BLACKSHI RT DEATH ZONE

They came minutes later. Three trucks, escorted by arnored personne
carriers. Ben let themcone up closer, readied his Thonpson, then gave
the command to fire

Streams of tracers slashed into the unprotected trucks. The APCs reacted
instantly, disgorging a horde of blackshirts who spread out and returned
fire as well as the darkness all owed.

"This is getting too personal," Jersey suggested from her position
beside him "Let's get back in the Humrer."

Ben saw novenment to his left, and turned the Thonpson that direction
Vertical tongues of flame spurted fromthe conpensator on the nuzzle of
the tomry gun. The lethal hot |ead chewed into the running nmen, who
tumbled like rag dolls thrown by an angry child.

"It's just beginning to get exciting," Ben protested, a fierce grin
spreading his lips.
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6 Book One

7 There are sonme children who can say that they have been born and

raised their entire lives under the protective unbrella of the Rebe

way. Ben Raines, soldier, witer, intelligence officer, and sonetimes
political figure, hadn't started out to have it that way. What he wanted
was peace and security for hinself and his famly. Like Topsey, that grew

Ben knew that "things" were rotten |ong before the G eat War. He saw
corruption winked at for years, until it becane the normfor
politicians, judges, the prosecutors and police. Not that there weren't
some damn fine policenen in the country. Even some | audabl e nenbers of
the FBI. Ben had tried, in his books and in his lectures, to call the
alarm He had been net at the best with indifference, at the worst with
open hostility.

"Don't rock the boat" and "bend with the banboo" had becone the nationa
phi | osophy. The Japanese were selling Anerica televisions, VCRs, and
what |ater proved to be cheaply made, and then buying up a whole | ot of
America with the proceeds. Every ayatollah and two-bit strongman in the
M ddl e East thunbed his nose at America. The Chi nese communi sts raped
the mnds of 600 nmillion people and Uncle Sam paid the bill for it

t hrough "Mbst Favored Nation" trade status. Latin America made gringo
bashi ng the national pastinme. The European comu-

8 nity | ooked down their haughty, pseudoaristocratic noses and quietly
| oat hed everything American. Idiotic adventures in Africa had sent the
deficit skyrocketing, while the recipients of Anerican | argess secretly
hated their benefactors and plotted to destroy the nation

Ben Raines saw all of this and recoiled in revul sion and
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di sillusionment. There had to be a better way. Then canme the G eat War
and all that changed.

Ben Rai nes had been a soldier, as well as a teacher and author.
Sonetimes, he believed he woul d spend the rest of his life as a soldier
Particularly after the Great War. Qut of the ashes of devastation and

di sorder, Ben soon formed a small gathering of |ike-m nded people. They
journeyed through the country, seeking others who shared their stern

but fair, beliefs and their dreans of rebuilding a shattered nation
Wil e what was |l eft of the central governnent (read: politicians) of the
United States still staggered around and pointed fingers of blanme at one
anot her and appoi nted and staffed endless (and certainly usel ess)
conmittees to study this problemand that, Ben Raines and his grow ng
band of followers, who would soon be known as Rebels, were cl eaning out
and setting up their own brand of government in the northwest.

It was called Tri-States, and before the nitwit politicians who made up
the new central governnent of the United States -its capital now in

Ri chnmond (Washington, D.C., had been destroyed, a condition that nany
Ameri cans, whether a part of the Rebels or not, felt to be | ong overdue)
- knew what was happeni ng and stopped stonping on their hankies, they

di scovered that there was a country-w thin-a-country, and that
everything was just fine in the Tri-States.

To their shock and horror, the Tri-States had a zero crine factor, zero
unenpl oynent, cl ean, pure running water, electricity, social services,
school s that actually taught useful subjects to the young, nedica

9 care for all, and all the other anenities that made |life good for the
| aw abi di ng. Everything just hummed al ong peacefully in the Tri-States.
And they did it all without help fromthe central government. They even
had the audacity to tell the bureaucrats to keep their |ong, disruptive
noses out of the business of Tri-States.

"Good heavens!" shrieked the politicians, shredding nore hankies and
stonping themfuriously. "We can't allowthis. Wy, it's -it's
subversive, positively . . . unAmerican!"

Then, horror of horrors, the politicians and their toady bureaucrats in
Ri chmond | earned that crimnals were actually being hanged in
Tri-States, for such innocent pursuits as murder and rape and arned
robbery and other such mnor offenses that every politically correct
person knows are not the fault of the perpetrator, but rather the fault
of everyone el se

After all, the bleeding hearts pointed out, if the homeconi ng queen
won't date a person, why, rape the bitch, right? O if sonmebody has a

ni cer car or newer tennis shoes or flashier jacket, if they have a
larger TV set, or a CD player, or a better boom box or Wl kman, why, it
made perfect sense for that |ess-fortunate person to go out and steal a
gun to bl ow sonebody away. For they all knew that the mental scars left
by these horribly traumatic inequalities would certainly mark for life
the afflicted individuals, and positively justified violent acts agai nst
such an uncaring society.

So after the liberals in Congress ended nonths of hand-wi ngi ng,
snorting, and weeping, and trod to shreds a ton of hankies, and after
forty-seven conmttees had concluded five thousand five hundred and
ni nety-three neetings and fact-finding junkets (all at taxpayer
expense), the central governnent reached its decision: the Tri-States



nmust be conpelled to cease and desi st and di sband and stop all this
unpatriotic foolishness.

10 Derisive laughter came fromthe citizens of Tri-States, who, through
their elected | eader, Ben Raines, told the President of the United
States and the nenbers of both houses of Congress to go fuck thensel ves.

Wl l! those august beings snitted with a linmp flip of their wists.
Nobody tells Congress to do that!

| mredi ately the governnent of the United States declared war on the
Tri-States. After extensive and expensive effort, they thought they had
wi ped out all those malcontents who had the nerve to think they knew
nore about running a governnent than the professional politicians.

W ong!

Ben Rai nes gathered a handful of survivors around himand proceeded to
rebuild his army. Once he had acconplished this, the Rebels set out to
kick the crap out of the thugs and bull yboys the central governnent sent
after them Wth victory cane fane.

The Rebel phil osophy spread and the Rebel arny grew rapidly. Ri ght when
Ben Rai nes and the Rebels had seized control of the central government,
tragedy of another sort struck the world. Like the horror of the Mddle
Ages, a rat-borne plague spread through the world. Wen it was over,
there remai ned not a single stable governnent anywhere in the world.

For a few years, anarchy reigned. Gangs of hoodl uns and warl ords rul ed
the cities and countrysi de, weaking havoc and msery on the battle-worn
and weary popul ati on. Everywhere except inside the borders of the new
Tri-States, that is.

Ben Rai nes took his Rebels to the Deep South. There the rednecks and the
bl ack racist juju artists came on every bit as ferociously as the
depraved warl ords of the north and west. When the Rebels had their
sector cleaned out and running snmoothly, they began the job of sweeping
out the dregs of the nation, coast to coast and border to border. It
woul d take them years.

11 Meanwhile, down in isolated areas of South America, an even nore
deadly and virul ent cancer had netastasized. Field Marshal Jesus D eguez
Mendoza Hof f man had built and trained an armnmy of black- and
brown-shirted Nazis. Like hinmself, many of Hoffman's officer corps cane
fromthe result of fraternization between the |ocal |adies and the
"pure" Aryan survivors of the collapse of the Third Reich who had fled
to Argentina, Bolivia, Brazil, and Paraguay.

Now t he New Arny of Liberation, as Hoffrman styled his Whrmacht,
controll ed nost of the continent, Central America and had inroads in
Mexi co. Their Ftihrer had given thema new m ssion: to conquer what was
left of North America and reeducate its citizens . . . those that would
be left after a bl oody purge of nen, wonmen, and children they considered
to be untermenschlich, subhuman.

How, one coul d ask, could Nazismonce nore rear up its ugly face and be
on the march, its ranks tightly closed, goose-stepping its way north? It
all had to do with the infusion of Latin Anerican genes into the Aryan
suprenacy madness.



The new | eader of Hitler's rantings and ravings was nmuch nore subtle in
his methods of indoctrination. Wthin the ranks of the New Arny of

Li beration could be found nen and wonen of all races, all nationalities,
all colors. Hoffman's mad psyche told himhe nust use people of al
colors in order to win. After the battle was won, he shrewdly advi sed
hi s backers and civilian bureaucrats, then he would start his new

put sch, which, as the N ght of the Long Knives had once purified the
ranks of the SA, would rid his own Sturmabteil ungen of racial and nental
inferiors. Yet, in order to do that, once the battle was won, he woul d
need the help of a certain type of North American ... a rather ignorant
and bi goted type of person

Unfortunately that type still existed in large nunbers in North Anmerica
Peopl e who hated "spicks" and "jigs" and "kikes" and "sl opes." Men,
wonen, and

12 even children, who lusted after their nythical Aryan ideal. Hoffnman
felt confident they would rally to his cause.

So the nodern-day Hitler invaded Mexico and the United States. Hi s
superior nunbers and blitzkrieg tactics overwhel med General Payon and
his Army of Mexico. CGeneral Payon never really had a chance, because

t hose who remai ned of the aristocratic upper class of Mexico, who were
al so the governnent and thus controlled the arny, fawned on the Nazis
and treated themas liberators. The Rebels had hardly begun their task
of restoring order and steady comrerce to the United States, after their
prol onged od-yssey over the oceans and continents of the world, but they
had soon found thensel ves facing the Nazi menace on the R o G ande.

The massive size of the invasion force caused Ben Raines to break his
light divisions into smaller units and fight a delaying, guerrilla
battl e against Hof fman. Hi s watchword: "Make them pay for every inch
t hey take."

Fromthe outset, the stormtroopers of Hoffman's Arny of Liberation paid
dearly. Even with the support of Anerican Nazis, rednecks, and juju

| eaders, Hoffnman soon found hinmself starring in the punchline role of
that old British Arny joke, with his thunmb up a tiger's arse

In short, Ben Raines and his Rebels, with alittle help from unexpected
allies, kicked the living shit out of Superman Hof frman and his Nazis. In
the initial engagenments not a Rebel life was |lost, and only a handful
wounded. Later, as Hof frman expanded his foothold into the breadbasket of
America, it got grinmer. Even so, Hoffman's Nazi arny lost ten to
fifteen men for each Rebel wounded, a hundred or nore for each one
killed. At |ast Ben concluded that they sinmply could not fight worth a
damm and had an idiot for a commander

He turned up the heat and soon had a total rout on

13 his hands. Nazis fled singly, in pairs, in platoon-sized units, and
finally entire divisions surrendered. Those that remained fled in terror

to the Pacific Northwest, or split for South Anmerica with the only

seasoned mlitary mnd, CGeneral Frederich Rasbach. A few remained in Mexico.

Ben and his Rebel s soon encountered and wi ped out pockets of stubborn
resi stance. As the nunber reported fleeing the "free" part of the United
States to join Hoffrman grew, they knew full well that the Rebel arny
woul d have to contend with the Nazi nonster again.



So they rolled up their sleeves and nmade ready.

What they didn't know was how soon they woul d once again be thrown into
the crucible of war.

15

"The tree of Liberty must oft-times be watered with the bl ood of patriots.'
Benj ami n Franklin

Ben Rai nes stood outside his Hurmer. A lot nore gray showed at the
tenmples of his black hair; nmore than a decade of conbat accounted for
that. Hs jaw had | ost none of its firmess, nor had the square cut of
his chin dimnished. Hs eyes squinted as he | ooked over a w de expanse
of rollinjg | andscape that had once nore filled with undulating fields
of anber waves of grain. This wheat had been planted by farmers living
peaceful 'y under Rebel protection. Big fists on hips, Ben turned to
study the land. He and his headquarters team Ben knew, were situated
not far fromwhat used to be Concordia, Kansas.

Their Humvee was parked al ong the cracked two-1ane U. S. H ghway 81. They
had just come off old 1-135. Ben stood al one, except for Jersey, on a
knol |l overlooking the rippling prairie. Somehow it ... calmed him

He needed the cal m ng, considering what Intelligence had conpiled in
their latest summary. It consisted of three itenms, none of which pleased
him Carefully, he conbed through them again.

First, Field Marshal Jesus D eguez Mendoza Hoffrman had rallied his
denoralized troops in eastern

16 Oregon and northern Idaho. The nountain valleys and passes to the
east were held by the fanatic survivors of SS Brigadefil hrer Hans

Br oder mann. Sonet hi ng new had been added: reinforcing Brodermann were
the American SS counterparts under SS Hauptsturm bannfuhrer Peter

Vol mer, who | ed the anbitiously named Lei bstandarte Hof fman. Vol mer had
been a neo-Nazi skinhead before the Great War, raised by Nazi-Iloving
parents to hate since infancy. Peter had sworn a sacred oath on his SS
dagger to bring to his commander the head of Ben Rai nes.

Second, Ceneral Frederich Rasbach was reported as having taken ship from
Sout h Anerican seaports, destination unknown. It had taken himonly six
weeks to reorgani ze an arny.

And third, what scattered meteorol ogi cal data were avail abl e i ndi cated
t hat unseasonably early storns were building in Canada and the Pacific
Nort hwest. They could threaten to close the passes in the Rockies and
Bi g Horn Munt ai ns.

"W can't afford that,"” Ben said aloud at this |ast reflection

"Sir?" Jersey pronpted, no longer surprised at Ben starting a
conversation in the apparent m ddle.

"If we're conpelled to wait until spring to dig out Hoffrman and his
Nazis, we'll have |ost the canpaign. | have an unconfortable feeling
that Jesus Hoffman is not going to wait for warner weather."

"Yeah," Jersey agreed. "Like now he has all these honegrown scunbags to



help him W' ve been in the Pacific Northwest before, General. For ny
part, he's welconme to winter in Oegon." Jersey shifted the M16 in her
hands to give an inpression of severe shivers.

Ben's thoughts returned to how things had once been around here and how
t hey had beconme that way agai n under Rebel rule. No, not rule, exactly,
nore |ike guidance. Only now the Rebel troops had left, called up to
fight Hoffrman and his New Arny of

17 Liberation. Orinously, the fields were abandoned, void of people. A
faint brush of cold crossed Ben's heart. Chaos could return again.

Too bad Hof f man had chosen to pass this way. Too bad there had been so
many Americans willing to follow him He wondered whi ch ones were
responsi ble for the mssing farmers, their wives and famlies. Static
crackl ed fromthe backpack radio Corrie had sitting on the seat of the
Humrer, its antenna stuck out a w ndow.

"Roger that, Far Eyes."
on the horn, sir."

She shot a hard expression toward Ben. "Scouts

Ben sighed. He never had tine anynore to | ook at the beautiful and
peaceful . Wth nmeasured, catlike strides, Ben returned to the Hunvee. He
filled his hand with the nmike. "This is Eagle, go," he announced, using
his longtime call sign.

"Eagle, this is Far Eyes. W have contact with the local citizens from
around this area. At |east those who didn't join the Nazis. Over."

"I copy that, Far Eyes. What is their Twenty? Over."
"It's bad, Eagle. A nmass, open grave, just outside Bellville, over."

Ben's brows knitted. He had dreaded sonething like this since first
becom ng aware of the enptiness and quiet of this farm ng region. "W'l
join you ASAP, Far Eyes. Ch, any fix on those honegrown Nazis?"

"Ah, yes, sir. Right across the line in Nebraska. They seemto be
hol di ng some sort of rally. Over."

"We'|l tend to them soon enough. Eagle out." To Gooper, his faithfu
driver of solong atime, "Fire it up, Coop. You have maps that show
Bel lville?"
"Yes, Ceneral." Coop delved into a map case, not unlike those once
carried by airline captains. "Here it is. Thirty mles north of where
Concordia used to be."

"Good. Take us there, and don't waste tinme on the
18 scenic route."
"You got it, General," Cooper sang out.

Jersey was last to enter the Hummer, her dark hair abristle, eyes
cutting frompoint to point. Her small stature nade her a hard target
for anyone over three hundred neters off, but her superb marksmanship
could easily outdi stance the 350-neter naxi mum effective range of the
M 16. And do it by a good 175 neters. Her round, firm bottom had barely
touched the seat when Cooper made the Hunvee roar to life and spirited



noti on.
"Mani ac!" Jersey shouted at him as she tunbl ed agai nst the backrest.

Fi el d Marshal Jesus D eguez Mendoza Hof f man sat behind the w de ironwod
expanse of his conscripted desk, his feet up on an open drawer and his
tunic unbuttoned. A fire crackled cheerily in the large, fieldstone
fireplace of a large, ranbling, ranch-style house that had mracul ously
escaped the ravages of time and turmoil. It had the good fortune of
being | ocated on the shore of Wallowa Lake outside Enterprise, O egon
Isolated in the Wall owa Mountain Basin, the small horse ranch had been
by- passed by the plunderers, creepies, and even Ben Rai nes's Rebels.
Field Marshal Hoffrman |istened with intense interest to the reports of
his staff. Personnel canme first. Col. Rupert Herd, the G, stood in

pl ace at his chair and consulted a sheaf of papers in his hand.

"SS Brigadefuhrer Brodermann has been reinforced with three thousand
American Party nmenbers, they call thenselves the SS Lei bstandarte
Hof f man regi ment." Everyone effected not to hear the snicker from Mj.
Karl Richter, Hoffrman's senior aide. "They are commanded by

Haupt st andart enf uhrer Peter Vol mer."

"Ah, yes, the anbitious and idealistic Arerican who has kept the flane
of our Fuhrer's dreamalive in this country. | nust say that | am
i mpressed by him"

19 Hof f man added the prai se generously.

"There are reports that sone four to five thousand nmore American Nazis
or sympathizers are en route here as we speak. Not counting them we
have an effective force of sonewhat over ten thousand fighting nmen. Ten
t housand t hree hundred ni nety-seven, to be exact. There are, of course,
t he usual support elenments and air."

Hof f man gestured to his nost junior aide to refill his teacup. Thank
you, Herd. You have greatly restored ny vigor for the continuation of
this contest with that barbarian, Ben Raines. Now, what can you tell ne,
my old friend, Joaquin, to nake ny day even better?"

Col . Joaqui n Webber rose and dusted his pal ns together. He spoke from

menory. "lndications are that nmoral e has disintegrated in Mexico. The
scorched-earth policy of both sides has left the peons starving. They
are ripe to join whoever it is that first offers to fill their bellies.”

He paused, eyed the delicate bone china teacup, and wished it was filled
wi th schnapps. "The Rebel s, under Ben Rai nes, have conpl eted the
eradi cati on of those pockets of resistance south and east of Kansas."

"Where is Ben Rai nes?" Hoffrman coldly asked his G2. His short stature,
puf f ed- out chest, Hitlerian nmustache, and | ock of black hair over his
left eye made Hoffman a |udicrous caricature of the former nmaster of the
Third Reich. Al though no one would dare to tell Hoffnan that.

"I'n company with a reinforced battalion, screened by scouts, Raines has
outstripped the main Rebel advance, Ceneral. He has raced a third of the
way across Kansas and then turned north. It is believed that
concentrations of our Anerican allies can be found in what was Nebraska
and Sout h Dakota, headed our way. Reins nmust be after them™

"Well, he can't have them" Hoffnman snapped petul antly.



"He won't, sir," the G2 assured him "Peter Vol ner

20 has departed your headquarters to make personal visits to these
American units. He will contact you by secure radio net following this
staff meeting."

"Go on."

"By our best estimates, the Rebels have broken off contact with Genera
Payon to the south, and are spread on an entirely too thin |line across
the Mdwest and Plains states. It is our estimate that they now
constitute no inmediate threat to us, nor in the near future."

Hof f man cut hima gimet eye. "You re sure of this? Your predecessor
made t he m stake of underestinmating Ben Rai nes too often. You know the
near disaster that caused."

Webber bristled. "I nmade a careful study of Ben Raines, Hen
Fel dmarschall. | amcertain | know his quirks far better than the
of ficer who held ny post previously."

"Then pray continue," Hoffnan said coolly.

"There is little nore," Webber advi sed, and | aunched into the m nuti ae
of the intelligence anal ysis.

The G 3 came next. He gave information on the status of training and
condition of equi pnent. He al so suggested tactfully that Hoffnan
announce his strategic and tactical requirements soon so that plans
could be drawn and orders cut. Hoffrman said he would, after he tal ked
wi th Brodermann and Vol ner.

Food supplies and fresh water were the subject of the G4. He noted that
the stripping of farnms had provided anple fresh neat for all troops, as

wel | as eggs, butter, and mlk for the staff. In all, Hoffrman felt quite
pl eased with their acconplishnents. Smling, he passed around the plate

of fancy tea cakes.

A strident beep-beep! on the command net advised Corrie that she had an
i ncom ng nmessage. The Hunmer whi zzed al ong the cracked, uneven surface of

21 U.S. 81 at an acceptabl e speed of 45 nmph. Corrie keyed the mi ke and
spoke quietly.

"This is the Eagle's Nest, go."

A built-in scranbler unit converted the twitters and chirps into
under st andabl e | anguage to which Corrie listened for five seconds before
swi tching on the speaker unit. "lIt's Overseer," Corrie identified the
Headquarters Conpany Intelligence radio-intercept van. "They're picking
up a lot of traffic on Nazi freqs, General," she explained before the
voi ce of the distant radio operator cut into the runble of the Hunvee.

" seemto be gathering in |large nunbers along a line from Geneva to
Silver Creek. Best estimate, if they ever got together, sone five

t housand. There's nore to the north, in old South Dakota. Over."

"What's the nature of the traffic? Over," Ben queried.

"Mostly pep tal ks. There's sonethi ng about sone big wheel coming to give



themthe word fromon high. W haven't been able to figure that one out
as yet, Eagle. D you want a verbatin®"

"Not at this tine, Overseer. |I'll get a briefing fromthe Two Shed
later,"” Ben dism ssed. "Anything hot comes along, bunmp nme like yesterday."

"Roger that, Eagle. Ch-oh, have sonething priority one comng in now
There's a fix on it, seems to be com ng from sonewhere around close to you."

FMJ rounds rattled off the arnored sides of the Hummer to enphasize the
words of the radioman from G 2. "There seens to be sone hostile intent -

"That's a rog-O, Overseer,'
of the light auto fire.

Ben said dryly over the trashcan-1id clangor

Yel l owi sh flickers spurted fromthe weapons in the hands of cano-clad
figures on the ATVs that raced across a pasture toward the highway and
the Humrer that rmade so tenpting a target. Al ready Jersey had her M 16
poi nted out the wi ndow and cut off crisp, three-round bursts. More of

the snarling, balloon-tired Iittle vehicles appeared on the opposite side

22 of U.S. 81. Ben unlinbered his old faithful .45 Thonpson and let go
on full rock-and-roll fromthe fat drum nagazi ne

Flane rippled fromthe slots of the conpensator as the subgun spit fat
.45 slugs at a line of five advancing ATVs. Ben watched one Nazi get
flung away fromthe back of the three-wheeler as he and the driver took
rounds that ripped and tore. Undirected, the racing all-terrain vehicle
crashed into the one on its left.

It upset, the gas tank ruptured, and the hot engine did the rest. A huge
bal | oon of red-orange flame engulfed both rigs. A scream ng human form
wrapped in a blanket of fire, ran fromthe conflagration. Ben ended his
agony with a quick three-shot burst.

"Awh, shit, there's nore of 'em GCeneral," Cooper advised as he crested
a | ow swal e and saw a roadbl ock of old, rusted cars ahead.

Ben checked it out, gritted his teeth. "Crash through it, Coop."
"Yes, sir." Cooper didn't question the ability of the beefed-up Hunvee
to do as Ceneral Ben Raines wanted. He'd done it all too often before.

Bul l ets splattered against the thick w ndshield and Cooper gave brief
thanks for the R& staff at Base Canp One who had cone up with a
passabl e substitute for Lexan. Only trouble was that after a nonth or so
inthe field, it tended to pit and spiderweb when hit by fast-noving
slugs. Now he woul d have to | ook around the edges and guide the hurtling
Hummer in the bargain.

Sone bargain, Coop thought as another slash of incom ng opaqued the
whol e right side of the wi ndshield. "Everybody brace; we're gonna hit
hard," he sang out a nonment before the wel ded |-beamthat had replaced
t he usual bunper slammed into corroded netal. It yielded like a willing
worman to her |over. Back when they were producing these things, Cooper
t hought frivol ously, the Japs nust have nade

23 the body panels out of old beer cans.

Then the obstruction that flung jagged bits into the air gave a lurch



and screeched past. Beside him Beth had her wi ndow down and cut off
preci se bursts with her H&K 7.62x42 assault rifle. Behind her, Jersey's
.223 M 16 chattered steadily. Already corpses, the results of their
efforts, did grisly dances of death.

Ben let the thunder roll from his Thonpson, the muzzle oscillating in an
upward-right oval. Inpacted by two, sonetinmes three 230-grain .45 sl ugs,
bodies flewto left and right. A tiny corner of Ben's mnd kept note of
the uniforms this unexpected eneny wore. So very |like the canp gear of
his Rebels. A short distance further to the west of the highway, Ben
watched a man rise to a kneeling position, a long, flat green tube over
one shoul der. RPG

Before the Nazi could trigger the rocket-propelled grenade, Ben swung
his Thonpson to blitz the blitzkrieger into eternity. The Chi cago pi ano
chopped out five rounds and the bolt racked back in the open position
Enpty. Ben Rai nes fought against tine, a battle he was certain he would
lose, to slide the drumfromits keepers and insert a fresh one. He had
wound up two before departing fromthe reinforced battalion that
traveled with his headquarters. That mi ght prove the deciding factor

Sharp barks fromthe front seat halted Ben's hand. Cooper, his w ndow
down, fired an H&K P7MLO. Chanbered for the S&W .40 Maghum round, it
spat a nasty slug. "Jeez, it's bad enough | got to drive through this
mess, |'ve gotta do the shooting, too," Cooper conplained with a quick
wi nk over his shoul der to Ben.

"Thanks, Coop," Ben said tightly. "I owe you one."
"All in a day's work, Ceneral," Cooper said brightly, steering blind
down the highway while he checked his handiwork with the rocket gunner

The camm-cl ad Nazi lay sprawled in the weeds and sunflowers. His
unfired weapon rested across his
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frame in the sudden silence that washed over the Hummer. He noticed
Jersey staring at him opennout hed.

"What are you gawking at?" Ben asked in nock irritation. "Can't a nman
| oad his weapon in peace, without the distaff element of this team
conment i ng?"

"Ben- General, that Nazi creep al nost bl ew us away," Jersey squeaked.

"Close only counts in horseshoes and hand grenades, Jersey," Ben
adnoni shed j oki ngly.

A radi o voice squawked in Corrie's ear. "Overseer wants to know if we
made contact, General."

Ben chuckl ed softly. "Tell that nother hen that his warning wasn't quite
ti mely enough. Those jokers nade a mess out of ny Hunmer."
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A terrible stench rose fromthe pit - an odor so foul that it gagged Ben
Rai nes, who had hunted down the creepies, up close and ugly. An awful
sorrow and rage welled up in Ben's chest. These had been good peopl e,
peaceful farmers, their wi ves and children. Sl aughtered for no nore



reason than someone figured themto be "racially inferior” to the Nazi
nonsters who put them here.

"The rest of R Batt will be along in a couple of hours. Close this
grave, and have the padre say some words. Small confort for these fol ks
. " Ben concluded with an absent stare. Then he slanmed a fist that
woul d have served as a fielder's mitt into the side of the Hunmvee. A
wild light glowed in his eyes. "I want to find those Nazis that Far Eyes
told us about. W're heading north."

"Wth this windshield, 111 be lucky to nake ten niles an hour,"
pr ot est ed.

Cooper

"Then transfer us to another," Ben grow ed.

"It won't be arnored. The spare's with R Batt," Cooper rem nded,
referring to the reinforced battalion that acconpani ed the Rebe
headquarters.

It had begun life as Ben's One Battalion and consisted of the usua
three infantry conpani es, one heavy-weapons, augmented by a conpany of
M1 Abrans tanks on | owboys, and a pair of Hughes AH 64 Apache gunshi ps.
Their main rotor blades could
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fromtheir transport trucks, in fifteen mnutes. Then, al one or
together, they could rain terror fromthe sky on anyone bel ow. That is,
anyone wi thout IR heat-seeker SAMs.

"No time," Ben snapped, conscious of the stress put on himby the anmbush
and the carnage of the martyred farmfanilies. "Get to hunping, Coop."

Ten mnutes later, Ben's nobile headquarters had been transferred to an
avai | abl e Hummrer. The notor warned and ready, Cooper took the squat,
ugly, w de-wheel based vehicle out of there, headed, he well knew, into a
bl oody confrontation with the Nazi butchers.

"This is Alien Secretions," a husky voice crackled through on what Field
Marshal Hoffrman's intelligence thought to be a secure channel

Fifty mles away, the young Rebel on eneny traffic watch in Overseer
gl anced over at his friend on the duty desk. "Wat the hell have we got
her e?"

"Sounds |ike the nanme of a studded-netal band,"” the buddy suggested.

"Go ahead - ah - Alien Secretions," a Teutonic accent, faded by
di stance, responded.

"W had-ah-a hostile contact with one of the target's vehicles. No idea
who was in it, but they fought like fiends. Broke through the roadbl ock
and killed a bunch of my people.”

A feathery whi sper of chuckle cane back. "You can't mmke an onelet, as
they say. Have you nmade a positive identification on the nain target? Over.'

"Negative, it's not just that they're usin' code nanmes, the Rebels have
every transm ssion scranbl ed"

"Then get out there and use your eyes, you stupid American schwein!"



Gabriel Trasher slamed the m crophone stand

27 hard on the Formica tabl etop. "Gawdammed Sout h American kraut," he
snarl ed.

"You're the one wanted to throwin with these Nazis," Nunb Nuts
N chol son, Trasher's second-in-command, rem nded.

Trasher's cl ose-set, beady eyes flared with anger. He had so far held
hi s band of outl aw bi kers together by sheer force of personality. Hugely
gross, his belly slopped over the thick black belt that held up grubby
jeans so grease-inpregnated they could not rot away.

"I don't need you to tell ne that." Trasher worked thick, wet |ips,
exposi ng crooked, yellowed teeth that sported a green fringe. "\Wat
choice did we have? It was that or face Ben Raines and the Rebels on our
own. Goddanmmit, | hate Ben Raines." It would have done no good to tel
Gabe Trasher that those who had spoken that phrase nunbered in the

t housands. He noved his lard butt with two grunts and a sharp gasp. The
t umbl edown farnhouse his Alien Secretions used as a flop and shelter for
their Harleys had been furnished with itens scavenged el sewhere. It
stank of mildew, and the ceiling | eaked in half a dozen places. Yet nost
of th™ city-bred nenbers of the gang preferred it to sleeping out on the
ground. There were snakes and other crawly things outside. Not to

menti on nosquitoes big enough to carry off a fair-sized man.

From anot her room came pitiful cries of anguish and horror. Sone of the
boys were punking out that peach-fuzz-faced farmkid they had snat ched
al ong the way. G ve hima week, Trasher thought, and he'd be beggin' for

Gabe Trasher spoke from experience. He had been introduced to the
far-fromsubtle aspects of the drop-the-soap gane |ong ago. It had been
in juvenile hall at the tender age of twelve. He had punched out a
teacher and stolen a car for a joyride to make hinself feel better. The
pi gs had caught himand hauled himin to juvie.

28 He had never known fear until he ran into the ol der studs in that

pl ace. They'd had their way with him and Gabe, over the years he'd
spent behind bars, had taken his own share. Let the guys have their fun
he thought with a shrug. They had sonething i nmportant to do.

"Look, we've been given the assignnent to track Ben Raines by the big
honcho hi nsel f, Fiel d-fucki ng-Marshal Hoffman. "We'd best perform |
hate to give that prissy kraut dork credit, but he's right. W gotta get
out of here, whiz around the countryside, and nmake an I D on one Genera
Ben Rai nes. Then we report it and wait for orders.™

Short and stocky, with black hair and bluish-green eyes, Nunb Nuts

Ni chol son showed the world a bl ank bull dog face that clearly reveal ed
that his ship had sailed wi thout him "Waddaya suppose they'll have us
do next?" he asked in a vacant voi ce.

"Probably go terrorize some sissy-pants farmers, burn their crops so the
Rebel s won't have '"em" Trasher theorized.

A grotesque, choking whinny cane from Nunb Nuts, what passed for himas
a laugh. "COh, | like that. Maybe they'll have sone cute little
daughters, " Ni chol son sl obber ed.

it.



Trasher winced. He knew what Nunmb Nuts neant by "cute" and "little":
girls of eleven or younger. Not to say that when he'd been a long tine
wi t hout, oP Gabe didn't enjoy a little lusty buggering, but when it cane
to wonmen, he wanted them full-blown, busty, and with the |egs of an
acrobat. The obvious need to regain the upper hand goaded Gabe Trasher
to action.

"Tell those horny fucks in there to |l eave the kid alone for a while.
Have them get out and about and find me Ben Raines."

At |east satisfied with the performance, Cooper
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over into Nebraska. Wth the big run-flat tires giving off pops and
snhaps, they entered the rubble that had once been Chester, Nebraska.

Al t hough they had seen it a thousand tinmes, the occupants of the Hunmvee
rubber necked over the ruins.

More than curiosity nmotivated them In their haste to contain and crush
t he | oat hsone creepies, the Rebels had flattened a | ot of towns. Sone of
t he noxi ous, canni bal nonstrosities may have escaped in cellars, |inked
by networks of tunnels. If they or any other undesirables - by Rebe
standards - existed in the piles of plaster and masonry, Jersey and Beth
wanted to be aware of it long before it becane a problem

"Looks clean, so far, boss-man," Jersey sang out with obvious relief.

Cooper kept his eyes fixed on the narrow | ane through the junble of
crunbl ed houses and downed power poles. To his right, Beth kept watch
and spoke fromthe side of her nouth.

"There's a time to count chickens, and a tinme not - " Her barbed quip
ended in a | oud wham that canme fromunder the front right wheel

Bl ast shock slamed Beth's head into the roof of the GP vehicle despite
her seat belt and shoul der harness. Cooper white-knuckled the steering
wheel and cursed hotly when his nose made viol ent acquai ntance of the hub

"Gawdamed mine," he shouted, mush-nouthed over the ringing expl osion

Ben found hinmself in a heap on the floor of the Humer, with Jersey
astraddle himand Corrie folded in half beside her, bootheels on the
backrest. Fortunately good | uck held. The Hummer cane with a scatter
shield as well as run-flat tires, Ben sorted out of his racing thoughts.

"Cet us the hell out of here," he barked to the back of Cooper's neck
30 "Can't, Ceneral. That sucker blew the wheel clean off."

"Corrie, get yourself upright and radio our situation to R Batt."

"Yes, Ceneral," her voice cane tiny and distant.

A lot of wiggling produced the desired effect. Jersey made a production
out of apologizing to Ben. He tut-tutted and endured it as he hel ped her
to the seat cushion. Then he unravel ed hinself. Corrie had the w ndow
down by then and bunped the RT operator at R Batt.

"Yeah, Falcon, we hit a flogging mne. D sabled the Hurmer," Corrie said
in a decidedly stronger tone. "W're in Chester, just across the line.



What ' s your ETA?" Her earphone squawked and she cut her eyes to Ben
"Fal con says two hours, General."

Di sgruntl ed by the sequence of events so far that day, Ben grunbled and
reached for the nmike, then thought better of it. "Tell them goose it and
make it in half that time. | want to catch up to those goddamed Nazis."

Corrie relayed the nessage and added, "Bring up the reserve Hunvee for
Eagl e. Roger. Eagle out."

"Now we wait," Ben said in a sour nood.

"We can al ways have |unch," Cooper suggested, his m nd always on his belly.

"Whaat!" Ben sounded outraged. "You nean sone of that green-eggs slop
Lamar Chase |l aughingly calls field rations?"

Ben meant the | aboratory-concocted recipe of Dr. Lanmar Chase, senior
nmedi cal officer of the Rebel arnmy. It was filling and nutritious, the
good doctor never failed to point out. Jam packed wi th vitam ns,

m neral s, basic carbohydrates, and protein. But in the eyes of the Rebel
soldiers, the mracle neals had a nunber of proni nent drawbacks: No
matter what |abel the manufacturer back at Base Canp One sl apped on it,
one neal |ooked and tasted exactly like any other. And they had a
tendency to turn a sickly
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"Not this tine, General," Cooper eagerly informed him "Right after that
land m ne went off, | spotted sone big brown birds trying to fly out of

the rubbl e over there. Looked |ike chickens."

"Probably di seased,"” Ben conplained, still fixated on the ugly green
goop his friend had invented.

"I don't think so," Cooper persisted. "They had all their feathers and
beat their stubby wi ngs |ike crazy hedgehoppi ng bl ocks of concrete.”

Ben thought that over a noment and brightened. "Prairie chickens
-grouse."” They had returned. Now was no tine to quibble over his
reverence for wildlife. "Go for it, Coop."

Ben Rai nes badly needed to |ighten up, Beth thought as she brushed at a
stray strand of dark hair and pronoted a smile. "I can have cof fee ready
in five mnutes, Ceneral."

"Do that. And I'Il see what else is growing around here. W can di ne on
grouse and wild vegetables."

Jersey cocked a dubi ous brow. "Such as what, General ?"

"WIld turnips, onions, naybe that creek over there has watercress

growi ng. Wthout people to screw it up, it should have," Ben waxed
ent husi asti c.
"Uh-CGeneral, | hate to bring this up," Jersey began tentatively. "But

someone had to put that land mne there in the road. What if they pay us
an unfriendly call while we're slurpin' up that prairie chicken and
nat ur e- boy veggi es you' re tal ki ng about ?"



Ben gave her a face of innocence. "Wy, we follow Ben Raines's Gol den
Rul e: we do unto themexactly as they are trying to do unto us."

By | ong-ingrained habit, and plain combn sense, everyone took his or
her primary weapon al ong when they departed the wounded Humvee to search
for luncheon goodies. Ben | ocated what had once been a tidy garden pl ot
in the backyard of a lot that formerly contained a confortable
single-famly dwelling of
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Long ago reduced to piles of decayed nortar and broken bricks, the house
held no interest for Ben. The cluster of dark green tops in one corner
of the garden did. Tough, prolific volunteers, what his nmother had used
to call "winter onions," had escaped even the gl eanings of starving
human dregs. Ben laid his Thonpson aside in order to pluck a suitable
nunber without disturbing the rest.

In the same instant he bent forward, Ben heard the clatter of a falling
brick. Hardly unusual, considering the recent shock-wave effect of the
expl oding nmine. Yet, while his left hand conti nued downward, covering
the action of the right, he eased back to the holster at his side.

Anot her brick rattled down a low pile. Ben tensed.

H ssing frightfully, a filth-encrusted creature in a long, tattered
bl ack robe flung itself at Ben Raines. In a blur, the IM .50 Desert
Eagl e auto Mag came out of its sheath. Ben rolled onto his right
shoul der and whi pped the powerful handgun across his body. Hi s thick
i ndex finger flexed on the trigger and the world becane a roar

Screeching in fear and pain, the apparition |anded hard on its butt.
Long, bl ackened nails, chipped and broken, waved clawike in the air.
Instant inmprint of nenmory identified the hideous being as a creepie.
Yet, Ben's nostrils did not report the accustomed carrion stench of the
repul sive flesh-eaters.

Ben had to shove analysis aside as the | oathsone thing cane to its boots
and hurtled itself at himagain. The second .50 round popped a neat hole
bet ween the eyes of the offensive attacker and bl ew away the | arger
portion of the back of his head. So rmuch for body arnor, Ben thought.
How had the nonstrosity survived?

