corans. | want a nmeeting five mnutes
ago." He | ooked at the Rebels gathered around him "Heads up, people.
W' re about to engage in a lot of hit-and-run fighting."

"I think you're right, Ben," Georgi Striganov said. "This failure to
attack, now that they have hundreds of new troops on this island, is ..
baffling. O was."



Ben | ooked at his son. The young man was so ruggedly handsone, half the
worren in the Rebel arnmy were in love with the nuscul ar young man . .. or
t hought they were. "I think the crud is breaking up into small teans,
son. Take your Rat teans and start head-hunting. Each teamtake a | oca
with them Get noving."

H s son tossed hima sloppy salute and left the CP, hollering for his team

Ben | ooked at the map of the island. "I can't break up the battalions on
a hunch. But on the other hand, | can't wait for themto infiltrate us."

Ben turned to stare out the window. "I can't order attack helicopters in
to rocket and strafe suspected punk positions on the islands because of
the civilian population. I can't order the ships closer in to shell for
the sane reason. W've got to take the chain island by island. But by
doing it that way, it gives the

22 eneny time to beef up and make plans and get set." He turned and

t hunped the table a couple of good whacks with his fist. "Al right,

fol ks. Each of you will pick one full conpany to be broken up into snall
groups and start them head-hunting. W' ve got plenty of local volunteers
to act as guides. It's going to be slow and bl oody, with the terrain as
it is. And if this island is going to be bad, the big island of Hawaii
is going to be a bloody son of a bitch!"

Books Housenman, the newly el ected suprenme commander of all the slineg,
crap, crud, and those with unhappy chil dhoods that drove themto a life
of crime, read the report and tossed it on the desk. "It didn't take him
long to figure it out," he said, with grudging admiration in his tone.
"About five mnutes. But it's going to take him precious days to clean
out Ml okai. By that tine, we'll be set up all over the place."

"But the citizens will be free," one of his nmen nmentioned.

"It can't be helped. There is no other way to fight Ben and his Rebels.
Bel i eve ne when | say that all others have been tried. They failed."

"You really think we have a chance, Books?"

"Yes, | do. Albeit a very slimone. This type of warfare is slow and

bl oody. Both sides are going to take trenendous | osses. And that's where
we have the advantage. W have thousands nore nen than the Rebels."

" Books?"

"Yes?"

"Are you a general now?"

Books t hrew back his head and | aughed. "That's a good one, Pete. M, a
general. No, | think not. But for

23 atine | did make a lot of noney as a lieutenant ... by selling
secrets to the Russians.”

"Did you ever get any of that Russian pussy, Books?"

"Ch, yes. That was part of the arrangenment. | slept with several very
| ovel y young Russian | adies. My last contact killed herself rather than



be taken alive. Sone agents of the Cl A wanted her rather badly. They
were working in the United States quite illegally, of course. The bastards.”

"Ben Raines used to work for the CTA"
"Yes," Books said softly. "I know. That's why | want to take himalive.
It would be very interesting to see just how rmuch pain he can tolerate.™

Buddy held up a hand and notioned his Rat teamto the ground. He smiled
and pointed strai ght ahead of himtoward a tangled rise of |and. The

| ocal who | ay beside himgrinned and whi spered, "There is a ravine that
runs to the east of that knoll. It curves and cones in right behind that
rise."

Buddy nodded and said, "Lead the way, Pilipo."

The teamsilently nmade their way into the rocky ravine and worked around
until they were behind the outlaws' position

"Do we ask for their surrender?" Pilipo asked in a whisper

Buddy smiled. "W did, last night. W only ask once." Buddy took a
fire-frag fromhis harness and held it up for the others to see. Wthin
seconds, all the teamheld fire-frags in their hands. "Now, " Buddy said,
rel easi ng the spoon and chunking the grenade in a deadly arc.

"Grenades!" the shout sprang fromthe thickness of green.

24 The vegetation-thick knoll erupted in fire and shrapnel as the

m ni -Cl aynores blew. WId screamng and how s of pain foll owed. One
outl aw, apparently unhurt, ran fromthe carnage and was cut down,
stopped in his tracks and flung backward fromthe many rounds that tore
into him The Rat teamlay silent, waiting to see if the conbat would
draw ot hers.

No one came to investigate. "Check it out," Buddy said.

The wonan slipped to the bl ood-splattered rise and seconds | ater called,
"Conme on."

"Si x-man teans," Buddy said, squatting down beside the torn body of an
outlaw. A wal kie-talkie |lay beside the body. It was on, the volune
turned down | ow. Buddy notioned his teamto rest and he w ped the bl ood
of f the handy-tal kie and w apped a bandanna around the cupped nout hpi ece
to muffle his voice and waited.

"Jocko," the voice sprang out of the speaker. "What's happenin' over there?"

"Pi nned down, " Buddy replied, opening and closing the talk switch
del i berately breaking up the transnission. "Conme help us."

"You're breakin' up bad. How many?"
"Looks |ike about ten."
"On the way. Stay loose. W'll conme in fromthe north."

"Drag that dead man up here with the others," Buddy ordered. "Then get set.

Pilipo | ooked at Buddy and smiled. "You are a tricky one, Buddy."



"You have to be when you're al ways out nunbered. No noi se now. "

The outl aws wal ked into it. Wen they got within talking distance, the
| eader called, "Jocko? You okay?"

25 "I"mhit!" Buddy called. "Cone on. They're gone."

Six nore outlaws went down hard and kicking. One was only slightly
wounded. He was taken prisoner. "Take all the weapons," Buddy ordered.
He | ooked at the badly frightened outlaw. "Let's get this one back to base.”

Teans of Rebel head-hunters cane back jubilant, carrying dozens of
weapons and bringing in a few prisoners. Sone of the prisoners were
openly defiant, sneering and cursing at the Rebels and expecting the
worst. They got it. But nost were frightened and willing to cooperate in
exchange for their |ives.

Even Ben was sonmewhat shaken when he read the reports after the
i nterrogations.

"Wirks out to be about nine to one," Beth said, after doing sonme quick
arithmetic.

"And very well arned," Thernopolis said, standing beside Tina Raines.
"But the plan of this Books person may very well backfire as we re-arm
the citizens."

"Yes," Ben agreed. "That's what |I'mthinking. There is this, too: if
he's breaking up his forces into teans on all the islands, the men and
worren who were being held as slaves will have to be freed. Therm you
and Ti na take your battalions and nove to the island of Lanai. It was
sparsely popul ated before the war; only about two thousand residents.
But it was the pineapple capital and | imagine the thugs have sl aves
working the old plantations. You're going to have to make the crossing
in snmall boats."

Tina said, "I'll get on the transportation end right now "

The hippie-turned-warrior nmet the eyes of Ben. "You were right, Ben
This is going to be |ong and

26 sl ow and bl oody. "

Ben held out his hand and Thernopolis shook it. "Good luck to you." He
smled. "Take care of Eml."

Thermrolled his eyes and left. Em| Hte had turned into a good
sol dier, but you just never knew what the little con artist might try to
pull next. But like all Rebels, he was one hundred percent loyal to Ben

Ben returned to his studying of maps of the islands, talking to hinself,
even though his staff was sitting in the CP listening. Beth, the

of ficial keeper of things that Ben had to do. Cooper, the driver.
Corrie, the radio operator. Jersey, Ben's bodyguard. "We' Il take Maui
next," Ben said. "Seven hundred and twenty nine square mles with a
prewar popul ati on of eighty-five thousand." He | ooked up as anot her

hal f - dozen prisoners were marched in, their hands tied behind their
backs. So far, the Rebels had suffered only one wounded and no dead. But
Ben knew t hat woul d soon change.



"Ceneral ," Jersey called softly.

Ben turned. A Rebel had brought one of the prisoners to him "Excuse ne,
Ceneral ," the Rebel said. "This m sbegotten soul says he was

second-i n-conmand of the punks on this island."

"l demand that | be untied and treated in accordance with the rul es of
t he Geneva Convention," the thug said.

"There were several Geneva Conventions," Ben replied. "Wich one are you
referring to?"

"You know damm wel | which one |I'mtalking about."

Ben sat down behind the desk and picked up a 9nm pistol. He clicked it
of f safety. The prisoner was watching himclosely. Ben said, "W don't
have to abide by those rules. So far as | know, Geneva no

27 longer exists. Besides, you' re not in uniform Wat's your nane?"
"Paul Morris."

"And you were second-in-conmand of the crud and crap who controlled this
i sl and?"

"I resent being called crud and crap!"

"I don't give a flying rat's ass what you resent, you goddamm sorry
overage punk. Soldier, take this bastard out and shoot him™

"Now wait a mnute!" Paul said, blood draining fromhis face. "For God's
sake, Ceneral..."

"For Cod's sake?" Ben shouted, rising to his feet. The prisoner backed
up, frightened at the | ook on Ben's face. The nmuzzle of the Rebel's M 16
stopped him "God? You dare to nmention God? You're just |ike every
two-bit thug |I've ever had the nmisfortune to cone in contact with. Big
tough boys until your hand is called and then you're pure shit clear

t hrough, calling on the Almghty to help you. Wiy should He hel p you?
Why shouldn't | shoot you? Have you ever done one decent thing in your
entire life? Answer ne, you putrid bag of batshit."

"I... uh ... It's ny daddy's fault | turned out like | did. My daddy
beat ne when | was young."

"He didn't beat you enough,"” Ben told him "Soldier, get this craphead
out of here and over to interrogation before | personally shoot him"

"Ch, let nme shoot him General," Jersey said, winking at Ben and lifting
her M 16.

"You people are crazy!" Paul holl ered.

“I'"ll match you for the honor,'
pocket . "

Cooper said. "I got a coin here in ny

"No, let nme shoot him" Beth said, reaching for her M16. "I haven't
shot anyone all day."



"Fine," Ben said. "Go right ahead."
"Good | eapin' Jesus Christ!" Paul screaned. "GCet
28 me out of this crazyhouse."

The Rebel w nked at Ben and turned the prisoner toward the door

"Look, man," Paul started babbling. "I'll wash dishes, I'lIl nop the
floors, I'll clean out the toilets. I'll do anything. You can't just
shoot ne down like | was hog for slaughter, man. G ve ne a break.

ain't really a bad person. I'mtellin" you, man, | got information in ny
head. I..."

He was still babbling as the Rebel |ed himoff.

"CGod," Ben snorted. "It's amazing how so many of these slineballs can
turn into a one-man revival when captured.”

"Speaking of revivals," Beth said. "Here comes Emil| Hite."
"Ceneral, ny general!" Em| shouted, bouncing into the room The man had
nore energy than a generator. "l have found ny |and of dreans on this

beautiful island. Like George Feni nore Cooper and his Paradise Lost..."

"That's MIlton, Eml," Ben corrected. "John MIlton. And it's James not
Ceorge. "

"What ever," Emi| said. "This is where | wish to spend the rest of ny
days and like Admiral Byrd, let this be my final resting place.”

"Byrd is buried on these islands?" Beth asked. "I didn't know that."
"Charl es Lindbergh is," Ben said. "Over on Maui, | think."
"Ceneral, | heard the nost beautiful singing this afternoon. It was so

so inspirational, touching a part of nme | thought woul d never be
touched again. | thought it had died when nmy youth faded away. It noved
me to tears of joy. It really did. | hadn't experienced anything quite
like it since | got drunk one Saturday night and woke up the next norning on

29 the back pew of the Muunt Hol |l yoak MB Col ored Church outside Jackson
M ssissippi. That was spiritually uplifting too."

"I don't believe you," Cooper said.
"You got drunk and passed out in a church?" Corrie asked.

"I think Jim Nabors |ived sonewhere around here," Ben said. "Maybe you
heard hi m singing to his macadam a nuts?"

Em | | ooked confused. "Wwhat kind of a nut?"

Ben had started to rise fromhis chair to physically throw Eni| out of
the CP when bullets started flying, knocking out wi ndows and putting
everybody on the floor.

"Even this is better than having to listen to Em|," Jersey nuttered.

30



Those attacking the CP probably thought Ben had broken up all his
battalions into small teanms to work search-and-destroy. No one will ever
know what they thought because the thousand or so Rebels still in the
area chopped the attackers into bloody bits in less than half a m nute.
The fight was over before Ben could reach his M 14.

"That's it, General," a Rebel said, sticking her head into the CP. "They
craw ed through a big drainage pipe to get here. Twelve of them They're
all dead."

"Barbarians,"” Em| nuttered darkly, getting to his feet and brushing
dust off his clothing. "People nust be nad to defile such a lovely pl ace
wi th unwarranted viol ence."

"CGet back to your battalion, Eml," Ben told him "You're going to Lanai."
"What's over there, Ceneral ?"

"Pi neappl es. Mwve!" Ben wal ked out of his CP to watch as the bodies of
the attackers were stripped of weapons and anmp and dragged off to be
buried in a mass and unmar ked grave.

Those who el ected to take up arns agai nst the
31 Rebels were accorded very little respect when it came time to be buried.

Using the toe of his boot, Ben rolled one dead attacker over on his
back. The young man, probably in his early to mid twenties, had taken a
dozen M 16 rounds in the chest. H s eyes were frozen open in death. Ben
knelt down and went through his pockets and found a clear plastic bag
cont ai ning a white powder

"Cocai ne," Buddy said, wal king up. "Al nost every one of the eneny we've
kill ed had cocaine on him Those we've interrogated say it's a big
busi ness on the islands."

Ben tossed the bag on the man's bl oody chest and stood up. "I never
under st ood why people use drugs. I'mfroma different era, | suppose.”
He | ooked over at Thernopolis. "OF course, | never understood why people

wanted to wear their hair down to their shoulders, either. Seens |like a
| ot of fuss and bother to ne."

Thermsniled. "We're making a statenent.”

"Horseshit," Ben said, and wal ked off.

Ther nopol i s | aughed and yelled, "You'd |ook cute in a pony tail, Ben

"Not as cute as you'd look in a crew cut, Therm" Ben said over his
shoul der. Ben smled as he returned to his CP. He had never given a dam
how people wore their hair. He always felt it wasn't any of his

busi ness. "Gather up the crew, Jersey," he said to his little bodyguard.
"We're noving to the airport.”

By midnorning of the next day, once Ben was sure the airport and the
area around were clear of punks, attack helicopters began hamering in
fromthe ships still at sea, and fromthe port where they were

of f-1 oaded fromthe ships by crane. There were many airpl anes parked
around the tarmac-all of them



32 with flat tires-and Rebel nmechanics got busy getting as many of them
as possi bl e airworthy again.

Tina and Thermhad | eft for Lanai during the night, making the short run
in small powerboats. They had reported only light resistance so far, but
they were not advancing very far until the bulk of the two battalions
were ashore and geared up. Tina had reported that the civilians living
on the island- those they had encountered thus far-were in appalling
physi cal condition, many of them near death due to repeated beatings at
the hands of their captors. They were forced to work | ong hours in the
fields, under all sorts of adverse conditions, and were poorly fed.

"Send them over here on the returning boats,"” Ben told her. "Chase has
his MASH units up and will receive."

"Ten-four, Eagle. Cvilians on the way."

Striganov joined Ben on the tarnmac, a clipboard in one big hand.
"Intelligence reports that the mlitary on the islands destroyed nost of
t heir equi pnent when the end was certain," the Russian told him "There
is no evidence that the eneny possesses any type of surface-to-air
mssile delivery systenms. They are well arned with various types of

aut omati ¢ weapons and have rocket |aunchers and probably thousands of
hand grenades. But all mlitary planes, tanks, and other |arge offensive
weaponry were rendered useless at the end.”

"Anot her plus for our side," Ben said.

"Yes. Quite. Also, intelligence confirms what the prisoners have told
us. W're outnunbered about ten to one." The Russian shrugged his
shoul ders. "So what else is new?"

Ben smled at that. Although he spoke perfect English, Georgi had picked
up a lot of American

33 expressions over the years.

"Armed with the captured weapons, we've got about a battalion of |ocals
wor ki ng with our people in the search-and-destroy teams. The batt corns
told me that their teans are letting the |ocals handle nore and nore of
the mi ssions. They do deal rather harshly with the eneny."

"I just bet they do."

"Also, night patrols state that a lot of small craft left this island
during the darkness. | think the pirates and thugs have fled."

"I agree. At least, as many as possible have fled. But | want this
island sterile before we nove on."

"I think that can be acconplished within seventy-two hours."
"Cood. Then we take Maui."

Books |istened as the | eaders of those who had fled Ml okai babbl ed on,
each one trying to talk over the other. Exasperated, he had to hamer on
the desk with the butt of a pistol to quiet them

"Calmdown. | get the point," he told the group. "But Raines no |onger



has the el ement of surprise working for him W certainly know he's here
and we can prepare for him W've got tinme. He'll save Gahu for |ast.

Bet on that. Right now | want you people to get a grip on yourselves and
cal myour nen. You're in a panic."

"That's easy for you to say, Books," he was told. "You wasn't there.
Rai nes' s people are |ike ghosts. They can be on you before you can
blink. They can cut the throat of the man not five feet fromyou and
you'll never know it until you try to talk to the guy and he don't
answer. And | ain't lyin'" neither."

"I know you're not," Books replied. "I believe you

34 What can | say? Wiat do you want to do, surrender? You know what
woul d happen to us then. The citizens would hang us. W don't have a
choi ce, people. W have to fight."

"The people on the other islands?" Books shrugged. "I'm open for
suggestions." "Wat you're sayin' is, they've had it." "lI'mafraid so
But there is a bright spot. They'Il kill a lot of Rebels before they
pack it in. So they'll be less for us to fight."

One gang nenber recently from Ml okai wanted to tell Books that as far
as he knew, no Rebel had even been wounded, nuch less killed. But he
kept his nmouth closed. He knew Books was right. They had to fight. They
just didn't have a choice in the matter. Books picked up a sheet of
paper. "The Rebels have | anded on Lanai. Then | think they' Il hit Maui
then the big island, then they' Il strike at Kauai and us simultaneously.
We've got a lot of work to do and not nuch tinme to do it. Let's get at
it, people."

"Eight to Nine," Therm radi oed.
"CGo, Eight," Tina replied.
"What is your situation?"

"Bogged down for the nmonent. These people are putting up a stiffer fight
t han those on Mol okai . "

"Same here. And it'll get tougher with each island. Hold what you' ve
got, Therm Let's set up nortars and start softening themup."

"That's affirmative. At your signal."

Mortar crews quickly set up and at Tina's signal, the two battalions
started dropping in a m xed bag of 60mm nortars. They pounded eneny
positions for thirty relentless mnutes, then dropped in snoke and the
Rebel s surged out of cover and noved forward

35 But the thugs and punks had lost their taste for battle under the
barrage and had fled, many of themlosing their weapons in their haste
to get the hell gone. Those weapons were picked up, cleaned off, and
given to the former slaves who had joined in the fight. Those that stil
had the strength to stand. The bodies of the eneny were | eft where they
were sprawl ed. They woul d be buried or burned | ater

The two battalions |inked and headed for Lanai Cty. Therm and Tina both
ordered the locals who had joined their battalions to head for the brush
and take care of their fornmer captors. They smled and said they would



be delighted to do so.
"No doubt," Therm nuttered.

The Rebel s pressed on, neeting a |arge group of men, wonen, and children
stream ng up the highway.

"They are waiting for you in the town," an old nan with snowwhite hair
told the Rebels. "They are in a panic. Wien we saw themrushing into the
town, we slipped out. They paid us no attention at all. They are al

very frightened now But | think they will fight to the death."

"Stay here," Tina told the man. "W' ||l set up a nmedical tent and see to
your needs."

"We have sick with us," the old man said. "But if you will armus, we
will leave the road and seek out those who fled. You will not have to

worry about them"

"Don't ever |et anyone take your guns again," Tina told the group, as
they were being armed with what the Rebels had picked up al ong the way
and taken from the dead.

"You do not have to worry about that," the elderly man assured her. He
strai ghtened up, tall and proud. "We are now part of General Raines's
Rebel s. "

36 "Amazing," Thermnuttered. "Just the mention of his nanme puts stee
in the backbone."

"You' ve never understood that, have you, Thern?" Enil said, w ping the
sweat from his face.

"Ch, | understand it. It's just astonishes nme that so many people are so
eager to fight and possibly die for a man they have never seen. And
before you say it, Eml, | knowit is the man, and not the cause."

"It's both," the little con artist replied. "You and the general, Therm
you're a lot alike. Wether you'll admt it or not."

"I's that supposed to be a conplinent?"
"Nope. Just a fact."
Therm smi | ed. "Perhaps you're right, Em|l. Perhaps you're right."

At the small town of Lanai City, located alnost directly in the center
of the island, the two battalions of Rebels threw a | oose circle around
the town and began the wait. The hours dragged on and the outl aw
defenders of the town began to sweat. There were few shots fired, for no
one on either side offered a target, especially the Rebels. The only
casualties were anong the defenders and they were self-inflicted, a

hal f - dozen outl aws choosi ng sui cide rather than being handed over to the
citizens to face a sure hangi ng.

Tina and Thernopolis held their battalions and waited.
"We can take all the tine we need," Ben said, after reading Tina s short

di spatch. "Starve the bastards out." He turned to West, seating in front
of his desk. "What's the word on the creepies? | was under the



i mpression the place was crawming with them™

"Intelligence says they are concentrated on the big island. Sonme sort of
deal was struck with the outlaws and pirates. Peaceful coexistence and
all that crap.

37 The Believers have massive breeding farns on the big island.”

"How many are we facing, Wst?"
"Thousands," the nercenary said. "Prisoners confirmthat. This is their
| ast bastion."

Corrie wal ked i n-none of Ben's personal team ever knocked-and laid a
di spatch on his desk. Ben noticed the worried | ook on her face.

"From CGeneral Jefferys at Base Canp One," she said, pointing to the
paper. "And it's bad."

Ben picked up the paper and read al oud. "Extrenely |arge force,

esti mated size several divisions, on the march fromcentral South
America. Expected to reach the southern borders of Mexico in four to
five nmonths. General Payon is noving his entire arnmy to the borders.
CGeneral Payon says there is no way that he can hold for very long."

"Shit!" Ben said. "Corrie, get Cecil on the horn and ask himto define
division size. Is he tal ki ng about prewar size? My God, even if he's
tal ki ng about |ight divisions, that would nean a corps size of
approximately fifty thousand troops. Were did they come fron? Wio is in
charge? How wel | equi pped are they? | need nore than this, Corrie."

"Il get right onit, sir.

Ben cut his eyes to West. The nercenary arched one eyebrow. "All that
chatter we heard rounding South Anerica. W listened to them and they
listened to us. They deliberately fed us nonsense, all the while
carefully plotting our course."

"Probably," Ben agreed. "But fifty thousand troops? Get the batt comrs
in here, West. By the tine you round themup, Corrie will have Cec on
the horn and we'll know nore about this situation.”

I ke helicoptered in fromthe convoy at Ben's orders. The battalion
comanders sat in Ben's office,

38 waiting for Corrie to receive and decode and Beth to type up Cecil's
message. It was anything but good.

"Read it, Beth," Ben said.

"Prelimnary reports place the arnmy in excess of fifty thousand nen. At
| east three and possibly four full-sized divisions. Resistance fighters
in central South Anerica report themto be Nazis."

"Nazis!" Ike al nbst shouted the word. "Hell, the last of those people
di ed years ago."

"But their dreamdidn't," Ben said. "W've known for years that in
certain sections of South America Hitler's ideology was flourishing.
Before the Great War a very large Hitler Youth novenent was grow ng. o



on, Beth."

"Four or five nmonths to reach the borders of Mexico is not realistic,
Ceneral Jefferys states. More like eight nonths to a year. The divisions
i ncl ude much heavy arnor, and they're having fuel problens since the
tanks are di esel and roads down there have deteriorated badly. The
troops are supported by many helicopter gunships, nake and node

unknown, but resenbling the old Russian M-24 Hind."

"Dam!" Striganov said
"How many gunshi ps?" Ben asked.

"A very large nunber. Intelligence reports just in state that factories
in South Anerica are producing about fifteen a nmonth."

"For how many years?" |ke asked.

"Doesn't say, sir.
"Go on, Beth."
Bef ore she could continue, Corrie ran in. "Mre, sir."

"Let's have it."

"Confirmthat troops are wearing the lightning bolt or the death's-head
i nsignia on their uniforns.

39 They are Nazis, sir."
"Son of a bitch!" Rebet said.

"Stay with the radios," Ben said, holding out his hand for the reports.
He read them and | eaned back in his chair, hand-rolling one of his rare

cigarettes. "Well," he finally said, "we've fought everything el se over
the years. No reason to doubt the reenmergence of the Nazi party. Hell
it never really died. 1'll haveCec send Spani sh-speaki ng Rebel s down

into Mexico, with General Payon's perm ssion, of course, to assess the
situation. W need first-hand, eyes-on information. At |east we have
some time on this one. Cec can radio all the outposts and have t hem send
people in. That will give us another couple of thousand Rebels.
Approximately two and a half nore battalions.™

"Against fifty thousand,"” Danjou said. "And you can bet they are highly
trained."
"Ch, yes," Ben agreed. "No doubt about that. They've had years to do it.
Let's get it wapped up here, people, with mnimm]losses. W' ve got the
bi ggest battle we've ever faced | ooking right over our shoulders."” He
paused, then added very dryly, "Wth the deaths of nillions of innocent
peopl e wavi ng on the banners they so proudly march under."
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The news of the inpending invasion agai nst what had been known as the
United States swept through the Rebel ranks. Wth that news, know ng
they had to wap this up and do it quickly, the battalions of Tina and
Thernmopolis hit the small town of Lanai City with a fury that scared the
defenders so badly many of themthrew down their weapons and refused to



fight. They sat on the ground, their hands in the air, dread in their
hearts, and crap in their pants. Those who resisted died very quickly,

t he Rebel s showi ng them no nercy. Those thugs, pirates, and other
assorted crap who had chosen to run to the brush were never heard or
seen again. The citizens of the islands, now freed, disposed of them
stacked their bodies in piles, and burned them The islands of Lanai and
Mol okai were cl ear.

Al'l prisoners were taken to Mol okai and pl aced under the guard of
citizens. A few decided to test their captors. They were shot dead

wi t hout hesitation. The crap and crud of the islands were |earning very
qui ckly that Ben Raines and his Rebels, and the citizens who had joi ned
t he noverment, had very little conpassion for those who turned to a life
of crime. Trials were held al nost i medi ately, and those

41 accused of the nost heinous of crinmes were hanged in full view of the
prisoners. To say that watching their fellow cohorts in crinme dangling
fromthe end of a rope and kicking their life away had an extrenely
traumatic effect on them would be a gross understat enent.

Ben and his batt conms began planning the invasion of Maui. Special -ops
teans had al ready been sent in and had linked up with citizen resistance
groups. It was very disheartening for the thugs and pirates and sl avers
to wake up in the norning and see the heads of friends stuck up on poles
out side their houses, eyes bul ging and faces frozen in horror in that

| ast nonent of life. Those who had chosen a life of crime were |earning
very quickly that the Rebels played by no rul ebook and that they did not
give a damm for a crimnal's so-called rights. If they had been
expecting | awers and appeals and fine points of |law, they soon |earned
they had no rights, there were no | awyers, and to fight the Rebels neant
death. It was the nost denoralizing situation the crimnals had ever
found thensel ves facing.

On the island of Oahu, the gang | eaders went over plans, checked their
heavily fortified installations, and waited. Many had tossed away their
plans to split up into small groups to conmbat the Rebels. Quite a few of
those who had split up and disappeared into the rural areas had never
been heard from again. They had fallen victimto the many citizen

resi stance groups that had been formed and now roaned the countryside
outside the cities and towns, |ooking for their former captors.

Al in all, summed up a gang | eader naned We WIllie, it was a really
| ousy situation.

42 Ben made a final inspection of Ml okai and Lanai and was satisfied
that the islands were clean of crud. He knew that a few had escaped back
into the brush, but they posed very little threat and woul d eventual ly
be flushed out by the citizens and killed. The finer points of |aw were
being ignored. One either was with the Rebels or was against them For
the nmonent, to choose the latter meant death.

A link had been established between Base Canp One on the mainland and
CGeneral Payon's conmand post in Mexico. Teams of Spani sh-speaki ng Rebel s
had been sent down to the front |ines along the border of CGuatenala and
Belize. So far, the Nazi divisions had not yet reached Central America,
but they woul d. There was nothing to stop them

The Nazi divisions would be the largest, the nost highly trained and
best - equi pped arny the Rebels had ever faced, and Ben wasn't all that
sure his people could contain them They had the heart, but not the



nunbers. So in his spare tinme he was busy draw ng up contingency plans
for an all-out guerrilla war should it cone to that.

On the mainland, Cecil had his people working feverishly caching
supplies all over the country. Factories were being relocated, pulled
back into the country's heartland, and Base Canp One was bei ng turned
into a death trap for anyone foolish enough to blunder into it.

Ben knew one thing for a dead bang certainty: he had to wap up the
Hawai i an canpaign in plenty of time to sail back to the mainland and get
his people in place for a major confrontation. The thugs and crud and
crap on the islands were an annoyance, a boil that had to be | anced, but
the Nazi divisions were a cancer; stop them soon, or the patient would
die. And the patient was liberty.

43 Tina and Therm s battalions woul d | aunch agai nst Maui fromthe island
of Lanai. Ben's battalion and three others would strike from Ml o-kai

the other battalions remaining in reserve. He told the Rebels to gear

up; they were noving out that night and would strike in the predawn hours.

Speci al -ops peopl e started noving out just after dusk. Wen they got
about five mles fromthe island, they would start fanning out and go
ashore in small teans, all of them heavy with expl osives and amvp, and
light on food. Buddy was | eading the first teamin.

"Ashore," he bunped his father's CP back on Mbl okai

"Affirmative," he received the one-word acknow edgment .

Buddy stowed the radi o, and he and his Rat team slipped past the beach
and into the tangl ed overgrowth of brush and pal ms and ki awe trees. The
ot her teans would not make contact with himunless they ran into trouble
they could not handle. Al special-ops teans carried silenced weapons
and each carried spare sound suppressors for pistol and assault weapon.
They were al so very proficient with wire and knife, and they could kil
with their bare hands. Dan Gray had seen to that.

They had gone into an area that once had been crowded with tourists. Now
the fine hotels looned in front of themlike giant, many-eyed nonsters,
staring blankly at themin the gloom Buddy's team was nade up of four

men and t hree wonen, not counting hinself. Diane, Judy, and Anita. Pete
Harol d, Roy, and Carson. They had worked together for a long tinme, and

each knew what the others would do in any given circunstance. They al

froze at the sound of talking off to their right. Wthout having to be told,

44 Pete and Diane slipped into the darkness, their specially made
soft-sol ed boots maki ng no sound.

Several very faint chuggi ng sounds drifted back to the remai nder of the
team Seconds |ater, Pete and Di ane slipped back and squatted down.
"Machi ne- gun enpl acenent, "
into the brush.”

Pete whi spered. "W pulled the bodi es back

"Good, " Buddy whispered. "Let's go place sone charges and nake sonme noise.'

From Lahai na to Honokohau, dark shapes w th caneo-painted faces were
flitting through the night. They |eft behind them sudden death. They

pl anted their charges and then slipped back into cover, waiting for the
main assault force to arrive



The Hawaiian | eaders had told Ben, "W will not know tourist trade again
inour lifetine. Probably not in our children's lifetinmes. The cities
are useless to us, as are the fine hotels. Bring themdown if you want
to. We nmust return to the land for our survival."

Just before dawn, monents before the main body of Rebels struck, those
outl aws who had decided to dig in and fight were going to be in for a
| arge surprise

The ot her gang | eaders on the other islands had voted down Books
Houseman's suggestion to break up into small groups to fight the Rebels.
They had decided to fight themin a conventional manner

"Fool s!'" Books had sai d.

One of the few gang | eaders who had nmanaged to escape the wrath of the
Rebel s in Los Angel es and had just now agreed to throw in wth Books

| ooked at him "I tell you what we better do."

Books | ooked at him and wait ed.

"We better just stick the nuzzle of a gun in our nmouths and pull the
trigger. 'Cause we ain't gonna beat Ben Raines. | was in northern
California, and

45 was in L.A You don't know how this man operates.”

"Then why did you pitch in with us?" Vic Keel er asked.

The L. A. punk shrugged his shoulders. '"If | gotta die, I mght as well
die among friends ... or at least themthat live like | do."

But Books was paying little attention to Keeler or the street punk. He
had read and reread the nessage from comunications. He didn't know
whet her to believe it or not. An extrenely |large force was noving up
toward the United States from South America. And comuni cati ons had
concl uded that they were Nazis. Nazis! Books's father hadn't even been
born when all that ness was goi ng on. Nazis!

He drunmed his fingertips on the desk. If they were Nazis, Books
Houseman sure as hell didn't want to get tied up with them H s nother
had been a Jew. He renenbered his grandfather-just barely-but enough to
recall the old man telling horror stories about the Nazis.

Books | ooked out the wi ndow at the darkness. He had to smle, but it was
a rueful smle.

"You think all this shit is? funny?" Keeler asked him an edge to his tone.

"Ch, in a manner of speaking," Books replied. "Here we sit by lantern
light."

"G
"First thing the Rebels would have done would be to fix the power plants."
"What the hell are you driving at, Books?" Keel er asked.

"I'f you can't see it, Keeler, then there is no point in ny discussing it



with you."

"Well, go to hell then," the pirate said, but w thout any real rancor
He stood up and stal ked out of the room

46 "What are you driving at, Books?" the L.A punk called Spit asked.

"That we aren't very progressive or far-sighted," Books said. "W |ive
like pigs, satisfied with the m ninumof anenities. As |long as we have
enough nud to wal |l ow about in, and enough slop to eat, we're content."

"What are we supposed to do?"

Books waved that off, knowi ng he was dealing with a near-cretin, and
unhappy that he was forced to associate with the likes of Keeler and Spit.

For a nonent, he toyed with the idea of trying to make a deal with Ben
Rai nes. Some kind of arrangement whereby he and his followers could join
the Rebels in exchange for a vow to help the Rebels fight the Nazi
hordes. Raines had done that with gangs in the mdwest, so he'd heard.
He wondered how many of his followers would go along with sonething Iike
that, and concluded there would be damm few of them He knew or at | east
had heard, and had no reason to doubt it-that the Rebels had an

el aborate screening system Fail it, and you were in serious trouble.

No, Books summed it up, there was nothing for those on the islands to do
except fight and hope to win. It was root-hog-or-die tine. And Books
Houseman had an unconfortable feeling it was going to be the latter

Ben's battalion was the first to hit the beaches in the darkness of
predawn, followed by the battalions commanded by West, Rebet, and
Striganov. Seconds after the planted charges blew, the Rebels storned
ashore and put the defenders along the beach into a panic. The charges
pl anted by the special -ops

47 personnel had been a mixture of heavy HE and incendi ary, and al

al ong the beaches, stretching for niles, the raging fires laid an eerie
backdrop for conmbat as the Rebels ripped through the thin lines of

outl aws and thugs and pirates and secured a beachhead.

Ben and his teamran onto the brush-covered grounds of an old resort
hotel and hit the dirt as machine-gun fire sprang fromthe | obby. From
behi nd the scant cover of a palmtree, Cooper checked behind himto make
sure no Rebel would get scorched by the backblast and | evel ed a rocket

| auncher. He sighted in and let the rocket fly. The | obby expl oded in
flames and ripped and torn body parts.

"Burn it out," Ben ordered.

Rockets tore into the hotel and soon the structure was burning out of
control. Thugs and outl aws began screaning fromthe w ndows of floors
above the flam ng | obby. When they saw that the Rebels were not going to
lift a finger to help them they began cursing the Rebels, then nany of
t hem junped, choosing to smash the life fromtheir bodies on the grounds
bel ow rat her than be burned to death in the rapidly raging inferno.

The Rebel s noved further inland, |eaving the once-magnificent hotels and
resorts blazing behind them the grounds around the buildings littered
wi th dead and dyi ng.



The outl aws and assorted crud and crap on the islands fled in fear and
pani c. None of them had ever expected anything like the cold and call ous
warfare that the Rebels were dishing out. After the first few abortive
attenpts, they had given up trying to surrender. They had been given a
chance to surrender and had chosen to ignore it. Nowit was too late for

48 nost of them

The Rebels did take a few prisoners. They woul d not shoot those who
sinmply sat down in the streets or sidewal ks and lifted their hands into
the air, many of thembaw ing like a hurt child. Those were jerked to
their feet, their hands tied behind their backs, and handed over to the
growi ng crowds of civilians.

"No torture,"” Ben and the other batt comms told the | eaders who had
stepped forward. "W won't tolerate that. Try them and puni sh them Hang
them or shoot them if that is your judgment. But no torture."

The Rebel s noved inland. By noon, they had advanced and driven the
outlaws into the West Maui Forest Reserve. There, Ben halted the
nmonent um of hi s peopl e.

"Start distributing the weapons we've collected,” he ordered. "Let the
| ocal s hunt them down; they know this reserve. Wst, you and Rebet take
H ghway 340 and start clearing the towns along that route. Georgi and
will be on the other side of the island on Route 30." He turned to
Corrie. "Have Tina and Thernopolis stay in reserve and order Danjou and
Col onel Gray's battalions into Makena and start clearing that area.”

Books Housenman sat by the radio in his conmand post on Oahu and |istened
to the frantic signals. The island of Maui was rapidly falling into
Rebel hands. The Rebels were putting the defenders into a panicked rout.
The | awl ess were not even maki ng nuch of a fight of it.

"Jesus God!" cane the screamout of the speaker. "Help us! Books! Send
hel p, for the love of God."

"For the love of God," Books nmuttered. "Do they actually think God gives
a big rat's ass what happens to then®?"

49 "1 was raised in the church," an aide said softly.

Books | ooked at himand snmiled. "You want to pray, Bobby? You want to
pray for forgiveness of your nultitude of sins? Go right ahead. 1l
just sit here and |l augh while you do."

"God will hear ne," the young man said. "He hears everybody's prayers.
He forgave the thief on the cross."

"Ri ght, Bobby. And everyone lived happily ever after, floating around on
cl ouds plucking on harps and fucki ng angels. Wiy don't you go outside
and give yourself up to the slaves now wandering about the island? See
if they forgive you. After they hack you to death with machetes, that is.

"You' re serious?"

"Sure, Bobby. If you want to surrender to them you go right ahead.
won't stop you. That will probably beat the hell out of hanging."

Bobby stared at himfor a noment, then shook his head. "You've resigned



yourself to death, haven't you, Books?"

"We don't have a choice, ny boy. Ben Raines or the Nazis or the fornmer
sl aves. Take your pick. O maybe you'd like to go over to the big island
and join the Believers?"

Bobby | ooked at himin horror.

Books | aughed. "Sure. They'd probably wel cone you with open arns. And
then eat you!" He threw back his head and | aughed.

Bobby shook his head. "You're sick, Books. You really need help."

Books wi ped his eyes. "Hel p? You damm right we need hel p, Bobby. Wth
Ben Rai nes and his Rebel s breathi ng down our necks, we need all the help
we can get. Do you have any suggestions . . . besides prayer, that is?"

50 Bobby shook his head. "You need nme anynore today, Books?"

"No. Take off, Bobby. Go to church. Pray for your lost soul. Just get
out of here until you get over all this religious crap."

At the door, Bobby turned around. "I'd like to get out, Books. But
that's the problemwi th an island. There just isn't anyplace to run."

51
The outlaws on Maui just quit.

Conmuni cations intercepted no radio call and no flares went up; the
outl aws, bandits, pirates, and trash just threw down their weapons, put
their hands in the air, and quit. It was the nost astonishing sight Ben
and the others had ever seen

Ben wal ked up to one group and stared at the nmen and wonmen. None of them
woul d neet his sharp and piercing eyes. "Look at ne!" he said. To a
person, they junped at his voice. They lifted their eyes and Ben coul d
see they were scared half to death. "Wwy?" he asked them "Wy just give
up?"

The group exchanged gl ances and a wonman said sinply, "W can't w n. Not
here. Books and them others with himwon't give up, and neither wll
them stinkin' Believers, but we can't win. So why fight on? Besides, we
really didn't want to fight anyway."

Ben blinked at that, then | ooked at a young man; no nmore than a boy.
"How ol d are you?"

"I... don't rightly know, sir. |I think I'mfifteen."
"I"'mJenny," another wonan said. "The boy has never killed, raped, nor
tortured,"” she said. "He's basically a good kid. He was the only

survivor on a

52 pleasure boat that drifted up here a couple of years ago. A big
yacht. Me and Marge here kind of took himin."

"The pl easure boat?" Ben asked. "It belonged to your parents?"

"No, sir. Slavers. They grabbed me and ny sis and nomoff M dway. W



were shi pwecked there. No one else alive. Some sort of disease hit us
about four days out of here. | got sick, but | got well. | was the only
one left alive. It was . .. kind of bad. | buried ny nomand sis at sea,
along with the others as they passed.”

"You think you can | ook after Jenny and Marge, boy?"
"What? Ch. Yes, sir. | guess so. They sure took care of ne."

"Then the three of you take off and find you a piece of ground to farm
and get to doing it."

Jenny and Marge exchanged gl ances. Jenny said, "But we were-"

"I don't care what you were. General Georgi Striganov was once ny bitter
enemny. Col onel West was a nercenary who fought against ne in the south
of the United States. |'ve got two thousand or nore nen and wonen in the
ranks who used to be outlaws. But | saw a spark of decency in them just
like |"'mseeing in you."

"How about us joining up with you?" Jenny asked. "There is a lot of crap
and crud on this island, for sure. But there are a nunber of pretty
decent sorts who never took a part in torture or rape or nurder. They
stole, yes. They had slaves, yes. But they didn't mistreat them You see
these | ocal s standi ng around here. They aren't naking any threatening
nmoves toward us. That should tell you sonething.”

Ben | ooked at a local, standing with a shotgun in

53 his hands. The man nodded his head. "She's telling the truth, Cenera
Rai nes. O all the islands, the people on this one were the npst
easygoing. It's on Cahu, Kauai, and the big island that you're going to
run into trouble."

Ben smiled and shrugged his shoul ders. "All right. But you people better
get ready for the roughest tinme of your lives. Joining this outfit is
anyt hing but fun."

Buddy and some of his Rat team rode up on notorcycles, acconpani ed by
Beerbelly and Lead-foot and Wanda and sonme of her Sisters of Lesbos. The
prisoners blinked at the sight.

"Like | said,"” Ben told them "W have a strange mixture in the Rebe
ranks." He turned to his son. "Take your . . . contingent, son, and go
with these people. W have a lot of newrecruits to train and not a
whol e hell of a lot of time in which to doit."

Not all the outlaws on the island were so willing to give up the fight.
Plenty remained that were brutal hard-core crimnals. But within a
week's time, those who chose to fight on were either dead or prisoners.

By the time the Rebel doctors, under the conmand of Lamar Chase, had
checked out the new recruits, Ben found that he had over three thousand
people to train. He knew that approximately twenty percent of them would
not make it through the training. But if six hundred fell out, that
woul d still |eave himenough to formthree new battalions. He pulled
Maj or Greenwalt from Dan's comand to head up El even Battalion

Li eut enant Jackie Mal one from his own command pl atoon to head up Twel ve
Battalion, and Captain Raul CGonez to take over Thirteen Battalion. He
split up the volunteers into three groups and told the new batt coms to



each take a
54 group and get to it.

| mredi ately, several nen decided they didn't want to take orders froma
femal e. Jacki e washed them out on the spot and central records recorded
t he reasons why. Those three would never be a part of any Rebe

or gani zati on.

There were those who were blatantly racist. They were kicked out

quickly. Still others could not or would not respond to the discipline
needed to be a part of the Rebel arnmy. They were soon gone. Some coul d
not meet the physical requirenents and others just dragged their butts.

Whil e the weeding out and the training of the new nenbers intensified,
the war went on.

"The creepies live in underground bunkers," a special -ops spokesman told
the batt coms, after he and his team had returned from a dangerous
visit on the big island. "One of their nmain breeding farns is |ocated at
the old Kulani Prison site. It's going to be a real bastard to get into.
Establ i shing a beachhead will be easy. Mt of the towns al ong the coast
have been | ong deserted. But digging the creeps out of the interior is
going to be time-consuning."
"W destroy as nany as we can," Ben told the conmanders. "W don't have
to kill all of them just knock them down enough so the |ocals can cone
in after us and manage it. Has JimPeters really put together a fighting
battal i on?"

"I"ll say he has,"” Tina told her father. "And he's itching for designation."

"Call it Fourteen Battalion," Ben told Beth. "W're going to need
everybody just to hold our own against those people comng up from South
America. G2 has inforned nme that the advancing

55 divisions do not have nucl ear capabilities. That surprises nme, but
it's wel cone news. Qur new battalions are shaping up, and by the tine
we're finished here, they should be fully operational. Now then, | have
gone agai nst my own policy and offered surrender terms to those on QGahu
and Kauai . Their conmander, soneone call ed Books Houseman, refused. The
only way they would consider surrender is if we offered them ful
amesty. That is unacceptable to nme. | warned themthat once we start,
it's going to be harsh. Books personally told me by radio to, in his
words, 'Get fucked.'l told himhe wasn't ny type."

After the laughter had subsided, Ben wal ked to a wall nmap and pi cked up
a pointer. "Al'l right, people, here it is: I'mtaking ny battalion
straight into Hlo. I'll secure the town and the airport. Dan, you take
the airport here at Upolu Point. Georgi, you go in here at Paauhau
West, you're going in down here at KaLae. Rebet, take your battalion in
here, at Hookena, drive straight in and take and hold the airport just
out si de of Waimea. Danjou, go in here at Kal apana. Therm you seize the
airport at Kaupul ehu, then split your battalion, nmove south, and take
the airport at Kea-hole Point. Everyone el se stays in reserve. Once our
obj ectives are secure, we'll start using gunships to punish the
creepies. Map packets are in front of you."

"Bastards!" Books said, sitting at his desk and | ooking out the w ndow.
"I shoul d have guessed those w nps over on Maui would roll over."



John Dodge had cone over by boat from Kauai and said, "The Rebels are
beginning to shift their armada around. They're layin' just outside the

channel now. This will probably be the last time I'lIl be able to cone
56 over. They're runnin' PT boats all over the dam place. 1'll go back
tonight and that'll be it for me. The run is gettin' too risky."

Books nodded his head. "No vacillation on the part of any of the gangs
on your island?"

"No." John was adamant. "Don't none of us want no part of Rebel [|aw
Books | ooked at him "Start killing your slaves. W can't have them at
our backs once it starts. | ordered the exterm nation on this island
this nmorning."

John nodded his agreenment. "I noticed. Bodies are beginnin' to pile up
and stink. You better start burnin' them'fore you have a di sease problem"”

"Comuni cations says that Raines is going to hit the big island soon

Two, three weeks over there, and then it'll be our turn.”

John Dodge stood up and shook hands with Books. "I got to say hello and
good- bye to sonme buddi es over here. I'lIl see you in hell, Books."

Bobby sat in a corner of the room |istening and watching the two gang

| eaders. He was scared and doing his best to hide that fear. He had
never thought it would really cone to this. Actually, none of them had.
He didn't want to even think about dying. He had gone to a church and
tried to pray. But he felt so guilty about being there, after all the
hi deous things he'd done over the long years, he'd left the old
sanctuary. He didn't know what to do. Now the slaves were being killed

those that had not fled into the brush. Bl oated bodies were
littering the streets, rats eating on them It was terrible. For the
first time in his |life Bobby was seriously considering suicide. He knew
one thing for a fact: he wasn't going to allow hinself to fall into
civilian or Rebel hands. He'd been Books's aide for too many years.
They' d hang himfor sure.

57 "Did you find a church to pray in?" Books asked himwith a snmile
breaki ng i nt o Bobby's thoughts.

"A church?" John said with a sneer. "You really went to a fuckin'" church?"

"Yes," Bobby said. "I went to church. But |I didn't stay very | ong.

"What's the matter, Bobby?" Books asked, that sanme sneering smile on his
lips. "Was your conscience bothering you?"

Bobby did not choose to reply. He wal ked out, |eaving the derisive
| aught er behi nd him

"What's wong with him is he queer?" John Dodge asked, the words
reachi ng Bobby.

What ever was Books's reply, the words did not reach Bobby. The gunfire
of outlaws killing slaves blotted them out. Bobby | ooked at the
body-littered and bl oody streets and shook his head in disbelief. Bobby
was anything but a prude. He'd done his share of killing and raping. But



this was so ... senseless. Needless. The gang | eaders were acting like a
bunch of spoiled children: if they couldn't have it, then destroy it.

Suddenl y Bobby wanted out. Just to get away. He could get on his
nmotorcycle and ride up into the nountains and hide. Grow a beard and
stay hidden for a long tine. He could .

Do nothing, and he knewit. He was too well known. Sooner or |ater,
t hose forner slaves who had escaped into the interior when the whol esal e
executions started would find himand kill him

He wal ked around the corner and started to step over a wonan who was
lying in a gathering puddl e of blood. She nmpaned and roll ed over,

| ooki ng up at hi mthrough angui sh-filled eyes. Somebody had shot her
twice in the stomach and |l eft her to die a painful death.

58 "Big brave man," the wonan sneered at him bl ood | eaking from her
mouth. "It'Il take me hours to die like this. Finish it, for the |ove of
God, finish me. Stop the pain."

An outlaw called Big Jess stepped out of the alley. "No, Bobby, you
don't do nothin' of the kind. | want her to holler. This is the one that
no matter how | beat her, she never would suck ne off. So | want her to
holler."

Bobby | ooked at the outlaw, disgust in the gaze. He stepped over the
worman. She grabbed at his jeans and he ki cked her hand away.

Bi g Jess chuckled. "You a good boy, Bobby. Faithful to his worman, too,"
he said to the gut-shot wonman. "Yes, sir. He's been with the sanme wahi ne
for sone years now. "

Bobby turned his back to the outlaw and wal ked to his notorcycle. Wole
goddamm i sl and was goi ng crazy.

"Beg, you bitch!" Big Jess said.
"Go to hell!" the worman told him

Bobby cranked his notorcycle and headed for his house, up in the hills
around the city.

Not wanting to be left out of all the action, Ike was now i n comrand of
a reworked and refitted nodern-day PT boat. Ben knew about it and kept
silent. If ke wanted to roar around the ocean | ooking for trouble, that
was fine with Ben, just as long as the ex-Navy SEAL returned to the
armada every now and then to check things out. Actually, Ben had been
about to let lke cone ashore with his battalion when |ke decided to

shift the armada around. But now that |ke was having so rmuch fun roaring
about the ocean in a seventy-foot rocket, Ben decided to | eave hi m al one.

59 Ben wal ked to the wall map and checked out the new positions of the

shi ps. Wen I ke was finished shifting vessels around, he would have
effectively closed off all island travel for the outlaws and pirates.

Any ship or boat found in the channels was subject to being bl own out of
the water. Several already had been and the pirates had gotten the nessage.

Wth a sigh, Ben returned to his desk and | ooked at the nounds of
reports on it. Wth the addition of the four new battalions, the
paperwork had drastically increased. Ben picked it all up and threw it



on the floor, in piles. Hell with it.

Jersey watched himfromthe door. "You need sonme aides, General," she
told him "You're either gonna be out in the field, or tied to a desk.
You' re gonna have to start del egating authority. Now, which one is it
gonna be? ' Cause everybody is tired of hearing you bitch."

Ben | ooked at her and started | aughing. General of the Arny he might be,
but Jersey pulled no punches with him She told it like she sawit.

"Enlarge ny staff, is that it, Jersey?"

"Has to be, General. The arny's gettin' too large for one nan to do it
all. When we had nine battalions, it was too nuch. Nowit's really
gotten out of hand."

Beth and Corrie and Cooper came in. Ben stared at them and they stared
back. "Speak your mnds," he said.

"We been talkin' to Doctor Chase," Corrie said. "He's worried about the
wor k | oad on your shoulders. So are the rest of the batt coms. Tina and
Jersey have been neeting with themfromtinme to tinme. CGeneral, you're a
soldier's soldier. You hate the office and love the field. You enjoy
pl anning and tactics, but you' re happiest in the field. W now have

60 nore than twel ve thousand people in infantry units alone. | don't
even know how many others are in arnor and artillery and engi neers and
truck drivers and cooks and medics and all the other stuff."