From a short ways off, Ben heard the chatter of Jersey's M 16. Ever
faithful to her charge, she had drifted along with Ben and now engaged a
trio of
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curtains and nothing else. This was turning into a drama of the weird,
Ben acknow edged to hinself. He gave Jersey a wave and called out.

"Il watch your back."

"I'f I wasn't watching yours, General, these curtain-queens woul d have
had you."

"So noted."
Ben's attention i medi ately focused on half a dozen skinny, conpletely

naked men, their upper torsos painted blue, the |ower part bright red,
who | unbered over the irregular rubble toward Jersey. Had they stepped



into the Twilight Zone? Ben wondered, recalling a favorite old

tel evision show from his youth. Chinese red, Ben decided as he turned
the belly button of one armed specter into a half-inch-dianeter figure
ei ght.

Howl i ng, the painted man dropped t he Kal ashni -kov he had been cl utching
and turned partway to the right. He tottered a few steps, eyes fixed on
Jersey, then fell facefirst into a pile of dirt. Ben quickly dropped

three nore of the weird sextet, while Jersey chopped down the other two.

In the silence that foll owed, Ben heard a piercing screamfrom back by
the Hummer. It had to be Cor-rie, Ben realized, but he'd be willing to
bet she woul d never encounter anything to make her do sonething so

poi ntedly fem nine. He scooped up the Thonpson and rehol stered his
Desert Eagl e.

"Let's go," he curtly told Jersey.

"What in god's nane are these things?" she panted as they trotted toward
t he Hunvee.

"I was asking nyself the sanme," Ben admitted. "W' ve stunbled onto sone
sort of freak show' he suggest ed.

Ben began to believe his jest when they reached the roadway. Corrie
stood in a ring of three nen who were naked except for |oincloths and
noccasins, their long blond hair done in braids, feathers sticking up
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hand sl appi ng his nouth, making a woo-woo sound, the other hand hol di ng
a gaudi ly painted, rubber-headed tomahawk, which they all noved in jerky
up- down gestures.

"Jeez," Jersey said, inpressed by the mad gyrations. "The loonies are
runni ng the asylum"

"We can't shoot, Jersey. W might hit Corrie.”
"Yeah, down and dirty, huh, GCeneral ?"

Twenty pounds of Thonpson, wi el ded by Ben Raines, butt-stroked one man
in the back of the head. It split his skull and he dropped |ike a stone.
Jersey slid an M5 bayonet into the kidney of another. The third
continued his mani c dance, careful to step over the bodies of his fallen
conrades. Corrie broke her entranced state to reach into the Hummer and
retrieve the baseball bat Ben kept there. She hit the last white Indian
square in the nouth with it. He went down twi tching and gaggi ng. Ben

| ooked to his left fromwhere an eerie screech cane.

Dressed all in black, an old, winkled crone sat hunched over a
cast-iron kettle. Long, dirt-laden fingernails wove strange figures over
the enpty container. "Bubble, bubble, toil and trouble," she cawed.

Suddenly she junped up and | evel ed an AK-47 at them Ben's Thonpson
roared to life a fraction of a second too |late. Jersey beat himto it
and cut the crazed woman in half with a long burst fromher M16. Slowy
t he sounds of battle echoed away in the ruins.

"Can you explain this to me?" Jersey groused. "Can you just freakin'
expl ain any part of this?"



Cooper approached fromthe direction of the creek. He | ooked about
absently and giggled. Hi s eyes were glassy. An open canteen dangl ed
lazily from one hand.

"It's something in their diet," Ben said tightly. "Has to be." He eyed
Cooper. "Or the water. There's sonething in it, a hallucinogen naybe.
These peopl e nust

35 be a pocket of survivors. Part of the time they are straight. They
pl ant |and m nes, dig hidey-holes, their weapons are obviously

wel | -cared-for. The rest of the time they're blown away on ... sonething."

Jersey eyed Cooper suspiciously. "You nust be right, General. Wiat'll we
do about this one, Ceneral ?"

"Sober himup. We can't stay here." Then Ben added, "Wo knows how | ong
that will take."

"Il drive," Beth offered.

Ben and Jersey exchanged gl ances. "Never mind. | will," Ben offered.
Jersey groaned. "First we have to get the other Hummer fromR Batt. By
t hen, maybe Cooper will be all right."

"We can al ways hope so," Jersey offered sincerely. Ben's driving
threatened to give her ulcers every tine he got behind the wheel

"Meanwhi l e, we had better keep a sharp eye. There nmay be nore of this
nmerry band. And -ah-ladies, don't drink the water."
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Gabe Trasher keyed the m ke and spoke directly to the head-honcho Nazi
hinself. "W found him ah, Field Marshal. We sure as fuck found Ben
Rai nes. COver."

A long hiss of static did well to convey the nmood of Jesus Hof f man.
"Positive identification? Wiy wasn't he elimnated?" the CO of the NAL
asked icily.

"Well, shit, we wasn't tol' to -ah . . . er - that is, our orders were
to locate and identify, report in, and wait for instructions, Field
Mar shal Hof f man. "

Gabe could al most see the icy smle of that smug bastard. "Excellent.
You are learning to be a soldier, M. Trasher. Discipline, order, unity.
They are what we, as you Americans so crudely put it, are about. Very
well. You will stand by for orders. My adjutant will give themto you."

"Ch, one other thing, Field Marshal. This Ben Raines ain't such hot crap
nohow. "

Recal ling his recent and al nost endl ess string of disasters, Jesus
Hof f man franed his question in a dangerous purr. "Ch? How is that?"

"When they hit that |and mne, Raines and his personal team got junped
by a bunch of |oonie-tunes."

"What do you nean, ah, | oonie-tunes?"



"Some kind of druggies. Smashed on sonething, all of themdoin' their
own weird thing. Three of them
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me. Real stoner assholes, 'cause they were carryin' rubber tonmahawks."

"What has this to do with the mlitary capability of Ben Rai nes?"
Hof fman bit off. Talking with this un-termensch was like rolling in sline.

"M aoys who was watchin' said they got out of their vehicle -not an
arnored job, at that -and went sightseeing. Then the freakos showed up
and nearly creaned their asses."

"But Rai nes cane out of it unscat hed?"

"Un-wkatP Ch, if you nean he didn't wind up with his nuts in a sack
yeah. H man' those chicks with himblew away all the stoners. H's
driver " Gabe paused to chuckle, kept the m ke open. "H s driver
got wasted on the sane shit those freaks were takin'. Came back to the
Hummer gl assy-eyed and gi ggling. Raines about had a cow. "

Fi el d Marshal Jesus Di eguez Mendoza Hoffman tried to envi sion Ben Rai nes
giving birth to a bovine. Disgusting animal, this Trasher. But these
nmotorcyclists were highly nobile, ai~d they did nanage to obtain detai
in their observations. He cleared his throat.

"My adjutant has specifics on your area of operation, but |I can tell you
to hold back on Ben Raines for the time being. Mintain visual contact,
but do not, | repeat, do not engage. Do you understand, M. Trasher?"

"Uh-yeah, yeah |I do. Thank you, Field Marshal."

After receiving map coordinates of their AO, re-supply points, and
nmedi cal facilities friendly to the Nazis, Gabe Trasher had his fill of
the sneering superior attitude of his South American allies. He signed
of f and set the mike aside. He turned a seething snarl on Nunb Nuts

Ni chol son

"You watch and see. One day |I'mgonna fix the clock for that sinpering
Nazi cunt."

"But first we gotta take care of Ben Rai nes, huh
38 Gabe?" Nunmb Nuts gobbl ed.

A faraway | ook canme to Gabe Trasher's eyes. "Yeah. First we finish off
Ben Rai nes."

Corrie passed the handset to Ben. "Got an update from Far Eyes, General .’

Ben had been patting the head of Smoot, his full-grown Siberian husky
who had been brought up with the reserve Hunmer. The arnored vehicle
purred al ong the pothol e-studded U.S. 81 at a steady 40 nph. "Thanks,
Corrie." Ben keyed the m ke switch. "Eagle here."

"The bl ack-shirts have noved out, Eagle. They're makin' good tine north
on 81 toward York. That's seventy-three mles north of Bellville,
Kansas. Over."



Ben frowned. He still outranged the R Batt by a good five mles, but he
had plans for these particular Nazi scum "Eagle copies that, Far Eyes.
Keep visual contact and report every hour on the hal f-hour. How s the
road up your way? Over."

A soft chuckle answered him "Better than where you are. The Nazis are
makin' fifty mles per. They nust have scrounged up every rust-bucket
and junker in five states. W can follow themfromten mles off by the
bl ue snoke. "

"Hang in there, Far Eyes. If they go to ground, mark the place and fal
back. Qur ETA for York is an hour-forty. Eagle out."

Ben returned the handset to his lovely RT operator and resuned petting
Snmoot. "lI'mglad you're here, girl." Then he added for Jersey what she
al ready knew. "She can smell dope at a hundred yards since that dog
handl er worked with her while | was away. There may be nore of those
unfortunates around. Stirred up by Hoffman's Nazis, no doubt. O their
Ameri can counterparts noving northwest."

During the long run north, Ben Raines spent the silence in a review of
what he knew of Field Marshal
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mlitary custonms and tradition, that nuch was obvious. He also had a
solid knowl edge of tactics-on a battalion conmander's |level at |east.
The man had a hard tinme thinking strategically. Too often he let his
arrogance get in the way of the facts.

Hof f man had conmitted a |light brigade to the initial invasion of the

U S. and had lost themnearly to a man. Fromthere on, he had reacted
rather than initiating positive action to negate the hit-and-run tactics
Ben had relied upon. In so doing, he suffered | osses in divisional size.
Hof f man was subject to rages, Ben noted. Question: Wre they real or

sel f-induced in enulation of his hero and god, Adolf Hitler?

Ben's days with the Cl A and before had made hi m wi se enough to recogni ze
that Hitler's rug-chew ng epi sodes were fignments of American and British
propaganda. The opi nion nmakers had taken a German idi omati c expression
for being furious and translated it literally. Thus, Htler "chewed the
rug" when he got bad news. Ben accepted as fact that the Fiihrer did not
drop on the floor and gnash his teeth in the carpet. But did Hof fman?

Interrogations of prisoners indicated that Hoffman frequendy threw

obj ects against the walls of his nobile headquarters, dashed fine china
to the floor in a rage. One defecting general had even recounted how a
direct, insulting exchange with Ben hinself had sent Hoffrmman to the
floor to kick his feet and pound his fists on the carpet like a
three-year-old with a tenper tantrum No doubt Hof fman pl ayed the gane
with a few cards missing fromthe deck. But that didn't make hi m any

| ess dangerous. Ben sighed and | ooked out the arnor-glass w ndow of the
Hunmer .

Desol ation greeted him The American Nazis were burning fields as they
advanced northward. Ot her signs of their contenptible behavior began to
appear. Grease-stained food wappings littered the verge of

40 the highway, lifted into the air by the passage of the Hunvee. Boxes
and scraps of cardboard |ay where they had been dropped. Here and there
he saw cast-off itenms of clothing and sone toys. Qbviously the |loot from



t he unfortunate people of the Concordia and Bellville area.

When t hings cane too easily, Ben knew, people quickly got bored. Back
before the Geat War, far too many of his fell ow Areri cans had fought to
get a free ride. Wlfare fraud and fraud agai nst Social Security
Disability were ranpant. Ben recalled with grimhunor a report on a
commentator's noontime radi o program one day.

It seens this fellow reported to the police that his Cadillac had been
broken into and vandal i zed. When the officers arrived, the nan gave a
list of missing items. Included were an expensive CD player/stereo
system and the contents of his glove conpartnent: $600 in food stanps.
Then there was the exanple of the bears in Yell owstone.

They had been raidi ng garbage cans and getting handouts fromthe
visitors for several years. A new park administrator decided to put an
end to this. He had the bears humanely trapped and transported far away
fromthe public areas of the park. Those who did not find their way back
to their soft-hearted benefactors sinply sat down and died. They had
been on the dole too long to be able to return to a normal way of life.

The "G mre!" creed and "Me first" mndset, coupled with a w npy,
bl eedi ng-heart toleration of outrageous crimnal activity, had created a

deficit for the nation that tolled its death knell |ong before the
lunatic politicians in Anerica and abroad became tenpted beyond
restraint to put their fingers on the buttons . . . and push. For al

its horrors, the Great War had been a cleansing for a sick society. By
god, you're becom ng a cynic, Ben chided hinself.

Beyond the wi ndow, the countryside rolled past.

41 Twilight lingered a scant hour away when Ben's spearhead rendezvoused
wi th his headquarters scouts. They net in a copse of cottonwood trees to
the east of U S. 81. Lt. Bob Fuller, the section | eader, made a crisp
report.

"Colonel Gray is holding his Three Batt short at the intersection of
Nebraska 15 and 1-80. Now, the eneny, sir. They're on the outskirts of
what used to be York, Nebraska, General. About six hundred of them
There are nore conming in all the time. Men, wonen, and kids. Sone sort
of meeting, |like down south. They've occupied an old tunbl edown drive-in
theater. W can lead the battalion there within twenty m nutes of their
getting here."

"Thank you, Lieutenant," Ben responded. He was enjoying stretching his
| egs outside the Hummer after a long ride. "You can |lead me there right
now. | want to recee the place while the R Batt gets in position. Have
your men do that, if you will."

"Yes, sir. It's only three mles. Unh -you plan on bringing that dog with
you?"

"Smoot? O course,"” Ben said blandly.

"The Nazis have sone pooches with them If they get a whiff of your, ah
Smoot, they'll set off a racket.”

"Take us in fromdoww nd. | only want to be cl ose enough to check out
t he pl ace through binoculars.”



"Very good, sir. If youil come with me, sir?"

Ben and teamfollowed in the Humrer. Lieutenant Fuller's silenced noped
made not a sound as he took rutted dirt roads that |led Ben's party first
away from York, then back on what Ben assuned to be the downwi nd side.
Near the crest of a ridge that put them back close to U S. 81, the brake
light flared briefly and Cooper, now recovered fromhis brief experience
wi th the hall uci nogen, stopped the Humer. Ben eased fromthe back of
the vehicle and followed Fuller to the crest of the ridge.

42 There he eased down on his chest and belly and produced a pair of
light-gathering night glasses. Ben fitted the I enses to his eyes and
scanned the terrain between them and the saggi ng corrugated netal fence
around the drive-in. Amateurs, Ben thought contenptuously a few ninutes
later. They had failed to put out any security. Next he examn ned the
tall structure that housed the screen

A few boards were m ssing, and others had warped enough to wench free
of their nails. The paint had faded and chipped; |arge, scabrous

spl otches had flaked off entirely. He could still make out the sign that
identified it as: 81 drive-in theatre.

"Looks |i ke the Nazis have taken their famlies out to a novie," Ben
whi spered to Fuller. "1I'd like to slip along this ridge a ways and take
a better look at the people inside.”

"Nothing to it, sir," Fuller assured him

Ten m nutes of slow, cautious novement put themin total darkness and at
an angl e that exposed the occupants of the drive-in and the screen. Ben
scanned the people first. They had conme in all sort of vehicles. Far
Eyes -Fuller -had been accurate, as well as picturesque, in his
description. Rusting pickups lined up on the ridges of the drive-in

besi de ol d, spring-saggi ng sedans and two-ton stake trucks. Here and
there a battered van stood out in blocky silhouette. The people were a
shock.

Crewcut kids, clean and neatly dressed, sat beside equally respectable
| ooking adults. Most of the mal es had crew cuts, or shaved heads. The
worren wore their hair close-cropped, but in fem nine styles. Mst of the
men wore short-sleeved black shirts and trousers. The, boys wore brown
shirts and black shorts. Al, men and wonen alike, wore the
red-whi te- bl ack arnbands so chillingly famliar to the whole world for
nmore than a half-century. In the center of the white circles spraw ed

t he Hakenkreuz-literally, the bent cross, Ben reflected. Tw sted was
nore like it. Porta-

43 bl e generators coughed to life, and a powerful beam of |ight speared
froma | arge step-van.

Images flickered to life on the damaged screen. Against a cautionary tug
from Li eutenant Fuller, Ben edged closer to get a better fix on detail
As he watched, a sea of puffy, roiling clouds filled the frame. The
angl e changed and t he shadow of an ol d Fokker Tri-Mtor airplane was
cast on the clouds. Slowy the scene dissolved to a
very-medi eval -1 ooki ng t own.

Tall stone buildings, gray and nossy with age, cane into focus. A
cathedral with Gothic arches and flying buttress supports filled the
screen, sped on past bel ow the point of view of the camera. Ben could



al nrost hear the Wagnerian nusic swell and segue into the strident notes
of the "Horst Wessel Song."

He knew this novie well. He had seen it a couple of tines before the
Great War. One of those had been at a filmfestival, could you imagine.
Touted as the cinematic genius of director Leni Riefenstahl, Triunph of
the WIl was the title. Conmm ssioned personally by Adolf Htler, she had
used her directorial skill to elevate to an alnost-religious rite the
proceedi ngs of the 1934 Nazi Party Congress at Nurenberg.

When Adol f Hitler deplaned on the screen and was net by an obsequi ous
covey of sycophants, Ben pulled back. "Let's get to ny nobile CP, it
shoul d be up here by now," he urged Lieutenant Fuller. Ben could clearly
hear Fuller's sigh of relief.

Back with his team he found Jersey fidgety. No doubt she was niffed at
being left behind. He'd rarely gotten away with that since the Battle
for New York. As he had anticipated, the big eighteen-wheel er that
served as his nobile command post rolled in and hissed air brakes to
stop short of a ridge that concealed it fromthe Nazi nob in the
drive-in. Quickly he outlined what he had observed.

"Qur black-shirt friends are having a night at the nmovies. There's about
seven hundred of themin there

44 now. | suggest we wait and see what cones next." He consulted the
aviator's chrononeter on his wist. "W have a while until Stan MDade
gets R Batt in position. Corrie, get on the horn and tell Dan to hold
Three Battalion where it is. Then bunp Buddy and tell himl want him
here with ne."

"Ri ght away, General." She began nmuttering softly into the m ke

What happened next was that six nore generators wound up and the area in
front of the screen, in the old days a playground for the kiddies to
while away the time until darkness and the novie, lit up in bright
lights. An old Wrld War Il carbon-arc searchlight illumnated the |arge
stage constructed there.

A mlitary band of boys eight to fourteen lined the back of the stage.
Their drum maj or, who was a good three years shy of having to shave,

rai sed his long baton with its ball and tip of gold, and chrone shaft.
He brought it down sharply and the nusicians struck up. The boys, al

t owheaded and crewcut, with clear eyes, fromcobalt to cerul ean, their
thin lips set in lines of concentration, each in the brow shirt and

bl ack shorts of the youth uniform slamed sticks to drunmheads and
tootled trunpets and fifes. A glockenspiel tinkled nmerrily. Ben
scratched his nenory and identified the nmusic as "Di e Jugend Marchiert,"”
anthem of the Hitler Youth, Adolfs junior hate |eague.

"Damm them " Ben swore vehemently. "Damm themall for what they are
doing to those children.”

When the nusic ended, a tall, |lean, deathly pale man crossed the stage
in the cone of actinic light fromthe carbon-arc and stopped at the
podi um behi nd a bank of nicrophones. Cheers and shouts of "Sieg Heil!"
cane fromthe darkened recesses of the drive-in. The man, in the ebony
uni formof the SS, raised his hands to silence the crowd.

"Many of you know ne. For those who do not, |



45 am SS Haupt st ur mbannf uhrer Peter Vol ner." He pronounced his first

nane Pet-ter. "I command our gl orious American SS Lei bstandarte Hof f man.
| come to you in the nanme of racial purity. | cone to you in the nane of
a nigger- and Jewfree Arerica. | come to you in the name of

Fel dmar schal | Hof f man of the New Arny of Liberation. To bring you good
news!"

At a near-hysterical pitch, the chanting of "Sieg Heil!" rose in
nonstrous waves into the Nebraska night. Wen the nob, which is what
t hey had becomne, quieted, Volmer went on with his nessage of hate and
Aryan suprenmacy. By that tine, Buddy had arrived and the R Batt was
depl oyed.

"What do you have laid on, Pop?" Buddy asked irreverently. He had cone
to take a liking to British idiomwhile they had fought in Engl and.

"W have a nest of some seven to eight hundred American Nazis in that
theater. Less than three days ago, it is believed they slaughtered
several hundred of their neighbors who didn't buy the super-race crap."

"I know. W saw sone of Bull's scouts covering the grave," said a
subdued Buddy.

"I think they need a lessor* in friendly nei ghborhood rel ations," Ben
went on i glibly, in an effort to contain his outrage. \

"I'n other words, kick-ass tinme," Jersey transl ated.
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Buddy studied the interior of the drive-in with his own | ong night
gl asses. He turned back to Ben with a drawn expression. "What about the
ki ds?"

"Yeah, General" Beth said softly in that particular way of hers. "Wat
about those Kkids?"

The ball had settled solidly in Ben's court. It was his call. He knew it
and didn't like it. Then the imges of those small, twi sted bodies in
that charnel pit outside Bellville rose behind his eyes. Hadn't enough
ki ds di ed? Then, as though she had divined his thoughts, Jersey spoke up

"What about all those kids around Concordia and Bellville?" she asked.
"CGood Rebel kids."

Renewed outrage choked up in Ben Raines. "I owe them" he declared
before he could stop hinmself. A shrug and he went on. "l-we-the Rebels
prom sed them a safe place to Iive and grow up."

He raised his field glasses again and studied the set faces of the
juvenile Nazis in their band formation. They are all so squeaky-cl ean
Ben thought. And so proud of their unifornms. Are they as proud of their
cause? he wondered. He | owered the binoculars thoughtfully.

"Kids can run fast. And they have good reactions," he allowed. He turned
hi s back, shut off the sight of those files of cherubic faces in back of
the podium He signaled for Lt. Col. Bull MDade and Lt. Fuller

47 to join hinself and Buddy. "Stan, set up the nortars and instruct the



gunners to wal k the rounds in fromthe back. Frag rounds and willie peter."
"Yes, sir," Bull MDade delivered in an easy draw .

"One Apache up to dust off that place." MDade nodded. "Fuller, | want
scouts in the lead at each exit to that place. Full assault gear for
everyone. | want to wi pe out this Nazi scum here and now. "

"I already have themin place, General,"” Fuller inforned Ben

"Buddy, | want you and your |ight conpany to cone with ne."
"Not still nother-henning ne, are you, Pop?"

Tensi on and stress narrowed Ben's eyes. "You know better than that, son
|'ve saved the hardest job for you. | need you to make for the stage and
termnate this Peter Volmer. Intel says he ranks second only to Cenera
Br oder mann now. Make that Brigadefuhrer; Volner's even got Hoffman using
the old SS titles."

"How can a sickness like this take such deep root?" Buddy asked.
"Qurs not to reason why, son," Ben quipped, pulled out of his earlier
dol drums by the prospect of action. "Qurs but to kick ass.”

"One people! One State! One world!" Peter Vol mer roared in concl usion
"Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil!" screamed the assenbl ed Nazis.

"Open the dance if you please, Bull,"” Ben Raines spoke into the
nmout hpi ece of Corrie's handset.

Twi n turbines spooled up in the squat AH 64 Apache and the main rotor
began to turn. It rapidly became a blur. Then the heavily armed craft
lifted off, tail-high, its nose appearing to sniff the ground like a
bl oodhound. The pilot in his right-hand seat |leveled the bird and it

whop- whopped away toward the theater

48 Rebel nortar rounds thunked and their fins shivered spines with their
ringing sound as they exited the tubes. Wth feathery whispers they
arched high in the night sky and turned end over, to plumret into the 81
drive-in theater. Deadly bl ossons opened over the heads of the
occupants, white at the center, then pale yell ow and dull er orange on

t he edges.

The Cobra peeked over the top of the screen housing and opened up wth
two 40nm rocket pods and a pair of 20mm chai nguns. The red |ines of
tracers termnated in exploding projectiles that set off new horror
anong the Nazis. The chorus of "Sieg Heils" cut off in mdfrenzy.

Screans of terror replaced it. Passenger cars, pickups, and stake trucks
made fiery ascent as gas tanks ruptured and exploded in a scalding rain
of white phosphorus. Body parts went skyward with them Ben Rai nes gave
t he go-ahead and the Hunmer raced toward the nearest exit. Buddy's

mul tiwheel ed |ight scout vehicle bounded al ong besi de. Rebel scouts
appeared out of the dark brush near the unlighted gate and rushed to

bl ock passage. Ben and team w th Buddy, charged inside. The flash from
the Iast nortar rounds had barely faded when they reached the scene of

bl oodshed and devastation wi thin.



"Qut," Ben clipped his command.

"Everyone unass this thing," Cooper el aborated.

Ben's team expl oded i nto pandenoni um Wunded peopl e screanmed and
writhed on the ground. O hers, blood streamnmi ng from shrapnel wounds, ran
by with blank faces and gl assy eyes. Ben |l earned that the Nazis had not
cone unarnmed when a bullet cracked by his head. He swung up the Thonpson
one- handed and bucked out a five-round burst.

Fat .45 slugs slammed into flesh and sent the offending Nazi into a

gi ddy dance of death. He had not been al one, Ben noted, as the
"Supermen” began to fight back. Individual shots canme to Ben as little
nore than pops and crackles. H's m nd concentrated

49 on the overall rhythmof battle.

Sonehow this one played |ike an orchestra wi thout a conductor. One
hoar se-voi ced man shouted down the nindl ess shrieking of a dozen Nazis
and began to organi ze the resistance. Ben pointed and Jersey knew what
he want ed.

Toget her they cut three-round bursts into the gathered eneny. Anerican
crapheads fell to left and right. Satisfied at the |evel of confusion
that had been restored, Ben chanced a gl ance toward the stage and podi um

Peter Vol mer was no |onger there. A Walther P-38 in his left hand, he
stood at the edge of the stage, firing into the air and bellow ng for
his Nazi horde to rally around him

"For the Reich! For the Reich!" he screanmed. "Stand by ne."

Armed American hat enongers began to gather at the foot of the stage. So
far, Ben saw not hing of Buddy. Worry lines creased his forehead. The
battalion could take care of itself, he reasoned. Already they would be
junping off to nop up this vast collection of slime. Buddy was anot her
story. He had spread out his company to sweep fromfront to rear of the
parking area. Only three of his scouts acconpanied himon his nmission to
scoop up Vol rer.

He woul d have to fend for himself. Ben let go as nore Rebels began to
pour through the points of egress. The sweet-faced boys in the band
produced shi ny-bl aded daggers, conplete wth spread-w nged eagl es and
swast i kas on the pomels, and made ready to die for Fuhrer and
fatherland. They forned a skirm sh |line between Buddy and Vol nmer. Ben
bit his Iip and shot the ol dest of them who had an SKS assault rifle in
hi s hands.

On full auto, it ripped holes in the sky as the junior Htler died from
three .45 slugs in the chest. Suddenly four nen appeared am d the
snoki ng w eckage of mangled cars. Snarling their hate, they leapt into

50 an attack on Ben Rai nes.

"Wul d you shoot our kids, now, you yellow bastard,” one of them accused
in a County Arnmagh accent.

Funny, he sounded nore like IRA material than a Nazi. Maybe he was both,
Ben considered in the flash of tinme it took himto swing the long barre
of his Thonpson 1927 A-l1 subgun and smack the nearest of the quartet in



the side of his head.

The man rubber-1egged his way into the side of an overturned Mistang and
pi tched headfirst through the window into the space behind the front
seat. A bullet, fromclose range, jerked the beret off Ben Raines's
head, and he shot the assailant with a tight trio of .45 justice.

To his right, Ben heard the chatter of Jersey's M 16 and a shriek of
pain fromher target. Beth held her own on Ben's left. She had two nen
down on their knees, hands |aced behind their heads. Wth a neat wi ng
shot, she cleared a charging Nazi off the hood of a car. Another gas
tank expl oded and the searchlight went out with a blue-white flash and
pl ume of snoke.

"Hold fast," Volnmer exhorted his followers. "Hold them here."

"Where's Buddy?" Ben took tinme to ask, worried that Vol ner renai ned
oper at i onal

"I have himon the honk," Corrie said from behind Ben. "He says that
with all of the lights out, he can't find Vol ner."

"Tell himto keep trying." Then with a father's concern, "And to keep
hi s head down."

Corrie spoke and | aughed. "He says he can't do both."
"Smart - nout hed whi ppersnapper!"” Ben said in an ol d-codger voi ce.

Peter Vol mer had never before heard the sound of incoming nortar rounds.
Their fluttery passage

51 through the air could not be distinguished at first, over the
chanting of the crowd. Wen he becane conscious of the first few, they
produced a brief whuf-fle-BAM The effect was enough to nake an

i mpression he woul d keep the rest of his life.

Terror grew within Peter Volner as rapidly as the white-hot flashes of

expl odi ng rounds. They began in the back and the screans of his people

mar ched forward with them A warm wetness spread at Volmer's crotch and
he felt the trickle of liquid down his |eg.

"I'ncom ng!" shouted someone in the audience with nore experience than
hi nmsel f.

I ncom ng what ? Vol mer wondered. Then one of his SS officers grabbed his
arm and yanked himtoward the far side of the stage. "Soneone-the Rebels
are nortaring us. W gotta get out of here.™

Peter Vol mer stared at a shower of smoking white gl obs that splattered
across the roofs and hoods of cars, where they ignited instant flanes.
Fount ai ns of bl azing orange geysered fromsplit gas tanks. Behind him

t he young rmnusi ci ans added shrill pandenmoni um Concussion shattered the

i ncandescent bul bs of floodlights. From above and behind him Vol ner
heard the whoppi ng sound of rotor blades, and a stream of tracers

st reaked past and sought out targets anong the crazed mass of people.
Then armed nmen in ballistic helmets appeared in the exits. Seem ngly

wi t hout provocation, they opened fire on the terrorized Party nenbers. A
detached armflew into the air |less than halfway to the stage.



"No- nooooo, " Vol ner npaned.

Anot her insistent tug set himin nmotion. He reached the center of the
stage when an expl odi ng gas tank took out the searchlight and plunged
the theater into darkness. He had a fleeting inpression of nore nen
pouring into the drive-in. Suddenly the nortar shelling ceased. The
crackle of small-arnms fire punctuated the eerie scene that renai ned
inmprinted on the retinas of Peter Vol ner's eyes.

52 "What do we do? Wiat do we do?" he asked, totally disoriented.

"We get out of here,"” the hard voice of his adjutant rasped in his ear
Ri ght then, that sounded |ike the best suggestion Peter Vol ner had ever
hear d.

Lt. Col. Stanley Bull MDade watched the progress of his R Batt troops
through a tripod-nounted IR scope. A rueful grin spread the full lips
under a neatly tended white brush of nustache. How he envi ed Ben Rai nes
for being right down there in the thick. Hell, Ben should be in the
rear, running this show, not out cowboying it with those kids.

"What am | saying?" he blurted al oud, waggling the thatch of his
Vandyke. Ben Raines could never resist nmixing it up with the bad guys.
And these Nazis, American Nazis, were nearly as odious a | ot of baddies
as the creepies.

The wiggly green glow of the IR scope reveal ed scouts and sone of his
troopers in position at the exits and rear entrance. He keyed the

m crophone clipped to his battle harness. "Cease firing," he comanded
the nortar crews. "Now the fun begins,” he grunted to the young RT
operator standing next to him

"How s that, sir?" the youth asked. A replacenent after the devastating
battles with Hof fran's bl ack-shirts, he had been a recent graduate of
the basic training programat Base Canp One.

"That's right, you've never been in on one of CGeneral Raines's big
operations. There aren't a lot of conbat soldiers anong Hitler's little
hel pers down there," MDade | aunched into an expl anation. "Wen we get
enough people in there, those that are left will start to surrender." At
the RT man's qui zzi cal expression, Bull chuckled. "Contrary to popul ar
belief, the Rebels do take prisoners. It's how they are sonetines

53 di sposed of that gives us our bad reputation anong what

bl eedi ng-hearts are left. Al of the | eaders of any captured group are
guesti oned personally by Ben Raines. It can be quite an education," he
added dryly, "to those who live through it. Now, get the conpanies on
the nove. W have to contain that lowlife scum down there."

Ben Raines found he had a lot to handle, and all at once. A huge

foll ower of the deranged Vol ner came at him from between two overturned
cars. The man had upper arns |ike nost nen's thighs. Hs | egs churned on
t he uneven gravel of the theater, flexing nmuscles many people don't even
know t hey have. Thick, stubby fingers groped for Ben's neck, and the
Rebel conmmander snelled the fetid stench of rotting teeth in a w dely
stretched nout h.

Ben butt-stroked a nountain of belly with his tomry-chopper and found it
contai ned nostly muscle. The giant grunted and grinned at Ben, who knew



he was in trouble. Let go of the Thonpson and nake a try for his
si dearn? Foolish. Ben shifted his bal ance and planted a boot toe in his
attacker's crotch.

A piglike squeal cane froma crinmson face. Found a weak spot, Ben

exul ted. He stepped back and snapped the steel buttplate of his subgun
into the man's lips. Small, reddened eyes rolled up and squeezed shut.
Slow y the gargantuan | eaned forward and fell at Ben's feet, his brush
of crewcut on the tips of Ben's boots.

"Sorry, Ceneral," Jersey offered fromhis side. "I mssed that one."

McDade's R Batt troops arrived at that nonent. They swarmed inside the
drive-in with a raw roar that cast many a spine in ice. Charged-up
Rebel s, eager to settle scores, fell on the American Nazis. A series of
flashes lit the darkness close-by, and Ben
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hi s head.

He squatted at once. The big Thonpson snarled in crisp bursts. A scream
rewarded Ben's marksmanshi p. Two nore Nazi slime rushed at hi mout of

t he darkness. One held a hastily inprovised Mol otov cocktail. Jersey ran
a .223 zipper up his torso. The last slug shattered gl ass and drenched
the dying man and his conpanion with flam ng gasoline.

"You'd think they would be giving up by now," Ben coment ed.

"They out nunber us, renmenber, General ?" Jersey ji bed.

"I"ve got Buddy again on the RT, sir," Corrie informed Ben. She crouched

near by.
"\What have you got, Rat?" Ben asked.

"Not hin', Eagle. That head Nazi and the kids in the band skinnied out
t hrough a hi dden entrance at the base of the screen.”

"Send soneone after thenP"

"Al ready done, Eagle. Don't knowif it'll do any good. In all this
confusion and the dark, it took us a while to realize they were gone."
Buddy hated to adnmit defeat.

"Keep working on it," Ben advised. "Fromhere it |looks |like we've cut

down the resistance."
"Roger that, Eagle. Only a couple of pockets down here by the stage."
"Do what you have to, Rat. Eagle out."

Li ghts began to come on randomy around the drive-in. Wth grow ng
frequency, cano-clad troopers passed Ben's position proddi ng def eated
"supermen” ahead of them A final fusillade came fromthe direction of
the stage, and then general silence. Only the crisp orders of the
Rebel s, the cry of the wounded, and the wail of the vanquished could be
hear d.

Gabe Trasher slamred a big fist on the cracked



55 Formica table. "I don't give a shit about your fucking orders,
Adl erhoff. | wanna talk to the field marshal at once. O at |east
Col onel Webber. Fuckin' Ben Raines is goin' ape.”

Wth a muttered curse, the NAL radio duty man said he would contact one
of the staff aides. Gabe sat back and rolled a joint. He liked this part
of the country. Wacky tobaccy grew wild along the roads and in pastures.
He cut his eyes to Nunb Nuts N chol son

"Hey, Nuts, it's a good thing we didn't decide to take on Raines and his
Rebels." It was as close to adnmitting that what they had seen at the
drive-in had scared the living hell out of himthat Gabe Trasher would get.

"Yeah. Them Nazis got bl owed up real good. Booml Ch, shit, boom™"™ H's
gobbl i ng pi g-squeal of laughter filled the room

Gabe winced, then turned his attention back to the radio as Genera
Webber's voice sputtered over the speaker. "This is the G Two."

"Trasher here, Wbber-er-Adlerhoff Two. Ben Raines and his Rebels just
hit some of your Anerican friends at a drive-in outside York, Nebraska.
That's on U S. H ghway 81."

"I know where it is," Wbber responded in a tired tone. "Do you have an
assessnent of the damage?"

"Total fucking | oss, Webber buddy. | nean, |ike those Rebels creaned them?"

After a | ong pause, Webber spoke in a subdued tone. "I was nore
concerned with Rebel [osses.”

"Maybe a dozen wounded. Two of them bl own away trying to stop your boy
Vol nmer. "

"Did -did the Hauptsturnbannfuhrer get away?" Wbber asked, and Trasher
coul d al nost believe he hoped the news woul d be bad.

"Yeah. H man' a bunch of little boys in short pants hauled ass in a
Mercedes and a transcon bus."

"A bit of msfortune for the Herr Hautnan," Wbber

56 said idly. "Wy did you not engage to relieve then?" "I got ny
orders, Webber. I'mto stand by until told otherwi se by your field marshal."
"Yes, | see. | shall convey this information to the field nmarshal first

thing in the norning."

"I'"d think he would want to know right away." Wbber sighed disdainfully
into the mke. "If the Anericans are lost, they're lost. No need to

di sturb Fel dmarschall Hoffman's sleep for that." He nust have handed the
m crophone back to the RT operator, for it was his voice that cane next.
"Adl erhoff out."

Gabe Trasher turned to Numb Nuts Nicholson. "That's one cold fucking
fish, ny man. But, not as cold, |I'mthinking, as Ben Raines."
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Ben Rai nes had no desire to lose a night's sleep. He knew the troops



could use a good rest, also. They'd been on the hunp for three days. He
al so knew that in the first hours after an engagement and subsequent
capture, prisoners in an expectably shocked and denoralized condition
tal ked nore readily and freely.

M ght as well get it going and over with, Ben decided, rousing hinself.
He wal ked to the chair set for himon the stage. Rebel generators
provided the juice nowto light the area at the center. Below him in an
area cl eared of wecked cars and trucks, the prisoners sat in glum
defeat. They had been segregated by sex, and children fromadults. The

| eaders anong them who had identified thensel ves or were suspected by

t he Rebel s had been lined up on the stage. They stood wi th hands behi nd
t heir heads, glaring defiance.

Anot her everyday interrogation scene, Ben thought. Yet, this time Ben
experi enced an aspect of unreality about it. Hi s unyielding eyes swept
over the nmen, and a few wonen, culled out as |eaders. He didn't see the
rabi d dogs of creepies, or scruffy bikers, full of bluff and bluster

Not even dimwi tted, slovenly rednecks, their kids' bellies swollen from
mal nutrition and bones bowed by rickets. These are nornal -1 ooki ng,
clean-cut folks, Ben told hinself for the fifth tine.

58 They would be right at home at any Rebel outpost. In fact,
Intelligence had inforned him sone of them had been. That's what galled
the nost. Many of these |eaders, and the ones who foll owed them had
lived undetected right anbng them Wat separated these "average Joes"
fromhis Rebels and the good people they protected was the deadly poison
of Nazism Abandoning that |ine of thought, Ben took his seat at the
smal | tabl e.

He cut his eyes to Jersey, who stood upstage, at the ready with her

M 16. Corrie hovered close behind him wth the radio. Ben carefully
laid his recent find, a mint-condition IM Desert Eagle .50 caliber
Action Express autol oader, on the table. Cocked and | ocked, the snoboth
parkerized finish and half-inch bore gave it a very no-nonsense
appearance. It took a big hand to control that nuch pistol, and Ben
Rai nes had all he needed. He nodded to Buddy, who shoved one of the
captives forward.

"What is your nane?" Ben denanded.
"I don't have to say anything to you, whoever you are."

"I"'mBen Raines." It cane soft and quiet, cloaked in nenace.

The Nazi paled slightly but retained his defiance. "I ama prisoner of
war. Al | have to give is ny nane, rank, and serial nunber."

"That so? Seens | asked for your nanme, didn't |7?"
"Dalton, Gerald R™

"Don't try to tire me out by being tedious, asshole. Gve ne the rest of
it. And | want the nane of your unit."

"Dalton, CGerald R, Standar-ah - Captain." He rattled off a meaningl ess
string of nunbers

Ben's eyes narrowed. "Standartenfuhrer. So you're SS, eh? Your bunch
t hat stage-managed that massacre back down the road?"



"I don't know ... | have nothing nore to say," Dalton blurted.

59 "Ch, but | think you do, Standartenfuhrer Dalton. | think ny
Intelligence people will get a great deal out of you."

Dal ton pal ed even nore. "Torture is against the Geneva Convention."

Ben Rai nes | aughed softly. "Neither the Convention nor Geneva exists
anynore, you hopel ess bastard. Lucky for you, the Rebels don't use
torture anyway. My G 2 peopl e have nice, thin needles and vials of
chem cals that do far better."

"You can't use chenmical interrogation," Dalton stated with heated
conviction. "It's - "

"Agai nst the Convention? Can and will. You're trying ny patience,
St andartenfuhrer.” Ben nade the SS rank sound |i ke sonething that
floated on the top of a septic tank. "Sergeant Bourchart, take him away."

A burly noncomin the rank to Ben's right stepped forward, grinning. "M
pl easure, Ceneral."

Pani c seized Dalton. "Wat are you going to do to nme?"

Ben gave hima cold smle. "W're going to use those chemicals on you
and find out if you had anything to do with the butchery of those
i nnocent people. If you did, a squad of ny Rebels will hang you."

"You caaaaan't dooooo thaaaaat!" Dalton wailed until silenced by the
ext ended, stiffened fingers of Sergeant Bourchart striking himin the
sol ar pl exus.

"Next . "

Scarlet hatred blazed fromthis Nazi's eyes. "You are a nongrelizing
bastard, Ben Raines. You lie down in the stink of nigger sweat. You

all ow pure Aryan children to rub their bodies against the disgusting
flesh of the yellow, brown, black inferior races. You pronote degeneracy
and glorify perversion."

Ben Rai nes | aughed in his face. Wen he recovered his conposure, he
pointed a long, thick finger at the Nazi, who quivered with indignation
"Wanda woul d

60 love that. She would just fall down and roll around in hilarity."
"Wio -who is Wanda?" the fanatic demanded

"I't's-just Wanda. She commands a conpany of Rebels known as the Sisters
of Lesbos."

The Nazi actually gagged. H s face wore a mask of horror and revul sion
"You're the scourge of America, Ben Raines!" he how ed. A sudden
transition occurred in his expression and a light that said he knew it
all now glowed in his eyes. "Ben? Benjanmi n? You're a filthy, Jew boy
prick, Raines."

"No. Sone people may see me as a schnuck, but | amnot Jew sh. Corpora
Schultz, pick three nen and take this . . . thing over against that wall



and shoot him" To the others he said, "Listen up, people. W don't have
time to finesse this noral-outrage crap with all of you. You are going
to answer questions quickly and concisely or you are going to die. Is
that fucking clear to all of you?"

As though on cue, three rifles cracked on the far side of the stage. The
i ndi gnant Nazi fell in a heap, twitched, and went still. Ben signal ed
for another to be brought forward.

The American Nazi had a bloody shirtfront and started tal king even

bef ore being placed squarely in front of the table where Ben sat. "I am
Walter Uting. | aman SS Standartegruppenfuhrer in the Lei bstandarte
Hof f man. My serial nunber is 559-34-6877. You are going to be sorry you

did this, Ben Raines. Haupt-standartenfuhrer Peter Volmer will see to that."

"\Where has Vol mer gone?" Ben asked conversationally.

"I don't know. But, when he comes after you, his vengeance will be
terrible to behold. | understand you have two children, General? A boy
and a girl. Volner will save themfor his Sturmabteilungen, his storm
troopers. The troops will use themin every orifice of their bodies, and
when they tire of the gane, Volmer will personally cut out the hearts of

61 your diseased offspring.”

"Not!" There were many things Ben could have, or perhaps shoul d have,
said to this arrogant asshole. But that nmade his point quite well

backed up by his swift uplifting of the big .50 Desert Eagle handgun

H s thunb snapped off the safety and a fat, half-inch, 305-grain,

j acket ed hol | owpoi nt bull et blew away the back of Utting' s head from
behind the ears. Utting's bl ood, brains, and bone splattered his fellow
Nazi s.

"Excuse me," Ben said to the gagging prisoners. "I tend to get
overprotective of ny children. Now, who has sonething worthwhile to tel
ne?"

That | oosened the tongues of several smaller fry. They literally babbled
their names and unit identities. Three of thempositively identified the
dead Utting as commander of the SS battalion that had engi neered the

bl oodbat h outside Bellville. He had brought a conpany of themw th him
to the theater, they told Ben. Ben inmedi ately sent Buddy's conpany
anong the other captives to root out Utting s troopers. They went about
their task with his laconic coment ringing in their ears.

"I don't know where you'll find enough rope, but I'msure you'll manage."

Shortly, stormtroopers began to dangle fromthe support posts of the
twel ve-foot-high fence around the drive-in, to kick and choke out their
lives. In the middle of the grisly round of executions, a portly man
cane forward to talk with Ben. He mi ght have been a banker in any nornal
sort of world, Ben considered.

"I am Maj or Richard Wagner - ah - no known relation to the conposer, of
Haupt st ur mbannf uhrer Vol ner's staff. Perhaps | can provide you with the
i nformation you seek."

"I"'mw lling to wager one of Lamar's field rations that you can," Ben

responded dryly.



62 "The Hauptstunnbannfuhrer is making a tour of all of the gathering
Party nmenbers. It is considered a nomentous occasi on by we American
Nazis that the heir to Adolf Hitler has at last cone to North Anerica.
Even the smallest tactical unit is eager to join in the great work. Qur
famlies, naturally, wish to reach Field Marshal Hoffrman's interior zone
in the northwest for reasons of safety. The Hauptsturnbannfuhrer is
selecting a few key people and taking themwith him The rest he is
ordering to proceed due west."

"Why is that?" Wagner had Ben's interest.

"They are to establish a line of resistance points fromthe ruins of
Mles City, Mntana; south through Cheyenne, Wom ng; Col orado Spri ngs;
Santa Rosa, New Mexico; then Al ampbgordo; and on to El Paso, Texas."
"There are how nmany of these American Nazis?" Ben probed.

"Somewher e between ten and twel ve thousand of conbat age."

Intelligence had told himthat, but the blunt answer stunned Ben. Yet,
they had ambitions to cover a distance of a thousand miles. That made
ten men to a mle.

"Hof fman's spreading thema little thin, isn't he?"

Wagner | ooked Ben straight in the eye. "That is ny belief, also, Cenera
Rai nes. However, they are to be reinforced by a Standartegruppe of

Bri gadef uhrer Broder-mann's SS."

"A battalion."” That amused Ben Rai nes. "Thinks rather highly of them
doesn't he? Especially considering what we did to themtwo nonths ago."

Aterrified screaminterrupted Wagner's reply. "Noooooooo! | don' wanna
die like that!" One of Dalton's SS troopers broke away from Buddy's
executioners and raced for the wall. Ben and the cooperative Nazi

wat ched with mld interest as another of the rank-and-file Nazis stuck
out a foot and tripped the frightened wetch.

63 "Gawdamed coward," the prisoner snarl ed.

Three of Buddy's conpany picked the fallen SS man and carried himto the
wall. In a trice they had the rope around his neck and haul ed on the
bite end.

"Gaawk! Hail Mary . . . aawk . . . full of ... gaaaak!" the dooned man
choked out.

"And a closet Christian at that," the Nazi who had tripped himsaid
scornful ly.

Ben turned fromthe scene. "You have been very hel pful, Mjor Wagner. Is
there anything el se you have to tell nme?"

He did. He spoke earnestly for ten mnutes. Ben listened, his frown
deepeni ng. At the conclusion, Ben notioned a guard to his table. "Keep
this officer segregated fromthe others. He is to be treated as a bona
fide prisoner of war." He cane to his boots and gestured toward the
remai ni ng Nazi |eaders. "Find out what you can and then deal with them
accordingly. | have some serious thinking to do."



In accordance with a lifelong habit, Field Marshal Jesus Di eguez Mendoza
Hof f man awakened hal f an hour before sunrise. By the time the east

bl azed with white |ight and pal e pink blushed the western slopes of the
Cascades, he had showered and shaved and taken care of bodily
elimnations. Dressed in knee-length, shiny black boots, w th Junker
spurs, gray-green trousers with a field marshal's black and sil ver
stripes, picked out by a center line of red, matching tunic, and tal
peaked hat with its spread eagle and swasti ka, he strolled fromhis

sl eeping quarters to the officer's mess. Ariding crop grasped in his
right hand slapped idly at the | eather-gloved left.

He had just settled in at a confortable table with his first coffee of
the day and a delightfully plunp Sachertorte, when G 2 Col onel Wbber
brought himthe news of the disaster at York. He listened with a grow ng
frown, and brushed irritatedly at the hang-

64 ing lock of hair over his left eye. After Webber had stamered his
report, Hoffrman raised an eye and its brow at the chubby col onel

"What a pity. We could have used another seven hundred nen. You believe
Uting was captured? At |east nmost of his nmen got away?"

"Yes, Field Marshal ."

"Ah! Ah, yes," Hoffrman said brightly. "I have this very nmorning cone to
a deci sion about that. |I have pronoted nyself. Henceforth I will be
referred to as Ceneral fel dmarschall. Do you understand, Wbber?"

"Zu Befehl, Hen CGeneral fel dmarschal | ."'"'

"Excel |l ent, Webber. Now, our estimabl e Hauptsturm bannfuhrer Vol mer al so
managed to escape?"

"It was so reported, Generalfel dmarschall.""’

"Wonderful. And | do hope those dear boys in that band he takes around
wi th hi mmanaged to avoid capture and indoctrination by the Rebels.”

"Absol utely, Generalfel dmarschall."

Cener al f el dmar schal | Hof f man' s beni gn nood evaporated in a cloud of

rage. "Then can you tell me by all that's holy, howin the hell did this
out rage happen?" Webber gaped. He had no answer. "Wth an SS regi nment,

al beit an American one, in the vicinity, along with Vol mer's usua
security, and you say at |east three hundred effective soldiers in that
theater, | should be view ng the corpse of General Ben Rai nes right now,
not listening to another in a long litany of defeats." He spotted Karl
Richter entering the nmess, waved hi m over

"Jahwohl , Hen Fel dmarschall. Was wol |l en Si e?" Senior aide or not,
Ri chter | earned about the pronotion in acid terns.
"Ceneral feldmarschal | ,'' he corrected.

Then Hoffman told hi mwhat he wanted. "Staff nmeeting in half an hour.
want all troops put on alert. | want inmediate contact with this Gabe
Trasher person and his Alien Secretions-Liebe Gott, what an outl andi sh
name -never mind. | want hi mnow, now. "

65 "Zu Befehl, Herr Generalfeldmarschall" Richter nanaged to choke out.
He of all the staff at |east spoke Gernman w thout an outrageous Latino



accent.

"It's the head kraut, or kraut-head, whichever," Nunb Nuts told Gabe,
and gobbl ed hi s obnoxi ous giggle.

Trasher took the nicrophone. "You' ve got the head Alien Secretion, cone
back," he brayed into the mke in a style rem niscent of sone
ei ght een-wheel ers on the superslab

"This is CGeneral Field Marshal Hoffrman. You are to go to full alert. Put
your unit in the field and stand by to initiate a diversionary action on
orders of this headquarters. Over."

"Well, well, the old fart's pronoted hinself," Trasher said to the four
persons in the roomw th himand Nunb Nuts. Into the m ke, he replied,
"Yeah. | copy that. But we don't have any long-range radio rig that's
mobile. How will we hear when and what we're supposed to do?"

"You will be informed by other NAL units nearer your |ocation. Tune your
nmobil e radios to 137.45 Mz and nonitor at all times. As to what your

m ssion will be, set your recording equi pnment to receive a burst

transm ssi on at once."

"At once," Trasher mimcked, with [inp wist bent on one hip and
nmout hing the words in a grotesque manner. At a nod fromLittle D ck
Bentl ey, he told Hof frman, "Send away, we're ready."

Little Dick Bentley, named for an unfortunate characteristic of his

anat ormy, watched the needle on the recorder's VU neter clinb into the
red and wi nced. He understood the practical application of burst or
"squawk" transm ssions, but the physics behind themeluded himentirely.
He had al ways been taught to keep his nodul ation out of the red. How
could these split-second transm ssions peg the old needl e every tine and
not come out distorted? Never

66 nmnd, he dism ssed, it worked and that's what count ed.

So they were gonna see sonme action at last. That's what Little Dick
hungered after. He al so hungered after some of the fine nommas who hung
out with the gang, but they knew of his |egendary under-endowrent, and
viewed himwi th contenpt.

It wasn't fair, he thought resentfully. It wasn't his fault he was hung
like a stud nmouse. But that left himonly the preteenies they sonetimes
scooped up to lust after, and of course the small boys. Wich wasn't
such a bad selection, Little Dick all owed, when he |ooked at it in the
proper light. Yeah, real action, man. How he longed to spill some Rebe
bl ood.

"Everybody out," Gabe Trasher bell owed when he finished with the radio.
"I gotta listen to this and deci de how we go about it."

They shuffled out into the sunlight and Gabe played the tape tw ce. He
listened carefully both tines. Awld light filled his beady green eyes
when he stepped out onto the crunbling porch of the old house.

"Li sten up, everybody. OF Hof fman baby says that Ben Rai nes has a habit
of striking out ahead of his main colum. Well, he's given us the job of
tweaki ng the nose of that bastard Raines. W' re gonna fan out and find
him then we sting himgood and run away. And sting himand run again



and again, until we sting himto death."
A chorus of drunken and narco-crazed voices raised in a ragged cheer.
67

Ben Rai nes sat scratching Shoot's big, triangular ears. The woolly

Si beri an husky had fl opped her seventy pounds down on the toes of Ben's
boots. The intelligence Ben had devel oped frominterrogati on of the nore
cooperative American Nazis troubled himgreatly. He had sunmoned this
council of war, and now, Ben had to adnmit, he didn't know exactly what
he wanted to propose.

They had only just conpleted a protracted guerrilla-type war agai nst
Hof f man and his bl ack-shirts. In the culmnation of that, the units had
been drawn back together. It was obvi ous what Hof fman, and his new
mlitary genius, Peter Volner, wanted the Rebels to do. The logistics
al one made it nearly inmpossible to grant Hoffman his expectation

Take gasoline, Ben ruminated while he waited for the nearby commanders
to arrive. Tanker trucks not only delivered fuel, they consuned it while
they rolled. Already the |ine had been stretched m ghty thin between the
refinery and the troops in the field. In his canpaign against the

| oat hsonme creepies, nearly all of the underground storage tanks
scattered around the nation had been sucked dry, or blown up along with
the creepie centers in the towns where they were | ocat ed.

It woul d be sheer happenstance to |ocate sufficient quantities on a
thousand-nmile front. Ammunition resup-ply presented anot her problem
Groceries for over seven thousand conbat troops and their support

el ements staggered the imagi nati on when contenpl ating | ocating

68 and distributing them For all of the Rebels' stabilizing and
civilizing efforts, the United States sadly | acked adequate supplies and
the neans to transport them The nation had been laid to waste, nostly
at the hands of the Rebels thensel ves.

That had been necessary to exterm nate the cannibal cult of the N ght
Peopl e. Ben didn't harbor regrets for what he had ordered. To the
contrary, it had been necessary and he had stood up to the chall enge.

Sone nmen woul d have been content to rest on their laurels. Not Ben Raines.

He had qui xotically gone off to clean up the rest of the world. O at

| east as much of it as his Rebels could touch. In the unsteady peace

t hat descended on the United States, agriculture enjoyed a revival, as
did commerce and trade. Left alone, people exerted their efforts
positively. At |east sone.

Because during that hiatus, there had been a secret resurgence of the
ol d, nuch-discredited American Nazi novenent. Wat in God' s nane
attracted people to that shopworn socialist claptrap? Nazi, Ben reni nded
hi nsel f, was an acronym for National sozialist, a menber or supporter of
the National sozi alistische Deutsche Arbeiter-Par-tei- National Sociali st
German Workers' Party. Over the years, since that cancer erupted in
Germany in 1933, the "Socialist" had been cunningly dropped from any
references in Great Britain and the United States to fit the politically
correct espousal of socialismand Marxi sm by those nations' |eft-Ieaning
l'i berals.

Truth was, Ben mused, Hitler's brand of socialismwas anything but



"right-wi ng" and as norally and econonical ly bankrupt as all the others.
Time proved that; the Soviet Union went broke and col |l apsed, and Marxi sm
died inits client states. Germany was reunited, he rem nded hinself,

and what the hell happened? The neo-Nazi novenent flared up in

ast oni shi ng nunbers. But not here, never in Anerica. And Ben had del uded
hinself with that smug assurance al so. Now he and his Rebel s were payi ng
the price.

69 "Cof fee on?" Dan Gray, the former SAS man, asked as he ducked his
head to enter the small side door of the sem trailer Ben had been using
as a mobile CR

"Hel p yoursel f, Dan" Ben broke off his troubled reflections.

"I saw Buddy outside," the tall, |ean, always dapper Rebel col onel added
as he poured a earthenware rmug of steaming real coffee. Dan nodded at
the cup. "One good thing about fighting an eneny from South Anerica. W
must have captured twenty-five tons of coffee beans. Ch, Georgi sends
his regrets, he and the battalion commanders in his sector will be
joining us by radio net." He referred to General Ceorgi Al exandrovich
Striganov, formerly of the Soviet Arny, now a citizen of what was |eft
of Canada.

Alongtine ally of the Rebels, General Striganov had a sardonic wit and
droll sense of hunor. He was al so a damm fine soldier, Ben Raines

acknow edged. Striganov had been engaged in covert operations in the
Hudson Bay region for the International Peace Force before the Sovi et

Uni on col | apsed and the Great War cane crashing down on the world. A
Party menber out of necessity, he didn't experience any great nora
struggle to cast off Conmmuni sm and the Soviet high command and enbrace a
new way of life. Once an inplacable eneny of Ben Raines and his
Tri-States country, he had becone a fast friend.

"I ke McGowan is right behind nme," Dan went on, one finger brushing at
the pencil line of nustache bel ow his patrician nose. "So's Captain
Thernopolis." Dan wi nced. "He has Emil with him™"

"Good. | have plans for both of them™" Ben said |l evelly.

Not everyone in the Rebel command had bought Emi| Hite. Enmil did little
to nodify such opinions. He still saw hinself as guru of his own brand
of munboj unbo quasireligion. It was all a scam and Enil Hite the prince
of con artists, and Ben Raines had seen through it the first tinme he net
the five foot one inch "Prophet." Dizzy and ditzy as he mght be, Em|
had shed his gaudy

70 robes and any pretense of worshiping the G eat God Bl omm and proven
one hell of a good soldier. Conpetent troop | eader, too, Ben adnitted
silently.

"Wird is, our chief nedical officer is gracing us with his presence,
too," Dan dropped his final dollop of news.

"So |'ve been told," Ben responded. He imredi ately extingui shed the
cigarette he had been snoking and waved the air in front of his face to
di spel the cloud of smoke. "He'll no doubt tell me |I've been eating too
much, exercising too little, and snoking again. Not to nmention that |'ve
been exposing nmysel f recklessly to danger. All of which is true.”

"What's true?" |ke McGowan and Dr. Lamar Chase asked together as they



entered the trailer.

McGowan, the ex-SEAL, slouched into a chair and snagged a mug of coffee
fromBeth. Pear-shaped Dr. La-mar Chase remmined in the doorway,

i mmacul at e hands on hips. The retired Navy captain, although well into
his seventies, refused to retire again fromservice in the field with

t he Rebel command. He cut his gaze fromthe top of Ben Raines's head to
his heels. Then he spoke tartly.

"You' ve been eating too much. Not enough exercise. You' ve been snoking
again, | can tell it. And you've been out racing around |like a teenager
risking your life and the future of the Rebel cause.™

Ben cut his eyes to Dan in a "Didn't | tell you?" glance. Then he

| aughed, a sort of snort. "Q@iilty as charged. If you want the truth,
dri nk whi skey and snoke to kill the gawd-awful taste of those
"nutritionally superior"” field rations with which you insist on

bur deni ng us."

"I said nothing about your consumption of alcohol." Chase sounded wounded.

"CGet your coffee and sit down, Doctor," Ben invited.

Thernmopolis and Enil entered next. Ben Raines had once descri bed
Thernopolis as "Nature's prototype hippie." Thernmopolis had shed his
headband featuring the yin-yang synbol for a ballistic helnet, but he
remai ned | ean, |long, and tanned. A stout set of Rebel hobnail ed conbat
boots had replaced his sandals while on duty.

71 Since being nade CO of Headquarters Conpany, he had shortened the
length of his hair and trimmed beard and nustache. A cano outfit covered
his psychedelic shirt and purple trousers. H's droopy eyelids and

| ai d-back attitude still marked himas the quintessential hippie.

Ben and the others greeted Thermopolis and Em |, who beelined for the
coffee. Em | added a | arge spoon of honey to his. Then he turned his
eyes and mouth on Ben Rai nes.

"Greetings, O sublinme and nmagnificent Commander General of all the
Americas. Emi| Hite, guru extraordinaire, is at your disposal. O
course, | don't mean actual disposal, as in a |arge green garbage bag,
but in your great wi sdomyou understand all that, Mghty Slayer of the
Unfit."

Ben devel oped a pai ned expression. "Can the shit, Em|. This is a staff
conference. Which remnds ne. Corrie, will you open the conmand net and
we'll begin this conflab."

"Yes, sir. Ceneral Jefferys is standing by, as are General Striganov and
Col onel West."

"Thank you, Beth."

And no doubt Cecil Jefferys would be wanting to get back in harness, Ben
reasoned. The huge bl ack man, ex-Special Forces, had only recently
undergone radical heart surgery, a triple-bypass-once a relatively

si mpl e procedure, but under the conditions of "nodern" medicine, stil
somewhat of a risk. He had been assigned to Base Camp One, in command of
the gigantic installation, while he recuperated.



When Hof fman and his bl ack-shirted horde invaded, Cecil strained at the
bit to be included in the operation against the Nazi verm n. Ceci
Jefferys, like lke McCGo-wan, and Lamar Chase, had sided with Ben Raines
fromthe first. In his nmore candid nonments, Ben all owed as how he coul d
never have done it, any of it, w thout them

Col onel West was sonewhat of an anachroni sm Ben

72 considered. There had not been nations or nultinational corporations
rich enough to hire a battalion of nercenaries in a long tine. Wst had
been intelligent enough to see that and had gladly thrown in his |ot
with the Rebels. H's nen, all professionals, fought well and gained a
ot of glory for the Rebel cause. That is, after he and Ben had had a
knock-down, drag-out, head-butting row over the few, but stringent,

rul es that passed for law and norality in Rebel-held territory.

"Centl enen," Ben began once the RT operators at the various far-flung
| ocations had conpleted their ritual. "For want of any better term you
constitute nmy staff. 1've called this little gathering to di scuss what

we have learned. It's alarming, to say the least. Ch, Jersey, would you
ask Buddy to join us now, please?"

"Sure, Ceneral."

Buddy entered, poured coffee, and took his seat. He sipped, and breathed
a sigh of contentnent. He had yet to grow jaded by this treat of only
four nmonths' duration. Idly he ran big fingers across the brush-cut top
of his head and then fixed his attention on his father

Quickly Ben outlined the result of the interrogation of the Anerican
Nazi s captured at the drive-in. ke McGo-wan, Dan Gray, and Genera
Striganov, in particular, asked pointed questions during the
presentation. Ben concluded by listing their options.

"I"mopen to suggestions, he stated at |ast. "Anyone have a favorite
strategi c plan, or know of sonmething | haven't nentioned?"

"Not so you' d notice," Colonel Wst said through the static of distance.
"You covered it rather well, as usual, Ceneral."

"I agree,"” Dan Gray chined in. "And | get the feeling you are not in
favor of splitting the conmand into small tactical units and engagi ng
Hof f man' s Nazi s pi eceneal ?"

Ben smiled as though at an apt pupil. "You' ve seen through ne, Dan.
You're right."

"So then | would think an attack in depth is called for," Cenera

Striganov supported fromhis position in North
73 Dakot a.

"Hof f man has too many men, and nore coming, according to the Nazis we
captured, for that to work," Ben contradicted. "Wat | propose is
establishing two theaters of operation and rolling over themw th what
we've got." He went on to el aborate. When he finished, Dr. Chase raised
a finger to be recognized.

"The medical difficulties are going to be astronomical. It will require
at least four MASH units, and | nean conplete."



"We have six," Ben rem nded him

"And | need three of themto maintain what we hold at this point," Lamar
Chase snapped testily. "W sinply don't have the personnel for this kind
of schene.”

Cecil Jefferys booned fromthe speaker. "W have those Nazi POM who
surrendered | ocated here at Base. They've been through two nont hs of

i ntensi ve de-Nazi-fication. Mst, remenber, were Latinos, who didn't buy
into Hof frman' s Aryan-suprenmacy crap at all. Anong themare a | ot of

nmedi cal personnel. We can use themin the rear echelon and free up bona
fide Rebels for field service."

"Good idea, Cece," Ben injected cheerily. "I was hoping you'd have a
little something to add."

"Li ke my taking conmand of one of those theaters," cane the Rebe

general's grow .
"I"'mafraid that's a forlorn hope," Lamar Chase snapped sharply. "You
shoul d still be in bed, if you want ny opinion."

The sound of a big black hand sl apping a hard, flat cammo-covered belly
cane through the airwaves. "I amas fit as the proverbial fiddle."

"Even a Stradivarius can have a crack in it," Chase conpl ai ned.
"But it would still sound as sweet," Cecil Jefferys countered. "I'm
tired of being babied. Your people down here

are -

"My people down there, as you put it, are doing exactly what | told them
to do. Two nore nonths. At |east.

74 And then only if | find not a trace of nyocarditis. Just because
we' ve rerouted the freeway doesn't nean you're safe from any ot her
infarction."”

"Spare ne the fancy nedical words, Dr. Chase. My ticker is doing a Big
Ben act all the time now. Your chief pill roller down here says so."

"I"'mgoing to side with Lamar on this, Cecil," Ben Raines said, putting
an end to the pointless banter. He needed Cecil Jefferys badly.

Al ways determined to have the last word, Cecil Jeffery pushed that

aside. "Well, shoot, Ben. Wat chance does a guy have when you gang up

on himlike that? |1've got cabin fever bad, son. You hear that? |'ve

worn out two decks of cards playin' solitaire. All | have to do is

boogi e over to the office each norning, sign a few papers, then go waste
my afternoon on that treadm |l and the Nautilus equi pnent at the hospital."

Dr. Chase gave an inpatient snort. "You' d better be reporting for your
t herapy sessions, General Jefferys. It's that or | have you checked back
into the hospital."

"You and what ten nmilitary police types, Doctor? I'mall right now, I
tell you. |'ve even rediscovered ny lovely |lady and we're working rea
hard on naking a baby."



"Conjugal activities can put a strain on your heart," Chase snapped.

"That's enough. Both of you," Ben spoke sharply. "You sound like a pair
of five-year-olds in the sandpile. Let's get back to the matter at hand."

"So, okay, | can use ex-Nazis to replace Rebel nedical personnel,"” Ceci
said at once. "You'll have your four MASH units, Doctor. The people wll
be on their way to you tonorrow norning. Now, what about supplies?"

Ben outlined what he had in mnd. "Everything that we have that can rol

will be noved up to near the front. The two theaters, code-nanmed Asgard
for the north, which will consist of Four, Five, Six, Seven, and
Fourteen Batts. Sultan for the south, will have Two, Three, Eight, N ne

and Thirteen Batts. They will be established starting at once. The R
Batt will remain with nme, of

75 course, and be on the float. Each theater commander w |l take
advant age of the latest intelligence sunmaries, the terrain, personnel
and supplies at hand, and give ne a workable estimte of the situation
and operations order within forty-eight hours.

"You will include in those a two-pronged mass assault on the eneny," Ben
continued. "Time is of the essence; we don't want themto get too well
dug in." He paused, drew a breath. "I would suggest that Asgard' s nmain
task will be to smash through at what used to be Cheyenne, Wom ng
advance westward, seize, and hold the passes. Sultan will determ ne the
greatest concentration of eneny in the Sout hwest and attack accordingly.
Ceorgi, you will command Asgard; vice, Colonel West. Ilke, you wll

conmand Sultan, with Dan as deputy conmmander. Therm coordinate
logistics, intel, supply, and troop novenents with the appropriate
menbers of each TC s staff. That's it, gentlenen, short and sweet. You

know your jobs, done thema thousand times. Meanwhile, | will be
formulating ny own strategic overview and tactical operations. W'l
conpare notes exactly forty-eight hours fromnow That's all. Ch, no.

One nore thing. Buddy?"

The younger Ben Raines rose to his feet, puzzled. "I'd been wondering
why you had ne in on this, Pop."

Ben smled warmy. "Pronotion tinme, son. Effective now, you are pronoted
to |lieutenant colonel and assigned as XO for Dan Gray during this
operation. Your battalion will go to your exec."

Buddy actually blanched. "My -good -God, | don't . . ."

"Yes, you do deserve it and you can do the job," Ben said firmy as he
ushered his conmanders to the door

Fromthe air, the Rebel outpost three nmles outside the ruins of

Billings, Mntana, |looked a little like an old collective farmin
Russia, or maybe an Israeli kibbutz. The high walls that connected the
buil dings into a stockade were not of frozen manure; rather, |ike those
built by the

76 lIsraelis, they were of stone and nortar, with razor-wire concertinas
on the top. Also, the roofs bristled with antennas and the comm shack
was al ways manned.

"Somet hing's up," the corporal on watch announced to the duty officer



"Or this set is on the fritz."
"How s that, Hi ggins?" the young |ieutenant asked.

"Well, sir, the black-shirts were running a whole lot of traffic. Al of
a sudden it dried up. There's no thin' on the air."

"l suppose even they have to eat," the officer observed. "VWhich rem nds
me, it is that time. I'lIl spell you while you go get a tray."

"Thanks, sir. My belly thinks nmy mouth went on strike."
left the radio console and wal ked to the door

Cor poral Hi ggi ns

He swng it open as the first incom ng rounds detonated. A hail storm of
shrapnel shredded Hi ggins's chest and abdonen. He fell where he stood.
Ears ringing fromthe explosions, the |ieutenant recovered fromhis
abrupt trip to the floor and scranbled to the radio table. He hit the
transmt pad and shouted into the m crophone as the second sal vo

t hundered into the conpound.

"Eagle, Eagle, this is Billings. W' re taking incom ng. | say again,
i ncom ng. Heavy nortars and one-five-twos fromthe effect. Eagle - "

Eagle was the last thing the twenty-year-old officer said as a direct
hit turned the comm shack into a cloud of flying masonry. Heavy tanks
rolled out of a coulee to the west and fired point-blank into the main
gate to the Billings outpost. Troops in feldgrau uniforns advanced
behi nd the behenoths. Behind the walls, the Rebels recovered quickly and
fought with a special ferocity.

They knew they had nothing that would stand up to such a determ ned

onsl aught. Their small supply of TOWN w re-guided AT missiles soon ran
out. They left a dozen burning tanks behind on the field, huge colums
of bl ack snoke pouring fromruptured hatches. Still, the Nazis canme on
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nore damage, as did the big .50 machi ne guns, M 60s, and small -arns
fire. A hundred bl ack-shirt corpses littered the ground between the
coul ee and the conpound within the first two m nutes of the unequa
battle. Yet the eneny didn't hesitate.

A roaring surf of shouts rose fromthe throats of an entire conpany of
Hof f man' s Nazis as they charged the wall and began hurling grenades over
the wire fringe. The snmall hand bomnbs chi pped paint and scoured holes in
t he stone buil di ngs, breaking what wi ndows the artillery had |left whole.
Rebels in flak jackets and body arnor poured fromthe barracks to bring
deadly fire down on the attackers.

Counterbattery fire began. The sol e remnaining radar dish had tracked the
big 152mm shells fromthe foreign guns and a reliable conputer in an
under ground bunker had conputed the trajectory, projected the |ocation
of the weapons. Barely within range of the 4-inch nortars of the

out post, these redoubtable arnms opened fire to a ragged cheer fromthe
doomed garrison. Voices in Spanish and Gernman reached the Rebels from
the main gate.

It had been blown off its hinges and sagged forlornly into the conpound.
The huge glacis of a MBT pushed through and troops poured after. They
shout ed as they cane.



"Tod mt aller Rebellen!"”
"Mat al os! "

"Shit," a seasoned Rebel sergeant spat. "They say they want to kill us."
"Damed unfriendly, Serge," the nervous private beside himdeclared. He
squeezed the trigger of his H& assault rifle and killed two bl ack-shirts.

"D you ever hear of a place called Queretaro?" the sergeant asked.
Bl ank-faced, the private shook his head. "No. \Were's that?"

"Down in Mexico. Along tine ago, the Mexicans, |led by Benito Juarez
swar ned over the Foreign Legion, the
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enperor nanmed Maxinilian being captured and executed. | got a feeling
this is gonna be another Queretaro."

Corrie turned away fromthe radio in the nobile CP, her face drawn.
"Billings, Mntana, has just fallen, General. Qther reports coming in
indicate that Field Marshal Hoffnman has attacked al ong a broad front
fromBillings south to Grand Junction, Colorado. Hi s SS brigade is
pushi ng eastward al ong nearly every usable artery."

Ben Rai nes sensed a sickness welling inside him They had cone so cl ose
to gaining the initiative. "So now it begins" he said softly, his words
wei ghted with sorrow for the | ost Rebel lives.
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Ben Raines turned fromthe situations nmap. "We can always send in air,"
he stated flatly to his subordi nate commanders. "Hof fman has pushed us
into making do with what we have. | don't like it, but we are going to
have to divide the theater commands into conpany-sized units to dea
with this threat. It's that or concede the western third of the U S to
that Nazi bastard."”

"I agree in principle, Ben," Dr. Lamar Chase offered. "My only concern
is how we handl e the casualties."”

"As it ought to be, Lamar," Ben assured him "W're taking unusually
hi gh casualties right now due to the surprise nature of these attacks."
He paused when Corrie pushed back earphones and raised a finger. "Wat
isit, Corrie?"

"Qur peopl e outside Cheyenne weren't caught by so nmuch surprise. They
are offering stiff resistance. Hof frman has conmitted nore troops. A lot
nmore. A third of Brodermann's SS, two conpanies from Vol ner's American
SS, and two conpani es of tanks."

Ben smiled for the first tine in thirty-eight hours. He rubbed his hands
together in anticipation. "That makes a tenpting target. One rich enough
for us to act on it. CGeorgi," he said to the speaker m crophone on the

command net, "I want Col onel West to take this one. Hs three battalions
w |l npve out at once
80 for Cheyenne. You continue to push northward toward Billings. Now

He turned to Dan Gray without waiting for Striganov's reply.



"Dan, | want your people mobilized at once. |ke, get your heavy stuff on
the road i medi ately. Your light infantry and assault guns can pass

t hough themen route. You will push the Nazis south of Cheyenne, at
Denver, Col orado Springs, Pueblo. Let's gear up, folks. Cecil? You
copied this, right?"

"Every word, Ben. | assume you want ne to put the air on alert status?"

"Correct. Do it yesterday. If we get the right conditions we can give
Hof f man a maj or headache." He turned to his G 3. "Col onel Shields,
want operations orders drafted ASAP. |I'Il review and sign them during
l unch, for imediate transm ssion." Again he rubbed pal ns toget her
"Hof f man may have just overextended hinmsel f. Now, get out of here and
get cracking people.™

At one-thirty, on the road to Cheyenne, Wonm ng, in the Hunvee, Ben

i sol ated a stray thought that had been naggi ng him Perhaps Hoffnan had
not overextended. It night be he had | earned from past m stakes. The
field marshal could be sucking himin.

Ch, wowt Ch, glorious, Gabe Trasher thought fuzzily. They had received
their alert plan and taken the indicated positions a day ago. Wth tine
on their hands, the Alien Secretions gravitated to what they did best.
They got high on nmarijuana and honemade w ne. Incredibly, Gabe had

mai nt ai ned presence of mnd enough to nmonitor the radio.

A sudden burst of increased, scranmbled Rebel traffic tipped himoff that
somet hi ng was happeni ng. He had no idea of what, until he tuned to NAL
frequenci es. The kraut was on the nmove. No doubt of that. Nazi troops
attacked all along a front fromup in Mntana down to the sout hwestern
corner of Col o-

81 rado. Kickin' tail and bringin' scalding pee down on the Rebels. That
called for a celebration, so Gabe broke out sonme of their |ast remaining
good wi ne: M dnight Special, Ripple, and some MD 20

Sone of the Secretions cut it fifty-fifty with that rotten honenmade
stuff and snoked hash with it that they had processed thensel ves. Their
hangovers woul d be totally nonunmental, Gabe thought. And, yeah, he
joined in their fun. So what if his head would feel like a nud-filled

| ead ball when he canme down? It would be worth it.

Because Gabe had a strong inpression he and his bikers were about to
becorme the fair-haired boys of Nazi Hoffman's arny. Puffed with
confidence, Gabe just knew that the Secretions would be the ones to
coll ect the head of Ben Raines. Any time now

For once, Ben Raines remained with the main Rebel force. He had |istened
to the inmplorings of his staff and subordi nate commanders and kept the
Hummer within three nmiles of the nobile CP and the troops of lke's
runp-regi nent.

Severely restricted to 40 nph, conpared to earlier standards, they
rolled along 1-80 toward Cheyenne. Dan would cut south on U. S. 183, a
strai ght shot through Kansas to U.S. 54. Ike would peel off onto 1-79 at
Jul esburg and head for the Denver area. Ben, with his Headquarters
Conmpany and R Batt, would continue on to rendezvous with Col onel West
and his three battalions. Ben | ooked to his |eft where a soft whoof drew
his attention.



Snoot occupi ed the wi ndow seat in the rear, fascinated by the hilly
scenery that past by the vehicle. Ben scratched a tall, pyram dal ear
absently. Snoot shot his head to the right and |licked the back of Ben's
hand. A nethodi cal person, Ben Raines did not |ike being rushed into
anyt hi ng. Hof frman nust be a | ot stronger than suspected, he reasoned as
he exam ned

82 the intelligence summary for the tenth tine. O he sinmply wanted to
get the junp on the Rebels.

Ei ther way, he had precipitated action on Ben's part that was decidedly
unwel cone. Snoot caught sight of a bounding rabbit and woof ed
interrogatively. Ben took tinme to pet him again.

"No, boy, we don't have tine for you to chase after any rabbits. Corrie,
what's conmi ng out of Cheyenne?"

Corrie renmoved the earplug fromone pink ear and wet her full 1ips. "Not
much. Commcenter is keeping on the air while rolling, and they relay to
me. Qur people are holding, only barely. Heavy casualties."

"Hof fman's | earned how to fight," Ben specul ated al oud. Then he
consi dered the situation faced by the Rebels on the small preserve
out si de Cheyenne. No one had ever said Ben Rai nes had any backdown in
him Tactically, he grudgingly admtted, there was a tinme for hit and a
time for run.

"Have them pull back." Ben reached for his map case.