Ben smiled. "Tell you the truth, Coop ... | don't either. But |I do have
the figures around here sonepl ace.”

"That's the point, CGeneral," Beth said. "You ve tal ked for nmonths about
setting up a real Headquarters Conpany with a real XOto take all this
crap off of you. Let's do it and take some strain off of all of us."

"Who do you have in mind?"
"Ther nopolis."

That startled Ben. But the nmore he thought about it, the nore logical it
became. Thernopolis was a detail man; he |loved that kind of work. And
whi l e Thernmopolis was a good battalion conmander, he did not like the
killing involved with being in the field and had often said so. Therm
was a gentle man by nature, and so were the people who had come with him
several years back

"Therm m ght not go for it," Ben said.

"Ch, | think he will," Beth replied with a grin.

"Suckered again," Ben grunbled, but with a snile
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"Way in the hell is he waiting to strike?" Books bitched to the roonful
of gang leaders. "He's up to sonething." He stood with his back to the

men and wonen, staring out the wi ndow at the street bel ow. The bodi es of
t he sl aves had been renoved and burned and the scene | ooked al nmost tranquil



"Do we have anybody left on the islands the Rebels control ?" Vic Keel er
asked.

"No. Well, if we do, they're not sending out any radio signals. | just
can't understand why Raines is waiting so long to strike at the
Believers on the big island. | don't know what he's planning and it's

frustrating."

"I hope he waits ten years,'
to die."

Pol Iy Polyanna said. "lI'mnot that anxious

Susie Loo glanced at the gang leader. "I still say we got a chance to
cone out of this."

"A damm slimone,"” Polly muttered.

Bobby entered the room carrying a dispatch from communi cations. "Books,
the big ships laying of fshore have shifted. They've come in closer and
gone broadsi de toward us."

62 "Now what the hell does that nean?" Slick Bowers asked.

He, along with the others, got their reply in the formof a dozen 155mm
rounds inpacting agai nst buildings and earth. Wen Ben had | earned of

t he whol esale killing of slaves, he had ordered the ships to conmence

t heir bonmbardnment of the major cities on Cahu and Kauai

"Son of a bitch!" Big Jess shouted, as a round came dangerously close to
t he buil ding bei ng used as Books's comrand post.

"Grab anything of inportance!" Books yelled over the din of inconing
rounds. "Clear the city. Raines is going to bring it down."

120mm nortars | ocated on board ships joined the 155s and the 105s and
began pounding at the city of Honolulu. The outlaws and assorted crud
and crap went into a panic as willie-peter and HE rounds started
dropping in full force, blow ng away the tops of buildings and starting
fires. Those caught in the streets were showered with bricks and ot her
killing and mai m ng debris.

Freshly resupplied, the Rebels would keep up the bonbardment until the
cities were burning out of control and useless to the outlaws. Books's
plan to kill the slaves had backfired and blown up in his face.

Ther nopol i s accepted his new assignment and did not nake any effort to
hide his pleasure at the reshuffling. He now was in conpl ete charge of
Headquarters Conpany with two hundred and fifty men and wonmen under him
And for the first time in years, Ben's desk was clear and he could take
to the field without having a guilty conscience.

Buddy Rai nes was gi ven conmand of Ei ght

63 Battalion and the young man was under standably nervous about it.
"Not hi ng changes, son," Ben told himin his office. "Your battalion goes
i nto Kaupul ehu, take the airport, then split your forces and nove down
to Keahol e Point and seize the airport there. You'll do just fine. If |

didn't think you could handle it, | wouldn't have put you in charge."

"What are you groom ng ne for, Father?"



"Someday, you've got to assune command of all the Rebel forces, son. |
won't live forever. Tina doesn't want it. She and West will be narried
before too much | onger and she wants to settle down and have babi es.

Col onel West is not nuch younger than | am and he's going to want to
retire when he marries. | think as soon as this Nazi threat is over,
there will be some major reshuffling of command. If this Nazi threat is
ever over, and that is one hell of a bigif. Wwo did you put in charge
of your Rat teanf"

"D ane. "

"Good choice. She's tough as a keg of nails. Did you get any flak from
t he men?"

"Ch, no. They all |ike and respect her."

"CGet to your conmand and meet with your officers and sergeants. W hit
the big island in seventy-two hours."

Ben wal ked over to Headquarters Conpany and was pleased to see the place
hunm ng. Thernopolis had taken hold and jerked things together al nost

i medi ately. There were huge boards show ng pl acenment of troops and
ships. Maps with col ored pins showi ng areas of conbat, possible conbat,
and | anding sites. Thermcould put his finger on every scrap of materi al
bel ongi ng to Rebels anywhere in the world. The place buzzed with

ef ficiency. Made Ben nervous.

64 "What'd you do with Enil?" Ben asked.

"Put himin charge of all portable toilets,” Thernopolis said with a
grin. "Believe it or not, that is one hell of a large responsibility."

"I believe it. Especially when you're trying to find one of the dam
t hi ngs."

"Look here," Thermsaid, taking Ben's armand | eading himto a huge wall

map that covered nmuch of one wall. "The red pins denote trouble spots
all around the world. The black pins are the Nazi colums noving up
t hrough South America. The orange pins are Ceneral Payon's troops. |I'm

in contact with Base Canmp One and with General Payon's liaison severa
times a day. The blue areas are Rebel outposts in Arerica. Over on this
map are hi ghways. You can see where bridges are bl own and sections of
hi ghway that are inpassable. This map denotes Rebel storage areas and
fuel dumps. 1'lIl be fully operational in here in a couple nore days."

"How | ong would it take you to pull this down and pack and nove?"
"Less than an hour."

"You've taken a hell of a lot of trouble off of my shoul ders, Therm And
| appreciate it."

"Not nearly as nuch as | do, Ben," the hippie-turned-warrior said with a

smle. "Now |l get to sleep in a real bed every night.. . with ny wife!"
On the big island of Hawaii, the creepies waited for the assault agai nst
them They were under no illusions. They knew the Rebels did not take

prisoners of Believers. Even if they tried to surrender, the cannibals
woul d be shot on sight.



The Ni ght People, Believers, creepies, whatever one chose to call them
were the nost hated of all the

65 enem es the Rebels had ever faced. Ungodly and inhuman, Doctor Lanmar
Chase call ed them

Ben usually added a few other words to that.

On the evening before the junp-off to the big island, Ben wal ked over to
Headquarters Conpany and had coffee with Thernopolis.

"Now you're going to see just how big a responsibility I've handed you,
Therm" he told the nen. "Once we're on the island and noving, this room
becomes the hubof all operations. Don't expect to get much sleep for the
first twenty-four to thirty-six hours. This isn't exactly what a
Headquarters Conpany is supposed to do, but here in this arny, we tend
to do things differently. 1'll be in contact with you quite often once
we hit the big island.” He held out his hand and Therm shook it.

"Luck to you, Ben."
"Keep it running for ne, Therm"
"WIl do."

Ben wal ked back out into the night, a smle on his lips. It was about to
get real busy around the HQ

Back at his office, he went over his equipnment. Hi s personal team was
doi ng the sane. "W board the boats in one hour,"” he called to his
peopl e. "Doubl e-check everything. Once we enter Hilo, we don't get
resupplied for sone tine."

Ben slipped into his body arnmor and then slung his battle harness on and
hooked it in place. He slipped his pack on and picked up his M14. He
did not realize it, but he was smling. Ben was a warrior, not a desk
soldier. He would die fighting in sone battle, sonewhere, not keel over
with a heart attack |aboring over paperwork in some danmed office.

Corrie and Cooper and Jersey and Beth stole glances at Ben, then | ooked
at one another and smiled. This was going to be an interesting cam
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Ben wal ked out of his office and into the anteroom He w nked at Jersey.
"What' d you say, Jersey?"

She smled. "Let's go kick sone ass, Ceneral!"

Boats of all description were being | oaded when Ben and his team
arrived. lke had runbled in, leading his fleet of PT boats, and Ben and
his people clinbed on board. "Straight to the docks at Hilo, Admiral,"
Ben told the ex- SEAL.

| ke | ooked hard at him In the distance, the big guns on board ship were
still pounding away at Honol ulu, the barrage never letting up. If there
was anyone left alive in the city, they either had nerves of steel or
were totally insane after days of shelling.



"Hilo hasn't been softened up, Ben," lke rem nded him

"Resistance will be light in the towns," Ben replied. "W're going to
have to dig the bastards out of the caves and tunnels. Crank it up, I|Kke.
Let's go."

ke slowy grinned. "I heard that you had changed into a real fire-eater
after having all that paperwork lifted off you."

"Not me, lke. I'mstill the same ol d peace-loving person | always was."
| ke said a very ugly word and shoved of f.

"Mount ai ns, deserts, and rain forests," Beth said, when they were out of
the harbor and on their way. "Four thousand square miles. That's the big
i sland. "

"It isn't going to be a picnic,"”
the runbling of the power plant.

Ben said, his words just audi bl e over

Ben, Danjou, and West were the first to | eave, followed by Georgi
Rebet, Dan, and Buddy. Ben studied naps and rested bel ow decks as the arnada
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the | adder.

"Danjou |laying offshore, General. Hlo comng up fast now "

Ben went up the | adder into the predawn darkness and | ke handed him
bi nocul ars. Ben could see no sign of life in the town of Hlo. No fires,
no snmoke, no novenent, not hing.

"It had a popul ation of about thirty thousand before the Great War," he
sai d.

"Maybe the creepies had a big banquet,"” Cooper suggested.

"Gross-out, Coop!" Jersey said.

"I hate these goddamm people," Ben nuttered, handing the night |enses
back to Ike. "Corrie, order the attack to begin. Let's go, lke."

H 1o was a ghost town, the buildings | ong abandoned and thick with dirt
and nol d.

"Well, where the hell are they?" Ben questioned the dawni ng day. "They
could have inflicted heavy casualties on us during the |anding.
Sonething is all out of whack here.”

"Buddy, Rebet, and Dan reporting heavy fighting," Corrie said. "Wst is
just hanging on at Ka Lae. General Striganov and Danjou reporting only
very light resistance."

"Qunships into West's position," Ben ordered. "Advise Wst and have him
radi o coordi nates."

"Scouts report the airport is heavy with creepies,” Corrie said, after

getting the gunships up

"I mght have guessed," Ben said. "Wat is their fascination with



airports? | have never understood that." Ben | ooked around him "Where

is Coop?"

"Roundi ng up sone transportation,” Jersey told him "He'll probably cone
back in a damm hearse."

Coop cane panting up. "Not a usable vehicle to be
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"Well, shit!" Jersey said.
Ben | aughed. "How many bi kes, Coop?"

"Whol e war ehouse full, General."

"Come on, gang," Ben said. "Let's go pedal our way into battle.”
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Once the bike riders reached the airport, the scene was anythi ng but
funny. The buildings were filled with creepies and they were putting up
a fierce battle. Since the Rebels were armed with only |ight weapons,
with no tanks to spearhead, the fight was buil di ng-to-building and
hand-t o- hand and the forces were very nearly evenly matched up

Ben and his team fought their way into the main term nal and were

i medi ately confronted by a scream ng, stinking horde of creepies.
Grenades thrown by Rebels turned a part of the terminal into a

bl ood-splattered nmess. One howl i ng creepie junped onto Jersey's back
riding her down to the floor. Ben stuck the nmuzzle of his M14 to the
creature's head and brains splattered the wall. Jersey struggled out
fromunder the man, cussing as she crawl ed to her knees.

"Stinkin' son of a bitch!" she panted. "God, | hate these people."

Then they were all belly-down on the dirty floor as automatic weapons
fire ripped over their heads, the | ead how ing and screamnming off the
wal I s behi nd
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sui ci de charge, shrieking their hatred for the Rebels, and Ben and his
team poured the lead to them stopping themcold on the blood-slick floor

The termnal building fell silent as the nearest creepie |ay dying,
still cursing the nanme of Ben Rai nes. Cooper wal ked over to himand shot
the canni balistic creature in the head. Ben and his team wal ked t hrough
t he buil ding, shooting the wounded where they lay. It was a callous act,
but a necessary one. For the Rebels had found out the hard way that no
Bel i ever could be rehabilitated. The Rebels had | ost personnel
attenpting that. Not even the young coul d be brought back to any type of
civilized behavior. It was not sonething the Rebels relished, but al
knew it had to be.

Qutside the termi nal building, the battle was waning as the Rebels
finished the grisly job at the airport.

"Corrie," Ben said. "Get our mechanics in here to get some vehicles
runni ng. We can't pedal all over the dam island. W' ve got to have trucks."



Corrie listened to her headset for a nmonent. "Ceneral |ke says we sure
| ooked cute pedaling our way out here," she said with a snile

"You tell lke," Ben | ooked at her, "I said to kiss ny .

Corrie quickly tucked both ears under the pads, blotting out Ben's
words. She sniled sweetly at him

"Cet me a report fromthe other battalions,” Ben said, then lifted one
of her earphones and repeated it when he realized she could not hear
him "1'mthrough cursing now, Corrie," he added.

"West is now secure and nmoving inland," she said, after checking with
communi cations. "Genera
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inland airport. He reports no resistance but is expecting heavy fighting
once at the airport. Buddy, Colonel Gay, and Rebet are secure. Danjou
is reporting no resistance of any kind."

"We're going to have to dig themout," Ben said, disgust in his voice.
"Corrie, bunmp Thermand tell himl| want every flamethrower we have over
here ASAP. Plenty of fuel. Also start flying G4 over here today. Lots
of it. 1"mnot going to | ose people by using themas tunnel rats. W'l
find the creepie hidey-holes and exits and bl ow t hem cl osed. Has anybody
found any survivors on this island?"

"No one is reportingany, Ceneral,"”
wi ped them out."

Corriesaid. "I think the creepies

Jersey | ooked startled. "You mean they ate a hundred thousand peopl e?"

"I doubt it," Ben said. "But they probably worked their way through a
ot of them"

"Bl akk!" Jersey said, a grimace on her face.
"Al'l right, people," Ben said. "Let's get this airport cleaned up and
get ready to receive sone planes. Start draggi ng out the creepies and
burni ng them Anyone with an open wound is not to touch any creepie."
Doct or Chase and his | ab people had found that the N ght People were
hi ghly infectious.

The runways were clear by noon and the planes started bringing in
supplies. Food, fresh water, ammo, flanethrowers and fuel, and | ots of
expl osives. Ben split his command and sent two comnpanies south on

H ghway 130. They were to reconnoiter the snmall village of Keaau and
then cut southwest to the village of Kurtistown, on Hi ghway 11, and hold
their positions.

Before they left, Ben told them "You know the
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toni ght. Heads up, people."” He ordered two platoons into town with these
wor ds, "Check every basenent, everything that |eads underground. | don't

believe for a minute they all went into the brush. They' ve left sone
behi nd, bet on it. If sonething is suspicious-looking, blowit."

I ke intercepted the transm ssions and got on the horn. "You're too
light, Ben. If they hit you now, you'll be in deep shit. |I'm sending



some of nmy people in to beef you up and no argunents."

"None fromme, lke," Ben told him "I was going to request backup from
you." He smiled. "But | figured you' d be snooping |like an old gossip on
a party |line anyway."

He broke the connection as | ke was sputtering and cussing. Wthin thirty
m nutes, some of lke's SEAL teanms were helicoptered in and set up around
the airport. |Ike used the sane training nethods as he had gone through
as a young man, and as a result, the SEALs in Ben's comand were ranked
as extremely dangerous fighters, and all were at the peak of physica
conditioning. |ke never let up on his people. That was the way he was
trai ned, and he saw no reason to change it. One either cut it or got

out. There was no nmiddle ground with Ike. His people got all the shit

j obs anyway, just like it had been back when the nation was whole, so
not hi ng had changed.

"First and second pl at oons under heavy attack in town!" Corrie yelled
fromthe nakeshift radio room "Creepies com ng out of the woodwork."

"Goddamit!" Ben said. "I knew those bastards were close. "Ask if they
need assi stance."”

"That's negative for right now, sir. They're in good defensive positions
and hol ding their own."
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That would put themin a bad spot, for he knew that |ke had ordered them
to stay close to him "Pull back those two conpanies | sent down H ghway

130, Corrie. Let's settle this here and now." He checked a map. "I want
t he Rebel s' exact position in town. Once that is established, tell them
do not nove, |'msending in gunships.”

"Qunshi ps diverted and on the way," Corrie told him

"Ht the towmn and rearm here."

"Yes, sir.

Fromthe airport, the Rebels heard the gunships as they began their

vi cious attack. Smoke began spiraling fromthe town as rockets set
bui | di ngs bl azi ng. Creepies began scurrying like rats fromthe inferno
and Rebel s chopped them down. Helicopters began setting down for
rearmng and the pilots reported to Ben

"We got themcold, Ceneral. Qur people are tucked in tight and secure.
It won't be long now W're |eaving an avenue clean for our guys and
gals to get out, if they choose. But the creeps are running this way."
"We'| | be ready for them Encourage themto head this way."

The chopper pilot smled. "WII| do, General."

But the creepies never nmade the airport. Sonewhere between the town and
the airport, they veered off to the west and di sappear ed.

"Heading into the Hilo Reserve," Ben said, consulting his nmap. "Let's go
into town and | ook it over."

Corrie had found transportation-a Ford station wagon-and the team piled



in, falling in behind two

74 trucks filled with Rebel s-a few SEALs had gone ahead of the
trucks-and nore Rebels fell in behind the station wagon. Ben pulled out
just as the two conpanies he'd sent scouting returned and took up
positions around the airport.

The small city of Hlo was burning and the Rebels nmade no attenpts to
put out the fires. Ben ordered backfires lighted to contain the flanes
and then ordered his people out of the city and let it burn itself out.

"West's peopl e have secured the towns of Wi-ohinu and Naal ehu,” Corrie
i nfornmed Ben. "Creeps have retreated back into the Kau Reserve. He is
not pursuing at this tinme."

"Tell himto hold what he has and wait for orders. The other battalions?"

"Firmy in control of their areas. I'mwaiting on a report from Five
Battal i on now. "

"Tell themto dig in for the night and do it right. They're sure to be
attacked. "

"Ceneral Striganov has reached the airport on 190," Corrie reported.
"Heavy fighting there. He's calling in gunships while he still has light."
Ben nodded his head. "The flybys of the breeding farmat the old prison
camp?"

"Thermopolis says that initial reports have been confirnmed, sir. The
canp has been destroyed. Bodies all over the place."

"God hel p those poor people," Ben nuttered. In a way, he was relieved
that it had happened, for the Rebels had found that |iberated people
fromcreepie breeding farns had a very poor chance of ever attaining any
degree of normalcy. Being slowy fattened for food drove nost of them
over the edge.
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over here.”

The Rebels put the fires behind them and headed back to the security of
the airport.

Only a few attacks occurred that night, and they were mnor ones. The
creepies had retreated into the interior of the big island, into caves
and pre-dug tunnels. But in doing so they had sealed their own fates. So
much of the big island was covered with old lava flows that the search
areas were restricted and predictable. However, it was still a huge
undertaking, and it would be time-consumn ng

The Rebel s spent the next several days going fromone village and town
to the next. And they took their time doing it, carefully inspecting
each house, every building for hidden cellars and tunnels. Wen they
found one, they sealed it with high explosives. The Rebels could tell if
the holes and tunnels were occupi ed-the snell was a dead gi veaway. After
the hol es were seal ed shut, the house was burned to the ground.

Mechani cs and engi neers got enough of the old cars and trucks and
nmot orcycles left on the island running so the Rebels did not have to



ride bikes . . . unless they wanted to, and sonme did. The Rebels found
no survivors on the island.

"Al nost a hundred and twenty thousand souls lived on this island," Ben
said, closing a map case. "Now they are gone. Vanished." He was standing
in the center of the old prison canp/breeding farm The bodi es had been
renoved and buried in a nass grave. There was no way of know ng the
nanes of those the creepies had killed, for the Believers had kept no
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He picked up his M14 and slung it. "Now it gets down and dirty," he

said aloud. "Corrie, all battalions into the interior. Search and destroy."
Pl anes and hel i copters using heat-seeking equi prent had pi npoi nted many

of the creepie strongholds, but getting to them was dangerous and sl ow
wor k, for the creepies had booby-trapped the paths and they had to be

cl eared. The Rebels worked slowy and carefully and | ost no one in the
clearing of the m nes and other booby traps.

The tunnels they found had been skillfully canoufl aged, and the Rebels
knew t hey woul d probably miss sone of them Those they would | eave for
the locals to deal with.

"Jesus!" Ben said, recoiling fromthe foul odor that sprang fromthe
nout h of the cave.

"Really snells wonderful, doesn't it, Ben?" Ceorgi asked, his face a
twi sted grimace fromthe odor

They were in the Mauna Kea Forest Reserve. They had bl own cl osed a dozen
hol es that day, and the Rebels were tired and di sgusted at the sickening
odors that emanated fromthe creepie hideouts.

"W will control the world soneday!" the shout ripped out of the odious
dar kness of the cave. "You will all eventually die at our hands!"

"Eat shit!" Jersey said, and | evel ed her M 16, giving those in the cave
a full thirty-round clip. The other nenbers of Ben's teamfollowed suit,
and | ead began how i ng and bounci ng around the stone walls of the cave.
"You people feel better?" Ben asked them

"Lots," Beth told him shoving in a fresh clip.

Ben and Georgi | ooked at each other and sniled.
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sent nore rounds into the yawni ng, stinking darkness.

A demolitions team canme forward and told Ben, Georgi, and the others to
clear out. Being careful to stay clear of the mouth of the cave, the
Rebels drilled holes in the stone, planted their charges, then backed
off and blew it. Wen the dust had cleared, tons of rocks covered the
cave entrance.

"I hope it takes you a long time to die, you creeps!" Jersey said, then
turned her back to the cave.

The Rebels did not know it at that time, but they were about to confront



a force that they would cone to hate even nore than the Believers.
Al t hough none of them woul d have t hought that possible at the nonent.

Back in the mid-1980s, years before the G eat War ravaged the earth,
many terrorist groups fromnearly every country in the world | earned of
t he i npendi ng war and sought refuge in several South Anerican countries.
They not only brought their bl ood-drenched ideas with them but they

al so brought hundreds of followers. Only a handful of the terrorists
actually were of German origin. They were Pal estinian, Japanese, Irish,
Italian, South Anerican, South African. They came from France, Spain,
Mexi co, Bulgaria, England, Holland, and fromcountries all around the
gl obe. Their organi zations bore such nanes as the Mlitary Sports G oup
(Wehrsportgruppe), Baader+Mei nhof, Al Fatah, Black Septenber, the NAP,
Armat a Rossa, Red Hel p Group, June 2nd Movenent, Hol ger Hei ns Comando
(which originally recruited its nenbers

78 from a nuthouse at Hei del berg), People's Socialist Arny. Oher groups
were the Red Arny (Sekigun), known as the JRA, the Popular Front for the
Li beration of Pal estine (PFLP), As-sa'lga (the Thunderbolt), the DFLP
the PFLP-GC, the NAYLP (a Pal estinian youth group whose menbers were now
grown men and wormen), Bl ack June. In South Anerica, these dangerous but
nutty fruitcakes and yoyo brains were enbraced by the Ejercito

Rev- ol uci onari o Del Pueblo, the Mntoneros, the Junta de Coordi nation
Revol uci onaria (JCR)- other menbers of the JCR were Bolivia's Nationa

Li beration Arny (ELN), Chile's Mvenent of the Revolutionary Left (MR,
Paraguay' s National Liberation Front (Frepalina), and Uruguay's
Tupa-maros (MLN). Others included the French Front De Liberation De La
Br et agne- Arnee Revol utionnaire Bretonne (FLB-ARB). From Holl and, the
Republ i k Mal aku Sel atan. From Spain, the Group De Re-sistencia
Antifascista Prino De Cctubre (GRAPO). From Puerto Rico, the Fuerzas
Armadas De La Liberaction Nacional-(FALN). FromlItaly, the Miclei Armati
Ri vol uzi onari - Armed Revol utionary Nuclei (NAR). Brigate Rosse-Red

Bri gades. From Turkey, the Turki sh Peoples Liberation Arnmy (TPLA). And
hundreds of other small terrorist groups fromall over the world that
cane together and conbined into thousands, and then nore thousands after
they finished their recruiting drives, prom sing everything under the
sun and nmore to a people who never had anything to begin with. They were
anarchi st, antibourgeois (so they clainmed), revolutionary, and
especially anti-American and nost especially anti-Ben Raines and the
Rebel s. Their | eader was a South Anerican self-styled
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79 general with the strange name of Jesus Di eguez Mendoza Hoffrman. Hi s
grandf at her had cone to South Anerica just after the end of the Second
World War and stayed.

Jesus Hof f man was about to cause Ben nore trouble than Ben had ever
bef ore experienced in all his years of warfare.

And that was saying a nouthful.
80

Ben and his battalion wal ked slowy down the nmountain toward the

| ushness that |ay below them They were, to a person, tired, stinking of
sweat and the clinging odor of creepies, and disgusted with the day's
events. To a person they wanted a bath and fresh clothing, and after a
time, a hot nmeal. They had found yet another of the Believers' breeding
farms, the force-fed human food source all dead, lying in bloated nounds



in the canp. They had been lined up and shot, men, wonen, and children

The Rebel s had found the caves where the creepies had taken refuge and
were particularly vicious in dealing with them forcing themout of the
tunnels with tear gas and shooting themas they exited the cave. The
Rebel s tal ked anong t hensel ves about | eaving many badly wounded creepies
behi nd that day, considering | eaving thembehind to die slowy. In the
end they did not. They put themout of their misery and dunped them back
into the caves, forever sealing themin the dank darkness.

The Rebel s-to a person-were beginning to hate this lovely island. They
hated the creepies, hated
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and put it all behind them

But they had many nore |ong and brutal days ahead of them before that
coul d happen. The Rebels had cleared all the towns and villages. They
had secured all the roads and cl eaned up many of the historical sites.
The major airports were secure and receiving traffic. And daily the
Rebels pulled on their boots and slogged out to kill creepies.

"They're getting harder and harder to find," Ben said, wearily pulling
of f his boots and | ooking at his big toe sticking out through a hole in
his sock. "They're deeper now than they've ever been."

Dan Gray was with himin his CP, on the northwest side of the Mauna Kea
Forest Reserve. The two battalions had searched all that day and had not
found one cave.

"Anal ysis says that of the original nunber, |less than ten percent of the
creepies are still alive on this island," Dan said.

"Analysis is sitting on their asses over on Maui, eating hot food daily
and sl eepi ng between cl ean sheets every night," Ben replied. "They do a
val uabl e and nmuch-needed job, but sometimes | think they' re out of touch
with reality."”

A guard stuck her head inside the snmall building. "Buddy and Rebet
com ng up, sir."

The two batt comms entered, shook hands, and poured coffee. Dan was
having tea. "Qur sectors are clean," Rebet said, sitting down wearily.
"West reports nothing in the past three days."

"I spoke with Danjou this afternoon,” Buddy said. "He is convinced his
sector is sterile.”

Ben nodded his head in agreement. "So is Georgi. Personally, | amnot so
sure. But if we haven't killed
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real threat. Tonorrow we'll start going over this island to make damm
sure there are no survivors we've mssed. Since the creeps eat only
human flesh, if we | eave themnothing to munch on, it's a good bet
they'Il start on each other. If the |eaders will agree to keep this

i sl and unpopul ated for a couple of years, the creepie problemw I, or
shoul d, solve itself." Ben stood up and poured fresh coffee. "I want
daily head counts of all personnel. Make damm sure no Rebel falls into
hungry hands. | don't want to see anyone wal king alone. It's too



dangerous. If we do this right, we can be out of here in a week; no nore
than ten days."

"I would like to return here soneday," Dan said softly. "Once the
menories have faded. It is a beautiful place."

The Rebel s began their slow search of the island, on foot and fromthe
air. They found one nore cave during that ten-day tinme and sealed it. No
survivors were found on the island. It was void of human life.

Ben ordered the big island evacuated. No one was sorry to put it behind.

Back on Maui, Ben began preparations for the invasion of the two
remai ni ng i sl ands, OGahu and Kauai. The only other island, Nihau, the
' Forbi dden Island,' as some called it, was surely occupi ed by outl aws
and thugs, but because of its size, it could be easily taken and woul d
be the | ast one the Rebels struck

And Therm had conpiled a great deal of additional data on the divisions
comng up from South America. Al of it spelled out very bad news.

"The conmandi ng general of the arny is a man called Jesus Di eguez
Mendoza Hof f man. Appr oxi -

83 mately thirty-five years old. The grandson of a very fanobus, or

i nfamous, Nazi of Wirld War Two fame. Since the arny is nade up of
people of all nationalities, no one is quite sure what their ideol ogies
m ght be. We do know this: They hate America and they despi se you and
the Rebel s, Ben. They are goose-stepping, heil-Htler types, nmade up of
terrorist groups fromall dver the world. They are well-trained,

wel | -armed, arid they are fanatical in their desire to destroy what is
left of the United States."

Ben shook his head. "How far up are they?"

Therm smi |l ed. "They're bogged down in Paraguay, having a hell of a tine
nmovi ng all that equipnent. Word we're receiving is that the Indians and
t he resi stance groups down there are really giving thema hard tine."

"I hope every one of those goose-stepping bastards cones down wth
mal aria arid dies!"

Thermwas still laughing: as he left the CP. Ben returned to his maps.

"We're next," Books told the roonful of gang | eaders. No one from Kaua
was i n attendance, for crossing the channel was just too dangerous with
I ke and his PT boats prowling around. "The Rebels w ped out the N ght
People on the big island. | don't think the Rebels |ost a person.”

Crazy Mac MacKenzie was muttering to hinself. |If anything, he had gotten
crazier since Ben and his Rebels started knocki ng on the door

Big Jess | ooked at him "Mac, if you don't shut that stupid nmouth of
yours, |I'mgonna slap it off."

Mac stopped munbling and stared at Jess. "You'l

84 die when you try," he warned.

"Knock it off!" Books said. "What we don't need is for us to start



fighting anmong ourselves. Believe me, there' Il be plenty of fighting to
go around when the Rebels get here.”

"Are we going to just let themland on the islands, Books?" Polly
Pol yanna asked.

"I don't see that we have a choice in the matter. Now here is the plan
Just as soon as we know the ships are on the way, we break up into snall
groups and take to the brush and the villages. Slick, are the booby
traps ready to go?"

"They're in place." He grinned. "And they're nasty ones, too.
"Everybody know where they're to go and you' ve all your radios, food,
amo, and other gear set to grab and run?"

"Al'l set, Books," Jerry Janes rumbled out of his beard. "W'Ill give them
damm Rebel s sonething to think about, for a ironclad fact."

"I guess all we can do nowis wait."
"To die," Susie Loo said softly.

"I"d rather go down with a gun in ny hand killin" them dam

| aw and- order bastards than dangle fromthe end of a rope with a broke
neck. O slowstrangle like |'ve seen others do," Big Jess said.

"For a fact," a punk called Spit said. "I wanna fuck ne one of them
Rebel bitches 'fore this is all over. Pass her around to the boys for a
real fun gang bang. Listen to her squall when we turn her over. Just
like we used to do back in L.A " H's face darkened with anger. "Before
t hat goddamm Ben Rai nes destroyed it."

Bobby was | ooki ng out the wi ndow at the still-snmoking remains of
Honol ul u. The bonbar dnment
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H ghway all the way over to D amond Head, the Rebels had blown it all to
shit. There were a lot of buildings still standing, but one hell of a

| ot nore were gone to rubble.

"Have you tal ked to John Dodge, Books?" Polly asked.

"Yeah. John and his boys are going to try to block the | andi ng. But
they're making a bad m stake by doing so. | don't think it will take
themlong to see that. But if they wait too long, it'll be all over for
them™

"They didn't touch Pearl Harbor," Bobby said, nmore to hinmself than to
the others. But all heads turned toward him "That's where they're going
to off-load their tanks and other heavy stuff. Bet on it."

"I think you' reright, Bobby," Books said. "Do you have a plan to thwart
t hat ?"

"No," Bobby said. "None au all."

"You sure haven't been yourself here of |ate, Bobby," Susie said.
"What's the matter with you, your old lady cut you off or somnething?"



Bobby smiled. "No. Actually, we're getting along better than ever
before. Qur situation sort of reminds me of an old, old novie | saw one
tine. It was called . . . On the Beach."

"Yes," Books said. "You're right, Bobby. It was taken fromthe Nevil
Shute book by the sane name. Yes. 'In this |last of meeting places/ W
grope toget her/ And avoi d speech/ Gathered on this beach of the tunid
river . . . /This is the way the world ends/ This is the way the world
ends/ This is the way the world ends/Not with a bang but a whinper."'"

"That's beautiful, Books," Polly said. "Brings
86 tears to ny eyes. Did you wite that?"

"No," Books said with a smle. "That was penned by T. S. Eliot."

"I ain't goin" out with no fuckin' whinper," Mac snarled. "I aimto kil

me a whol e bunch of Rebels 'fore | go down."

"That's the spirit, boys and girls!" Books said. "Senper Fi and all that
Marine Corps bullshit. W shall not flag or fail. We shall go on to the
end. W shall defend our island, whatever the cost may be. W shal

fight on the beaches, we shall fight on the | andi ng grounds. W shal
fight in the hills; we shall never surrender."

"You sure have a way with words, Books," Susie said. "Did you just make
t hat up?"

"Actually, no. Wnston Churchill said that."
"Who the hell is he?" Vic asked.

Ben wal ked the long lines of Rebels standing in | oose formation. The
Rebel s did not stress skills in standing at attention, saluting,

mar ching, or any of that other b.s. that arnies have been known to
enphasi ze over the long and boring years. Ben was fond of quoting Jean
Larte 'Quy's comments concerning armes: 'I'd like to have two arnies:
one for display with Iovely guns, tanks, little soldiers, staffs,

di stingui shed and doddering generals, and dear little reginental

of ficers who woul d be deeply concerned over their general's bowel
noverments or their colonel's piles: an arnmy that woul d be shown for a
nodest fee on every fairground in the country.

' The other would be the real one, conposed entirely of young enthusiasts
i n canoufl age uniforms, who would not be put on display but from
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tricks would be taught. That's the army in which I should like to fight.'

That's the arny that Ben Rai nes had put together and called the Rebels.
That's the arny that he stood in front of on this nmorning before the
i nvasi on.

The four new battalions were there, but of the four, only JimPeters's
Fourteen Battalion would take part in the invasion. El even, Twelve, and
Thirteen were still in training, but getting close to receiving the
coveted bl ack beret of the Rebels and with far fewer dropouts that any
training officer originally anticipated.

Ben stood in front of over ten thousand Rebels, a mcrophone in his



hand. "We' ve got big trouble brewing back on the mainl and, people. An
arnmy five to ten tinmes our size is on the nove up from South Anerica

and their objective is to destroy what is left of the United States, and
to wipe fromthe face of the earth every trace of the Rebel arny.

"We're going to take the remaining islands, and we're going to do it
qui ckly but carefully. Then we're going to head back to the mainland and
get set for the biggest battle we've ever experienced.”

As he spoke, although the majority of the gathered Rebels did not know

it, lke's SEALs and ot her special -ops personnel were already on the

i sl ands of Oahu and Kauai, clearing paths through the naze of booby

traps and getting ready to raise a little hell of their own conme the night.
"We've taken damm few |l osses thus far," Ben said. "So let's keep it that
way. You're too valuable to fall under the guns of worthl ess street
punks and assorted di ckheads. And on that subject, the first person |
see w thout hel met and body arnor is going to get an

88 ass-chewing they'll not soon forget.

"Spend the rest of this day going over your equiprment and rel axi ng. W
start noving out just after midnight. Good |uck and God bl ess you all
You're the bravest nmen and wonen | have ever had the pleasure of serving
with. That's all."
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Shi ps and boats of all sizes began noving out, all heavily |l oaded wth
troops and equi prent. Ben was taking his One Battalion and Three, Four
Five, and Six Battalions onto the island of Gahu. |Ike was taking his Two
Battali on, and Seven, Eight, N ne, Ten, and Fourteen Battalions against
the island of Kauai. SEALs and ot her special -ops people were waiting at
ports on both islands. As soon as the first few Rebels and equi pnent
were ashore, the special-ops people would nove inland and start their
own private little wars against the defenders. For the first few days,
they would be the forward eyes and ears of the Rebel arny.

Ben knew that this assault would be a nean and nasty little war, but
nothing |ike what faced themin the nonths ahead once they reached the
shores of Anerica

He had no doubts about the Rebels' ability to win the conflicts that
faced them but he also knew that their | osses against the divisions of
Hof f man woul d be enornmous. Every Rebel man, wonan, and child woul d have
to do his or her part if the advancing
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"Thi nki ng about the mainland, General ?" Jersey broke into Ben's thoughts.
"Yes, Jersey. | am"

"Going to be a real bastard, isn't it?"

"Yes. And there is no way in hell we're going to be able to stop them at
the borders. Not with the size of that arny. W just don't have the

personnel to plug up all the holes.”

"What do they have against us and the way of life in America? O the way



it used to be?"

"The United States was the nost giving country in the world, Jersey. For
years we gave and gave and gave, of tine and effort and billions of
dollars, and the majority of the world' s countries hated us for it."

"That doesn't make any sense, General."

"It does when you consider that outside of the big and powerful

i ndustrial countries, the rest of the world was largely ignorant and
poverty-stricken and the citizens very easily mani pul ated. No natter
what we did, those people wanted nore fromus. It reached the point
where we just couldn't give any nore.

W gave noney to other countries when we shoul d have been using that
nmoney to help our own citizens. It reached the point where the
politicians were not paying any attention at all to the people who put
themin office. Ah, it's a long and conplicated story, Jersey. W had
many problens at home that shoul d have been addressed but were not. The
United States becane the object of hatred froma Iot of countries we had
poured nmoney into. But it's all npot, now, Jersey."

H s ot her team nmenbers had gat hered around,
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old days, as they called the prewar tinme, a peaceful tine that they had
too few nmenories of

Cooper said, "I recall a saying, maybe from some nmenber of ny famly,
don't know, something about you could be too good to people. That if you
went over a line, the nore you gave, the nore they expected you to give."
"That's right, Coop," Ben said. "And Anerica gave until she busted
herself. If ever a war canme at a right time, the Geat War did. CQur

great nannies in Washi ngton had spent us into bankruptcy, trying to be
all things to all people, all the tine. That's inmpossible. It can't be
done. ™
"Ceneral," Corrie said, pointing at a great |and-mass visible under the
clear and starry skies. "That's Gahu, right?"

"That's it."

"The first thing Rebels do, when they nove into an area, is get the
lights back on, the plunmbing working, and the sewer system and

wat er - managenment facilities operational. These punk dipshits can't even
get the electricity working, for Christ sake!"

Ben | aughed and | aughed at her, and the others joined in. Finally Corrie
got caught up in it and the |aughter felt good. "You're right, Corrie,"
Ben said, wiping his eyes with a handkerchief. "That's why they're punks
and di pshits. But back when the United States was functioning, nore or
less, the liberals, who seened to run the news departnments of every TV
networ k and every newspaper and nagazine in the nation, would have said
somet hing like this about those thugs on that island in front of
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and physically and nentally abused as children, they can't be expected
to maintain the same high standards as those of us who were nore
fortunate.' O sone such crap fromthe nouth as that."



"You're putting us on, right, General?" a young Rebel from Dan's
battali on who had joi ned the group asked.

"Ch, no, son. Not at all. You see, back in the 1960s and '70s and part
of the '80s, the thinking of liberals was this: If you parked your car
in your own driveway and left the keys init, and it got stolen, it was
your fault. Not the fault of the thief."

"Well.. . that's the dunbest damm thing | ever heard of!" the young
Three Battalion Rebel said. "Wio would believe sonething that stupid?"
"Not anybody with their head on straight,” Ben replied. "But the country
was run by liberals, and their ideology was just what their nane

implied. Liberal. Very soft toward all crinme and all crimnals, and very
generous with the taxpayer's nobney toward any social program whether it
worked or not. But all the problens of the United States cannot be laid
at the liberals' doorsteps. The conservatives in Congress did their best
to throw away the taxpayer's noney, too. Expensive mlitary boondoggl es
that didn't work, pork-barrel projects that weren't needed and only
benefited those who lived in whatever district or state got the fat. The
bl ame cannot be equally shared between the old liberals and

conservatives of the past, but it damm sure can be shared." He | ooked at
Jersey. "For instance, Jersey, if you got pregnant and wanted an
abortion, there were those who were trying with all their night to stop a
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"What damm business is that of anybody except the woman?" Jersey fl ared.

"It isn't anybody el se's business. But so-called religious zealots and a
| ot of conservatives were working very hard to stop all abortions."

"It seens to me," Corrie said, "that if back in the old days, children
wer e goi ng hungry and bei ng negl ected and bei ng birthed by wonmen who,
for whatever reason, didn't want them and, from past experience by

heal th workers, couldn't or wouldn't care for them then abortion would
be the humane thing, right?"

Ben chuckl ed as the ship began to slow. They would start a slow circling
and the troops would begin to disenbark an hour before dawn. "That's the
logical way to look at it, Corrie. That's the way we, as Rebels, |ook at
the issue. But back in the 1960s, '70s, and '80s, there was very little
| ogic being applied to a whole lot of topics in America. Shoot a man who
was trying to burgle your home, and odds were very good that the
honeowner woul d be booked, jailed, tried, and put in prison, or at best,
if he was lucky, he'd be sued by the burglar, or the burglar's famly
and the honeowner would | ose. That's logic applied by liberals.”

"That system sucks!" Jersey said.

"You're right," Ben agreed. "And a great many taxpayers-probably the
maj ority-agreed with your assessnent, but the courts and the Congress

just turned their asses to themand ignored their pleas.”

The young Rebel from Three Battalion said, "You mean, sir, that if | had
lived back in the old days, and | canme home and found a bunch of punks

| ooting ny

94 house and shot sone of them | night be put in prison?"



"That's right. Whnderful system we had back then."
"WIIl it ever return to that?"

"Not if we're careful,"” Ben said. He | ooked at the island of Gahu, a
huge darkened blob in the night. "Very careful," he added.

I ke stood by the railing as the ship turned broadside to the island of
Kauai . Hi s thoughts were on the upcom ng conflict with the thugs and
slavers on the island, but a part of his mnd was on the battle that
faced the Rebel s back on the mainland. The m ddl e-aged warrior felt that
the forces of Jesus Hof fman could be beaten, but at what cost to the
Rebel s? And what if there was yet another force waiting in the w ngs,
ready to launch an attack against America while the Rebels were battered
and bl oody after doing battle wi th Hoffnan? That was sonething that he
and Ben and the other batt comms had di scussed. Afterward, Ben had asked
that Cecil, back at Base Canp One, increase the size of his

conmuni cations staff and nore closely nonitor the airwaves for any sign
of hostile traffic.

For the nonment, that was all any of them could do.

| ke shook his head, clearing it of all thoughts except the battle at
hand. He turned to an aide. "Wat's the latest fromnmy SEALs and the
ot her special -op peopl e on shore?"

"Ceneral Raines is not going to have any trouble when he |ands. The
punks on Cahu have pull ed back and appear to have broken up into small
groups. W're going to have a fight of it on Kauai."
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real fight on Gahu . . . right fromthe git-go. The comrander over there

is smarter than this bunch we're facing. He's going to make Ben split

his people up into small teanms and cone after him Once we establish

firm beachheads al ong the hi ghway, the punks will begin to fall back

into the interior and then they' |l probably pull the same thing on us

that Ben is facing." He checked the | um nous hands of his diver's watch.
"Cet the people ready to board | anding craft. W're close to junp-off tine."

| ke took the phone set fromhis operator's backpack and cued Ben
"Eagle, this is Shark. W are in position."

"That is affirmative, Shark," Ben replied. "You ready to go make
bang-bang with the bad guys?"

ke smiled in the night. "You watch your butt, Eagle. That's a smart one
you' re facing on Gahu."

"He's not too smart, Shark. He's facing us, isn't he?"
| ke | aughed. "Launching boats, Eagle."

"Talk to you in a few hours. Eagle out."” Ben turned to Corrie. "Al
troops into landing craft. Let's go, gang."

When John Dodge saw what was conming at himout of the night, all along
t he southern coast of Kauai, he quickly revised his plans and ordered
hi s people back. If he'd been half as smart as he thought he was, he
woul d have ordered bridges to be bl own and woul d have sl owed |ke's



advance to a craw and severely hanpered | ke's tanks. But John didn't
t hi nk about that. He took a long look at the landing craft filled with
Rebel s, all heading his way, and panicked.

96 At Pearl, SEALs and speci al -ops personnel secured the old harbor

wi t hout having to fire a shot. Monents after they radioed the all-clear
signal, hundreds of Rebels stormed ashore, with Ben and his team | eadi ng
t he way.

"Any probl ens?" Ben asked a burly SEAL.

"Nary a shot fired, CGeneral. You're going to hit some booby traps
further on, but the harbor is all clear.™

"You boys take off and do your thing," Ben told.

The SEAL grinned in the darkness of predawn. "W'|l go have sonme fun
now, Ceneral. It's been boring so far."

"Cet out of here," Ben said with a | augh

Al the mlitary bases around Pearl had been | ooted and picked over so
many tinmes that nothing of value had been left. And the Rebels met no
resi stance as they worked their way around Pearl Harbor. They secured
H ckam AFB and Honol ulu International Airport without firing a shot.
They saw no sign of the eneny. By seven o'clock in the norning, ships
were of f-1oadi ng equi pnent and not one shot had been fired.

"l ke's neeting stiff resistance, sir," Corrie reported. "But he's got a
toehol d and gradual Iy pushi ng the punks back."

"\What about our forward people?"

"SEALs reporting Honolulu is one dead damm pl ace, sir. They're roundi ng
up what few survivors are left in the city and bringing them here.
Doctor Chase is setting up at Hickamand is ready to receive."

"Has my wagon been off-1 oaded?"
"That's ten-four."
"Let's go visit Honolulu."

97 Wth two Dusters ahead of him and a conpany of Rebels behind him
Ben set off to see what was |eft of Honolulu, staying south of HI.

The days of bonbardnent fromthe guns offshore had devastated the city.
The fires which had gone unchecked had finished it. Everything south of
the interstate was tangl ed rubble and burned-out buil dings. Ben rode
over as far as the Honolulu Zoo, and that sight made himso mad his team
t hought he was having a heart attack. Even after all these years, it was
obvi ous that the poor animals had been left wi thout water or food and
had died horribly. A citizen confirned it.

It was very fortunate for the gang | eaders and their followers that Ben
did not run up on any of themthe day he visited the zoo. Had he done
so, judgrment would have been very swi ft and very final

"You got to see this, Ceneral," one of Gay's scouts radioed. "W're
just south of the interstate on Kapiol ani. Were sone old construction



work was started and never finished."

The Scout pointed to a mass grave, the earth so shallowy scooped out,
al ready hands and arns and | egs were sticking out of the ground due to
the recent rains.

A local the scouts had found expl ained. "The outlaws didn't want us
runni ng around after they split up into small groups. So they rounded up
all the slaves they could find and killed them"

"Jesus!" Cooper said.
"They didn't bury themfor several days. It was . . . not a pretty sight."

"Cet sone earthnoving equi pment in here and cover these people,” Ben
said. He turned to the local. "Were are the gangs of outl aws?"
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six. They're in the pineapple fields and the brush and the nountains.
They' Il be hard to dig out."

"We'|l dig themout," Ben assured the old nman. "How many of you escaped
t he carnage?"

The man smiled. "Mre than you nmight think. The outlaws killed naybe.

oh, two or three thousand. But nobst of us had |ong since taken to the
hills and the brush. This norning, when we saw the thugs |eaving, many
of us came back, to fight alongside you and your Rebels. | have a weapon
that I hid when the outlaws cane.” He held up an ol d doubl e-barrel ed
shotgun with a broken stock. It had been recently taped back together
"I know many of the faces of the outlaws, and | intend to kill every one
| see." He said that defiantly, and Ben knew t here were probably nany
others just like the man.

"You certainly have ny pernmission to do just that," Ben told him "But
for now, why don't you gather up all the survivors you can find and cone
with us to the hospital for a checkup and sone hot food?"

The old man had whip marks all over his bare arns. Scars on top of
scars. Ben had a idea that Doctor Chase was going to go right through
the ceiling when he took a | ook at the old man's back

"That's very kind of you, General. Thank you."

"My pleasure to be able to do so, sir." Ben waved at a Rebel and the old

man was | ed away.

"It is nostly the old people who are left around here," the old man told
t he young canmmie-clad Rebel. "It was nostly the young ones the thugs

killed. I guess they thought we were too old to present any danger to them™

99 Ben was gri mfaced as he checked his M 14 and said, "Seeing how this
scum m streated ol d people just makes the job a lot easier."

"And the aninmals," Beth said, her voice nenacingly |ow Beth was an
ani mal -1 over who had murder in her heart for anyone who mi streated an
ani mal .

Jersey snmiled. "Kick-ass tinmel"
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Ben made no nmoves until all his equipnment was of fl oaded and ready to
roll. On the island of Kauai, |ke had established a firmtoehold on
several docking areas and was doing the sane as Ben. As |ke had

predi cted, once John Dodge actually saw what he was facing, he broke his
people up into small groups and they headed for the countryside.

During the lull, Ben and | ke had shifted people around, putting them
back on ships and | anding themall over the island, off-|oading tanks
and heavy artillery whenever possible. The second phase of the invasion
was about to begin and it was going to be done very efficiently,
acconpl i shed as quickly as possible, and conducted ruthl essly.

The outl aws huddled in small groups and waited to die.

Those outlaws who did not | eave the i mediate area of the city soon
found out how deeply- although not for very long-the hatred for themran
anong those they had ensl aved.

As the Rebel s began their push out of the ruined city, scouts began
di scovering the mutil ated bodi es of
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machet es and axes. The Rebels viewed the carnage inpassively and noved
on. Their feeling was that the outlaws got exactly what had been com ng
to them The Rebels also noted that all of the weapons and anmo had been
renoved fromthe bodies. Never again would the people of these islands
be enslaved. They were rearned, and this tinme they would remain arnmed,
and the blithering and bl athering of politicians be damed.

The Rebels were quietly anused at how quickly the islanders were
adopti ng the Rebel philosophy. Any future politician who suggested any
type of gun control would nore than likely be shot before the words |eft
his or her nouth.

The slow flushing out of the outlaws and thugs and sel f-procl ai ned
pirates began, and it was cl assic textbook search-and-destroy on the
part of the Rebels. The cat-and-nouse gane played out to the death in
some of the nost beautiful country in all the world.

Only a few nmiles outside the city proper, Ben and his team found
t hensel ves cut off and comi ng under hard fire.

"They're all around us," Cooper said, after crawling to Ben's side.
"Nearest friendlies are half a klick away and pinned down just |ike us."

"We're in a good position," Ben replied. "The bogeys will have to cross
that little clearing to get to us and | don't think they want to try
that. Just sit tight. What's all that traffic about, Corrie?"

"B company. They were a little concerned about us. | anticipated your
reply and told themthat we

102 could handle it."
Ben sm | ed and | ooked around at his team and the hal f-dozen ot her Rebels

who were trapped with themin the gully. "Hang tight, people. They'l
| ose patience before |l ong and do sonething stupid. They al ways do."



"Come on out and get us!" The shouted chall enge was hurled at the Rebels
fromout of thick brush only a scant fifty yards away. "Cone on, you
bast ards!"

"And bitches," Jersey muttered. "Don't forget us, you worthless pricks."

Ben chuckl ed. Jersey was a nean, vicious little fighter who had about as
much back-up in her as an angered wol verine. Jersey and the other wonen
in the Rebel arny had |long put to rest the question of whether wonen
could hold their own alongside nen in conbat. Not every wonan was cut
out for conbat, but then, neither was every man.

The outl aws began firing wildly, the slugs hitting only air and the
brush behi nd the Rebels' position

"Idiots," Jersey muttered.

"Hold your fire," Ben said to Cooper, over the rattle of automatic
weapons fire. "Pass the word, Coop. Hold your fire. They're getting
nervous."

The word passed, Corrie said, "B conpany wants to know if you want them
to drop in some nortars, Ceneral ?"

"No. Save them That pack of crud over there will flush thenmselves in a
few m nutes. They're getting antsy."

"Big brave boys and girls," the sneering words canme across the clearing.
"You're like every pig | ever nmet. Al nouth and no guts."

Ben | ooked around and caught Jersey's eyes. She smled at himand
wi nked. Like many of the Rebels,
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outlaws really felt they could anger a Rebel into doing sonething
foolish, they were dumber than Ben originally thought.

"Why don't you surrender?" Jersey raised her voice, taunting the crud.
"We'| | give you a hot nmeal and a cup of coffee before we shoot you."

"You bitch!" a man shouted. "I get ny hands on you, I'll show you the
only thing you're good for."

Jersey | aughed at him "Wong. Pus-brains and needl e-di cks have never
appealed to me."

The outl aw cursed her.

Jersey didn't |let up. Raising her voice, she said, "Hey, Alice," she

yell ed to another Rebel. "Can you inagi ne bedding down with that crud?
Christ, | can snell themfromhere. |I bet they haven't taken a bath in
weeks. "

The outl aw s cussi ng becanme wil der

"Yeah," Alice said, |oud enough for the outlaws to hear. "They probably
use their fingers to wipe their butts.”

"And then eat with the sanme fingers," Corrie shouted.



"Yeah," Beth added her opinion. "Those types are the reason you see
signs in bathroons urging people to wash their hands after using the
toilet."

Ben lay on the sloping ground of the gully and smiled, letting the wonen
have their fun with the crud. And then Jersey and the others really
started letting the outlaws have it. It got downright crude when the
Rebel wonen began loudly referring to themas a pack of pus-gutted,
unwashed, ignorant, needl e-di cked bug fuckers.

Corrie, lying beside Ben, |ooked at himand shook

104 his head. "They won't take rmuch nore of that," he said.

"You damm whores!" the same outl aw screanmed. "Stand up and 1'I1 fight
you like a man."

The wonen | aughed and jeered at that.

"Does that idiot realize what he just sai d?" Cooper questioned.

"I doubt it," Ben said. "He's probably too scared to think straight."
Ben raised his voice just a bit. "Let's get this over with, Jersey.
They're not going to rush us and tinme's a-wasting."

"I'"ve done everything | know to do to nmake them mad," Jersey said.

"I ought to put you | adies over my knee and give you a good spanking for
all that bad | anguage,” Ben told them

"Prom ses, promises," Alice called with a |augh

"Take your team and work around,"” Ben told a squad | eader. "Flush them

out with grenades and we'll take it fromthere. Corrie, advise B company
we' || have peopl e working between positions. Let's don't shoot our own
peopl e. "

It was an easy shoot after that. Wat the grenades didn't do, Ben and
the others did. They chopped the outlaws up |ike so nuch liver. Ben
stood for a nonent with his team | ooking over the slaughter site. Ten
dead, two badly wounded.

One of the wounded | ooked up at Jersey. "You that bad-tal kin' bitch?" he
gasped.

"One of them" she told himcoldly.
"You one hell of a fighter, for sure,"” he nanaged to push the words out
of his nouth. Then his head lolled to one side and he closed his eyes.

Anot her team of Rebel s joined Ben. Because they had left the city behind
them and had noved into

105 rough country, this teamwas arned with shotguns, the barrels sawed
down to twenty inches. The shotguns were | oaded with three-inch magnum
#00 buckshot and usually made a terrible nmess out of a human body.

"We've still got daylight,” Ben said. "Let's go."

They hadn't advanced a quarter of a nmile before being forced into and



around an old house by intense fire coming fromacross the road.

"Cet used to it," Ben said, worming his way to a shattered wi ndow. "This
is the way it's going to be until we clear these islands. How badly
spread out are we, Corrie?"

"W sure aren't bunched up," she replied.

"Put sone rifle grenades into that building directly across from us.
Let's see what happens.”

The roof coll apsed, pinning those outlaws inside.
"Finish it," Ben ordered.

It was unconventional and many woul d say i nhumane. But the Rebels had

| earned over the long bl oody years that hard-core crimnals either could
not or would not be rehabilitated. They poured |l ead and fired grenades
into the ruined structure and noved on. If there were wounded under al
the ness, they could damm well stay there. On these remaining islands,
Ben had sent out the word: fight us, and you die.

The Rebel battalions on the island of Gahu were working cl ockwi se around
the island. Striganov was on H ghway 930, and after securing and
clearing Dillingham AFB he noved on toward Hal ei wa on H ghway 83. Dan
was on the north part of the island, and after securing Kawel a was
wor ki ng south on 83. West had put ashore just north of Kaneohe and was
wor ki ng south, while Rebet and his battalion had
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toward the ruins of Honolulu. As the major highways | ooping the island,
and the villages and towns on them were cl eared, the Rebels would then
begin slowy tightening the noose, working inland toward the Kool au Range.

On Kauai, lke and those battalions under his command were follow ng
suit, first clearing the coastline highways, and then noving inl and.

For all the Rebels, it was sl ow and dangerous work. The outl aws had
booby traps all over the place and had |laid out antipersonnel mnes that
had to be cleared before any advance. Each day, a thousand acts of
courage above and beyond the call of duty were performed by Rebels. No
nmedal s were given out, no bands played, and there were no parades held
in their honor. It was just something they all knew had to be done, and
they did it.

On both islands, locals were resurfacing and being arned and used as
scouts and trackers by the Rebels, and no outlaw wanted to fall into the
hands of a local. Those that did were not treated well at all.

Many of the outlaws, now seeing the witing on the wall, and know ng
there was no way they were going to stop the advance of the Rebel arny,
wanted to surrender and | et due process take its course. They assuned
that since civilized behavi or appeared certain to repl ace anarchy and

| awl essness, they could surrender and they woul d be given | engthy
trials, with long-wi nded | awyers and appeals and all that.

W ong.

A group of nen approached Ben at breakfast one | clear and glorious
nmorni ng and requested a neeting | with him



"W are attorneys, sir," one said.

107 "So?" Ben asked, spreading jamon a piece of toast.

"I was with the I ocal ACLU chapter," another said.

"Don't spoil ny breakfast,” Ben warned him

"W were wondering," another said. "Wen-"

"It won't," Ben said, sugaring his coffee.

"You did not allow ne to finish, General."
"That is certainly nmy plan," Ben replied w thout |ooking up

Dan wal ked in, carrying a plate of food in one hand and a cup of tea in
the other. "Wat's all this?" the Englishman asked, sitting down.

"Lawyers," Ben told him
"Before breakfast?" Dan questioned. "How ghastly."
"I don't like you," one attorney said to him

"I cannot possibly begin to tell you how deeply affected | am at that
remark. Since | ambasically a very sensitive fellow, nmy psyche has been
brui sed sorely."

"You' re English?"
"How astute you are. \Wat could have possibly given that away?"

"CGet out of here," Ben told the | awers.
"These islands have been in the grips of |aw essness for a decade, sir,"
anot her attorney said.

"The man is so sagacious it boggles the mnd," Dan said, w nking at Ben
"Don't you agree?"

"Ch, quite." Ben lifted his eyes and stared at the group of nen. "There
may come a tine when people like you are needed. | hope not, but it's a
possibility. Albeit not one |I'mlooking forward to. But for now you are
not needed. W ordered the outlaws on these islands to surrender. They
chose to ignore that order. Now, we mght take a few prisoners. But if
we do,

108 they will not be represented in any way famliar to you people. W
don't care what their chil dhood was |ike. We don' t care whether the
devil made themdo it, or if their parents beat them or if they weren't
allowed to play first teamor if their neighbors conpl ai ned because t hey
pl ayed nmusic too loud or they were deprived of a certain brand of tennis
shoes. Do | nmke nyself clear?"

"Now, see here, General," the sixth and | ast | awer spoke up. "W, al

of us, have been subjected to a myriad of indignities since the hoodl uns
took over the islands. But for all that they have done, and nmany of them
have done terrible things, they still have the right to a trial. I..."



Ben stood up at that. Ben was not a physically overpowering man. For his
age he was in marvel ous shape, but it was his eyes that made a wi se man
shut up. The | awer showed uncommon good sense and cl osed his nouth.

"We took the best of the outlaws and are training them on another island

right now," Ben told the group of barristers. "They will becone part of
the Rebel force. As for the scumleft on Gahu and Kauai, the only trials
they'Il receive is fromthe nuzzle of a gun. Now, before you go, let ne

warn you of this: After we have cleaned these islands of trash, and have
returned to the mainland to nmeet the | argest known arny on the face of
the earth, don't try to force a return back to your old type of |aw and
order. The people that we have freed and will |eave behind won't
tolerate it. The days of |egal nunbo-junbo are gone forever. No
back-room deal s. No plea-bargaining. No jailing or suing a citizen for
using lethal force to protect what is his or hers. You all know how we
operate. | don't have to explain it to you. O |

109 shouldn't have to. Now get the hell out of here and let nme finish ny
breakfast in peace."

What ever reception the attorneys were expecting fromBen, this certainly
wasn't it. They left in a huff.

"Twits," Dan said, spreading fresh-put-up jamon a piece of bread.

Ben sat down and began eating his breakfast. "They nust be brai nwashed
in law school. That's all | can figure out. Either that, or they are
actually much nore decent and fair-mnded nen than I."

Dan was coughi ng and choking on his toast, his eyes bugging out in
ast oni shment at Ben's remark, when Jersey, Beth, Corrie, and Cooper cane
running in to see what all the commoti on was about.
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Ben stood with his teamon the side of the highway, |ooking up at a long
row of homes perched on a nountai nside. "Two- or
three-m I lion-dollar-plus houses," he said. "Back when the world was
whol e, the people who lived in those mansions had servants, security,
the very best of everything ... or so they thought."

"What do you mean by that last bit, General ?" he was asked by a young woman.
"They were prisoners, trapped by their own wealth. They lived in fear of
extortionists, kidnappers, terrorists, and burglars. They couldn't nove

wi t hout security. And you can bet on this, too: when the end came, their
nmoney couldn't save their lives or make their lives any safer

because it was worthless. Let's go check out those nansions."

"I can't believe the crud would be so stupid to hide out in sonething so
obvi ous," a young Rebel recently assigned to Ben's A Conpany renarked.

"Wanna bet me a week at KP the honmes are enpty?" Ben asked with a smile

"No, sir!" the young man was quick to reply. He was wal ki ng besi de Ben
Cooper had parked the

111 wagon off the paved and curving drive of the first mansion



Ahead of them a scout suddenly raised his hand and made the hit the
dirt movenent. The Rebels scattered, junping off the drive and into the
bushes.

A dog barked, then another joined in. They came runni ng down the drive,
two dogs of so mxed a breed they were nutts. But they were happy,

pl ayi ng and jumpi ng and barking and rolling and yel ping as they cane.
Ben stood up and watched the dogs at play until they were out of sight.
He | ooked at the enbarrassed scout.

"Don't be enbarrassed," Ben called. "They could have just as easily been
bandits."

Arifle round slanmed into the hel net of the scout and knocked himto
the ground. The round was not of sufficient caliber to penetrate the
much-i mpr oved- upon Kevl ar hel net, but the scout woul d have one hell of a
headache when he woke up

"I"'mglad | didn't take that bet," the young Rebel |ying beside Ben
nut t er ed.

Wth precision novenents, one squad of Rebels opened fire, covering
nmedi cs who dashed into the drive and haul ed the downed Rebel to the
safety of the brush

"He's okay," a nedic called. "But he's gonna have a whopper of a headache."

"First squad cone with ne," Ben said. "Corrie, advise the conpany
conmander we are going around to the back of the first house. Do it and
let's go."

Corrie bunped the CO and the teamwas off, first squad runni ng behind
them Mst of themwere used to the general's antics and thought nothing
of it, but some had just come in and were not yet accustomed to seeing

t he commandi ng general of the arny taking such chances.
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rear of the house, one young Rebel said, "Jesus, the old man nust be
fifty at | east and he's ahead of us!"

"Don't count the Eagle out of it yet," a sergeant told him "A |lot of
fol ks have tangl ed hand-to-hand with him | hel ped bury sonme of them™

"Been with him]long?"

"Five, six years. | was a young punk outl aw when the Eagle jerked ne up
by the nape of the neck and saw sonething worth saving in ne. 1'd die
for that man," the sergeant said, fierce |oyalty behind his words.

From his position near the rear of the house, Ben leveled his M14 and
waited for a shot. It was not long in com ng. One outl aw exposed a
forearm and Ben sighted it in, gently squeezing the trigger. The big
slug tore into the outlaw s el bow, shattering the bone and knocking the
thug to the littered tile of the kitchen. He howl ed and thrashed on the
floor, cussing the Rebels through his pain.

"Rifle grenades," Ben ordered those equi pped w th | aunchers.



Al'l but one of the grenades bounced off the stone of the house and
expl oded on the patio. One 40mm grenade sailed right through a shattered
wi ndow and made a ness of those in the Kkitchen.

Two Rebel s ran through the brush behind the house, carrying a Big
Thunper, a third Rebel just behind them carrying the nmount. The team
qui ckly set up and began pumnpi ng 40mm grenades through the back w ndows
of the mansion. Explosions rocked the earth as the grenades blew, the
concussion inside the rear roons of the house bl owi ng out what remai ned
of wi ndows and doors and bringing with the debris various body parts of
t hugs and outl aws.

113 The Rebels on both sides of the mansion and those behind cover on
the gently sloping front |awn waited for the thugs to exit the
now- bur ni ng house.

The outl aws nmade no nove to surrender, for they had seen what happened
to others who did surrender . . . when the Rebels were in a charitable
mood. The locals pronmptly took them out and hanged t hem

The Rebels waited with the patience of the trained man-stal ker for their
prey to show thensel ves. They woul d. They al ways did.

The outlaws in the house nade a screani ng suicide charge out the front
of the house. The luckiest got about twenty feet fromthe door before
relentl ess Rebel fire fromthree sides cut them down.

"Secure the house and put out the fire in the back," Ben ordered,
rolling to one side and pulling out his canteen, taking a long swi g of
the nowtepid water.

GQunfire canme fromthe house near the end of the secluded row of fine
hones overl ooki ng the Pacific.

"Locals," Corriesaid. "They're working this way. I'min contact with
them One of the | awers who talked to you this norning, General ?"

Ben snapped his canteen cover closed and cut his eyes to her. "Wat
about hi nP"

"He got in their way."

Ben didn't have to ask what happened to the man. He knew. He didn't
particularly |like nobs or vigilante novenents, but in cases where the

| awl ess have hel d sway over decent people for years, he sure as hel

didn't blame the newy freed locals for their actions... or overreactions.

"We'll rest here,"” Ben said. "Let the locals handle the remai nder of the
hones along this strip. Set up a line running west to east in case any
of the crud try to escape in our direction."

114 Corrie gave the orders and the Rebels repositioned and waited.
Corrie listened to her headset for a nonent and said, "Hang on." She
| ooked at Ben. "The locals are asking if we have any rope to spare.”

Ben's eyes were bleak. "Gve it to them" he said. "It's their show. "
Morments | ater, a hal f-dozen husky young nen of Hawaiian descent yelled

for perm ssion to approach the Rebel position. They were armed with
weapons of various calibers and makes and sonme of them were vintage.



"Rearmthemw th the outl aws' weapons,” Ben ordered. "And give them al
t he rope they need."

After they were rearnmed and briefly instructed on the nomencl ature of

t he weapons, one of the young nen said, "W'Il take care of the thugs
along this stretch, General, if you have somepl ace else you'd like to go."
Ben smiled at him "I hear you had sonme trouble with some of your own

citizens today."

"The one who was shot always did think he was God's gift to humanity,"
the young man replied. "He was al so a collaborator. For him it was just
a matter of time."

"We're not hanging themindiscrimnately, General," another young nan
said. "We're sparing nearly as many as we hang. But they'll serve nany
years on forced construction and cl eanup crews, working to put this

i sl and back in shape."

"That's as it should be," Ben replied. "Good luck to you all."

Ben and his people pulled out, leaving this battle to the locals. They
gl anced once at the swayi ng bodies hanging fromlinbs and | anp posts and
nmoved on up the highway.

Ben and his battalion rolled into Makakilo Gty to find that the small
town had been turned into a
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the colum a few hundred yards fromthe city limts and Ben wal ked
forward to the checkpoint, his personal teamstrolling along with him

"The locals control this end," the scout told him "The assholes are in
t he downtown area and everywhere el se. A bunch of small groups cane
toget her, | guess."

One of the locals cane running up to the bl ocked road. He was carrying
an old Wrld War Two vintage .45 caliber spitter that the troops

ni cknamed a grease gun. "We've taken prisoners, General." Although Ben
wore no insignia of any kind, he had a conmand beari ng about hi mthat
only an idiot could mss. "Over twenty of them W have no way to house
them First thing the thugs did when they invaded us was to burn down
nost of the jail houses.™

"We' || take them off your hands,"
people in there with you?"

Ben told the nan. "You need sonme of ny

The man grinned. "You betcha, sir!"

"We're going to tear up your town when |I send tanks in," Ben cautioned
the man. "And | will send tanks in to spearhead."

"Hell with the town. It can be rebuilt."”
Ben smled at the man's exuberance. "Corrie, order third and fourth
pl atoons in and send four Dusters in with them First and second

pl at oons stay here. Bring your prisoners to us, sir."

"Yes, sir!" The local ran off down the road, hollering that the Rebels
wer e here.



"I guess after years of being shoved around and beaten and enslaved, 1'd
be junping for joy nyself," Beth renarked.

"If the dammed United States Congress hadn't

116 taken the guns away from people,"” a older Rebel said, "I don't think
much of this would have happened. Do you, Ceneral ?"

"I't would have happened in certain areas of the country," Ben said,
taking tine to hand roll a cigarette after |ooking around to see where
the nedi cs were. Lamar Chase had them spy on Ben, reporting back to the
crusty old bastard how nany cigarettes Ben snmoked a day. There were

ti mes when Ben felt as though he were back in grade school, sneaking off
behind the gymto take a few puffs. "It would not have happened in the
rural areas of the nation. But the punks woul d have taken over the
cities. And also the towns located in heavily industrialized states. The
northeast and California especially. For in those areas were where the
strictest gun-control |laws were enacted. There is this, too: for years
Americans were literally beaten over the head with public-service
ads-written by nitwits-that one should never shoot sinply to protect
personal property. And a lot of people just can't pull the trigger on a
human being." He watched as the prisoners were | ed up, being prodded
along by rifles in the hands of Rebels. "Even worthl ess pieces of shit

i ke that."

"What do you want done with these di ckheads, General ?" a woman asked.

"Who you callin' a dickhead, you goddamm whore?" the outlaw standi ng
nearest to her asked.

She turned and put the toe of one junpboot into his crotch-hard. The
outlaw hit the pavement, puking and how i ng.

A burly Rebel |eaned over, jerked himto his feet with one hand, and
shook himlike a naughty child. "You will learn to watch your nmouth, punk."

"Take themto the nedics. They'll draw bl ood and

117 run tests checking for comruni cabl e di seases. These bastards
probably have everything, running the ganut fromTB to AIDS."

"Son of a bitch!" one outlaw cussed Ben

Ben waved it off. There was nothing they could call himthat he had not
been called a thousand tinmes before, and by better nen than these trash.

"CGet them out of here. The first couple who check out clean, bring them
tony CP. It'lIl be around here sonewhere. W& might as well bed down
here. It'll be dark in a few hours."

"I ain't tellin' you a goddam thing, Mster Hot Shit General!" an
out | aw bl ust er ed.

Ben smiled and then chuckled. "That's what they all say, partner. That's
what they all say."
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"Sit," Ben told the outlaw. He had been checked out and bathed and then



fum gated for fleas and ot her bugs that sometines inhabited the unbathed
human body's exterior.

The outlaw had lost all of his bluster. The Rebels had | earned what
prison guards had known for centuries: order a man to strip naked-if he
refuses, you take his clothing by force, and do it with no nore effort
than handling a little child-and that man | oses much of his resistance.
Then after an anal probe is done, and not done gently, he is tossed into
a shower and scrubbed pink, all his hair is shaved fromhis head, and he
is forced to stand holding his britches up with one hand-for he has no
belt-you usually have a very passive person on your hands. Not al ways,
but usual ly.

The outl aw sat.
"Were you fed?"

"Yes, sir. Good grub, too. | was hungry. | appreciate it. | reckon
that's ny last neal, ain't it?"

"I doubt it. I don't know what you've done, so we won't try you. The
locals will."

"That's even worser."

119 "Now what do we do? Do you start telling ne about your poor
m serabl e chil dhood and how your father beat you and all that happy crap?"

The outl aw chuckled. "I would if I thought it would do any good. But
with you, I'd be wastin' your time and nine."
"Thank you. Sad stories always nake ne naudlin. | wouldn't want to weep

at all your recollections of past m sfortunes. \Wat can you tell ne that
m ght help us in this canpai gn?"

"Probably nothin', to be honest about it. You know who runs the show?"
"Books Housenan. "

"Right. We busted up into small groups at his orders. Mst is still in
smal | groups, probably. Don't make no difference no way. We're stil
gonna | ose. They's sonethin' about you people that just scares the shit
outta lots of us, includin" ne. They's sonethin' about you peopl e that
none of us ain't never seen 'fore. | can't nane it."

Ben knew. Total dedication. Discipline. The hardest training in the
wor | d. Experience. And the know edge that what they were doi ng was
right. "Go on."

"There ain't nothin' left to say that you don't already know. W ain't
got no fancy weapons |like you people. No tanks, no artillery, no
bazookas, no helicopters, nothin' |ike you people. It's just a matter of
chasin' us down and killin" us."

"Then why don't you people just give it up? Odds are, many of the |ocals
are wearying of the hangings by now So you would be inprisoned or work
on a chain gang. You'd be alive."

The man snmiled. "You don't understand the crimnal mnd, do you, General?"



"I amforced to say that | don't."

120 "Ch, you'd get a few who would change. | nean, really change. But
not the majority. You' d get a |ot who would say they woul d change. But
they'd be lyin'. Once you people pulled out, nmost woul d be right back
stealin' and killin' and rapin' and doin' everythin' they did 'fore you
showed up."

"And you?" Ben asked, giving the man an opening, a way out.
"I don't know, General. | been on the wong side of the lawall nmy life.

Years before the Great War cone. My daddy was a farmer and nmy manma a
school t eacher. They brought ne up right-or tried to. It just didn't

take. Some people are born bad. | really believe that."

"So do |I." Ben studied the man foranonment. "I'm going to take a chance
with you . . . what is your nane?"

"John Morris."

"Al'l right, John. | think you' ve been honest with ne, so I'll reward

that. You asked if | understood the criminal mnd. W does? So |'m

going to send you back to I et the shrinks pick your brain. But with a

word of caution: you won't find Rebel shrinks to be anything like the

ones you probably cane in contact with before the Great War. Don't try

to bullshit these people. They don't play those kinds of games. You can go."

John stood up, holding his deliberately ill-fitting pants up with one
hand. "And if |I'm honest with these people, General ?"

"You m ght get another shot at naking a newlife."
"Or | just mght get shot, period."
"That is always an option, John."

121 Ben stepped out of his CP | ong before dawn the next norning. Not a
man who required a | ot of sleep, Ben had slept his usual few hours and
felt refreshed. He got a cup of coffee fromthe nmess tent and wal ked
back to his CP

"Must have been real quiet last night," he said to the sentry.
"It was, sir. It didn't take the locals long to deal with the crud once
they had the Dusters and the Rebels along.”

Ben sat down in an old chair on the front porch and rolled a cigarette,
t hen drank his huge nug of coffee-actually it was a beer stein-and
snoked in the predawn hours. At 0430 his teamwas up and dressed and
havi ng coffee with himon the porch

"This has been a picnic so far, General," Jersey finally spoke, after a

refill of coffee. She was self-admttedly a real bitch in the nornings
until she had at |east one cup of coffee. Cooper gave her a w de berth
until she had her coffee. "I talked with a guy fromTina' s battalion

| ast night. Qur people are kicking the crap out of them over on Kauai."
"Say what's on your mnd, Jersey," Ben told her

"Ceneral |ke could handle this operation and we could get the hell back



to the mainland and start setting up for all that crap that's coming up
fromthe south.”

"These people aren't professionals, General,"” Beth said. "It's nothing
but target practice for us. It's boring."

"Alot of strain on CGeneral Jefferys back honme," Corrie said. "And he's

not in the best of health.”

Ben had been giving that a | ot of thought. Cecil was not in good health
and with this new threat from South Arerica, Cec had a | ot of pressure
on him But to leave in the mddle of a canpaign . . . ?

122 Corrie's radio started squawki ng and she went inside. She cane out a
few nonents later, her face grimlooking in the dimlight. "This Hoffman
person is on the nove, Ceneral. That was Therm from HQ Base Canp one
had just bumped him General Jefferys wants you to holler at himas soon
as possible.”

Ben wal ked over to the communications truck and got Cec on the horn.
"What's up, Cec?"

"It's bad, Ben," cane the voice fromthousands of mles away. "Hoffman's
sent infiltrators into the States. Intelligence thinks they were sent in
nont hs, maybe years ago, and kept their heads down ... in a manner of
speaki ng. What they' ve been doing is recruiting while you' ve been gone.
Qoviously this nove was pl anned years back. The infiltrators have been
in contact with extrene-right-wing, hate-filled survivalist groups for a
long tine. You know the type. |'ve got to have sonme people over here as
fast as possible. We've got to nip this in the bud right now "

"Al'l right, Cec. I'lIl get back to you by 0900 ny time. Hang in there.
Eagle out." He put a hand on the operator's shoulder. "Get all batt
comms over here right now, son."

"W goi ng hone, General ?" the young Rebel said.

"Sone of us are."

"Ben, we're falling all over each other on these islands,"” |ke said.
"Hell, we've collected enough weapons fromthe outlaws to outfit every
man, worman, and child left."”

"We're just backing up the locals on Kauai," | Buddy said, and the other
batt coms nodded their | heads in agreenent.

123 "Yes," Danjou said. "Two battalions on Kauai and two battalions here
woul d be nmore than sufficient to do the job. And it would not take us

I ong. There are so many of us here now, we run the risk of shooting at
each other."

"Cecil would not call for help if he didn't need it," Georgi Striganov
poi nted out.

"Take Therm s Headquarters Conmpany,"” Tina said. "He's got to get set up
and running Stateside. Hell, Dad, the outlaws here are falling apart."

"They m ght pull thensel ves back together if the majority of us pul
out," Ben said.



"I hope they do," Pat O Shea said. The wild Irishman grinned. "That way
we could say we've been in a real fight."

"The ships are ready, Ben,'

Ben toyed with a pencil for a nonment. "All right. lke, you're in comand

here. 1'Il | eave your battalion and three others. Buddy, your Eight
Battalion will remain, along with Ten and Fourteen Battalions.
Everything el se, including Therm s Headquarters Company, will nove back
to the mainland and start setting up to neet Hoffman's divisions. |I'm

going to take all the special-ops people.™

Ben | ooked at Thernopolis. "You and your people are the first out of
here, Therm Start taking your operation apart and packing it up."

Corrie intercepted the runner and took the nessage. "General, about
t hree hundred punks just surrendered to B Conpany of Two Battalion. They
said there are about five hundred nore ready to pack it in."

"Well, shit!"™ Pat O Shea said. "Wat the hell is the matter with these
peopl e? | haven't seen a decent fight since we got here!"
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t he mass of punks being held on the playing field. He was gl ad he was

| eaving so he would not have to listen to all the sob stories that were
surely going to come out of the nouths of the captured outlaws. It had
reached the point where it seemed |like everytinme a Rebel |ooked up, a
group of outlaws was wal ki ng down the center of a road, their hands in
the air. But several thousand hard-core still remained full of defiance
and ready to fight to the death.

Wth I ke in command of the battalions remaining behind, those outl aws
woul d surely get their wish. |ke was not known for his gentle,
humani t ari an | eani ngs.

One of the outlaws on the playing field | ooked up at Ben and waved.

O hers saw hi m and began waving and cheering . . . probably due to the
fact that they had surrendered to Rebels and were still alive.
"Wonderful ," Ben said, halfheartedly returning the wave. "Now | have a

cheering section.”

Corrie, Beth, Jersey, and Cooper did their best to hide their grins.
Ben | ooked over at them "Ch, go on and | augh!"

They di d.

Ben spent his tine watching the |oading of equiprment and troops. There
was nothing left to do. The outlaws were surrendering in droves, and the
four remaining battalions still in active service were hard-pressed just
to find places for themand to help with the guardi ng. Wat had started
out to be a major operation was ending with all the sparkle of a glass of

125 flat chanpagne.

The Rebel s on Kauai had found the bodies of half a dozen gang | eaders.
They had committed suicide rather than face the hangnman's noose. They
were identified as Larry Perkins, Kip Burdette, We WIllie, Rye
Billings, Dean Shernman, and a woman that was known as Sarah

| ke said. "You could be sailing in three days.



"There is no way the good people on these islands can house and feed and
guard all these slineballs,” Ben said at a final meeting of batt comrs
before he was to shove off for the mainland. "So | have a plan. 1've

tal ked with a dozen ex-captains of ships and they like the plan and wil |
go along with it. They've already started working on those cargo ships
in the harbors of these islands. They're to transport these thugs and
creeps all over the Pacific Ccean, dropping themoff in small nunbers on

every island . . . inhabited or not. Ch, it'll be checked out for water
and food sources; |I'mnot leaving themto die some horrible death. And
if the island is inhabited, the people will be told what they're getting
and asked if they want them The hard-core will be taken to the west

coast of South America and kicked oyt there. To hell with them"

Ceorgi Striganov grinned, nudged lke in the ribs, and held out his hand.
"Pay me," the Russian said. "l told you that was what he'd do."

| ke handed hima fistful of worthless old Anerican noney and Georgi used
a one-hundred-dollar bill to light a cigar

Therm and hi s Headquarters Conpany had already pulled out, on a ship

| oaded with excess supplies. They would be net by Rebels in Anerica and
escorted to a location near the border with Mexi co and set up there.
The battalions sailing back to the mainland were

126 packed up and ready to board the ships.

"We've got nearly twenty thousand locals arnmed to the teeth, |ke broke
into Ben's thoughts. "Hell, they outnunber us!"

"Ceneral ," Pat O Shea said. "I thought Htler's dreamwas a pure Aryan
nati on?"

"It was, nore or less. Wiy do you ask, Pat?"

"Well, in this latest dispatch from General Jefferys, it says that the
di visions comng up to do battle with us are nmade up of people from al
over the world. Al colors and all nationalities. | don't get it. That

isn't what H tler envisioned."

"These people aren't really followers of Hitler, Pat. Very few of them
are even CGerman. These people are terrorists, for the nost part. But
dangerous. In that |ast dispatch, Cecil talks about the Hitler Youth
Corps. But nowit's called the Hof fman Youth League. That tells ne that
he's had years to train these people. And that means that we'll be up
agai nst the | argest, best-trained, best-equipped, and nost highly

di sciplined and notivated arny we have ever faced."

"You're really worried, aren't you, Ben?" West asked.

"Dam worried, ny friend. W' ve never net a force we couldn't beat. But
this time, I'"'mafraid our | osses are going to be staggering."”

128 Book Two
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Ben paced the decks during the cruise back to the mainland. He was not
given to much conversation and his teamleft himalone with his



t houghts. Wien he wasn't pacing the decks, he was in his stateroom
studying maps of the United States' |ong border with Mexico. It was
i npossible to defend with the troops under Ben's conmand. Even if
CGeneral Payon pulled his army back from southern Mexi co and joi ned
forces with Ben, the border was just inpossible to defend.

I ke was reporting by radio that the canpaign in the islands was fizzling
out as the thousands of now heavily armed | ocals were overwhel mng the
outl aws by sheer nunbers, flushing themout of their holes and usually
killing themon the spot. Ike had pulled the Rebels back and was letting
the locals handle it.

He reported that Books Houseman was dead. The appointed | eader of the
outl aws had been killed by an aide. Soneone nanmed Bobby, who had
apparently gone insane and sl aughtered everyone in the room then turned
the gun on hinself. After the death of Books, the outlaw resistance
seened to fall apart. Ike said that if the fight-or the | ack of
it-continued as

130 it was going, he and the remai nder of the Rebel battalions would be
| eaving Hawaii just about the tinme Ben docked.

Ther nopol i s and his Headquarters Conpany had been nmet in California and
flown to a newWwy built base just outside what was left of Laredo, in
Texas. They were fully operational

Whoever was doing the planning for General Hoffnan knew what he was

doi ng. The Rebels Cecil had sent down to the Mexico-Cuatenal a border
just got out alive. Hoffman had | anded paratroopers behi nd Payon's
lines, and about half of the Mexican Arnmy was trapped in extrene

sout hern Mexico and fighting on two fronts. Payon had pul |l ed what

remai ned of his arny back and stretched it out along major points from
Poza Rica on the @ulf of Mexico down to Acapul co on the Pacific.

"Blow all the bridges," Ben had radioed to the Mexican general from on
board ship. "Slow himdown just as nmuch as is humanly possible. Gve ne
time to get ny people into position. Wen you feel it is inpossible to
hol d any longer, get the hell out of there and join me on the border."

Ben had ordered pl anel oads of expl osives down to Mexico, and teans of
Spani sh-speaki ng Rebels to assist in the blowi ng of bridges and the

bl ocki ng of maj or hi ghways | eading north. As nmany bridges as possible on
Mexico's 200, 190, 150, and 180 were being destroyed in a desperate race
to buy Ben and the Rebels sone tine.

Had Mexico and the United States worked this closely together before the
Great War, every problemthat had faced the two nations back then could
have been resolved, and Canada, the United States, and Mexico coul d have
energed as the greatest conbined superpower in all the world, rich in

131 resources, workforce, and culture. But that didn't happen-due in no
small part to a great many very stupid, greedy, and bi goted people on
both sides of the border-and because that did not occur, the |ack of
cooperation contributed to the world going to hell in a bucket of shit.

When Ben's ship docked, planes were waiting to take Ben, his team and
First Platoon, A Conpany, to the site of Therm and his Headquarters
Conpany in Texas.

Ben stood for a long silent nmonent | ooking at the huge map that covered



hal f of one wall of the operations room He experienced a feelingof
despair unlike anything that he had ever felt before. "The bl ack-fl apped
pins are Hoffman's troops?" he asked softly.

"Yes," Therm said. "The blue-flagged pins are CGeneral Payon's forces."

"Therm the goddam bl ack-flagged pins run all the way to San Sal vador!"

"Yes. Cbviously Hoffrman was nuch nore powerful than any of us first

t hought. W believe his novenent was going on |long before the Great War
W have revised our estimates of his strength. W now believe that he
has five fighting divisions."

Ben was stunned and his face clearly mrrored that astoni shnent. He put
out a hand and gripped the edge of a table. H s personal team stood in
shock facing the wall map. "Therm if he's running |ight divisions of
infantry, that's approximately eighty-five thousand nen."

"Qur estimtes place Hoffman's nunmbers at one hundred and five thousand.
And at full strength, we can field just over twenty-one thousand peopl e.
And Ben, that's using everyone who can tote a gun."
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at the map. "What are their reports about Hoffrman's troops? Discipline,
fighting ability, equipnent."

"Top notch, Ben. Everything is top of the line. Qur teans report the
eneny is awesone. Absolutely first rate. They captured one and he went
to his death without uttering anything nore than his nane, rank, and
serial nunber."”

"Who killed himand why?"
"He killed hinself, Ben."

"An arny of fanatics," Ben nuttered. "A big arny of fanatics. Do we have
anyt hing additional on this Hoffnman person?"

"Very little. He is supposed to be a great |eader of nen. Brilliant.
Cunning. A great tactician. But we don't know that. W don't know that
he's ever faced an arny of any size."

"Hell, Therm we can't butt heads with this arnmy. W' ve got to nake him
split his forces and cone at us that way. But even at that, it's going
to be his full division against a brigade of our people. And four of our
battal i ons have never been tested in battle." Ben sighed. "Wll, we've
got a nmonth, maybe two nonths, to nake plans and get set. | want |ke
here, Corrie. Tell himto | eave Hawaii to the | ocals and get here as

qui ckly as possible. Get those battalions and equi pment on board ship
ASAP and fly | ke back. Like today."

"Yes, sir."

"I"'mgetting ready to make sone personnel changes, Therm I'l brief you
just as soon as |'ve spoken with lke. If he gets his fat ass in gear
he'll be here late tonorrow. " Ben sniled to |lighten the tense nood. "And

tell himl said he's a fat ass, Corrie."

"Right, sir."



133 "Fat ass!" lke said, after reading the short conmuni que. "Wy, that
| ong, lanky . "

The runner handed hi mthe second comuni que.

"Jesus Junpin' Christ!" lke said. "Five divisions? Fivel Get nme a plane
ready to go."
"Theoretically, sir,” a young lieutenant said, "I believe the Apache
AH 64A, fitted with four auxiliary fuel tanks, will hold enough fuel to
fly you back to the mainland."

I ke fixed the young man with a very cool and steady gaze. The |ieutenant

got awfully nervous. "Young man," lke said, "I didn't like helicopters
when | was either hurling nmy body out of one or rappelling down a rope
years back. | have absolutely no intention of rattling across the

Pacific Ocean in a goddamm whirlybird."
"Yes, sir."
"Have you ever tried peeing in a damm Apache?"

"No, sir."

"Neither have |, and | don't care to. Besides, | believe you said
t heoretical |l y?"

"Yes, sir. | read it in a training manual."
"Who wote it? Had to have been a chopper pilot. Hell, they're all nuts.
Besides, |... Wat are you smling about, Lieutenant?"

"I believe the general was a Navy SEAL, was he not?"

ke tried his best to stare the young nan down. He could not. Finally
ke smled. "Well, yeah, you're right. But SEALs are only half-nuts."

"Al'l the serviceable planes have left, General," an aide told him
"Ferryi ng nedi cal and speci al -ops people. Crazy Zeke Andrews says he'l
fly you

acr oss.
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hi s goddamm helicopter,” lke nuttered. "At about a hundred and
seventy-five mles an hour. Wat happens if | gotta take a goddamm dunp
up there?" he yelled.

"What took you so |ong?" Ben asked lke. "Did you come across by helicopter?"

"I don't want to talk about it," lke nunbled, sitting down gingerly in a
chair.

"What's the matter with you?" Ben asked. "Your henorrhoids bothering you
agai n?"

"I don't want to talk about it!" Ilke yelled.

"Touchy, touchy," Ben said.



"More than you know," |ke muttered.
"Al'l right, all right, Ike. You give our situation here any thought?"

"Ch, my, yes. | had plenty of time to think about it, believe nme. That
and worryi ng about cotter pins working | oose,"” he said under his breath.

"Beg pardon?"

"Not hi ng, Ben. Nothing. Yeah. | thought about it, and | think we're in
one hell of a pickle. That's what | think."

"Yeah. | agree with you. Conme over here to this table. I've got a nmap
all marked out."

| ke grunted as he got to his feet.

"Wuld you like for ne to order you a wheel chair?" Ben asked

"No, | don't need a wheelchair. I"'mjust alittle . . . stiff, that's all."

"I think you're falling apart,"” Ben said, bending over the table.

"Put your lanky ass in a chopper seat for twenty-five hours and see what
happens," | ke nuttered.
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"Not hi ng, Ben. Nothing."
"When did you start talking to yourself, |ke?"

"Cet on with the business at hand, Ben. Never mnd ne."

"Until Hoffman and his bunch cross over onto North Anerican soil, I|ke, |
want you in charge of all special-ops people. That nean you and your
teans will be taking a ot of helicopter rides."

"Ch, wonderful,” lke nuttered.

Ben gave himan odd | ook and said, "We'll |eave three exit holes for
Ceneral Payon and his army. At here, here, and here. El Paso, Laredo,
and Brown-ville. Al the other crossings are to be destroyed. |'ve
spoken directly with General Payon and he agrees with it. They'll be

bl own on ny orders only. Wre them and nove on. We'll be receiving a | ot
of people from Mexico during the next few weeks. |'ve got people setting
up emergency receiving centers now, from Tucson all the way over to
Brownsville, and trucks noving with food and water and bl ankets. 1'm
going to put Tina and Raul Gomez in charge of training all the new
recruits from Mexi co. They both speak the | anguage and we're going to
need all the help we can get, old friend. Believe ne."

| ke straightened up with an audi ble creak and said, "Ch, | do believe
you. Five full divisions, Ben?"

"At |east. Probably nore than that. But Payon's got lots of artillery
and he's going to give Hof fman's boys a damm rough row to hoe. He'll buy
us as much tine as he possibly can. Now then, we're got Hoffrman's
infiltrators working all over the nation. This nation. Cecil's got about
two thousand Humrers ready to go for us at Base Canmp One. Hi s mechanics



have gone over them and they're tough as mountain goats and ready to
roll. About five

136 hundred are on the way here now. Fuel trucks are being placed al
over the southern borders; they should all be in place in a few days.
W're going to fan out and hit the known trouble spots in America. W'l
be moving fast and light and we're going to hit these goose-stepping
bastards so hard they'll never recover fromit. W' ve got to do it; we
can't have them at our backs."

"Have you given any thought to driving deep into Mexico and beefing up
Payon's arny, Ben?"

"I thought about it, then rejected it. General Payon says the roads are
interrible shape down there. Qur supply lines would be stretched to the
max. We don't know the country and accurate maps are not avail abl e.

Besi des, we've got to contain those infiltrators in this country. That's
a nmust-do priority."

| ke nodded his head. "I'll start putting ny teanms together today and
| aying out gear. | want first on the list for those Hummers, Ben."

"You got it. Check with Thermon the locations of the fuel trucks."

The eyes of the two warriors touched and held for a noment. |ke said,
"You know we're not going to stop these bastards at the border, Ben."

"I know. To butt heads with them force against force, would be suicide
for us."

"First time in a while,” Ike drawled, "that we'll be on the hard defensive."
Ben shrugged. "I think we'd better get used to it, old friend."
| ke sighed. "Well, Hawaii was nothing nore than a realistic training

exercise. But at least it got some of the new peopl e bl ooded. Now comnes
the real test."”

"Yes. But if we fail this exam we don't get to repeat the course.”
"Areal final exam"

137 "Wth hard enphasis on the final."

"Yeah. Well, | got to get busy. See you around, Ben."

Ben stood alone for a nonent, staring out the wi ndow Beth quietly
entered the room a slip of paper in her hand.

" Cener al ?"

Ben turned, noting the expression on her face. He nmentally braced for
t he worst.

"Those troops of Ceneral Payon's who were trapped in southern Mexico? .
They' ve been w ped out. Only a handful escaped. Hoffnan's troops are

not taking any prisoners. General Payon is now blowi ng all bridges on

hi ghways | eading north and is extensively mning H ghways 190, 185, 180,

and 150. He is in the process of destroying all mgjor airports.”



"Dam!" Ben said softly.

"Mbkes Hawaii seem | i ke sweet dreans, doesn't it?" Doctor Chase said,
entering the room

The two old friends shook hands. "How are you doi ng, Lamar?"

"I"'mwell. What's the matter with Ike? I saw himlinping out of the
bui | di ng and asked about his health. He alnost bit ny head off."

"I don't know. Maybe he's due for a checkup."

"I suggested that. He told me where to put my checkup. Sideways. And
stick a helicopter up there with it."

"Ceneral ," Cooper said, sticking his head into the room "All the batt
comms are here. And General Jefferys's plane just touched down."

"Thanks, Coop. You want to sit in on this, Lamar?"

The chi ef of medici ne shook his head. "No, thanks. I'll say hello to
Cecil and be on ny way. Ben
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"I know, Lamar. We all are. General Payon is flying in nedical teans
fromMexico to take sone of the strain off your people.”

"They'll damm sure be wel comed and put to work. See you, Ben."
Cooper wal ked to Ben's side. "Ceneral, are we gonna win this one?"

"I don't know, Coop," Ben said softly. "I just don't know But for
humanity's sake, we'd better."
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Cecil | ooked bad. Ben was shocked at his old friend s appearance.
Cecil's hair was alnost totally gray now, and his face was haggard.
W're all getting old, Ben thought. W' ve been fighting this damm war
for nore than a decade and it's telling on us.

Wien all the nmen were seated, Ben said, "lke won't be here. He's out of
this until the full-scale fighting starts. He's in charge of all special
ops. Mght as well give you the bad news first. Southern Mexico has
fallen to Hoffman's troops." He picked up a pointer and wal ked to the
wal | map. "From 185, here, up to Mexico Gty is a no-man's-land. W
don't have nmuch tine, people. W've got to do a year's work in

approxi mately two nonths. General Payon has prom sed ne two nonths, and
| think he'll hold for that |ong. Then he's got to get across the border
and beef us up."

"How many troops does he have, Ben?" Striganov asked.

"The question is, Georgi, how many will we have left?" The Russian
smled grimy and nodded his head in agreement. Ben said, "If he gets up
herewith five full battalions, I'Il be both shocked and pl eased. "

140 "Dad, are his battalions about the sane as ours?" Tina asked.



"Exactly the sane. He patterned his arny after ours. Tina, | want you

and Raul to act as training officers for the new recruits we'll be
recei ving fromacross the border. W' ve got about a hundred young nen
and worren now over at MAllen. I'll have them brought over here ASAP."

"How many are you expecting?" Tina asked.
"Hundr eds. "
"How i ntense do we maeke the training, Ceneral?" Raul asked.

"Just as tough as you think they can stand. Al right, people. Here is
how it lays out." He went to the map again and pointed to a dozen
different locations, marked with tiny black flags. "These are trouble
spots. Hoffman's troops are known to be there, working with

hard-ri ght-wi ng groups that have had the good sense over the years to
keep their heads down and out of our sight. We're going to pick teans
right nowat this neeting-to go in and kick the shit out of them W're
not going to have nuch in the way of heavy stuff. We'll be traveling
fast and light, in Hurmers. They'll be here within a day or two. W'l
be supported, whenever possible, by Apaches and other attack choppers.
The old PUFFs are out. Hoffman's people have too nuch in the way of

hi gh-tech weapons; they'd bl ow them out of the sky. Let's start picking
teans and draw ng equi pnent. We shove off within hours after the Humers
arrive."

Ceneral Pay on's expression was bleak as he listened to his scouts
report. He had lost a |lot of good nen and wormen when they had gotten
trapped in that pocket down south. Good men and wonen.

141 Highly trained and loyal to the core. It was a blow that still had
t he general reeling.

He di sm ssed his scouts and sat for a tinme behind his desk in the old
ranch house he was using as a CP. Like Ben Raines, General Payon was a
m ddl e-aged man who was battl e-hardened by years of fighting. And like
Ben, Payon was a true professional soldier. A soldier's soldier. He had
not al ways been so, but |ike General Raines, when his people turned to
him he reluctantly agreed to |lead the fight. And like Ben, he suffered
silently and stoically when he | ost personnel. But he knew, like his
counterpart north of the border, those were the fortunes and fates of
war and warriors.

He called to an aide. "W nmust have a nore personal |iaison between us
and CGeneral Raines. Send Captain Tomas to ne."

The captain standing in front of his desk, Payon said, "You will pick a
small team and travel to the border, to General Raines's command post.
You will be ny eyes and ears and voice with General Raines. W will be

in daily comruni cation. You stay with General Raines. No matter where he
goes, you stay with him" He handed the captain a seal ed envel ope. "This
is to be hand-delivered to General Raines, and only to CGeneral Raines.
Codspeed, Tonmas." He rose and extended his hand.

After the young officer had left, General Payon sat down and rolled a
cigarette. He felt better now Now, if anything was to happen to him

his carefully chosen and trained arnmy would remain intact. He sml ed.

Al t hough Ben Rai nes might not be happy with the contents of the letter
he was about to receive.



"Do you know what this letter says?" Ben asked the 141
142 captain, after carefully reading the letter
"No, sir," Tomas replied stiffly.

"Rel ax, son," Ben toldhim "W're not all that big on spit and polish
and protocol in this arny. Sit down and have sone coffee. Real coffee."

Ben had a knack of being able to put people at ease, and Tomas sat down
and slowy rel axed. He tensed as Ben poured himcoffee. Conmmandi ng
generals did not do things like that in his arny.

"Sugar and mlk, Tormas?" Ben asked fromthe small table in a corner of
the room

"Pl ease, sir.
"How many personnel did you bring with you?"
"Eight, sir."

"Al'l experienced conbat veterans?"

"Ch, yes, sir. Veterans of dozens of canpai gns. Dependabl e and steady
people. Six men and two wonen." Ben handed hima rmug of coffee. "The
worren are ferocious fighters, General. | will admt that at first | was
dubi ous. No nore. They pull their own weight and then sone."

"Same in this army. So you are to stay with me, is that right?"
"Yes, sir. Those are ny orders."

Ben handed himthe letter and watched Tonmas's face as he read it. The
letter stated unequivocally that should anything happen to Genera
Payon, General Ben Rai nes was to assume command of the Mexi can Arny and
the officers and personnel of that arnmy woul d obey Ben Raines's orders
wi t hout hesitation or question.

Tomas carefully folded the letter and placed it on Ben's desk. "I know
that other letters went out to all commanders, sir," he said. "I did not
know the contents. Now | do. It is an honor to serve in your comand,
General . "

143 "Fine, Tonmas. Finish your coffee and relax for a few m nutes. In one
hour we're shoving off for a little town just north of what is left of
San Antonio. Sone of Hoffman's infiltrators have linked up with a group
of assholes up there. W're going to wipe their butts with |ead."

Tomas smiled. "I think | amgoing to enjoy serving in your command, sir.
"It gets interesting at tines, Captain. | assure you of that."

After making sure that his husky, Snpot, was in good hands-it was;

Ther nopol i s and Rosebud were taking care of it-Ben played with the

animal for a few minutes and then clinbed into the Hunmer. He | ooked
around at his team "Tell Thermwe're on our way, Corrie. Let's go, Coop."

Rebel engi neers had reworked the interior of the Hunmer, making it a bit
nore confortable. They had bull et proofed the vehicle, and on Ben's staff



Hummer a .50 cali ber machi ne gun was nounted on top. Others were nounted
with 7.62 machi ne guns or 40mm Bi g Thunper grenade tossers. @un cl anps
had been installed inside for easier weapons carrying and a high-tech,
state-of-the-art radio was built in under the rear seat.

Cooper slipped the Humrer into gear and the 2.5-ton vehicle rolled out,
foll oned by several dozen nmore, including two Humrers assigned to
Captain Tomas and his team The Hunmers bristled with weapons, both
inside and out. In specially built racks in each Hunmer were two

W nchester nodel 1200 punmp shot guns, which could be | oaded with various
types of rounds, including #00 buckshot, shells containing two stee
darts, called flechettes, which

144 coul d penetrate a steel helnmet at 300 nmeters, and shells that
contained a large lead slug that could cripple an engine or blow a door
off its hinges froma distance of 100 neters.

On this mssion, the personal weapon for each Rebel, including Ben, was
the M 16 with the M 203 grenade | auncher attached, nicknaned bl oop

tubes. The M 16 was chosen because of the ability of each Rebel to carry
nmore ammo. |f each Rebel personally carried ten pounds of ammo, he or

she could carry 384 5.56 rounds as opposed to only 187 rounds of 7.62 anmo.

Fuel for the V-8, 6.2-liter GV diesel was no problemfor the Rebels,
since for over a decade they had been caching fuel, gas and diesel, al
over the United States in secret underground | ocations. Ben had felt al
al ong that someday the war woul d conme home, someday a huge arny woul d
try to smash the Rebel form of government, and he had ordered materials
cached all over the nation

"Scouts are waiting just a few mles south of the ruins of San Antoni o,
Coop, " Ben said. "It's an easy run fromhere. We'll hit Hoffrman's fi nest
just at dawn tonorrow "

The drive up Interstate 35 from Laredo was uneventful, but it was
depressing for Ben. The Rebel s saw absolutely no sign of life for over
one hundred miles. Just desolation and silence. Ben comrented on it.

"OfF course," Beth spoke up. "After spending time in Hawaii, nearly any
pl ace woul d | ook desol ate.™

"You're right, Beth," Ben said. "But we are supposed to have a
settlenent up here in Pearsall, renenber?"

She groaned. "lI'mfalling down on the job, General. Sorry."
145 "The scouts haven't reported on that outpost."