They could use Kinball, right inside the Nebraska panhandl e from
Cheyenne, as a staging area. |If the Cheyenne outpost fell back far
enough, fast enough, it would | eave Brodernann's SS hol ding a bag of
air. Wuld he pursue?

Ben thought not. Whatever the case, he would have to ganble that they
woul d not. "Tell the outpost CO to put everyone in everything that noves

and haul out of there on 1-80 to Kinball, just over the line in
Nebraska. First pour on everything they have to force the stormtroopers
to break off their attack - we'll re-supply them when we reach Ki nbal

-then use the time the Nazis are reorganizing to skinny out of there."
"Done, Ceneral," Corrie told hima mnute |later.

"Then bunp Col onel West and tell himto turn his men to take U S. 385
south to 80, then on to the rendezvous at Kinball."

"Cetting onit, sir," Corrie sang out cheerily. For al
83 her protestations against viol ence, she |oved conbat every bit as
much as Ben Rai nes did.

Ben | eaned back in his seat. Damm, he hated fighting an engagenent |ike
this. He wanted to be there, out front, with a finger on every aspect of
the battle. The line officer, in the field, always saw everything

cl earer than sone REMF. Ben | aughed inwardly. Tinme was he woul d have had
the guts for garters of any man who t hought of himas a rear-echelon MR
Now he was fast becoming that, thanks to a kindly conspiracy by I|ke
McGowan, Lamar Chase, and, before he'd gotten sandbagged with that heart
attack, Cecil Jefferys.



Now Cecil wanted to get out, and about every bit as much as Ben. A | ow
grow came from Snoot, who raised his nmuzzle and sniffed curiously at
the air.

"What is it, boy?" Ben bent to ask

Ri ght then, three Harl ey-Davi dsons came how i ng up the sloping concrete
walls of an old flood-control channel. The one in the | ead had a sidecar
attached and an M 60 machi ne gun spitting angry slugs at the Humer.

Kevl ar lining between the panels and the Iight arnor of the Hunvee's
skin absorbed the punishment. This time Cooper had time to react. He
touched a button on the instrunent panel and one 40mm gre- nade-| auncher
cluster on the roof bl ooped out a spread of three projectiles.

They went off directly behind the scruffy bikers and lifted them from
their saddles. H's back shredded by piano-wire-like shrapnel, one did a
full flip over his handl ebars, his own machi ne runni ng over the corpse.
Anot her did a header onto the road that ground down his chin by a
quarter-inch. He never felt it; a |arge piece of grenade casing had
penetrated the base of his skull and obliterated what little

consci ousness he had possessed.

84 Snoot had hit the floor, and Ben | owered his arnor-glass w ndow
enough to get his Thonpson in service. He didn't need it; the grenades
had washed the sidecar with blood and cl eaned the driver off the hog. It
careened forward to crash into a bridge abutnment. A |oud

nmet al - meet s-concrete grinding reached into the Hurmer a nonent before a
soft whunpf acconpani ed an orange ball of expl odi ng gasoli ne.

"There's nore of them" Jersey said fromBen's right. "A whole damm swarm "

"Well, screwthis,"” Ben said hotly. "Coop, wait until they get at
opti mum range and enpty those bl oopers into them W've got a schedul e
to keep."

"Who are they, General ? They aren't wearing any Nazi regalia," Corrie
asked, anxious to relay the information to the main col um.

"I would gather they are the Alien Secretions intel has listed in eneny
radio traffic," Ben advised her

"I'"I'l let Falcon know," Corrie threw over her shoul der

More rounds of small arms slamed into the beefed-up Humrer. A hillside
on their right seened to swarmwi th dark figures on frenetic

not orcycl es. Like a pissed-on anthill, Ben thought. Their antics nade it
i npossi ble to make an accurate count. Around seventy-five, Ben
estimated. Too many for themto handl e al one. Reluctantly he | eaned
forward, sighed heavily.

"Better bunp Fal con back and tell themexactly where we are and that we
want them up here ASAP."
"Al ready done, General," Corrie said, grinning. "You know how | hate
sensel ess violence. And our getting killed by these scunbags woul d
certainly be sensel ess.”

Ben framed a hot retort, thought better of it, and asked instead,



"Where'd you pick up on that pre-Geat War slang, Corrie?"

"Back then ny dad was a cop, before he took up playing survivalist. |
was a late-life surprise.”

85 "Some of the best always are,"” Ben said, thinking fondly of Buddy.

Buddy Rai nes had been an unexpected, and for a while unknown, result of
a one-night stand in Nashville sonme ten years after Tina had been born
Ben and his first wife, Salina, had thought thensel ves dooned to

chi |l dl essness and had adopted twins, a boy and girl, Tina and Jack. Jack
and Salina had been killed in the early fighting for the Tri-States.
Tina had been battling at his side ever since. But Buddy canme as a total
surprise.

He had the height and spread of his father. Also his dark hair and

i ntense eyes, the square chin a mark of the Raines influence. After an
initial mutual uneasiness, father and son got on fanmpusly. Buddy's

not her turned out to be a conpl ete wacko, who called herself Sister

Vol eta, |eader of the Ninth Order. She blanmed everythi ng and anyt hi ng
bad for her on Ben Raines and fought himinplacably. |Now she was dead
and the Nnth Order was no noire. All that Buddy had apparently
inherited fromheit was a natural curliness to his thick black hair. Ben
turned | oose of it; tinme to concentrate on the inmediate threat.

"Pull onto that bridge and broadsi de us, Coop. We're going to make it
dam hard for themto cone at us."

"We gonna kick a little ass, General ?" Jersey asked through her grin.
"Damm right, Jersey."

Gabe Trasher cursed the throbbing in his head and tried to concentrate
on what the hell that crazy bastard Ben Raines was up to. The bul ky
vehicle had pulled out onto the bridge over the Platte River and

br oadsi ded. Goddamm that Rai nes, he was up to sonething, but the little
men with their tackhanmers in his head wouldn't | et Gabe figure out
what. The receiver button in his ear crackl ed.
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"Fuckin'-A 1l am That thing's arnmored, right? An' Raines runs around in
an arnmored set of wheels, right? An' it's way an' hell out in front of
the main colum, right? So it has to be Raines.”

Nurmb Nuts gobbled his peculiar |laughter. "Only, what's he up to?"
"I don't know' Gabe answered back. "I'mtryin" to figger it out."

"Best do it fast. We gotta shit or get off the pot," Nunb Nuts put the
situation el egantly.

"I know, | know," Gabe rapid-fired. "He has to have sent for help.
kay, " Gabe hurried on, desperate for a solution. "We're gonna hit him
fromboth sides. Ever'body with ears, hear this. Cose in on the ends of
the bridge. Wen ever' body gets in place, we hit this fucker hard."

"We' || be shootin' at each other,"” one Alien Secretion protested.

"Huh? Ch, yeah, | guess you would." Gabe thought fast, for Gabe. "So,



here's what we do. W | eave enough people here to keep Rai nes on that
bri dge, and we go back an' hit whoever is conming up to help him" A
rattl e of acknow edgments came to Gabe. "You'll be in charge, Fart
Bucket. Let's do it now "

Ben turned fromthe wi ndow. "They aren't falling for it. Sonehow | had
the feeling we could sucker theminto shooting at each other."

"One of themmust still have a functional brain,"” Jersey agreed. "Wat now?"
Frowni ng, Ben nulled over that. "First we break out of here. Then we run
west and keep them after us, concentrating on this juicy plum unti

Fal con hits themin the rear. Corrie, bunp Thernmopolis and tell him!]l

want Wanda and Leadfoot up here right after we break out. Have them wear
their old colors.™”
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themto | ooking civilized."

That brought a smile to Ben's lips. Big, thick fingers nassaged his
square chin. "Now, Jersey, you wouldn't want the Alien Secretions' new
recruits to |l ook out of place, would you?"

Jersey nodded. "CGotcha, boss. Just how do you figure to keep them
focused on us?"

"Easy. Corrie, can you break in on the frequency that bunch of asshol es
are using?"

"Sure. Sinmple."

"Then do it. And hand ne the mke."

When she had acconplished this, she handed the nicrophone to Ben Rai nes
with a wink. "This is General Ben Raines. | want you to listen closely

to nme, you stupid, unwashed sons of bitches."

Gabe Thrasher sat gape-nouthed. He didn't believe what he was hearing.

"I say again, this is General Ben Raines. | want you to break up and get
the hell out of our way. We're com ng through, and when we do, if you
are still in the way, we'll tear you new assholes.”

"Not fucking |ikely, Raines," Trasher snarled into the handset of his
radi o. "We got you cold. My guess is you're outta them nasty grenades.
You ain't got shit and you ain't worth shit. W' re gonna dust you right
off this nmudball. 1'm gonna eat you for breakfast."

"Effing wong, whoever you are. The Night People tried that and they're
extinct."

"I"'m Gabe Trasher, president of the Alien Secretions," Gabe grow ed.

Ben's soft |aughter cane back to him "Biker shit, huh? Wll, Gabe
Trasher, you wouldn't make a pinple on a creepie's ass.”

"That does it, gawdanmmit! That does it," Trasher blared with a rage.
"You boys on the west side, take that son of a bitch. Later, Raines.
"1l swing by and

88 take a | ook at your ball-less corpse.”



| mredi ately a dozen Harleys snorted to |life and began a sl ow advance on
the Humrer that straddled the wide bridge across the Platte River. They
runbled at a stately pace, weapons at the ready. Leading themwas a
greasy sl ob named Fart Bucket. The stubble to both sides of his cleft
chin, as well as his thick pursed lips, bore the yell owbrown stain of
hi s snokel ess tobacco habit. Wen his hyena pack of bikers had reached a
di stance of a hundred feet fromthe Humer, he spat a | ong puce stream
of home-cured |l eaf juice that splattered against a crackled and worn
support colum of the bridge. Another twenty-five feet and he uttered a
guttural grunt of speech

H s bi ker brigands spread out and halted. Their hogs and choppers braced
on one booted leg, they |leveled their weapons at the Hunvee. At Fart
Bucket's conmand t hey | oosed an expl osive vol | ey.

Hot | ead slamred into the side of the arnored Hummer. Thin arnor plate
made noi sy protest. A couple of 12-gauge rifled slugs flatted enough to
how nournfully through the air when they richocheted off the curved
front fender. Then the wi ndows on the near side canme down.

Three weapons, Jersey's M 16, Beth's H&K, and Ben's faithful old

t ormy- chopper, opened up on themin full rock-'n"-roll. Bits of
filth-stained, rotting denimcloth flewin a cloud, along with chunks of
flesh and gallons of blood. A pink haze hung in the air while Harl eys
went out from under dying Alien Secretions.

After the initial fusillade, Ben and team settled down to neat, accurate
t hree-round bursts. Cooper risked exposing his back to step out of the
driver's side and take aimwith an M209 - a CAR-15 with a 40mm grenade

| auncher under the forestock. The bl ooper made its characteristic holl ow
sound and | aunched froma high-inpact plastic casing a small green
spheroid with a pale blue nosecone and a white band around its w dest

ci rcunference
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Fart Bucket, who had so far avoi ded contact with any ordnance, turned
into a sprinting torch. Howing in agony and terror, he ran crazed in
circles for a noment before lining out for the bridge railing. Wth a
t hr oat - burni ng sob of desperation, he flung hinself over the side.
Contact with the bed of the Platte River broke Fart Bucket's neck. At
least it put out the fire. Al except those pesky flecks of W

"Ch, Jesus, no. Oh, shit! OCh, fucking shit!" Gabe Trasher screaned from
the hillside where he observed. Then he yelled into the mke. "Go, east
si de. Go-go-go! Get that notherfucker."

They did no better than their conrades. Wrse, in fact. Cooper scooted
around to the opposite side of the Humrer and began to | ob 40mm bl ooper
shots into them even before the first Harley rolled onto the bridge.

Ben, Beth, Corrie, and Jersey clinbed fromthe Hunvee and took positions
that offered good fields of fire.

Little Dick Bentley, who was going to get hinmself a little piece of Ben
Rai nes got three little pieces of .45 JHP from Ben's Thonpson. Arns
flung wi de, he reared backward and the Harley hog rolled out from under
him Several bikers had presence of mnd enough to halt and di snmount so
they could return aimed fire.

A slug from what had once been an expensive, well-cared-for deer rifle



cracked through the air an inch fromthe head of Ben Raines. Ben settled
accounts for the forner owner of the Weatherby with a Thonpson tornado
that woul d | eave the bi ker singing soprano the rest of his life, if he
didn't die of shock and bl ood | oss.

Two-twenty-three hornets fromJersey's M 16 buzzed angrily off the
recei ver of an AK-47, which sent up a spray of 5.56x28 lead to puncture
the sky. Before its owner could override the sudden nunbness
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Bodi es sprawl ed grotesquely on the floor of the bridge. Once again,
Jersey wondered at the quantity of blood in a human being. Awash in it,
the bridge gave up the crinmson tide to the drain holes along its verge.
It poured into the Platte, to be lost in its murky brown current. Two
bi kers came straight on, kam kaze style.

Bet h strai ghtened out one of themw th a short burst from her H&K. He
left his bike sideways, with an unrepentant curse on his lips for Ben
Rai nes. "Goddamm you, Raines. This is all your fault," he yelled before
hi s head made contact with concrete and scranbl ed what was left of his
br ai n.
"Mount up," Ben snapped. "Coop, ramthis thing over the top of those
burni ng bikes and let's head for Kearney." He put a conradely hand on
Cooper's shoulder. "Only slowy. W want to keep this chicken-shit trash
on our tail."
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Ben Rai nes directed Cooper to pull off 1-80 at a rest stop. It had been
badly vandal i zed | ong enough ago that the broken edges of concrete table
supports had been rounded by weather and erosion. Ben stepped fromthe
Hurmrer and stretched. Then he wal ked around behi nd what had been neat
brick rest-roons to relieve hinself.

When he returned, he shared his suspicions with his team "I think we
did too good of a job. No sign of Trasher and his Secretions. No |oss.
The less of that filth we have to deal with, the better. Corrie, bunp
Fal con and find out what's going on."

"Something comng in now, sir. It's Falcon." She gave the handset to Ben
"Eagl e here, over."

"We've got some of what | ooks |ike bikers taking potshots at us," Stan
McDade' s voi ce runbl ed over the connection

"Anyt hi ng you can't handl e?"

"An annoyance," Bull MDade dism ssed. "Your people pulled out from
Headquarters Company ten m nutes ago."

"They should be in position any tine. After | brief them | want you to
open up with everything you have. Run those dirtbags out of there.
Meanwhi | e, keep your heads down."

"That's a big roger, Eagle. Falcon, out.

92 Ben spoke as much to hinself as to the team all of whom knew t he



routine only too well. "Wth Leadf oot and Wanda under radi o sil ence,

"Il be pitching in the dark. | hope the reception is good around here.
Wl |, here goes," he ended as he keyed the talk switch. "Qutlaw, this is
Eagl e. Do you copy?"

A faint click interrupted the carrier wave on that frequency. It
signified that Leadfoot heard the transm ssion. Ben nodded and | aunched

into his specific instructions. "lIn a short while, sone biker trash -ah
present conpany excepted - wll be heading your way, thoroughly shocked
by our big guns with Falcon. | want you in position near where we had

our firefight within ten mnutes to give thema little surprise. Do you
roger that?" Again the click came. "Stand by for a change in orders,
dependi ng on what this Alien Secretions outfit decides to do." Another
nmonentary silencing of the carrier static. "Eagle out. Falcon, this is
Eagle. In exactly ten minutes ... do it."

Leadf oot | ooked over the stream ined receiver of the M60 |ight machine
gun. He had the weapon pintle-nmounted between the handl ebars of his
nmotorcycle. A pair of closed boxes, welded to the steering shaft above
the fork, fed it. He had seen the carnage at the bridge and coment ed

l aughingly to his second-in-comrand, Beerbelly.

"Ben Rai nes having fun again."

Leadf oot, Beerbelly, and their collection of msfits had been inpl acabl e
enem es of Ben Raines and the Rebels. Their enmity had caused themto
swear allegiance to the N ght People and their daytine stooges. It

didn't take a lot of the awesome firepower of the Rebel arny to convince
themthat following the rules of Ben Raines wasn't so bad a thing after
all. It did | eave you alive. Wanda, who sat across the highway in a
screen of trees, had been the same, Leadfoot recalled.
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damed Ben Raines" to the death. Leadfoot, his unwashed bikers, and the
Sisters had set up defenses outside the ruins of some of California's
nost beautiful cities. At |east they had been until Ben Rai nes brought
his Rebels howing down on themto externinate the creepies. The Rebels
kept dislodging the outlaw bi kers, boys and girls alike. Wanda and her
Sisters of Lesbos had resisted taking orders from Leadfoot - from any
man, for that matter-until Ben Raines got themon the run

Rapid attrition is an excellent nentor. Leadfoot and Wanda soon realized
that the battle was lost for their disgusting masters. Raines had

of fered a generous chance to any who would throw in with his Rebels.
Leadf oot and Wanda had tal ked it over and agreed to check out what the
Rebel general had to offer

They liked it and stayed. Now, the veteran of hundreds of hours of
conbat, Leadfoot could but vaguely recall what it had been |ike not
bei ng a Rebel. But what about these bikers? They were brothers, right?
They shoul d be given a chance to join, sure. But Ben had said there was
no time for that.

So Leadf oot would do what he had to do. He stiffened suddenly and
listened keenly to a distant runble. The guns of the R Batt had opened
up. Leadfoot could imagine the fat shells | obbing through the sky. He
checked again to make certain the ammo belt ran right to feed properly.
Any tinme now the Alien Secretions would conme runnin' down the road.

Leadf oot tensed again a pair of mnutes later. Leaning forward, he



peered harder at the road. What was that? Gadually a figure solidified
out of the heat waves rising fromthe concrete slab of 1-80.

Long, grimy hair streanm ng out behind him he rode |laid back on a
t hree-prong sissy-bar that featured a big swastika at the top, feet on
hi gh-ri se pegs up on the frame near the belly tank. Leadfoot put

94 binoculars to his eyes and saw the | ook of utter terror on his
target's face. Half a dozen nore crested the rise, their faces ghastly
white. Another eyeblink, then they filled the road fromside to side.

A qui ck adjustnment of the sights and Leadfoot keyed his m crophone.
"They're here," he said crisply. "A whole shitpot of them"

"I see" Wanda responded.

Two seconds | ater, Leadfoot opened up with the M 60. He sprayed the
shel | - shocked bi kers nost thoroughly. Men and machi nes went tunbling

al ong the superslab. Showers of sparks rose, and a tracer set off a gas
tank. In a fatally long mnute, the fear of what |ay behind them becane
conquered by the terror of what they had run into.

Wthout regard for the rules of the road, the Alien Secretions reversed
course and fled. The dying and wounded littered the highway, withing in
msery. At the first off-ranp, Gabe Trasher directed his thoroughly
denoral i zed gang away fromthe sure know edge of eternity. Their hogs
sprinted out between open fields, on a secondary road, in an attenpt to
escape ruin.

Howl i ng gl eefully, Wanda's Sisters and Leadfoot's Sons of Satan streaned
after them Leadfoot had been cautioned not to get close enough to be
recogni zed, but he didn't as yet know why. He nerely followed the orders
of Ben Raines. In a mnute, Leadfoot had his answer.

"Leadfoot, this is Eagle. Any time now, those scumare going to run into
Ti na, who's been flanking them That should shatter any organizationa

control remaining. Wien they break, | want your people to ease up anong
themand join in. You know the drill. Al these fucking Rebels around,
you' ve been getting run off every road for days. | think they' |l take

you in like long-lost brothers."
"Then what happens, O Great Eagl e?" Leadfoot asked.
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t hem anot her surprise."” Lead-foot could al nost hear the snmile in Ben
Rai nes' s

Voi ce.
"How the hell did they get ahead of us?" Gabe Trasher asked the w nd.

Gabe | ed his denoralized outlaws south on a dirt road, away fromthe
horror on the interstate. His stomach churned and his nmnd retreated in
terror fromthe inage of Rubber Duck, his chest bristling with those
little, gray, ugly dart things. Wat the fuck did the Rebels have? That
kind of shit wasn't fair. Jee-sus, he'd lost twenty people in I ess than
thirty seconds. Then, sonehow, sone way, the fuckin' Rebels had gotten
ahead of them and bl own shit out of eleven nore good nen. But he had
outsmarted them now



They woul dn't come after himon these shitty roads. Not with all that
heavy equi pment. And there was a little town not far from where they
left the slab. Nanme of Clay Center. He and his boys used to go there and
terrorize the locals in the town's only beer bar. He wondered if it was
still there.

Gabe and his outlaw bikers didn't get the chance to find out. They
topped a long swell in the prairie and cane head-on into nore Rebels.
Goddamm, they seened to be everywhere! Big .50 caliber nachi ne guns
chuffed and snorted and their fat slugs tore up the sod all around the
bi kers.

Al ready shaken by their encounter with beehive rounds fromR Batt, the
dope-fogged brains registered this new chapter in devastation and want ed
nothing to do with it. Gabe Trasher and Numb Nuts |led the way. Gabe

rai sed one hairy arm a w de, spike-studded wi stband sparkled in the
sunlight, and he signaled for the Alien Secretions to take to the fields.
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A cascade of copper-jacketed death followed them fromthe guns of Tina's
Nine Batt. Gabriel Trasher so feared nmeeting his nane-saint that he

sl obbered and whi npered. Fortunately for his reputation with the

outl aws, the roar of his tonepipe-outfitted Harley drowned out the
unmanly sounds. Gradually the hell-roar of automatic fire dimnished

When it cut off with the same suddenness with which it had begun, Gabe
Trasher discovered he could think clearly again. They'd head on west,
get past that goddammed bridge on 1-80 outside Grand Island, then take
to the superslab again. Yeah, that sounded good. They could outrun the
Rebel s easy then. Soothed by the brilliance of this idea, Gabe eased
back and propped his boots on the high-rise pegs.

They' d have to take State 44 north, Gabe continued to plan. The only way
to get across the Platte. That would put themin what was |left of
Kearney. A rotting shithole of a place. Even if Ben Raines was ahead of
him he wouldn't stop there, Gabe reasoned. Best wait until Raines was
for sure and gone fromthe area, and his goddamed Rebel s, too.

Inspiration cane to Gabe. There was an old park sort of place not far
fromthe junction with 44. A tourist joint back before the bonbs fell

Pi oneer Village, that was the name of it. They could hole up there, take
care of the wounded. And fuck Ben Raines! Let himgo as far west as he
wanted to. Fuck that superkraut, too.

Gabe Trasher couldn't put an exact time to when the strange bikers
started straggling in. He had a vague inpression two or three joined
them on the run over country roads toward U S. 6/34, which led themto
t he rundown Pi oneer Vill age.

A couple of the tall outer walls remined standing,
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thrusting up through the weeds and dandelions. Gabe and Nunmb Nuts | ed
the outlaws in anong the buil dings of what some pronoter had i magi ned a
pi oneer town to look like. Mdst structures were burned-out hul ks. A
stone fireplace and chi mey stood starkly against the |ight blue of the
afternoon sky. A prairie breeze whispered through the tall grass
covering mounds that | ooked |ike graves for el ephants.

They found a picnic area in a grove of mxed maple and oak, grown |arge



now and venerable with age. It had survived nost of the ravages of the

| awl ess, the uncaring, and the ignorant. Several tables remained intact,
their tops weathered and splintered fromlack of naintenance, but
usable. Two of the ubiquitous sheet-netal barbecues still rested on
their pipe pedestals, and a fire ring of native stone fronted a shelter
house.

The roof had several holes, Gabe soon discovered, but the shelter had
sidewal |l s that would break the wind. It would nmake do for his band of
outl aws. Mire of the strangers runbled in while the Alien Secretions
unl oaded and set up. Gabe started taking note of them and decided they
woul d do. Especially that great big dude with the machi ne gun between
hi s handl ebars.

"Don't think I know you," Gabe offered by way of introduction to the
huge, burly man with the M 60.

"Handl e' s Leadfoot. These are the Sons of Satan. Who mi ght you be?" he
said, dropping easily into the outlaw role.

"Gabe Trasher. These are ny folks, the Alien Secretions."

Leadf oot studied themfor a |long nminute, then nodded and put on a drol
face. "They'll do."

"What brings you this way, Leadfoot?" Gabe probed, conscious that it
wasn't the politest or safest thing to pry into another outlaw s busi ness.
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"They're every-fuckin'-where. They've run us off every road we tried to
travel. Same's with you, | reckon, fromthe sounds of that firefight a
whi | e back. "

"You got that right. Wat got the Rebels pissed at you peopl e?"

Leadf oot hoi sted both eyebrows and nade a slow turn in front of Trasher
"Look at us, man. D you think those squeaky-cl ean Rebel bastards woul d
wel come us with open arnms and want to play kissy-face?"

For the first tine that day, Gabe Trasher |aughed. A long, |oud belly

| augh that shook his girth. "Brother, you got nme there. They sure as
shit got no love for our kind. Hang in here a spell. Mght be I have an
i dea that coul d appeal ."

"Thank' e kindly," Leadfoot replied with a straight face. "Ch, there's
some nore people comin', a gang of nmommas. Only they ain't exactly
nmommas. They've got a girl-girl thing goin'."

Gabe easily took it in stride. "Can they fight?"

"Li ke the fuckin' Harpies," Leadfoot replied earnestly. Thernopolis had
hi m readi ng the cl assi cs.

Trasher pal ed. "Say what? They got the herpies?"
Leadf oot wanted to | augh, but stifled it for the sake of the m ssion
"Naw. Harpies, man, real bitch-kitty fighting ladies froma long tine

ago. Like in Homer, y'know?"

"Homer ? What comi c book was he in?" Trasher betrayed his ignorance.



"Weren't no com c book. Honer was a blind poet. He wote about U ysses,
an' Helen of Troy, all that ancient shit. The Harpies fucked up U ysses
and his crew"

"Well," Gabe dismissed, totally lost now, "if they can fight, they're
nore than wel conme. We took sone heavy | osses with them goddammed Rebel s."

Leadf oot gave hima shrewd gl ance. "You aren't tryin' to say that you'd
consider our throwin' in wth
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Gabe drew a deep breath. He'd already committed hinself further than he
had planned at this point. "'Just what I'msay in'. W got a shitpot ful
of vacanci es. Whadda you say?"

"Who gives the orders?"

"I do, Leadfoot. The Secretions have this contract with that big Nazi
dude, th' one runs the New Armmy of Liberation. He gives me ny orders,

pass them al ong."

"Not to the Sons, you don't," Leadfoot stated belligerently. Inwardly he
hoped the years with the Rebels hadn't taken the edge off his ability to

gauge bi ker | eaders. "I give themtheir orders."” He narrowed his eyes,
formed an expression of shrewdness. "W talkin' a partnership, you got a
deal. Otherwise, we'll rest up a bit and ride on."

So desperate had Gabe becone to fill his devastated ranks that he did

not even w thhold an answer for the time required by outlaw protocol.
"Done. "

He put an arm the one with the spiked wistband, around Leadfoot's
shoul der, reaching up fromnecessity to do so. "Now, cone on, we've got
some prime weed. We'll have us a little toke and wait for your lezzie
friends to show up. | suppose the Bull Dagger who runs the outfit wll
want the sane terns | gave you?"

"No doubt" Leadfoot answered dryly.

"She'll get it, too." Gabe gave Leadfoot a conspiratorial w nk. "Hey,
people, listen up. We got reinforcenents,” he called to the Secretions.
"This calls for a party. Break out the wine and the grass and let's get
crazy."

"How about food?" Martian Miucus conpl ai ned. "Snokin' dope gives ne the
munchi es. "

"It gives everyone the nunchies,"” Gabe shot back. "Ckay, so whatever we
brung along is what we've got. W can't go back to our old place."

"I"ve got sunflower seeds,” a wllow monma who
100 | ooked to be about fourteen announced.

"I have a bag of dried sandhill plums |I've been savin' back," another
Secretion vol unt eered.

"Scrounge, you dunb fuckers," Gabe grow ed at them "Set up a hunting



party. See if you can shoot a couple of rabbits or sonething."

"I't'"ll take nore'n a couple of rabbits to feed all of us" Martian Micus
obj ect ed.

"I"ve got sone jerked beef, a whole two pounds of it," a Secretion who
cal l ed hinmsel f Venusian Snot offered.

"The only jerked neat you' ve got is between your legs," his momma qui pped.
That brought laughter fromall around. "I'm serious," Gabe pressed when

it died down. "We gotta lay in supplies. Hunt around. Find wild stuff we
can eat. Nuts, maybe."

"Acorns is bitter," the pouting teeny nonma obj ect ed.

"Not if you fix themright," Leadfoot contributed.
"Ckay -okay, we get what we can. An' clean out that fire pit," Gabe
conmanded. "W gotta get a fire goin'."

Wthin an hour, the party was in full swing. Wanda and her Sisters of
Lesbos had arrived and been "convinced" to join with the Alien
Secretions. The wine flowed freely, that homenade beverage giving off a
sour, yeasty snell. Leadfoot and Wanda conpared notes. They fondly hoped
t hey woul d not have to stay here | ong.

It took less tinme than Leadf oot had expected. The wi ne and weed and the
robust outdoor cooking took a heavy toll of the conbat-wearied Alien
Secretions. By ten-thirty, only half a dozen renained upright, arms

i nked around necks, by the fire. They swilled the edgy-tasting w ne and
tal ked of earlier conquests. Fired by the bold tales, they began an

unst eady, shuf -
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"Time for sone of our people to start pulling out. Your girls know where
to go. I'll get on the radio to the general and to R Batt. W wait unti
they are in position and all our people get clear of the field of fire.
Then we stonp this stupid shit into the ground.”

"I like that," Wanda responded. "They rem nd nme of someone | once knew.
Soneone | don't |ike nuch anynore."

"I hear you, gal. Me, too, | guess. Well, so nmuch for that. Let's spread
the word."'

Hal f an hour later, the last Son of Satan and Sister of Lesbos wheel ed
bi kes away fromthe old tourist attraction. Walking did not agree with
their booted feet, but they endured a mle of it before kicking to life
the big choppers and runmbling off into the night. They found the bul k of
t he conpany at the rendezvous.

"Any tinme now, " Leadfoot was saying to Wanda.

Then the horizon behind themlighted up. A carpet-thick salvo of 155s,
105s and 4-inch nortars did a Long Island Express over their heads a
monent later, followed by the sullen nutter of the guns. Leadf oot

whi stled softly.



"That's a | ot of heavy traffic,
Alien Secretions creeps.”

he opi ned. "CGonna make jam outta those

"You can say that again," Wanda agreed. "How | ong's that going on?"
"Five minutes. Then we hit themfromthis flank, R Batt covers the other
three sides, and General Raines nops up any who survive to run away."

Hel | came to visit at midnight. For five mnutes it rained down on the
coordi nates provided by Leadfoot in the formof artillery shells that
burst and showered everything living in the old Pioneer Village with
shards of metal, screeching flechettes, and searing
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wi thout at |east one minor wound.

Ears ringi ng and deadened by the tunult of exploding rounds, dizzied and
di soriented, they were unable to fully appreciate the utter silence that
foll owed. Few even had sense enough to reach for weapons when grimfaced
young nen and wonen in the camo uniforns of the Rebels swarned out of

t he snoke and dust, weapons at the ready.

"Ch, shit, oh, Jesus, they're comn' after us again," Nunmb Nuts

Ni chol son wai |l ed when he saw their approach. Bl ood streamed down his
face froma cut above one eye. A flechette had fully penetrated his |eft
forearmjust bel ow the el bow The pain sonewhat dulled his pig-squea

whi nny gi ggl e.
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Tina's battalion had been assigned to establish a cordon conpletely
around the area occupied by the Alien Secretions. To her disappointnent
they took no part in the brief fighting. Troopers of R Batt wal ked

t hrough the old tourist spot, eyes alert. Only a few brain-junbl ed
out | aw bi kers offered resi stance. Those they gunned down mercil essly.
Whi |l e the Rebel presence increased, Gabe and Nunb Nuts set the exam

Pl e-

VWi ni ng, on his knees, bloody face upraised,

Numb Nuts cried for mercy. "Don' shoot ne, soldier-boy. | ain't done
nothin' to you. | give up," he wail ed.
"Don't shoot! Don't shoot. | surrender,"” Gabe Trasher appeal ed as he

sank to his knees, arns rai sed above his head.

He knew that even while the frightening shells slamed into their
canpsite, sone of the Secretions had kicked life into their Harleys and
sped away to the west. Gabe fondly hoped that when things sorted

t hensel ves out, they would come back in a rush and pull himand Nunb
Nuts out of the hands of the Rebels.

Wil e the Rebel s rounded up the rest of the survivors, Gabe heard the
di stant sound of a firefight over the ringing in his ears. It snashed
hi s hopes into

ruins.
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handset of the ANNPRC-6 field radio. "About eight of them General
Gomin' on slow'

"Let them get good and cl ose, "
got out of that barrage.”

Ben Rai nes responded. "There may be nore

Besi de him Jersey nodded with an ent husiasm Ben could not see. "Don't
want to tip our hand too soon."

Ben patted her on the shoul der. How, she wondered, could he see so well
in the dark? "Al ways one up on nme, aren't you, Jersey?"

"Huh? | was only thinkin' out |oud about why you want them cl ose."

"Good enough. 1'd gleefully kill for a cup of coffee right now, " Ben
added wi stfully.

"When this is over, Ceneral."

Two bi kes showed darker silhouettes against the lighter curtain of
night. They rolled along barely above idle. The riders hunched | ow. Ben
eased the buttstock of his Thonmpson into the pocket of his shoulder. A
coupl e of hours shy of noonrise, he would have to use the old

poi nt - and- shoot technique. Steadily, he squeezed on the trigger

Mizzl e blast brightly flamed the darkness. One biker, his

bul | et -scranbl ed brain giving confused signals, torqued the grip
throttle of his Harley and it |leapt forward. A thin, high scream cane
fromhis lips as the cycle scooted out from under himand he rebounded
off a tree trunk. Bl ackout covers whisked off headlights illuninated the
gory scene, and yell ow orange bl oons wi nked from outl aw weapons.

"Dam, that's close!” Ben advised as a trio of rounds inpacted the
enbankment much too near his body.

Qutl aw bi ke lights reveal ed the Hunmer bl ocking both | anes of Hi ghway
6/ 34 on a narrow bridge. One Alien Secretion gunned his Harley in an
effort to
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to one side of the road and | eapt the ditch. He hurtled the rising bank
on that side, and a nonment |later a |oud splash announced that he had
lost his bet that the creek would be dry.

H s scoot settled to a depth of twelve feet at m d-channel and carried
t he unconsci ous Secretion to a watery grave. Rebel rounds sprayed the
remai ni ng six outlaw bikers. Only one avoi ded wounds. |nstead of w sely
surrendering, like his conpanions, he charged toward Ben Rai nes.

An ancient AK-47 spitting holl ow base steel-core slugs, he bore down on
the dark figure on the verge of the road. The bullets popped noisily
into Ben's body arnor. He'd count the bruises in the norning, Ben

t hought with di sgust as he brought up the nmuzzle of the Thonpson

Three rounds chopped the front wheel of the bike. Spokes bent and the
fork set itself in the macadam surface of the hi ghway. Venusian Snot got
a lesson in applied physics as he catapulted over the handl ebars and

ski dded al ong the roadway.

"Everyone belly down on the road, arns above your heads," Ben commanded.



Qui ckly his personal team secured the five bandit bikers. Jersey kept an
eye on the surroundi ngs as she gained the road and wal ked backward to
Venusi an Snot .

"This one is still alive, Ceneral," she informed Ben with a chuckl e.
"He's picked up one hell of a case of road rash.”

"Scrape himup and bring himalong. Tinme we joined the party with R
Batt," Ben told her.

Gabe Trasher had recovered part of his shattered ego by the time the
Hummer arrived with Ben Raines and the prisoners they had obtained. He
had al ready figured out that he and the other identified
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Bef ore everyone had gotten stoned out the past evening, he had radi oed
to Adl erhoff to report that they had been in a sustained firefight with
an advance columm of Rebels. Also that Ben Raines was along. Field

Mar shal Hof f man had not been overflowing with praise. Ben Raines stil
lived, seened to be his nain bone to worry.

Trasher had dismssed it. Now the full realization of just how nuch of a
tricky bastard Rains could be dawned on him He felt the fool. And
nobody made a fool of Gabe Trasher. No one had since the fifth grade,
when he'd cut that sissy preacher's kid, Bobby Snythe, who spelled his
nane with a "y" and an "e" yet.
"Way you grinnin', Gabe?" Nunb Nuts Nichol son asked glumy. "W're
fuckin' prisoners of the Man."

"Yeah. But maybe not for long," Gabe infornmed him "I still have a trick
in my boot that'll get us out of here, elimnate Ben Raines, and spel
the end for this whol e dammed Rebel sline."”

Ni chol son blinked stupidly. "You're playin' head ganes, Gabe. Raines is
one tough bastard. How you gonna work it?"

"Just watch and see. I'mgonna fix his ass yet."

Ceneral Field Marshal Jesus Di eguez Mendoza Hof f man danced around his
desk in glee. "It's working, it's working!" he crowed in delight to his
assenbl ed staff officers

O derlies had rousted themout of sound sleep with a sumons to the
august presence in the nmddle of the night. None had the | east idea why.
This mani ¢ performance had so far failed to further enlighten them
Hof f man waved to three silver buckets of iced-down chanpagne on their
glittering stands.

"It's only fromthe uplands of Argentina, gentle-
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cel ebration.”

"If I may be so bold as to inquire, Hen General feld-marschall,"” Col one
Webber bol dly asked. "What is this occasion we cel ebrate?"

Hof f man st opped hi s gi ddy dance. "Wy, the fall of Cheyenne, gentlenen.



The Rebel s have abandoned their farnms and village and the conpound, and
the survivors are in full flight to the east."

"Are our troops pursuing thenP" Webber asked, afraid of the answer.
"No. Why shoul d they?" Hof fman responded, surprising and relieving his
G 2. "It appears to ne that General Ben Raines has conceded to us the

entire western third of the nation."

"What, with one minor retreat?" Col. Rupert Herd demanded.

CGeneral Field Marshal Hoffnman produced an "I'm so clever" expression and
snapped fingers for an orderly to open the sparkling wine. "Hardly.
Billings is ours, GGeeley is crunbling, Denver will be ours by noon

tomorrow. Ben Rai nes has been outsmarted. He had no expectation of an
attack this late in fall."

"Perhaps with good reason, Herr General feldmarschall," the G4, Gonez,
prompted. "The weather is decidedly deteriorating."

"To our advantage. W hold the high passes, where | amtold some snow is
falling; we will now hold the | ower ones as well. Raines can't get at us
and we have no reason to overextend our lines. General Rasbach is racing
our way with reinforcements. Cone spring, we will overwhelmall of the
old United States. W will snmash Ben Raines, and with him his Rebels.
You can take ny word on that."

Fl utes of chanpaign cane into hands that raised in salute not altogether
sincere. Col. Joaquin Wbber had serious doubts.
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started back to where the nobil e command post had been left off. Ben |led
the way in the arnored Hunvee. Along the way, as the rising sun bani shed
dar kness, Trasher saw medics tending to the wounded. Al ways Rebe
wounded. None of his own nen had received the | east consideration

Gabe Trasher chewed through the bitter ashes of defeat and found hot
anger on the other side. He'd see about that. He would force the issue
of humane treatnent as soon as they got to wherever it was they were
goi ng. Morning was an hour old when the trucks pulled into a cleared
field on the opposite bank of the North Platte River. \Wen everyone had
been unl oaded, Gabe Trasher asked perm ssion, although it galled himto
do so, to speak with Ben Raines.