"It's about ten miles up the road," Coop said. "We'll know one way or
the other in a few minutes."

The town had been destroyed, and done so sone time back. In an alley,
t he Rebel s found the bl eached bones of dozens of people.

"Mostly men and boys," a medic said, after inspecting the skeletal
remains. "Very few wonen, that | can tell."

He could tell. Lamar Chase's nedics were not far from bei ng doctors-npst
of them becane doctors after several years in the field.



"How | ong ago?" Ben asked.

"Three nonths, maybe, sir.

"It is the same in ny country," Tomas said, wal king up. "And in all the
countries Hoffrmman's troops overpower. They enslave as many nen as
possi bl e and nake putas out of the wonen and girls." He shook his head.
"But here, it appears that the nen and nany of the wonmen fought to the
deat h. "

"Rebels do that," Ben told him

Maria and Victoria wal ked up to stand by Tonas. The two wonen in the
Mexi can detachnent were very pretty | adies, and, Ben deduced, very tough
| adi es. "Then so shall we," Maria said. "For us, there is no going back
Vicki and me, we conme from Vill ahernosa. W know that our parents and
our brothers and sisters are dead. At the hands of Hoffrman and his
pigs." She spat out the last few words. "W have sworn to God and the

Bl essed Virgin that we will kill as many of Hoffman's soldiers as we can
and will not be taken alive." Together, the |adies turned around and

wal ked of f.

A young Mexican sergeant smiled and made the classic Latin novenent of
shaking his fingers as if

146 dispelling water and said, "Those two are muy malo, | tell you. Do
not cross those ladies. | saw Vicki gut one of Hoffman's soldiers like a
fish. She is ver' ver' quick with a knife."

"My kind of gal," Jersey said.

The sergeant | ooked at how Jersey fit her BDUs, rolled his eyes, and
said, "A, yi yi."

"Stick it up your kazoo," Jersey told him absolutely no diplomat in her
at all, then wal ked over to Vicki and Mari a.

Captai n Tomas chuckl ed.
"I like that one!" the sergeant said. "Much fire in her."

Vicki, Maria, and Jersey | ooked back at the sergeant and all three
giggled. It was sonehow out of place considering how heavily they were
armed.

"She likes nme, too," the sergeant said, his eyes flashing.
"Come on, Casanova," Ben said with a smle. "W've got work to do. Beth,
where are the caches in this town?"

The Rebel s found the hidden arns and supplies and reseal ed the bunkers.
Tomas was clearly awed.

"You have these all over the nation, Ceneral?"

"Hundreds of them The water in those seal ed containers mght be stale,
but safe to drink. The food is changed out every five years. It's fresh,
now. Renenber the |ocations we show you, Captain. | have a hunch we'll
all eventually be forced to fall back on them™



"You sound |ike General Payon now, sir," the anorous sergeant said. "He
believes that this war we fight with Hof frran and his arnmy will be the
one that will decide the fate of all the rest of the world."

"So do I, Sergeant," Ben told him "So do I."
At the preset rendezvous just south of the ruins of

147 San Antonio, Ben linked up with the scouts. "W didn't want to use
the radio to tell you about the outpost back there," the team| eader said.

"We didn't check the caches either,"” another said. "Figured you' d want
to do that."

"You both did well,"” Ben told him "What have we got up ahead of us?"

"Large group of right-w ngers who have |inked up with about a hundred of
Hof f man' s di ckheads, " the team | eader replied. "I figure a force of at

| east three hundred, all told." He took a map out of his case and opened
it. "Right here, sir. Just outside of New Braunfels. Right on the edge
of the hill country. And they're good, sir. Real good."

"Better than us, Sergeant?"

"I got to say as good, sir.

"Then this is going to be interesting,’
and waited.

Ben said. He | ooked at Jersey

She smled and said, "Kick-ass tinme!"
"What a woman!" the Mexican sergeant said.
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Ben waited in the darkness before dawn, sitting on the ground drinking
coffee and eating from a breakfast pack. Like nost Rebels, he preferred
to eat breakfast in the dark so he did not have to see what he was
eating. The prepackaged goop was highly nutritious, but |ooking at it
could cause a sudden | oss of appetite.

Scout s had noved out hours before. They would create a very | oud

di version on the north side of the eneny's encanprment a few nonments

before the main body of Rebels hit at the south end of the canp. The

di version woul d, hopefully, cover the sounds of the Hummers' fast approach

Beth woul d be driving the staff car, with Cooper manning the .50
caliber. Once inside the eneny's perineter, the battle would turn into a
free-for-all. Surprise was the key to survival

Ben finished his breakfast, buried the wappers in the ground, and
rolled a cigarette, snoking it while he drank the |last of his coffee.

He checked his watch. A few nmore minutes before they noved out. These
fast attacks were being conducted all over the southern half of Texas. Ben

149 coul d not hope to smash all the right-w ng groups who had surfaced
all over the nation and aligned with Hoffman's infiltrators, but they
could clear many of those in Texas and get them off their backs.



"Let's start getting in place," Ben said to his team He ground out his
cigarette and stood up. There was no need to go over anything. Everybody
knew what was required of them

The Humrers were already packed for the run and the Rebels began
silently nounting up. In a dozen places all over the southern part of
Texas, the same scene was being played out, getting ready for act one in
thi s dangerous and deadly play between forces of decidedly different

phi | osophi es.

"Roll," Ben told Beth, and the teans noved out.

"Al'l teams in place," Corrie reported fromthe rear
The short convoy rolled through the night, headlights taped to permt
only a slit of light, just enough for the drivers to see and no nore.

After a few silent nmles had passed, a trenmendous flash of |ight |aced
t he ni ght sky ahead of them

"Right on tinme," Jersey said.

"Pour the juice to it," Corrie radioed the |lead vehicles. "Two mles

from obj ective."

On the north end of the encanprment, scouts were dropping rockets down
nortar tubes as fast as they could, and the expl odi ng 60nm rounds were
nore than covering the fast-advanci ng Humers.

Cooper stood up through the hinged trap in the roof and jacked a round
into the big .50. Ben | owered his wi ndow and Jersey and Corrie followed
suit. The Hummers left the road and assumed a line, nmuch like a cavalry
charge. As soon as the Humers' lights came into sight, the nortars
stopped and the scouts grabbed up M 16s and charged to the edge of the
encanprent and junped for cover.

150 Cooper began letting the heavy .50 caliber rock and roll and Big
Thunpers began hanmeri ng out 40mm hi gh- expl osi ve grenades, the conbi ned
weapons dealing out misery and turning the early norning hour into a
taste of hell for the eneny troops.

The Humrers slid to a halt and the Rebels bailed out, running for

what ever cover they could find, but always forward. Ben threw hinmsel f

t hrough an open wi ndow of a house and rolled, Jersey right behind him
Coming up to his knees, he pulled the trigger of the bloop tube and gave
a knot of nmen a fragnentation grenade. The shrapnel fromthe M 433 |iner
made a big sloppy ness in the den. Jersey's M 16 rattled and spat and
two men wearing the death's-head insignia on their uniforns went down in
a bl oody heap.

"Bastards," Jersey said.
"Let's find the conmunications room" Ben said, and kicked in a door
Jersey rolled a grenade into the darkness and the two of themfl attened

agai nst a wall.

"Grenade!" a man's voice called out in panic. One second later all that
remai ned was the echo of his word of warning.

Qutside, the firing was | essening. The suddenness and vici ousness of the



attack had worked . . . this tine.

"One dead, two wounded," Corrie reported to Ben. "W have severa
prisoners."

"Make certain the canp is secure and let's see what we've got," Ben said.
This was the first time any of Hoffrman's people had m xed it up with
Rebel s, and the surviving black-shirted followers of terrorismand the
none-too-bright ultra-right-w ngers who had joined with them were
clearly shocked at the results. As daylight began streaking the sky, the
prisoners sat on the

151 ground in stunned and sullen silence, their hands tied behind their
backs.

"Airstrip right over there, Ceneral," a Scout said.

"Ceneral!" one black-shirted man said. "Are you General Raines?"
Ben turned to him "Yes."

"I am Major Garcia. | demand to be treated with all respect due an
officer in the NAL."

"The what ?" Ben asked.

"New Arny of Liberation. That is Captain Giumman to ny left, and
Li eut enant Jammal Mibutu beside him"

"I know that son of a bitch," a black Rebel sergeant said, |ooking
closely at Mibutu. "I went to school with him Until he dropped out. H's
nane is Jesse WIllianms. He was a nenber of a street gang in Chicago."

"My name is Mibutu." The l|ieutenant spat out the words. "I rejected the
raci st white nanme years ago."

"Yeah?" the sergeant said with a snmle. "Wll, I'mKing Farouk. Screw
you, Jesse."

The sky was still gray with the dawning. Ben | ooked at Mj or Mendoza.
"I"ll deal with you people the same way | deal with any damed
terrorist, Garcia. You get no special favors fromne."

"You, sir," the mjor spat back, "are no gentlenman. And the weapons your
peopl e use are hideous. One of ny officers is lying over there," he cut
his eyes, "with a face full of steel darts froma shotgun blast. That is
against all rules of the Geneva Convention."

"Conventions," Ben automatically corrected. "Those rules do not apply to
scum like you." He turned his back to the major. "Corrie, get some big
choppers in here to take back the wounded and the prisoners.”

152 "Scuml " Garcia hollered. "You dare to call ne scun®?"

Ben slowy turned around and | owered the nmuzzle of his M16 until it was
pointing directly at the major's head. "Don't push your luck with ne,
Garcia." He smled. "Or 1I'Il turn you over to those two very attractive

| adi es standing right over there."



Garcia cut his eyes to where Maria and Victoria were standing, the butt
of their weapons resting on their hips. They snmiled at the mgjor.

"And they'd like for me to do just that, Garcia," Ben said. "You and
your pack of trash and filth and mal contents |ike Jesse there killed
their parents, their brothers and sisters, and uncles and aunts down in
Vi || ahernosa. "

"My name is Jammal Mibutu, you goddamm honky son of a bitch!" Jesse yelled
The bl ack Rebel sergeant |ooked at Ben. "Wth your perm ssion, General ?"
"Be ny guest," Ben told him

The sergeant stepped forward and ki cked Jesse/ Jammal in the nmouth and
Jesse/ Jammal didn't have anything left to say, or any front teeth, either

"If they picked up arns against the great arny of General Hoffrman, then
they deserved to die," Garcia said. "Heil Htler!"

Ben | aughed at him "You dunb bastard. Hitler's been dead for about
sixty years. And he woul d have shoved you in the ovens or the gas
chanmbers right along with the Jews."

"That's a vicious lie," Garcia said. "W know the truth about Hitler
Al that other was witten and published by agents of ZOGto defile the
great man's nane."

"Z0OG?" Beth said, |ooking at Ben
"Zi oni st Cccupation Governnent of North Amer-

153 ica," Ben told her. "There's a phrase fromthe past. That's the old
Aryan Nations/KKK bullshit. The hol ocaust never happened, according to
them | am beginning to see what has been happening in certain sections
of South America since the end of the Second World War. | coul dn't
understand this novenent until now But now, it all fits."

"Madre Di os! The swine have rewitten the history books and altered, or
edited, old filns," Tomas said. "They brai nwashed their foll owers."

"Exactly, Captain. That is precisely what they did. And two or three
generations of people have grown up believing it."

"Lies, lies, lies!" Garcia shouted. "All lies. Htler was the savior of
the world and the Jews killed him just like they did our savior, Jesus
Christ. The butchers, Roosevelt and Churchill, were the real villains,

not the great and noble Adolf Hitler."
The bl ack sergeant |ooked at Ben. "This is scary, General. Real scary."

"Tell me," Ben replied

Cooper edged up to Jersey. "Jersey?" he whispered. "Who in hell are
Roosevel t and Churchill?"

She cut her dark eyes to him "Beats the hell out of ne, Coop."

Those taken prisoner back at the Rebel outpost were freed and al
i medi ately volunteered to join the active Rebels. They were wel coned



in. Garcia and the other prisoners fromthe NAL were choppered back to
Laredo, under heavy guard.

Ben prow ed through the rubble of the devastated canp until he found
what he was sure he would find. In Garcia's quarters he found the flag
and took it outside. The Nazi swastika. He held it up for all to

154 see. Several of the older Jewi sh Rebels wore grimexpressions on
their faces at the hated sight. They knew the truth about that synbol.
The Rebel s of Gernman ancestry shook their heads in disgust at the synbol
invisibly stained with the blood of mllions of Jews.

"This cannot be allowed to happen," Ben told the teans gathered around.
"Not again. Not ever again. For those of you too young to know what this
represents, when we return to base, | assure you all that you will know
the truth.”" He threw the flag on the ground and kicked it away from him
"My ol der brother fought against that goddamm piece of shit decades
back," Ben raged. "Sonebody burn that damm rag!"

Ben stal ked away, Jersey falling in step with him "W got all their
weapons, General. Real high tech stuff, too, some of it. Hoffman and his
bunch must have been warehousi ng Heckl er and Koch equi prent for years.
Over a hundred boxes of belted ammo. You know how our people love their
i ght machi ne guns."

"The 7.62 HK11A1?"

"Right. And lots of replacenent barrels and spare parts to go with them
W also found a lot of light stuff too. 9nm submachi ne guns.”

"Before this is over, Jersey, we've very likely to be fighting with
clubs and axes."

They wal ked a few nore yards. "You think this is going to last a |long
time, don't you?"

"Yes. W're | ooking at some |long and bitter and bl oody nonths ahead of us.

"Hey, we'll make it, General. Bet on it."

He smiled down at the dimnutive bodyguard. "It mght go on for years,
Jersey."
"We'll still make it. Can't nothing stop us,

155 Ceneral. And you know why? 'Cause we're right, that's why."
Ben smiled. "All right, Jersey. So let's go give '"emhell!™

The teams pulled out and headed north, pushing hard. Hoffman's
infiltrators along with American collaborators and synpathizers had
struck at a small Rebel outpost |ocated about seventy-five miles

sout heast of Abilene. The defenders had beaten off the attack, but only
after suffering hard | osses. They had radi oed that the attackers had
taken off to the north, toward the interstate that ran east and west.
Ben had ordered eyes in the skies up and they had | ocated the
Nazi -1 ovi ng bunch.

Now, as Jersey was so fond of saying, it was kick-ass tine!
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The Rebels left the main hi ghways and took to the secondary roads when
they pulled to within thirty mles of the eneny canp. This group was
reported to be nuch larger than the first bunch Ben and his teans had
encount ered down south and, according to reports, had taken over the
deserted town with its two airports and | ooked to be settling in,
probably planning to nake it a major supply depot when Hoffnman deci ded
to make his push into North America. "Not if | can help it," Ben
nmuttered to hinself.

Corrie had received reports that teans of Rebels had kicked the hell out
of Hoffman's peopl e down al ong the border, pursued them back into

Mexi co, and wi ped themout. Three battalions had been broken up into
smal | search-and-destroy teans; the rest were stretched out at strategic
crossing points along the border

Therm had reported that small Rebel outposts all over North America had
been attacked and, in sone cases, overrun by Hoffman's troops and | oca
guerrilla groups that supported Hof fman's wacko phil osophy. Enough

out posts had been seized to

157 nmake it a worrisone matter. Ben had ordered the survivors of those
attacks to regroup and wait to be resupplied, then to start harassnent
tactics agai nst the post-just enough to keep the NAL on their toes and
afraid to | eave the protected areas.

Supplies were not a problemfor the Rebels, since they had hundreds of
t housands of tons of material cached all over North America. It would
only be a problem should the war stretch into years. But it would be a
bi gger probl em for Hof fman, who had to nmove his supplies thousands of
mles, up fromthe south.

"Therm" Ben spoke to HQ commander. "Get Hoffman or his spokesman on the
horn. Advise himthat | have nucl ear and chemical first-strike weapons

all over Base Canp One in Louisiana. | think he is aware of that. Tel
himthat if Base Canp One is attacked, | will use those nissiles against
him"

Therm s sigh was audi ble over the mles. Therm knew Ben was not
bl uffing; he would I aunch those mssiles. "That's ten-four, Ben. | wll
advi se Herr Hoffrman."

In his HQ several hundred mles south of Mexico City, Hoffman read the
conmuni que and slowy laid it on his desk

"OfF course, he is bluffing," a general said.

Hof f man shook his head. "I don't think so. Raines put those nmissiles in
place a long tinme ago. It's just sinply a small nmatter of changing the
coordi nates. He would use them" He |ooked at an aide. "Advise this, ah
Ther nopol i s person that Base Canp One in Louisiana will not be attacked.
And ask hi m what concessions we shall receive for this magnani nous
gesture on our part."

The aide was back in a nmonent and handed Hof f man a single sheet of
paper. One word was typed

158 on it: NOTH NG



Hof f man grunted and handed the paper to the general. The general read
it, cursed, then crunpled the paper and tossed it into a wastebasket.
"The arrogance of that man is infuriating."

"But for now, he holds all the cards,” Hoffrman said. "No matter. Once
Raines is defeated in the field, all we have to do is surround the base
canp and starve themout. The nucl ear devices will be usel ess, because
by that tine our people shall be all over North America and they wl|l
have no targets." He stood up, a tall and handsone nan in his late
thirties. Hs parents and his grandfather had seen to it that he was
wel | -educated. . . and thoroughly brai nwashed. The Hol ocaust had never
happened. Hitler had been a great man, the greatest man who had ever
lived. Al the troubles the world had ever seen was the fault of the
Jews. America was the eneny because it was controlled by Jews. Ben

Rai nes was obviously a Jew | over, so that nmade himthe man to destroy,
defeat, grind into the dirt.

Hof f man tol erated bl ack people in his arny because those who joined him
hated Anerica and were good fighters. Hoffman felt they were certainly
inferior to himbut managed to keep that opinion well-conceal ed. The

bl acks could be easily dealt with (nmeaning di sposed of) at a later date.
Ri ght now, his primary concern was that goddamm Ben Rai nes.

"The first thing, the very first thing, we cripple is their

conmuni cati ons network. They are using the conmmunity's old radio station
just on the outskirts of town. That was very stupid on their part." He
snmled that fanous warrior's smle. "As we are about to point out to
them | want the old station taken intact.

159 My teamwill handle that. W might be able to pick up sonme val uabl e
information by nonitoring their frequencies. You' ve all studied | ayouts
of the town and know what to do, so we go in on foot at nidnight and
start setting up for the takeover. The Hummers will come in fast with a
driver and a gunner. Everybody else will already be in position. W've
got a few hours before junp-off tine, so get sonething to eat and try to
get sone rest. That's it."

The teams broke up and began checki ng equi pment. Only after that was
done woul d any of themeat, then lie down for a few hours of sleep

The canp they nade was a cold one, for their objective was only a few
mles away. Ben woke at three o' clock and got his teamup. The others in
the dark canp were silently lacing up boots and slipping into body

arnor. Ben washed his mouth out with tepid canteen water and fastened
the chin strap on his helnet. He picked up his M 16 and turned to Corrie.

"What do the scouts report?"

"We followthis little creek right to the back of the old radio station
No mines or booby traps. The first sentry post is by the side of the

hi ghway. The scouts have already slipped past it and are in position on

t he edge of town."

"Let's do it, people,"” Ben said. "By seven o'clock | intend for us to be
eating a hot meal and drinking hot coffee, all conplinents of Herr Hoffman."

H s people grinned at him then began slipping off into the blackness,
headi ng for the dark outline of the Texas town.

Ben | ooked at the drivers and the gunners he was | eaving behind. "You



cone in hard at the first shot, people. W'll see you in a couple of hours.™

160 Nearly two hundred mles away, to the east, Buddy w ped the bl oody
bl ade of his knife on the dead man's trousers and sheathed the big

bl ade. They had infiltrated a town about a hundred niles east of Austin
and had | eft about a dozen carel ess and now dead sentries on the ground.

Buddy and his peopl e began spreading out into the town, noving |like
silent and deadly waiths in the quiet hours before dawn. They noved
into position and waited.

Dan Gray and his people had tucked their Humers away in a dry creek bed
and silently entered the town on Interstate 20, north and west of Ben's
present position.

"Map of Texas | got says there is a college here," a young Rebel said.

"We took all the books out years ago," Dan told himin a whisper. He
snmled at the young man. "If you' ve got cheerl eaders on your mind
forget it. The | ast gane was played here back in '88,1 think it was."

"I was about two years old, | think!"

Dan chuckled. "And | was in love with a fair English |lady. Long ago and
far away," he said with a sigh. "Heads up. Here cones a foot patrol."

The two bl ack-shirted NAL nen wal ked within three feet of the Rebels

hi dden in an alley. They were speaking in Spanish, and fromthe way they
tal ked and wal ked, both of them were very bored. In a couple of hours,
both of them would be very dead.

Dan's radi o person said, "Al people in place, Colonel."
Dan nodded his head. "Now we wait."

161 Striganov squatted by the side of the road and stared through the
darkness at his objective for that norning. The Russian was about a
hundred and fifty mles east and slightly north of Buddy's position. H's
team nost of whom were ex-Spetsnaz personnel, were lying in the ditches
on either side of the old highway.

One of his men cane slipping back fromthe edge of town. "Nothing to it,
sir," he whispered. "One of themfired up a cigarette not five feet from
me, puffed it a couple of times, then flipped the damm butt at nme. Wen
he turned his back, | grabbed it and stowed it." He reached into his
pocket and pulled out the nearly unsnoked butt. "Look, sir. It's a rea
factory cigarette.”

"Nei ther of you snoke," the voice cane fromthe ditch. "So give it to ne."
Striganov chuckl ed. "Fudov, you may snoke it when the battle is over.

Toss it to him W adislav. A factory-made cigarette,” he nused in a soft
whi sper. "I wonder where they got then"

"They probably have factories that make them unlike us," Fudov bitched.
Striganov again softly chuckled. "You even nmention building a cigarette

factory to Doctor Chase and he'll put you down for extended visits to
Doctor Lang, the mad proctol ogist. Rest now W strike in tw hours.™



West and his people had travel ed the furthest north. They were now
waiting to strike at a NAL encanmpnent that had taken over the old
Abi | ene airport. The mercenary and his men had nmoved to within spitting
di stance of a runway. There they lay in tall grass.

162 "1 wonder why they chose the city airport instead of the old Dyess
Air Force Base?" a team | eader questioned.

"I"'mjust glad they didn't. Ben has tons of supplies cached out there.
W do this fast and hard, people,” West said. "We're taking five
airports all over the state on this night. Ben is going to try to
contain Hoffman's people in Texas |ong enough to train extra battalions.
W have to have these airports.” He | ooked at his watch. "W nove in an
hour . "

Ben wat ched the hands of his wistwatch mark 0500 hours. He | ooked at
his team "Let's do it!"

Ben was the first to reach the old radio-station building. He was
huffing and puffing but he'd be dammed if he'd |l et the younger ones beat
himthere. He and his teamtossed pepper-gas canisters in through the

wi ndows and waited for the occupants to cone staggering blindly out.
When they did, the Rebels conked them on the head and tied themup. In
town, the teans had | ocated nany of the old homes and stores that were
bei ng used by the NAL and started bl oopi ng 40nm grenades in through the
wi ndows.

The attack came out of the night so suddenly and wi thout even one
second's warning, the NAL was literally caught with their pants down ..
or off might be better. They | eaped fromtheir warm bl ankets only to be
bl own apart by grenades and automatic weapons fire. The Rebel attack was
so swift and so savage, nost of the NAL never got to fire off a round in

reply.

When the Humrers arrived about three minutes after the attack began, and
the .50s and Bi g Thunpers began poundi ng out their war songs, the

163 battle really heated up in sound and fury.

By 0600, the Rebels were going house to house in a search-and-destroy
m ssion. And they were not a bit friendly in their searching. If they
suspected any NAL were in a house or building, they |obbed in W and
shot themas they tried to escape the flanes. Hoffman's people only

t hought they were ruthless. Then they met Ben Rai nes's Rebels.

One of the black-shirted NAL was on his knees in the mddle of a street
as gray light began clearing away the night. He was sobbing and nearly
hysterical in his pleadings for the Rebels to please spare him

"G ve me one good reason why we shoul d?" Maria asked him

"Because | am a human being!" he screaned.

"You have raped and tortured and killed, you pissy excuse for a nman?"
Victoria asked, contenpt thick in her voice.

"Yes, yes! Al those things. Many tines. And | am so very, very sorry
for themnow But if God will forgive me, why can't you?"

"Because |'mnot God," Maria told him and shot himin the head. She



spat on his body and wal ked away.

"I tell you sonething, General," Jersey said. "Me and those Spanish gals
are gonna get along just fine."
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At the radio station, Ben waited until the fumes fromthe gas had

di ssipated, then sat and listened for nore than an hour to the

transm ssions being sent back and forth from North Anerica to southern
Mexi co. From the nunber of transm ssions, Ben then knew just how heavy
was the infiltration of the NAL into North Anrerica. And it was enough to
worry him

Then, using encrypted burst transm ssions, Ben talked to his batt conms.
Every raid the Rebel s conducted that norning had gone off wthout a
hitch. Only one Rebel had been injured, and he had broken his ankle
slipping on an oily spot on a runway.

"Al'l bridges |eading across into North Arerica are wired and set to

blow," ke told him "AIl we have to do is hook '"emup and flip a switch.'

"Have you net mnuch resistance?"

"That's ten-fifty, Eagle. It appears to nme that Hoffman sent his people
"way north of the border to try to box us in."

"That's the way | see it. W' ve secured the Texas border, but that's
only going to buy us a little time. California, Arizona, and New Mexico
are still wde
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"Not at the nonment, Eagle. Hoffnman's boys can spill across those borders
like ants to honey. |'ve sent people in to destroy the crossings, but
that won't slow them nmuch when they decide to spill over. You want me to

start working on the bridges along the Col orado?"

Ben hesitated for a monent. "No," he finally said. "W're supposed to be
rebui | di ng, not destroying. Once those bridges are gone, they'll not be
rebuilt in our lifetine. And they're vital links. Let's play it by ear
for a tine."

"Ckay by nme, Eagle. W've got reports that a group of Hoffman's crud is
operating about a hundred niles north of nmy present position. |'m going
up to check that out."

"That's ten-four, Shark. Eagle out."

Ben was thoughtful for a nonent. He knew |l ke had been transmitting from
Nogal es. So if Hoffnman had peopl e about a hundred miles north, that
meant that the outpost at San Manuel had nore than |ikely been overrun
He told Corrie to bunp Therm down at Laredo.

"Cecil's been hospitalized, Ben," Thernopolis informed him "The doctors
don't think it's anything nore serious than exhaustion. H s XO has taken
over."

"Al'l right, Therm Keep me informed on his condition. What's the word
fromsouth of the border?"



"Hof f man has made no nmoves yet. | don't think he knows about his bases
i n Texas bei ng knocked out."

"He will by noon. That's when they all check in. Advise General Payon of
that and tell himto brace for an attack."

"Ten-four, Ben. Thermout."
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what's shaki ng al ong the way."

Ben's teans dropped down to Hi ghway 84 and cut east, stopping at the
ruins of Fort Hood when they saw snoke frommany fires coming fromthe
old mlitary reservation. It was a squatters' canp, with about three
hundred people existing there, and living conditions were awful. The
human trash living there were all arnmed, but they knew better than to
tangle with the Rebels. Some of themthere had tried that before and had
firsthand witnessed the awful fury of the Rebels.

"Radi o for choppers to come in and get these kids," Ben said, after
wal ki ng through the canp. "Just because their parents are wal ki ng
gar bage doesn't nean the kids have to be."

"You ain't got norat to do 'at," a man shouted. "ThemKkids is ourn."
"They won't be by this afternoon,” Ben told him "If you want to live
like pigs and sewer rats, that's your choice. But the children will be

raised in a decent manner."
The man stood staring at Ben. But he w sely kept his nmouth shut.

"These kids have lice, fleas, and all are suffering frommalnutrition,"
a nedic reported. "They've all been beaten and some have been sexual ly
abused. "

"Times is hard," a woman told Ben. "W grownups has got to have the best
food so's we can hunt and fish and trap and the like. "Em'air kids is
tough. They don't need as much food as we'uns."

Ben fixed her with a very dark and angry | ook. "Get this goddamm stupid
person away fromme before | shoot her," he finally said.

The wonman pal ed under the dirt on her face and quickly faded back into
the knot of unwashed and

167 ignorant people.

"When we get over to the river, we'll all strip down and bathe," Ben
said. "W can get the fleas and various other hoppi ng and junpi ng
i nsects off us that way. Jesus, how can people live like this?"

"You and Ceneral Payon are so much alike it is frightening," Tonmas told
him "1 have seen himweep at sights like this."

"No one has to |live under these conditions."
"There ain't no work, Ceneral," a man said, stepping out of the crowd.
"Anddon't none of us care to live under themrules of yourn. Wy | see
it, howwe live ain't none of your goddamm business."



"The way you treat children certainly is," Ben said. "And you could live
under Rebel rule if you tried. You just won't try."

"I tried," the man said. Hs hands were balled into fists and his face
dark with anger. "I was at that outpost of yourn up near the Ckl ahoma
border. Ever'tine | turned around sonebody was a-tellin' me to cut ny
yard or not to whup up on ny old lady or the kids and all kinds of shit
like that. | had me an old dog that wouldn't mnd and woul dn't hunt. It
wasn't no good for nothin'. | beat the damm thing to death with a 2x4
and a Rebel soldier boy cone along and took it away from me and whupped
nmy head to a fare-thee-well with it. | had a headache for a goddamn
week. They throwed ne and mine out of the community and told us not to
cone back. But they kept ny young uns. Al you people is is a bunch of
commoni sts. "

"The word is conmunists. And you're very lucky it wasn't me that found
you beating that animal,"” Ben told the man. "1'd have shot you."

"Your day's a-comin', Ben Raines," the man told him "Wen Hoffman gits
here we ain't gonna have the |likes of you and your arny tellin' us what
to do."
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angrier. "You really think Hoffman will tolerate the Iikes of you any
better than | do?"

"At | east he cares nore about human bein's than he does animals!"
"Whup his uppity ass, Hugh," a woman shout ed.
"Shet your nmouth," Hugh told her without taking his eyes from Ben

"Cbviously | care about humans, Hugh," Ben said. "I'mtaking the
children to see that they are properly cared for, aren't 1?" Ben knew he
shoul d just back off and | eave the squatter canp. But he just didn't
like the Hughs of the world. He had never been able to stomach nen I|ike
Hugh, and they cane in all colors and all sizes.

"Ah, hell," Jersey | eaned close and whispered to Victoria. "I can see it
com ng. The general's gonna duke it out with this bum™

"You mean, fight himwith his fists?" Victoria asked.
"Fists, boots, knives," Jersey said nonchalantly. "It really doesn't
make that nuch difference to the general."

"But. . . generals do not fight with their fists!" Maria said.

"This general does," Beth spoke up

Ben gave Hugh a cl oser inspection. The man was about forty-five, he
guessed, and | ooked to be in pretty good shape. He obviously had not

m ssed nearly as many nmeal s as he had bat hs. Hugh was about six feet
tall and at one time he'd been nmuscular. But the years had softened
that. And Ben coul d guess with reasonabl e accuracy what was com ng next
out of Hugh's mouth. His type never varied all that much.

"You a mghty tough-talkin' man with all these



169 Rebel s around you, ain't you, Ceneral ?"

"Never varies," Ben muttered.

"What's 'at you sai d?" Hugh asked.

"I said you' re a dickhead, Hugh baby. An unwashed, foul-snelling,
semliterate, smart-assed bully."

"Huh!" Hugh shout ed.

Ben handed Coop his M 16 and unhooked his battle harness, handing that
to Beth. He renoved his pistol belt and tossed that to Tomas, standing
by with a worried | ook on his face.

"No interference," Ben said, |ooking around him "From either side."
Then he stepped forward and busted Hugh smack in the mouth with a gl oved
fist.

The bl ow bl oodi ed the nan's |ips and brought a roar fromhis throat. He
charged Ben, both fists swi nging, and Ben ducked under and planted a
right into the man's belly. The air whooshed out and Hugh backed up
gasping for breath. Ben stalked him giving the man no tinme to recover
and get set.

"Stonp his sissy guts out, Hugh!"™ a man holl ered.
"That' |l be the day," a Rebel said.

Hugh, screaming wild curses, charged Ben and ran into him the force of
the collision knocking himto the ground. Ben rolled away from a vi ci ous
kick ainmed at his head and junped to his boots.

"Now | know the rules,"” he told Hugh. "And now I'm going to kick the
snot out of you."

Hugh swung a | oopi ng roundhouse and Ben si destepped and planted a fist
onto Hugh's kidney. He followed that with another vicious blowto the
ot her ki dney and Hugh screaned in pain. Ben stepped forward and drove
his closed fist down into the center of the man's back as hard as he
could. Hugh screaned and fell to his knees, all the nerves in his body
shrieking fromthe blowto his spinal cord.
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Ben backed up and let the man slowy rise to his feet. Hugh's nouth was
dri ppi ng bl ood and he was breathing hard. He cursed Ben as he wal ked
toward him

Ben stood silent, waiting, his fists raised. Hugh tried to fake Ben out
but Ben woul dn't take the bait. Hugh shuffled and Ben noticed that when
he did, his left dropped about six inches. The next time he shuffl ed,
Ben plowed right in and hit the man a conbi nation of lefts and rights

t hat smashed Hugh's nose and pul ped his already-battered |ips. Hugh
backed up, shaking his shaggy head. The bl ood flew

"Bastard!" Hugh pushed the word past his swollen |ips.

Ben's reply was a right fist to Hugh's nose. This tinme the nose spread
out some. Ben snapped a left and further broadened Hugh's honker. Ben



bore in now, slamming lefts and rights to Hugh's body and face. Hugh
backed up, reached down, and jerked a knife out of his boot.

"Steady now " Ben shouted, noving close to Jersey. "This is ny fight.
G ve ne a bl ade, Jersey."

Jersey handed hi m her |ong-bl aded Bowi e knife. "Gt him GCeneral," she said.
Victoria and Maria both noted the expert way Ben held the knife, blade

held to the side for a slash or a gut-cut, and the way his left hand

never stopped noving, distracting Hugh.

"I"ma-gonna kill you, Raines!" Hugh spat blood with the angry words.
"Nobody tells me what to do. |I'man in-dividualist."

Ben | aughed at him That was probably the | ongest word he knew. And he
couldn't even pronounce it correctly. "I'msure you were, Hugh. A
beer-drankin', snuff-dippin', honky-tonkin', woods-
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arnchair-quarterbackin' rugged individualist. And put all that together
and you cone up with a pile of shit."

"I hate your slimy guts, Ben Raines! |'m a-gonna cut 'emout, too.
"Well, conme on, Hugh baby," Ben urged him "Come on!"

Wth a snarl and a curse, Hugh cane. He sl ashed w de, opening hinself

up, and Ben buried the blade in his gut, up to the hilt, and then ripped
up, the blade slicing through and stopping when it caught on the V of
his rib cage. Ben pulled the bl ade out and stood watchi ng as Hugh
dropped the knife and fell forward on his face. He screamed as the pain
hit himand rolled over on his back, staring up at Ben.

"You see, Hugh baby," Ben told him "All Rebels go through extensive
cl ose-combat training. They spend weeks just |earning howto use a
knife." He smiled, a hard curving of the lips at Hugh. "W do a |ot of
cl ose-in work."

Hugh groaned and cl osed his eyes for a nmonent. He opened them and stared
up at Ben. "Ain't you gonna let your nedical people fix ne up, Raines?"

"We don't provide nedical service for people who do not subscribe to the
Rebel philosophy," Ben told himvery bluntly.

"You the hardest goddamm man | ever seen in all ny life," Hugh said.

"Which is growing shorter nuch nore rapidly than you would like, I'msure.”
"You a devil!" Hugh gasped very weakly.

Ben wi ped the blade of Jersey's knife clean on a rag Coop handed hi m and
returned the Bowie to Jersey. Hugh was jerking around on the ground

maki ng all sorts of disgusting sounds.
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wi th which the commandi ng general of the Rebel arny, several years ol der

t han Hugh, had whi pped the man.

"Let's go," Ben said, after slipping into his battle harness. "I'm



rapi dly devel opi ng t he nmonkey-and-t he-skunk syndrome about this stinking
pl ace."

"The monkey- and-t he-skunk syndrome?" Victoria whispered to Jersey.

Jersey grinned, and whispered in her ear. The two wonen fell in behind
Ben and wal ked of f | aughi ng.
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What was |l eft of Waco was nearly deserted. A few people nmanaged to
survive in the ruins, living off only God knew what. They flitted out of
si ght upon spotting the Rebels. If they had children, they kept them out
of Rebel view, knowi ng the Rebels would not hesitate to take them out of
such a mean exi stence. There was no sign that the NAL had ever visited
the city. The Rebels drove out to the old Waco airport. It was deserted
and showed no signs of having been used in years. The Rebels pulled out,
headi ng northeast on 31. They spent the night on the banks of the
Waxahachi e Creek, after taking a soapy bath, washing their dirty clothes
and then changing into fresh BDUs.

On the road fromWaco to Interstate 45 the Rebels had nmet several dozen
peopl e, struggling to survive. They knew all about this hard-eyed bunch
of people called Rebels and did not wish to share in their way of life,
preferring to go it alone. Ben did not understand that, but he respected
it so long as any young were being cared for and not being abused.

"They're not eating high on the hog," a man who'd been standing by the
side of the road told Ben.
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read and wite and figure and so forth. W got the books froma schoo
down the road. W're doing all right."

Ben smled at the kids who had gathering around their father. Their
clothing was old and patched, but it was clean and the kids | ooked as
heal thy as any Rebel child.

"I's there anything we can do for you?" Ben asked.

"I don't reckon so. W rely on herbs and the Iike for medici nes when we
need it. | plow with nules and we have milk cows and chi ckens and hogs."

"You're not arned," Ben said.
"God will see us through,” the man said.

"Uh- huh," Ben replied. "Wat happens when you run into vicious people
who don't believe in God?"

"W have hiding places we run to."
"It's your ass," Ben told him then notioned for Coop to drive on
"And the asses of the kids," Beth said.

"They're |l oved and well cared for,"'
can we find fault with that?"

Ben replied, as they rolled on. "How

It was a question with no answer.



They followed the interstate to the ruins of Dallas/Fort Wrth, buttoned
up their Humrers and prowl ed the ruins of the once-great cities. The
Rebel s found signs of [ife in the ruins, but made no attenpt to
interfere, since the inhabitants were not hostile toward them Ben knew
that he and the menbers of his arny were both admired and feared, envied
and | oat hed, by many who resided in North America, and not just by those
who chose to pick through the rubbled ruins of the cities to survive. If
it bothered himat all, he rarely commented on it.

"No kids," Jersey said.
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bastards and bitches and their kids will grow up to be the sane. It's
di sgusting."

Ben remained silent, letting his team nenbers vent their opinions. But
it was rare for Beth to be so blunt. Jersey called it as she saw it,
of t en shocki ng those around her with her bluntness, but Beth usually was
not so out spoken.

"You think it ought to be against the | aw?" Cooper said with a grin.
"It is against the law," Beth replied. "Mrally, at least."
"What the hell is this up ahead?" Ben blurted.

A large group of men and wonen, dressed in rags, stood on the sidewal ks
and stared vacant-eyed at the line of Rebels in their Hummers. They
grunted and pointed at the Rebels.

"Check it out," Ben ordered. "But | think |I know "

Rebel s cautiously approached the | arge group and found themto be
harm ess. Ben got out and wal ked up to them Many of them ducked their
heads and raised their hands to cover their eyes. Qhers plucked at
Ben's uniform Ben pushed their hands away. They were all nentally

i npai red, as he had thought after he got over his initial shock

"What the hell do we do with them General ?" Ben was asked.

"Let's get some planes in here," he told Corrie. "Bring medical teanms in
to tranquilize these people before we attenpt to nove them Poor things
can't help what they are. How in the hell they survived this long is a
mracle."”

"You sol di er boys can take the nen," a hard voice called fromthe
rubble. "But you | eave the wonen. W use them when we get hard-up for
snatch.”

The Rebels turned to face a knot of nen, all arned.

176 Jersey said, "Those disgusting sons of bitches." She spat out the words.
@unners had opened up the roofs of the Hutmers and were in position

behi nd the .50s and the 40nm Bi g Thunpers. If these dregs of humanity
wanted a fight, it was going to be a damm short one.

"We take themall," Ben infornmed the group of men. "Back off or die.
Those are your only two options."



The | eader of the group of rabble | ooked at the awesone firepower facing
hi m and his band of no-goods and sl ow y nodded his head. "Yeah. Well, |

may be dunb, but | shore as hell ain't stupid. | knowed that sonmeday you
and your soldier boys and girls would come in here and fuck ever'thing
up for us, Raines. Ah, hell, go on and take this pack of |oonies. They's
crazies wanderin' all over the place, Raines. W'Ill just find us another
bunch. "

"I don't like this," Tomas said softly. "W cannot allow themto
conti nue abusing the nentally ill."

"I"'mopen for suggestions,” Ben replied. "You want to open fire on then®"

"Truthfully, yes,’
live with that."

the Mexi can said. "But my conscience would not let ne

"I do know the feeling."

The Rebel s watched the nmen fade back into the ruins and di sappear from vi ew.
"There is an old parking lot just up the street, CGeneral," a scout
called. "Plenty of roomfor choppers to I and. But how the hell do we get
these fol ks up there? They're scared to death."

"W herd them" Ben said with a |l augh. "Just nove them al ong easy-|ike.
They' Il go."

The Rebels watched the last of the nentally ill be-176
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"Let's get the hell out of here,"” Ben said. "Before those slinme we ran
of f decide to make trouble."

"Too | ate," Coop said, |ooking around him "Here they cone."
"Hunt cover!" Ben shouted, and bellied down behind a rusted old car that
had been abandoned for years.

"You want nme to call for Apaches, General ?" Corrie asked, just as the
slime in the city opened fire. "They're not sixty niles away."

"We' || handle this, Corrie," Ben replied, loading his bloop tube. "I'm
rather |l ooking forward to it. Oder all personnel to comence firing
gr enades. "

No one anong the Rebels could ever figure out exactly why the street
slime wanted to pick a fight with them But when the unwashed started
it, the fight turned savage. Rebels began firing all types of 40mm
grenades: buckshot, hi gh-expl osive, and fragnentation. The | eader of the
group managed to stand up at just the right time for the Rebels and the
wong tine for him He took an HE in the center of the chest and got

hi nsel f splattered all over the rubble.

It seened to take all the fight out of the rest of them But they didn't
know, or had forgotten, how Rebels fight. Wen they tried to run away
and fade back into the depths of the ruined city, the Rebels cut them
down. Then the gunners cranked up the big .50s and the Big Thunpers and
really made life miserable for the thugs. Ben finally called a halt to it



"Let's get out of here, people. Hell with this place.”

West had shifted his teams up toward the Gkl ahoma border and Ben headed
that way, while Buddy and Striganov |inked up and Dan headed west on the
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east toward San Antoni o.

Down south, General Jesus Hoffman was getting fewer and fewer field
reports out of Texas. At first he thought it m ght be due to his people
shifting locations, then it began to dawn on himthat just possibly Ben
Rai nes was kicking the crap out of his invincible black-shirted arnmny.
That possibility becanme a reality when a nessenger charged into his
office, frantically waving a piece of paper and shouti ng.

"Cal myoursel f!" Hoffman shouted. "Sit down and cal myourself. What is it?"

The nessenger fanned hinself for a nmoment. "Qur people just north of
Fort Stockton are under heavy guerrilla attack. Only a small group are
left alive and they are in the radio room The message was cut off in
m dsent ence. "

"Read it to ne," Hoffman said grimy.

"Garrison has been overrun by Rebels. Mst personnel dead. Attack was
sudden and vicious. Rebels rarely take prisoners. Have retreated to the
radio roomand there we will fight to the last. Heil ..." It ends there,
General Hoffrman."

"Good man," Hof frman said. "He was praising the fuhrer to the end. He was
a true hero." He dism ssed the nessenger and stood up, facing the group
of ranking officers there for a meeting. "A few defeats are to be
expected. | want this to be renmenbered: W are facing a totally
professional arny. |I'mafraid our sweep up through South and Centra
Anerica, and our victories here in Mexico, have swelled sone heads. |
want this message read to all troops. That will take some of the air out
of them Gentlenman, defeating the Rebel arny will not be easy. W will
do it, but it will not be easily done." He faced the huge
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"Ben Raines is a skillful and ruthless commander. Renmenber that. He
fights by no rules. You just heard the nessage: he rarely takes

prisoners. Al right, we nust assune we have | ost our bases . . ."He
lifted his shoulders, let themfall, and then turned around. "Everywhere
in Texas. There nmight be two or three still operational, but they'l

fall. Then Raines will send teans out all over North America, hunting
down our people. But the bulk of his people will be in Texas, waiting
for us."

"Do we have a firm nunmber of Rebel battalions?" he was asked.

"Anywhere from fourteen to eighteen,” a Hoffman aide said. "There is no
way of knowi ng how nmany of Payon's battalions will eventually join
Raines in North America."”

"So he has, shall we say, twelve to fifteen thousand Rebels. That's
ridiculous!" a general said. "W outnunber him by thousands of nen. Wy
are we waiting? Let's nove now and smash them ™"



"I warn you all, again," Hoffman said, facing the group, "Ben Raines is
not to be taken lightly. The Libyan, Khansin, cane herew th thousands of
men. Ben Rai nes and the Rebels destroyed his army. Down to the |last man!
W'll win this fight, have no doubts of that. But the battles will be
fought not only with brawn, but with brains. | cannot stress that

enough. Ben Raines is a wily fox, a dangerous wolf, a cunning tiger of a
hunter, and as dangerous as the bite of a cobra. If you succunb to his

siren songs, he'll lure you, trick you, trap you, and kill you."

Hof f man net the eyes of each man and woman in the room "I was siXx years
old when | joined ny grandfather's youth novenent. | have spent vir-
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wast ed because of eagerness, carel essness, or vanity. W shall be
victorious!" he shouted, slamming his hand down on the desk. "W shal

not fail in our conquest of the world. W will w n because we have God
and the dreans of Hitler on our side. W will someday see the flag of
the New Order fly over all the world. And the dreams of the greatest man
who ever lived will at last be fulfilled. Heil Htler!"

It was a strange and chilling noment as the roomrocked with the

stiff-armand verbal salute as everyone junped to their boots and shouted.
"Heil Hitler!"

Wchita Falls, Texas.

"As far as | can tell, Ben, we've pretty much cl eaned out Hof frman's
infiltrators-at least in this state," West said. "Dan's boys and girls

just wiped a station down around Fort Stockton. The outpost up in
Wchita Falls held and beat back several attacks. As soon as they're

resupplied, they'll be in good shape. |'ve ordered supplies in."

Ben nodded his head and opened a map case. "lI'mordering the inmedi ate
evacuation of all Rebel-held outposts south of a Nacogdoches-Waco- San
Angel o-El Paso line. |'ve ordered lke and his teans to bl ow every bridge
inthis area. 1'mgoing to nmake extrene sout hwest Texas i npassabl e.

Begi nni ng here, just south of El Paso, everything south of I-10, from
the RRo Gande east to 277, will be a no-man's-land. If that

goose-stepping son of a bitch wants Texas, he's going to have to cross
over down here." Ben hit the map. "Now, he mi ght come up through
California, Arizona, or New Mexico. If he does, he's going to find
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the border from San Diego to El Paso will soon be virtually inpassable. |-"

"Ceneral," Corrie stuck her head into the room "Sonme . . . ah, people
here to see you, sir."

"Who are they?"

" Cowboys, sir."

" Cowboys?"

"Yes, sir. Their col onel says they nunber about five hundred in all. |
mean, they're not riding horses. But they're all dressed in boots and

big hats. They're all in pickups and Jeeps. They are a, ah
f or mi dabl e-1 ooking force, sir."



"l have to see this," Wst said.
"Me, too," Ben said.
The nmen wal ked out si de.

The first thing Ben noticed was the small group of men waiting for him
were all dressed alike. Blue jeans and brown western-style shirts. And
cowboy boots. He was relieved to see none were wearing spurs. Atall,
rangy man broke fromthe group and wal ked over to him holding out his
hand. Ben shook it.

"Ned Hawki ns, Ceneral Raines. Comrander of the Texas Rangers. At your
service."

"The . . . Texas Rangers?" Ben questi oned.

"Yes, sir. We've been forming and training in secret for just about a
year now. Around and just north of the Big Bend country."” He smled and
Ben felt it was genuine. He took an imediate liking of the fellow "W
have all sorts of folks in this battalion, sir. Wweededout any

whocan' tgetal ong with other people 'cause of skin color. W had about
fifteen hundred to start out. W have just over five hundred who nade it
through." Hs grin widened. "And |I'mproud to say that we're all from
Texas. The
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al ongside the new flag of the United States."

"How cone ny people didn't detect your novement north, Ned?"

"We came up here to north Texas just before you and your Rebels arrived,
sir. We didn't want you to think we were a hostile force. W, ah, know
that the Rebels often shoot first and ask questions later. And |I'm proud
to say that we do too."

Ben | ooked at the man for a monent. "All right, Ned. Bring your people
in. Let's have a | ook."

"We'll all have a |ook," Jersey nuttered.
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Ben t ook one | ook and knew these nen had cone to fight. Ned Hawki ns had
not only trained themin conbat skills, but also in mlitary discipline.
The nmen all stood at rigid attention. And while they were all driving

pi ckup trucks, these trucks were not quite the garden variety.

The trucks were all four-wheel drive with high clearance. They had been
repainted in earth tones to blend in. In the back of the trucks, heavy
machi ne guns had been nmounted and the sidewalls built up for naxinmm
protection. The w ndshi el d had been replaced and coul d now be | owered on
one side or the other, or both sides down.

"I knew a good ol' boy who used to bulletproof cars for a living,"
Hawki ns said. "W went to his shop-'way out in the boonies-and reworked
t hese babies. They won't stop a rocket, but they'll stop anything el se
fired fromsmall arms. Except for a Haskins .50 caliber

i ncendi ary-ti pped. You got any of those, General ?"



"Every one that was ever made, | believe," Ben replied.

Ned grinned. "I figured you would. You people

184 took everything that wasn't nailed down."

"Still doing it," Ben said, returning the grin. "But we al so have a .50
caliber rifle that fires the same round but in automatic. Uses
twenty-round clips. It's a real jewel."

"I bet it is! Come on. Meet the boys."

Ben met several Jim Bobs and Joe Bills, a couple of Bubbas, and Cooter
and Scooter. There was not a single Tex in the bunch. Neb Hawkins's
Texas Rangers-twenty-first-century style-were a conbat-ready bunch. But
they made it clear fromthe outset that they had plenty of respect for
t he Rebel s.

"Any of your nmen married, Ned?"

"Some of them What to do with the ladies is sort of a problem”

"They'l| be safe at Base Canp One. We'll fly them over there. Providing
you al |l polygraph or PSE in w thout a hitch."

Ned chuckled. "W all expected that, Ceneral. I'll personally shoot any
man who flunks it. | can't abide a goddamed traitor."
Ben | ooked at the man. "I really believe you would."

"Ch, you can believe it. Like |l told you, sir, we fight under two fl ags:
A d dory-or what passes for it nowand the flag of Texas. Any nman who'd
betray either one of them doesn't deserve anything but a bullet or a
hangman' s noose."

Teans of doctors and pol ygraph and PSE operators were flown in and every
one of the Rangers passed the grueling tests. The Rebels all knew the
Texas nmen would fit right in when Ned wi nked at Ben and called to a nan
ni cknamed SIim Slimlooked like a strong gust of wi nd would bl ow him
away. But Ben correctly assuned that Slimwas all whang-I|eather, gristle
and bone and rawhi de tough
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"I hate to tell you this, Slim" Ned said with a straight face. "But |
got to shoot you."

"Shoot nme! What the hell for?"

"Or maybe you'd rather be hanged. They tell ne that's a good, fast way
to go."

"Hang! Hell, no!" Slimhollered. "Wat's happened, Col onel ?"
"You failed all your tests, boy. That nmeans you're a collaborator."

"Col | aborator? Hellfire, Ned. | ain't no collaborator. | been a Bapti st
all ny life. You can ask ny sister about that."



Ned just couldn't pull it off. He took a long | ook at the expression on
Slims face and busted out | aughing.

The last tinme anybody saw Slimand Ned for a couple of hours that
afternoon, Slimwas chasing his conmander around the buil dings of the
old air force base, shouting curses and threatening to stonp his ass
into the ground for pulling such a damm-fool stunt. Wile the Rebels and
t he Rangers stood around | aughi ng.

Ben split up the Rangers into teanms, then issued them body arnor and

ot her equi prent he had flown in. "The cowboy hats are fine, until you go
into conbat,” Ben told them "Then you wear helnmets just |ike everybody

el se. Macho is one thing. Stupid is another. | need all the live allies

| can find. Dead, you won't be a bit of use to me. O to Texas," he

added, knowi ng that woul d encourage the use of helnets nore than anyt hing.

Ben approved of the way Hawki ns had split his people up. Four nen were
assigned to nost of the
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hel per in the padded bed of each truck. Qthers drove trucks |oaded wth
food and ammo, cans of gas, and other equipnent. Ben sent them westward
at staggered intervals. Wen everybody was in place, fromthe New Mxico
border to the west, and to the Arkansas border to the east, the teans
woul d begi n worki ng south. They woul d i nspect every town and travel
every road in a search-and-destroy mission

The Rangers had been assigned Rebel radios and a short course on how

t hey worked was given by Corrie. There was no horseplay fromthe new
men. They knew their lives mght well depend on the radios and they paid
cl ose attention

After wi shing the new people well, and shaking hands with Ned, Ben and
hi s bunch headed north, crossed the Red River into Okl ahoma and cut east
on Hi ghway 70, taking the southernnpst route across the bottom of the state.

They saw only desol ation, despair, and ruin. For reasons that no one had
ever been able to explain, Oklahoma had been the hardest hit by roam ng
gangs of thugs and punks right after the Great War and al so during the

| ater years. They had turned a large part of the state into piles of
rubble. The Rebels did not have a single outpost in the southern part of
the state.

"This drive is depressing,"” Cooper said, after they rolled through what
was left of a small town. "Were the hell are all the people?"

"There are some out there," Ben said, gazing out the window. "See the
pl umes of snoke to the south?"

"Squatter canps,"” Beth said. "I was talking with a scout the other day.
He told ne this stretch al onghere has a lot of them They don't do
anything. Don't raise

187 gardens or keep milk cows or do anything except hunt or fish.
They' ve wi ped out all the gane in this area.”

"Weil put a stop to that after we've dealt with Hof frman," Ben said.
"Right now!l don't have tine to fool with the shiftl ess bastards.
Al t hough it would probably be prudent to take the tine to do so."



"Why's that, General ?" Cooper asked.

"Trashy-assed people like Beth just tal ked about are always | ooking for
the easy way out. Anything that goes wong is never their fault. It's
al ways sonebody's else's fault. Hoffman will recruit themto fight
against us in one way or the other. If he's smart, that is, and | think
he is."

"Scouts reporting a lot of chatter on CBs, General,"” Corrie said.
"Hold it right here,” Ben said. "Let's see what's up ahead before we
wal k into sonething."

"Scouts are |aying back and reporting a massive roadbl ock on the
outskirts of the town," Corrie told him "Heavily armed people are
demandi ng that we pay themtribute before they'll let us use the highways."

Ben grunted. "Tribute, huh? Sure. It's a trap," he said, carefully
rolling a cigarette. He was thoughtful for a noment "Tell the scouts to
give the terrain on both sides of the bl ockade a very careful going

over. | think we're probably hard in enemy territory, gang. Pass that
word, Corrie. | think Herr Hof frman's goose-steppers have been here
before us."

"Scouts report seeing nothing out of the ordinary, CGeneral,"” Corrie said
after bumping the forward people. "But they say if you want a gut
feeling, something is wong."

"Set up nortars,"” Ben ordered. "Fire only on nmy orders. Wen crews are
in place, get on the CB
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t hose hi dden anbushers in plain sight or we'll open fire. Oder the
scouts back."

Corrie hesitated. "What if there are no anbushers, GCGeneral ?"
"Then |'ve made a m stake and those behind the barricades are in trouble."”

Ben ordered Cooper forward. In sight of the barricades but well out of
range, Ben stood outside the Hutmmer and watched and waited. For a few
nonments, it |ooked like a cold standoff between the Rebels and the

| ocal s. Then cool er heads prevail ed anong t hose behind the barricades
and Corrie got the word.

"They say hold our fire, Ceneral. The anbushers are being called in and
they're all backing off."

"Tell themto lay all weapons on the shoul der of the road and do it
now. " Ben wat ched through binoculars as the locals hurriedly conplied.
The barricades were torn down. The several - hundred-strong band of |ocals
out nunbered the Rebels, but as it usually went, nunbers neant very
little. The reputation of the Rebels had preceded them The |ocals
wanted no part of the Rebels' fury when engaged in a firefight.

The scouts noved in fast and secured the locals. Two Hummers with
top-nmounted .50s had a very calning effect on the woul d-be anbushers.

Ben got out and stood | ooking at the shiftless bunch. They were dirty
and unkenmpt. "Don't get too close,"” he told his people. "I think they've



got fleas . .. anpbng other things."

"There's a damm river right outside of town,'’
bat he?"

Coop said. "Why don't they

"They're losers,"” Ben said. "And nothing that anybody did woul d change
that. If these were nornmal

189 times, you could hand thema mllion dollars in cash today and
they'd be dead broke in a year, or less, with nothing to show for it.
He rai sed his voice. "Wo's in charge of this pack of rabble?"

"I am" a man said, stepping forward. "And we ain't rabble."

"That is certainly a matter of opinion," Ben replied. "Wat did
Hof fman's sol diers offer you to fight on their side?"

The man exchanged gl ances with several people left and right of him "I
don't know what you're tal kin' about, Raines.”

"Sergeant Morgan," Ben said, "if that man does not give a satisfactory
reply to ny question in five seconds, shoot him"

Morgan lifted his M 16

"Wait a damm minute!" the local yelled. "Holy shit! Al right. Al
right. Hoffman's people said they'd keep us supplied with food and
clothing and the like. That's a hell of a ot nore than you fol ks has
done for us."

It was a never ending debate and Ben was weary of it. Back in the 1960s,
the federal government had created prograns to ease the burden of the
poor. It |ooked good on paper. In effect it destroyed the work ethic and
ruined the pride of millions of people. Wy work when the governnent
(using the tax nmoney frommllions of hard-working citizens) would feed,
cl ot he, and house those who didn't choose to work? Like nearly every
gover nrent program ever devi sed by those ninnies in Washington, it
swel I ed out of control and those in power didn't have the courage to
stop it.

"There are no free rides in Rebel society, mister," Ben told the man,
knowi ng damm well the citizen already knew it. Ben also felt this man
was not from

190 &kl ahoma; the accent was all wrong.

"We're American citizens,
food and a decent life."

the man said sullenly. "W got a right to

"There is no Arerica," Ben told him "Not |ike anything you or | knew
before the Great War. At |east something good cane out of that tragedy.
And the states are united, held together, only by Rebel outposts,

popul ated by nen and wormren who work their butts off fromdaylight to
dark in an attenpt to build a better way of life. You people know al
this. You' re just too goddam |azy to pitch in and hel p. Every one of
you know the rules. If you want Rebel help, we'll give it to you. Al
you've got to do is followa fewrules.™

"Your rules is too harsh, General,"
unr easonabl e. "

a wonan called out. "They're



"I"ve seen buildings all over the country jam packed with | aw books,"
Cooper said to Ben. "Billions of words that the average citizen coul dn't
make heads or tails of. Qur rules don't even fill up a little notebook
What the hell's the matter with peopl e?"

"It's too sinple for them" Ben said. "Sergeant?"
n Si r. ! n
"Gather up all the weapons. Prepare to nove out."

When the citizens didn't protest, Ben knew they had nore weapons cached
somewhere. And if there were any children, the people had hi dden them
from Rebel eyes. The Rebels put the town behind themand rolled on. They
travel ed through fifty mles of nothing. Absolutely nothing. This tine
there was not one sign of human habitation. No smoke, not hing.

"Spooky," Jersey said. "I'Il be glad when we're clear of this stretch.”
The next town they rolled through was deserted,

191 and had been for a long time. Years of looting had left it very
nearly in ruins.

"Let's spend the night here," Ben said. "W know there are people in the
next town. What we don't know is how they'll receive us. We'd better be
fresh when we find out."

Ben wal ked the deserted nmain street of the town. In what had once been a
drug store, he stepped into the gl oomand prowl ed around. The pl ace had
been pi cked over so many tines even the rats had finally left it.

He didn't bother to check the pharmacy, for he knew he would find
far-out-of-date medicines on the floor and on the shelves. The only

t hi ngs taken woul d be the drugs that would give someone an artificial
high or low Drugs that would save lives and fight infection would be
largely ignored by the ignorant assholes with a looter's nentality.

He stepped out of the gloomand into the late afternoon sunlight, his
teamright with him and wal ked on

"Scouts report the small library was burned,” Corrie said. "All the
books destroyed."

"Naturally," Ben replied.

"Sonmebody sure did a nunber on this town," Cooper said.

"Qur people were probably anmong the first to strip it,"” Ben said with a

smle. "Back when we were building the old Tri-States."

They passed what had been a small cafe. "I bet you a |lot of coffee was
sold in there and a ot of gossip shared,” Beth said. "If that place
could only talk."

"Menories,"
again."

Ben spoke softly. "Menories of a tine that will never cone

A Hurmmer rolled up beside them and stopped. The Rebel said, "Ceneral



there isn't anything in this

192 town. W& haven't seen a dog, a cat, a rat, nothing." Ben stood for a
nmonent, listening. There were no birds flying or singing. Wthout noving
his head, he cut his eyes to the second floor of a building across the
street. "At ny orders,” he said very softly, "we junp into that cafe.
When we jump, you people in that Humrer get the hell off the street and
find cover. W just wal ked blindly into an anbush. Now "
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Ben's hel met was knocked from his head by a slug. Luckily, his chin
strap had not been fastened. Fromthe second-fl oor w ndows of the
bui | di ngs on both sides of the street, automatic weapons opened up. For
a few seconds, the fire was so intense all the Rebels could do was keep
t heir heads down and hug the fl oor

"We've got people down," Corrie shouted over the rattle of conbat.
"Start firing grenades into the second floor of the buildings," Ben
returned the shout. "Get those bl oop tubes working and the Big Thunpers
goi ng. Get some cover snoke into the streets, people. Cooper, check the
back door. W've got to get out of here."

Cooper scranbled through the litter and bellied down on the back-room
floor. He had just spotted nmovenent across the alleyway as Beth joined
him "People in that building just across fromus, Beth. They're al
dressed differently, so that lets our people out."

"G enades?"

"Why not?" Coop said with a grin, leveling his
194 M 16. "You | oaded?"

"Let's do it."

They fired as one, and the 40mm grenades sailed through the wi ndow ess
frames of the building and expl oded. Screanms of pain fromthe shrapne
fromthe fragnmentation |iner reached themjust as they rel oaded and
fired again. Qut in the street, .50s were yanmering and Bi g Thunpers
snorting as they hurled their grenades. M 60 machi ne guns, called The
Pi gs, began grunting out firepower.

Ben slid on his belly on the littered floor and al nost sailed right out
t he open doorframe. Beth grabbed him by the ankles and hel d hi m back
only after Jersey grabbed her by the belt and held on

"Larry, Curly, and Moe," Ben muttered. He | ooked out into the alley and
could see no one. "Put a couple nmore grenades into that old buil ding and
then let's get the hell gone from here."

Cooper and Beth bl ooped a coupl e nore grenades across the alley and the
teamtook off, cutting to the right and running up the alley. Ben junped
into a building near the end of the block, his teamright behind him
They stood for a nonent, |istening. Boots thudded on the old floor above
them sending dust down on their heads. Ben grinned and pointed the
muzzle of his M16 toward the ceiling. His teamfollowed suit.



Five M16s rattled, and one hundred and fifty 5.56 caliber slugs created
a duststormin the roomand turned the room above theminto a death
trap. The falling bodies created another dust storm and Ben stepped into
what had once been a show oom for sonet hi ng.

"Corrie, order all personnel to start using incendiary rounds. Burn the
bastards out. Let's fal

195 back to the vehicles."

Back into the alley again as the Rebel s began | obbi ng speci al - pur pose
amo. Big Thunpers were knocking out thirty-five to forty rounds a

m nute and the town was soon burning. Those as-yet-unknowns who had

al nost succeeded in effectively anmbushing the Rebel s began runni ng out
of the inferno.

"Take some alive," Ben ordered. "I want to see who is behind all this."
Three people were brought to Ben. Two nen and a woman. It surprised him
when he saw they were Oriental. "Wo the hell are you?" he asked.

They stared at him sullen and silent.
"Maybe they're shy?" Cooper suggested.
The wonman | ooked at him "Stupid Amrerican bastard 1"

"I can see right now that you and ne are never going to be real close,"
Coop replied.

She spat at him then cut her eyes to Jersey. "\Wat are you here for
ornanent ati on? The Anerican arny has al ways been unfair in their
treatnment of wonen."

"Not in this arny, sister."

The wonman snorted, quite unladylike, and said to Ben, "I suppose you are
going to rape and defile me. Well, go ahead. It's what | expect of
bar bari ans. "

"Lady," Ben said, "and | use that term as | oosely as possible,
woul dn't screw you with Herr Hoffman's dick." She narrowed her eyes at
that and Ben knew he'd hit hone.

Bui I dings in the town began collapsing as the flanes consunmed them
Sonmewher e, someone was scream ng hoarsely. Ben waited until the crashing
abated, then said, "I won't even ask what nut group you were with before
the Great War, but | could

196 probably nake a very accurate guess. Wen you get to operations
central, | would suggest you answer any question asked you truthfully
and quickly. You won't be physically tortured, but the drugs we use can
be pretty grim Keep that in mnd."

"You will never, ever get any thing out of any of us, Ceneral Raines,"
she boast ed.

"That's what they all say, sister."



The Rebels did not take the tine to bury the eneny dead. They left them
where they lay sprawl ed and pulled out after burying their own dead.
They turned north a few miles outside Ardnore and nmade a cold canp in a
ghost town. The prisoners were kept under heavy guard.

"You'll kill us if we attenpt escape, | suppose?" the woman asked.

"Nope," a guard told her. "W want you alive. We'll just blow your
kneecaps off."

The prisoners glanced at one another; there would be no attenpts nade at
escape. They had quickly |l earned that the Rebels neant every word they said.

The foll owi ng norning, coffee was heated by using snokel ess heat tabs
and the Rebels were on their way. The Rebels had buried five of their
own and several nore were badly wounded, so it was inperative they reach
a spot where planes could I and and take out the wounded, resupply the
teans with gear, and bring themup to strength w th personnel

"Tell operations we're going into what's left of Ardnore,"” Ben told
Corrie. "One way or the other, we'll take the airport. Tell themto get
birds in the air with personnel and equi pnent."

"I"'mnorth of Gainesville, Texas, Father," Buddy
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to assist you in one hour. Two nmore full teanms are thirty m nutes behind
me and will be crossing the river a few niles east of my position and

appr oachi ng on Hi ghway 70."
"That's ten-four, son. \Wat do you have on the situation in our objective?"

"Not hi ng, sir. Except nmost of the city is in ruins. And we don't have
gunshi ps anywhere cl ose. W' re going into the unknown."

"We've done it before. See you shortly." Rolling out, Ben said, "W're
j ust about one hour away. W should be arriving at about the sane tine."

But the worry was groundl ess. The small city lay in deserted ruins. Wth
all Rebels working feverishly, a runway was cleared and the pl anes
touched down. Rather than wait any |onger, Rebel doctors went to work
and operated on the wounded right there.

"Qur worries were for naught, son," Ben told Buddy. "You and your
peopl e can take off anytime, and thanks for your help."

Buddy didn't move

Ben eyeballed himcuriously. "Did you hear nme, son?"

"I heard you. We're staying."

"As far as | know, boy, | still give the orders around here."

"That is correct, sir. But your orders can be overridden if all other
conmanders voi ce strong objections. | believe you set that up yoursel f."

"Ununm " Ben said. "Yes, | did. | wondered what you were doing so far
north. The batt coms sent you and these other teams to birddog ne, huh?"



"I'n a manner of speaking." Buddy braced for a verbal assault.
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"I guess |'d better get used to it. Al right. Wth this rmuch firepower,

we' ||l penetrate deeper into this state and see what we can find. As soon
as the wounded and the prisoners are airborne, we'll pull out for a
| ook-see. "

They didn't see much in the way of life. There were survivors, for

pl umes of snoke were always in evidence. But the people weren't com ng
forward to be seen. Only a few survivors had cone forward, and those few
had seen no eneny troops. And they wanted no part of the Rebel way of
life. They didn't ask for any help, and Ben didn't offer any. The teans
rolled on up the interstate.

"This reminds me of the way it was years ago,"
we' ve been pushed back into tine."

Jersey said. "I feel like

"Call me dunmb if you want to," Cooper said. "And no smart cracks from
you, Jersey, but | don't understand these people. W offer education
nmedi cal hel p, safety, conmunity activities, all sorts of things, yet so
many will not take advantage of it. | don't understand it."

"Join the club, Coop," Jersey said. "But |'ve about made up nmy m nd not
to worry about them anynore. |I'msorry for their kids. But we can't
shoul der the troubles of everybody and dammed if I'mgoing to try. If
they won't help thenselves, they can just go to hell."

"We'| | have to fight them soneday," the usually quiet Beth renarked.
"It's been that way since recorded tinme. The haves versus the have-nots.
Ri ght, General ?"

"You're right, Beth. It's sad, but true. Wew |l have to fight them
someday. Coop, We'll cut east on 19 at
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think we can pretty well call this area clean."

"But it's not like we're wealthy,” Corrie got intoit. "I nean, we have
a nonetary system But without a Rebel ID card the noney is no good. The
few Rebel outposts that the outsiders have managed to overrun | ook |ike
a squatter canmp in a few nmonths. When they get nice things, they always
screw themup and turn everything into trash."

"Look over there, General," Coop said, pointing to a shack set well back
off the interstate. Snoke cane fromthe chi mey. "They have no running
water, no electricity, outside toilets. The kids are dirty and in ragged
clothing. It's disgusting!"

Ben let themtalk. Howto tell themthat before the Geat War, with
billions of dollars being spent yearly on social prograns, the sane
shack had been occupi ed by people of basically the same caliber as those
now in it. Ben knew, of course, that there were exceptions to that, but
he al so knew that basically he was correct. No matter what you did for
certain types of people, no matter how nuch you gave them it was never
enough; they always wanted nore.

Ben al nost ordered the convoy to stop and go back to the shack by the
road and call out the occupants and question them But what would be the
poi nt ? Ben had been doing that very thing for years and had never been



able to get through to any of themto this day. He had tal ked hinmself to
the point of anger trying to convince people to get off their asses and
do something to inprove their quality of life. It was the same old
story: give ne sonething for nothing.

O late, nost of the tine, he had just been saying to
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right: someday the Rebels would have to fight them And that was a day
that Ben was not |ooking forward to. It had al nost happened when the
nati on was whole. Had not the Geat War shattered the nations of the
wor | d and brought everyone to their knees for a time, a class struggle
had certainly been | oom ng on the horizon

"Scouts report trouble up ahead, Ceneral," Corrie said. "Interstate is
bl ocked and arnmed men behind the barricades. "

"Bring the convoy down slow," Ben ordered. "How are the men armed and
dr essed?"

"Rifles and |light machi ne guns. All kinds of clothing, CGeneral. The
scouts say it's nore a nob than an arny."

"Quess what, gang," Ben said. "The day we've been discussing is here. At
least in this part of the country."

"Wonder ful ," Cooper muttered.

"Li ne the spearhead vehicles abreast on the road, Corrie. A .50, Big

Thunper, Big Thunper. | don't want to do harmto these people. But I
will not kowow to them This nation is not going to be dictated to by
rabble."

"You want Beth to drive and ne on the .50, General ?" Coop asked.

"I want you right where you are, Coop. Take us up to the spearhead
vehicles.”

It was one hell of a barricade, stretching across both sides of the
interstate. dd trucks and cars, railroad track and ties, roadside
barriers, and piles of junk quite effectively bl ocked the highway. Only
the right shoul ders were kept free.

A scout trotted back to Ben. "They call thensel ves
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"I beg your pardon?" Ben said.

"The Coalition for the Rescue of the Oppressed, Terrorized, Common
Homel ess. CROTCH. "

"I think I could have come up with something a little better than that,"
Ben sai d.

"CROTCH?" Jersey questi oned.
"That's what the man said. Wiat do they want, as if | didn't know?"

"Housi ng, clothing, food, and safety.”



"They could easily have it," Ben replied. "All they have to do is swear
alliance to the Rebel philosophy and stick with it."

"They say they won't do that. They don't have to, and they're not going to."
"Well, they are slap out of luck."

"Are we going to fight these people, General ?"

"No. We'll just turn the colum around and take another road east."

"Ben Raines is a racist pigl" the voice cane over a bullhorn from behind
the bajrricades.

The scout, who just happened to be bl ack, ducked his head and tried to
hi de his grin.

"Are all those folks up there black?" Ben asked.

"Ch, no," the scout replied, struggling to keep fromlaughing. "It's a
real rainbow up there."

"Ben Raines is a Republican racist honky pig!" the voice booned.

"I's this a side of you that | don't know?" Tonas asked.

Ben cut his eyes. The Mexican officer was having a hard time keeping a
smle fromshow ng through. Ben shook his head. "Well, he's right about
one thing: I was a Republican."

"The menbers of, ah, CROTCH, are shifting
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"I don't want to fight these people,” Ben said. "Let's get out of here.
Turn the colum around and head out."

"Barricades are being thrown up south of us, sir,"” Corrie said.
"Billions for defense and nothing for the CROTCH " boomed the voice.

"What billions for defense?" Ben bitched. "Hell, we stole nearly
everyt hi ng we have."

"The way south is bl ocked,” Ben was told.

"You cannot escape us now," the words were pushed out of the bullhorn
"The tine for CROTCH is here."

"Sonmebody tell that silly son of a bitch not to open fire on us," Ben said.
"What if they do?" Cooper asked.

"We return it. | don't want to hurt any of them But | won't stand by

and become a willing target. Sonebody get ne a bullhorn. | know we

br ought one."

Bet h scrounged around and found a bull horn, handing it to Ben. Ben
clicked it on. "This is General Raines. Tear down that barricade and



we' Il talk about your situation. Do not open fire on us. Repeat: do not
open fire."

The reply was a barrage of bullets from behind the barricade. "Death to
t hose who woul d ensl ave us!" the voice of CROTCH booned.

"Mortars are in place," Corrie told him

"Do we scratch CROTCH now?" Cooper said with a grin. Al of themwere
kneeling on the pavenent, behind their vehicles.

Jersey groaned. "I swear, Coop. You get worse
203 with each passing day."

"Start wal king the nortars in," Ben said, as gunfire fromthe barricades
increased. "I've had this."

Victoria and Maria grinned at each other. "The nonkey-and-t he-skunk
syndrone, " they said together
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Mortars, rocket |aunchers, and Big Thunpers took all the fight out of
CROTCH, and it didn't take long to acconplish that. Menbers of CROTCH
t hrew down their weapons and stood in the median, their hands in the air.

"Barricades south of us have been abandoned," Corrie said.

The | eader of the now defunct novement was brought to Ben. The nman had a
knot on his head about the size of a hen's egg where he'd been conked on
the bean by falling debris. He was sullen as he stared at Ben

"You still got an itch to scratch?" Ben asked him

"No point in discussing anything with a white raci st governnment," the
man sai d.

"Look around you," Ben told him "You'd be hard-pressed to nane a
nationality that isn't represented in this arny. If | was a racist, do
you honestly think these nmen and wonen woul d be fighting al ongsi de ne?"

"Uncl e Toms and Apples,” the nan said.

" Appl es?"

"I ndi ans who are red on the outside and white in
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color! Throw off the yoke of slavery and turn your guns against this
man. Kill the honky

pig!" The rebels of color |ooked at each other. "That son

of a bitch is as nutty as a pecan pie," a Cheyenne |ndian said.

"We nust have housing and food and cl othing and nedi cal care," the
CROTCH | eader shout ed.

"Well, hell, man," a black rebel said. "Go find you a house and live in



it. There are hundreds of thousands of abandoned homes all over the
country. Gow a garden. Get some cows and chi ckens and hogs and goats.
There are millions of them wandering around. They don't bel ong to anybody."

"You're mssing the point," Ben told the Rebel

"I"msure nissing sonething, General," the Rebel admitted. "Can you fill
in the bl anks?"

"He wants us to do it for him"

"Does he want us to sit himin a highchair and hand-feed him too?"

"You're nothing but a white-man's nigger," the | eader of CROTCH told the

Rebel

The bl ack sergeant wal ked over to him "You' re gonna be a dead nigger if
you don't watch your nouth, boy."

"You have a name?" Ben asked him before the black sergeant decided to
end the conversation by a fist to the nouth.

"Freedom and liberty and justice for all!l"
"This is pointless. Buddy, where are the rest of this idiot's foll owers?"

"Scattered like the wind," his son replied. "W're hol ding about fifty
of them The nedics are working on the wounded."

"At least they're getting nedical care," Freedom
206 and Liberty and Justice For Al said.

"I just don't know what to do with you," Ben admitted. "I think you're
around the bend and dangerous. But being crazy isn't a crine.”

"Power to the people!"

Ben shook his head and turned to Buddy. "Make sure all the weapons are
gathered up and turn this nut | oose as soon as the convoy has passed.
W' ve wasted enough time here.™

"Food not guns!" the nan shout ed.
"Ch, shut up," Ben told him

Then the nman nmade the biggest m stake of his |ife when he said, "Wen
Hof f man gets here we'll see you dead, Ben Raines.”

Ben hit him It was a hard blow and it caught the man flush in the mouth
and knocked himsprawling on the cracked concrete. The so-called

honel ess advocate rolled to his feet, a knife in his hand. A Rebe

cl ubbed himon the back of the head with his helnet. The CROICH | eader
crunpled to the road.

"Hof f man' s troops have been up here and are probably still here," Ben
said. "Get this bastard into a vehicle and we're gone to the next town.
Just nmake sure it's off the interstate to the east. Scouts out and check
it over carefully. We just might have to fort up there. | have a hunch
this homel ess crap was a delaying tactic and they're waiting for us up



at Pauls Valley. W'll interrogate this jerk there.™

"That woul d be about fifteen mles east of here on old H ghway 29," Beth
sai d.

"Let's go. | got a bad feeling about this."

Before the Great War the town had a popul ati on of about seven hundred
and fifty souls. No one had lived in the town since that nonmentous
event. Scouts checked it out carefully, every house and every store,
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"Back your Hummers into those stores so the .50s and Thunpers can be
used, " Ben ordered. "Back themall the way in so they can't be seen from
the street. Buddy, spread your teams out on the second floors of those
buil dings and on the rooftops. |I'Il be over there in that old feed
store. Extra amm for everybody. Let's nove."

Ben wat ched as the Humers were backed into the buildings. The
storefront glass had been knocked out years back. "Cover any oil spots
with dirt," he ordered. "Wpe out all sign of tire tracks."

"You think this is a large force after us, don't you?" Tomas asked.

"Yes. | do. | have a hunch it mght be several hundred, or nore. W'l
know nore after M. Crotch is punped full of injectable Valium"

"That is a truth serun?”

"In | arge doses. Conme on. Let's get into position to nmake boom boomwith
t he bad guys."

Tomas | aughed. "You have a very dark sense of hunor, General."

"Gal |l ows hunor, Captain. You'll develop it if you stay around us |ong
enough. "

They began wal ki ng across the street. "After the government smashed the
old Tri-States, General, how many people did you have left in your
novenent ?"

"Just about three hundred. The government cane close to w ping us out.

But many men, whole units, of the U S. Arny and Marine Corps deserted to
join the Rebels. Fromgenerals to privates. Many of themare stil

fighting with ne. Sone of the senior people grewtoo old for the field

and took over outposts. Ohers died." They wal ked into the store and paused
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Jerre." His voice trailed off.

Tomas did not pursue that. He had | earned the story from Tina and | et
affairs of the heart remain private and personal

"And it grew and grew and grew," Tomas said, his voice filled with awe.
"Then it spread down to my country and Payon was convinced to |l ead the
novenent there."”

"We're going to take sone | osses up agai nst Hof fman, Tonas. Be ready for
that."



"I have already lost my wife, nmy children, ny parents, and many friends.
| have but ny life to give. And | shall gladly give that toward
victory." He spoke the words softly, but with enmpti on behind them

There was not hing Ben could add to that, so he nmade no attenpt. The nen
wal ked into the gl oom ness of the old store, which still smelled faintly
of feed and seed and fertilizer

"Mster Nutty is just about ready to be questioned, Ceneral," Ben was

told. "That spook fromintelligence is with him™"

Ben smiled. It didn't take long for the old words to reappear about the
men and wonen who worked in the intelligence section of the Rebel arny.

"I say sonething funny, General ?" the young worman asked.
"I used to be a spook, Leslie."
"You're not that weird, Ceneral."

Ben | aughed as he and Tomas nmoved on to a table and chairs that had been
righted and sat down. "I can't offer you coffee, Tomas," Ben said. "The
coffee smell lingers, and that would be a dead giveaway if |I'mright and
NAL does attack us."

Qut si de, Rebels were carefully seeking out and
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street. When they had finished, the town appeared to be as deserted as
when the Rebels had found it.

If the NAL did walk into town, they would find a very deadly trap
wai ting for them

The spook fromintelligence, who had joined Ben's team back at Wchita
Falls, walked into the big main roomof the old store. "You were right,
Ceneral ," he said, sitting down. "Hof fman has a | arge force up here
attenpting to recruit the malcontents. That fruitcake in there says
about seven hundred and fifty people. And | believe him™"

"Jesus," Ben breathed the word. "I thought maybe two conpanies at nost."

"They were set up to creamus at Pauls Valley. |I figure they' Il pick up
our trail and be here sonetime around m dni ght tonight."

"Have the people get sone rest, Corrie," Ben ordered. "Stagger the guard
details so everybody is ensured sone sleep." He wal ked into a back room
t he spook right behind him and | ooked at the | eader of CROICH

"He's alive," the spook assured Ben. "But he's going to be out of it for
quite a few hours."

Ben chuckled with a soldier's hunor. "Be interesting if he slept right
t hrough the battle and woke to find hinself surrounded by bodies.”

"It's likely he'll do just that."

"Win't he be surprised,” Ben said, and wal ked away.



There were four ways into the tiny town, and Ben had sentries posted on
all four roads, about three mles outside of the town. Ben rested for a
f ew hours,
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prow ed the store, waiting for the word, his M16 slung

"A large force com ng straight at us down H ghway 1, General," Corrie's
voi ce cane out of the darkness. "Approximately five nmles out and noving
about twenty mles an hour."

"Alert all troops," Ben said softly. "Everybody in position. If we pul
this off, it will really jar Hoffnman down to his toenails."

Ben had shuffled troops around to be in position to bottle up the NAL on
both ends of the town. The Rebels were spread very thin, but Ben was
counting on conplete surprise to make up for their being outnunbered.
Springi ng deadly anbushes was just one of the Rebels' specialties.

"Col um has stopped,” Corrie said. "Sending out recon."”

"Al'l troops observe noise discipline," Ben ordered. "Have a Rebel with a
silenced pistol standing over Sleeping Beauty in the back room If he
starts to snore, shoot himin the head."

The man fromintelligence nmoved quietly to the back room a canned Colt
Wodsman in his hand. One snort and M ster CROTCH woul d sl eep forever.

"Starting to sprinkle outside," Jersey whispered.

"That's good and bad," Ben said. "The rain will deaden any snell of gas
or oil. But we don't need lightning to go with it."

"Eneny recon entering northeast edge of town," Corrie whispered.
"Fanni ng out."

Thunder rumbled in the distance. Every Rebel was silently praying that
any lightning would hold off for a few mnutes. Illumnation was one
thing they did not need at this tine.

The recon advanced to the mddl e of the deserted
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didn't advance on the sidewal ks, huggi ng the shadows. But he was
certainly glad they didn't.

One Rebel sneeze, one cough, one disl odged pebble, or one creak of an
ol d board woul d gi ve them away and possibly spell death for all of them
The Rebel s waited.

They wat ched the recon leader lift a wal kie-talkie. Seconds later, the
recon team began wal ki ng back toward the edge of town. Al could tell by
the way they wal ked that all tension had |eft them They believed the
town to be deserted. The Rebels had pulled off phase one.

"They have to cone right through town,"
deci de to backtrack."

Ben whi spered. "Unl ess they

Suddenly one of the NAL recon team stopped, holding up his hand. The
others dropped to the street. The suspicious nenber wal ked to the



si dewal k and peered into the gl oom of what had once been a cafe. He
stepped cl oser and | ooked hard. Finally he shook his head and stepped
of f the sidewal k. "Nothing but a dammed hatrack," he said to the others.
They | aughed and stood up fromthe street.

"You're getting junpy, Melendez," the words canme softly through the
rain, which was getting heavier

"Screw you, Barnes," was Melendez's reply. "You better stay junpy when
dealing with the Rebels.”

"They're just flesh and bl ood |ike anybody el se,"” a third voi ce was
added. "They're not supernen.”

"Or superwonen,” a fenale said.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, Hilda," another recon menber said. "Mst not forget
the weaker sex."

The nen of the team | aughed.
H |1 da said something in reply that Ben coul d not
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"I'" m whi pped out,"” the words drifted to the Rebels. "I hope we hole up
here for the night. | could use sone sleep.”
| hope you do, too, Ben thought. Then | can assure you that you will all

sl eep forever.

The recon menbers pulled on raingear and sat down on the sidewal k, under
an awni ng. They snoked and tal ked as they waited for the convoy to pull in.

They're all speaking English, Ben noted with sonme surprise. Sone of it
heavily accented, but English is obviously the |anguage of choice.

Trucks began pulling in, filling the street, and soon the Iine of
vehicl es stretched fromone end of the town to the other, parked side by
side on the wide street. The vehicles pulled in tight, nearly touching
bunpers, which Ben thought was strange, since it hanpered the troops
exit fromthe carriers, but he was glad for it. Stay bunched up, people,
he thoughL The cl oseness will be a confort to you as you die.

The rain intensified as the storm nmoved cl oser. Lightning began dancing
across the skies.

Corrie had noved close to Ben. She whispered, "That's all of them OQur
peopl e on both ends have noved into position."

"Gve the orders to fire," Ben said.

"Hey!" an NAL sol dier shouted. "That's a goddamm Hummer in that buil ding
over there."”

The storny night suddenly turned deadly.
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The littered street was a roaring battleground as the Rebel s opened



fire, giving the New Arnmy of Liberation every ounce of grief they could
hand out. And that was nore than sufficient. The gas tanks on the
vehicl es of the NAL caught on fire, sonme of them expl oding, sending
shrapnel howing into flesh. Boxes filled with small-arns amo started
poppi ng and nortar rounds heated up and blew. The nen and wonen of the
NAL never had a chance to do anything but die, and they did that in
droves. Those who nade the sidewal ks were chopped down by

aut omati c- weapons fire. Those who ran into alleys found them seal ed of f
by rusting old hul ks of vehicles that had been dragged into place by
Rebel s during the daylight hours, and they quickly and painfully

di scovered the hul ks had been booby-trapped. They had nowhere to run
except back into the battle and nothing to do when they got there except
di e.

For several monents the small town in Ckl ahoma resenbl ed hell as the
ni ght was set on fire by the bl azing vehicles and the screaning of the
nortal | y wounded.
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end of the town to the other caused Rebel throats to burn and eyes to
water. Still Ben did not give the orders to cease fire. The Rebels
continued to pour their lethal fire into the packed streets. After five
m nutes of hell had passed, Ben shouted to Corrie to cease fire.

The Rebel guns fell silent as the rain picked up in tenpo, the storm
gradual ly putting out the fires in the street. The stench of death was
heavy and si ckening, the fires having consuned many bodi es. Rebel s began
gathering up all usable NAL weapons. An occasional shot cut the night as
Rebel s put the horribly wounded out of their misery and sent theminto
the arns of whatever God they worshi pped. Rebel s began bl ow ng
passageways in the rear of buildings to get their Hummers out, since the
mai n street was inpassable due to the torched and scorched hul ks of
burned vehi cl es.

The Rebels left the still-burning main street and pulled back to the
edge of town, seeking shelter in old hones to wait out the storny night.
When dawn cane, they would nore thoroughly investigate the death site.

The Rebel s caught a few hours' rest and were prow ing through the
still-hot rubble in the grayness of dawn. Anything that anybody mi ght be
abl e to use was sal vaged

"Put the bodies into that stretch of buildings,” Ben said, pointing.
"Then we'll saturate it with gasoline and burn it to the ground. W

don't have the equi pnent to scoop out a mass grave. | want a body count."

When the distasteful business was finally concluded, and the buil di ngs
were bl azing, the Rebels
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cone out of his drug-induced sleep and was clearly in shock at the
battle site. He was so badly frightened he could not stand. Ben | ooked
down at him

"There is what remains of the troops who were to be your salvation
M ster CROICH " he told the man. "Now what do you have to say?"

"My name is Wlbur Harris," the man replied, his voice no nore than a
whi sper. "I feel terrible. What have you done to ne?"



"I think what is nore inportant is what 1'mgoing to do to you."
"Hof f man' s advance peopl e prom sed the honel ess and the destitute jobs
and food and medi cal care,"” Harris said. "You can't blane us for taking
themat their word."

"Ch, really?" was Ben's reply. He turned his back to the man. "Corri e,
give the word to nmount up."

"What are you going to do with ne?" W] bur asked.

"Absol utely nothing," Ben said. "You' re on your own now. "
"You're just going to | eave nme here?"

"That's right."

"“I'''m hungry."

"We piled the field rations of the NAL on the sidewalk in front of the
old drugstore in town," Ben told him "Help yourself. There should be

enough to last you for weeks. | hope | never see you again, WI bur.
Because if | do, | just mght decide to shoot you on the spot. Let's go,
peopl e. "

The Rebels pulled out, leaving Wl bur Harris still sitting on alog in a

wooded gl en on the edge of what renai ned of the town.
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"Seven hundred and twenty of ny troops w ped out?"

"To the | ast person, General. One of the North American groups
synmpathetic to us reported not ten mnutes ago. The four conpanies were
anbushed and their bodies burned." He pointed to a map of the United
States. "Right here in this small town in Cklahoma."

It was difficult to shock Jesus Hof frman. But this news paled his face
and silenced himfor a noment. Finally he rose fromhis chair and wal ked
to a window. "The First Expeditionary Force was one of our finest units.
Skill ed conbat veterans all. They nust have faced several battalions of
Rebel s for something like this to have happened."

"About a hundred and fifty Rebels, sir," the aide spoke the words softly.

Hof f man turned slowy. H s nouth opened and cl osed soundl essly severa
times. "What. . . did .. . . . you . . . say?" He finally found his voice

"About a hundred and fifty Rebels, sir."

"I nmpossi bl e!" Hof f man snouted. "One hundred and fifty Rebels could not
defeat even fifty of our people.”

"No, sir. It is not inpossible. The American who reported this saw the
units | eave the town. He was watching froma wooded knol | outside of
town. He then personally interviewed a man named W1l bur Harris. Harris
was the man the Expeditionary commander enlisted to stall General Raines
while they were setting up an anmbush site on the interstate. Harris said
the Rebels injected himw th sone sort of
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remai ned of the town and concluded that Harris was telling the truth.
Tire tracks confirmed the Rebels' small force."

"Do we have any force left in that area?"

"Yes. But they are broken up into small units and scattered. They are
over near the Arkansas/M ssouri line. W do have nunerous small units of
Aneri cans who believe as we do."

"Texas?"

"So far as we have been able to tell, only a handful of our people
remain in that area. A group of Texas Rangers smashed the |ast mgjor
out post of ours over near the New Mexico line."

"Texas Rangers? You nean, like in the old cowboy novi es?"

"Something like that, sir. Fromall that we can gather, the, ah, Rangers
approached the outpost on horseback. They appeared friendly ... at first."

"Horses?" Hof fman said weakly.

"Yes, sir. It appears these nen planned this out very carefully. They
showed up very bedraggl ed | ooki ng, requesting food and nedi ca

assi stance. Once inside the compound they pulled their, ah, six-guns and
opened fire."

"Si x-guns!" Hof frman roared. "You nmean like in John Wayne novi es?"

"Ah .. . well, yes, sir, | suppose so. But their compani ons were waiting
about a mile outside the conmpound. They then attacked using very nodern
equi pment. It was a, ah, trick."

"I have the finest attack helicopters in all the world," Hoffman said,
sitting down behind his desk. "I have the npbst nodern of equiprment. My
peopl e are the nost highly trained of any army known to
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good ol' boys came |oping up on ponies and started a shootout like the
O K Corral and defeated nmy nen? Ranmon, do you take me for an idiot?"

"I amonly repeating what cane over the radi o, General. Nothing nore,
nothing I ess. The main Texas force cane in with .50 caliber machine guns
and nounted grenade | aunchers.™

"Al'l right, all right, Ranmon," Hoffrman said wearily. "I amnot bl aning
you for this report. Sonetines the nessenger must endure a verba
onsl aught for being the bearer of bad news. | apol ogi ze for ny behavior

You nmay go, Ranon."
Hof f man sat at his desk, alone in the room "Six-guns and horses? Good Cod!"

Ben and his teans rolled through sout heast Cklahoma and encountered no
hostil e forces. They saw people, but no one raised a hand agai nst them
Ben correctly guessed that the news of the ambush had preceded them and
t hat anyone who had aligned thensel ves wi th Hof f man was maki ng

t hensel ves scarce. Al Rebel outposts in this part of the state had
ei t her been overrun and w ped out or the people had packed up and fled
north, or some other direction, when the eneny troops approached.



At the Arkansas line, just south of Fort Smith, Ben ordered the columm
to cut south and head for the Texas line. Just above the junction of 59
and 259, the colum shut it down for the night, bivouacking along the
mai n street of what appeared to be a deserted town.

Sitting on the curb drinking a cup of coffee, Ben
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shoul d be maki ng an appearance soon."

"Yes. Probably right at supper. You think this is one of those
ultra-right-w ng survivalist groups, Father?"

"Probably. This area had a |ot of themjust before the balloon went up."
"These groups, they hated bl acks and Jews and all mnorities, did they not?"
"Some of themdid. Some of them were just nade up of nen who never got
over being a boy and playing children's ganes, only this time with rea
guns. Most of them were harm ess. Meet every other weekend or so and
shoot off a ot of anmunition and then go back to their nine-to-five

j obs on Mnday. "

Buddy smiled. "Did you ever belong to one of those groups, Father?"
"Hell, no! For a lot of reasons. | got shot at enough in the arny and
doi ng spook and nmere work later. But the main reason was that witers
don't have time for anything except witing."

"It's a full-tinme job?"

"I'f you want to make any noney at it."

"How much noney did you have in the bank when the G eat War struck?"

"Ch . . . about forty thousand dollars."

"That's a fortune, Father!"

"Not really. Inflation was killing the nation. Really, the noney was
wort hl ess. There wasn't anything to back up the paper noney, as far as |

was concerned. Except faith."

"I do remenber noney, of course. But all | knew was Mther gave it to ne
and | spent it. About this
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"The main bunch will lay back. W should be hearing fromthe scouts we
dropped off along the way any time, now. A small bunch will conme in to
size us up. Then, if they think they can take us, they' |l hit us ful
strength when we're all asleep. | have a hunch they were watching us
when we ambushed the NAL. O came up on us while we were gathering up
the dead. WIlbur told us that a | ot of groups had gone over to Hoffrman's
side. "

"It doesn't make any sense, Father."

"I know. Hoffman's arnmy is made up of people of all nationalities.
Utra-right-wing groups are traditionally made up of people who dislike



m norities. Buddy, nothing about this thing makes any sense.”

Ben was silent for a monment as he opened his field ration pack. Dinner
was usually edible and sonmetimes even tasty. Lunch was tolerable ... at

| east you could look at it w thout barfing. Breakfast was al ways one big
yukk. Ben ate what his troops ate. Al Rebel commanders did, from squad
| eaders to battalion commanders. That was a hard and fast rule.

"What is this stuff?" Buddy asked, |ooking at the contents of his dinner
pack.

"It says it's hash."

Bot h Fat her and son reached for the hot-sauce bottle. That was sonething
all Rebels carried. Put enough on and it kills the taste.

"The | ookout on the water tower reports a small force of men headi ng our

way," Corrie said, sitting down and openi ng her dinner pack. Jersey had
t hrown hers away and was gnawi ng on a day-old peanut-butter sandw ch.

"I"ll trade you a dessert pack for that sandw ch, Jersey," Cooper offered.
221 Jersey stopped eating. "What is the dessert today?"

Cooper shook his head. "I don't know, Jersey. |'ve |ooked and | ooked at
it. But I can't figure it out. It's dark."

"Forget it."

"How | arge a force, Cone?" Ben asked

"Ten people.”

"I wonder how large a force they really are?" Beth questioned, sitting
down on the curb and openi ng her dinner pack. She |ooked at it and
groaned. Everybody was striking out on dinner this afternoon

"What do you have?" Jersey asked.

"Pork and noodl es."

"See if you can find a hungry dog."

Bet h | ooked at her. "I thought you liked aninmals."

"Probably a couple of hundred," Ben answered Beth's original question
"Enough to cause us problens.”

The rattle of vehicles reached the group. Three old Broncos rolled up
the main street.

"Real professionals," Jersey remarked. "All their vehicles are painted
green camm e. Wonder what they do in the wintertime when it snows?"
Wthout waiting for a reply, she said, "First one of these jokers that
call me little darlin'" or honey is gonna get a boot in the nuts."

Victoria said, "These people conmng, they don' I|ike Mexican people?"

"Not much, Vicki," Jersey told her. "At |east, not the ones we've ever
cone in contact with."



"What is their problen?" Mria asked.
"Mainly they're just stupid,” Corrie said.

"Conme on, ladies," Ben said. "You all know we've got a |ot of
ex-survivalists in this arny. They're fine soldiers and don't have a
bi goted bone in their body."
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"You mean you think this bunch coming inis doing so to join up?" Jersey
asked.

Ben | aughed, and placed his M 16 within easy reach.
"Yeah," Jersey said with a grin. "That's what | thought."
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"Howdy there, folks!" the camme-clad man called with a w de grin,
stepping out of his pickup. "Y all got to be the fanmous Rebels, right?"

"A very small part of them" Buddy replied, sitting beside his father on
t he high curb.

"Well, | sure amglad to make your acquai ntance. |'m Peter Banning. M
and the boys here sort of keep things under control in this part of the
country. Been keeping the riffraff out of here for years."

Ben finished the Iast of his dinner and carefully folded the w appi ngs,
putting themin a container. Wen all the Rebels had eaten and pl aced
the wrappers in the container, it would be buried. The Rebels used very
little that was not bi odegradabl e.

Only then did Ben start sizing up Peter Banning. He was not inpressed.
Banning was a bully. Ben had made a study of bullies over the years and
could peg one at a distance. At first glance, Banning woul d come across
as a very affable sort, with an easy grin. But his eyes and body

| anguage gave himaway. Ben cut his eyes to Jersey. The woman was tense
and Ben knew that she had taken an inmedi ate dislike for the man. He
could feel the tension anong the Rebels.

224 Peter lifted his gaze to the water tower and his expression

ti ght ened when he saw the Rebel on the catwal k around the tank. The nman
began to pick up on the subtle shifting of Rebels. He began to realize
that while he had played at war for years, and even won a few pitched
battl es, here he was dealing with solid professional soldiers. Nothing
was | eft to chance. Banning and his men had pl aced thenselves in a box,
and one wong nove would nmean their being shot to ribbons in seconds. He
doubt ed his people could even get off a round. He feverishly hoped that
none of his boys got hinky. He cut his eyes back to Ben and | ooked at
the man with grudgi ng admration.

"You'd be CGeneral Ben Raines."

"That's right." Ben began rolling a cigarette. "Wat's on your mnd, M.
Banni ng?"

"W saw you passin' through back up the road about an hour ago and j ust



t hought we'd check you out, that's all. Can't be too careful, you know. "
"You're a liar, Banning," Ben said. "You and your people have been
following us all day. Your main force is about eight miles up the road.
Now st ate your business."

Banning lifted his eyes and pal ed. Three Rebel s had appeared out of the
store behind where Ben and his team sat on the curb. The three Rebels

were each carrying Heckler and Koch light machine guns. The H&Ks fired a
7.62 round that could make a nmess out of a man in a heartbeat.

"l guess you caught ne in a lie, Ceneral," Banning said.
"I guess | did." Ben Iit his hand-rolled and waited.
"\What happens now?"

"You answer a few questions.”

"Maybe | don't feel l|ike answering questions.”
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talk to us-in a manner of speaking. Were is WIbur now, Banning?"

"He's with us. Back up the road."
"I thought as rmuch. What did Hof frman's peopl e prom se you, Banni ng?"
"Hof f man? | never heard of him"

"You're lying again, Banning. It's not nice to tell lies. Your nose
m ght start to grow " Ben snmiled, "O | mght decide to cut it off."

Banning started to sweat. This wasn't going well at all. Raines had seen
right through himfromthe start. "W ain't done nothing to you, Raines.
Nothing at all. It's a free country. Me and nmy boys can travel wherever

we damm well please to go."

"I"1l ask you again: Wat did Hoffnman prom se you? And before you reply,
bear in nmind that we know everything that was in Wlbur's head."

"We' || be I eaving now, Ceneral," Banning said.
"Go ahead," Ben said, surprising the nman. "W won't stop you."

Banni ng and his nen started backing up slowy toward their vehicles,
keepi ng their hands away from sidearnms. The Rebels watched them drive away.

A Rebel said, "The bunper beeper's in place. 40.22."

Corrie punched in the frequency on a hand-held scanner and it came in
| oud and cl ear.

"You think they'll shake down their vehicles, Father?" Buddy asked.

"I doubt it. Right nowthey're so thankful they got out of here alive
they' re not thinking about anything else. G ve theman hour and they'l
get mad. Then they'll start planning an attack. Corrie, check with the
tower | ookout. Make sure they don't drop off anybody to spy on us."



226 "Tower reports no one has left the vehicles.”

Ben lifted a state nap and studied it for a nmonent. "They have two ways
they could come in fromthe north. But only one way in for about two
mles after the junction. Buddy, take your teams up the road and set up
just south of the junction. | really don't want to have ny sleep

di sturbed by a firefight here in town."

H's son grinned. "Sleep well, Father." He stepped out of sw nging range.
"I know that a man of your advanced years needs lots of rest.”

The runni ng Buddy al nbst got conked on the head by Ben's thrown hel net.
Luckily, he sidestepped just in tine.

"Wonder how Buddy is going to handle this one?" Jersey asked. The team
was again sitting outside on the curb. The night air was cool and the
Rebel s were enjoying the rest, having broken up into small groups,

tal king and gossiping a bit before turning in for the night.

"I"'msure he'll be very inventive," Ben replied. "The boy has a devi ous
m nd. "

"I wonder where he got it?" Tomas asked dryly.

"Certainly not fromne," Ben said with a straight face. "There isn't a
vi cious or deceptive bone in my body."

"I"mgoing to bed," Beth said, standing up. "It's getting a little deep
out here."

Buddy and his teanms had planted claynores al ongsi de the road. The spot
t hey had chosen was where the road di pped down, with high enmbanknments on
either side. That area ran for about five hundred feet. The claynores
woul d expl ode about three to four feet up, throwi ng the |ethal charges

227 directly into the side wi ndows of the Broncos and pi ckup trucks.
After the charges blew, Buddy and his teanms woul d hose the area down
with H&Ks taken from dead NAL troops. And that should take care of M.
Pet er Banning and his turncoat followers. Buddy and his teans settled in
to wait.

"I"'mtellin you, Pete," one of his nen said, "I think we all ought to
haul ass outta here. Maybe all the way to Canada. Forget about fightin'
Ben Raines and the Rebels. | got a bad feelin' about this, Pete."