Two arned Rebels escorted himto where Ben sat nunching on a

savory-smel ling breakfast. The aroma nmade Trasher's stomach knot. There
was the matter of food, too, he thought uneasily.

"Ceneral Raines, | demand .

Ben held up a hand filled with fresh, hot biscuit and honey, to halt the
flow Brow furrowed, he asked, "You do ... what?"

"I -1 demand to know why ny peopl e are not receiving proper nedical care."
"Ch, it's "demand,' eh? You are in no position to demand anything."

"But my people are wounded, some seriously. |I'mwounded, too, can't you
fuckin' see that?"



Ben finished the biscuit, wiped his lips on a napkin. "Ch, yes, | can
see quite clearly. | gather that you are Gabe Trasher, |eader of this
scroful ous collection of dirt bags?"

"Ye -yes, | am" Driven by his own pain and his clever plan to get rid
of Ben Rai nes, Gabe fought to keep his words and tone reasonabl e.
"Surely you can't refuse to treat themfor their injuries.”

Ben bounced off his fol ding canvas stool, energized
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Rebel forces, so I'll explain it to you. W have a sinple and reasonabl e
policy governing the expenditure of our limted nedical supplies. Any
Rebel wounded in action has received injury defending the whole. He is
entitled to i medi ate and conplete care. Next are any children who
happen to be in the area of conflict. Following that, adult civilians.
After that cones eneny wounded who have been cooperative. There sinply
aren't supplies avail able for anyone beyond that."

For a nonent a post-Geat War sense of indignation awakened in Trasher
as he stared up at Ben Raines, who towered over him "Everyone is
entitled to nedical treatment," he grated.

"No. Certainly not your kind. Only those who out of l|oyalty, innocence,
or cooperation received their wounds are entitled. You and this biker
trash wallow in filth, decadence, and perversion. You glory in how much
cruelty you can devise to visit on your fellow man. You live to see
others hurt. Your kind aren't worth the powder to bl ow you away. You're
| ess than the scumthat floats on a septic tank. And you are definitely
not deserving of medical treatnent.”

Panic started to touch Trasher. He pointed to Ve-nusian Snot, withing
on the ground, nost of the skin on his front ground away. "But ny nen
are going to die."

"Some of them The wonen, too. And good riddance to them"

Gabriel Trasher's hand began to shake as he sank to one knee. "Look
it's not like that at all. W're not the sort you say. | know these
people, like them I|ove sone of them Sure, we're a little wild, but we
don't go in for any of what you accused us of. Please, you' ve got to

gi ve us a chance.™

Whi |l e he spoke, Gabe surreptitiously noved his hand to one boottop. From
it, he cautiously and skillfully drew a small, flat, .25 autopistol
Eyes fixed on
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Trasher flexed the nuscles of his | egs and made a sudden, desperate |eap
toward Ben's nearer side

He grabbed the point of Ben's shoulder and used it as a pivot point to
swi ng hinmsel f around behind the Rebel general. Al in the sane notion
he janmed the blunt rmuzzle of the little .25 Browning in Ben's right ear

Ben Rai nes heard a soft groan fromthe direction of Jersey. Her anguish

and shane registered plainly on her face. "Sorry, Chief. | screwed this

one up real good," she spoke calmy, eyes fixed on Trasher. "He nobved so
fast, | woulda hit you if I shot him™"



"You'll get your chance," Ben assured her

Everyone nearby froze and stared unbelievingly. The only sound canme from
Venusi an Snot, who screamed away what |life he had left. A Rebel nedic

rai sed his eyes to search Ben's face

"No, she won't," Gabe hissed. "She shoots ne, | turn your brain to
fuckin' pudding."

"Think it through, asshole,"”
chops you into fine pieces.”

Ben snapped gruffly. "You shoot ne and she

"No, goddanmmit, no. It don't work that way," Trasher shouted in a
babbl e, unnerved by the inmage that generated. "I got the gun on your
boss, you bitch, an' he's gonna do what | say. You're gonna order ny
wounded taken care of, Raines, you hear ne?"

"I hear you, but I'mnot going to do it."

"You will or 111 blow you away. |'Il splatter your brains all over the
ground!" Trasher added as his voice rose to a shrill shriek

Ben remained silent for a while, then sighed and sagged in resignation.
"Al'l right," he said softly. He caught the eye of the inmobile nedic.
"Medic, take care of that vermin over there."

111 "Sure, no problem GCeneral."

Wal ki ng cat-footed, the nmedic approached Venu-sian Snot. Wth sl ow
del i beration he took an H&K P-9 doubl e-action 9mm pistol fromits
hol ster and shot the wounded Secretion between the eyes.

In the stunned nonment foll ow ng, Ben enployed his rusty command of

ai ki do agai nst the gaping | eader of the Alien Secretions. Wth a rising
butterfly he swept the .25 auto away fromhis ear. Ben sank on fl exed
knees and cl osed his hand over the weapon after its first discharge.
Pivoting, he used Trasher's reactive force against him bending the gun
back and removing it from Gabe's hand, after breaking his index finger
with the trigger guard.

Gabe Trasher howl ed in pain as Ben continued his pivot, which brought
himface-to-face with his eneny. In a blur, Ben drove stiffened
fingertips into Trasher's sol ar plexus. Foul w nd gushed out of
Trasher's mouth and his eyes bugged. He went deathly white and gagged in
desperati on agai nst a paral yzed di aphragm For good nmeasure, Ben did a
cross-over sidestep and chopped Trasher at the base of his neck. In a
flare of red and black, the lights went out for Gabe Trasher

"You should have let nme pop him Ceneral,"
stared in awe at the recunbent Trasher

Jersey gasped out as she

"No. It becane suddenly personal. |I'mgetting out of practice. That
round he got off cut hair fromthe top of ny head. That nade ne take
nore of an interest in him"

Jersey wanted to | augh. She also wanted to cry. This nmade a second tine
she was just a hair slowin judging a situation and taking the proper
action. Was she | osing her edge? Corrie approached with a portable radio.

"I've got General Striganov on, sir.



Ben took the handset and settled at the table again. "This is Eagle,
Bear, go."
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across jovial even through the nechanical rendering of the scranbler
"So far we have nmet little resistance. |I'mwondering if they aren't
maki ng an el aborate nousetrap for you?"

Ben ran that over in his head, in light of what had just happened. "You
may be right, Georgi Al exan-drovich. So far Hoffnan has thrown a |arge
gang of bi ker garbage at me. | nean ne, personally,” Ben related the
attacks by Trasher's Alien Secretions.

A blurt of static answered Ben. A scranbler doesn't know how to
translate a whistle. "You are still short of your objective, | gather,"
Striganov inquired.

"That's a roger. Too damm short, | think," Ben responded.
"Qur mercenary friend is well on his way."

"Good. We'll be through here in a short and back on the road," Ben

advi sed his northern-theater commuander. Because transnmt and receive
were on separate frequencies, the two nen could converse rather like on
a tel ephone. "W took a few casualties. Too nany, to nmy way of seeing
it," Ben added curtly.

"Orel ets and eggs, ny friend. But | know what you nean. Hoffman seens to
grow troops out of the ground, while every | oss we take spreads us
thinner. There's a reported concentration of black-shirts in the area of
d endive, Montana. |I'Il contact you when we clear themout. This is
Bear, out."

"Roger, Bear." Ben sighed, and handed Corrie the handset.

At Ben's feet, Gabe Trasher began to twitch and show ot her signs of
life. He groaned after a couple of seconds, then doubled into a fetal
position and vomited. Gagging, he cried out in msery and clutched his
head wi th both hands. Slowy, consciousness swam back into focus.
"Goddam, what did you do?" he croaked up at Ben.

Ben's response went not to Trasher but to Sergeant
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there and hang him™"

Gabriel Trasher started to screamin abject terror. He kept on scream ng
until the rope cut off his wnd.
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CGeneral Field Marshal Jesus Dieguez Mendoza Hof frman | ooked up at his G2
and G 3, standing at rigid attention in front of his desk

"Herr Ceneral feldmarschall, we wish to report that everything is in
readi ness. Operation Adl ernei ster can conmrence at your word."



Hof f man cl apped his hands in enthusiasm "Excellent! This spells the end
of Ben Raines. Let Adlerneister begin at once. You have your duties to
attend to, I'Il not keep you."

"Zu Befehl, Herr Ceneralfeldmarschall! Heil Hitler!" they chorused.

"Heil Hitler!" Hoffrman responded, wondering when the world would start
hailing himlike they still did the master of the Third Reich

Bermmused, he turned away to a |l arge sand table on which the synbol s of
his various units had been laid out. Ben Raines was in for a major
surprise. Volmer had done well in |eaving behind convincing evidence
that the NAL forces would be thinly spread along a thousand-nile front.
Fromall reports, Raines was reacting as anti ci pated.

He had already split his forces. The only itemthat bothered him
Hof f man refl ected, was that rather-large concentration of troops under
t he Russi an bastard, Striganov. They were at that nonent reported to be
overwhel mi ng the NAL garrison at d endive.
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Could it be that Raines had al ready been weakened by this | oss?

No matter. His brilliantly conceived, two-pronged blitzkrieg would put
the finish to General Ben Raines. A worthy opponent, though, Hoffman

t hought in his conceit. One befitting a contest with the nost capabl e,
powerful general in all the world. When he was master of the entire
Western Hem sphere, he mght, in his magnaninity, graciously pardon Ben
Raines and let himlive out his life in genteel exile.

Qutside his office, Col. Joaquin Wbber confided to Col. Manfred Spitz,
"I think he's taken on nore than he can handle."

"You mean our brilliant |eader?" Spitz asked with a sneer. "I think he
does that every norning when he undertakes to pull on his boots."

Webber | ooked around suspiciously. "Be careful. There are sone of those
SS bi g-ears everywhere."

"Not out here in the open, Joaquin. At |east not unless they are close
enough you can see them It remains that | have a bad feeling about this
Eagl e Master operation.”

"Time will tell, Manfred," Webber said gravely, his own doubts resurfacing.

During the first canpaign agai nst Field Marshal Hoffnman, Ben Rai nes had
left strong Rebel outposts at secure conmpounds outside of what had been
Col orado Springs and Puebl o. Over the ensuing nonths, the Rebels who
occupi ed them had enl arged on their defenses. Dragon's teeth had been
set up in depth, randomy arned with contact-detonating expl osive
charges powerful enough to di sassenble the best tanks Hoffnan had.
Lateral trenches, deep, steep, and wi de enough to trap any arnor that
got past the concrete pylons. The ground all around had been
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Each out post possessed a stockpile of beehive rounds for their 105mm

howi t zers. They al so had the standard i ssue of CNDM - nausea and tear gas
-canisters for the 8lmmnortars and i n hand-grenade form Col orado



Springs enjoyed a special advant age.

It sat atop the huge underground conpl ex that conprised the centra
supply depot for the Continental Defense Command. For a long while, its
copious inventory provided for all the nunitions, supplies, vehicles,
and spare parts the Rebels needed. A respectable anpbunt remained on the
shel ves and forklift pads.

Entrusted with the security of this cornucopia, the Rebels at Col orado
Springs remai ned doubly alert. Their sensors picked up the runble of
heavy arnor at 0830 hours the next norning. Passive |IR and ot her

steal thy surveillance equi pment soon verified that a major troop
noverment was under way and they were the target. Instantly the compound
went to full alert. Condition Red warnings were radioed to Eagle's
nobi l e CP

"W have a Level One alert from Col orado Springs," Ben Raines was told a
mnute |ater.

"Damm t," Ben snorted. "I have a feeling the fecal matter is going to
hit the rotor blades. Tell themto hold with what they've got, but not
at the cost of all their lives. No, let ne tell them"

"Understood, Eagle. That's a big roger. We've got this place nicely
covered. It would take a major offensive to penetrate to our nmain
bunker," Capt. Victor Sanchez of the Rebel conmand at the Springs
responded to Ben's call. Wen Ben signed off, he turned to his four
pl at oon | eaders.

"I know we're what could be considered Reservists. But now we've got the
shit in our left hands and it's
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rounds at maxi mumrange. | want the fifties set up with the Norwegi an
amo General Raines brought back. That shit will penetrate up to seven
i nches of arnmor and do a real nunber on the inside of a tank pronto."

"W have everyone in body arnor, Vic. What about you?" Lieutenant Price
nodded to the sweat-stained OD tank top the captain wore.

Sanchez shrugged. "Yeah, | guess |'d better dress for the dance. Before
| do, though, | want all of you to see that your nen have a double issue
of ammunition. W want to keep those fuckers as far away as we can. Have
the gun crews gotten in fromtheir R & R at the farnf"

"Last one is due in five mnutes,"” Price informed him
"Good. Then, quick like bunnies, get this show on the road. The
general 's counting on us."

Sgt. Emilio Sandoval didn't know what the hell to nake of that little
green spot of light on the rear deck of his MBT. Maybe he should button
up just to be sure, he considered. He never heard the incom ng nortar
round. The hardened, arnor-piercing nose of the projectile | anded within
an inch of where the | aser target designator beam had "painted" the main
battle tank

It slanmed loudly into the notor conpartnment and detonated in | ess than
an eyeblink. The resultant massive explosion blew the top half of
Sandoval out the commander's hatch. Like a huge Frisbee, the turret set



sail through the snmoke and exhaust-fumed air when the rmagazine | et go.

Instantly deprived of their arrogance, the Nazi tankers began a wild,
erratic series of evasive tactics. It did little good. Every tinme an LTD
pai nted a tank, the high-angle projectile that |ocked onto it killed the
MBT.
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bl ack-shirts. It resulted in terrible confusion. "Firel Fire on them
Open fire!l"™ the conpany conmander screaned over his radio. He said to
t he gape-nout hed infantry of ficer beside him "Nobody can adjust his

guns that fast. How are they hitting ny tanks?"

"I don't know," the black-shirt captain responded. "Magic, maybe?"

A third of the initial arnor reached the dragon's teeth. The first tank
to nudge into a pyranid of concrete went up in a flash-bang of intense

white light. The plastic explosive blew the main gun off the turret and
stripped the treads with rippling blast effect. Inside, concussion did

for those in the turret.

Eyes blinded and streaning from dust and paint chips, the driver threw
the nonster in reverse and rolled out of his treads. H's head throbbed
and bl ood ran fromhis ears. He could hear nothing and didn't know the
tank commander | ay dead in his harness above. Al he knew was he want ed
the hell out of there. Wen the bogies ground to a stop in the soft
earth, he threw open the hatch over his head and squeezed out.

A short burst froman M60 stitched across his chest and ended his
anxiety. The infantry fared better. A daisy-cutter took off a |leg here,

di senbowel ed a nan there, nmachine-gun fire raked the open spaces and

sent deadly ricochets off tank obstacles. Slowy, sheer mass began to tell

"We've stopped their arnor cold,"” Price infornmed Sanchez.
"Now what's the good news?" Captain Sanchez asked facetiously.

"There's a hell of a lot of themout there. Mre than a conpany, for
sure. | think we've got our nuts in a crack."

"You're saying we should pull out?" Sanchez probed.
119 "No. Not yet, Vic. W can hold, like the general said. For a while."

A similar drama unfol ded outside what was | eft of Pueblo, Col orado. Two
full battalions of infantry flung thensel ves at the Rebel defenses.
Backed by tanks and |ight armored vehicles equipped with twin 40mm

aut ol oaders, they slashed through the | esser defenses to a depth where
i ndi vidual riflenmen engaged each other at eyeball-to-eyeball range.
These nassive attacks had not been in the planning done by Ben Rai nes.

It went against everything his efficient intelligence personnel had
devel oped. Peter Vol ner was spreading men thin through a wi de corridor
i ntended, Ben believed, to suck himin and then sl am shut on his main
Rebel command. That, or force himto weaken his own position to counter
them Then Hoffman hit two vul nerabl e Rebel outposts early and with
massi ve strength.

He had set Ben up all right. Gotten his attention and hooked hi mand now
played with himlike a big bass on a |inmber rod and ni ne-pound |ine. Ben



fumed in inmpotent anger while he listened on the radio as the attacks

unfolded. It was all his fault, he chastised hinmself. Hoffman and this
Vol mer had played himfor a sucker, sure enough. And he'd gone for it.
He should have anticipated this, Ben cursed silently as he listened to
the | ast broadcast out of Puebl o.

"They're in the conpound now, Eagle. W -we didn't have tine to pul
out, over."

"You mean you didn't want to, you gutsy bastard,"” Ben said thickly, his
t hroat worki ng hard

"What's that, sir?" Corrie asked. "Do you want ne to transmt that?"
"What ? Uh-no, Corrie. No."

A loud bl ast canme over the speaker. Coughing followed, and a weak voi ce.
"Th -they' ve bl own the
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and . . . send them... all to hell."

"No!" Ben shouted. "Don't waste your life like that." H s eyes felt hot
and dry. Funny that his vision was distorted by a liquid film

"Jesus, |'ve got an SS naj or down here," cane the voice of the |ast
living Rebel at Pueblo. "Here cones nore of the bastards. | think nowis
a good-" The sharp edge of an expl osion and sudden burst of static
filled Ben's nobile CP

Torn by powerful enotion, Ben stared at the speaker box. Al of a sudden
he wanted to put his head down on the table and baw his heart out,

somet hing he hadn't done since he was eight years old. Instead, he
turned hot, haunted eyes on Corrie.

"I want General Jefferys ASAP. Bunp hi m now.

Corrie switched to the big, long-range radio set and spoke quietly into
it. After a second she nodded.

"Have you been follow ng this thing, Cec?" Ben rasped.

"As closely as possible, given the distance. Wat's up?"

"Hof fman' s screwed the pooch. He's nmade an idiot out of me and | damm
well intend to fuck over himfor that. How fast can you get six Puffs in

the air?"

"Hal f an hour, Eagle."

"Do it. I want themup, carrying a full |oad of every nasty thing they
have. Two of themto Col orado Springs and Pueblo. | want themto cl ean
t he goddamm bl ack-shirts out of there. Kill anything that wal ks, craw s,

or wiggles. They can refuel at the old M:Connell Air Force Base in
Wchita on the way back. The other four to the north, to cream Cheyenne.
W' ||l establish a refueling spot for themwhile they are en route.

want every one of these Nazi bastards dead. That goes too for their

wi ves, kids, cats, dogs, and canaries."

Concerned for his old friend, Cecil Jefferys tut-tutted a bit. "You're



taking this personally, Ben."
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on you."

A long noment of carrier wave answered. Then Jefferys spoke softly, a

hurt tone in his voice. "I think you can, Ben. Wthout question.”

M sery painted Ben's face. "Oh, shit, yes, Cec. I'"'msorry | gnawed your
headbone. I'm so -damed nmad. At nme, at Hof frman, at everything that

del ays cl eaning the clock of this Nazi dung pile. FACs and FAGs will be
sent forward with the refueling team The pilots will be briefed in

flight. Eagle, out.

Ben reached Tina next. "Take one conpany, stripped down for speed.

want you to draw two fuel tankers from Thernopolis and set out at once.
Make an end run around Cheyenne and | ocate a functional airfield capable
of handling G 47s. Heavily | oaded G 47s."

Tina's eyes sparkled and Ben could see it in the tone of her voice.
"You're going to bring in the Puffs,” Tina said excitedly. She |oved the
big flying gun platforms. "They . . . smash things up so ..

efficiently,” she had conmented once.

"I"'mtired of wasting lives," Ben answered curtly. "Hoffman seens to
have an inexhaustibl e supply of ground pounders. Wat he doesn't have is
effective SAMs. Wthout a surface-to-air capability, we have himby the
short and curlies. | want to kick his ass all the way back to the nmouth
of the Colunbia River."

"I -heard about Pueblo,"” Tina said cautiously.

"That's part of the reason,” Ben admitted. "The rest is plain conmon
sense. We're stretched so tight now that ne balloon is about to pop. If
we chase around to every little spot Hoffman's troops choose to hit,
we'll run ourselves into the ground. | know it worked before. But

Hof fman's staff and field commanders have | earned, even if he hasn't. W
aren't going to pick up the marbles without |osing a few al ong the
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"And | love you for it, Daddy. Every -well -1 nean, that's what nmakes
you so special to every Rebel. | renenber reading in one of your books

that there was a time when it seened British officers cal cul ated how

great their victories were by the casualty lists. The nore casualties,
the bigger their success. Sort of w nnow out the | ower classes, don't

chew know. "

"Dan woul d be deeply incensed by that," Ben chided with a chuckl e.
"Ckay, sweetheart, lighten that conpany and haul out with those tankers
soon as you can. And, Tina, duck your head and keep your pretty little

tail down."

Scandal i zed, Tina all but shrieked. "Daddy! You haven't seen ny tai
since Jack and | outgrew those evening bath sessions. You have no idea
whet her or not it's pretty."

"If it's attached to you, it is," Ben kept up the repartee, his nood

i ghtened by doing sonething. "Need | mention, we are going to nmake al
possi bl e speed for Cheyenne. Hoffman's stuck his foot in our door, I'm



gonna hand it back to him chewed off at the knee."
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Rol i ng south on Nebraska 71, Tina and her small convoy blew into

Col orado an hour out of Kinball. It would be another hour and a half to
Col orado 14, where they would turn west to what used to be Fort Collins.
Hel | of a way to bypass Cheyenne, Tina considered.

Necessary, though. County roads closer to Cheyenne would be patrolled by
trie black-shirt arnmy of SS General Brodermann. The Wole trick was to
avoid detection. Her tentative goal was the airport at Lara-me. That or
the small military airbase outside the netropolitan ruins of the city.
They woul d be spotted at either, she had no doubt. And there would be
fighting. Like before, her musings rem nded.

That had been back before the crusade to |iberate Europe. Back when the
Rebel arny fought the Ni ght People. Tina recalled the desperate
situation that had devel oped at the airbase. Menory of the fetid odor of
the creepies could still winkle her nose. They had swarmed |ike a bl ack
human tide fromthe |arge hangars, to be chopped down with

aut omati c-weapons fire. For once, Tina renmenbered, there had been nore
meat than air to shoot at. She had conmmanded a comnpany then. Dam fine

t roops.

It still hurt to think of those who hadn't survived. A sudden chil
rippled over Tina's skin as she saw i nages of the |oathsome creatures
grabbi ng and pull -

124 ing at her in the security building. A young Rebel had given his
life to save her from becom ng creepi e breakfast. But they had whi pped
the Ni ght People, kicked the snot out of them and exterminated their
odious confraternity. Not only in Larami e, but everywhere in the United
St at es.

"We' |l have to nake a refueling stop at Ault," the driver beside Tina

i nf ormed her.

"Better make it along the roadside before there. Mght find some Nazis
in the ruins of Fort Collins."

"Right, Colonel, | never thought of that," the blushing driver

responded. Although she had only a conpany along, Tina still comanded a
battalion and retained her rank. The young Rebel wasn't used to having
lieutenant colonels riding in the lead truck of a convoy. Especially one
who carried a w cked-looking little gun like that.

Tina had noted his frequent darted gl ances at the conpact automatic
weapon she carried and softened her face into a snile as she decided to
enlighten him "It's sonething | ke McGowan pi cked up down in the

Sout hwest. Al buquerque, as a matter of fact. It's called a Sidew nder
Nice thing is, it's a convertible."

"Huh-urn-sir?"

"Using the tools built into the sling fasteners, you can change it from
.45 ACP to nine-ml in alittle over thirty seconds. I'Il spare you all
the details, but you can see the advantage of being able to use nore
than one caliber amunition. The cyclic rate is twelve hundred rounds
per minute in both configurations and it has a progressive trigger



Fires single shot, three-round burst, or full auto."

"Mgod, that's a whole lot in a little package," the driver observed.
"You're OBrien, right? Wll, O Brien, the Sidew nder gives a whole new
nmeani ng to nasty. The front barrel retainer plug is threaded on the
outside to fit a suppressor. They found twenty Sidew nders, and the
suppressors for them in an old root cellar that had

125 been converted into a vault. VWoever built those silencers sure knew
what he was doing. Al you hear is the cycling of the bolt and the brass
hitting the ground. When Da-the general said to strip down a conpany to
travel fast and light, | thought it night be useful to have al ong."

"I"ll say," OBrien answered enthusiastically. "Wiat's it take to get
ahol d of one of then®"

Tina's smle was gentle and not at all patronizing. "They' re special

i ssue out of Headquarters Conpany, R Batt. | had to promi se Captain
Thernmopolis nmy right armto draw this one. They are rare birds and very
much speci al operations equipnent."

"I, ah, I'mkinda glad you' ve got it with you, Colonel™
"So aml, OBrien. |I've got a feeling we mght need it sooner than you'd
t hi nk."

Tina had sent two scouts ahead of the colum, on silenced notorcycles.
Painted flat black, they purred along with no nore sound than an
electric lawmn-nmower. Nightfall had come by the time they ghosted into
the rubble that had been Fort Collins, Colorado. Dressed in dark
clothing, their faces coated with ebony canp stick, hands gl oved, the
scouts could not be seen except for their novenent.

Their precautions proved wi se shortly after drifting through the center
of the old town. The Nazis had cone to Fort Collins. They traveled in
style, the scouts made note. A | arge gooseneck trailer served as a
barrack. It had an oddly foreign essence to its design; it had come up
from South Anerica, no doubt. Wth his conpani on covering him one scout
stealthfully opened the door and slid inside.

He cane back three minutes later. In a soft whisper, up next to his
partner's ear, he reveal ed what he had found. "There's a dozen of them
sacked out in there. Must be the American brand of shitheads.

126 They have canm es exactly |ike ours."
"Why no sentries?" the other asked.

"Count your blessings. There isn't anything in there to cook with, so
there nust be nore of these around."

They found themwi thin a hundred yards of the bunk trailer. Two had been
pulled into the hollow shells of old buildings -a decidedly unsafe
undertaking, in the scouts' experience. Another, parked behind the
solitary rear wall of an old muffler shop, showed a dimlight and
emtted a variety of tweedl es and squeaks that they interpreted as radio
conmuni cati ons. Noddi ng thoughtfully, they returned to their bikes and
tool ed out of Fort Collins before contacting the col um.



Tina's RT operator sat tailor-fashion in the sleeper bunk behind the
contour seats of the mlitary-style tractor. She tapped Tina lightly on
one shoul der and passed over the handset. Tina got the skinny on Fort
Collins in short, terse sentences.

"Hol d where you are,"” she told the scouts. "I'Il be up shortly." To
O Brien, "Signal for a pull-over. I'mtaking one of the BFVs."

Smal | and speedy the Bradl ey Fighting Vehicles had been hailed as the
battl efield answer to nmoving infantry quickly and in at |east mninimal
protection. Once in general issue, back in the 80s, fromtop brass to
rear-rank grunt, the Arny didn't quite see it that way.

They only held six troops, aside fromthe crew, which required
conmitting two of the rather-expensive wheel ed vehicles to each squad,
with a vacant spot in one. Mst considered the BFV a prime exanpl e of
mlitary-industrial conplex boondoggl es. Then sone ordnance johnni es got
to playing around with them retrofitted the light arnored vehicles with
4-inch nmortar tubes and 30mm gatling guns. The nor-
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75mm tank gun. Wth "smart" ammo, and LTDs, they becane awesone. The
gatlings could traverse better than 200 degrees fromthe right-side

hat ch, providing adequate covering fire. Wen resurrected by the Rebels,
with their nore liberal rules of engagenent, the BFVs survived contact
with the enemy and generally spread terror on the battlefield. Tina had
chosen wi sely for what she had in mnd

"Cor poral ,"
afternoon. "

she told the driver. "I want to be in Fort Collins yesterday

"Can do, Colonel," he responded cheerily.

She gave further instructions about watching for the scouts while she
took the suppressor from her alice pack and screwed it on the nuzzle of
her Sidewi nder. One of the crewren gawked at the potent weapon and blinked.

"Am | inmagining things, or does that magazine rotate?" he asked.

"Sure does, trooper. There's several positions, controlled by bal
detents around the receiver housing. To make it short, that allows the
shooter to fire right-or |eft-handed around the corner of a building
wi t hout exposing hinself."

"Wul dn't want to be on the receiving end of that," he blurted.
"Haven't yet nmet anyone who would," Tina replied dryly.

In fact, the weapons being so scarce, she had only qualified with it.
This was the first time she would use it in the field. If it proved out,
producti on woul d gear up at Base Canp One. Tina had brought al ong the
other three scouts with the conpany and turned now to the sergeant in
char ge.

"We' || | eave the Bradl ey where we contact your scouts. Unlinber that
bi ke stowed on the outside and we'll go in piggyback. 1'll ride with you."

They compl eted the handoff without incident and arrived in Fort Collins
twenty minutes later. Tina



128 used a small hand-held radio to direct their operation

"We'|| take the commvan first. 1'Il do the shooting, the rest of you
use knives. That way we can | eave sleeping dogs lie," she added with a
dry chuckl e.

Ti na eased open the door to the trailer five mnutes later. A chil

night draft of air drew the attention of one Nazi radi oman. He | ooked up
into the end-wi pe of the suppressor. A silent .45 slug took himin the
forehead. Imediately, Tina leapt into the comunications van, foll owed
by two of the scouts.

She shot another man at the counter along one wall, where he frantically
tried to get off an alert transm ssion. Knives flashed to either side of
her and the remaining two Nazis died with only soft, pained sighs. A
burst fromthe Sidew nder trashed the radios.

"The way | like it. Not a sound." The scout sergeant noted a strange
light in Tina's eyes. "Now we nmove fast. Neutralize that machi ne-gun
position first. One of Carson's thermte tabs in the receiver should do
the job. Then we hit that sleeping trailer and call in the Bradley."

Hans Brauer had been with the American Nazi novenment since his teenage
years. Gowing up in the general anarchy that followed the Geat War, he
had devel oped into a selfish, bigoted, ignorant |out. Menbership in the
nmoverrent did little to change that, except for the worse. He hated the
regi mentation that had suddenly been thrust upon himby this call to
arms. Although he felt great serving the new Fiihrer. Jesus Di guez
Mendoza Hof fman was |ike unto a god to Hans. Except, the dull-wtted
Hans wondered, why did he have to have all those spic nanes?

That question canme to Hans after he had awakened in the middle of the
night with a full bladder. Gunbling at the anticipated cold outside in
the Fort Collins area, Hans pulled on trousers and boots -he had
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went barefoot, his parents had adnoni shed. Doing a little dance of
urgency, he headed for the door to the trailer in which he slept.

Only hal f - awake, Hans stepped out and instantly froze in shock. Three
dark figures cane purposefully toward him About all Hans could
determ ne was that their faces, as well as their clothing, were black. A
low snarl formed in his throat and he sucked air to call the alarm

He wasted the effort. A silenced three-round burst from Tina Raines's
Si dewi nder popped into his chest so fast blood had not flown fromthe
first before the third struck his heart. In his death throes, Hans

voi ded his unconfortably full bladder before he went off to Hitlerland.

"No sense in being quiet now," Tina told the two scouts who acconpani ed
her. "You, Evans, stay out here and pop any of themwho try to junp out
a window We'Il go in blasting," she told the other scout.

The renmarkabl e conbi nati on of uni que SM5 and superi or suppressor of Sid
Garris spat silent death into the recunbent forns in the trailer. One
man, alerted by the slightly noisier blast of the scout's silenced Uzi,
got to his sidearm The 9mm pi stol cracked in |oud inaccuracy. One sl ug
did pass by Tina's head with a sharp crack. It only served to draw her
attention. She cut a three-round burst that quieted the opposition



One American Nazi, stark naked, made a |eap for the nearest w ndow. He
crashed through to the wai st before his head was sieved by Evans. H s

| egs thrashed and pounded | oudly against the thin wall of the trailer
Vaguely, Tina could hear firing fromthe other barrack trailer
Subjectively it seenmed to take forever to quell the eleven nmen in the
trailer. Actually the firefight lasted only el even seconds. Tina stepped
out si de and breat hed deeply to banish the coppery smell of bl ood.
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of f scouts and set themon the road now," she said calmy.

"Jesus, she didn't even turn a hair," one of those selected to take the
point said to his conpanion when they rode away from Fort Collins.

"That's the boss's daughter,” his conpanion responded with a grin of pride.
That ni ght seened the |ongest in the menory of Ben Raines. Hi s daughter

had her neck stuck way out. Col orado Springs still held out, barely.
Reports of attacks on three nmore outposts gnawed at his patience and

consci ence. Wen he clinbed fromthe contour chair in the nmobile CP for

his tenth cup of coffee, he expressed his doubts to Lt. Col. Stan M- Dade.

"Bull, should | have split the command into conpany-sized units and sent
themto every outpost even renotely likely to be attacked?"

Col onel McDade was his usual miser with words. "It was your decision
Ben. For what it's worth, | think you did the right thing."

"Enlighten nme," Ben said with a slight edge.

"I have a gut feeling that Hoffnman wants you to divide your forces. He
has numbers on his side. |I've said it before, but maybe not clearly
enough. Wen he | oses a man, he | oses a man; when we | ose soneone, we
| ose conbat effectiveness."

Ben bit off a curse, swallowed coffee instead. The RT operator who had
relieved Corrie after a long, hectic ten hours turned fromthe console.

"Ceneral, the Puffs have reached Pueblo. | have the command pilot on the
line. He wants to know about forward air controllers."

"Tell him he doesn't need any. Anything that noves down there is the
eneny." Ben | ooked relieved. Now things would start happeni ng.
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bli nked and tried to put meaning to the sound. Barron had occupied the
smal I wooden buil di ng that had been the Puebl o, Col orado, outpost
conmander's quarters. He turned on a bedside lanp to check the tinmne.

"Qdd," he said to hinself. "W don't have any cargo aircraft operating
around here."

In the sky a quarter-mle fromthe conmpound, the big twin radials
throttl ed back and the pilot touched a switch on the instrument partel
A green light flicked on and a grinning gunner swung the barrel of his
electric gatling dowmn and acquired a target.

Maj or Barron did not hear the netallic ring of the barrels as they began
to turn, loading up with 20mm rounds. He also didn't hear the deafening
roar when the gatling opened fire at over 2,000 rounds a minute. The



table | anmp beside jhis bed had provided a perfect beacon. Al Mjor
Al Varo Barron knew about the arrival of the Rebel Puffs could be
nmeasured in the enormous shock he felt when the building around him
began to di sintegrate.

Twenty-mllimeter rounds turned the walls into showers of splinters and
pl aster dust. The one-in-three expl osive rounds bl ew out w ndows and
sliced the flesh fromthe mgjor's orderly, sleeping on a cot in the
hall. First one, then a dozen nore three-quarter-inch slugs slamed into
the Nazi major and pul ped his corpulent body into a red snear.

Troops bivouacked in the open net a simlar, if nore grisly, fate when
t he 30nm chai nguns belly-nounted on the second Puff raked their tents
and shelter-hal ves with expl oding rounds. Shrieks and how s of agony
sounded thin and tinny in the presence of that awesone destruction

To Rudolfo Quintaro, a carpenter until called up by the NAL for this
canpaign, it sounded |ike a huge
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t he conparison, he walked into a hail of steel shards from an expl odi ng
round fromthe sw vel - mounted 75nm aut ocannon bel ly-slung on the first Puff.

After four devastating passes, the wi nged death duo lined up in
formati on and nade a run directly over the conmpound. Oblong gray objects
dropped fromtheir open doors. Battered and benunbed, the survivors of
the initial onslaught stared upward in fascination while the containers
descended upon them Wen the first one hit in a long skid, spewi ng a
trail of flamng napalm their bew | dered state ended i n pandenoni um and
t he screans of the dying.

Now the Puffs targeted vehicles. Trucks, utilities, APCs, and tanks
erupted in fountains of blast and flanme. They maintai ned a steady car pet
of slugs of several calibers. At one point not a single inch of the
ground did not have a bullet strike. After their final pass, huge

hal ogen fl oodlights sprang to |ife and bathed the scene of slaughter in
unearthly white.

"Tango Al pha Six, do you seen anything noving down there? Over." the
conmand pil ot asked his w ngman.

"Negative, Tango Al pha Three. W really creamed them Over."

"Roger that, Six. Lights out and turn to course two-niner-five. We'll go
pay the Springs a visit. Over."

"Tango Al pha Six, roger. These birds are gonna need a drink soon. Over."

"It's all downhill fromthe Springs. Tango Al pha Three, out.

They came in at treetop level and denolished the tanks first. Turrets
leapt into the air under the reign of terror fromthe 75nm aut ocannon
Ammo magazi nes added to the overall effect. At a distance of twenty
mles from Col orado Springs, the radio crackled to life with a
stranger's voi ce.

133 "Tango Al pha Three, this is Lone WIf."

"Go ahead, Lone Wbl f," the conmand pil ot spoke



"We're in the bunker at the Springs. We're still alive and well down
here. W can mark targets for you with willie-peter nortar rounds. Over."

"Good show, Lone WIf. Hang in there; conpany's com ng fast. Tango Al pha
Three out."

Ginning at the tenacity Rebels always showed, the pilot contacted his
wi ngman and they began a rapid descent. "Well nmake one flyby, Six, |et
"em know we' re there, then | ook for the white spots."

Reacting to the pyrotechnic showers of snmoking white dots of phosphorus,
the Puffs unl oaded everything they had left. It gave new neaning to the
old Vietnamera slogan "Death fromthe Skies." Somewhere in the middle
of the hell-on-earth, panic devel oped anong the bl ack-shirt troops.
VWil e nen ran shrieking with bl obs of WP burning through their flesh,

ot hers began to just run

Wall eyed with terror, they rammed vehicles into one another and
scranbled in manic haste to be anywhere el se than Col orado Springs. The
surviving Rebels in the compound added their carefully horded supply of
ordnance to the inferno of flying steel spit out by the Puffs.
Incredibly, Capt. Victor Sanchez realized, a counterattack would carry
the field. Laughing wildly, he ordered it.

Ben Raines heard the first good news fromthe three new hot spots.
"They're pulling back, General. It |ooks fromhere as though it was only
a probing action."”

"You' ve made ny day" Ben responded dryly. "Keep a close watch on the
enemny. This mght be a ruse.”

A soft, relaxed chuckle answered him "They're five mles down the road,
sir, and not slow ng down. There's not a black-shirt within sight of the
conpound. "

134 Simlar reports came fromthe other two. Then the stunning news cane
that Captain Sanchez had | ed a counterattack that had driven the
surviving Nazis out of the Col orado Springs area. Ben reached into his
desk and retrieved a disreputable bottle that contai ned Base One brandy.
He poured a dollop into his coffee and sat grinning, an unlighted
cigarette in one corner of his nouth.

Ben went to bed when the RT operator announced, "The Puffs are turning
final to land at Wchita and refuel."
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Bone china flewin tiny fragments fromthe wet spot on the wall of the
O egon ranch house. The saucer followed the cup and CGeneral Field
Marshal Jesus Di equez Mendoza Hof f man shrieked in outrage.

"l can't believe he did this!"

"In all due respect, General Field Marshal, it seens that the Rebels
have done exactly that," Col onel Webber stated dryly.

"He won't get away with this! | want Ben Rai nes dead -dead -dead!"
Hof f man rant ed.

"Ben Rai nes was nowhere near our, ah, ignoninious defeats, General Field



Mar shal ," Webber rem nded him

"His was the mnd behind them H's is the evil genius that is disrupting
my plan. Hs will be the life that pays for it." Hoffnman stal ked around

the roomin long, slouched strides, hands behind his back. "I want to go
to the front. | want to see with ny own eyes how he acconplished the
i mpossi ble."

"It's hardly advisable for you to do so, Ceneral Field Marshal. The
situation at the front is, ah, fluid, sir."

" "Fluid? It's a goddamed flood tide! Then send Vol ner. Were is he, by
t he way?"