"No way, Burt," the still-angry Pete said. "That man nade a fool outta
me. And no man does that to Peter Banning and lives to talk about it. It
wasn't done back when we had a governnent, and it ain't gonna happen now. "

"You best | eave himalone," WIlbur Harris spoke softly in the night.
"Remenber, |'ve seen first-hand what the Rebels are capable of doing."

"Keep your nmouth out of it, WIIl," Peter told him "You ain't got no say
in none of this."

"Then I'Il pass on this,” WIlbur said. "I take ny orders from Hoff nan,
not from you."

"You took your orders from Captain Brunner. He's dead and his body
burnt. Thanks to you and your flappin' mouth."



"That sure as hell don't make you in command. Besides, if you was shot
full of dope like | was, you'd probably tell themmnore than I did."

"I doubt it. | ain't gonna stand here and argue with you, WIIl. Do
what ever in the hell you want to do. Mbunt up, boys, W' re noving
agai nst Ben Rai nes and them uppity Rebels.”

"What do you want on your tonbstone, Peter?" WI bur asked.
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face again."

You won't, WI bur thought. In about an hour, the only thing you'll be
seeing are the fires of hell

W bur sat and watched the men clinb into their vehicles and pull out.
He |istened until he could no | onger hear the sounds of their engines
and then stood up, picking up his pack. He was goi ng back up the road
where he'd stashed the radio he'd found intact by the side of the road
back in that death town and call into his contact up in North Gkl ahoma.
Captain Onida was just about the only one left that WIbur knew of. He
knew there were nore, but didn't know how to contact them He'd tel
Captain Onhida that he could scratch Peter Banning and his bunch. They
were as surely dead as the night was dark

"One mle away," Buddy said, after his forward nan bunped him "Get set.
Dam!" Buddy cussed. "They're leaving their vehicles and wal king the
rest of the way."

"Staying in the road?" a team nmenber asked.
"So far. Let's see if they're as stupid as they are ugly."
"That's asking a lot," a worman said, her grin evident in the darkness.

"It's going to be a real mess in the road when those claynores go," a
team nmenber said. "Like yukk city."

"Yes," Buddy agreed. "But at |east we'll have some nore four-wheel-drive
vehi cl es. Pass the word, observe noi se discipline fromnow on."

The Rebels waited on the cool dewy grass. Al were startled when the
sounds of voices reached them Peter Banning certainly had | oose
di sci pline. But the
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"I need to take me a piss 'fore we start killin' Rebels," the voice
reached them

"Well, piss then and catch up," Banning told the man with a ful
bl adder. "Jesus Christ, can't you guys do nothin' right?"

The Rebels waited in silence and wi thout any novenent except for their eyes.

"Hey, you guys," the urinating man called. "Wait up, will you?"

The ni ght was suddenly split w de open by expl osions, and before the
boom ng echoes had died away, the wild screamnm ng of dying men shattered



the stillness. Shrapnel fromthe claynores virtually shreddi ng nost of
Banning's men. The few who were left alive were quickly disposed of by
aut omati c- weapons fire. Seconds later, the only one left alive stood in
shock in the nmiddle of the road, his M 16 slung on one shoul der and his
dick in his hand. He | ooked up to see several Rebels standing on the top
of the embanknent, | ooking down at him

"Hi, guys," he said weakly. "Can we tal k about this?"

"Put your dick back in your pants,"’
not a turn-on."

a wonan told him "It is definitely

"Yes, ma'am"” the woul d-be survivalist said nmeekly.

"This is all he knew?" Ben asked, after listening to the cassette tape
of the interrogation

"That's it," the spook fromintelligence said. "And he wasn't lying. He
was so scared he'd have turned in his own nmother ... if he had one that
would claimhim?"”
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The only survivor of the previous night's anmbush stood in front of Ben
and shook with fear. He'd been forced to wal k, and soneti mes wade, anong
what was left of his buddies in the road before the Rebels brought him
into town, and that sight had just about done himin.

"Now, what am | going to do with you?" Ben asked, |eaning back in an old
cane-bottoned, straight-backed chair.

"Ceneral Raines, sir," the man said. "My nane is Chester Higgins. | run
a grocery store 'fore the Geat War. And | never was in any trouble with
the law 1-"

"Shut up!"™ Ben told him "I amnot interested in your personal history.
What | want to know is this: Should | shoot you or turn you | oose?"
Actual ly, Ben had al ready made up his nmind to turn himl oose.

"Lord God, Ceneral, don't shoot me. You turn ne |oose and | swear you'l
never hear no nore fromne again. And that's a prom se."

"You won't join up with another group who have plans on fighting nme?"

"I mght join a church, if I can find onel After what | seen and wal ked
through last night, | don't need no arny to join. Wat | need is
salvation in the worst kind of way. | need to talk with the Lord."

"You just about met HHmface to face last night," Ben rem nded the man.

That got Chester's knees shaking so bad he had to sit down before he
fell down.

"So you have religion now, is that it?" Ben asked.

"It's about time, don't you think?" Chester put his trenbling hands
under his legs to contain them

Ben chuckled. "All right, Chester. Get out of here. And if | see you
again, you'd better be the nost



231 peaceful man in all the world."
Chester hit the door and was gone.

Buddy wal ked in, poured a cup of coffee, and sat down in the chair
Chester had recently vacated. He sniled at Ben. "That, Father, is one
scared man. You should have seen himtiptoeing through the gore | ast
evening, alternately barfing and praying. If we'd have had nusic it
woul d have been a ballet ... of sorts. | thought that was a nice touch
to cap off a very successful evening."

Ben | ooked at his son and shook his head. "You, boy, are going to be
harder than | am"

"I certainly had a good teacher, Father. \Were do we go from here?"

"Let's go check out those other groups that WIbur and Chester told us
about . "

| Corrie called fromthe other room "A conpany-l sized force has just
been reported down in the I Quachita National Forest. Ten mles south of
here." j "Hostile?" Ben asked, wal king over to stand in the open door

[ "Scouts don't know, sir. They did not nake their presence known."

"CGet the people mounted up, Buddy. Let's go see if they're friend or foe."

Afewniles to the north, WIlbur Harris was radioing in.
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I ke and his people stayed busy rendering | arge portions of roadway

i npassabl e and bl owi ng every bridge in their sector. The area assi gned
to I ke and his people was so |arge that planes and helicopters were in
use transporting the teans fromplace to place. |Ike and his people had
encountered very few hostiles. The word was spreadi ng anong those in
North America who had aligned with Hof frman that they had better stay the
hell away fromthose prowing teans of Rebels. To mix it up with the
Rebel s was not a wise thing to do.

South of the border, teanms of Mexican soldiers sent out by General Payon
were herdi ng those who wi shed to go north across the border. Many did
not wish to |l eave their hones. The soldiers didn't argue the point with
them There just wasn't tine.

Once across the border, the people were interviewed, given nedica
exans, and those fit to fight were asked if they wi shed to do that. Not
a one refused.

Tina and Raul had their hands full setting up training schedules for the
new peopl e.

Back at Base Canp One, Cecil had the factories

233 working twenty-four hours a day, making everything fromuniforns to
amruni tion

In the HQ Company buil ding, Thernopolis often wi shed he was back in the
field. Things were a lot |ess hectic.



South of the border, Hoffman's forces nustered to nove agai nst Cenera
Payon's troops and found very quickly that nearly everything they drove
across, touched, or put their boots on was going to bl ow up. Hoffman had
not counted on this. And he was not prepared for any type of assault
fromthe sea. He ordered his troops back across the |line, and the push
toward Mexico City was halted, for a tine.

At the edge of the Quachita National Forest, Corrie acknow edged the
nmessage and said, "Hoffman just tried a push across the no-man's-1and.
He obviously thought it was a bad idea, for he imMmediately pulled his
peopl e back."

"Buying us a little nore time," Ben said. "Every additional day nakes us
stronger and better prepared to neet hi mwhen he does try to cross our
borders. "

"Scouts up ahead," Cooper said.

"We think they're hostile,"” the team |l eader told Ben. "They know we're
here but have made no aggressive noves toward us. About a hundred and
fifty of them They' re well-arnmed and seened to be very well trained.
Not hi ng |i ke that shit group Banning ran. Their canmp is clean and so are
t hey. "

"You have a fix on radio frequency?"

"That's a ten-four, sir.

"Gve it to Corrie, please." Ben turned to another scout. "You find us a
good def ensive position?"

"Yes, sir. W could stand off a battalion in the place | picked."

Ben saw his teans get into position for the evening and told Corrie to
contact the group canped in the
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"We're m nding our own business, Ceneral," cane the reply. "W don't
want anything to do with you or your armny. So just |eave us alone."

"Want to come over for coffee?" Ben asked, a strange smile on his |ips.

"Downright unfriendly," Cooper said. "I snell a stinking rat, Ceneral."

"Yeah. So do I, Coop. But if they are linked with Hof frman, why didn't
they pull out? Surely they knew we were conming in this direction.”

"They knew," Beth said, wal king up. "Corrie just got a fix on some of
the frequencies they're using. They're transnmitting in code. That spook
says he wasn't trained in cryptology and can't break it. That guy is weird!"

Ben smled at that. He knew it went with the territory. He turned to the
| eader of the scout team "How good are these people?"

"Real good, sir. They've got the forest around their canp covered wth
tripwires. I went a little ways, but it's a real maze in there. |



didn't go in far. Just far enough to know t hese guys are plenty good.
They' re not cornballs.™”

Ben | ooked off into the distance for several nmoments. "Wy?" he finally
tossed the question out, to no one in particular. "Way would they go to
such | engths knowi ng that we were on the way here and would surely stop
and check themout? And nore than that, once we did check themout, and
recei ved such an unfriendly reply to any questions, we would inmedi ately
become suspicious of their notives."

"Because they want us to linger for a couple of days," Buddy said.
"That's correct, son. Now tell ne why they want
235 us to do that."

Buddy | ooked puzzled for a noment, then said, "So they can contact a
much | arger force and wi pe us out."

"Very good, son. But you're forgetting something. Wat about the
statements of W/ bur Harris and Chester Higgins? They both stated that
there were no | arge forces anywhere near here. WI bur was drugged and
Chester was so badly frightened it was inpossible for himto tell alie."
"Those two were | ow | evel personnel,” Jersey said. "They wouldn't know
all about the placement of Hoffman's troops."

"Right," Ben said. "So now we are facing a dilemma. Wat to do?"

"W woul d have no troubl e against this bunch here," Buddy said. "O very
little trouble. But against a much larger force, with no hope of ambush
| don't know, Father."

"I don't either. So until wejmake up our minds, | think that we shal
behave as Riffs and fold our tents and slip quietly into the night."

"It isn't night and I don't know what in the hell a Riff is," Cooper said.

"Your education is sorely lacking, Coop," Ben said, putting an arm over
the young man's shoulders. "You'll have to listen to The Desert Song
sometine. It's really quite an entertaining |light opera.”

Cooper | ooked up at Ben. "Wat's an opera got to do with us hauling our
asses out of here, Ceneral ?"

"You'll have to listen to it to discover that, Cooper."

"Cooper and opera," Jersey said, shaking her head. "This | got to see."
"And hear," Ben added.

"Wonderful ," Jersey said. "Me and ny big nmouth."

236 The Rebel s slipped out just after dark. Since their encanpnment was
several mles fromthe other canmp, and Ben was reasonably sure that they
were not being spied on, the pullout was done easily enough. They
backtracked several miles and then turned west, pulling over in a town
that was so small it wasn't even on the old state maps they were using.
There were just enough old homes and stores in the town to hide the
Humers and the new y acquired Broncos. Even then it was a tight fit.



"Encoded burst transm ssions, Corrie," Ben said. "Just give HQ our
| ocation for the time being. |I've got to think about this situation."

Scouts cane in about half an hour later. "W weren't foll owed, GCeneral
W pulled it off."

Ben smled. "Wn't they be surprised in the norning. | want constant
scanni ng of the frequencies we know they're using. Gve themto Therm so
t he decodi ng boys and girls down there can go to work. | want to know

what these people are up to."

The Rebels ate and went to bed, got a good night's sleep, then ate and
rested until noon of the next day. Corrie received word from HQ hat the
code had been broken

"There was a | arge force of NAL people up in the northwestern part of
Arkansas," she said. "They were only about ten mles away from our
| ocati on when we pulled out |ast night."

"We just made it," Ben said. "And you can bet they're |ooking for us
right now This little towmn is so far off the beaten path it isn't even
on some maps. On the other hand, we could very easily be trapped in here

"Sentries report a dozen vehicles com ng our way,

237 Ceneral," Corrie said. "Fromthe east. M xed bag of |ight and heavy
trucks. Three mles out and coming in fast. Approximtely one hundred
troops. It's the black-shirts." She held up a hand. "Vehicles com ng at
us fromthe west. Just about the same nunber. We're boxed."

Ben picked up his M16. "As they say in the navy, battle stations, fol ks."

The Rebel s noved quickly, but w thout panic. They had done this so many
times it was very nearly automatic. They all knew they could not hope to
pul | off another deserted-town anbush trick, for the NAL knew t hey were
here. How they knew was uni nmportant at the nmonent. They probably had
been spotted by locals who had been recruited into Hof frman's novenent.

The two sentries posted three mles out east and west of the town would
know to keep their heads down and out of sight. Four people against a

| arge force would nake very little difference and would, in al
probability, only get the Rebels killed if they exposed thensel ves.

Ben did a little fast headwork. Hi s people were probably outnunbered,

but not by many. Hoffnman's troops were coming in fast, so that neant
they could not be pulling artillery. In terms of firepower, both the
Rebel s and the bl ack-shirts were pretty well evenly matched up. But this
battle had to be over and finished as quickly as possible. If it dragged
on, that group of turncoat Anericans canped in the Quachita would soon
join the black-shirts, and then the Rebels could be in real trouble.

"Corrie, nobody fires until | give the orders. W' ve got to let them
cone in and face themnose to nose. W can't let this turn into a

prol onged affair. You can bet reinforcenments are on the way right now.
Pass the

238 word to prepare for hand-to-hand conbat."



Victoria and Maria checked their |ong-bladed knives for sharpness. Both
of them had been stropped to a razor edge. Rebels checked pistols, for
this was going to be very in-close work. All made sure the hel net-strap
cup under the chin was tight and in place. This could very likely turn
into a clubbing type of warfare, and a helnet could prevent a cracked skull

Ben could see the black-shirts entering the edge of town, fromthe east,
and he assunmed also fromthe west. "Corrie, get the drivers in the
Humers and the gunners in place. Everybody else on their feet. Mike the
first rounds count,"” Ben said. "Then we're going to do the only thing we
can to save our asses."

Those in the roomw th Ben | ooked at him

Ben smled. "Charge." He lifted his M 16 and sighted in a black-shirt.
"Fire at will," he said, and shot the Nazi right between the eyes.
"Charge!" he shouted, and was out the door

As Ben had been counting on, the nove caught the black-shirts totally by
surprise. Watever they had been expecting, this was not it. The Rebels
rushed them scream ng and shouting and cursing at the black-shirts.

"They're mad!" a bl ack-shirt platoon | eader yelled. The words had j ust
left his mouth when a Rebel shot himin the face with a 9nm subsonic
round at nearly point-Dblank range.

Ben slamed into an officer and rode the man to the ground. He janmed
the muzzle of his pistol into the man's neck and pulled the trigger. The
slug tore a huge hole as it went through, then bounced off the pavenent
and reentered the man's skull just above the eye.

Ben rolled and ki cked out, his boot catching a

239 bl ack-shirt on the knee and felling the man. A Rebel shot the man as
he was falling. Ben rolled away and cane up on his boots.

Ben smashed his pistol into a man's face and felt the bones crunch under
the inpact. Jersey jamed the nuzzle of a short-barreled CAR into the
man's ribs and gave himlead. The slugs knocked the bl ack-shirt
backward, down and dyi ng.

Vicki and Maria were using their knives, the blades shiny and red with
bl ood as they slashed their way through the mlling and sweating nel ee.

The bl ack-shirts went into a panic. They were seasoned sol diers and had
been ready for conbat, but they were not nmentally prepared for this type
of nearly insane fury they were nmeeting fromthe Rebels.

Buddy faced two nen who had either dropped their rifles or had them
smashed fromtheir hands. One clawed for a pistol, and Buddy shot himin
the face with a .45, then turned the pistol on the other man, the slug
taki ng the black-shirt just above the nose and nearly taking off the top
of the man's head. Buddy was cl ubbed on the hel net by a bl ack-shirt

swi nging an enpty rifle, and the bl ow knocked himto his knees. Buddy
grabbed the man by one | eg and brought himdown to the street. Using his
enornous strength, Buddy savagely tw sted the | eg and the bone popped,
tearing out through flesh and cloth. The bl ack-shirt screaned once and

t hen passed out.

Buddy picked up the man's rifle and set about busting necks and heads of



bl ack-shirts. It was so close that firing would put Rebel lives in
danger. It was down to knives, clubs, entrenching tools, and hand axes.

"Spare ne!" one bl ack-shirt screamed at Jersey.
"Not likely, prick," the little bodyguard said, and
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She turned and split another skull with a shovel. Beth rolled out from
under the broken body and junped to her feet after grabbing the small
canp hatchet fromthe Nazi. The wonen shoved through the crowd, | ooking
for Ben.

Tomas junped on the back of a black-shirt and rode himto the ground,
then jerked his head back and cut his throat. He caught a gl ancing bl ow
froma rifle butt that knocked himto one side just as one of his nen
stuck a pistol to the Nazi's head and bl ew his brains out.

"Gracias," Tomas panted, then watched in horror as his friend was
decapi tated by a machete-sw ngi ng bl ack-shirt. The head bounced on the
street. Ben stepped up and buried an axe he'd taken froma downed Nazi
into the man's back. The bl ack-shirt shrieked and fell to the bl oody
pavenent .

A bl ack-shirt, screaming his hate and rage and frustration, ran up to
Ben, a tire tool in his hands, held high over his head. Tomas ki cked the
man in the balls, and as he went down to the ol d pavenent, doubl ed over
and puking, Ben kicked himin the face with a boot.

A burly Rebel finished it by shooting the man in the head.

It was over as suddenly as it had begun. The single street of the tiny
town was littered with dead, dying, and badly wounded, not all of them
bl ack-shirts.

An Oriental man, both [ egs broken and tw sted after having been run over
by an al nost-five-thousand-pound Hunmer, lay on the street crying.
"Devils," he sobbed. "Devils and madnen. You do the inpossible.”

"What kind of shape are their vehicles in?" Ben called.
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"Load up all their gear and weapons and assign drivers. We're getting
the hell gone fromthis place. Pick up our dead for later burial."

A bl ack-shirt lay on the pavernent, badly wounded by a knife blade in the
belly. He watched as Ben | eaned agai nst a Hummer and started to roll a

cigarette. "That won't be necessary, General Raines. | have a ful
package ... in ny pocket," he groaned out the words. "And a carton in a
Jeep at the end of town. Take them 1 will have no further use for them"

Ben knelt down beside the man and fished out the cigarettes, enclosed in
a netal protective case. The silver case had a swasti ka enbossed upon
it. Ben started to throw cigarettes and case away.

"The contai ner does not dimnish the quality of the product within,
General ," the black-shirt said.

Ben thought about that for a nmoment, and took out the pack of snmpkes and



put the container in his pocket to keep as a souvenir. He lit two
cigarettes and pl aced one between the dying man's lips.

"Cbrigado, sir.
Ben stared at the man. "You're Portuguese?"
"Sim | nean, yes."

Ben waved a nmedic over. "Gve this nan a shot for the pain."
"Yes, sir." He knelt down and inspected the wound. "You're not going to
make it, soldier."

"I know. The bl ade tore through ..
stomach and into ny guts."

He groaned in pain. ny

The shot given, the black-shirt inhaled deeply of the snpoke and said,
"You and your people are truly unbelievable, General. You fight Iike
denons. "
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"l was. She is dead."

"Sir," a Rebel called. "Can we keep these hand-rolled cigarettes we're
findi ng?"

There were a | ot of snokers ampong the Rebels, even though Doctor Chase
bi tched and grow ed and how ed about it.

"Sure," Ben called. "Just leave that carton in the Jeep down the road.
Those are mine!"

"Yes, sir!" the Rebel call ed.

The dying bl ack-shirt nmanaged a chuckle. "Soldiers are soldiers the
worl d over, are they not, sir?"

"I'n many respects, yes. Although some of our objectives and phil osophies
certainly differ."

"Confusing tines, Ceneral."
"Not for me, soldier."

"Nor for Ceneral Hoffman, sir. | assure you of that. You both have very
firmbeliefs and will both go to the grave believing you are right."

"How i s your pain?"

"Gone. | thank you for that. How many of ny group survived the attack?"
"Not many."

"You wi |l shoot then®"

"No. We'll take them back for interrogation."

"Then you will shoot then?"



"No. They'll be kept alive and treated well."

The soldier frowned. "Then we have been lied to about how you treat
prisoners. W were told that you did not take prisoners.”

"W don't take nmany. O we try not to. But we're not savages all the tine."

"I's the sky beconi ng dark, General ?"

The sky was bright and blue and clear. "Yes," Ben |ied.
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was dead. Ben took the cigarette fromhis lips and ground it out under a
boot heel . He stood up

"Everybody ready to roll?"

"Al'l set, Father," Buddy said. "Were to?"

"To a secure airport so we can get planes in for our wounded."
"What about us, General ?" a wounded bl ack-shirt called.

Ben | ooked at him "W're not going to shoot you, soldier. Be thankful
for that. So don't press your |luck."

The bl ack-shirt cussed himin a | anguage that Ben was not fanmiliar wth,
but could tell the words were not conplinentary. "Munt up,"” Ben said.
"Beforel change ny nind."
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The Rebels pulled out and took a southwesterly route, heading toward a
smal |l town near the border that reportedly had a |l anding strip | arge
enough to handl e tw n-engi ne cargo planes. In addition to the Rebe
wounded, the Rebels brought along two officers and four sergeants of the
NAL. They brought no NAL wounded wi th them

They made the one-hundred-mile run in good time and encountered no
hostiles. But scouts kept a wary eye on their backtrail, know ng the
force of American turncoats was nore than likely followi ng them waiting
for a chance to strike.

Intercepting the radi o nmessages, Striganov sent teans from his conmand
raci ng up across the border, and the small airport was clean and the

pl anes waiting by the tinme Ben and his unit arrived. The Rebel wounded

and bl ack-shirt prisoners were airlifted over to Base Canp One in Loui siana.

"That force just behind us has got to be dealt with," Ben told the
Russian's nmen. "Sooner or later, and it mght as well be sooner. As soon
as we are resupplied, we're heading back."

Soldiers will gossip anong thensel ves, and it
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hell with Ben for |eading the reckless charge into the streets of the

tiny town on the edge of the national forest.

"And you got the nerve to junp on ny ass for being aggressive," |lke



fussed at himfromhis position in New Mexico.

"Very fool hardy, Ceneral," Colonel Gay radioed. "Your place is back at
HQ not racing willy-nilly about the countryside endangering yourself."

"You know better, Ben," Col onel West adnoni shed him "Too many people
are dependi ng upon you for you to place yourself in that nmuch danger."

And so on and so forth fromall his senior batt conms.

Ben |istened, acknow edged the transm ssions, then pronptly forgot al
about them The only way he was ever going to leave the field was in a
body bag. H s batt conms knew that; they just wanted to press hone the
poi nt occasional ly.

Bef ore dawn the next norning, Ben and his teans were on the road,
freshly supplied, rested, and well-fed, chasing after the turncoat force
of Americans north of them

South of the no-man's-land in extreme southern Mexi co, Hoffman |i stened
in dismay and di sgust as Ranmobn read himthe latest reports from North
Aneri ca.

Hof fman finally lifted a hand and said, "Enough! |'ve heard enough
Thank you, Ranon. That will be all. Keep ne inforned, please." Wen the
aide had left the roomand closed the door, Hoffnman turned to several of
his field cormanders and said, "W will radio our people in the m dwest
to stay | ow and not
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of it. We had six battalions in Texas and Ol ahoma. W now have
approximately two thousand personnel left in those areas."

"That is not taking into account the American groups who had cone over
to us," a field comrmander pointed out.

"Well, so far, they haven't shown thenselves to be any better agai nst
t he Rebel s than our own highly trained and notivated troops," Hoffnan
replied. "The conmmandi ng general of the Rebel arny, charging out into
the streets with his troops and all of themfighting |ike a pack of
common hooligans. 1've never heard of such a thing. The man nust be
losing his mnd."

"If heis," a field commander said dryly, "I, personally, would like to
be infected with the same di sease.”

"What manner of man is this?" another asked. "To kneel in the bl oody
streets and chat with one of our dying soldiers; lighting a cigarette
for him Ben Raines is a conplex man."

"I wonder if we are not |ike the dog, chasing its tail," Hoffman nused

al oud.
"What do you nean, Field Marshal Hoffnman?"
Sonme of the older officers insisted on calling Herr Hoffrman by that title.

Hof f man shook his head. "It's just a germof an idea, General Cortez.
But it may be a good one."



"I'f you thought of it," another field commander verbally stroked the
field marshal, "of course it will be a good one."

That pl eased Hof fman and he sat down, smoothing his hair with one hand.

Hof f man was very vain about his looks. "I will think about it and |et
you all know when | reach ny decision. If we could pull it
247 off. . ." He let that trail into silence. "It could nean instant

victory for us. Yes. It certainly could."
"Thermopol is says Hoffrman is up to sonething,"” Corrie said, after
recei ving a message fromHQ "Everything is too quiet south of the zone."

"I's that the opinion of our intelligence people or Thermis own opini on?"

"Therm s opi nion."
"Then there m ght be sonething to it," Ben said with a snle. Sonetimes
& got alittle weird in their thinking.

"Thermthinks the NAL may try to make a grab for you, General."

Ben was silent for a mle or so. "I wonder where, why, and how he cane
up with that?"

"I don't know. He didn't say. He did say he was going to share those
t houghts with the other batt comms.™

"Ch, that's wonderful," Ben said. "lke will probably insist upon ne
bei ng surrounded by several battalions. In a castle with a noat."

Ben and his Rebel s had i nspected the now deserted canp of those
turncoats in the national forest. They were | ong gone, but there was no
guestion about it, the nen were professional soldiers and woodsnen. They
left no trace of thenselves behind.

"Not hi ng, General," a scout reported to him "It rained here | ast night
and wi ped out any tracks that m ght have given us a clue."

Ben | eaned agai nst his Hunmer for a nmonent. There was no point in going
off in a blind search. That was a good way to get killed. He needed to
talk to Thermand find out nmore about Thernopolis's theory, or hunch
that a snatch attenpt might be nmade.

248 "All right," Ben said to the scout. "W'll head over toward
McAl ester. The route will be 1 and 63. Take off."

"Right, sir. Gve us a thirty-mnute head start."
"Wl do."

At a tiny ham et about fifteen miles outside MAl ester, they saw an
elderly man nowing his lawn with an ol d push nmower, and Ben halted the
short convoy and wal ked over to the picket fence. The man stopped his
mowi ng and wal ked to the fence. Ben noticed the nan was wearing a
pistol. And by the way he wal ked, he definitely wasn't afraid of them

"We're friendly," Ben assured him

"That bunch that conme through here the other day damn sure wasn't,



sol di er boy."

It had been about four decades since Ben could accurately be called a
boy, and he had to smile at the old man's words. "Ch. Did they do you
any har "

"Ch, no. They were just rude and sort of arrogant acting. Very demandi ng
bunch of assholes."

Ben | aughed. "I don't think they intimdated you one bit."

"Dam sure didn't. Me and wife been here for over fifty years. And we
pl an on dying right here. No bunch of so-called survivalists will make
me take water. You' re General Ben Raines, aren't you?"

"That's right."

"Francis!" the old man bellered. "Cone on out here, old girl. You can
get out from behind that machine gun now It's Ben Raines and the Rebels."

"Machi ne gun?" Ben questioned.

"Yep. CGot five of them Three M60's and two .50 caliber babies. Wen |

saw what was happening to this nation, | bought themon the sly, | did.
Not all at once, mind you, but one at a tinme. Back when noney was worth
about something. | was with a special unit
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Forces. | stayed in the National Guard for thirty years after | got out
of the regular Arny. | do know somret hi ng about weapons," he added with a
smile.

"I imagi ne you do."

Ben met Francis and noticed that she was wearing a pistol. That produced
no feeling of sadness or sorrow for the elderly couple. The old couple
was probably safer now than back when the world was whol e and
governments were still nucking about screw ng up everybody's lives. They
could at |east defend thensel ves now without fear of going to jail for
protecting thensel ves or being sued by a crimnal

"This bunch that canme through here, did they say where they m ght be
headi ng?"

"Not really. But | heard them say sonethi ng about Lake Eufaula. But
that's one hell of a big |ake."

Ben nodded his head. He'd been there, years back. Had a firefight there,
as he recalled. "That bunch is in | eague with a South American Nazi
general who has plans on taking over all of North America.”

"I heard on our shortwave radi o about that jackass. You going to stop
him General ?"

"We're going to try. But I'mvery nuch afraid that the fight wll
eventually be all over North America."

"Well, ne and Francis here are in our eighties. We're in good health,
and plan to live on a few nore years. |If any Nazi son of a bitch comes
knocki ng on our door, he's going to get a whole hell of a lot nore than



he bargained for. I'Il tell you that."
"You want ny medi cal people to | ook you both over while we're here?"

Franci s shook her head. "I was a registered nurse and a surgical nurse,
Ceneral. So far, for a couple of
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"God bl ess you and your troops, Ben Raines,"” the old man said. "I just
wi sh that someone like you had conme al ong before the whol e damm world
bl ew up. We'll include you in our prayers."”

"Thank you."

The man cut his eyes to Jersey, standing with the stock of her CAR on
one hip. "You a little-bitty thing, but you |l ook |ike you know how to
use that M16."

Jersey smiled at him

"She's ny bodyguard," Ben said.

"You got good taste in wonen."

Jersey was bl ushing down to her toenails as they pulled out.

Ben directed the forward scouts to head toward Lake Eufaul a while the
col um would pull up and wait just a few mles south of MAIl ester

"I'f that bunch is hol ed up sonewhere around the | ake," Ben said, "we
coul d spend days | ooking for themand never find them But we can't |et
themslip away. W don't want that bunch at our backs when Hoffman tries
for the border."

The scouts reported back that they could find no trace of the elusive
bunch. "They've got to be naking cold canps, General. W checked out
every snoke, and found only locals, trying to make it."

"The outpost at the head of the | ake?"
"Wped out. Alocal told us this bunch we're after did themin."
"Al'l the nore reason to find them" Buddy said.

"We'll find them" his father said. "Or they'Il find us, if Thermis
correct in his thinking."

"You think they're a major part in this kidnapping theory?"

251 "Yes. But | don't know what part they play. Corrie, get some
choppers up here and let's do an air search. Buddy, clear off an LZ over
in that neadow. "

"You be careful, Ben," Thermtold himin coded nessages. "All regul ar
traffic fromHoffman's area has ceased. We think the plans have been
sent and received and everything is nowin nmotion. It all adds up to a
ki dnappi ng attenpt."

"I can't see it, Therm" was Ben's reply. "This may be only the [ul



before the storm"”

"Negative, Ben. But it's too risky for you to try to make a run for hone
base. Too many miles separate us. & and all batt comms say for you to
digin and sit tight. W have solid info that Hoffnan's people have
SAMS, so we don't want you in the air. The batt conms don't want to have
to override you, Ben. But they will in this case."

"Al'l right, Therm 1'll sit tight."

"It would take a hell of a force to overrun us, Father," Buddy said.
"This little crossroads village is ideal for defense. Wat do Therm and
& base their worries on?"

"I don't know. It's something they picked up and don't want to go on the
air with. 1've got a hunch that Payon has people placed deep in
Hof f man' s organi zation. |'d make a bet they got word out to himand he
sent Thermthe message by courier. That's the only thing that nakes any
sense to ne."

The tiny ham et was nade up of three buildings- an old service station
and bait shop, a small grocery store, and a bar-and about a dozen hones.
It was not on any map that Ben had | ooked at. The Rebel s surroundi ng him
were wel | - equi pped and wel | -supplied. Ben figured they could withstand a
light to noderate attack. Any heavy force could overrun them easily,
simply by sheer numbers. But he didn't think
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Teans of Rebels were racing toward his location at this nonment, so if a
ki dnappi ng attenpt was to be nade, it would be within the next
twenty-four hours. After that, the place would be crawing with Rebels.
"Heavy rain and high winds to the south of us," Corrie reported. "The
choppers have been grounded and this stormis expected to | ast at | east
twel ve hours. It's slow ng up everybody."

"What do you think, Father?" Buddy asked.

"They'll hit us tonight,"” Ben said. "Bet the farmon it."

Dar k and savage-| ooki ng storm cl ouds were gathering to the south and the
west. This part of Cklahoma was going to get a real weather pasting in a
few hours.

The storage tanks of the old service station had | ong been drai ned of
fuel -no danger of anything bl owi ng up-and the buil di ng was solid,
constructed of concrete block. Ben was using it as his CP and living

quarters.

The Rebels were tense as the storm approached them Lightning danced in
t he skies, and several tines funnel clouds appeared, but did not touch down.

"Steady, folks," Ben told his people. "Just settle down. If a funne
cl oud touches down, we'll junp in those old bays in the service area."

"The stormisn't what's maki ng them junpy, General," Jersey told him

"I know, Jersey. | know "



Just before dark the rains came, the sheets of water so intense they
limted vision to only a few yards.

"Here they come!" The shout was faint above the roaring of the storm
"They ..." The wind blew his words away into the darkness.
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W're not going to hold them Ben thought, lifting his M16. W finally
ran out of |uck.

"Ceneral!" Jersey screaned

Ben turned and took the butt of a rifle on the chin. The last thing he
renenbered was falling into a black pit.

256 Book Three

They were going to |l ook at war, the red ani mal-war, the bl ood-swollen god.
St ephen Crane
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When Ben finally regai ned consci ousness, he did not nove or open his
eyes. He lay as still as possible in the covered bed of the noving truck
and tried to ascertain whether he was alone in the rear conpartnent. He
couldn't tell. If he was being guarded, the guards weren't very

tal kative or they were asleep. Hi s hands were bound behind his back

with rope it felt like, but his feet were free.

Bad mi st ake, people, Ben thought.

The truck slowed, then pulled off the road and onto the shoul der. Ben
lay with his eyes closed and heard the canvas flap being jerked open and
the tailgate | owered

"l guess Sternholder got it all in him" a voice said. "He said to check
himin about six hours. If he was still out, he'd be out well after we
hit the Arkansas line."

The Arkansas line? Ben thought. The Arkansas |line was no nore than
seventy mles fromwhere the Rebel s had been holed up. Mist be a

sl ow assed truck

"We' |l check him again when we get to Siloam Springs. That's about an
hour off."

258 Extrenme northwest Arkansas, Ben thought.
Ben felt the man crawl up into the bed of the truck and then a sharp tug
on his hands. "The tether rope is strong. He's not going anywhere. Let's

take a piss and get gone. Mountain Honme is a | ong ways from here."

"It's only about a hundred and sixty mles from Siloam Springs to the
base canp. And these roads are pretty good."

"Come on, you guys!" another voice added. "Let's nove!"

"Keep your pants on, Cord. You just stay behind us and keep your eyes open."



So a vehicle was following them That nmade it even worse, Ben thought.

The tail gate was sl anmed cl osed and the canvas flap tied in place.
Seconds |l ater, the truck lurched forward.

Ben opened his eyes and |l et themadjust to the dimlight coming fromthe
cab. H's hands were numb fromthe tight ropes that bound his wists. He
pulled his legs up and felt for the sheath knife that he wore buckled to
his right boot. Naturally, it was gone. He expected that. That's why he
wore it there. So they would take that and not | ook any further

He pulled his trouser leg out of his boot and felt for the top of the
thin stiletto bl ade he carried in a pocket sewn inside all his boots. No
handl e, just a very thin, razor-sharp bl ade about three inches long. It
was there. He worked his fingers to get some feeling back in themjust
as he felt he might pass out again. \Woever Sternhol der was, he had
gotten enough of the juice in himto screw up Ben's thinking. He fought
the feeling of falling into blackness, and after a nmoment, it passed. He
deliberately put all thoughts

259 of his teamfromhis mnd. This was no tine to think about them
He pulled the blade fromits pocket, being careful not to cut hinself,

and tucked it under one leg, laying on it. He was so damm weak. Then the
knockout shot began working on himagain and he faded.

Voi ces woke him "Goddammit, | said to check himat the line, you asshole!"
"I forgot and you were asleep. Hell, man, ook at him He hasn't even
noved. " Ben heard sonething click; probably a flashlight. "See, the

ropes are still tight and the tether rope is secure.™

"All right, all right. W're about seventy-five mles from hone. You
sleep and I'Il drive. Two hours fromnow, we'll have hot food and a warm
bed. "

Ben did a slow three hundred and sixty count after they were once nore
rolling. Time enough for the passenger to fall asleep and for Ben to
make sure he was thinking clearly and wasn't going to pass out again.

Then he couldn't find the goddamm bl ade.

He carefully searched all around him then shifted and searched that
area. Nothing. He heard sonething click and in the dimlight saw the
bl ade. It had bounced off the side of the bed as they rounded a curve.

Ben went to work on his ropes, cutting his outer wists and hands half a
dozen times in the process. It took himabout half an hour to cut

t hrough his bonds. His fingers were so nunb the bl ade kept falling from
his grasp. A half hour had passed. Ben knew this country, had once
seriously considered buying property in this neck of the woods. They
shoul d be close to Harrison by now, naybe even past it. He didn't have
to open the canvas to see if the truck behind themwas still there. The
lights were bright
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in the norning. He put his blade back in its pocket and stretched out on
the bed floor to think about his situation.



Then he noticed that the lights of the truck behind himwere gone. You
idiot! he thought. O course. The damm road is a wi nding one. There are
many spots where you'll have ten or fifteen seconds to junp w thout
bei ng seen.

He rubbed his sore wists and nunb fingers until the feeling returned.

He parted the rear curtains just a fraction of an inch and saw that the
truck followi ng them had backed off. It appeared to be heavily | oaded as
it |abored up the steep grade. The truck in which he was riding was

sl owing down too as it nmade its way up the grade. Then Ben felt them
entering a curve. The truck followi ng themwas out of sight. He jerked
open the curtains, held on as he fastened the rope back in place, and
junped, hitting the ground hard and rolling off the shoulder. He was in
brush i medi ately, for the area was grown up all around him

The fall knocked the wind fromhim bruised his |leg, and cut his hand.
He lay still as the last truck rolled past him then painfully stood up
and linmped to the edge of the road. He alnost ran into a road sign, now
all rusted and al nost inpossible to read. YELLVILLE, 1 MLE

As cl ose as he could renmenber, he was about twenty-five mles from
Mountain Hone. And one mile fromYellville. He started wal ki ng, staying
close to the edge of the brush. He still wasn't thinking as clearly as
he woul d like to, but he knew his mnd was slowy returning to normal.

There were things he could not understand about
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| oosely guarded? And what the hell was he going to find when he got to
Mount ai n Hone?

He heard a vehicle coming toward himfromthe east and slipped into the
brush. The old truck rattled past and Ben began | ooki ng around, feeling
around, for a staff. He found a wist-thick |inmb about four feet |ong
and once nore stepped out onto the shoul der of the road. Soon the dark
shapes of buildings cane up on himas he approached the small town. The
cool mountain air and the wal k had helped to clear his head and Ben felt
he was very close to one hundred percent.

Voi ces stopped him froze him and then sent him stepping into the
shadows of an old building. He waited.

"I wonder what the big news is?" the voice drifted to Ben

"l reckon we'll know in a few hours," the second nan said. "Runor is

t hey grabbed Ben Rai nes."

"I"ll believe that when | see it. You gonna get sone rest 'fore we pul
out ?"

"Naw. | got a few hours' sleep. | think I'll have ne a snmoke and wait
til the mess opens for coffee.”

"Be fun watchin' Jackman torture Raines, won't it?"

"It will be for me. | hate that son of a bitch. He run ne out of
Loui si ana few years back. Killed ny en-tar famly."

"Wake me up at dawn and we'll ride over together."



"Il do 'er.

The man wal ked away and di sappeared into the darkness. Ben could see
that both nmen were arned.

Step over here, you half-wit, Ben thought. 1'll bend
262 this pole around your red neck

The man who hated Ben Rai nes wal ked toward the buil ding. He squatted
down and rolled hima snoke. A match flared and Ben noved, know ng the
man's ni ght vision had just been destroyed. He brought the staff down on
the man's head, and redneck #2 hit the pea gravel w thout naking a
sound. Ben dragged himto the side of the building, jerked out the man's
sheath knife, and cut his throat. He took the nman's weapon, an Uzi, and
stripped off the web belt, which held a Beretta 9nm pistol and clip
pouch. The man carried five full clips for the Uzi in a canvas pouch

Ben slung that.

He dragged the body around to the rear of the building and dunped it in
a ditch, then returned to the side of the building and kicked dirt and
gravel over the dark bl oodstains. Then Ben got the hell out of there.

I ke's face was tight with grief and anger as he inspected the battle
site south of McAlester. They hadn't lost this many Rebels in the taking
of the Hawaiian chain. Over fifty dead. Corrie, Jersey, Beth, and
Cooper, all wounded. Buddy had taken a slug through the shoul der

And Ben had been captured.

To further conplicate matters, the heavy rains had prevented any of the
survivors from know ng which direction the kidnappers had gone, and

t here had been no radi o messages from Hof f man's Anerica-based allies. It
was going to be like looking for a needle in a haystack

But the news of Ben's capture did not have the effect upon the Rebels
that Herr Hoffrman had planned. It didn't denoralize them It just pissed

263 themoff to the core.

"Goddam you, Hoffman," lke swore. "I swear if there is a God in Heaven,
I"mgoing to stick the nmuzzle of my CAR up your Nazi ass and enpty a clip."
"Thermopolis on the horn, General,"
wants a damage report."

| ke's radi o-operator called. "He

"Tell himit's bad," lke replied. "Real bad." Hang on, Ben, I|ke thought.
Hang on, man

At first light, Ben found a small cave, and after checking it carefully
for bears or snakes or panthers, he crawl ed inside and | ay down. He was
exhausted and hungry. He had found a small spring and satisfied his
thirst with the cold water, but he was very hungry. He closed his eyes
and let his tense and sore nuscles rel ax.

When he opened his eyes, he was startled to find he had slept nore than
ei ght hours. Hs strength had returned, but he was hungry enough to eat
just about anything. He crawmed to the mouth of the small cave and | ay
still, listening for any alien sound. Birds were singing and squirrels



were chattering.
Ben crawl ed out into the mddl e of the afternoon and checked his bearings.

He had been followi ng a neandering creek (Crooked Creek) as it wound
eastward, and assuned the creek would eventually enpty into the Wite
River. He would follow it as long as he could, or until it made no sense
to continue the tw sting and turning.

He wal ked for half an hour until comng to a gravel road. He knelt by
the road and wat ched and |istened. The old road ran north and south.
North woul d take himback to the hi ghway. He turned
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the little burrowi ng bastards would begin to give himfits in a few
hours, but it couldn't be helped. He bellied down at the sounds of a
vehicle coming up the road fast, fromthe south. Three men and a wonan
in an old Cadillac roared up the road, kicking up clouds of dust.

Had to be a house down this road. Ben wal ked on. Ten mnutes later, a
hone cane into view Please, no dogs, Ben sent out a silent prayer. And
no one at hone.

He got one out of two. Well, he thought, as the dog started barking, |'m
batting five hundred. It was a black |ab, and Ben softly called to it,
hol di ng out one hand fromthe edge of the tinber. The dog | ooked at him
suspi ciously, then wagged its tail and came to Ben

"How you doing, feller?" Ben asked, petting the I ab. The dog |icked his
hands and face and then went trotting off into the woods to play.

Ben eased up to the rear of the house and paused, listening. He could
hear no sound frominside. Taking a deep breath, he stepped up onto the
back porch and opened the door. The house was silent. Quickly inspecting
the rooms, Ben found a cache of survival food and in another room an
arsenal . He picked up one of half a dozen backpacks and two canteens. He
found 9mm rounds and clips for an Uzi. He took a blanket and a ground
sheet and a box of waterproof and w ndproof matches. He carefully

sel ected survival packages of food and a small first aid kit froma box
that contained dozens of them He took fresh socks froma cardboard box
and cl ean underwear still wrapped in plastic. Fruit of the Loom He
found soap and took a fresh bar.

He prowl ed the house, being careful not to disturb
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supremacy. Ben wasn't that hard up for reading material

There were several |oaves of fresh-baked bread on the table, covered
with a clean white cloth, and the bread snelled so damm good Ben want ed
desperately to take one, but he knew better. He did pause |ong enough to
eat a bow of stew fromthe pot on the stove, and carefully washed out
the bow and spoon, replacing themexactly where he had found them

He | eft the house, closing the back door, and headed for the creek. Now
he woul d make it. Now he would get cleaned up, eat sone nore, clean out
the cuts on his wists and hands, and then he would go raise sone hel
with this Jackman person. He had found cases of grenades and hooked hal f
a dozen onto a battle harness and put half a dozen more in his pack



He | ooked around for the dog, but the lab was off in the woods, having
fun. "Luck to you, boy," Ben nmuttered. He still had refused to think
about his team back in Cklahoma. There would be time for that |ater

Ben returned to the creek and followed it for a couple of mles. He
found a dandy spot for a canp and after carefully checking it out, took
a quick bath and changed into fresh clothing, fromthe skin out. He had
found sets of tiger-stripe and had taken one. He filled his canteens and
dropped in water-purification tablets. Then he treated the cuts on his
hands and wists. He filled up the extra clips and took down his Uzi,
cleaning it carefully. He checked the knife he'd taken fromthe dead
redneck and found it to be honed to a razor edge. Only then did he eat
and stretch out, unfolding a map of Arkansas he'd
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guarding it.

He woul d | eave the creek south and west of Gassville and work north,
crossing the highway and staying on the north side of it until he
reached Mountain Home. There had been a Rebel outpost at Muntai n Home.
Qoviously it had been overrun and now served as a base, or CP for this
Jackman person.

"You screwed up, Jackman, Hof frman, or whoever put the grab on ne," Ben
nmuttereed. "You screwed up bad."

Ben was free, in a manner of speaking, but still in a hard bind, and
knew it. Even if he could get to a radio powerful enough to transmt
hundreds of miles, he couldn't afford to call in to HQ for Jacknman's

men woul d be scanning all frequencies. Once he gave out his |ocation
Jackman's nen woul d hunt himdown |ike an animal.

He heard the sound of a |lowflying plane and slipped back under the
overhang a few yards fromthe creek. He waited under the plane was gone
bef ore again stepping out. The search was on, but Jackman had a | ot of
territory to cover.

Ben rolled up in his blanket and went to sl eep.

He was up |l ong before dawn and restl ess, wanting to get noving, but
knowi ng that stunbling around in the dark would be a stupid thing to do.
He used a heat tab under his canteen cup to heat water for coffee and
drank the hot bitter brew that had been packed for the U S. Arny years
back. It tasted like shit snells. And the tablet-purified water didn't
hel p any. But it was hot and Ben supposed it still had caffeine in it
after all the years.

He was noving at first light, followi ng the creek and staying in the
brush or very close to it. He stopped often to listen and carefully
check his
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the closer he drew to the road, the nore cauti ous he nust becone.

The closer to any artery, the nore people he would have to avoid. He
cane to an ol d bl ackt opped road and squatted in the brush beside it.
Directly across fromhis position was a hone made of native stone. The
[ awn was all grown up into weeds, and one porch support post had given
way and col | apsed. He stepped out of the brush, then ducked back

qui ckly. He had al nbst nade a fatal m stake.



About five hundred yards north of his position he had spotted a

roadbl ock. He headed south toward a long curve in the road, which would
prevent those at the roadbl ock fromseeing him and checked it out. All
clear both ways. He darted across the highway and into the brush. He
foll owed the creek several nmore mles and then cut straight north.

That ni ght he canped in tinber on the side of a hill overlooking a

| ovely neadow. He felt pretty good; snug even. He had crossed Hi ghway 62
just after dark and had crossed the Wiite River bridge in the back of a
bob truck full of vegetables. He had ridden the truck for mles unti

the driver had slowed for a turn on H ghway 126 north. Ben left the
truck carrying a watermel on under each arm

He was about four mles from Mountain Hone and full of waternel on

Ben was in his fifth day of not shaving, and was begi nning to grow a
respectabl e beard. He had discarded his tiger-stripe uniformfor a pair
of jeans and dark shirt he had stolen froma clothesline early that day.
He had found a terrible-looking old hat with a wide floppy brim and,
after giving it a good dunking in a creek, now wore that. At a distance,
he | ooked |ike just a down-on-his-luck bum

268 He watched the lights cone on in Muntain Honme. The Rebel s had
gotten the electricity back on and now Jackman and his crud were using it.

Ben chuckl ed darkly in the night. "Have fun, Jacknan,
t he darkness. "Tonorrow | start pulling your plug.”

he whi spered to
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Ben had worked close to town and knew wi t hout any doubt that Jackman's
men had taken over the place. It was real easy to tell: the Nazi
swasti ka coul d be seen everywhere one | ooked. There were a | ot of

bl ack-shirts in evidence as well, and only those troops and the

canmi e-cl ad nen of Jackman's carried weapons.

"Fair game," Ben nmuttered. "Now | start having some fun." He was
crouched inside an old fast-food restaurant and peering out through a
crack in the boarded-up wi ndows. He snmiled, a grimcurving of his |ips.
Cone the night, darkness was not the only thing that was going to fall.

A wal ki ng patrol of two heavily armed nen stopped in the shade of the
buil ding to snoke and tal k. Ben |i stened.

"I ain't never seen Jackman so pissed. | thought he was gonna shoot them
ol boys who was bringin" Raines in."

"Me, too. At least | heard he was pissed. I"'mglad | wasn't around."
"You think Ben Raines is around this area?"

"Hell, no. Man, he's workin' south toward his own

270 people. He's a hundred nmiles fromhere by now "

"That's what | think, too. You going to the citizen-hangin' tonorrow?"

"Wuldn't miss it for the world. Folks got to learn if they collaborate
with the eneny, they gonna get hung."



"Dam shane to hang that fine-lookin' piece of ass. Jackman coul d have
give her to us."

Laughi ng, the nen noved on.
"Umm " Ben said.

For reasons that were still unknown to Ben, years back, when the plague
had run its course and the final collapse of governnents cane about
shortly afterward, many jails and prisons were destroyed. Most
courthouses were bl own up or burned. Perhaps it was to destroy public
records and erase past crines. Ben never had been able to figure that
out. But on this night, it would prove to be a good thing, for the six
peopl e who were to be hanged the followi ng norning were being held in an
old notel on Hi ghway 62. Ben had |earned that by listening to people
talk as they wal ked past his hiding place during the day. Two wonen and
four men.

By nine o' clock that night, Ben was Ilying in the tall grass about a
hundred yards fromthe notel

It was easy to see which rooms were being used as cells. The big w ndows
had been renmoved and bars were in their place. Directly in front of the

hol di ng rooms, about fifty yards out, was a sandbagged machi ne-gun nest,
manned by two men. Three arnmed guards patrolled the wal kway in front of

the converted roons.

"I got to piss," one of the machi ne gunners said. "Be right back."

"Take your time," his buddy told him "Bring us back sone coffee and a
doughnut, will you? After
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H s buddy gave himthe bird and wal ked off into the gl oom

Ben slipped through the soft wet grass and worned his way down the
enbankment and snaked his way to the rear of the sandbags. Wth one
qui ck movenent, he grabbed the man's long hair, cut his throat, and
gently let the chin go forward until it was resting on the man's chest.
The next part was going to be tricky.

The second machi ne gunner cane wal ki ng back, both hands full of coffee
cups. Ben hoped he could sal vage at |east one of the cups. He needed a

cup of coffee.

The sandbags were about three feet high and Ben lay close to the rear
bags. The guard cane up and stood for a nonent.

"Jesus Christ, Denny. Jackman come by here and see you sleepin' it'd be

your ass in a sling. | told you to stop layin' out with that damm woman.
She's sappin' all your strength."” He sat the cups on the top of the bags
and stepped into the square. "Go on and sleep. I'lIl jab you if | need you."

Ten seconds later, all he needed was a good record with the Lord.
Sonet hi ng Ben doubted he had.

Ben | ay behind the bags and ate the doughnut and drank both cups of



cof fee, even though one had creamin it and Ben |iked his coffee black
wi th one sugar.

Working very carefully, glancing over at the wal king guards every few
seconds, Ben rempved the pistol belts fromeach man, their battle
harnesses, and took their M 16s.

Now it was going to get dicey.

He slipped back into the tall grass and worked his way to the end of the
not el grounds. He stashed
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in the hell he was going to do now.

"I got to go shit," one of the guards said. "That greasy crap that ny
wife fixed for supper is workin' on ne hard."

"Go crap over yonder behind ny car. If Jackman comes up, we can say you
was checkin' out a noise."”

Ben smiled. Cone on, come on. He was pleased to see the man was about
his height and had a dark stubble of beard. It mght work. It just m ght
wor k.

The guard was noani ng and hol ding his stonmach as he approached the car
He funbled with his battle harness and laid it aside, then tore open his
belt and dropped his trousers. The only relief he got was the bl ade of a
knife tearing into his back and ripping upward as a hard hand cl anped
over his nmouth. Ben picked up the man's fallen beret and plopped it on
his own head. He waited a few m nutes, then stood up, wal king slowy
toward the notel. Several cars drove past and the last one pulled in.

As the car was pulling in, the driver called, "Hey, Fuller. Cone over
here. | got a message from Jackman." He pulled the car past the corner
of the building and out of sight.

Go on, Fuller, Ben silently urged. Go on.
Ful l er went, |eaving just the one guard.

""Bout tinme you got back," the guard said as Ben wal ked up. The man's
eyes w dened and he opened his mouth to yell

Ben's knife, which he had been holding close to his right leg, flashed
inthe dimlight and the guard went down, blood spurting fromhis torn
throat. Ben tore the ring of keys fromthe man's belt and funbled wth
the keys for precious seconds until he found the right one. He pushed
open the door and stood for a few
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her the keys.

"Cet the others and get down to the end of the parking lot," he told
her. "Move. Quickly now. There are guns at the front of that old
Mercury. Move!"

"Who are you?" she breathed. Then her eyes w dened. "My God. Genera
Rai nes. "



"Move, darling," Ben said. He heard a car pulling out. "We're all out of
time. Move, goddammt!"

He ran to the edge of the building and knocked Fuller sprawing to the
concrete. A kick to the head put Fuller out of it for along tine. If
his skull wasn't fractured, he'd have one hell of a headache for a day
or so.

Ben ripped the battle harness fromhimand took off the web belt

contai ning pistol and clips. He ran back to the hol ding rooms. The wonan
had unl ocked the doors and the prisoners were standing outside, all of

t hem | ooki ng dazed and scared and slightly confused.

"Move!" Ben called in a hoarse whisper. "Let's get the hell out of
here." He tossed the M 16, web belt, and amb pouch to a man and pushed
the others toward the far end of the parking lot.

Then Lady Luck lifted her skirts and crapped all over everybody.

A car pulled in, the headlights highlighting themall. "Hey!" a man
yel l ed, and fl oorboarded the old Cadillac. Ben |eveled the Uzi and gave
the windshield half a clip. The car slewed to one side and went crashing
into the lower |evel of the notel

"Go!" Ben yelled. "Into that field and keep going straight."

"No," the wonman said. "I know where to go."

"Lead the way, then. But for God's sake, nove!"
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and headlights of fast-noving cars and trucks were darting in al
directions behind them

They ran until Ben thought his sides would bust open. Wen they reached
a deserted and nearly burned out old subdivision, the woman st opped and

they all bent over, gasping for breath.

"I can't do it, Ann," a man about Ben's age said, bending over and

hol ding his sides. "I can't go on."

"Come on, Larry," the woman urged. "It's not that nuch further.”

"Let's go," Ben said. "So we all drop dead of a heart attack. Beats
hangi ng any day. We'll walk for a mnute then run for a mnute. Lead the
way, Ann."

She | ed themthrough a naze of burned homes and rubble. They crossed a
creek and rested for a nonent.

"Nanes, " Ben said.
"I'"'m Ann," the woman whose beauty had stopped Ben for a few seconds back
at the notel. "That's Larry, Paul, David, and Frank. This is Carol. W

heard you were dead, Ceneral ."

"Greatly exaggerated and very premature," Ben said with a snmle. "D d
Hof f man fi nd our weapons cache here?"

"What weapons cache?" Frank asked.



Ben chuckl ed. "Conme on. Let's find us a place to hole up for the night
and then we'll really start doing sone damage. Lead the way, Ann."

They skirted another |ine of darkened houses and crossed an open neadow,
all of them keeping | ow. They crossed another creek and then heard the
bayi ng of bl oodhounds behind them

"Shit!" Ben said. "I mght have known these ol' boys woul d have those.
W find us some transporta-
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"Secondary road just up ahead," David said. "But how will you get a
vehi cl e?"

"I's there a curfew on?"
"You bet. No one but Jackman's people are allowed out after dark."

"That makes it easy then,’
driver."

Ben told the small group. "W just kill the

At the road, Ben notioned the others down into a ditch and he squatted
beside the road in brush. The first vehicle was a small car and he | et
that go past. Then a pickup truck canme driving slowy toward them
traveling no nore than five nmles an hour, a spotlight on the passenger
side searching the ditches. Wen the vehicle drew even with Ben, he put
hal f a dozen slugs through the open wi ndow. The driver nmust have had his
left foot on the brake pedal, for the truck stopped abruptly, then
started noving forward slowy.

Ben junped out of the brush and jerked open the door, dragging the dead
driver out and dunping himon the blacktop. He got behind the wheel and
st opped the truck.

"CGet their weapons,"” he told the group. "And get in.

Ann and Frank got in the cab with Ben, the others in the open bed of the
truck. "Lay down," Ben told those in the rear. "This could get wild
before it gets better.”

"You're a cold one," Ann told him her hazel eyes on Ben

"I"'malive," Ben replied, then dropped the transm ssion into drive and
took of f. "Wich way?"

"Stay on this road until | tell you to turn. W'll head out into the
hills. It's a no-man' s-land out there. That's where the resistance is
| ocated. Jackman's
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"Does this take us out to the airport?"

"Right past it. But the airport is no longer in use. Jackman uses
anot her strip south of here.”

"Good," Ben said with a smle. "The airport is where the supplies are
cached. They were nodernizing it when the Great War hit. After the



col l apse of Tri-States, we hid supplies all over the nation."
"How cone we weren't told of that?" Frank asked.

"I'f you didn't know, you couldn't have tal ked under torture."

"Makes sense," Frank said. "I guess."
A vehicle roared past them the driver slamed on his brakes, and spun
around in the road.

"Open fire on that vehicle,"” Ben shouted to those in the rear

The night roared with automatic-weapons fire and the car behind them
left the road and crashed into a huge old tree. If there were any
survivors, they posed no i medi ate threat. Ben drove on into the night.
At the old abandoned airport, Ben whipped in and drove to a hangar
par ki ng i nsi de.

"Are you insane?" Carol yelled fromthe rear of the truck. "W' ve got to
get away!"

"Running away is not sonething | do well,"” Ben told her and the others.
"You people find something to dig with. Mve!"

Ben ran to the old office building, which had been gutted by fire years
back. Ben centered hinself at the building and wal ked ten steps.

"We'|l dig here," he said, as Larry handed hima shovel with half its
handl e broken off.

A few frantic nmnutes later, Ben's shovel hit netal. He pried open the
cleared lid and started handi ng out boxes to the group. "Load the truck
and then neet me back at the road." He opened a | ong box. "Ann,
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"LAW?" Paul questioned.

"You got it," Ben said. "Conme on, Ann."

"Well, I'lIl just be damed," Paul said.

"Some of Jackman's people soon will be,” Ben told him and took off at a
run for the road. He could see fast-approaching lights in the distance.

"It's going to be close,” Ann panted by his side.

"Close only counts in horseshoes and hand grenades,"” Ben replied,
kneeling down in the center of the highway. He pulled the safety pins

and extended the inner tube, cocking the LAW "Stand cl ear and have

anot her one ready for me," he told Ann, shoul dering the LAWand sighting in.

"Jesus," Ann said. "Fire the dam thing!"
"Too far away. They'll be in range in about five seconds."
Ben did a slow count and fired the 66mm rocket. The | ead car exploded in

flames and the driver of the car behind it jamed on his brakes. But it
was too cl ose. The second vehicle slamed into the burning nass of



twisted metal just as Ben fired the second rocket. The roadway was
turned into a blazing death trap, the explosion blow ng part of a body

t hrough the shattered wi ndshield. Athird vehicle tried to get the hel
gone fromthat area, the driver attenpting a state trooper turnaround in
the road, and the vehicle stalled out, exposing its right side for a
nonment. That was all the tinme that Ben needed. He fired a third LAW No
one woul d be using that highway for a while.

"Bye-bye, assholes,"” Ben said, standing up just as the now heavily-Iaden
truck pulled up.

"W got nmost of it and piled | unber and other stuff over the hole,"
David said. "I don't think they'Il findit."

278 "W have ot her caches around the area," Ben said, getting into the
back. "Let's go find sonmeplace safe to rest and have sonmething to eat.
Excitenent al ways makes me hungry."

Ann shook her head at his words. "Everything | ever heard about himis
true.”
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They snell ed the snmoke before they saw the flames. Then they heard the
expl osions. Frank turned off on a weeded-up country road, drove a couple
of mles, and pulled onto what had once been a | oggi ng road and brought
the truck to a halt.

"Jackman's people have hit the resistance camp fromthe north," Ann
said. "We told themit wasn't safe. W suggested they nove their
operations further north, up into Mssouri. They wouldn't listen."

Ben nodded his head, then realized the nod could not be seen in the

night. "Doesn't matter now. W're on our own and we'd better accept that."

Carol sank to the cool earth. "Sometinmes | just want to give up."

"When you decide to do that, Carol,"” Ben told her, "do it w thout ne.
You're all just tired and scared and desperate and probably hungry, too.
I know |l am Hell, folks, I've been in a lot worse jams than this. Now
get a flashlight out of one of those boxes and show ne on a county map
where we are. There are maps in with the other stuff."

A map and flashlight were found and Ann poi nted
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"Ch, well, good," Ben replied cheerfully. "About a mle fromhere is an
ol d | ong- abandoned sawnr ||, right?"

"That's right," Frank said. "How did you know about that?"

"That's where we put the |argest cache of supplies |ong before we
resettled the town."

"Radi os?" Paul asked.
"No. The batteries would be worthless after this long a tine, anyway."

"The food?"



"Maybe. | think so. We'll soon know. Cone on. Let's unload this truck
and hi de what supplies we can't carry. After that's done, nove the truck
up the road a good nile or so. Wo'll volunteer to do that?"

Larry rai sed his hand.

"Fine. W'll wait for you right here.”

When Larry rejoined the group, Ann took the point and they noved out
down the now barely recognizable old road. At the old sawrill, Ben told
themall to relax, eat, and get some rest. They would dig up the second
cache in the nmorning. They all wondered why he was smiling as he patted

one of the boxes fromthe truck

"Plastic explosives," Ben said. "C4. Wth all the necessary dodads to
make it go boom whenever we want it to."

"What's that thing?" Ann asked, pointing.

"Radi o-control | ed detonator."

"I thought you said we didn't have any radios," Carol said.

"We don't. Not the kind you're thinking of. But we
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make it go bang." He grinned like a little boy who had just found a

whol e box of Oreo cookies.

"You're just not a bit worried,"” Ann said, |ooking strangely at Ben
"This is ... you're actually | ooking forward to this, aren't you?"

"Sure," Ben said brightly. "Way not? We're free. W're just as
wel | -armed as those we're facing. W have food, water, plenty of

weapons, |ots of ammp and expl osi ves, clean clothes, soap that |I'm going
touseinalittle while to take a bath down at the creek, and nedica

supplies that I'"'mgoing to use to help kill all these goddamm chi ggers
on ne!"

"Ceneral," David said, "we are surrounded by several thousand eneny
troops. Troops of Jackman and bl ack-shirts from South Anerica. | mean,

we are compl etely surrounded, General Raines. W're in a really |ousy
position."

Ben smiled and patted himon the shoul der. "Relax, David. After we dig
up the other supplies, then we'll take a bath, and get the grinme off us,
and then I'Il show you how seven peopl e can successfully take on fifty
ti mes that nunber and win."

"Wn," Ann repeated. "You really think that seven of us are going to win
agai nst five hundred tines that nunber?"

"Ch, sure," Ben said. "Piece of cake."

The others, none of themtrai ned Rebels, |ooked at himas if he were
total ly bananas.

Ben worked on the M 16s, attaching 40mm al unmi num bl oop tubes in place of
the forestocks, the nodification on each weapon taki ng about twenty



m nutes. "This |l ever here on the |left side rel eases the
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The magazine is your handgrip when using the bl oop tube. Wth the ML6A2
rifle the bl oop tube has an effective range of about 460 meters. This

Uzi here is just a dandy weapon, but fromnow on, I'Il be carrying a
rifle with a bloop tube just like the rest of you. Believe ne when | say
t hat when the seven of us pull out of here, we will have anbng us sone

awesomne firepower. We're going to be traveling light on food and heavy
on weapons. For the next several nights, we're going to be caching

equi prent all around Mountain Home and nmappi ng out | ocations where we
can duck in and hide. Now then, enlighten ne. | knew that back before
the G eat War there were a lot of survivalist groups in this area, but |
didn't know the majority were Nazis."

"They weren't," Ann said. "Mst were just guys who liked to dress up
like soldiers and shoot guns. Al of us grew up in this area. Wen the
Rebel s declared it an outpost, we all returned and |ife was good for
several years." She | ooked at Frank

"Then it turned to shit," Frank said. "Very quietly and very subtly,
Hof f man began sendi ng people in. They were snmooth and |ikabl e and wor ked
hard. We had no idea of the number and certainly had no idea that they
were planning a takeover. One day we | ooked up and Jackman and his bunch
just began slaughtering the few Rebels who were stationed here. It's
like you said, Ceneral: we're not trained professional Rebels. W're
teachers and carpenters and pharmaci sts and so forth. W've all had a
little training with weapons. We know how to use them have used them
and will again. We're a ... little bit nore expert now But Jackman j ust
rolled over us."

"Well, folks," Ben said. "W're about to start doing sone rolling
ourselves. Rock and roll."
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possi bl e hi dey-hol es. Several tinmes Jackman's patrols cane within a few
yards of where they lay, but always they wal ked on.

"They're scared and being overcautious,"” Ben told the small group. "But
| don't understand why they're not using the dogs."

"They're probably using themover in the | ake area, east of us," Larry
said. "That would be ny guess. They've caught a | ot of people who tried
to hide over in that area.”

Ben nodded and returned to his map. They were going to strike this night.
"Intelligence has broken the code!" Ike was informed. "Ben's alive and
is reported working with resistance groups sonewhere. But we don't know
where. Wiy doesn't the general radio in to us?"

"Il tell you why," Chase grunbl ed. "Because he's having a ball, that's
why. He's running around sonewhere playing a m ddl e-aged Ranbo, bl owi ng

t hi ngs up and taking chances, and shooting peopl e and enjoying the hel
out of it. He doesn't have to listen to us bitch at him about it."

"He wouldn't do that," Rebet protested.

"The hell he wouldn't," Thernopolis said. "That's exactly what he's doing."



"Well," lke said, surprisingly easy on Ben. "There is this, too: Ben
m ght not have access to a radio. And even if he did, if | was in his
boots, | wouldn't use one for fear of being tracked. |I think I like ny
version better, folks." Ike smled. "But you're right, Lamar. Ben is
havi ng fun."
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grass. "A nice short and fat colum. Spread out and get ready. You say
they nove a ot of anmo and gear up north, Ann?"

"Yes. Beefing up their friends who are in the tinber just across the
line. Getting even a light plane into those areas is just about inpossible."

Ben smiled and screwed the cylinder containing rocket propellant into

the warhead section of the 40mmrocket. He | oaded the round, uncovered

t he nosecap, and pulled the pin. He lifted the old RPG 7 to his shoul der
and sighted in. "Conme on, you goose-stepping bastards. Come to the Eagle."

There were eight trucks in the colum, and they were running cl ose
together. "Stupid," Ben said, and pulled the trigger

The rocket inpacted against the side of the slow noving | ead vehicle and
it blew The truck must have been carrying hi gh expl osives, for the

expl osi on rocked the ground. The rest of Ben's team began firing their

bl oop tubes, with surprising accuracy, Ben noted, and the entire convoy
was bl azi ng and bl owi ng within seconds.

"Let's get the hell gone!" Ben said.

They ran back into the brush, and as they left the brush heading for a
hi dey-hol e, a patrol of black-shirts rounded a curve in the old ani nal
trail. They were as surprised as Ben's team but slightly slower in
reacting.

Ann, Carol, and Frank fired 40nmrockets at the now bunched-up patrol as
Ben, Larry, Paul, and David opened up with automatic fire. They left the
patrol dead and dying on the cool ground and vani shed.
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Back and forth before the swastika hanging on the wall. "Goddanmit, you
mean to tell ne that six or seven people are out there screwing up this
entire operation and you trained soldiers can't contain then®"

H s commanders sat in silence. They could do little else, for Jackman
was telling the truth.

Jackman paced back and forth before the Nazi flag. "W capture the
conmandi ng general of the Rebel arny and ny people don't have sense
enough to place an adequate guard on the man. That sane man then frees
six prisoners fromholding pens and in the process kills every guard at
the facility. What the hell were the guards doing, standing around with
their thunbs up their asses? Two nights ago they attack a convoy
ferrying supplies to the north. Wped out. That sanme ni ght they anbush a
bl ack-shirt patrol. Wped out. The next day they destroy a sentry post,
bl ow up a storage area, and anbush one of our patrols. That night they

l aunch a rocket attack agai nst a barracks. The next day this pissy-assed
little band of mal contents, being | ed by a m ddl e-aged man, shoot down a
plane as it was taking off and then proceed to shell the new airfield.
Then that night they kill nmore than fifty of our people. Goddammit, do
sormet hi ng! "



"Do what, M. Jackman?" the conmmander of the black-shirts stationed in
that area asked. "They are successful because of their small size. And
they are being led by a man who is probably the forenpst expert in
guerrilla warfare in all the world. I was surprised that Ben Raines did
not call his forces in to crush us here. Then it dawned on ne why he had
not done so. The man is having fun."

Jackman's eyes bugged and his face reddened with
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"Yes," the black-shirt commander said calmMy. "Fun. W know from many,
many intelligence reports over the years on Ben Raines that his own
peopl e place restrictions, or at least attenpt to place them on his
nmoverments. He is a true conbat soldier. He Iong ago found the 'high'
that comes with intense conbat. The rush that hottens the bl ood when
faced with danger. And a great many of his troops are like himin that
respect. That's what nakes the Rebels such a formi dable force. Yes, M.
Jackman, General Ben Raines is having fun."

The field phone jangled, and Jackman grabbed it and |listened for a
nmonent. Then he held the phone out at armis length and stared at it. He
| ooked as though he wanted to smash the instrument. Wth a great deal of
effort, Jackman managed to restrain his baser enotions and gently

sl i pped the phone back into its base. He | ooked at the bl ack-shirt
commander .

"Raines and his . . . teamjust attacked a twenty-nman patrol up at

Pi geon Creek. W ped them out except for one man. Ben Rai nes gave that
man a message to be personally and verbally delivered to me. He's being
br ought here now "

The bl ack-shirt chuckled. "Now that is a nessage that should be
interesting.”

"You think this is funny?" Jackman asked.

"In a grimsort of way, yes. | hope you are all taking notes on this
canpaign. It's a valuable programthat Ben Raines is conducting."

"Taking notes," Jackman repeated. Before he could blow up in a rage, the
sol e survivor of the anbush was ushered into the room Jackman faced the
still-badly-shaken man. "You have a nessage for ne?"

"Yes, sir. But you're not going to like it."
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"Ben Raines said for nme to tell you that, first off, you are a
quasiliterate redneck asshole with shit for brains ..."

The bl ack-shirt commander contai ned his chuckl e. Ben Rai nes was
certainly right about that.

Jackman's eyes bugged agai n.

"Ben Raines says that you haven't got the sense to | ace up your boots
wi t hout an instruction nmanual."



Jackman sat down.

"Ben Raines says that he's going to cut off your head and stick it up
your butt, which you probably haven't w ped since it's obvious to him
that your nmother failed to teach you proper personal hygiene."

Jackman's nmout h dropped open

The bl ack-shirt had to cover his nouth to hide his grin. Raines was
baiting Jackman and it was worki ng.

"Rai nes said that you were so stupid you were a wal ki ng reason for
anyone wi th common sense to support abortion.”

"That's enough!" Jackman said, slanming a hand down on his desk.
"There's a lot nore, sir."

"I don't want to hear it. Wat is that in your hand?"

"A package from Ben Rai nes."

"It's a bonb!" a commander shout ed.

"No, sir," the nessenger said. "lIt's Ben Raines's underwear."

"Hi s underwear ?" Jackman sai d.

"Yes, sir. Ben Raines said that you were so perverted you probably got
off sniffing dirty underwear so he sent you his and told me to tell you-"

"I don't want to hear anynore of this!" Jackman
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"Yes, sir.

"Wait a minute," the black-shirt said to the nessenger. "Let's hear it
all. What else did Raines have to say."

"I said | didn't want to hear anynore!" Jackman shouted. "Get out of here.”

"Stay," the black-shirt said. He sat silently and stared at Jackman for
a nonent.

Jackman got the quiet nessage and sat down. "Ch, go on," he said.

The nessenger, obviously very unconfortable, |ooked at Jackman and said,
"Ben Raines said he is going to bust up your little playhouse and grind
you under his bootheel ."

The nessenger went on and on, with Jackman getting angrier and nore
red-faced. It was one personal invective after another. Finally the
bl ack-shirt realized he was not going to | earn anythi ng of substance
fromthe nessenger and di sm ssed him

"I"ll send Ben Raines to hell!" Jackman said. He pounded big fists on
the desk. "I'Il capture himand strip the flesh fromhim 1'I[-"

"Cal myoursel f," the black-shirt said. "Now just cal mdown. You' re doing



exactly what Raines wants you to do. Losing control. You can't afford to
do that. You-"

"I run this area, Mijor," Jackman's words were cold. "Me. Not you.
You're here by invite only. | suggest you don't forget that."

The major smled-thinly. "If those are your final words on the matter,
thi nk then, M. Jackman, that | shall take my contingent of troops and
nmove further north. | might find a nore congeni al at nosphere anong those
stationed north of the state line."
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thick with anger. "I"'mtired of you lookin' down your nose at ne."

The maj or stood up. "I shall be gone within the hour, M. Jackman."
"Good. Take your goddamm uppity attitude with you."

"Ch, | shall. CGood-bye, M. Jackman. | wi sh you much luck in your
canpai gn against Ben Raines . .. you're going to need it."

"Fuck you!"
The bl ack-shirt smled and cl osed the door behind him

"Now t hen," Jackman said. "Listen up, people. W destroy Ben Raines and
his little band- tonight!"
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Ben and the others | ay sone one hundred yards fromthe road and wat ched
the lights of the trucks draw closer. "Pass the word," Ben said to Ann.
"Hol d positions, but do not fire. Do not fire. Let themgo on by."

The convoy rumbl ed past.

"What's the matter, Ben?" Ann asked.

"It's too easy. It stinks. It's a setup." He | ooked down the road and
smiled. "See thenP"

She stared but could see not hing.

"They're running without lights,"” Ben told her. "Staying about three
mles behind the sacrificial lanbs. 1'd bet every cent | ever owned
t hose are townspeople who were forced to drive the convoy trucks."

She hi ssed her disgust at that.

"Armthe LAW," Ben said. "W're going to give M. Jackass a hard | esson
on why it's not nice to play with innocent human lives."

The LAW arnmed up and down the line, Ann asked, "Wy did you nove off
the ridges on this particular night?"

"When you're fighting a guerrilla war, Ann,
291 readabl e patterns can get you killed. Here they are. Steady now "

The trucks were filled with heavily armed sol di ers of Jacknan.



"Fire!" Ben yelled, and the trucks exploded in front of them The
hi gh- expl osi ve war heads bl ew the gas tanks and sent body parts flying
all over the road.

Ben and his team of survivors opened fire with autonmatic weapons and
finished off any who might have survived the blasts. Then the seven of
them nel ted back into the night and circled around, trying to catch up
with the first convoy. The drivers had stopped in the road when the sky
behind themlit up fromthe attacks.

"Jackman is holding our fanmilies hostage, Ann," a nan said. "He says
he'd shoot themif we refused to drive the trucks."

"What you carrying back here?" Ben asked.
"I don't know. Boxes of sonething. General Raines, you' ve got to clear
out. Jackman says that fromhere on in, for every day you stay attacking

his troops, he'll kill ten townspeople.™

"That's the breaks of the gane, Ted," Larry told him "They killed ny
wi fe and kids when | joined the resistance, renenber?"

"David, Frank," Ben said. "See what's in those boxes."
"You' ve turned hard, Larry," Ted told him "I don't know you anynore. |
want all you people to clear out. Al of you. I'mthinking that maybe

living under Hoffrman's rules wouldn't be so bad.”

Larry lifted his pistol and shot the man between the eyes. The | oca
tumbled fromthe cab of the truck to fall in a heap on the bl acktop

"Jesus, Larry," another nan said.
"You want sone of it, Burt?"
292 "No, man. No. But ny wife and kids . . ."

"You think Jackman won't kill them and you when he | earns the anmbush

failed?" Ann told him "If you think he won't, you're very badly m staken."

"CGet out, Burt," Ben told the man. "You're in the arnmy now. "

"Radi os, Ceneral," David called. "And food and clothing and all sorts of
gear."

"CGet in the trucks," Ben ordered. "We'll drive to that safe area and see
what we've got. Move, people.”

"What about Ted, General ?" another man asked.
"What about hi nP"

The man | ooked into Ben's hard eyes and shrugged his shoul ders.
"Not hi ng, General. Nothing at all."

Ben and his peopl e had gat hered many, nany weapons over the past week,
all fromdead or dying troops of Jackman. The five new nen were
outfitted and told to get sone rest. Ben went over the gear. Mich of it
was material they had no use for, but the radios and field rations and



some of the clothing they could certainly use. They had | oaded what they
could use on one truck and burned the others, then drove niles away to a
reasonably safe section of the county. The drove the truck under a part
of a falling-down old barn

The radi os were top-quality, and at dawn, Ben strung an antenna and sent
out a three-second nessage on a frequency he knew was constantly scanned
by every Rebel patrol and outpost in North America.

EAGLE ROOSTI NG MOUNTAI N HOVE. Then he quickly cut the radio off.

The nessage was picked up by a patrol in southern M ssouri and
i Mmediately related to HQ i n Laredo, Texas.

"Mount ai n Home, Arkansas!" Thernopolis
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Mount ai n Home, Arkansas, |ke. Confirmed."

Five mnutes later, Dan and West had their battalions fornmng up and
recon teans were struggling into parachutes and |oading into aircraft.

"Did you try to reestablish contact with hin?" Tina asked Therm

"No. Since we didn't pick up the signal, his radio isn't strong enough
to reach us. Ben probably cut the radio as soon as he sent his nmessage."

"If he lasted this long, he'll nake it another twenty-four hours,"
Striganov said. "By this time tomorrow, there'll be several thousand
Rebels in that area." He | ooked at Ben's team all standing around
bandaged up from gunshot wounds. "And no, you cannot go with the assault
teans. "

Buddy opened his mouth to protest and Striganov fixed himwith a hard

| ook. Buddy cl osed his mouth. "Perhaps when the area is secure, boy,"

t he Russian softened his ook with words. "Be content for the tinme being
with the know edge that your father is safe.”

The bl ack-shirt commander and his contingent got out of Muntain Home
just in tine. Had they waited another twelve hours to depart, they would
have found thensel ves surrounded by grimfaced Rebels with the bl ood
running hot with killing fever

The Rebel recon and assault teams |anded south and west of the town and
qui ckly formed up. Jacknman received the word about paratroopers | anding
and foolishly dismssed it.

"Ch, yeah?" one of his commanders said sarcastically. "Well, tell that
to Brownie. He's gettin' treated

294 now at the nedics. The Rebel s wi ped out his whol e damm pl at oon!™"

Every teamthat was roam ng around the borders of Okl ahoma, Texas,
Arkansas, and M ssouri shifted gears and headed for Muntain Home, and
they wer* in no nood to play word ganes with anybody who even mldly
supported Hof fman or Jackman.

The man who had brazenly displayed the Nazi swastika on a flag pole in
his front yard | ooked down in horror at his second cousin, now spraw ed
on the ground with a bullet in his head. Then he cut his eyes to the



Rebel officer holding a Colt arny issue .45 caliber autol oader in his hand.
"Now, notherfucker," the officer said. "If | have your full attention,
you wi Il answer ny questions or in five seconds you can join this dead
prick in your front yard."

"You got it, man!" the Nazi-lover blurted the words. "Watever you want
to know, I"'mthe feller who'Il tell you. Ch, yeah. You just ax your
questions and I'll tell you whatever is it you want to know. "

"You al ready know t he questions,"” the Rebel officer said coldly.

"Ch, yeah. That's right. Shore is. Wll, you gonna hang a right on 201
just down the road here. Hit's about twenty-eight or thirty mles to
Mount ai n Hone. Not far. Jackman's got roadbl ocks in three places, he
does, beefed up with machi ne guns." He | ooked around at the gathering
teans of hard-eyed, grimfaced, and heavily-armed Rebels and swal | oned
hard. "But | don't 'spect y'all will have no trouble bustin' through
Jackman's got nmaybe two thousand or nore nen down yonder. A whol e bunch
of bl ack-shirts just passed through here not nore than two hours ago.
Headin" north. But | 'spect they didn't go far. Maybe up into the old
nati onal forest
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waitin' for the liberation. On, Lord! | done said the wong thing,
didn't 2"
"You didn't win any points,"” the Rebel officer told him "Now I'Il tel

you what you're going to do. You're going to haul down that Nazi flag,
piss on it, and then you're going to burn it. You got that?"

"Ch, yes, sir. | need to go real bad like right now"
"Do it."
"But y'all got wimmin in the bunch. I can't pee in front of no wimin."

The officer lifted the .45 and cocked it.

"Ch, yes, | canl Earline," he bellowed. "Haul down that fuckin' flag,
woman. And fetch sone far."

The Rebel s watched as the man peed on the flag and then set it blazing.
"What country are you in?" the Rebel officer called to the man.
"America!" the fornmer Nazi squalled. "God bless America. Liberty and
justice for all. Wooeee, Lord, yes. You want me to sing ' The

St ar - Spangl ed Banner' ?"

"Spare ne that. We'll be checking back fromtime to time, partner. |
really hope this sudden rebirth of patriotismisn't tenporary."

"Ch, it won't be!" the citizen assured him "To hell wi th Hoffman and
Jackman and all them Nazi bastards. You boys and girls is lookin' at a
borned-ag'in Christian and a true red, white, and blue Anerican.”

"Uh- huh," the officer said. "I sure hope so. Let's roll, people.™

The sane scene was being replayed all over the area as supporters of



Hof f man and Jackman suddenly found thensel ves | ooki ng down the barrels
of guns in the hands of Rebels. O her citizens dug up
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roundi ng up and hangi ng synpat hi zers and col | aborators. The Rebels did
not stop them

The Rebel s bl ocked all roads |eading into and out of Mountain Home.
"Looki ng for me, Dan?" Ben called fromthe tinberline.

The Englishman turned and a huge grin cut his features. "Ceneral!" He
wal ked over and shook hands with Ben. "You certainly gave us a dreadful
fright there for a tinme."

"How s ny team and how many people did we | ose down in Gkl ahoma?"

"Your team came out just fine. A few mnor wounds. Fifty-seven dead at
| ast count and two that the doctors don't think will nake it." He | ooked
at the nen and wonmen com ng out of the tinmber. "New recruits?"

"About half of them yes. Wat's the word south of the border?"

"Just after you were reported alive and active, Hoffman started radio
traffic. The man is furious. He then tried a push agai nst Payon's
troops, and the Mexican Army held firmand threw t hem back."

Ben waved his new teamto his side. "Ladies and gentlenen. This is
Col onel Dan Gray. All right, people. Let's go retake the town."

Jackman was physically ill. After returning fromthe bathroom where he
had vomited up his churning fear, he gathered his commanders around him
"W don't have a supporter left alive in the county. The goddamm | ocal s
are hangi ng our people fromlanp posts and tree |inbs and power poles.
We're cut off. The town is surrounded. It's got to be
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"Bust-out tinme, sir?" a commander asked.

"That's right. Break the men up into srmall teans and before they go out,
dress in civilian clothing. If they're spotted by Rebels, they can

al ways drop their weapons. W' ve got weapons up the butt cached up
north. Right now, getting out is the main problem Shit!" he shout ed.

The original six that Ben busted out of the holding roomstayed on with
the Rebels. The nmen fromthe convoy just wanted to go home and see if
their wives and children were safe. They were not safe. Jacknan had
ordered them executed the sane ni ght as the anbush

"You feel bad about that?" Ben asked Larry, as they sat drinking coffee
and eating their first really hot neal in days.

"Not really. | should, |I know, but after nmy wife and children were
slaughtered, |I... went nunb. In a war, people are killed. That's the
nature of the beast." He took a sip of coffee. "It's going to get rea
bad before it gets better, isn't it, Ceneral ?"

"Yes. And we're going to need every nman and worman who can hold a gun.™



"Count ne in. But we'll need nore training than we received up to this
poi nt."

"It's going to be AT for nost of you, Larry. Don't worry. You and this
t eam have done just fine."

Ann and Carol joined them The |ladies were freshly bathed and shanpooed
and had on clean BDUs. They both had changed during the days spent wth
Ben. They both were | ovely woren, but both had changed into warriors.
Ben had seen it happen many tines. He smiled at them and picked
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"You | adies ready to go kick sone ass?" he questioned.

Ann returned his smle. "Do you ever get tired of it, Ben?" She and Ben
had been on a first-nanme basis alnmpst fromthe start.

"Qccasionally," Ben admitted. "Just |ike mechanics get tired of having
their hands greasy all the time and truck drivers get tired of shifting
gears. Then | tell nyself it's just a job that needs doing."

"But there is nore to it than that. You really |ike what you're doing.
And now | suddenly find nyself experiencing all new enotions. It's..
somehow fri ght eni ng."

Ben knew the feeling all too well. "Ann, this country wall owed for
several decades in | aw essness. Decent people had their hands tied in
what they could do in defense of hone, self, |loved ones, property, and
so forth. The punks and crud had nore rights than their victinms. The
Rebel s are changing that. W're bringing |aw and justice and order back
to this nation. Do | enjoy being a part of that? Yes. | do. Do |I enjoy
the killing? Sometinmes. Yes. Does that bring me down to the crimninals'
level ? No. | don't think so."”

"The crap in the town are beginning to nake their run for it, Ceneral,"
a Rebel wearing a backpack radio called. "They're busting out in snall
groups, all wearing civilian clothing."

"Let's go to work," Ben said.
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As Jackman's people were | eaving the town, Rebels entered it. They did

not, at first, use the roads and streets, choosing instead to cross

fields and meadows and wal k the ditches and creeks in their advance.

They ran into a |l ot of Jackman's nen. They left a I ot of Jackman's nen dead.
As they entered the town, scores of weary |locals cane out of their homes

to stand and watch the well-fed, well-arnmed, and conbat-experienced

Rebel s wal k past.

"We' || be reopening the hospital," a Rebel called to a group of people.
"Anyone needi ng nmedi cal treatnent can go over there now. It's clear."

Ben and his teamwent first to the notel that served as a jail. The
scene that greeted themwas not totally unexpected.

Jackman's men had killed all those being held.



"Cet sonebody to ID the bodies and bury them" Ben ordered. "I'll use
that old real estate office across the street as a CP. Get it cleaned up
and staffed."

"Yes, sir.

"Dan, find the building that Jackman used for a CP and go over it
carefully. Watch out for booby
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The sounds of small, very intense firefights cracked around the edge of
town all that day as Jackman's men tried to slip through the Rebe
lines. But as nore and nore patrols came in fromall over a five-state
area, the Rebels had not one noose circling the town, but three. The
first noose lay just outside the city limts. The second one was three
mles out fromthe first. And the third noose was the sealing off of al
bridges to the south, east, and west, and a narrow ng pyram d of troops
to the north. Sonme of Jackman's people nmade it out. But not very many.
Most chose to die fighting rather than face harsh Rebel law. For this
town had been a designated outpost, and any violation to its sovereignty
meant hangi ng under Rebel |aw. And Rebel law |left few shaded areas for
di scussi on.

A lot of rope was stretched those first few days after the Rebels
recl ai mred the town.

Four days after the reclaimng of the town, Ben put together rod and
reel and a tackle box of lures and went fishing on Norfork Lake. The
si ege of Muntain Honme was over

Ben's original teamwas waiting for himwhen he returned to his CP
"Ugh!" Jersey said, after hugging Ben. "You're all wet!"

"I don't want to talk about it," Ben replied

"It's customary to renmove your clothing before swinmng," Dan said with
a definite twinkle in his eyes.

"Funny, Dan. Very funny."
Buddy was sitting in a chair, his left armin a sling.
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"Yes, dammit. | fell out of the boat. And | lost the fish, too. That
bass nust have wei ghed a good ei ght pounds. Wien | tried to get back in
the boat, | tipped it over and dunped Lieutenant MacDonald in the drink
W finally said to hell with it and swam ashore." He | aughed at the
recalling of it. "Talk about a conmedy of errors. I'mjust glad no one
was around with a video canmera. |'d never live it down. Somebody find ne
a dry shirt."

Ben t ook the kidding good-naturedly. When it had di ed down, he asked,
"Tell me what happened back at the crossroads. How the hell did we get
overrun?"

"The heavy downpour of rain certainly contributed to it," Buddy said.
"Qther than that, | haven't talked to anyone who had a clue."



"I think it was a suicide charge, General,'
tinme for them"

Jersey said. "Mke-or-break

"I'"'mthinking you may be right," Ben said, slipping into a dry shirt. He
had fl agged down and bumed a pair of trousers off a supply-truck driver
and had not worn boots while fishing. "The |latest estimates are that
about four hundred to four hundred fifty of Jackman's men got out.

I ncl udi ng Jackman. So we'll be meeting himagain. And | hope he gives
One Battalion the honor. | have sone things I'd like to discuss with M.
Jackman. Now then, what glad tidings did you people bring me from south
Texas?"

"Doctor Chase is very angry with us," Buddy said, waving at the team
"We left without his officially releasing us ... in a manner of speaking."

"Actually," Jersey said, "what we did was, we bribed a pilot into
hol ding a pl ane for us and slipped out the wi ndow of our roons. You
shoul d have heard Doctor Chase on the radio. That man sure knows
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"Yes," Ben said dryly. "I amwell aware of that particular skill of the
good doctor. | want you all to check with the doctors at the hospital so
they can report back to Chase. Let's snooth this over and be nice boys
and girls."

For the next ten days, Ben did nothing except | ook over reports and

sl eep and eat and watch his teamregain their health until they were al
so restless they were snappi ng at each other. Ben had watched ot her
Rebel s nove into the area around his CP, and he knew | ke had sent them
in and ordered themto stick to Ben like glue. There would be no nore
lone-wol fing it for Ben was the idea.

Ben smiled and thought; Unless | take a notion to do it.

On the eleventh day after Ben fell out of the boat, he told his team
"Cet packed up. We're pulling out in the nmorning and payi ng that pack of
goose-steppers north of us a visit. W mght as well get that over with
while we're up here.”

"My people would be happy to take that task off your hands, Ben," West said

"I think Ike has sent enough personnel along to ensure ny safety,
Col onel . Don't you?"

The col onel concurred.

At a neeting of platoon | eaders, Ben pointed to a wall map. "Qur
objective is these five areas |'ve highlighted. "It's an old nationa
forest area that is spread out for about a hundred miles west to east
and north to south. W're going to have to go in and dig the bastards
out. They are at least twenty-five hundred strong. They know t hese areas
and we do not. Watch out for all kinds of nasty surprises once we get in
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Hs teamwas up and ready to go even before Ben's feet hit the floor

They had cof fee ready and had been to the nmess hall and brought back
bi scuits and gravy.



"You people nust really be anxious to get going," Ben told them
accepting a plate of biscuits and gravy and a nmug of coffee. "Tell you
the truth, so aml."

About sixty miles to the north and east, Jackman was anxi ous to get
going as well. If he had his wish, he'd get going about as far as Canada
and then bury hinmself in the woods. But that was not to be.

"Cone on, Jacknman," the | eader of the Nazi nopvement in what had once
been known as M ssouri told him "Snap out of it. W'll rebuild, that's
all."

"The man's charned, Robert," Jackman said, |ooking down into his coffee cup

"He's lucky, 1'll give himthat much. But charnmed, no. Look, Jackman, we
can duck and dodge until Hoffman crosses the border. After that, Raines
will have to commit all his troops in Texas. W're just going to have to

stay one step ahead of him™"

Jackman | ooked at the nan. "Robert, | |ost seventy percent of ny people
to Ben Raines. The man takes unbelievable chances. Bullets don't hit
him I'mtelling you, the man is spooky."

"Knock off that kind of tal k, Jackman. You and your boys are begi nning
to make ny people junpy with all this voodoo crap.”

"Then how cone no one's ever been able to stop hin?" Jackman net the
man's eyes. "Do you know how many tinmes Ben Rai nes has been shot,

st abbed, run over, blown off of nountains, beaten half to death, gassed,
tortured, and only God-or the devil- knows what el se? Huh? Do you?"

Robert DeMarco sat down across the table fromhis longtinme friend and
fellow fol |l ower of Hoffnan.
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"Yeah. That Ben Raines is either in |eague with the devil, or he's got
God on his side. That's what |'m saying."

For the first tine since Jackman and his nmen canme into canp, DeMarco
felt a tinge of worry. He'd heard all the runors about Ben Rai nes; heard
about the old man with the robe and staff who was sonetimes spotted near
Ben Rai nes. What was he cal |l ed? Yeah. The Prophet, or sonething |ike
that. The old nman could be in half a dozen places at once, so it was
runored. DeMarco frowned and shook his head in disgust. "Jackman, listen
to ne. Ben Raines is not a supernatural figure. He's flesh and bl ood
just like you and me . "

But Jackman wasn't having any of that. He waved DeMarco silent. "You
haven't fought him Robert. | have. The best thing for us to do is pack
it in"

DeMarco coul dn't believe what he was hearing. Jackman was a tough and
resourceful man who had survived over the long years and built quite an
arnmy of followers. O course, that arny had recently been thoroughly
smashed and routed by Ben Raines and his Rebels, DeMarco was forced to
admt. And that had obviously shaken Jackman down to his boots.

He | ooked at the man. Jackman, at |east for the nonment, appeared to be a



beat en and denoralized man. And his nmen were just as bad if not worse
Si nce Jackman and his nmen had appeared, DeMarco had put his encanpnents
on full alert. He had always risen |long before dawn. The first norning,
it had surprised himto walk into his kitchen and find Jackman up and
drinki ng endl ess cups of strong coffee. Now he was used to that sight,
but not at the rapidly deteriorating condition of Jackman. The man had
troubl e sl eeping and he was drinking far
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puf fy fromthe homenade booze.

DeMarco left himat the table and wal ked t hrough the encanpnent in the
woods to his comunications building. The buildings in the forest were
constructed of wood and painted earth-tone col ors which | ooked
startlingly like tree bark. No trees had been cut down in the building
of the cabins, and because of that, many of the cabins were of varying
size. But dammed hard to spot. DeMarco was much nore a realist than
Jackman, and ten tines the woodsnan.

He al nost collided with a man leaving the snug little cabin in the
woods. The nman backed up and Robert DeMarco cl osed the door

"Raines is on the nove, right?"

"Yes, sir. Crossed into Mssouri about twenty mnutes ago and conti nued
north on 101."

DeMarco noved to the map. "That's Holconb's territory. Did you bunp hinP"
"Yes, sir. Told himto get ready and stay |ow. "

"How big a force?"

"They're stillcrossingover> noving at about thirty mles an hour."
"Damm!" DeMarco said. "W're in for a real shitstorm"”

"Looks that way," the man said glumy.

DeMarco cut his eyes. "Don't tell me you' re getting spooky, too.

"Spooky, no, Colonel. Concerned, yes. Al those groups in Texas and
&l ahorma and Arkansas were sent up to cause the Rebels trouble while
Hof f man and hi s peopl e pushed north. The Rebels kicked the crap out of
them and kept right on comin'. And Hoffman is bogged down in southern
Mexi co. Now we're left holding the bag up here and the Rebels are
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DeMarco did not take offense at the conmunication sergeant's remarks.
They were all in this together. They had voted to join Hoffrman's
nmoverrent and not a single hand had been rai sed agai nst that decision

"I"'mconcerned, too, Reg. Fromthis nonment on, only energency nessages
go out on the air. There is a pretty good chance the Rebels won't find
us in here." He paused and smiled. "Wll, not a pretty good chance, but
a chance. If we have to die for the things we believe in, so be it. W
all took the oath and | expect all to stand by their word."

"I"ll stand, Colonel. You know that."



"I know, Reg. | know." His right armshot out, stiffened. "Heil Hitler
Long live his glorious nane."

"Heil Hitler!" Reg said.

"They're split up into five groups,” a senior scout told Ben, unfolding
a map and spreading it out on the hood of the Humrer. "Before they
stopped transnmitting, our conmunications people pinpointed the five

| ocations. W believe the |argest force, and the HQof the group's

| eader, is up here in this area, just a few mles south of 1-44. It
woul d be difficult to say just how many we're facing. O course, they
out nunmber this group, but what else is new?"

"You have had no contact with any of then®"

"No, sir. They're staying |ow and quiet. No snmoke. | guess we're going
to have to go in and dig themout."

The sun had just burned the early norning m st
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hills country, thickly tinmbered and overgrown wi th brush. Sonme of the
best ambush country to be found anywhere.

"Corrie, pass the word that anybody still in tiger-stripe change into
regul ati on canoufl age. Body armor and helnmets on. W'll enter fromthe
south end and push straight north, one section at a tine. We'll do it

slow and easy and right. W enter the tinmber in one hour."

Buddy and one conpany of his Eight Battalion entered the tinber on the
west side of the North Fork Wiite River. Ben and his contingent pushed
in on the east side of the river, and West took his teams in headi ng
straight north toward the end of County Road AP just past the ghost town
of Siloam Springs. Every teamhit trouble inmredi ately.

DeMarco's men had dug in deep and were well-conceal ed, having had nont hs
and even years in sone cases to prepare for this. A heavy machi ne gun
pi nned Ben and his teamto the ground behind a small rise.

"See it?" Ben call ed.

"I got it," Jersey called, lying about five yards from Ben. "Too damm
close for nortars.”

"On three we'll bloop some grenades in," Ben called. "Pass the word."

Ten .40mm grenades | ater, the machi ne-gun enpl acenent was sil enced and
the trees surrounding the nest were splattered with bl ood. The Rebel s
noved on, scouts |eading the way.

"Freeze!" Ben called softly, |ooking down and seeing the thin black wire
stretched about eight inches above the ground. "Everybody stay exactly
where they are. W've wal ked into a booby-trapped area. Look around you
and check your area, then
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where you put your feet. Easy does it now. Everybody turn carefully and
let's get the hell out of here.™



When the Rebels were well back of the thickly tinbered death trap, Ben
called for nortars. The 60nm nortars began sailing in, and the area
shook with their inmpact and the roaring of the booby traps going off.

"Walk themup for five hundred neters,"” Ben called. "Wen that area is
clean, we'll advance."

Corrie called in coordinates and the nortar crews adjusted and began
droppi ng the rockets down the tubes. Ben and his section started a sl ow
advance into the snoking and hol e- pocked area. One nortar round had

| anded directly on a nmachi ne-gun nest, expl oding the grenades and the
amo in the hole. The passing Rebels could tell the occupants had been
human, but just barely.

Ben ki cked a bl own-off arm back into the hole and wal ked on. Jersey
| ooked over at the stiffened, bloody arm shrugged her shoul ders, and
said, "Heil Hitler to you, too, jerkoffl"
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Dan sent several of his platoons racing north on the west side of the
forest, while Striganov sent several of his platoons hard-charging up
the east side. Every few niles a squad woul d be dropped off, with plenty
of food, water, and ammo. They spread out, quickly dug in tight and
right, and kept their heads down. They woul d not be used unless any of
DeMarco's men inside the old national forest tried to make a run for it.
Those trying to flee would be in for a very unpl easant surprise. Each
squad had at |east one M 60 nachine gun, a nortar, and all M 16s were
equi pped with bl oop tubes.

Inside the thickly-grown-up forest, with its sometines inpenetrable
brush, the Rebels were advancing very slowy, and nmeeting stiff
resi stance every foot of the way.

Ben spat out a nouthful of dirt and twigs and rotted | eaves, and cussed
as the bullets sang deadly songs over his head. "I amgetting just a
little bit tired of this," he said, then bellied down tight against the
ground as anot her burst of heavy machi ne-gun fire cut the air.

Several Rebels tossed grenades and the machine
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Sonebody come help ne!l™

No Rebel noved or spoke.

"I"'ma soldier. | got rights accorded nme," the voice called.

Ben | ooked over at Jersey, lying a few feet fromhim "Nobody said it
was going to be easy,"” the little bodyguard cracked.

"I heard that," the wounded turncoat said. "It ain't right for you to
make jokes while |I'mbad hurt."

"Who' s naking j okes?" Jersey asked.
"Bitch!"

She yawned. "I think I'll take a nap, CGeneral. It's so nice and cool here."



"You cone help ne!" the wounded man shouted. "I'm bl eedin' real bad."
"It has been a |l ong day," Ben said.

"If you don't come help me pretty damm quick, |'m gonna die!" the nman
yel | ed.

"I wish you'd do it quietly," a Rebel called

"He's up to sonething," Cooper whispered, crawling up to Ben's side.

"I agree. Pass the word to watch for a grenade."
Coop | ooked at Jersey. "Are you asl eep?"

"I'f I was, Coop, you just woke me up."

"I hate all you bastards and bitches," the wounded man called. "You'l
win a few battles, but you won't win the war. Not this one. You're dead
and beat and you don't have enough sense to realize it."

"He doesn't sound wounded to ne," Corrie said.

"Nor to me," Beth said. She took a grenade from her battle harness and
pull ed the pin. She rel eased the spoon and tossed it. It was a good
throw, landing right in the center of the gun enpl acenment.

There nust have been two or three hundred pounds of high explosives the
wounded man had
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bl ast knocked birds' nests out of trees, nuts off branches, and shook
the ground for a five-hundred-neter radius.

"Jesus Christ!" Ben said, shaking his head and getting to his knees,
peepi ng over the small rise of earth. There was a huge hole in the
ground and bl oody pieces of people scattered all over the place. The
twi sted metal of a machine gun lay about fifty feet fromthe hole.

"He was waiting for some of us to cone to his aid and he was going to
take a few Rebels with him" Jersey said, sticking a finger in one ear
and wiggling it around.

"Buddy on the horn," Corrie said, handing Ben the receiver

"CGo, boy."

"What the hell was that explosion?" his son asked. "W heard it clear
over here.”

"A human bonb. How s it going in your sector?"

"Slow. W've reached a goOd spot to call it a day and |'ve got people
digging in."
"Sounds like a good idea to ne. | think we'll make canp here. Bunp you

| ater. Eagle out."

Ben | ooked over at Jersey. Her face was streaked with dirt and she
| ooked nore like a very pretty wayward street urchin playing at being a



sol dier rather than the extrenely dangerous and highly skilled conbat
vet eran Ben knew she coul d be. She was al so sound asl eep

On this, the first full day of fighting, nost of the Rebels advanced
slightly nore than three miles. Ohers units could have gone further
but did not want to outdistance their own and get cut off and in a
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vigil and stayed down.