"Qut si de where Denver used to be, General Field Marshal ," Gen. Kurt
Kr euger answer ed.
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"At once, Herr General Field Marshal" Kreuger assured himw th clicking
heel s.

"Then | want himto come up with plans for capturing Ben Raines,"
Hof f man added, eyes gl owi ng wi th nadness.

At 0320, the convoy |led by Tina Raines reached the airport on the edge
of Laram e. Scouts had |located only six stormtroopers in the

adm ni stration building. They appeared to be regulars, not sonme of the
American traitors. That gave Tina an idea.

"We' |l use a bit of a ruse," she explained to Lieutenant Novak. "What we
need are some of those Nazi flags to put on our radio antennas.

Hof fman's regulars can't possibly know all of the Anerican traitors who
have joined their ranks. And, if you' ve noticed, the American Nazis wear
the sane pattern camries that we have. We'll just drive up as a

rei nforcenment colum, then junp them when they're off guard.™

Lt. Kelly Novak nodded his understanding. The | onger they avoided a
firefight, the better their chances of renaining undetected. At |east
until the Puffs arrived to refuel

So it was that the Rebel vehicles rolled into the airport twenty m nutes
| ater and dispersed to their required | ocations. Tina, Lieutenant Novak,
and three scouts went to report to the ranking Nazi. He turned out to be
a swarthy senior sergeant, with a noon face and pronounced | ndi an features.

He greeted them sonmewhat condescendingly and with a puzzled attitude. "I
do not understand," he conplained in Spanish. "Nothing came on the radio
about reinforcenents."

Tina al nost bl ew their cover then, answering in the banter of veteran
sol diers. "You know t hese rear-echel on types. Probably out slopping down
beer when he
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For a brief nmonment, suspicion flared in the sergeant's eyes. "Yes,
know themonly too well," he replied agreeably at |ast, then added in
his native Paraguyan idiom "Te confieso que no puedo verbs ni en caja
de fo'sforos."



What the nan had said was that he confessed he could not stand the sight
of them Translating it literally, Tina couldn't understand why the man
woul d not have themin a box of matches. She did understand that the
time had conme to end this farce. By now the key players would be in
position. Swiftly she raised the suppressed Sidew nder and pl opped a

t hree-round burst in the chubby sergeant’'s chest.

H s eyes went round and filled with wonder. Full lips formed an "Ch"

t hat never got said. The other two in the roomwith himreacted in
confusion to the unfam liar sound of the cycling action and the clack of
enpty casings hitting the tiled floor. Their hesitation cost themtheir
l'ives.

Li eut enant Novak cut down one with a suppressed Uzi. The second caught
anot her three-rounder from Tina. Reflex continued his draw and his

si dearm -an Argentine copy of the old Walther F38 - clattered to the
floor. From outside cane the sound of a scuffle and a scream chopped of f
short.

"W now have us an airport,” Tina said lightly. She went out of the
adm ni stration building and | ocated her RT operator. "Bunp Eagle and
tell himwe are in control of the Laram e mnunicipal airport.”

General Field Marshal Hoffrman received better news when he entertained
his mnister of information (propaganda) at breakfast the next norning.
Over sweet rolls, juice, and coffee, the mnister acquai nted Hof f man
with a new project his office had been working on during the conquest of
Rebel out posts.

"W have obtai ned sone video cameras, Genera
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their employnment. | have had specialists recordi ng what your troops and
i nterrogators have done with the Rebels who fell alive into our hands."
He produced a brief, neat, vulpine smle. "Copies are being nmade to be

sent to every place your intelligence man - ah - Wbber thinks Ben

Rai nes mi ght happen to go."

General Field Marshal Hoffrman considered a nonent the torture and
degradati on to which captive Rebel s had been subjected. "I should think
t hat woul d make General Rai nes absolutely furious, Keller. Raving nad,
in fact."

"Precisely what we had in nmind, General Field Marshal," Mnister Keller
responded with another flick of V-shaped snile

"He has already killed to the last man the troops sent to Puebl o,

Col orado. Driven the others from Col orado Springs. And ny experts tel

me that he is only mldly annoyed. To what good purpose do we drive him
into a rage?"

Kel l er shot the wolfish grin again. "Qur psychol ogi sts suggest that were
he to becone unmanageable in his outrage, actually |ose touch with his
reason, he might be likely to do something rash and unpl anned, and thus
expose hinsel f."

Beanming in anticipation of such an event, Hoffnan patted Keller affably
on one shoulder. "My dear Mnister Keller, you are balmfor frayed
nerves. | think that a sinply marvelous idea. | will see to it that your



techni ci ans have anything they need to further this brilliant scheme of
yours. My day is brighter for hearing this. Cone, let ne get the brandy
and well take our coffee royal™

Static canme fromthe speaker set up in the old control tower at Larame
Muni ci pal Airport. Tina Raines stood behind the only intact piece of tinted
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she searched the sky to the southwest. A particularly |loud hiss of
background noi se canme to her ears, then words, broken up by the steady
bel | ow of two radial engines.

"Laram e Approach, this is Tango Al pha One. Do you copy? Over."
"Roger, Tango Al pha One. How do you read us?"
"Five-by, Laramie. Do you have us on radar?"

"Negative, Tango Al pha. Funny man. Not hi ng works here except our
tactical radios. W don't have you in sight, either. Wat's your ETA? Over."

"About five mnutes, give or take five. It's a bitch-kitty navigating by
railroad tracks and highways. 1'd sell nmy soul for a VORTAC that worked
|'ve got a panel full of instruments that aren't worth a pinch of coon
puckey, except on approach for Base Canp One"

Tina turned fromthe w ndow a noment and shook her head. She knew the
pilot, a chatty sort who took al nbst as nuch pleasure fromhis

| ong-wi nded stints as he did fromflying. He was al so one of the best
dead-reckoning navigators in the snmall fleet of Rebel aircraft. She
indicated to the radio operator that she wanted to take over. Wen a
break cane, she spoke crisply.

"Chuck, can it for now W're in the mddle of outlaw country down here.
| suspect we'll be under attack the m nute you land. So make it a
straight-in and hold the | anding gear until you cross the threshold. W
don't want landing lights advertising your presence fromfive nmles out."

"Ti na? That you?"
"You got it, Chuck. See you on the ground. Approach out."

Tina's estimate of the situation proved to be al nost exact. Both G 47s
had | anded and rolled out to turn onto the taxi |ane before activity
began in the Nazi encanmpnent two miles fromthe airport. There the
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storm troopers.

They rolled past Tina's outer screen of security because of her
adnonition that the longer it took for anyone to find out something was
up, the better. The lead truck turned through the gateway to the airport
term nal before a well-placed projectile froma rocket |auncher put a
finish to the vehicle and its occupants.

A huge ball of flame marked the spot. The second driver slanmed on
brakes and got rear-ended by the third. Al armed, the troops started
junping over the tailgates. That brought theminto lines of crisp,
nmeasured fire fromlight machine guns. A couple of grenade | aunchers
made hol | ow bl oopi ng sounds and whi zzi ng shards of piano wire soon



filled the air. The initial encounter ended after 93 seconds, with 43
men |ying dead on the ground or converted to crispy critters in the
burni ng truck. Not a Rebel received a scratch

"W won that round," Tina said to the worried-1ooking pilots. "But
they' Il be back. After that, I'msure of it."

"W can't have three-inch hoses running av gas into our wingtanks in a
firefight," Chuck protested to Tina.

Tina's stubborn streak surfaced. "That's exactly what you'll have to do
if you want to conplete this m ssion today. Because, Chucki e baby, we're
going to get hit by those Nazi bastards any second now. "

"One hot round and it'll blow those fuckin' aircraft into confetti."

"There's one hangar that's in good condition,"'
refuel in there?"

Tina offered. "Can you

"If it's very well vented," Chuck persisted, understandably
overprotective of his precious birds.

"Then, that's what you had better - "
"l'iin-cooonm ng!" shouted a Rebel nearby, cutting off Tina's sentence.

141 Fluttering wings of the Angel of Death brushed over the airport, in
the formof nortar rounds dropping on the field in randompattern. Wth
a 4,800-foot runway, there was a | ot nore space than i nbound bonbs. The
nortar shells exploded harm essly enough. That woul d change, Tina knew.

"CGet those planes under cover," she commanded. "Those Nazis may be
asshol es, but they're snmart enough to get an FO up where he can wal k
those nortars in on something that counts.”

Two drivers fitted jerry-rigged towbars to their Humers, and the
aircrews attached those to the nose-wheel struts of the C47s. Slowy
the tall-tailed craft disappeared inside the hangar. Al the while the
nortar rounds kept falling, although with little nore precision than the
first salvo

Depl oyed to protect the critical-services area of the airport, the
conpany had nade sandbag bunkers and set up in an overl apping pattern
that provided interlocking, enfiladed fire. The company's SAW opened up
while Tina and the pilots still anxiously watched the huge doors of the
hangar slide shut on the Puffs.

Three M 60 LM3s per platoon, augnmented by two nore in the weapons squad,
and .50 calibers on the pintle nounts of Hummers, brought a great vol une
of scal ding pee on the heads of the charging Nazi troops. The router
roar of the 30mm chai nguns in the BFVs sang a death song that could be
heard on the far side of the ruin of Laram e. G enade | aunchers nade
their holl ow barks and added to the carnage.

Storm troopers of Vol mer's Bodyguard division made it hal fway al ong the
mai n runway before the steamwent out of their assault. In wthering
fire they began to falter. The regulars of Brodernmann's division yelled
and tried to rally their Anmerican counterparts. Deadly Rebel accuracy
gradual | y changed their nmi nds.



"They're breaking!" a Rebel sergeant shout ed.
142 "Pulling back all along the runway."

Tina had set up her CPin the control tower. Fromthere, she had an
excel | ent overview of the disintegrating assault. Part of her mnd

remai ned alert to the flow of radio traffic. Wen the |ast of the

bl ack-shirts streaned through the gaps in the saggi ng cycl one fence at
the perimeter of the airfield, the call she had anticipated cane through

"W got it," cane the cal mvoice of a scout. "Those assault troops |ed
us right to their CP." He read off coordinates.

"Good work. Pull back far enough to direct fire," Tina ordered. Then she
got on one of the cigarette-pack-sized radio to the four-inch-nortar
crews. "l have a fire mssion." Qickly she conveyed the el evation and
declination. "Fire one for effect.”

Two seconds later the big nortar round left the tube. It arched through
t he sky and descended on a bl ock of rubble-strewn, but-still-standing
bui |l di ngs on the west side of Larami e. Its expl osion sent a shower of
brick chips whizzing al ong the deserted boul evard.

"Right two, up one," crackled fromthe scout. Tina relayed it.

The second and third rounds slamred into the gutted second floor of what
had been a brick bank building. They blew out two of the remaining three
wal I s and brought cries of alarmfromthose below, in the underground vault.

"Right on," the scout reported cheerily. "Right on the button."
"Fire ten rounds, alternate HE and willie peter," Tina comuanded.

In pairs, the 4-inch rounds descended on the building that sheltered and
conceal ed the Nazi CP. It and the ones to either side cane down in a
crashing roar. The dust cloud they raised could be seen fromthe
airport. Nodding in satisfaction, Tina spoke again. "Now drop in four AP
rounds. "

Three nen in the command post, out of fifteen

143 survived, severely wounded and deafened. For the tinme being, the
threat from Hof fman's bl ack-shirts had ended. Tina Raines had tine to
think of other matters.

"I wonder how Dad's doi ng?" she asked hersel f al oud.

Ben Rai nes stood beside the Hunvee on a slight knoll along 1-80 and
wat ched the | ong colum of troops and heavy weapons stream past. They
were only some twenty niles east of Cheyenne. By |l ate afternoon the
artillery would be in position to pound Hoffman's occupyi ng force. The
radio report from Ti na had been prom sing.

She and her conpany had been able to fight off the Nazi attack, and the
Puffs were being refueled. Alittle behind schedule, but still in tine
to paste the large concentration of enemy around the ruins of Cheyenne.
El sewhere, things nmoved well also

Buddy, as the new XO of the runp-reginment formed for Dan Gray's command
woul d be well into Kansas and on the way to forestall any attenpt by the



bl ack-shirts to retake Puebl o or Colorado Springs. |ke MGowan reported
good progress in that direction also.

He woul d take Denver and then sweep southward to link up with Dan for
the big push to the Mexican border. By splitting the Nazi |ine and
hitting on the flanks, Ben expected to roll themup easily. He intended
to keep his headquarters and R Batt with the northern theater under
Ceorgi Striganov. Ben breathed deeply of diesel and gas funes in

sati sfaction and cl apped his hands together to summon Snoot, who had
been off watering trees.

"Time to go tear off Hoffman's ass and hand it to him" he announced.
"Al'l the way, Ceneral," Jersey urged through a grin.

144 By three that afternoon, Colonel Wst reported that his troops held
the ground to the west of Cheyenne. General Striganov had his people in
position to the north and east, supplenmented by the R Batt. There had
been a few m nor skirnm shes, though the two competent conmanders had
handl ed it easily. The big guns had been laid and waited only for the
conmand to open fire.

Ceneral Striganov generously gave that honor to Ben Raines. "This is
Eagl e, you may commence firing," Ben spoke into the nike

One hundred three 155s opened up on the dooned eneny depl oynent around
Cheyenne fromthree sides. The fat shells whistled over the heads of the
outer perineter, whitening faces as they sailed by. Five rounds from
each gun had taken to air before an answering runble cane fromthe Nazis.

"They' ve got counterbattery fire going," Ben snapped. "Tell the SPs to
haul ass. Fire hit-and-run fromnow until | say stop. That should give
the rest of the guns tinme to |linber up and get the hell out of there.™
Ceorgi Striganov shared a confortable chair with Ben Raines in the
nmobil e CR He raised a stubby finger and bristly eyebrow to enphasize his
soft rem nder. "Ben, their 130s and 126s don't have the range of our 155s."
"That's right, though the 126s do if they add an extra powder bag and
stress out the breech locks." Ben grinned. "It's good drill for our
peopl e, and they dammed well need it. Sone of those artillery boys are
getting fat and | azy."

A few 126mm shells fell ampbng the artillery batteries. They caused few
casualties, nostly a lot of ringing ears. Wthin half an hour, Ben took
t he handset from Corrie, along with her sunmmary of the incoming call.
"It's Col onel West. He wants to know when you're

145 gonna stop jacking his gunners around and get serious."

"Are you serious?" Ben asked.

"No. Just wanted to see if | could rile you, General."

"Eagl e here, Merc, go."

West's voice came tinnily over the scranbler. "W've got a |ot of
bl ack-shirt shit doing a bug-out our direction, Eagle. What do you advise?"



"Stonp butt on them of course. But keep those shells dropping in. W
want those Hitler-1loving assholes to think they have the whol e Rebe
arny on their nines."

"Fromtheir uniforns they appear to be the American variety."
Ben's eyes glittered. "Take no prisoners, Merc. No time, no facilities."

"I hear ya, Eagle. What was it your friend Peyon called it? E
Desgi kl 1 o, the Cutthroat Song? No quarter." ;

Ben thought of the tough, competent soldier from Mexico, every inch a
man, w thout the swaggering pretense of nmachi snmp, yet strangely gentle,
scholarly, a reflective man. "Yeah. That's exactly what | want," he told
Vst .
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For three hours the artillery duel raged on. The slightly nore nobile
sel f-propel |l ed 155mm guns whi pped around the city to give fits to the
counterbat-tery radar operators of Hoffman's command. Sonetinmes they
fired singly, others in groups of up to five, like a static battery.

By the time the return salvo had been plotted and | oaded, they had
dashed away to other |ocations. Repeatedly the Nazi commanders heard the
jubilant news that another battery of Rebel guns had been silenced.
After the count exceeded twenty batteries, they began to have serious
doubt s about the accuracy of their information

A mounting tide of desertions had been halted when a nunmber of sergeants
shot down men fleeing the utter terror of an artillery bonbardnent.
Gradual ly, the high-velocity 126mm guns of the NAL began to actually
score on Rebel positions. A stream of wounded and dead began to pour
into Rebel field hospitals. Ben Raines had awareness of this turn of
events brought forcefully to himby Dr. Lamar Chase.

"Goddamit, Ben, you are spending nen's lives like |lead slugs in a penny
arcade. | have two field hospitals and they are both full to overflow ng."

Ben's eyes burned like shovel fuls of sand had been dunped into them He
stared blankly at his old

147 friend for a nonment wi thout registering the doctor's conplaint.
"Yes, | know," Ben said regretfully.

"Then what are you going to do about it? You haven't even | aunched an
assault as yet. The troops are spread too thin. W' re going to have

i ncreased casualties. There's a shortage of whole bl ood, bed space, and
nmedi cal personnel . "

Smarting fromwhat self-criticismtold him-that he was fighting a
| osi ng canpaign -Ben failed to guard his tongue when he responded to
Lamar Chase's criticisns.

"I haven't any choice. W have to break through Hoffrman's |ine and go at
themfromthe flanks or it's all in the toilet. Now, | strongly suggest,
Doctor, that you confine yourself to the healing arts and let the
strategy and tactical decisions be made by those qualified to nmake them"



Chase went white. Ben's harsh words deeply hurt himto his crusty soul
He turned on one heel and stalked to the door. There he paused to throw
wor ds back over one shoul der

"I -well, I -at |east you know how | feel."

Ben cursed hinself silently, eyes squeezed shut. He had not intended to
be so preenptive with his old friend. He was, Ben admtted, nmad at

hi nsel f, not at Lanmar Chase. He had a way of fixing that. He always felt
better when out mixing it up with the troops.

"Corrie, bunp West and tell himl'll be over his way in a short. The
first assault wave is to junmp off in twenty mnutes.”

Maj or Dieter Furst, known before his conversion to Nazismas Wally
VWhi ppl e, stared at the panting young Anerican Nazi standing at his desk.
"Their artillery has stopped firing, Mijor. What do we do now?"

148 Every bit as much a neophyte as the youthful stormtrooper, Mjor
Furst didn't know how to answer that. "They may have run out of
ammuni ti on. God knows they dunped enough on us." He gestured beyond the
command trailer.

Dust, flame, and snoke still hazed the air so thickly that visibility
had been reduced to thirty feet. Dazed men, not yet recovered fromthe
ferocity of the Rebel shelling, wandered aimessly around the small cut
between low hills that bordered U S. 85 at its junction with 1-25.

El ated that the terrible expl osions had stopped punishing his ears,

Di eter Furst hoped sincerely that the silence would go on forever. Then
a horrible new thought burst in his head.

"They -they wouldn't fire on their own nen, would they?" he asked
uncertainly of the shocked, silent nmen in the conmand center. Suddenly,
fearfully, he knew the answer. "They're coming! They are going to attack
us. You, Trooper, get out there and tell the sergeants to roust their
men out of their shelters.”

"I c-can't tell sergeants anything, sir,"
pl eaded.

t he nonpl ussed storm trooper

"That's right," Furst's rattled brain made himsay. He rounded on two
lieutenants, barely out of their teens. "You two, get out there and get

t hose sergeants' whistles blowing. Turn out all the nen to repel an attack."
Whi stl es began to bl ow al ong the Nazi positions. Men cane reluctantly
fromtheir hastily dug shelters. Many had been all but buried by the

ground heaves of the expl oding Rebel shells. They stood alone or in
clusters, dunbstruck and fearful of a resunption of the bonbardment.

What came instead were the feathery whispers of nortar rounds.

They fell as a sprinkle, then a shower, then a deluge. Wi zzing
fragments of shrapnel sliced through vul nerable flesh and nen screaned
their last anmid the sharp crack of exploding rounds. Right behind the
t hunderous hail of death cane a low roar, filled

149 with nmenace, that grew | ouder. The brutalized soldiers of the
Anerican Nazi novenent turned stark faces to the direction of this
clanmor and, in utter dread, witnessed the sw ft, ground-covering
approach of the Rebel infantry.



Sone of the quicker-m nded anong them | eapt to nan machi ne guns and make
an effort to save thenselves. Belatedly the sergeants kicked and bullied
the stormtroopers into some sort of order and directed defensive fire.

Ben Rai nes's Hummer careened around a shell hole with one rear whee
hangi ng over the rupture in the ground. Corrie | ooked back at Ben and
of fered the handset. She made a chastened little girl big-eyed expression

"It's Dr. Chase for you, Ceneral. And boy is he nad."

"This is Eag -" Ben began, but Lamar Chase already had his sails filled
and ran before the w nd.

"Listen to me, goddanmit, Ben Raines. You can't go out hot-roddi ng
around in the mddle of an assault. | won't let you."

Hot - r oddi ng? Ben asked hinself. At |least the testy old fart had gotten
over his hurt feelings, Ben nused. He wouldn't be on that tired old high
horse if he hadn't. He spoke with a prim schoolteacherish voice that he
knew aggr avat ed Chase.

"It seens that | amalready out here, Doctor. | don't propose to run
back t hrough what we've already encountered just to return to the CP."

"It's crazy, Ben. It's damfoolishness,” Dr. Chase hurled at his
conmandi ng of ficer. "You're going to get yourself killed. W can't
afford that. The Rebels need you, Ben. | -need you."

Enough of this, Ben thought. Next thing he'll be admtting he actually
likes me. "Get a grip, Lamar," Ben said gruffly, mnmoved by his old
friend s show of enotion. "Before | knowit, you'll be crying crocodile
tears and stomping on a hankie."
150 "You're a prick, Ben Raines,"
draining fromhis voice

Lamar Chase responded, the tension

"I's that anything Iike a schnuck, Doctor?" Ben asked lightly, recalling
t he outburst of the captured Anerican Nazi in the drive-in.

"Dam you, you always could push the right buttons. Have it your way,
Ben, as I'msure you will. But, damm it, nman, be careful."

"We link up with West in about five mnutes and 1'l1 have three
battal i ons around ne."

"I still won't rest until you're back here," the doctor groused. "You
tell that little lady that watches over you to make you keep your butt
down. Chase out."

Ben spoke to his team "That, boys and girls, was |ecture nunber one
t housand five hundred seventy-nine on covering the comrander's ass. |
want to gauge the caliber of men Hoffman has on this thousand-nile front
of his. And that means going in and mxing it up close and personal ."

"You mean get in their face, General ?" Beth asked sweetly.

"You got it, Beth. Wien we reach West, we go into Cheyenne to kick ass
and take nanes."

Wrd of the Rebel attack on Cheyenne reached General Field Marsha



Hof fman within minutes of the opening of the artillery duel. Imrediately
he sunmoned his staff. Striding about the roomin a posture he aped from
ol d, grainy black-and-white filns of Adolf Hitler, Hoffman muttered
darkly for a while, then came to a halt at a large situations map spread
on a plank table.

"Right here," he shouted, finger stabbing Cheyenne. "And only days after
we ran out the Rebels there and established a najor defensive position
Ben Rai nes nust have his entire arnmy with him He would not dare attack
so strong a position otherw se."

Col onel Webber cleared his throat, reluctant to bear further bad news.
"W have al so |ost radi o con-

151 tact with the detachnent in Laramie," he infornmed Hoffnman.

Hof f man | ooked like a man with an attack of apoplexy. After his face had
gone white, then red, and white again, he gasped out an incoherent
junbl e of words, some in Spanish, others in German. He kicked a table

| eg, then pounded a fist on the map. Then both fists. At |ast he

regai ned conmand of speech

"This has to be a diversion by Raines. He can't have w ped out the
entire force at Laram e. Maybe he's jamming the radios. It has to be
something minor. It nust be. But, if we cannot reach them by radi o, how
can we order themto reinforce Cheyenne?"

"W cannot, obviously, Herr Ceneral Field Marshal," Wbber felt
enbol dened to say. "There is nore, Herr General Field Marshal."

"What ? What el se can there be?"

"The -ah . . ." Wbber's face nolded into an expression of distaste,
"Alien Secretions are reported as havi ng engaged Raines on his way to
t he Cheyenne area. They were conpletely annihilated."

"Bl ut und Donner!" Hoffnan bell owed. "Blood and thunder,"” he repeated,
liking the phrase. "Can anything else interfere with our orderly progress?”

"That | do not know, sir," Webber replied quietly.
"I want," Hoffrman began with a wi de circular gesture over the map, "I
want every unit within a hundred niles of Cheyenne nobilized at once and
sent there."

"I'f I may suggest, Herr General Field Marshal," Webber cut in. "It mght
be that Ben Rai nes does not have his entire army with him W could be
seriously weakeni ng other positions to draw off so many nen."

"Cheyenne is the key. W nust hold onto that territory or the whole of
nmy plan goes awmy. | will have Cheyenne secured, gentlenmen. It is up to
you to see | have it. Dismssed."

152 "But, Herr-"

"No TDuts,' Webber," Hof fman snapped, a hand held up in caution. "By

expendi ng amunition and lives, the Rebels will be weakened and forced
on the defensive, fighting isolated guerrilla actions while |, the
brilliant Fuhrer-yes, | have decided it is tinme to claimnmny rightfu

title -while | conquer and subdue everything from Canada to the tip of



Baja California. Cheyenne drains the Rebels of blood. Cheyenne is the
pivotal point of a line that will extend our eastern border on Rebel
territory north to south fromM not, North Dakota, to Sanderson, Texas.

"Wth our American Nazis as a sound base, | can build an unbeatabl e
force to take on the rest of the United States in the spring. Go, now,
and get busy with all of this. Your Fuhrer has spoken

Col onel West greeted Ben Raines with a broad smile, then he produced a
worried frown. "I gather Tina has her neck stuck out quite a ways at
Laram e."'

"No nmore than usual," Ben disn ssed.

He knew that West and Tina planned to marry once the fighting ended for
all time. That day, the cynic in Ben told him would likely be far in
the future. West nade a good prospect. He was handsone, healthy, a dam
fine soldier, conpletely dedicated to the Rebel cause. \Wat disturbed
Ben about the relationship could be attributed to a factor that could be
traced back to the days of Ancient G eece.

A commander had to consider the chance that the enotional involvenent of
| overs serving in conbat units might cloud the mlitary judgnment of one
or both. Not that West had ever exhibited such instability, nor Tina,
for that matter. Just the opposite, in fact. Both had a fierce pride in
their professionalism Wst's next remark only reaffirmed that.

"I gather you're out here to get a |look at our eneny. |'ve detailed a
main battle tank and two BFVs

153 to acconpany you. Also a platoon of ny best.”
eye. "You' ve been talking to

Ben cut hima ginmet

Ceorgi and Lamar," he accused

"It mght be that we did discuss certain matters,"

West hedged. Then his personal concern entered the

picture. "Dammit, Ceneral, if you won't cover your

own ass, we have to cover it for you."

Ten minutes later, Ben and his teamset out in a

smal | convoy toward the black-shirt |ines around the

destroyed heart of Cheyenne.

Ti na Rai nes | ooked up fromthe map with a cold light in her eyes.
Unaware of Hoffrman's order to direct all available forces into the
battl e of Cheyenne, she saw this evidence of increased Nazi action
around Laramie as an attenpt to di sl odge her small detachment fromthe
airport.

She was right in part. The Puffs were down and drinking, Tina added to
her equation for holding the field. If they could get off again, before
a major assault, everything would be all right. Although the Nazis had

no idea of the airfield s inportance, they knew about the Rebe
occupation and would seek to neutralize it on the way to Cheyenne. She



had to consider that, also. It turned out she had |l ess tinme than expected.

Mortar rounds struck the grass median strips between runways and wal ked
toward the control tower and administration building. Light artillery
shell's slashed into the terminal, conpleting the destruction carried out
by Rebel troops during the canpaign to exterm nate the N ght People.

Canp unifornms mingled with the | oose, runpled outfits of Brodernmann's
regul ar SS. They canme in a deterni ned wave that spread out across the
runways and pressed in on the defending Rebels. Conscious of the short
range of her Sidew nder, Tina grabbed up an M 14 and set the selector to
single-fire.
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the chest of a screanming fanatic hal fway down the main runway. It didn't
get any better, she discovered as she continued to fire from her vantage
point in the control tower. Time to rel ocate, she decided when a nortar
round i npacted fifty feet fromthe slender concrete spire.

They had beaten back the first assault. Tina had noved the CP to the
hangar where the Puffs sat fuel ed and ready, but unable to take off.
Bodies littered the runways and shell hol es pocked the surfaces. The
Rebel s worked to make repairs during a lull in the fighting. They had
even managed to take a few prisoners for interrogation

What Tina | earned set her mouth in a hard line. It also verified what
their intel people had devel oped from ot her sources. Fanatical Americans
of the SS Hof f man Bodyguard brigade had joined forces with SS Brigade
Leader Brodermann's troops. She reached Ben with this information while
his recee detachnent swept along the Nazi |ines around Cheyenne.

"Real |y, Eagle, these homegrown Nazis are nore Gernanic than Hoffrman's
South Anerican variety. They all have German nanes, even those who are

of evident French, Irish, or Italian origin. They all chanted Sieg Hei

while we tried to interrogate one of them so | had the questioning done

i n another room They sang old Nazi songs, too. Still are, for that matter."

"Remenber ny order for no quarter," Ben rem nded her, tight-1ipped.
"Yes, sir, CGeneral Daddy, sir," Tina answered stiffly. She had never
liked killing unarned nmen, with the uniformexception of the creepies.
Never a Rebel had shed a tear over those sline.

"Knock it off, Tina," Ben grow ed, the cl osest he usually cane to harsh
di scipline of his children

155 "Yes, Eagle. | can see your point. W may have tine to get the Puffs
up if they get the corpses off the runway soon."

"Do so. | want a major assault to begin before nore reinforcenents reach
t hese bl ack-shirt bastards.”

"I's it that bad, Eagle?"

"Wirse. Hoffman is calling up people fromeverywhere and they are
streaming into the triangle held by the black-shirts. W' re taking nore
casualties all the time. So, hold what you've got, sweetheart, and get
those birds in the air."
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Tango Al pha One and his wi ngnan screamed down the runway nose to tai
and rotated smoothly into flying their craft. Small arms fire began

i Mmediately fromthe left side of the runway. A brief, shattering roar
froma door gun silenced that. At 20 rounds a second slapping into the
position of the hidden gunners, nothing living survived. The command
pil ot reached Ben Rai nes at Col onel Wst's CP

"Wl come to the party," Ben responded dryly. "W have forward air
controllers and guides in place." He gave the frequencies they would be
operating. "You'll work inward fromthe friendly panel nmarkers."

"Roger that, Eagle. Concentrate them and creamthem” Chuck sumari zed.
"I will be nobile after your first pass on this side. Eagle out."

Chuck Yount wondered what the general meant by that. Mobile from where?
To where? He shrugged it off and concentrated on flying his airplane. It
took only mnutes to approach Cheyenne. On the ground, Chuck coul d see
smal | figures swarm ng toward defensive positions. Time to ruin their day.

"Foxtrot Gulf X-ray, this is Tango Al pha One. Over."

"Tango Al pha One, this is Foxtrot Gulf X-ray. Cbserve orange narker
panels forward of all friendlies. |

157 have you in visual and am passing you on to Foxtrot Charlie One."

"This is Foxtrot Charlie One. Tango Al pha One, | have a fire nmission. On
a headi ng of two-eight-niner, pick up panel markers. Deliver free fire
to the north and east of those markers."

"Roger, Foxtrot Charlie."

"Your field of fire has a depth of 480 neters. You will observe tanks in
the northern quadrant of your fire zone. Sustain nmaxi mum autocannon fire
inthis area.”

"Roger. Enabling now "

Wth all systens arned, the lunbering C 47s becane deadly dragons. They
spit fire that scorched the Nazis below In the initial salvo, the Puffs
shuddered and appeared to cone to a halt in the air. I|ndividual gunners
pi cked up a rhythmto their targets and the illusion dissol ved.

Fromthe belly of Tango Al pha One, the 75mm aut ocannon opened up on a
conpany of main battle tanks, the superhardened shell casings easily
driving through the light arnor over the engi ne conpartnents. Tanks are
designed to take on the eneny face-to-face. Their thickest arnor is

| ocated on the face of the turret and driver's compartnment. Their
bellies and rear decks are vulnerable to all but small-arns fire.

So when the big gun hosed down the backsi des of the MBTs, they began to
erupt in nasty red bl ossonms, black-tinged harbi ngers of doom Diese
tanks went first, followed by the superheated anmuniti on magazi nes

i nside the arnored behenoths. The barrels of their main guns whi pped
through the air like skinny tel ephone poles in a tornado. Turrets

| urched upward, revealing sheets of orange-red flane frominside the
tank bodi es.



Slow y a nodi cum of control devel oped in the pandenoni um of the sudden
vi ol ent attack. Lines of tracers sought the slowflying G 47 Puffs. Chuck
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the skin of his craft. Unconsciously he winced. Gound fire could be a
bi t ch.

That which pierced the sides of the fusel age generally canme in at high
enough an angle to punch out the top with l[ittle harm done. Rounds that
raked the belly were another story. During the battle for Los Angel es,
Chuck had a door gunner who took a .50 caliber round through the foot.
The flight deck had a light arnor flak shield under the pilots, which
woul d stop small-arns and nearly spent .50s, but one of the latter could
produce the granddaddy of all crotch traumas. That's what bugged Chuck
as he altered course under direction of the forward air controller

"Fire mission! Fire mssion! Tango Al pha One, | have a fire mssion
Jesus, where'd they get all those tanks?" Taking a firmgrip on his
cavorting nerves, the FAC read off the coordi nates of a whol e col um of
arnor advancing to the north of the demplished city.

Chuck | eveled off onto the new headi ng and checked the expended-amp
i ndicator for the 75mm "Foxtrot Charlie One, we're down to twenty
rounds for the big gun. Over."

"Then cook them Tango Al pha One. Descend to | evel one-five-zero and sew
napal m al ong that col um."

Chuck gl anced back into what had been the cargo conpartnment. A quick
count of the ovoid gray containers produced a grin. "Roger that, Foxtrot
Charlie One."

At 150 feet, the ground fire became a sustained hail stormon the skin of
the Puffs. Risking their lives, the crew unl oaded napal m canisters in a

I ong, steady line. Rivers of flanm ng goo splashed al ong the col um of
MBTs, wrapping themin sticky, burning death. An abrupt, |oud clank from
the port engine nacelle jerked Chuck's attention that way.

Bl ack snoke began to pour fromthe cowing.

159 Quickly Chuck hit the fire extinguisher and cut the throttle. His
copilot feathered the prop. Regretfully, Chuck keyed his m ke

"Foxtrot Charlie One, we took a hit in the port engine. We're going to
have to abort. Over."

"They'll run right over us," the FAC protested. "W've hit themwth
everything we have. You're all that's hol ding them back."

Chuck hated it, but he had no choice. "Let nme check our base and find
out the status on the other two birds. I'lIl contact you before we're out
of range. Tango Al pha One, out."

Fromthe junp seat, the flight engineer |eaned forward and changed
frequenci es. Ri ght away the good news |eapt at them "Tango Al pha One,
where are you? We've been trying to reach you, over."

"You got nme. What's your ETA Cheyenne?" Chuck asked rapidly.

"Ten mnutes."



"We took a hit in one engine," Chuck told him W've turned back. Go for
it, ol' buddy." He gave the frequency used by the FAG and FAC and si gned
off. To the flight-deck crew, he confided, "It's going to be dicey

| andi ng. They may have hit the wheel, too."

"Nothing like landing on a flat tire," the flight engineer grunbled.

"W'll see."

Three mnutes later they flew by the incom ng Puffs. A w ng-waggle
greeting was exchanged and the aircraft bore on their separate courses.
The C-47 flew like a lead brick. Chuck fought the control colum and
throttle to nurse nore altitude. They were too high for the ground
effect and too low for a normal glide slope. Wen they | abored to 500
feet, he gave it to the copilot and contacted the tower.

"W're not in the tower anynore,"” Laramie told him "The black-shirts
nortared hell out of it."

"They came agai n?" Chuck asked.
"They're still here," cane the reply.
160 "We' Il make a pass and dust themoff, then we've got to |land."

A minute later he had the runway in sight. "Wnds at two-six-eight, at
fifteen, gusting to twenty, altinmeter three-niner-niner-five."

"Roger, Laram e." To the right-hand seat, "Gear down. Flaps thirty percent."
Servomot ors whi ned and the | anding gear | owered. Chuck would have sold

his soul for a look at the port wheel. Well, they'd know when he set the
bird down. One of the ground crew nmust be manni ng the radi o, Chuck

deci ded when the radio crackled to life.

"Both down and | ocked, | ooking good."

True to his word, Chuck led the two aircraft down the runway fromthe
west, both door guns blasting at the scranbling figures below. An APC
bounced on its carriage with the inpact of a hundred rounds. Parts began
to fall off. Then they were past the apron and over the threshold. Chuck
fought to bring about a snoboth 180 far enough out to pull off a normal
descent.

He sideslipped to line up the centerline as he crossed the threshold on
the way in. Lower now, |ower. The venerabl e Dougl as airfranme shuddered
violently as they dropped through two hundred feet. Now a hundred. The
runway streamed by below, littered with corpses. Chuck felt the | anding
with his fingertips. Lips tightly conpressed, he judged the right second
and flared out.

On a single engine, the overl oaded C 47 dropped the last few feet to the
runway |ike a stone. The plane lurched to the Ieft and a shower of
sparks sprayed out fromthe trailing edge of the wing. So much for
appear ances, Chuck thought. The tire was flat after all. Throttling
back, then powering up, he fought to keep the wounded craft from

gr oundl oopi ng.

Metal shrieked in protest. Vibration gave Chuck a quadrupl e image of



everything fromthe instrunent panel forward. Gradually the cripple
sl owed. An in-

161 tersection flashed past and Chuck made ready for the next. He never
made it. Wth a brief, mghty nmoan, the port gear strut gave way and the
Wi ngtip touched concrete. In a shower of cenent dust, the G 47 swung a
quarter-turn and came violently to a stop

"Switches," Chuck snapped. Blood trickled down fromhis forehead where
it had made contact with the yoke. "Everyone out. Qut now. "

Vehicles raced toward them At the sight of flanes crackling up around
the left wing, they stopped at a respectabl e distance. Chuck and his
shaken crew did a fast 220 dash to shelter behind the nearest APC as the
gas tank let go. They hugged the arnored side while a firecracker rattle
cane from detonating amunition. Another belly-shaki ng whoonph cane from
the starboard fuel bladder, then only the crackle of flamnes.

Chuck | ooked at the white faces of his crew. He wondered if he shared
their pallor. He forced a grin. "Like they say, any |anding you wal k
away fromis a good one."

For all their awesone ferocity, not even the Puffs could hold back the
surge of Hoffrman's bl ack-shirts. Shouting and singing Nazi songs, their
American counterparts led the way. Wen the flying gun platforns ran out
of ammunition and turned away for Laramie, the Rebels recoiled fromthe
advances made agai nst them

Ceneral Striganov wore a mask of bitter regret as his troops retreated
over ground hard-won only two days earlier. Colonel Wst and his
nmercenaries fought a holding action to the west of the Nazi lines. Ben's
R Batt functioned as a flying squad to plug hol es wherever they
appeared. Only one place benefited by the determ nation of the NAL to
hold onto their positions around Cheyenne.

Fi ghti ng renmai ned heavy at the Laram e airport, yet the eneny inflicted
fewinjuries and did little

162 damage. The Nazis that renmained to harass the ground crew refueling
the three remaining G 47s had only ancient 60mmnortars, and few of
those. Wen it got real hairy for Tina, Ben summoned Thernopo-lis.

"Therm | want you to take the Headquarters Conmpany and break out of
here. Get the hell on to Laram e and reinforce Tina."

Captai n Thernopolis | ooked concerned. "You nmean the whol e shootin' match?"

"Everyone. Leadfoot and Wanda, and Em| Hte, too. Take two Abrams with
you. It's a fifty-mile run fromhere, so take along a tanker truck."

"Good as done, General. But who'll be watching you?"

Ben cut his eyes to the short figure by the doorway of the nobile CP
"I'"ve got Jersey. \Wat else do | need?"

"Flatterer," Jersey griped, aware she was bl ushing.
Ther nopol i s and the HQ conpany reached Laram e an hour and twenty

mnutes later. They rolled along the drive to the |long-term parking | ot
in the mddl e of another assault by the scream ng Nazis. Therm coll ared



a harried-1ooking young corporal and asked where he could find Tina Raines.

He pointed to the parking ranmps in what used to be the general aviation
section. "She's out there. Cap'n Young got wasted and she took the
conpany. There's hell to pay, sir. Good thing you got here."

I nstead of the confusion of a hard-fought defense, Thernopolis found
cal mand order anong the fighting Rebels. Tina was with two pl atoons
maki ng ready for a counterattack. She seemed cool and | aid back to the
ex- hi ppi e.

"Daddy sent you," she accused when she recogni zed Thernopolis in his
conbat gear.

"W heard you had a |l ot on your hands. You don't look all that threatened."

163 "Even the best of all plans won't survive contact with the eneny.
That goes double for these Nazi scum They've been trying to take us
since we got here last night."

Emi| Hte came forward, tripped on the knee-level sag of his rifle

sling, and nearly bowl ed Tina over. "I have been sumoned by ny dear

friend and benefactor, Ben Raines, to cone to the rescue of fair

mai den, " he bubbled. "To conmenorate the event, | have created a new dance."

"Not now, Emil," Tina said, face squinched in reaction to this announcenent.

"Ch, but it is nost significant. A power dance, a sign that the A mghty
favors the Rebels. It will strike fear into the hearts of those heat hen
Nazis. They will turn and run at sight of it."

"Ch, no doubt," Tina replied dryly. "Likely, anyone would."

"I am wounded. Pl ease, O Radi ant daughter of the Great Ben Raines, |et
nmy peopl e performthe dance before you |l aunch this counterattack. And,"
Emi| added with a droll rolling of his eyes, "it nmight help to call down
your nortar cover on their anti-Senmtic heads while we do it."

Tina could not hel p Iaughing. "You old fraud. | suppose the thenme of the
dance is a nortar crew in action?"

Em | | ooked startled. "How did you know?"
"Because | know you, Emil. And what | didn't know, Daddy taught ne."

"Ch, poo! But you will let us do the dance?"

"They have snipers,"” Tina stated, one eyebrow raised archly.

"W have body arnor,"” Em | countered. "Cone, children,"” he called to his
troops, who | ooked |ike what they were, grizzled conbat veterans, rather
than the docile sheep of a guru's placid flock

Led by Em |, the former Children of the Eternal Light through Bl onm
spread out on the runways, in

164 the no-man's-1and between opposi ng forces. Looking self-conscious, a
young wonman - assi stant gunner on an M60 - produced a tanbourine and
began to shake it and strike the head with strong fingertips. A bongo
joined in. Two guitars made their appearances and produced the nel ody.



Emil|, standing in front of them |ed his conbat teamin the dance.

It came out sonething |ike a combination between the Shimy, with a
little Watusi and some Frug thrown in. Enmi| varied that with ungainly
leaps into the air, wists bent and fingers steepled together, pointed
downward. No doubt the nortar rounds, Tina snorted. Neverthel ess, she
ordered the nortars to open up.

The first sniper round took one burly dancer in the chest protector of
his body arnmor. He sprawl ed on his butt, a surprised expression |ighting
his face. He cane to his feet with an H& assault rifle at the ready.

"That does it. Enough, Emi|. Enough of this. | wanna kill Nazis," he
grow ed.

"Ch, spoilsport,” Em| pouted. "You'll get your chance."

Mortar rounds rained down in the Nazi assenbly area where a new assault
was being organi zed. One of the 81lmm bonbs nust have hit an amunition
truck. It it off with a tremendous roar while white snoke, flane, and
debris flewinto the air. At Tina's order, the three tanks with her
Iight conpany, and the one brought up by Thernopolis, surged forward.

Mai n guns barked and sent out gorgeous snoke rings, transfixed with
tongues of flane. The coaxial guns fired as the MI A Abrans MBTs
snorted and ground upward to maxi num speed. The Nazis had nothing Iike
them Their MBTs were nore |ike old Shermans. Mbst of them nounted 90mm
guns at maxi mum

One by one they were bl own apart by the husky Abranses. Panic infected
the infantry. Unheedi ng of

165 the scything effect of machine guns, they junped fromtheir
positions and joined the fleeing survivors of the nortar attack. At
sight of this, Tina waved an arm over her head, signaling forward.

"Let's go," she commanded.

The Rebels ran far enough to becone winded in their heavy body arnor. At
last the infantry closed with the black-shirts. Face twisted in fear,
one of the denoralized hatenongers turned on Tina with a savage roar.

She cut himdown with the last round in her M14. She bent and laid it
on the ground. Then she swung the Sidew nder around from her back and
drew back the bolt. At close range it did a better job, she reasoned. On
both sides the fighting raged.

Tina took stock and started toward the hottest center of action. She
chopped into two Nazis with three-round bursts that |eft them spinning
away to eternity. Another ran at her with an AK-47. The small bayonet on
its muzzle | ooked like a toy.

Uwi lling to be played with by the Iikes of that, she raised the

Si dewi nder slightly and plunked three rounds in the Anerican

bl ack-shirt's sternum He took two nore steps, dropped his weapon, and
spramed at Tina's feet. She heard a bolt fall on an enpty chanber and
turned that way.

"Damm, " a young Rebel panted. "I lost count."” He rel oaded as Ti na turned

her attention to the general situation,



It appeared that Emil's eager acolyte had gotten his wi sh. The feisty
little guru had been surrounded by desperate nen with flat eyes and the
drool of terror on their lips. Wat they didn't know was that it was
they who were surrounded. Emil's little band fought |ike wildcats. A
thick billow of snoke covered the action for a nonent.

When it cleared, Tina saw Emi| hopping fromone foot to the other and
prodding five prisoners with his rifle. A general silence began to fal
on the battle-

166 ground. Quickly, Tina evaluated the results.
"CGet the BFVs up here," she commanded. "We're going after them"”

Their chase ended with only a handful of poorly trained Anerican Nazis.
Tina's RT operator solved the nystery for her. "The SS received orders
to scatter and rendezvous |l ater. They're headed for Oregon to preserve
their nunbers.”

Tina | ooked at the pitiful remains of "Supernen" who crouched fearfully
on their knees, hands behind their heads. "All right. W get a breathing
spell. The Puffs took a heavy beating in that hangar. Check for me on

repairs." She started to walk off, to let the Rebel troops deal with the
prisoners, then paused, a new i dea bl oom ng. "Wen he hears about this,

| wonder what Daddy will decide to do?" she asked no one in particul ar
167

Ben Rai nes's decision on what to do cane easily and, to him seened

obvi ous and predestined. He ordered an all-out attack in the wake of the
devastation |l eft behind by the flying gun platfornms. The Puffs had
shredded the columms of reinforcenents. That |eft the already
shel I -ri ddl ed occupi ers of the Cheyenne triangle to overrun

"A piece of cake," Cooper had called it, earning a scow from Jersey.
"Don't be such a glunph,” she conpl ai ned. "You've been around | ong
enough to know what cornered rats will do." Her green eyes blazed. To
Ben, "W are not, | gather, going to take this one sitting down?"

Ben favored her with one of his brilliant smles. "Not at all. Coop,
have the Humrer ready in fifteen mnutes. W will, of course,"” he added
in a grunble, "have our usual shadows al ong."

A pl atoon from HQ Company, augnented by three MBTs and a pair of

Bradl eys, spent nuch of their tine spoiling Ben's fun for him At |east
that's the way he sawit. The artillery opened up just then, ending

ef fective conversation except that at the shouting level. Wth Jersey in
tow, Ben stalked out of the CP and headed for his arnored Hunmer.

Dr. Lamar Chase net him hal fway. "We're down twel ve percent of our
ef fectives, Ben," the nmedico conplained. "Wat was that old saw they
taught at
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ri ght?"

Ben gave Chase snmiling benefit of his wisdom "The troops they were
tal ki ng about weren't Rebels, Lamar. Keep that in mind. Can you scrape



t oget her any sick-call victins and wal ki ng wounded to man posts in the
rear?"

"I could," Lamar Chase began tartly, "if | was inclined to do so. Those
men are entitled to as rmuch care as the bed-ridden."

"Well, ny old friend, the tine has conme, as the Walrus said, to tal k of
other things. Please incline yourself to rounding up those fit for
l[imted duty. We're going to push those Nazi bastards out of the
triangle and send themrunning to Hoffman in O egon.”

"Casualties are heavy," Lamar returned to his own pronouncenment to
reinforce his determ nation to prevent conscripting of the |esser
injured. "But this is asking a lot of those men and wonen."

"And they'll do it, by god, because they're Rebels,"” Ben affirnmed.

Ceorgi Striganov opened the assault on the north and eastern sides of
the Nazi defenses. R Batt al so pushed fromthe east, against the bl unt
short side of the triangle. Colonel Wst cut through the thin line to
the south and swng around to attack fromthat direction. That opened a
corridor for retreat to the west. Ben knew that Tina pursued the
survivors of the airport battle in Laram e westward, with stragglers
headed for Cheyenne. Wth a little luck and some creative radio
operation, the denoralized black-shirt contingent night crash into their
bel eaguered conrades and each think the other the eneny.

Wth Tina gnawi ng on the rear of one unit, the inpression could be
created that the stragglers were in fact Rebels. Those fl eeing Cheyenne
m ght exter-

169 minate themw th m nimal expenditure of Rebel anmunition. Bal ancing
this and a score of other demanding details in his head, Ben Raines
started off to followthe first wave into the breech. R Batt struck

st ubborn resi stance at once.

"Eagle, we have a light battalion in strength facing us," canme the
report from Stan MDade

"Keep humpi ng, Falcon. W're right behind you and Georgi is going to
swing in behind us," Ben responded. "Let ne know when you break through."

Jersey cut shrewd, calculating eyes to Ben. "You figure to go in with R
Batt's |l ead el ements, Ceneral ?"

"Close to it, Jersey."

"Too damm close, if | know you," she grunbl ed.

"Now, Jersey, I'mfollowing the restrictions inmposed by subordi nate
commanders. |'Il put up with all these babysitters and | won't |ead the
initial charge. |1'mkeeping to the letter of the law, so to speak."

"Yeah, but not the spirit," Jersey gave acid tongue. "I'mwllin" to bet
you expect to be not nmore than two bl ocks behind the | ead squad."

"You heard the | ady, Cooper. Make it so," Ben announced with a chuckl e.

"Dang you, boss, you shoehorned nme again," Jersey conpl ai ned.



Al'l around Rebel s advanced, spread out as skirnishers. Squad control was
mai nt ai ned by hand and arm signals, while the radi os got a good workout
coordi nati ng pl atoon actions and above. The nortars wal ked in a short
fifty yards ahead of the advancing Rebel troops. A flicker of yell ow
flame fromthe basenent wi ndow of a collapsed buil di ng caught the notice
of a sergeant near Ben's Hunmer.

He directed his squad's fire on the machi ne-gun nest until his assistant
squad | eader | obbed a bl ooper round froman M 203. The firing pin of the
GLAD (G enade Launcher Attachnment Devel oprment) round

170 ignited the primer, which in turn set off the propel-lant charge,

whi ch devel oped 35,000 fp of energy. The high-Iow propul sion system
functioned normally and the burning gases expanded into the |arger
chanmber, which reduced the energy to 3,000 foot-pounds per square inch
Good enough to dislodge the 40mm projectile, propelling it through the
barrel with enough force to travel to the target at a velocity of 250
feet per second, with a right-hand spin of 37,000 rpm sufficient to arm
the fuse.

It struck the wi ndow casenent with a | oud crack, which got swallowed in
t he detonation of the grenade. Wen the snoke and dust cleared, the
machi ne-gun barrel |ay skewed downward and only dead nen sat behind it.
Ben Rai nes noticed and nodded approval

"CGood shot" he observed.

Ben's Hunvee | eapt forward, as Cooper nade an effort to catch the
advance squads of R Batt's assault. Fighting the wheel, Cooper careened
around shell holes and avoi ded exposed steel |-beans that jutted into

t he roadway from col | apsed buil di ngs. AH of these, Ben noted in passing,
had consi derabl e sign of rust. Mre Rebel handiwork in elimnating the
Ni ght Peopl e.

Chargi ng Rebel s recogni zed Ben's vehicle and gave friendly waves and "V'
signs of their confidence. When the expressions on Rebel faces changed
to surprise and worry, Ben tapped Cooper on one shoul der

"Better stop here and wait for our hand-hol ders. W' ve about outrun our
peopl e," he instructed.

Jersey bit back a sharp retort, but could not resist a pointy needle.
"About tinme you thought of that, boss. The next face we nighta seen
could have been ol' Herr Hoffnman's ugly puss.”

"I'"d be only too happy to get Field Marshal Hoffman in range," Ben
ri posted dryly.

Peter Vol mer thrust the handset away fromhis face 170

171 with enough force to make the RT operator stagger when it inpacted
his chest. "I have ordered every avail able Sturnmgruppe to the relief of
t he def enses at Cheyenne, yet our good field marshal denmands nore of
nme." He turned to his executive officer, Gerhardt Yodel, a scow
deepening his high brow "W are taking | osses far out of proportion to
t he Rebel strength. Three Standarten have been repul sed at Larame. W
can't afford to | ose three conpanies!" he shouted in unconsci ous
imtation of Hoffman's rages.

Yodel | ooked nonplussed. "Wat is it | should say? Qur nen are superbly



notivated, well-trained, their courage is beyond question. Perhaps this
final commitnment will do it. And, there is that other matter."

"Yes, of course,” Vol nmer calned hinself, the glitter in his eyes changed
fromanger to shrewdness. "Bring in Standartefiihrer Dracher. It's tinme
we enpl oyed our Werewol ves."

An orderly summoned the battalion commander of the special Werwolf en
unit. An organization of highly trained, totally dedicated soldiers,
they represented Peter Volnmer's extra ace in the deck. They had
undergone intensive instruction fromthe age of eight. Every one of them
was fanatically dedicated to Peter Volner and to Nazism A sharp rap on
t he door announced the arrival of Standartefiihrer Sigfried Dracher

"Cone, " Vol ner conmanded.

Wth a crash of hobnailed, glossily polished bl ack boots, the battalion
CO entered and narched smartly to a position precisely centered on

Vol mer's desk. Dracher's right armshot forward and upward in a perfect
Nazi salute

"Heil Hitler! Standartefiihrer Dracher, Sigfried Mannheim reporting as
ordered,"” he piped in a voice still unaltered by the advent of puberty.

Peter Vol mer returned the fifteen-year-old' s salute. "At ease, Dracher.
| am positive you shall be pleased by what | have to tell you. Your
battalion is being
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uni forms and equi pnent . "

"W are going to Cheyenne?" Dracher asked expectantly.

"No-0-0-0," Volner answered slowy. "Yours is a special mssion. One of
optimum inportance to our victory. You carry a high enough cl earance
that | can speak frankly. General Ben Raines is not going to stop with
Cheyenne. Ch, have no doubt" Vol mer hastened to add at sight of the
consternation on young Dracher's face, "Cheyenne is going to fall to the

Rebel s. After that, frommy evaluation of Ben Raines, | amcertain he
will not be able to stand still for the duration of winter. You and the
Werwol fen will remain on alert and nobile until it is determ ned where
next Ben Raines will proceed.

"It will then be your honor and duty," Vol ner revealed with relish, "to
nmove swiftly and with great cunning in effecting the capture of Ben

Rai nes. There can be no failure. | amcounting on you and your
magni fi cent young soldiers to do what many others have failed to
acconplish.”

Pride expl oded on Dracher's boyish face. "I am already greatly honored,
Herr Hauptsturnbannfiihrer. W will not fail you. | have been dream -er

devising plans that we could enploy to do that very thing. Thank you for
this trust and for the chance to prove our faith."

"Remenber," Vol ner cautioned. "No failure will be tolerated. Death
bef ore dishonor. For the Fiihrer and the Fatherland, Sieg Heill"

Resi stance intensified as the Rebels pushed the black-shirts back on
t hensel ves. The range had closed to the point that artillery and nortars
had to remain silent. That brought rejuvenated hope to the defenders.



Fi ghti ng becane hand-to-hand through the tunbl ed renmai ns of Cheyenne's
suburbs. It slowed the Hunmer containing Ben Raines and his teamto a
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pati ence evapor at ed.

"You have it in reverse, Coop? | can walk faster. Let's get out of this
thing, kiddies, and have a little | ook around."

"Now, boss," Jersey cautioned from beside him

"What's to worry? W have a platoon all around us, three MIAs, and
those BFVs. All I'msaying is | can keep track of what is happening
better if | can see where we're going, not where we've been."

In the usual manner, Ben Raines had his way. Jersey and Beth left the
vehicl e together, eyes alert, weapons at the ready. Ben followed, wth
Corrie at his side, while Cooper whipped the Hunvee out of sight anid
t he rubbl e.

"Where are we?" Jersey asked first.

"That's the junction of old U S. 85 and 1-80 behind us," Ben indicat ed.
"Which puts us in a suburban part of Cheyenne that must have contained a
shopping mall. We're on the edge of what used to be a large parking lot."

"When in doubt, shop," Beth muttered.

"Born to shop," Corrie responded with a giggle.

"What's all this nonsense?" Ben denmanded, ~fou are both too young to
know anyt hi ng about the conpul sion to consune that advertisers directed
at wonen before the Geat Var."

"But we had grandparents,"” they chorused.

"My grandnother told nme all about it," Beth carried on. "How the
merchants put up Christmas decorations the first of Novenber, the
cartoon shows - whatever those are -ainmed at nerchandi sing children and
creating demands for products. How every conceivabl e occasi on had been
turned into a holiday, conplete with a wide variety of greeting cards
and appropriate gifts to be purchased. And about how wonen were
encouraged to believe that the ideal stress reliever was a shopping trip
to the mall. And that there was only one organization that
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THEN, now. "

"Pl ease, don't add to the confusion,” Ben said, |aughing. "Let's spread
out and find whatever the advance squads |eft behind."

They found it al nost at once. Three cano-clad Anerican Nazis reared up
anong the fol ded masonry walls of the conplex ahead and opened fire. In
perfect order, Ben and teamwent to the ground and returned the favor.
Jacketed slugs struck sparks off the stone and stucco rubble and how ed
off into the sky. Right then, six nore black-shirts popped up to their

| eft and poured rounds into their exposed position

Sl ugs and chi ps of deconposed macadam fl ew past Ben Raines's face. The
bi g Thonpson in his hands bucked and snorted and two of the Sieg Heiling



bad guys in front of themwent down, drilled by .45 caliber |lead. He
gestured their direction for the team s benefit.

"W have to nove. Forward | ooks the best idea."”

Cooper's GAR-15 stuttered and another body fell, this time on their
left. Three Nazis junped up to race toward them Beth downed one, Cooper
another, the third did a Thonpson tango as Ben ripped his guts open. As
one, they cane to their feet. Boots clonped on the crunbling paving as
they streaked toward the sole, startled Nazi in their path.

He threw up his hands. H s weapon clattered in the rubble. "Sorry,"
Jersey said, tight-lipped. "No prisoners.” And shot him

Ri ght then one of the Bradley Fighting Vehicles caught up to Ben's
Humer. It sprayed the remaining Nazi trash on their flank and found
itself in a disagreement with a pair of the light tanks Field Marsha
Hof f man had assigned to Volner's American cruds. One of the 75nmm guns
flashed and the BFV went bright white inside, rapidly going through blue
to yell ow, orange, and red.

175 "Aw, shit," Ben murmured, choked up. "They died protecting nme." He
sounded for once as though he regretted his hare-brained adventuri ng.
"Yeah, and we'd better be hauling ass, boss,"
tanks can creamus in an eyeblink."

Jersey put in. "Those

Ben made a swift study of the hole out of which the American Nazis had
appeared. It revealed itself to be the crunbl ed side of a subterranean
vault. At one tine a bank had done business here in the mall. He pointed
toit with the nmuzzle of his Thonmpson

"Down there. My bet is it's a bank vault. If they don't see us, they
can't hurt us."

Secure fromthe view of the eneny gunners, Ben nade a qui ck apprai sal
"Pop a round fromtine to tine fromthat blooper, Coop," Ben suggested.
"Keep them around and interested, but at a distance. Because if that
Bradl ey canme around, the Abranmses can't be far behind."

From outside cane a frightful roaring as sone three hundred screani ng
Nazi fanatics swarmed onto the parking |ot.

176 |
Si xt een

Abruptly, as though cleanly sliced with a knife, the terrain changed. To
the west of the line of demarcation, early fall retained its light touch
on the land. On the other, winter had arrived with a vengeance. Tina

Rai nes | ooked on with wonder as big, fat flakes of snow fell all around
the colum. She had ignored those Nazis who had fled in the direction of
Cheyenne. Enough Rebel s had gathered there to handle a conpany or so of
denoralized troops. Her pursuit of those black-shirts who sought to
rejoin their conmades in the west had been conducted at full speed al ong
State H ghway 130. She had t hem now.

According to the last transm ssion fromthe scouts, speed and nature had
conspired to deliver the shattered stormtroopers into Rebel hands. Snow
had been falling for several hours here in the Medici ne Bow Muntai ns.



Ti na gauged the accunul ation on the | evel at about el even inches, wth
drifts to five and six feet. Up ahead, the scouts reported, drifts had
built to an incredible fifteen feet. Progress had sl owed due to the wet,
heavy bl anket of white.

It had trapped the fugitive black-shirts in the narrow pass between
Kennaday Peak to the north, at 10,810 feet and Medici ne Bow Peak to the
south at 12,013 feet. The highway to the west, already badly
deteriorated by years of neglect, had been bl ocked so solidly that it

177 woul d take days to clear it. Wth unscal abl e heights to both flanks,
they could only turn back.

And behind themcame Tina with two-thirds of her effective force. She
mai nt ai ned spotty contact with the Larami e airport. Although eneny
troops had been observed streaming by in the direction of Cheyenne, none
had engaged the lightened defenses around the terminal. Repairs were
proceedi ng on the Puffs; at last report, nearing conpletion. They shoul d
be back in action in time to kick the living crap out of the

rei nforcenments being sent by the head Nazi. A quick gl ance ahead showed
Tina the long, curving approach to the pass.

"Let's halt here and get everyone in their white canp-covers,"” she directed.

Li ke a |l azy snake, the Rebel vehicles pulled to the verge and the troops
di smount ed. Their breath form ng plunes of white vapor, they dug into
equi prent bags and came up with hooded bl ouses and baggy trousers of a
neutral white color. Pullover covers for their hel nets cane next.
Properly outfitted for the conditions in the Medici ne Bow Mountains, the
seasoned Rebels took advantage of the break in the long ride to relieve
t hensel ves and a few to |ight up snokes.

O her preparations went on al so. From side conpartnents of the trucks,
the drivers produced | arge canvas bags, heavy with tire chains, and
hydraulic jacks. Wile the Rebels stanped feet and swung arns to relieve
stiffness, the drivers set about affixing the driving aids to the rear
wheel s. Tina chafed at the delay. Then produced a rueful snile

"They' re not going anywhere," she spoke aloud with cold satisfaction
"What's that, Col onel?" her RT operator asked.
"Not hi ng, Vargas. Just an observation on our eneny up ahead."

Silvia Vargas eyed her COwith admration. "You are always so ... calm
Every tine, conbat nakes my pantal oncitos too small." She suppressed a

gi ggl e.

178 Tina Raines rarely shared girly confidences but felt conpelled to do
so this time. "Me, too. My panties sort of shrink up in the crotch."

Bi g-eyed at this revelation, Silvia blinked. "Really? It never shows .
that you are scared, | nean."

"Silvie, we're all scared, every time. The trick is that we try I|ike
hell to keep anyone else fromknowing it. You cane up with that | ast

repl acenment roster from Base Canp One. By then the fighting was all but
over, and we enjoyed two nmonths free of engagenents. \Wat you've seen in
this campaign so far is mld, conpared to what we're about to walk into.
Even a little house mobuse will turn on you when cornered.



"I want you to stick to me like a second skin," Tina changed the

subj ect, drafting her plans as she spoke. "In the folds of these
nmount ai ns, conmuni cations are going to be the key. W won't be able to
see our people across the way. The terrain and this snow will cut

visibility to about two hundred neters.™
"That's bad," Silvia observed.

"No, that's good," Tina countered, and explained. "The eneny won't see
us, either. If we do this right, it could be a cakewal k."

Relieved, Silvia smled. "You nake it sound easy."

"This highway is a bottleneck. W'll use two of the M| As as a stopper
flank the Nazis, and blast hell out of them before they figure out where
we are located. Now, | want to talk with the platoon | eaders. Cone al ong
with ne."

Tina and Silvia wal ked along the line of trucks, APCs, and arnor. Tina
sumoned t he subordinate troop | eaders and they gathered at the rear of
t he convoy. Tina addressed Captain Thernopolis first.

"I"mplacing you in command of the arnor, Therm Keep one pl atoon of
headquarters with you to seal the way out. Leadfoot, those scoots of
yours won't be any good in this weather. Take your people up on the
sl ope of Medicine Bow Peak and flank the eneny. Wen the right tine
cones, | want you to cone down on them

179 with the full effect. You know what | nean. 'Run, the barbarians
have broken through the walls of Rone,' that sort of thing."

G&inni ng, Leadfoot nodded. "I gotcha, Col onel Lady. W'll handle it, no
sweat . "

"Scrounge sone whites. Those bl ack | eather jackets make you stick out

i ke bears hunting a place to hibernate." To the other platoon |eaders,
"Li eut enants Strongbow and Harnon, take your people to the north side of
the pass and flank the Nazis in the same way. Carry anything not heavy
enough to nake noise."

"I can horse a couple of eighty-one m ke-m kes up there," Strongbow
urged. He thought of the |Iong-ago tinmes when his Hunkpapa Sioux
ancestors had fought the Blackfoot in these nountains. Now, he believed,
he was fighting somewhere significant.

Ti na thought a nmonent. "Two nen on each baseplate. W don't want any
noi se. The diesel engines on the MIAs will keep their attention fixed
down this direction. W want to keep it that way. Now, when everyone is
in place, the Bradleys will scoot forward to a position just short of
exposi ng thensel ves. The tanks will advance to where they can angle
rounds over the rise and into the saddle of the pass. Fire will lift in
exactly five mnutes. W'Ill push forward fromyour positions, Harnon,
and here at once. Fire fromthe Brad-leys' fifties and chai nguns will
provi de grazing cover.

"When they start to break and run, that's when the CGoths attack Rone,"
Tina pointed out with a nod to Leadfoot.

Leadf oot's nustache waggl ed i n anusenment. "Well go through themlike



-what was it that old general said? -crap through a goose."
"Don't be too efficient,” Tina warned. "You m ght overrun and come under
fire from Harnmon's pl at oon. ™

"COkay. No problem W'Ill keep shootin' an' shoutin' and herdin' them

this way."

"You got that right, Leadfoot. The idea is to drive themon the arnor
and the troops held in reserve. W

180 can finish themeasily that way. Go back and brief your nmen."

Ceneral Field Marshal Hoffnan, Fuhrer of the Henmpbspheric Reich

(sel f-procl ai ned), and commander of the New Army of Liberation
Expedition (North) sat up with a stricken expression. He had left strict
instructions never to interrupt his |late-afternoon nap. He fought to

wi pe the tendrils of sleep fromhis brain, which spun with the terrible
news he had this mnute received.

"What ? This cannot be! | will not allowit to be," he shouted, froth
formng at the corners of his twi sted nouth. "W cannot, nust not, |ose
Cheyenne. "

"W haven't as yet, rnein Fuhrer,” Col. Rupert Herd, the G, hastened
to reassure the leader. "The report is of a full-scale attack, with

resi stance crunbling. The bul k of reinforcenments sent by Col - er -
Haupt st ur m bannf uhrer Vol mer should be arriving at any nonment. They wil|
be fresh and will repul se the Rebels easily," he added confidently.

"They had better," Hoffnan responded petulantly. "Wy hasn't Genera
Brodermann's SS struck the Rebels and driven themfromthe field?"

"You ordered themto fall back and hold the high passes, nein Fuhrer
And to meke ready for the southern probe."

Recol | ecti on awakened in Hoffrman. "Yes, so | did. You did well to awaken
me, Hertl. Go along now, I'Il join you in the communi cations center
shortly."

"Have you any nessage for the commander at Cheyenne?"

Hof fman's smile had a bl eak nature. "Ch, yes. Tell himto hold on, under
pain of court-martial and the firing squad."”

In a matter of seconds, Field Marshal Hof fman woul d have nore bad news
to digest.

181 "Open fire," Tina Raines said tightly into the nouthpiece of her
radi o handset.

H gh-vel ocity 120mm mai n guns on the M| As barked with their
characteristic ringing blast and sent snoke rings lazily into the
snow- cl ogged air. Jetting gases fromthe nuzzle brakes sent snowfl akes
to dancing in spirals. MIlions of the lacy lanellae w nked into steam
in the trenendous nuzzle bloom Quickly as new charges could be ramed
hone, they bell owed again. The 4-inch nortars on the BFVs added their
own counterpoint to the big guns. Charged with the tension of the
nonment, Tina waited out the five mnutes of the bonbardnent.



In the inpact area, terrified Nazis kicked, gagged, and screaned out
their lives; Shells burst with shock waves powerful enough to dislodge

t he heavy | ayers of snow above the summit of the pass, where they had
become bogged down in drifts. It cleared tree linbs in tw nkling
cascades. Bits of shrapnel buzzed, npaned, and whirred through the

under brush and the huddl ed soldiers with equal indifference. Detonations
echoed off the nountain peaks until they becane one bl ended catacl ysm of
doom sound.

"Cease fire," Tina announced when the second hand of her wristwatch next
clicked up on the twelve. "Strongbow, open up with your nortars.
Machi ne- gunners, pick your targets carefully. Bradl eys, take your
positions." Tina paused and took a deep breath. "That does it here. |I'm
going forward."

Her executive officer took this in with a disapproving frowm. Then he
shrugged and cocked a | opsided grin. He'd | ong ago decided that all the
Rai nes's were battl e-crazy.

Tina, with a three-man bodyguard, strode purposefully toward the crest
of the rise that overl ooked the area of the pass where the Nazi troops
suffered terrible punishment. Silvia Vargas stuck to her CO cl oser than
a shadow. By the tinme Tina reached a vantage point, the Bradl eys had
slewed into position. The big .50 cali -

182 bers began their deep-throat runmble. Then the ringing clatter of the
30mm chai nguns spooling up to operating speed reached her ears. Vibrant
with the excitenment of battle, Tina Raines |ooked down on the result of
her pl anni ng.

Dark figures lay sprawl ed grotesquely in the show, which had been
stained fromlight pink to dark red around them Fully two hundred
fighting nmen remained on their feet. Mirtar rounds dropped out of the
aft ernoon sky and cut down nore of them The machi ne guns scyt hed
through their ranks with awesone finality. Here and there Tina saw

i sol ated centers of disciplined activity.

From one of those, a man-shape energed to kneel in the knee-deep snow
and |l evel a long tube over his shoulder. Flame spurted backward from his
position and Tina instantly saw what to expect.

"Button up!" she shouted warning to the gunners in the BFVs as she dived
for the protection of a snowfilled roadside ditch

Two gunners made it in tine. Although it did themlittle good as the
rocket - propel | ed grenade slammed into their vehicle and its shaped
charge sent a jet of burning gas through the Iight arnor. Fragnments of
shrapnel killed the pair on the nearer Bradley an instant before the
first exploded in a thunderous crash and ball of flane.

Chunks of netal mpaned by overhead and Ti na ducked low in the ditch
Then new fury claimed her. She rose, knees shaking and stal ked t oward
t he undamaged BFV.

"You bastards," she growl ed, eyes fixed on the rocket gunner who was
bei ng rel oaded by a crewran.

Tina negotiated the three external steps in a smooth, |inber econony of
noti on. Her ninble fingers unhooked the harness of the chai ngun operator
and let himslide down the hatch. Quickly she took his position and



swung the multibarrel weapon toward the Nazi marksnan.

183 Expl osi ve 30mm shells churned ground across fifty feet as Tina
tracked him then they struck home in flesh. Literally bl own asunder

t he bl ack-shirt cartwheeled through the air in several directions, his
RPG a dented, usel ess tube of netal on the bl oody snow. Wth telling

ef fect, she hosed down the rest of the crew and externinated that strong
point. Still firing at a new point of resistance, Tina slapped a pal mon
t he inside of the hatchway.

"Take me down there," she conmanded.

"Wait," Silvia yelled fromthe side of the Bradley. "You said to stick
with you and I'mnot halfway up this thing."

"Hold it a mo' for my RT," Tina relented

Silvia joined her, and they jolted over the crest and down the road
toward the enbattled Nazis. "Wat should I do?" Silvia Vargas asked,
bug- eyed.

"CGet that man out of there and take the Fifty," Tina told her. "You can
shoot, can't you?"

Pride lighted the young Mexi can- Anerican's face. "Qualified expert on
all our machi ne guns," she responded.

"Then let's go hose down some supernen,” Tina quipped.

Harnon's Rebel s had gotten into notion by that tine. They streaned out

of the tree line to the north, firing in short bursts as they ran

downhill to the pass. Those bl ack-shirts with enough wits about them

t hrew grenades and took defensive positions behind their stranded vehicles.

Actual Iy doing sonmething served to rally them They steadied down and
began to inflict casualties. Then the big Rebel MBTs runbled into view
at the high point of the road east. Footsoldiers flowed around them and
started down on the unnerved Nazis. A bull-roar came unexpectedly from
the sl opes to the south.

"Hot damm, boys!" Leadfoot shouted. "Let's go scrag Nazi ass!"
Hooti ng, yel ping, and wailing, the Sons of Satan

184 poured down on the thoroughly denoralized black-shirts. Penned in by
snowdrifts and arnor, faced on three sides by advancing infantry, the
American crud of Vol mer's comrand deteriorated into panic.

One | ess-feverish noncomjudged rightly that the smallest unit comitted
agai nst them cane fromthe south. He assunmed conmand of escape-mnm nded
Nazis near his position and | ed themthat way.

They closed within a few feet before they realized that the how ing
madnmen were not nerely swinging their arns around over their heads.
Their gl oved hands held |l ength of motorcycle drive chain. Studded with
razor bl ades, these inprovi sed weapons brought quick, bloody ruin to the
bol d sergeant's pl an.

Bl ood spurted and Nazis fell, withing and shrieking on the ground. Here
and there anong them rifles and pistols cracked a final farewell to the



sl ashed and hel pl ess bl ack-shirts. Wen the | ast one had been rendered
harm ess, Leadfoot rallied his followers.

"Fun's over, boys," he informed themin a stentorian roar. "Now pick
your targets and fire slow- ah-ly. Fire slowy," he repeated, conscious
of the hard hours he had put in in secret with Thernmopolis to work on
hi s manner of speaking. Hell, it weren't no crime for soneone to try to
i mprove hinself, right? Down bel ow he saw t he undamaged Bradl ey
advancing into the teeth of the l[ast resistance.

Tina and Silvia slashed swaths across the desperate and fri ght ened

bl ack-shirt troops. The Bradl ey afforded them fair protection, except
for grenades, Tina rem nded herself. She lined up on five Nazis who took
careful aimand fired with cal mcontrol. The 30nm chai ngun rattled their
death knell and fell silent.

Gradually the entire pass quieted. The acrid odor of powder snoke and
coppery bite of blood scent filled the air. In less than five mnutes,
only the noani ng and screans of the wounded could be heard. Tina's exec
brought her a count.

"We |ost twenty-five KIA forty WA. There's about
185 ninety-five Nazis unharned, a hundred twenty-one total alive."

Silvia's voice cane small and wonder-filled. "Wat nmakes them hate us
so? What could twi st someone to join such a sick, terrible thing?"

Suddenly, Tina realized that Silvia asked a question she had never had
fully answered. Curious, she disnmounted fromthe Bradl ey and wal ked to
where the prisoners had been corrall ed behind some barbed wire hastily
strung between trees. She notioned to one with officer's pips on his collar

"I"mcurious. You appear to be a reasonably intelligent person. You're
cl ean and careful in your appearance. Wiy did you throw in your ot with
t hese | osers?"

"Why not ?" he snapped. "Wat choice did any of us have? Do you renmenber
back before the G eat War? Renenber how t he governnent conspired in acts
of genoci de agai nst the white race?"

"What are you tal king about?" Tina asked, truly ignorant of where this
m ght | ead.

"Quota hiring, for one thing. Had to be a nigger to get a job. Got hired
ahead of nore-qualified white men. Look at the welfare fraud. Bl ack
bitches gettin' fat and sassy on noney taken out of our pockets. Lived
in better places than npbst whites. There was quotas for schoo

adm ssions, too. My kid couldn't go to nedical school because sone
jigaboo who couldn't add two and two and conme up with four thought he
wanted to be a doctor. The last straw for nme, |[ady, was when the courts,
even the Supreme Court, issued decisions that inplied one could not

di scrim nate agai nst whites. That what woul d be consi dered

di scrimnation agai nst other races was the just deserts of white nmen.
And the unrestricted flood of foreigners brought in, put up, and
supported on wel fare, free medical treatnent, taking jobs, taking places
to live, and spreading all sorts of exotic diseases everywhere. And no
one dare conplain."

Tina had heard it all before, in one version or an-



186 ot her. What pained was that she, |ike her father, agreed on sone

i ssues. Where these whiners and conplainers differed fromthe Rebel way
was in the solutions they had chosen to apply. She told this specinmen as
nmuch.

"Then why do you not | eave these degenerate, race-m xi ng Rebels and join
the only True American Way?" he demanded, the capital letters evident in
the zeal with which he delivered his words. "W're going to win, don't
you know that? Sieg Heil!"

Stifling a shudder as though she had touched sonething sliny, Tina
turned a cold stare on the Anerican Nazi and gestured to a Rebel trooper
nearby. "Take himaway and ... do the usual."

"Away where?" the Nazi demanded

"We're going to process you like we do all other eneny prisoners who
refuse to be enlightened,” Tina told himblandly.

"How s that?
"By firing squad," Tina stated with a calm conposed face.
187 Sevent een

Sil ence had held over the i mediate area for a good fifteen mnutes. Ben
Rai nes took the handset fromhis ear and peered thoughtfully at the
patch of blue sky visible through the rubbl e-guarded entrance to the
vault where they had taken shelter. The news he had received appeared to
have energi zed him

"Looks |ike we can get out of here soon. Estimates are we have pacified
about two-thirds of the triangle. | have to tell you," he went on
grunpi ng at the circunmstances that had put themthere, "I feel like an
idiot, sitting it out in here while everyone el se does the fighting."

"Look at it this way, Ceneral "Jersey appealed. "It gave you a chance to
test your theory that the Rebel army would function equally well without
you. "

"Don't get cheeky with ne, Jersey," Ben grow ed. "Damit" he expl oded a
second later, "lI'magetting to sound |like an old fogey. Al right, they
cl obbered ny bodyguard pl atoon and had us pinned down here. Nothing we
could do about that. Too many reinforcenents coming in for the

bl ack-shirts. So why am | so pissed?" Ben gave a |opsided grin and cane
to his feet. "Let's pull up stakes and go find soneplace where there's
still some action.”