Ben had perimeters laid out, rigged up booby-trapped trip wire, strung
up perinmeter bangers, and posted sentries, nmaking the encanpnent as
secure as possible. Both sides knew where the other was, so there was no
point in not heating rations and having coffee. The food was bad enough
even when heated, and after eating the goop, while relaxing and feeling
the battle tension slowy | eave one's body, coffee or hot chocol ate was
like a good friend cone to call after too | ong an absence.

Corrie's highly sophisticated radio was easily capabl e of picking up
transm ssions from Muntain Home-and nuch further than that with

properly strung antenna-so Ben spent several mnutes that evening going
over and sending replies to the nmessages for himfrom Therm down in Texas.

The huge hole in the ground had been cl eaned up of the gore and tw sted
nmetal, and Ben used that fora roost for the night. It was plenty big
enough for himand all his personal team nmenbers. Before supper was
over, the skies opened and a light rain began to fall. Shelter hal ves
wer e buttoned together and poles were quickly cut to make braces for the
wat er proof tarps.

"I amcertainly glad we know each other well, k"
rain pelted the tarp.

Beth said dryly, as the

The teamwas all stretched out, side by side, all against one wall of
the hol e.

"I think it's romantic,"
response from Jersey.

Cooper said, know ng that woul d provoke an acid

Ben, sitting between Beth and Jersey sniled in the night and waited for
Jersey's reply.

"Cooper," Jersey said. "W are sitting in the mddle of a battleground,
in a blasted-out hole in the
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about you, Cooper. | really do. And if you don't get your hand off ny

leg, |I'mgonna smack you right in the nouth."

"Isn't it great to be back together again?" Corrie asked. "Gee, what fun!"
Ben chuckled as the rain pelted the tarp.

"I'"'mwarni ng you, Cooper," Jersey said. "lI'mgonna hurt you."
"I"'monly trying to find a confortable place," Coop said.

"Why don't you go sleep with Dankowski and Si mmons?" Jersey suggested.
"You can read yourself to sleep with their Superman comi c books."



"I heard that," Dankowski called froma fewtents away. "It's Batman
not Super man."

"What ever," Jersey said. "Now everybody shut up, I'mtired."”

Ben closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep with the east of the
prof essional soldier, wet butt and all

The norning was unusually cool for this tinme of the year and the rain
continued com ng down. Those factors did not inprove the nood of the
Rebel s as they prepared thenselves for another day's battle with the
turncoats. Seven o' clock that norning found the Rebels facing DeMarco's
men across the cracked bl acktop of an old road in the southern part of
the forest.

"They'l|l be anticipating snoke and expecting us to cone across head-on,"
Ben said. "So we'll give themlots of snmoke and cross on their flanks.
want ten people spread out right here | obbing I ots of snoke. The rest of
us will split up and cross at ny signal. Mve out."

The cool wet norning was suddenly shrouded in swirling, vision-limting
grayness as snoke grenades
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south side of the road began spraying the area i mediately in front of
themw th | ead, keeping their fire directed into the thick snoke while
Rebel s crossed the road and set up east and west of the eneny's positions.

Across the river, Buddy and his people had crossed the road and were
advanci ng steadily, pushing the troops of DeMarco back. Buddy's plan was
to shove themnorth until they reached a long bend in the river, where
only a few hundred yards of forest remained for conceal nent. He had

al ready bunped part of Dan's contingent and they were waiting on the
west side to spring an anbush.

Hol conb had al ready radi oed DeMarco that it appeared they were cut off
and could only fight a last-ditch stand in the tinmber. Some of his
peopl e had already attenpted to flee the tinber, only to be cut down by
hi dden teams of Rebels.

"I told you," Jackman said in a dull voice. "I tried to warn you about
the Rebels. They're the sneaki est bunch of bastards and bitches | have
ever seen. They don't fight by rules, Robert. They fight to win and they
don't give a damm how they do it."

DeMarco was getting tired of Jackman's constant bitching and
conpl ai ni ng, but he was forced to agree with the man's assessnent of the
Rebel s. Everything he had thought the Rebels would do, they didn't do.
They didn't fight in any way he had ever studi ed. Raines seened to
delight in breaking all the rules.

"Sir, large groups of Rebels are noving into position along the south
end of Davis's territory," DeMarco was told. "They're spreadi ng out from
Al ton to Doni phan, all along H ghway 160."

"Where in the hell did they come fronP" DeMarco al nbst screamed the words.
315 "Texas," Jackman said. "That nmeans they've cl eaned out that state.

You better hope that's not |ke McGowan's bunch. He's just as bad as Ben
Rai nes. "



DeMarco ignored Jackman as best he could and studied a map. "If they
nmove up Highway 21 north, we can creamthem W'Il| have them pincered."
"They won't," Jackman said. "We're not dealing with a bunch of amateurs.
That was ny m stake."

DeMarco | ost his tenper. "Well, what the hell would you have ne do
Jackman?"

"The way | see it, we have two choices: Get the hell out of here. Break
up our people into small groups and start farm ng. That's one choi ce.
The other is to pitch in with Raines if he'll let us."

"Have you lost your m nd? Fight against Hoffman?"

Jackman shrugged his shoulders. "Hoffrman isn't here. Ben Raines and the
Rebel s are.”

"Hol comb says he's lost contact with those nmen on the west side of the
river in sector one," the radio operator said. "He believes they wal ked
into an anbush.”

DeMarco sat down beside Jackman and waited for what he now knew were the
i nevitable words fromthe nman's nout h.

He was not di sappoi nted.

"I told you," Jackman said

"Buddy reports inflicting heavy casualties on the eneny,"” Corrie said.
"Fighting has died down to al nbst nothing. He says that by tonight,
everything west of the river between 14 and 76 will be in Rebel hands."

"1 ke?"
"He is in position and getting ready to shove off.
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north to south.”

Ben smiled. "Ckay, folks. Let's pull even with that rogue son of nine."

Striganov and West drove down hard fromthe north, and Ben and those
Rebel s in his contingent shoved off and hit hard. Mortars would cream an
area and then the Rebels woul d conme hard-charging in under cover of
snoke. They woul d secure that sector and then wait, catching their
breath, until the nortar crews had noved up, set up, and were firing for
ef fect several thousand nmeters ahead of them The scene was repeated a
dozen times that day, fromthe north and fromthe south.

Ben's peopl e pushed ten mles north that day, while the Russian and the
nmercenary pushed ten miles south. Now all that remmi ned of Hol conb's
forces in sector one were contained inside a pocket of l|and just about
three miles wide and six mles |ong.

I ke split his command and sent two conpanies in fromthe west side of
sector two and two conpanies in fromthe east side, those on the east
side staying on the west side of Current River, keeping the river

bet ween thensel ves and sector three.



"Son of a bitch!" DeMarco cussed when he heard that. "I had Bi shop al
primed to set up anbushes. Just one time I'd like to see sone danm Rebe
commander make a m stake. Just one is all | need.”

"You can count the m stakes they ever made on the fingers of one hand,"
Jackman said, after taking a slug of nmoonshine.

"And I'mgetting tired of your nouth, too," DeMarco told him

"You won't have to listen to it much | onger."

"Now what the hell does that nean? Are you | eavi ng?"
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DeMarco didn't say it, but he tended to agree with the man. He sighed
and paced the room If he was going to nake any broad-rangi ng deci si ons,
he knew he'd damm wel | better make them now.

As if reading his mnd, Jackman said, "Forget Davis in sector two.
That's lke McGowan in there after him MGowan is an ex-Navy SEAL and he
fights with a SEAL nentality. | still got men straggling in here and can
nmust er about six hundred. Get Bi shop and Anderson on the horn and get

themup here and let's get gone fromthis dam place."

DeMarco stopped pacing, sat down at the table, and stared at Jacknan for

a nonent. "All right, Jackman, I'mlistening. Go where?"
"M nnesota, Wsconsin .. . somewhere up there. If you want to continue
fighting for Hoffnan, okay, I"'min. But we are no good to himdead."

DeMarco had to admt that Jackman was finally naking some sense. They
weren't going to stop the Rebels here. To stay and fight was only to
conmit suicide. He slowy nodded his head and rose fromthe chair.

"Cet your people together, Jackman. I'Il give the orders to pull out."
He shook his head. "It took us years to get this place just the way we
wanted it. We pretended to be settlers and so forth, who just wanted to
be left alone, and we never had a mnute's problemw th the locals. A
for nothing!"

"Booby-trap the buildings."
"No time for that. Besides, we nmay cone back here soneday."

Jackman capped the ol d whiskey bottle full of mbonshine and left it on
the table. He stood up. "No nore of that for me. | got to get back in shape,

318 nentally and physically. | want to be ready when Field Marsha
Hof f man comes across that southern border. |I got ne a heavy debt that
I"mgoing to collect fromone General Ben Raines.”

"That's the Jackman | used to know " DeMarco sl apped himon the
shoul der. "Come on, old friend. W got sone packing to do and not a
whole lot of time left to do it."

The Rebel s picked up the signals down in Muntain Hone and transmitted
them at once to Ben's tenmporary CP and fromthere they went out into the
field.



"DeMarco is pulling out of sector five," Corrie told him "He's ordered
his people in three and four to pack it up and get noving."

"To where?"

"We don't know. They'll keep nonitoring."

"What about his nen in sector two?"

"I guess this DeMarco person is |leaving that bunch to be slaughtered.™
"The cal i ber of people we're fighting continues to worsen," Ben said.

"I't never was much," Cooper said.

"Every now and then he nakes sense,"” Jersey said.

"Thank you." Cooper sniled at her

"I said every now and then, Coop. That means not often."

Then Corrie received anot her nmessage that wi ped the smles fromtheir
faces. She | aid aside her headphones and said, "That was Therm GCenera
Pay on just reported a mass attack by Hof frman's peopl e. Thousands and
t housands of bl ack-shirts hit himhard. He can't hold. He's backing up
to try to save as many of his people as possible."

"Well, it won't be long now," Ben said. "There will be no pursuit of
DeMarco. Advise |ke of that.
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got a lot of planning to do."

Thomas entered the squad tent and Ben gave himthe message. Thomas pal ed
and swore in Spanish for a nmoment. "If ny general is retreating, it
nmeans the situation down there is now conpletely and totally hopel ess.
CGeneral Payon is very nmuch a man |like you, General Raines. He is not a
man to back up."

"There is that line about discretion and valor. It takes a smart nman to
know when to apply either. Al right, here it is. W don't have tinme for
any type of delay. Corrie, order all the nortar crews we have to set up
and start |obbing rounds into this section where we have them boxed.

Order lke to launch a night attack, using the same methods. We'll nop up
in the norning. Rest while you can, folks. It's going to be a noisy night.’
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When the shel |l -shocked ni ght broke free of darkness and |ight spread
over the countryside, the strip of land that had held the | ast of
DeMarco's men was a snoking ruin of twisted and torn trees and craters
fromthe inmpacting 8lmm and 60nm nortar rounds that had been hurled into
the area nonstop for hours. Those men who survived the attack cane
staggering out, their hands in the air. The Rebels then shifted their
attentions toward sector two and began claimng the acreage by wal ki ng
in mortar rounds fromall directions. For forty-eight hours, the nortar
barrage into sector two was relentless. Wth a range of nearly fifty-two
hundred yards, the Rebels manning the 8lmm nortars could | ay back and
drop in their rounds with little fear of any type of retaliation from



DeMarco' s troops.

On the norning of the third day of the assault, Corrie received a
nmessage of surrender.

"Cease fire," Ben ordered.

The land fell quiet and the Rebels waited in the now seemi ngly unnatura
silence. DeMarco's nen began staggering out of the snoking tinber, their
hands over their heads. They were rounded up, their
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"DeMarco said we would be victorious," one of the prisoners told Buddy.

"He lied,"” Buddy told him then bodily picked up the man and heaved him
into the bed of a truck.

"Are you going to shoot us?" another asked Ike.
"I ought to," lke told him "That's what you deserve."
"Lord have nercy 1"

One of lke's special-ops people held out a Nazi flag. |ke |ooked at the
flag, spat on it, and then | ooked at the prisoner. "You fly this dam
thing and then call on the Lord? Get himout of here."

"What are we going to do with all these prisoners?" Wst asked Ben at a
neeti ngof batt comms after sector two had been decl ared secure.

"I don't know. \What concerns ne nost is what happened to the

bl ack-shirts who pulled out of Muntain Hone? | thought they |inked up
with this bunch of crap?"

"For about a day," Striganov said. "Prisoners | have personally

i nterrogated say the bl ack-shirts noved on further north. They say they
don't know where they were heading. And | think they are telling the
truth. 1'mnot at all certain the black-shirts trust this pack of rabble."

The batt comms were neeting in a large old home on the outskirts of Van
Buren. Better conmuni cations had been set up, and Corrie was now able to
talk directly with HQ down in Laredo.

"What's on your mind, Ben?" West asked. "I can tell something is
troubling you."

"NAL paratroopers,” Ben replied.

"W don't have any intel about them" lke said. "W don't even know i f
Hof f man has enough of themto be effective."
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of jumpers that he's keeping out of sight? O two or three divisions,

for that matter. I'mnot going to sell himshort. Say he does have a
full division of paratroopers. His infantry keep us occupied in south
Texas and he sends junpers in behind us. As short as we are, we'd have a
hell of tinme shifting enough people around to be effective." Ben shook
his head. "I don't like it. DeMarco is behind us now, and so are the

bl ack-shirts who were in Arkansas. And we don't have any idea how many



others are north of us who support Hoffnan. Five hundred or five
thousand. O nore. We can't concentrate all our forces in south Texas."

Ben stared out the wi ndow for a nonment. "lke, | want you to assune
conmmand of the forces in Texas. Georgi, you, Rebet, and Dan will stay up
here with ne. Corrie, order all personnel fromm One Battalion, and al
of Three, Five, and Six Battalions, to gear up and get up here. | want

arnor and artillery with them Find out from Ti na and Raul how many
personnel from Mexi co have joined us and how the training is
progressing. Also, get me the latest from General Payon." He sniled at
her. "That ought to keep you busy for a few m nutes."

"Ben," West said. "If Hoffnman gets between us, you're going to be cut
of f and runni ng."

"That's the idea. We're not going to be able to contain Hoffman at the
border. But right now, his supply lines are stretched awfully thin. The

further north he progresses, the thinner they'll become. Wen he noves
into Texas, | want Payon to have teans ready to do an end-around on both
fl anks, and cone up behind Hof fman. | want his supply lines harassed and

di srupted. And | want to make that son of a bitch have to fight on three
or four fronts. After
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out clear: Hoffnman has never fought a guerrilla-type war. He's relied on
brute force and massive troop nmovenent to win what he's got. The Rebels
have been fighting a guerrilla-type war for years. W know how, they
don't. Hof fman has peopl e who do know how, but so far they are not
maki ng t he deci si ons.

"You all know where we have supplies cached. W have enough supplies

hi dden around this country to fight a guerrilla-type war for years. And
it's going to cone to that. Believe it. |ke, when you reach the point
where you can't hold out, bug out. No last-ditch efforts. Keep in mnd
the guerrilla notto: He who fights and runs away, lives to fight another
day."

When the | aughter had di ed down, Ben said, "Take off, people. Good | uck."
Striganov had eyed Ben suspiciously after the others had |l eft the room
He poured a cup of coffee and sat back down with Dan and Rebet. Cutside

t he sounds of engines filled the air as those batt comms | eaving pul | ed
out. "Now you can tell us what you really have in mnd, Ben," the
Russi an said, a half smle on his lips.

Ben grinned, the boyish snile taking years fromhis face. "You don't
really think I'"mgoing to | eave Jackman and DeMarco at our backs, do you?"

"l did wonder about that," Dan said.

Rebet nodded his head. "Yes. | wondered also. But | think I know the
answer to General Striganov's question, now "

"Ch?" Ben asked, freshening his coffee.
"Just as soon as lke and the others are on their way back to Texas, we
take of f after DeMarco and Jackman. You probably had it in your mnd

that you were going to do it alone. Forget it, General."
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but I didn't hold out much hope of it flying."
"Perish the thought," Dan said.

"We all go," Striganov grunbled.

"What's the plan?" Rebet asked.

"We destroy Jackman and DeMarco," Ben said quietly.

DeMarco and Jackman noved out very quickly, and they weren't at all neat
about their |eaving. Scouts were on their butts alnbst fromthe outset.
The scouts laid back and kept Ben and the others notified whenever the

| ong colums of troops nmade a nove

Ben sent Striganov and Rebet and troops racing to the north, while he
and Dan pulled in behind the scouts and poked al ong, always staying a
full half day behind the turncoats. As yet, no word had gone out over
the air as to exactly where Jackman and DeMarco had in nmind. But Ben
felt they would slip up eventually, and on the third day out, they did.

"Bingo!" Corrie said, after receiving a nessage fromthe scouts.
"DeMarco and Jackman are heading for northern Wsconsin. Up in the
Ni col et National Forest."

"Pull over and string an antenna,"”
Ceorgi so he can get in place."

Ben ordered. "We've got to tel

"Scouts report the enenmy colum is pulling over and seemto be calling

it a day," Corrie said

"That's even better,” Ben said. "I could use a break." They were in
northern M ssouri, paralleling DeMarco's colum over in Illinois.

The antenna strung and scranble on, before Corrie could bump Georgi, |ke

roared on. " Cod-
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"W found out where the escaping hens are going to roost and we will be
slipping into the henhouse like foxes in a few days."

"That doesn't answer my damm question! \Wat the hell does all that nean?"

"Rel ax, lke. I'mnot alone. Now get off the air so | can talk to CGeorgi."

"Jesus, Ben, | swear to God, | can't |eave you alone for ten ninutes
wi t hout you getting into trouble. WIIl you, for Christ's sake ..."

Ben turned down the volune and said to Corrie, "Wen he wi nds down, get
Ceorgi on the horn, will you?"

"What if he doesn't w nd down?"

"Change frequenci es.

Corrie listened for a nmoment. "He wants to know if you want attack
chopper s?"



"He wants to know 'why the hell not?'"

"Gve me that damm set, please. |lke, goddanmit, | need the choppers to
stay right where they are. Hoffman could bust through at any nonent.

["lI'l wap this thing up here and 1'll see you when | get back. Eagle out!"
Ben started | aughing as soon as he broke the signal. |ke would be

ki cki ng wast ebaskets and cussing and junping up and down. The exercise
m ght do hi mgood. |ke always needed to | ose a few pounds.

Ben was awakened in the dark hours of the norning by a runner from
conmuni cations. "Hoffman's forces are approaching Mexico City, GCeneral
Ceneral Payon says there is no way he can hold. He's
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retreating northward. They will be destroying bridges as they nove north."

Ben acknow edged the report and | ooked at his watch. It was only a few

m nutes before he usually rose. He et his teamsleep on for a little
whi | e and washed his face and hands and then shaved in cold water, only
cutting hinmself once. As usual, Jersey was the first one of his team up
After her toilet, she joined himin the cool ness of very early norning
for a cup of coffee. Neither spoke until their second cup had been poured.

Jersey studied Ben's face in the dimlight for a noment. "Wat's wong,
General ?"

"Hof f man' s goose- st eppers are knocking on the back door of Mexico City."
Jersey said a very ugly word

"I agree."

Corrie and Beth and Cooper joined them each carrying a cup of coffee.
Only Cooper was eating. Cooper could get out of bed and eat a raw
buffal o before his feet hit the floor

"Cooper," Jersey said. "Wat is that ness you' re gnhaw ng on?"

"Last night's liver."

Jersey said another extrenely ugly word and noved away from Cooper

"It's good for you," Cooper said.

Jersey shuddered and asked, "How far is Mexico City fromthe border
General ?"

"Probably five hundred mles or so to Brownsville. Probably seven

hundred and fifty to Laredo. | think we have plenty of time before
Hof f man' s peopl e reach the border ... in any large nunbers, that is."
"We still have plenty of gas, CGeneral," Cooper pointed out.
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use it if we don't. That arrangenent was negotiated through Pay on."

"I despise that stuff," Beth said softly. "It's . . . evil."



"I agree," Ben said

The teamsat in silence for a time, enjoying the cool and cal mess of
early norning. Many ot her Rebels were up, but they nmoved quietly out of
I ong habit. Ben did not have to give any orders about when they woul d
nmove out. The battalions knew that they would be on the road at first light.

Dan wal ked up, carrying a mug of tea. "I heard about Hoffman," the
Engl i shman said. "Three of the last great armies on the face of the
earth about to engage in what could well be the greatest battle ever
fought . "

"I"'mscared,” Beth admtted. "I thought we had a | ock on things.
t hought the fighting was just about over. Nowit's just about to begin."

"Stay scared,"” Ben told her. "It'lIl help keep you alive." He drained his
mug of coffee and wal ked away.

"He's changed," Cooper said sonberly. "I can feel it.

"The general knows that the battles ahead of us could well make the

di fference between liberty or slavery," Dan said. "O it could nean the

end of everything. A total collapse of any vestiges of civilization. It

could possibly nean that the Rebel arny, as it stands now, will cease to
be and we all will be forced to break up into small groups of resistance
fighters. There is a |lot weighing on the general's mnd."

"Hof f man had to have been planning this | ong before the Geat War," Beth
sai d. "Not necessarily
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"Ch, yes," Dan said, sitting down with the group. "Mst certainly, they
were. Wiy didn't the United States governnent stop them back then, |
believe is what you are leading up to? Yes. You four were children back
then. You couldn't have possibly understood how the politics of the
world worked. It was a sorry nmess. In this country, in England, in
countries all over the world. Lack of cooperation between governnents
seened to be the order of the day. It just seened that nobody could
agree on anything. In one part of the world, peace seened to be

bl ossomi ng. In yet another, bloody wars were raging. As the general has
told you, in all the so-called civilized, industrialized nations,
governments were teetering on the edge of bankruptcy trying to be al
things to all people at all tines. Taxes were going up and up and up and
services were goi ng down, down, down. If you were not there, and old
enough to know what was taking place, it's very difficult to explain."

"Everybody wanted sonething for nothing," Jersey said.

"Well. . ." Dan | ooked out into the graying of dawn. "Yes and no. Big
government s seened i ncapabl e of staying out of the private lives of
their citizens. Governnents would not allow the private citizens to
protect themselves by carrying guns, but yet the courts hanpered the
nmoverents of the police to such a degree the |aw abiding citizen was not
anply protected. In the cities, it was not safe to walk after dark. In
many areas, it was not safe to wal k anytine."

"Because of gangs of punks?" Cooper asked.

"Yes."



"Well. . . why didn't the police go in and cl ean
329 out those areas?"
Dan smled. "The courts wouldn't let them"

"Col onel ," Beth said. "That doesn't make any sense! All right, al
right. Way didn't the citizens form nei ghborhood patrols and run the
punks out ?"

Dan | aughed. "The police wouldn't let them"

"Well, goddamm!" Jersey said. "Wo was | ooking after the |aw abiding,
t axpayi ng citizens?"

Dan chuckled at the frustration in her voice. "Theoretically, the
police, ;ln reality, nobody. Toward the end, what happened here in
America was the police devel oped a bunker nmentality. They felt that
everybody was agai nst them And in many cases, the nation's press
certainly appeared to be. Crimnals could resist arrest, but if the
police used force against the crimnals, they were setting thensel ves up
for department disciplinary hearings and possible | awsuits. Wen you
hear the general say that crimnals had nore rights than the victim
he's telling you the truth."

"And? ..." Corrie asked.

"Here in Anerica, a liberal Denocrat won the presidency, the Denocrats
gai ned full control of both houses of Congress, the nation went to shit,
and the Great War envel oped the gl obe.™

"And now fifteen years later, here we are," Beth said. "Colonel, the way
| read what you just said, all this was . . . well, it just couldn't
have ended any ot her way."

"You're right. Revolution by the people was inevitable. Those in power
just could not or would not see it coming."

Jersey stood up and picked up her M16. "Seens like to ne, if a person
lives a decent life and pays taxes and respects the rights of other

| aw- abi di ng people, they have a right to demand | aw and order ... or pick
330 up a gun and see to thensel ves. Col onel, cops back before the G eat
War, if they found a person carrying a gun in their car-a decent person
say, who was just stopped for a traffic violation-wuld the cops take

t he gun?"

"I'n many cases, yes. And place the person under arrest for carrying it."

"Even though the person had no criminal record and the police knew that
he or she was carrying the gun only for personal protection?"

"Ah . . . well, yes. That's right."
"Then the cops didn't really know whose side they were on, did they?"

Dan blinked and | ooked at her for a monent. "That's ... a very unusua
way of |ooking at it, Jersey."



"I don't think so. I've seen all the old novies and read the books. The
cops had instant access to all the information on a suspect. Seenms to ne
like if the cops had turned their backs nore often, all the crimina
activity and gangs of punks crap could have and woul d have been taken
care of by the citizens."

"Then you woul d have had anarchy, Jersey."

"Isn'"t that what we have now, Col onel ?"
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"Striganov is having a hell of a time crossing the M ssissippi River,"
Corrie told Ben. "Those bridges not bl own have been weakened by tine and
no repairs. He won't risk crossing them He's going to have to go al

the up into northern M nnesota and cut across."

Ben did some |low muttering and cursing. "We have no choice, Corrie. Tel
himwe'll trail this bunch until he gets into position. If he gets into
position in time," Ben added.

"And if he doesn't?" Jersey asked.

"We tangle with them anyway. Dan says you had sone interesting coments
t he ot her norning, Jersey. What did you two tal k about ?"

"Condi tions before the Great War."

"And your thoughts were . . . ?"

"That if the citizens had fornmed vigilante groups and the cops had
turned their heads, maybe the G eat War and the collapse of everything
woul d never have occurred."

"I't wouldn't have worked, Jersey. Law and order can never be allowed to
break down to that extent. The probl emwas that due process was taken
too far
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center. But nothing woul d have stopped the war. That was a politica
nove between the colonels and the generals and the politicians of lots
of countries."

"I just don't understand, | guess," she said.

"I"mnot sure that anyone does," Ben told her

"Not even you, GCeneral ?" Cooper asked.

Ben smled. "Especially ne, Coop. | will never understand the nmind of a
true liberal. And believe nme, | have tried."

Corrie held up a hand for silence and listened to her earphone. "That's
ten-four," she said. "Scouts report a group of locals gathered three
mles up the road. Arned and angry."

"Angry about what ?"

"They didn't say."



Scouts had thrown up a human shield between the mob of nen and wonen and
Ben. He parted the scouts and faced the crowd. "I'm Ben Raines. Wat's
t he probl em here?"

They had found a place to cross the river far south of their present
| ocation, nowin extreme northern Illinois, and were still paralleling
DeMar co' s col unns.

"You the head honcho of the Rebels, right, CGeneral?" a nan tossed the
guestion out.

"That's right."
"You got a Reb outpost just north of here, right?"
"Last time we checked, we did, yes. What about it?"

"We had a man hurt hinself |ast week. Took himup there to get
treatment. They refused. W're fixin' to stormthat place and teach

t hose asshol es a | esson about being nei ghborly. And you and this bunch
won't stop us either.”
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was enornous in the still air. The group of about four hundred nmen and
worren pal ed at the sound.

"You were sayi ng?" Ben asked softly.

The spokesman swal | owed hard a couple of times. Wen he again spoke, his
tone was quite civil. "W got a right to nedical care, General."

"Who says so?"
"The Constitution of the United States."

"Go back and read it, mster. It doesn't say a damm word about nedical
care. Besides, the Constitution is null and void. It no | onger matters.
The United States of Anerica is history. It's kaput." He chuckled at his
choi ce of adjectives. But considering what the Rebels were facing in the
not -too-di stant future, learning a little German m ght not be such a bad
idea. He cleared his head of the dark hunor.

"If that's a joke, | don't get it," the local said, a sour expression on
hi s face.

"It's a private joke. Besides, you don't |ook like you have much of a
sense of hunor. You want nedical care, join the Rebel novement, form an
out post, and abide by Rebel laws. That's all there is to it."

The man shook his head. "We're not paying tribute to the likes of you,
General . "

Ben | aughed out |oud. "Tribute? Nobody pays tribute to nme. W have
started a linted cash noney flow, but it doesn't go to ne."

"I don't nean noney, General. W don't |ike your idea of |law and order."

"But you want us to provide you with nedical care. It doesn't work that
way. "



"There is always Hoffman," the man said slyly.

Ben hit him The punch |landed solidly right on the button and the man
went down and stayed down.
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"Good shot, Ceneral," Cooper said.

"Thank you," Ben replied, rubbing his hand.

"What about this nob?" Dan asked.

"Di sperse them And see if you can find out what their beef is with us.”
"You gonna take our guns, General ?" a woman called out fromthe crowd.
"Shoul d 1 ?" Ben asked, searching the sea of faces for her

The wonman stepped out and faced him "My name is Jean Lytton."

Ben waited. Obviously the name was supposed to nmean sonething to him It
did not. "Fine. You know who I am"

"You have never heard of nme?"
"Can't say as | have."

"I used to head an organi zati on known as Christians for Reason, Action
and Peace.”

"This seens to be the year for nutty slogans,"
spells CRAP, if you didn't know. "

Ben muttered. "Lady, that

Jersey giggled and it became infectious, spreading all around the ranks.

Jean's face turned dark with rage. Dangerous |ady, Ben thought. And
probably unstable. He had always felt that people who headed up those
fringe groups protesting against the normwere probably about two slices
shy of a whol e | oaf.

"Si|l ence!" Jean shout ed.

That just made matters worse. The Rebels really started | aughing. Ben
wat ched Jean's eyes. The wonan was about to expl ode. Ben waved his
peopl e silent although he was having a difficult tinme keeping a smle
off his face.

The citizen Ben had knocked to the ground
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the second effort and stood in front of Ben, swaying. Hi s jaw was
swol | en and bl ood | eaked from his nout h.

"W got a right to choose what way of life is best for us," the man said

to Ben.

"That you do," Ben agreed. "Any sort of peaceful existence you choose is
fine with me. But Hoffrman has sworn to destroy the Rebel way of life. If
you align with him then you are against ne. That makes you ny eneny.



You understand all that?"

"And you'll do what?"

"W pe you out to the last person,” Ben said coldly.

"Attack, attack!" Jean suddenly shouted. "Destroy the infidels!"
"You have got to be kidding," a man said fromout of the crowd.

"You better listen to your followers,"'
peopl e, and no one will get hurt."

Ben warned her. "Stand easy,

"Forward into battle!l" Jean shouted, then [unged at Ben. Jersey gave her
the butt of her M16 to the stomach and Jean fol ded. No one else in the
crowd had noved.

"Watch this nut case,"” Ben said, |ooking down at Jean, gagging on the

ground. "We'll stop here for the night. I want to talk to these people.
W need all the allies we can get. Something is terribly out of whack
here." He turned to the crowd. "In one hour |I'Il be set up to receive

peopl e fromyour group. Let's talk. Choose your spokespersons and we'l |
work this thing out. Good day."

It didn't take Ben long to reverse what Jean Ly tton had done out of her
hatred for Ben. Seens she had becone i ncensed about sone of the books
Ben had
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books. Then the G eat War cane and ended that. She had wandered into
this area out of Chicago some years back, bringing some of her
banana-fruit-pie followers with her, and had turned the comunity
agai nst Ben and the Rebel way of life.

"I guess we were fools, General,"” a worman told him "To tell you the
truth, we were afraid of you and the Rebels."

n W]y?ll

She shook her head. "You all, well, seened to be so purposeful. You
seened to know exactly what you wanted and then did it w thout
hesitation. The efficiency of the Rebels scared nost of us. And you were
so violent!"

"\Where was your hone before the G eat War?"

She woul dn't meet his eyes, and Ben guessed she was from one of those
subur bs of Chicago that banned guns back before the breakdown. Those
types of people could never understand that when | aws are passed to take

guns away from | aw abi di ng people, then only the law ess will have guns.

"I can guess,"” Ben told her. "But now you have guns. Wat changed your
m nd, |ady?"

"Are you going to say 'l told you so,' Ceneral ?"

"Ch, no. You' ve seen the light, so to speak. You want to becone part of
t he Rebel novenent now?"

"How coul d we exist without doing so?"



"Wth much difficulty." Ben | ooked at the wonman. The tines had beaten
her down and she was nentally worn out. "Don't go into this with
anything | ess than a one hundred percent commitnent,"” Ben cautioned her.
"What few rul es we have are harsh ones, and they are enforced to the
letter. We won't tolerate interference.”

"I know, GCeneral. Joining your nmovenent is
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"And...}"

"Not everyone here will join."

"Then they're in a world of hurt, lady. They're going to be standing
outside in the cold and we won't lift one finger to help any of them
I"mnot saying it's right or nmoral, but for these tinmes, it's the only way."
After she had left, Dan cane in and took a chair. "About half of them

have agreed to nove north and join the outpost there. The rest of them

say they'll go it alone.™

"They damn sure have that right. And they'd better understand it."

"They're going to continue follow ng the ranting and raving of this
Lytton fenale."

"Cood Lord."

"That's not all. She is denmandi ng an audi ence with you."
"Send her in."

"Are you sure?"

"M ght as well hear what she has to say."

She had plenty to say. "You are a heathen, Ben Raines," Jean told him
"You have no Christian attributes. You do not understand that people who
turn to alife of crime are not to be blaned for that. Society pushed
themto it. They ..."

Ben waved her silent. "Lady, | don't want to hear that hogwash. | didn't
believe it when governments were nmore or |less stable, and | sure as hel
don't believe it now. So get on with sonething el se to bore ne."

"You are a terrible man."

"CGCo on."

"God will strike you dead for what you are doing to this once-great
country."
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Ben sighed. "That's what | was afraid of. Get on with it."



"Armageddon is loonming on the horizon like a great multiheaded beast.
And the heads all have your face."

"Could | have a snapshot of that?" Jersey asked, sitting across the
room "That'd be neat."

"You shut your whore nouth!" Jean told her

Jersey stood up and Ben waved her back. "This conversation is over,
lady. Carry your butt out of here before | turn Jersey |oose on you."

Jean storned fromthe ol d house. After she had stal ked away, those stil
following her falling in step with her, Jersey said, "That woman is
about as dangerous as Sister Voleta."

"She's a disciple of Voleta," Ben spoke the words softly. "I'd bet on
it. And she'll link up with Hoffman. I'd bet on that, too. W'll see her
again."

"Striganov on the horn, General," Corrie called fromthe other room

"CGo, Bear," Ben said.

"I can't make it, Eagle. Somebody has crippled the bridges in this area.
I'"mhaving to backtrack. 1'll cross over first chance | get and we'll
have to tackle the groups fromthe south and west."

Ben thought for a nmoment. "Ch, hell, Ceorgi. W' re about the sane
strength as DeMarco. Let's catch himand mx it up. Wat do you say?"

The Russian's great boomi ng | augh cane over the mles. "Hell, yes, Ben
Al though | think you're up to sonething and the fight will be over |ong
before | get there. Al right, Ben. Yes. Let's do it."

Ben stepped to the door and waved at Dan. Wen he had trotted over, Ben
said, "We're pulling out at

339 first light and closing with DeMarco and his goose-steppers.™

"Suits ne. My people are spoiling for a fight. But what about Cenera
Striganov?"

"I just spoke with him Dan. Hell, he's way up in M nnesota. The fight
will be over by the tine he even gets a good start. He knows it. And he
said as much. CGeorgi knows |'mnot to be trusted."

"I will adnmit that at times you do present an incorrigible streak
Ceneral ," Dan said with a grin. "But if everybody wants a fight, and
they do, why wait until tonmorrow to nove? We can be within five mles of
them by ten o' clock tonight. The scouts say it does not appear that
DeMarco thinks he's being followed, and security is very lax."

"Yeah. W could be all over them by dawn. All right, Dan. Get the people
mount ed up."

H s team was al ready packi ng up what they had just unpacked. They knew
Ben wel I .

"Al'l right, Jersey," Ben said. "Say it."



"Ki ck-booty time?" she said coyly.

Cooper threw a hel net at her and she chased hi mout of the room and put
hi munder a truck. He stayed there until Ben told Jersey to let himcone
out unharmed. It was time to go.

340

The scouts ranged ten mles out in front of the main colum as they
drove north into lowa and then turned east, heading straight for DeMarco
and Jackman's troops. By eight o'clock that evening, the colum halted
and the Rebels who had not followed Ben's orders to catch sone sleep in
the vehicles on the way over, drivers and gunners, bedded down for a few
hours' rest. The Rebels had made very good tine over the old country
roads. The scouts had reported back that they were so close to the band
of turncoats Americans they could practically spit on them

At mdnight, Ben woke his people and they were on the way,

rout e-steppi ng toward the showdown, | oaded down with equi pnent. They
passed honmes al ong the way, oftentinmes the man and woman and kids on the
front porch, seeing what all the nmarchi ng peopl e were about.

"Gnna lick this Hoof man feller, General ?" a man call ed.

"We're going to kick his butt all the way back to wherever in the hel
he came from" Ben told the |ocal

"Stick himin the butt with a bayonet for ne!"
341 "That's a scabby bunch up the road, General," another called. "They
rolled through here yesterday. Trash if | ever laid eyes on sone."

"We'| | take care of them" Ben assured the people. "You're all part of
t he Rebel outpost here, aren't you?"

"You better believe it," a woman called. "God bl ess you boys and girls."
"This makes it all worthwhile," Cooper said. "Mikes ne feel good that

we' re hel ping the | aw abiding fol ks who just want to rebuild and be good
citizens."

"I won't argue that, Coop," Jersey said. "That al nost makes up for you
hitting ne with a helnet."

"Thanks, Jersey," Cooper said.
"l said al nost."
"That means you're still in trouble, Coop," Ben told him

"When am | not?"

"Noi se discipline fromhere on in," Ben told Corrie. "Pass the word. The
scouts are one mle fromhere."

Scouts had radi oed back that the town was an ol d deserted one. They
could attack wi thout fear of harm ng any locals. Unless sone |ocals
col  aborated wi th Jackman and DeMarco, and if that was the case, it
didn't nake any difference.



"One mle right up this road, CGeneral," a scout told Ben. "They have
sentries posted around the town, but none clinbed the water tower.
Hawki ns here just came back in fromtown and he says they're carel ess
and overconfident. Snoking on guard duty, talking, and just generally
not professional at all."

"M nes and booby traps?"

"None, sir," Hawkins said. "They parked their vehicles all over the
town; just wherever they

342 happened to find a spot." He snmiled in the night. "Those trucks are
| oaded with explosives. It's going to be a really big bang."

"I certainly plan on it being that and nore. Corrie, pass the word: rest
for one hour. Then start noving around the town and work in to about
five hundred nmeters. Mortar crews are setting up the 60s now. W'll nop
up what the rocket attack |eaves alive. Flares will go up the instant
the attack begins and they will continue to Iight the night. By now the
drivers have caught a few hours' sleep and are on their way here.

They' Il lay back about a nile behind us and deploy at the first pop and
circle the town with Big Thunpers and machi ne-gun fire. Now, folks,
these people are traitors. | amnot particularly interested in seeing a

| ot of prisoners.”
No Rebel had to ask Ben to el aborate on that.
"Take a rest," Ben finished it.

That nearly twenty-five hundred Rebels could conpletely surround the
town wi thout being detected could be broken down into two reasons: the
skill of the Rebels and the | axness of DeMarco and Jackman. That | axness
woul d cost themtheir lives.

Ben and his teamsilently worked their way into position. They were a few
hundred yards froma two-story building right on the edge of town. A
dozen vehicles were parked in front of and around the structure.

Ben | ooked at the | um nous hands of his watch. Five mnutes to bl owdown.
He lay on the cool ground and studied his darkened surroundi ngs. Not one
unnatural sound could be heard. As a matter of fact, nothing could be
heard. That shoul d have been a dead gi veaway to the turncoats, Ben

t hought. They m ght be skilled woodsnen, but they weren't worth a dam
when it cane to urban warfare
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whi spered, "All teans in place, Ceneral."

"Any second now, " he returned the whisper.

The first 60mmnortar fell right on a truck that was | oaded wth
expl osi ves. The expl osion conpletely destroyed the building the truck
was parked in front of and sent a gasoline fireball several hundred feet
into the night sky. Flares began popping in the skies, beginning their
sl ow parachute drop downward

Then two dozen 60mm rounds fell on the old town and the earth trenbl ed
under their inpact. Humrers roared into position all around the
outskirts of the town and the gunners began firing 40mm grenades into
t he confusion, the Big Thumpers spitting out death and fire.



Trucks and Jeeps were expl oding inside the town, sending out

deat h-deal i ng and mai mi ng shrapnel for hundreds of yards. Those

Ameri cans trapped inside the old town soon discovered that they had no
place to run. Wen they tried to flee the flanes and expl osions, the

hi dden Rebels lying a few hundred neters out cut themdown. The fires
fromthe burning town could be seen for miles in any direction. And they
were seen. Several hundred nenmbers of the |oosely knit Rebel outpost
nearby stood on their front porches and in their |awns and watched and
listened to the destruction of those who had turned their backs on
Anerica and who woul d ensl ave them under Hoffrman's directives.

No one felt an ounce of pity for the traitors.
"Mortar crews stand down," Ben ordered

The night ceased its rocking and trenbling. The crackling of unchecked
fires, the popping of burning ammunition, and the screani ng of the wounded

344 filled the firelit, |eaping, dancing night.
"Move in," Ben ordered.

The Rebel s worked cl oser. Wen they were within range of rocket
| aunchers and bl oop tubes, Ben halted forward nmoti on and ordered his
troops to pour it on those still left alive in the nowruined town.

So compl ete was the nurderous attack, so total the destruction and so
massi ve the confusion, the forces of Jackman and DeMarco ni ght have
gotten off a hundred rounds maxi mum at the nearly invisible Rebels. Not
one Rebel was killed or wounded by hostile fire.

"Hol d your positions," Ben ordered. "Do not advance. Shoot anyone
carrying a weapon. |If they come out of that inferno with their hands in
the air, take them prisoner."

When dawn finally lightened the eastern skies, and the fires in the town
wer e burning down, the Rebels had taken twelve prisoners, and two of
them were so shell-shocked they were reduced to near-babbling idiots.

Two of the prisoners were Jackman and DeMarco

"I'"ll make a deal with you," Ben said. "Tell ne everything you know
about Hoffman's arny-and | mean everything-and I'Il let you live. If you
choose not to cooperate, I'Il hang you right here and now. " He pointed
to a huge old tree with two nooses dangling froma branch

"Fuck you, Raines," DeMarco said. "Heil Hitler!"

"Hang him" Ben ordered.

Two minutes |ater DeMarco was kicking his |ast.

Jackman wat ched through horror-filled eyes. This just didn't happen in
America. America gave you trials and appeals and free | awers and free
psychiatrists and |ots of good press coverage from pissing

345 and sobbi ng hanky-stonmping reporters and all that stuff. In Anmerica

you could drag out crinmnal trials-at the expense of overburdened
t axpayers- and sentencing for years.



"The second noose is for you, Jacknman,"” Ben told him

"I want a | awyer!"

The Rebel s gathered around | aughed at that.

"Sorry, Jackman," Ben told him "W put |awers out of business."
"This ain't legal!"

"Who says so?" Ben chall enged. He | ooked at his watch. "It's time for
br eakfast, Jackman. |'m hungry. You have one minute to make up your mind."

Jackman | ooked at the body of DeMarco, slowy twisting in the freshening
breeze. Overhead, storm clouds were gathering. He | ooked at the pretty
little Rebel sonebody had called Jersey. "Help nme!" he pl eaded.

"Hell with you," she told him and took a bite out of an apple froma
near by orchard. Cooper had gotten it for her in hopes of making up. What
he didn't know was that Jersey had never been mad at him But she wasn't
going to tell himthat. As |ongas Coop thought that she was nmad at him
hi s behavi or was exenpl ary.

"But you're a woman!" Jackman hollered. "Like nmy mama."

"I'f I'd been your nother,
aborted you."

Jersey told himcontenptuously, "I'd have

Jackman | ooked at her, disbelief in his eyes. These Rebel wonen ranged
frompretty to plain, but one thing for certain: they all were tough as
a boot. There wasn't an ounce of pity or nmercy in the eyes of any of
them H s shoul ders sagged in defeat as his eyes once nore touched the
body of DeMarco. "All right,"

346 Jackman said. "Watever you want to know, I'Il tell you." Ben
smled. "I felt sure you'd see it our way."

The Rebels did not bury the dead. They just collected all the guns that
were usable and then bl ew what was | eft of the town over the dead,
covering themwith tons of brick and stone. Then the [ ong col utms turned
and headed south. Georgi had cut south after talking with Ben. That Ben
had junmped the gun and tackled the turncoats without waiting for him
cane as no surprise. The Russian had expected that.

On the way back south, Ben sent teans out to touch base with the
survivors along the way, warning them of the approach of Hoffman and his
goose-steppers. Sone of the people who were not part of the Rebe

out post system nerely shrugged their shoul ders and said they didn't give
a damm. Hoffnman or Rai nes-one was just as bad as the other

The Rebel s' usual response was, "M ster, have you got another thought
com ng about that."

But nmost of the survivors who had not yet linked up with the Rebel s took
this opportunity to do so. While nmany of themdid not |ike what they
consi dered to be too-harsh Rebel |law, they knew that |ife under Hoffman
woul d be intolerable, and that conpared to the Nazis, the Rebels were
angel s from heaven.



Ben returned to Mountain Hone and was pleased to see the town running
snoot hly and normal | y-as nuch as possi bl e under the circunstances-now
that the hordes of turncoats were gone.

Hof f man was steadily pushing northward, wi th Payon and his troops-now
all split up and wor ki ng

347 in small teams-retreating toward the border, blow ng bridges as they
fell back.

And the ranks of the Rebels were swelling with new nenbers, the Rebels
hard- pressed to give themall the necessary training needed before
Hof fman's forces struck the border

Ben flew down to Laredo to neet with his batt comrs and to neet with
Cener al Payon.

"We did the best we could, CGeneral Raines," Ceneral Payon said. "I am
sorry we could not contain themon our soil."

"You did just fine," Ben assured the man. They were both about the sane
age. Ben had been a witer before the Great War, Ceneral Payon had been

a TV news anchor in Mexico City. Neither man had wanted t he job of

| eader of great arm es. But the people had insisted they |lead. So they did.

"Toget her we have quite a force, Ceneral,"” Ben told him "I believe we
can stop Hoffman. But it's going to be a long and bl oody canpaign."

"W will eventually stop this madman," Payon agreed. "But the cost wll
b* heavy and God al one knows what our countries will be like when it's
over."

The | eaders of two of the three |argest known armies on earth began

pl anni ng for what both hoped would be the war to end all wars. But both
knew t hey were old enough to have renmenbered that line fromhistory

class. And both now sensed that the war to end all wars woul d be the
conflict that would end life on earth and still the pens of history forever.
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The arny of the Rebels and those nen and wonen aligned with it had grown
to i nmense proportions. Gone were the days when Ben knew, if not the
nane, at |east the face of every man and wonan who fought with him

Ben's regul ar Rebel s al one now nunbered nore than twel ve thousand. If
the conflict that faced them dragged on, food was soon going to present
a problem The Rebels had seized the food rations fromall the garrisons
of Hoffman's troops they had overrun; that gave them several nonths nore
of field rations, as well as amo. But it was not going to be enough

"\Whol e bl ood is going to be a problem" Doctor Chase told Ben
"Medi ci nes?" Ben asked

"W have enough. For several nmobnths. W can't ask those at Base Canp One
to work any harder. They're working around the clock now "

Ben | ooked at the large roomfilled with people. Used to be a tinme, he
t hought, when the conmanders of all Rebel forces in North America could
sit around a card table and plan the next canpaign. Now | don't even
know sonme of these people. Thousands and



349 thousands of men and wormen and all depending on me to | ead t hem
God give me the strength and wi sdomto do so.

"Where i s Hof f man now?"

"One week away," Thermopolis answered. "If he continues his present
advance. "

"He will," Ben said quietly.

They still did not have a firm plan on how best to neet Hoffnan's

advance, and Ben's patience was running out. It was unfair for themto

sit and stare at him He shook away that thought and turned to face the

wi ndow | ooki ng outside. No, it wasn't unfair, he amended that. He'd been
calling the shots for years, so why now should he expect all that to change?

He turned around and once nore | ooked at the faces of the nmen and wonen.
Wl l, he thought, by God, we did it. Red, yellow, black, white, and tan
there they sit. If we didn't acconplish anything el se, at | east

t housands of people of all colors and creeds nmanaged to conme together as
one, without hate, to fight the common eneny. Yeah, he thought, there
they sit. Al looking at ne as if | was the Messiah

"Ceorgi," Ben said to the Russian. "You conmanded one of the greatest
armes ever to march on this earth. Don't just sit there. Help ne.
CGeneral Payon, you've led your people for years. Dan, you were a
conmmander in the SAS. Junp in here. West, you comranded the finest group
of professional soldiers to fight anywhere; so pull your finger out of
your butt and lay a plan on the table. Rebet, Danjou, |ke-cone on
people. Gve ne sonme help in this thing."

They sat in silence and | ooked at him Ben felt a sinking sensation in
his belly. Is this it? he thought. "Have we reached the end of our
string?" he said

350 al oud. "Maybe. Maybe so, people. Maybe we're all just tired of it.
Weary of all the bl ood and pain and suffering and days and nights
wi t hout sl eep. The constant pounding of battle."

"Tell us what you think, General," Ned Hawki ns of the New Texas Rangers
said. "I'mno | eader of great armies. | have five hundred people out
there ready to fight and die for this country. But I'mno expert at
drawin' up plans for an arny this size."

G een wait, who commanded El even Battalion, said, "Conmon sense tells ne
that if we tried to neet Hof fman nose to nose, he'd chew us up and spit
out bl ood and bone. But if we break up into small groups and try to
fight himthat way, we're taking an awful chance."

"But what other options do we have?" |ke asked. "Hoffnman has us
out manned and out gunned. He has nore helicopter gunships, nore pl anes,
nore tanks, nore of everything."

"So did Khansin," Ben said. "So did nearly every other group we've ever
faced. And we licked themall. Al right, people. If it's going to be
all up to nme, here it is. W can't neet Hoffnman head-on with tanks; we
don't have that many. For every attack chopper we have, he has twenty.
But we have SAMs. For sone reason as yet unknown, he has no Big



Thunpers. Those Thunpers are going to make a mess out of his Iight

arnor. So we make Hof frman break up his army. W make himfight on half a
dozen fronts. W stretch his supply lines to the breaking point, and
then break them W fight the way we fight the best, as guerrillas. W
are going to terrorize his troops. W are going to infiltrate his canps,
cut throats while they sleep, hang his people, and in general, scare the
living crap out of them And we can do it. W have no choice in the
matter. W have to do it."

351 "So we give up the border," Buddy said.
"Unl ess you' ve got a better plan, yes."

"So we turn Texas into a battleground?” Ned asked.

"Yes. But we won't contain themhere. Before this is over, we'll be
fighting all over the nation. And when that occurs, that's when we'll
beat Hof frran. We'll spread himso thin he's vul nerable."

Ben eyebal l ed the group. "CGeneral Payon, have your people burn their
uniforms and dress in civilian clothing. South Texas is your area."

Payon smiled. "I like it. W shall be poor peasants, scratching at the
ground to eke out a neager existence until the eneny troops get close
enough to slaughter. Then we becone fighters. Yes. | like it."

"Everybody out of uniforms," Ben ordered. "We're all civilians again.
How can Hof fman fight an arny he can't recognize and who pops up when he
| east expects it, hits himhard, and then runs away? Start novi ng our
tanks and arnor away fromthe border. Move themnorth. Therm you and
your bunch are hippies again. So play your guitars, turn up the vol une
on that awful rnusic, and keep your guns handy."

"Then there is no HQ Conpany?"

"Ch, you'll be operating. But far fromhere. How about a commune in
Arkansas?"

"Back where | started from" Therm nuttered.

"Everybody start scrounging for civvies," Ben ordered. "Get trucks

| oaded with supplies and start caching themall over the country.

Hof f man has been warned to stay out of Louisiana. That's neutral ground.
He knows if he violates our agreenent, we'll use everything we've got
agai nst him He doesn't want that any nore than | want to order it done."
"Who gets Emi | ?" Buddy asked.

352 "Therm"

"Thank you so very much,"” Thernopolis said. "There is one thing | think
we should all do before this nmeeting breaks up,"” General Pay on said.

"What is that?" Ben asked. "Pray."
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