Cooper nade it to the top of the ranp of dirt and debris that led to the
breech in the wall. Hi s head had barely cleared the opening in the three
foot thick slab of

188 concrete and rebar when he dropped flat, nouth open in shock

"Holy shit, there's about five hundred scream ng Nazis out there."

"What ? Let nme see," Ben demanded.

He crept up the incline on hands and knees. Slowy he raised his head



for a clear sight. Ben's eyes wi dened as he took in the swarm ng scene
in the parking lot. Mre black-shirts had sonmehow gotten in behind the
Rebel advance into the Cheyenne triangle. Now they boiled over fromthe
streets and the interstate onto the cracked and frost-heaved bl ackt op of
the parking lot. Quickly, Ben | owered his head.

Not fast enough, he di scovered when a shout roused the mlling Nazis
out side the bank vault. "Over there, | just saw sonething nove."

"A rag," some unseen black-shirt ventured. "Or a wild
"No. It looked like a head, with a helmet on it."

"A dead guy?" a distinctly Boston accent asked.

"No, it moved, | tell you. |I'm gonna go see."

"We' || cover you," his fellow Nazis offered.

Boot st eps crunched over | ong-ago-broken glass and the crisp weeds of
sumer, to grow |l ouder as they approached the caveli ke opening into the
vault. Ben eased his Thonpson into position, then thought better of it.
He slid the Desert Eagle .50 caliber out of his holster and

t hunb-sl i pped the safety. A head, shoulders, and torso flashed through
his field of viewtoo quickly to make note of characteristics. Then

di senbodi ed cano-covered legs filled the space. Ben tensed.

Bent | ow, the young Nazi peered into the rent in the vault wall. H's
eyes went wi de and he opened his mouth to yell. "By god, there's someone
here, all ri -"

Ben's .50 Desert Eagle made an enornous roar and cut off the hail to the
other black-shirts. The fat slug entered the Nazi's head through one
cheekbone and spl ashed the inside of his helmet with the contents of his
skulI. The body had barely fallen to one side before the

189 ground around erupted into geysers of dirt. A crackle of small-arns
fire followed. Ben propelled hinself backward to | and hard on the fl oor
of the strongroom Two slugs inpacted at the spot where his head had
been a nmonent before.

"Bring a grenade," one Nazi demanded. "Hurry. Place may be full of them'
Trapped. The entire team had last, individually characterized, thoughts.

Betrayed, Jersey thought. Screwed by the fickle finger of fate. I'll
never get to know if Ben Raines has any feelings for ne besides trust
*and | oyal ty.

It isn't right to die like this, Beth fought against destiny. | wanted
children, a hone.

Fucki n® Nazi scum Cooper blazed in his hel pl ess anger. | hate having
shit like that finish me off.

Vell, hell, we should have noved out earlier, Ben blamed hinself. Then
the crackle of static on Corrie's radio distracted his thoughts. Eagerly
he reached for it while his team kept up sporadic fire to discourage any
cl ose approach by the Nazis.



"This is Eagle," Ben said, dry-throated.

"Eagle, this is your Magic Dragon," cane the laconic voice of Chuck, the
C- 47 jockey. "Oficially that's Tango Al pha One, with two little chicks
at ny side. W be one minute out. Any idea what we should do?"

"That | do, Dragon." Quickly Ben gave a heading that would take the
Puffs obliquely along the mall and parking |ot.

"Make that two-zero seconds, Eagle."

Ben could al ready hear the drone of the big radial engines. The sweetest
sound in the world, he rejoiced. Jersey ran her magazine dry and
searched for a fresh | oad. Ben put the Thonmpson to work in |oud,

puni shing bursts. Half a heartbeat later the world turned into bedl am

Steel, copper, and lead rained down fromthe Puff. It cut a swath high
wi de, and handsone through the press of eneny personnel. Its deadly
ar manment hanmer ed

190 and yanmered. Body parts levitated and fell back to smoking ground.
American Nazis died in generous quantity, screaming in hate and pain to
the very end. When the cacophony of Rebel shells ended, only the cries
of the dying could be heard. Chuck's call was answered at once by Ben

"We, ah, managed to suppress your problem Eagle. W're gonna go over
and he'p out your friends. Then we be gone from here back to Base Ganp
One, by way of Wchita to give these crates a drink. It took a long tine
to patch holes in themand then the icing started when we rolled them
out of the hangar. Oh, say, ice stormand snow on its way here from
Laram e. ETA about twenty minutes. Y all take care, now, hear?"

Big white fl akes descended in undul ating curtains on the hushed expanse
of the parking lot. Odd, Ben Raines thought, only the first week of
Cctober and it | ooked to be a heavy snowfall. He recalled the old,
hackneyed barb about Woning. "lI'd like to spend the sumer there this
year, but |I'm busy that weekend."

Al ready a pristine blanket of white settled on the cooling corpses of
the Nazi aggressors. Ben surveyed the astoni shing nunber of dead |ying
in fan-shaped rows, the narrow part nearest the vault he and his team
had so recently occupied. He didn't need close calls |like that. Engine
racing, a Bradley sprinted up and halted sharply, to rock briefly on its
undercarriage. The vehicle conmander | evered his way up through a hatch

"Ceneral Striganov's conplinments, sir. The triangle is secured. Prisoner
count is taking place now. Ch, and the general found this in the
headquarters CP. It's addressed to you."

Ben took the flat, rectangul ar package fromthe sergeant and studied it.
H s nane had been witten in precise strokes on one surface. Woever had
put it there was an acconplished calligrapher. Then he saw that the "s"
in Raines |ooked Iike an "f' with the back half of the

191 crossbar broken off. German script, Ben recognized.
"Thank you, Sergeant," Ben returned to the matter at hand. He opened the
parcel and frowned. It contained an old videotape. "Do you know whet her
Ceneral Stri-ganov found the equi pnent to operate this thing?"



"Yes, sir, he did."
"Wait one, then. W'|l get saddled up and follow you back to the eneny CP."

Twent y-seven minutes of dodgi ng burning Nazi equi prent, shell holes, and
ot her obstacl es brought Ben and teamto the forner black-shirt comand
post. Gen. Georgi Striganov greeted his commander affably and directed
hi minside. Jersey took her usual position, eyes sharply gaugi ng every
possi bl e troubl e spot. CGeorgi pointed to a relatively normal | ooking

tel evision set, although as a breed they had been effectively extinct
for ten years. A slight oddness in the position of the controls, and a
brand nanme as foreign to Ben as the |language in which it was witten,
revealed its South American origin. Beside it sat a VCR

"When | saw these, | figured fromthe weight that you had received a
vi deotape, Ben. | left it up to you to find out what it contained."
"Then we'd better get to it," Ben said as he approached the equi prent
and inserted the tape in the slot.

Mermory served Ben as he turned on the tel evision and VCR He set the
recorder and TV to channel 3 and punched the play button. Nothing but
bl ack-and-white snow. He tried channel 4. Sane result. On inspiration he
tried 13. Blue sky and the rugged terrain of Woming cane onto the screen

"How did you figure that out?" Striganov asked. In the days before the
Great War, when VCRs were plentiful, only nenbers of the nomenkul tura
were permtted to own themin the old Soviet Union

"You need a neutral channel for VCR feed," Ben expl ai ned, as Nazi troops
flashed onto the nonitor. Then he snorted with amusenent. "I figured
that since in the bad old days the Latinos would rather die than copy
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sel ection.”

Ben put the tape on hold and gestured to the manned conmuni cati ons
station. "Ch, before we get into this, do you have a link to Base Canp One?"

"Of course."

"Good. Have your RT bunmp Cecil Jefferys for ne." The call went through
quickly. "Cec, this is Ben. The Puffs are on their way home. They did a
fantastic job. Pulled ny spuds out of the fire for sure. | want you to
have a bottle of your special, rare, hundred-proof, twenty-year-old
bourbon waiting for the command pilot and his crew when they reach there."

"It pains ne to part with it," Jefferys joked. "But, considering the
circunmstances, | think I can make the sacrifice. Good news on Cheyenne.
Ceorgi has al ready advi sed ne."

"You do that, Cec. And how s the exercises going?"

A spate of profanity followed. At last Cecil Jefferys gathered his

breath to snap, "You don't want to know | tw sted an ankle on the
treadm || yesterday, and it took a threat to send the doctor off to
Al aska to keep from being shoved into a bed again. |'ve already started

the wheels turning for resupply. If you have secure airfields, you can
expect the first within nine hours.”



"Good. W need that," Ben responded. "You take care of yourself, Cec.
Eagle, out." He turned back to the television and started the tape.

Cold outrage grew by the mnute as those inside the CP watched. The
firing squads and hangi ngs for captured Rebels they expected. \Wen it
got to the garrot-tings, Ceneral Striganov exploded with fury.

"Borjenoi! Kotorohye solip' shim"

VWhite-lipped with rage, Ben spoke tightly. "They're sons of bitches al
right, Georgi Al exandrovich. And it's about time we treated themlike
the rabid dogs they are.™

Scenes of torture and degrading forms of execution followed. They so
upset Beth and Corrie that they excused thenselves fromthe conmand
post. \Wen the
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t hough he was, felt the hot bile rising in his throat. Hoffrman's

m nister of information had in mnd provoki ng Ben Rai nes into making
some rash, ill-conceived bl under

Far fromthat, what he acconplished was to awaken the fires of hell in
Ben's eyes. Very carefully, conscious will at nmaximumto control his
deneanor and words, Ben sifted alternatives and courses of action

"Prisoners? How many do we have?" he asked in a choked voi ce.
"Close to six hundred eighty," Striganov answered. He had trinmed down
some in the last few weeks, Ben noted idly. H's broad Ukrainian face
reflected all the angui sh that racked Ben

"Term nate themall. Every |last one. No. Save enough to drive truckl oads
back to Hoffman."

"Ah, General, there were sonme wormen and chil dren anong the survivors.
Families of the officers," Colonel Wst offered cautiously.

Ben's icy stare unnerved the mercenary colonel. "The kids nine and under
go back to Base Canp One. All the others . " Ben started to pronounce
their death sentence, then plucked out a possible advantage they m ght
represent. "They can acconpany the drivers back to Hof frman. What they
have to tell the other wives and children could prove useful to us." He
paused to suck in a deep chestful of air. "My initial order stands: no
prisoners, no quarter, no nercy for all of Hoffman's goddamed army. No
exceptions."

"That mght be a bit rough on the Latinos anmong the rank and file," West
pr obed agai n.

"Let it be!" Ben snapped. "They can either assassinate that son of a
bitch and return to their own countries peacefully, or die with the
rest. Because, gentlenen and ladies, | intend to make Field Marshal
Jesus Di equez Mendoza Hof fman pay nore dearly for this than even that
sadi stic kraut bastard can imagine."
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| mredi ately, Ben Raines settled into a conmand conference. He scribbl ed
notes on a Base Canp One version of a yellow | egal pad while the various



unit commanders assenbl ed. In consideration of size, the neeting
convened outside the Nazi CP. After receiving verbal reports on the
condition of men and equi pnent, status of supplies, and prelinmnary
results of prisoner interrogations, Ben consulted his |ines of squiggles
and began to outline the new plan of action

"It appears we will be able to conduct the mmjor portion of the gane
pl an as devi sed. From here on, we hit on the flanks. Roll up the eneny
lines in fast, hard strikes. To assist that, I'mcalling up al

gunshi ps, Puffs, and two-thirds of our fixed-wi ng air-ground support and
interceptor aircraft. Each of you is to designate and fully brief
forward air guides and controllers to liaise with them Questions so far?"

"\What about food and nedi cal supplies?" Dr. Lamar Chase asked.

"On the way. We hold everything east of here, and now t he Cheyenne and
Larami e airports. Expect the first cargo flights in - " Ben glanced at
his watch. "Seven hours forty mnutes, give or take fifteen mnutes.
Lowboys will be leaving to bring up additional tanks, to be enployed in
the southern half. These nountains don't nake good arnmor country.”

"What about the weat her?" That from West.
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altitudes may be another story. There is no snow, according to |lke
McGowan, from Denver south. Real Indian sumer weather through all the
central and southern plains. Back to the high passes. W' ve secured
Medi ci ne Bow, but it is blocked westward by drifts. If you' ve no further
guestions, we can get on to troop dispositions.” No one made a coment.
Ben | ooked at his notes and began again.

"Take note of this one change. Headquarters Conpany is staying on the
assault. Therm | want you to take your conpany, Leadfoot's bikers, and
Emil's followers and push on to Shoshoni on US 20/26. There, half, under
Leadf oot and Wanda, are to turn south on State 135 to secure the

Ri verton area. Make a note and respond accordingly. There is a
Shoshoni / Arapaho reservation near the town of Riverton. Any people stil
there may or may not be friendly to the Rebel cause. If you can recruit
them nore than better." Ben paused and refreshed hinself froma bottle
of crystal-clear cola that bore a South American brand nane.

"Ceneral, are you going to be with us?" Thernopolis took the opportunity
to ask.

"No. My plans now are to head south toward the Denver area of operation
and link up with ke McGowan. | can coordinate fromthere wi th good
commo and be able to move with R Batt as a quick-reaction force where
needed. "

Thermopolis frowned. "Then what are the rest of us to do?"
"Ah, here cones the best part," Ben said brightly. "Thermopolis, you
will take the other half of your conmmand and proceed from Shoshoni
north, pushing the remmants of the SS ahead of you, to the town of
Thernmopolis. That's right,"” Ben added with a chuckle, "Thermopolis is
going to Thernopolis."

"There ain't no justice,"” Thernopolis wail ed.

Bet h appeared at Ben's side. "Bad news, Ceneral. Colonel Gay's vehicle



struck a land mne just outside the
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and has six broken ribs and a dislocated hip. A Doctor Hutchinson at the
MASH unit says that the colonel is out of it for the duration.”

Ben's scowl could have nelted titanium "Danmit. O all tinmes." He
sucked in air. "A'l right. Buddy to take comand of Dan's battle group
and becomes XO to General lke. They are to proceed as ordered. | will be
in Denver within two days. Anything el se, Beth?"

"No, sir."

"Thank goodness for that. W'll get on with this. Georgi, you wll
advance northward, rolling up the Nazis all the way to the Canadi an
border. Use 1-25 as your main line of conmunication. | want the entire
northern sector closed off and secured with units on every east-west
road within two weeks."

To Col onel West, he instructed, "You are to continue west on 1-80. It is
obvi ously the best supply line open to Hof frman due to the weat her

Spread out, and whenever contact is nmade with the eneny they are to be
reduced. Don't worry about getting spread too thin. Wthin three days,
Col onel Danjou's French Canadians will be in position to assist you."

This time, Corrie and Beth came to Ben's side. They wore worried frowns
and held a commo flinsy. Ben noticed them and reached for the nessage form

"What now? Oh," he cut off at notice of a familiar nane. Silently he
read on. A shake of his head acconpani ed a heavy sigh

"More bad news, it seems. Is this the conplete text?" he asked.

"Yes, sir. As much as came through. The transni ssion was froma | ong way
of f and badly broken up,” Corrie explained.

"I'l'l read it,"” Ben told his comanders. " 'Hoffman's Nazis have hit us
hard, many | osses. Myving north.1 It's from General Payon down in
Mexi co. | gather he nmeans Rasbach when he says Hoffman, but it's all one

in the same. W have to do sonething." He paused, thinking
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conmanders. At |ast Ben raised his head, jaw set firmy in a sign of
deci si on.

"Corrie, have the teamready for inmedi ate departure. Stan," he said to

R Batt commander MDade, "I want R Batt ready to nove out in half an
hour. Level Three alert status." To the curious, concerned expressions
of the rest, he enlightened them "I'm going south to help out ny old

friend, Ceneral Raul Payon."
200 Book Two

201 Wiile the man who called hinself Fiihrer of the Western Hemni sphere
and the Fourth Reich, Field Marshal Jesus D eguez Mendoza Hof f man,

pl ayed hi de-and-seek with the Rebel army of Ben Raines, the ol der and
wi ser General Frederich Rasbach fled the United States for sanctuary in
South Anerica. General Rasbach found conditions markedly changed in the
nmont hs they had been gone.



In Venezuel a, Brazil, Argentina, Uruguay, Bolivia, Paraguay, and Chile,
t he people had risen up and overwhel ned the State Secret Police
(Servicio Secreto)-which Hoffman had wanted to call the Geheine Stoats
Pol i zei (Gestapo); fortunately, as Rasbach saw it, the Reich

Bundest a-gen of all Nazi countries didn't agree - and the civilian
government. For a while anarchy reigned in the streets of R o de

Janei ro, Buenos Aires, Val paraiso, Mntevideo, Asuncion, and Sucre.

General Rasbach's return at the head of a division and a half of
seasoned troops quickly ended that. Over the next two nonths, he set
about restoring Nazi authority, although his heart was not in it. For
all the posturing of his father and grandfather before him Frederich
Rasbach had al ways harbored a secret belief that Nazism |I|ike al

soci alist regines was essentially flawed. H s grandfather had been high
up in ODESSA (Organi sation der ehemaligen SS-Angehorigen), as had his
father. Their ar-

202 gurents for racial purity and the superiority of the Aryan race
failed to convince young Frederich

But he was a loyal and dutiful son. He joined the youth organization
|ater the Secret Army Organi zation (SAO, which becane the National Arny
of Liberation. Now, duty dictated that he nust restore order, fill the
ranks of the New Army of Liberation, and return to extricate Jesus
Hof f man from t he consequences of his folly. General Rasbach quickly
noted an oddity in his dual role.

Restoring Nazi power and recruiting an arny seemed to work at
cross-purposes. No sooner had his stormtroopers subjugated the people
of one netropolis and recruited fighting men, to nmove on with the arny,
than the canpesi nos rose up again and ousted the Nazis in government.

H s bl ack-shirt divisions received such a hot reception in several areas
t hat General Rasbach was forced to wite themoff. At |east tenporarily,
he told hinsel f.

In the end, he had rallied scattered troops, to add to recruits, put
together three divisions, with arnor and artillery support. Popul ar
sentiment still waxed so strongly against the Nazi regine that Rasbach
took ship at once, to land in N caragua.

He had intended to transit the Panama Canal and come up the west coast
of Mexico and the United States, securing territory for Field Marsha
Hof f man as he went. He found the canal in the hands of anti-Nazi
partisans. So on to a nore-synpathetic climte. \Wich he found anong the
former Sandi ni stas of N caragua. He | anded there while the Rebels with
Ben Rai nes recovered and resupplied after their final onslaught against
allies of Hoffman's NAL. Hi s hosts greeted his arnmy warmy, if a bit
apprehensi vely. They, too, had naintained a cadre fromthe old days and
schooled their children in Marxist revolutionary theory. After tactful
negoti ati ons, they easily accommopdated the differences between

Mar xi sm Leni ni sm and National Socialism CGen. Frederich Rasbach had
found a new hone.

203 One that he used as a staging area for a return to Mexico. H's
forces sailed from Puerto Cabezas, around Cabo Gracias a Dios, and on to
Veracruz, Mexico. There he | anded agai nst slight resistance while Ben
Rai nes chased Nazis westward across Kansas and Nebraska.

"I amnot a Zachary Taylor," he announced, knee-deep in the surf during
the initial assault landing. "W are going to keep this country for



our sel ves. "

Spear headed by arnmor, CGeneral Rasbach's divisions nade a blitzkrieg

sl ash across the narrow wai st of Mexico. Wth secure bases on both
coasts of the country, his arnmy turned north. Wiile the Arerican Nazis
fought desperately against the attacking Rebels at Cheyenne, Cenera
Rasbach spread his forces out on the Plain of Guerrero to face the arny
of General Raul Francisco Payon.

Monument al |y courageous in their defense of the homnel and, the soldiers

of CGeneral Payon offered stiff resistance. In the first day of fighting,
CGeneral Rasbach lost two reginments of relatively green troops. Staggered
by the carnage, he drew back and formrul ated a new plan. Sending all of

his arnmor and a third of the remaining troops eastward, General Rasbach
swung theminto position to nake a flanking attack in depth agai nst Payon.

Two days went by with only mnor skirm shes and probing actions. Then
Rasbach's two tank reginments and three of infantry worked their way
westward. Traditionally, General Rasbach opened the engagenent wth
artillery. The Mexicans fought as well as they could, trading round for
round of heavy shells. When counter-battery radar |ocated the Mexican
enpl acenents, Rasbach ordered his nassed arnor to nove on them and rol
up the Mexican positions.

"Por Dios y patria!" the Mexican troops cheered, and threw thensel ves
onto their attackers.

By nightfall of that day, Cheyenne had been surrounded. The Mexi can
def enses south and west of Mexico City crunbled. Through persona
charisma and

204 brilliant planning under stress, Gen. Raul Payon maintained a |arge
degree of order over the withdrawal. For all of their haste, the
retreating Mexican arny left devastation in their wake. The eneny woul d
get little benefit fromwhat they took

CGeneral Rasbach pursued relentlessly. Accepting a cal cul ated ri sk,
CGeneral Payon elected to halt the arny's flight on the Plain of

Chapul tepec. General Rasbach's advanced units arrived three hours later
The Mexican artillery, already disturbingly | ow on anmunition, opened at
once. When CGeneral Rasbach, a student of history, heard of this, he
marvel ed at the simlarity to that | ong-ago battle in the sanme place
agai nst the American invaders under Taylor. He made nmention of it at his
staff conference early the next norning.

"Well, gentlemen, if the Mexicans insist on playing out an historic
battle froma century and a half ago, the least we can do is oblige
them If only we had sone Marines."

"Pardon, ny general?" his G 3 asked diffidently.
"Marines," Rashbach was reported as replying. "The American
Expedi ti onary Force sent the Marines agai nst the Mexican defenders of
Chapul tepec Castle in 1847. Beat themrather severely, or so the history
books say. | rather expect that we shall do even better."

They did so, and quickly. By |late afternoon Chapultepec had fallen and
the victorious soldiers of General Rasbach bl ew through the deci mat ed
ranks of General Payon's Mexi cans and headed out of Mexico City on a
rapid drive for the border
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"And Caesar's spirit, ranging for revenge . . . cone hot fromhell,
shall in these confines with a monarch's voice cry 'Havoc!' and let slip
t he dogs of war. "

Wn Shakespear e,
Jul i us Caesar,
Act IIl, Scene 1

Back in the saddle, and running true to form Ben Raines nade pl ans on
the fast drive to the Denver AO. Denver was weak, barely hol di ng agai nst
t he Rebel mi ght Buddy Raines threw against it. It would fall in a day,
Ben estimated. He would be there to see it.

But not to stay for |ong. Col orado Springs was back in Rebel hands;
Puebl 0 no | onger existed. That left all points south yet to consider.
Bet h handed Ben the latest intel sheets and he thunbed through them
qui ckly, speed-readi ng the highlights.

Hof fman's regulars of the NAL, a good hal f of Broder-mann's SS, and a
pestil ence of American Nazis had established nests in Santa Fe, Santa
Rosa, and Al anobgordo, New Mexico. Fromthere, they cut a line to E

Paso, Texas. They also controlled Raton Pass from Trini dad, Col orado,

t hrough the mountains to Raton, New Mexico. A dam lot of territory. And
all of it, until recently, secure Rebel country.

"Hof fman's worse than a plague,” Ben nuttered to
206 himsel f.
"What's that, General ?" Beth asked.

"Ch, ah, nothing, Trixie," Ben responded, using the nicknane that had
becorme an in joke between them

Recently, Ben had bl undered upon Beth alone in a copse of southern

M ssouri birch. She had been trying on long-forgotten civilian clothing.
The cut and styling was blatantly feninine. Wen Beth saw Ben, she |et
out a startled yelp, then recovered quickly.

"Trixie McQiire at your service, sir," said Beth coyly, batting her
eyes. "Wuld you buy a girl a drink, mster?"

The incident had been all but forgotten by both. Trixie had stuck. Now,
Bet h produced a nocki ng pout and indicated the yell ow pad on whi ch Ben
scri bbl ed. Ben sighed and nodded.

"Just deciding how many Nazis we are going to have to kick hell out of
to reach Raul Payon. The answer is sinple. Too dam nany."

Beth cut eyes to the situations map on one wall of the mobile CR "You
got that right, General. If Hoffman hadn't picked up so much of this
American crud, we could walk through themin three days."

Ben smiled gently at her confidence. Her belief in the Rebels
notw t hst andi ng, general and specific know edge was what made the



di fference between private soldiers and generals. G ven the best
possi bl e scenario, Ben knew, it would take nore |ike two weeks with the
forces he woul d have at his disposal

"Maybe so," he offered tentatively. "If we had the whol e Rebel arny at
our backs."

"Cof f ee, boss?" Jersey put into the conversation

"Yes, gladly. When we shift to the Hummrer, that's one luxury I'll niss.
Coffee froma thernos, rather than hot and fresh," Ben | anent ed.

He sipped gratefully and i mediately set to marking down the force he
woul d organize in Denver. The R Batt of course, with its five conpanies,
one of M 1A Abranms tanks, plus the two Apache gunships on trailers and
six 4-inch nmortars on BFVs. In Denver he would send Buddy's
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Colorado 71 to Rocky Ford and La Junta, then cone at Trinidad fromthe
northeast, on U.S. 350. The R Batt, and a third of |ke's conmand, would
proceed south on 1-25, toward Trinidad, while lke would | eave a small

force to hold Denver and take the rest south on U S. 287 into Ckl ahonm,
then turn west to take Raton. Wth the pass secured, they would join
forces and advance on the Mexican border. It would do, Ben decided. Barely.

Ceneral Field Marshal Hoffman could barely contain his fury. Not only
had they | ost Cheyenne, but his inconpetent intelligence people had | ost
contact with Ben Rai nes. \Were had he gone? How many of the cursed
Rebel s went with hin? Where woul d he show up next?

"This is an inpossible situation. Get Haupt-sturnbannfuhrerVol mer here
at once. Fly himhere," General Field Marshal Hoffnan demanded.

"I'mredi ately, nmein Fuhrer"” Col. Hertl gul ped.

A nervous runner fromthe comunicati ons van appeared in the doorway. "A
nmessage, nein Fiihrer," he blurted. "Denver is under attack."

"What!" Hof f man expl oded. "I npossible. There aren't enough Rebel s out
there to overwhel mus at Cheyenne and i nmmedi ately assault the Denver
area of operation.”
"The message, sir," the unconfortable Gefreiter, or private, nuttered as
he extended the flinsy.

Col onel Hertl snatched it fromhimand handed it to Field Marshal

Hof fman. Hi s dark eyes scanned it quickly. "Light probing actions," he
read al oud. "Sporadic sniping. Patrols anbushed." He turned a glittering
gaze on the other staff officers. "It appears to me to be nothing nore
than guerrilla action by some of the survivors of the Rebel outpost. If
it is no wrse than this, we can ignore it for the tine being."

Col . Joaqui n Webber cleared his throat. "I beg your
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never, never ignore anything involving Ben Raines."

Hof f man | ooked thoughtful for a noment. "Yes, of course. Qur primry
objective is to |l ocate Ben Raines. Then elimnate him That is why |
want Vol ner here. He has a plan, he says, that should work perfectly.



Whil e we pursue that, we can afford not to worry about Denver."

Ben Rai nes knew all about the Nazi defenses in the Denver area before he
got there. So, his orders were brief and to the point. "Reduce them" he
stated coldly. "No quarter. None are to escape if at all possible.™

Buddy Rai nes and | ke McGowan spent a day covertly positioning their
battalions. Then they struck with a ferocity not seen since the canpaign
agai nst the N ght People. Artillery shells nmade railroad ripples through
the pale blue sky to crash into the nountain-rinmed valley that once
housed the maj or popul ation center of the entire state of Col orado.

One woul d think that with the destruction forced on the Rebels by the
creepies, nothing would be left that could burn. Not so. Piles of rubble
took flame, as did Nazi vehicles and three anmunition dunps. These
|atter soon erupted in thunderous expl osions that rocked the basin. The
vaunted Mle High Gty becane a charnel house.

For the Nazis trapped there, it nore resenbled a crematorium

H gh- expl osi ve rounds alternated with incendiary projectiles. Then
right on the heels of the wal king barrage, yow ing Rebel soldiers
charged the remnaining bl ack-shirt positions.

"We're nmaki ng headway, Ben," lke McGowan reported delightedly. "Another
hour and we'll have suppressed all resistance.”

"Good. Keep at it," Ben responded fromthe Hunmer. "We're following R
Batt into the southern sector."

"Keep your head down," |ke advised. Ben's soft
209 chuckl e answered him

A bl ackshi rt-manned MBT spun on one tread around a | ow mound and braked
abruptly. The turret motor whined and the main gun swng to engage the
target. The gyro-stabilizer kept the inmage in the sight steady although
the carriage of the tank still rocked fromthe sudden maneuver and
equal ly rapid braking. Carefully the gunner tightened the focus and
lined the crosshairs exactly on the | ow, squat vehicle that darted
across open terrain ahead of the tank. H's thumb reached for the fire
button that would blast the Hunvee out of existence.

Only a fraction of a second of consciousness renmai ned to the gunner
after his brain recorded a loud, nmetallic clank against the side of the
tank. Then a streamof molten netal and fiery gases blewinto the turret
froman inch-diameter hole that had been forced through the skin by the
shaped charge of the ERI X antitank missile, fired by an alert Rebel

Bl obs spun around the circular walls of the cupola, and the amunition
stores ignited with a trenendous roar. The main gun slamred up and down
an instant before the entire turret took off Iike an ungainly vulture.
Inside the Humer, Jersey lightly tapped Ben on one forearm

"I think that kid out there just saved our bacon, CGeneral."
Attracted by the explosion, Ben eyed the denolished tank and nodded
slowy. "If we were into the practice of giving out nedals, he'd get

one," the Rebel general remarked.

"Right now, I'd like to take himby the ears and hang a big ol' lip |ock



on himthat would use all his pucker power," Jersey informed the team
Cooper wanted to say sonething about preserving that on tape for
posterity, but his unexplainable timdity around Jersey prevented it.
Ben suffered fromno such conpuncti on.

210 "why, Jersey, | thought you only kissed cows."

"There's a lot you don't know, bossman," Jersey qui pped back. The high
pl anes of her face, accented by a frane of dark hair, glowed with

m schi ef and once nore rem nded Ben he suspected she had sonme Apache
bl ood i n her background.

"Cooper, take us sonmewhere from which we can see the action,” Ben conmmanded.
"After that tank, General, | think we're close enough to the eneny.
Maybe go hi gher? That knob ahead | ooks good."

"Do it," Ben accepted.

There had been houses there once. Expensive, exclusive suburban homes of
the elite of Denver's upper-Ilevel executive class. A cracked roadway |ed

to a cul de sac that had accommpdated five houses, two on each side and

one at the apex of the circle. A decorative fountain had one tine

sprayed water in the center of the paved drive-around. No doubt snall
children had splashed in its basin on hot sumer days, Ben surm sed.

While their older brothers and sisters cavorted in the quartet of

swi mm ng pool s that gave evidence of their forner existence by crunbled
tilework and depressions in the ground behind four of the denvolished houses.

Ben directed Cooper to park in front of the |largest pile of rubble.
Jersey got out first. She gave the area a quick check and stepped aside,
M 16 at the ready, and nodded an okay to Ben to energe. Beth stepped out
on the opposite side, her heart-shaped face turned to survey their

backtrail. Corrie lugged her radio along as she exited. Taking the |ead,
Ben brought the team around one side of the big house at the end and
they | ooked down into the basin. Shells still fluttered overhead to fal

into the basin.

Pl unes of snoke and debris rose in huge columms as the rounds detonated.
Ben swung his extended armin an arc. "They've been driven back on

t hensel ves. That should create a nice confusion," he observed. "W'IlIl go
down there, where those tanks are slugging it out. By the tinme we get
there, lke's |ead elenent should be well into

211 their assault."”

"Ceneral," Jersey protested. "You ask nme, | think we've got a good pl ace
right where we are. W can see everything that's happening."

"But not clearly, Jersey," Ben contradicted. "W mght as well be a mle
behind the Iines as up here."

"Ceneral, there's a vehicle headed this way," Beth advised him a slight
edge in her voice.

"Qurs or theirs?"

"Theirs, | think."



"Ch, great,'
them™

Cooper conpl ained. "And us with no way to go except through

"A remar kabl e i dea, Cooper,'
just that."

Ben said lightly. "Yes, | think we'll do

"Huh?" Cooper blurted. "W don't know what they mght be carrying.”

"The question is, do we want to stick around and find out?" Ben
bant ered, exhilarated by the prospect of a fight.

"There's nore of them on foot, conming up this side of the knob," Jersey
warned. "Looks to be about fifteen of them"

"Back to the Hummer, folks," Ben cheerily suggested.

Returned to the light arnored vehicle, Ben and his teamhad only time to
take their weapons off safety before the careening truck slewed to a
halt sone fifty yards away. It spilled men onto the ground who opened
fire before they could take aim

Bul | ets cracked over Ben's head and he took a firmgrip on the old

t hunder - banger in his hands. The .45 slugs fromthe Thonpson stitched
across the chests of three Nazis at a cost of only el even rounds.
Cooper, kneeling behind the notor conpartnent, |oosed a 40nm grenade
fromhis blooper. It detonated on the stake side of the truck. Thin
shreds of shrapnel whizzed through the air and flesh with equal ease.

Men screamed and threw up their arnms, to topple facefirst in the dirt.
Ben di spatched the remaining pair with two 3-round bursts fromhis
Thonpson. One Nazi,
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relentlessly, his eyes fixed on the tall, rangy figure of Ben Raines.
Ever so slowy he eased his rifle into position

Never taking his gaze off Ben's crouched frame, he worked the butt into
t he pocket of his shoulder and blinked oily pain sweat fromhis eyes.
The front sight blurred slightly and the black-shirt silently cursed it.
Then the picture cane into sharp focus. He took a deep breath and began
to take up slack on the trigger.

Before the hamer could trip and drive the firing pin forward, Jersey
pul ped his head with a sustained burst fromher M16. H's first dying
spasm set off the rifle and sent a round cl ose over the top of Ben's
| eft shoul der.

"Thanks," Ben curtly offered to Jersey.
That left themwith tine to take up new positions and change for fresh
magazi nes. Then the scream ng Nazis crested the top of the knob and ran

toward Ben and team across the scraggly, unkenpt |awn of the big house.

"Wl come to the party, assholes,” Jersey spat as she sent a short burst
into the lead three bl ack-shirts.

A smal |l bl ack spheroid flew fromthe hand of one to bounce on the | awn
and roll a couple of feet closer to the Hunmer. "G enade!" Cooper shout ed.

Everyone ducked behind the Humvee and t he hand bonb expl oded a second



later. Fragments rattled off the light arnmor of the general -purpose
vehicle and scarred the paint. Ben wet suddenly dry lips and cut his
eyes to the Nazis. They had bounded to their feet and rushed dangerously
close to the Hunmer. He chopped at themw th the Thonmpson until the
fifty-round drumran dry. In a snooth, agile nove, Ben rested the hot
barrel against the side of the Hunvee and drew his .50 Desert Eagle.

Hs first round splattered a black-shirt thirty feet fromthem Hi s next
two crippled anot her hatenonger. He could see the glint of desperation
in the eyes of the next Nazi he shot.

Fel l ed as though a switch had been turned off, the dead
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next round into a screamng face not ten feet fromwhere he stood. H's

| ast round ended the uneven contest by blowi ng away the back of a Nazi's
head who, had he had a bayonet on his rifle, could have skewered Ben
with ease.

Ben | ooked around at the unnoving bodies. "Well, that's over," he panted.

"Ceneral, you still want to go down there?" Jersey asked dubiously.
"OfF course. What are we waiting for?" Ben told her, enjoying hinself.
214

Peter Vol mer clinbed fromthe cranped rear seat of the two-place,
Argentine-made Bl anca. Painted silver, it bore the black cross enbl emon
the fusel age and swasti ka on the vertical stabilizer. He stepped onto
the ranp of a small airfield gouged out by Nazi engi neers near the

spaci ous ranch house at Wallowa Lake in Oregon. He was greeted by
General Field Marshal Hoffman.

"Heil Hitler!" Volner saluted his | eader

"Hell," Hoffman responded idly, then instructed this nost-powerful
American Nazi. "Ch, by the way, it is Heil Hoffman, now | have deci ded
to take up the mantle of ny true position as Fiihrer of the Wstern

Hem spheric National Socialist Aliance."

"Uh! Ah - congratulations, nmein Fiihrer" Volmer stamrered. "The world is
ripe for a strong | eader. You have sunmoned ne for sone nmatter of grave
i nportance, mein Fiihrer?"

"Yes, | have. W'IlIl discuss it over cakes and coffee. Conme to ny
headquarters. "

Ten mnutes later, an orderly served strudel and kaf-feekuchen to an
unconfortabl e and inpatient Peter Volner in Jesus Hoffman's of fice. They
stood to lose a rare and inmportant opportunity, Vol mer thought, by
frittering away time on these anenities, as though it were 1938 in

Berlin. Fromthe way Hoffman ramnmbled on, Vol ner knew that the newly nade
Fiihrer took hinself seriously in this matter. Jesus! Cakes and coffee while

215 the Rebel s consolidated their victories at Cheyenne and Denver. At
| ast Hof fman got around to the business at hand.

"Tell me, er, Brigadefuhrer,"” Hoffman slipped the promotion in slyly,
"what exactly is this plan of yours to rid our Reich of Ben Rai nes?"



Vol mer raised eyebrows. He had not m ssed the change in rank. Equal now
to Brodernmann, eh? Well, so be it. He had worked hard, nmade sacrifices
for the Party. And his nmen had fought well, all things considered.
Gane-pl aying and politicking didn't suit Peter Vol ner, but he decided it
to be the best course under the circunstances.

"Did | hear you correctly, nmein Fiihrer? Brigadefuhrer? I - | am honored."

"Your men nunber enough to qualify as a brigade," Hoffman said
expansively. "At least they did before . . . Denver. But no matter. |
had decided to pronote you, so | shall. Now, please enlarge on your plan."

"Thank you, nein Fiihrer. It is my intention to enploy ny Werwol fen, in
fact they are already shadowi ng the colum of Rebels, |ed by Ben Raines,
that is noving south out of Denver."

"Excellent. Go on."

"Wth all due respect, nein Fuhrer," Vol mer shot his gaze around the
room at the staff officers, "I feel that this is so sensitive a plan
that it rmust remain classified H ghest Secret. That way we are assured
of success."

Hof f man under st ood at once. He nodded and addressed the staff. "If you
gentlemen will excuse the Brigadefuhrer and nyself?" After the

di sgruntled staff had filed out of the room Hoffman | eaned forward in
anticipation. "Now, tell me, Volmer. Tell ne everything."

Qui ckly and concisely, Peter Volmer laid out his grand scheme for
sharing Ben Raines in an inescapable trap.

Denver had gone well. The Nazi enclave in the Denver Basin had fallen
with mniml |osses for the Rebels. By
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action, it had becone a rear area. Ben pushed on, only to find the
conpl ete destruction of the black-shirt units a done deal. After a few
hours' rest and a hot neal, Ben organized his tactical comrands and
pushed on to the south.

Rolling up the Nazis in the southern half of Hoffnman's vaunted "Eastern
Wal | " proved far easier than Ben anticipated. Before long, he and the R
Batt breezed along 1-25 south two days ahead of all the other units,

except for Buddy's task force, assigned to Raton Pass and surroundi ng area.

"The last tine through here," Ben noted irritably as the Hummer struck
yet anot her huge pothole, "we did too damm good of a job wecking the
bri dges and roadway. "

"You can say that again, Ceneral," Cooper agreed over his shoul der
"Keep your eyes on the road, Cooper," Jersey snapped. Cooper gul ped and
| ooked front. Jersey grinned, her face swathed in an aura of innocence.
"Ceneral," Beth began hesitantly, unsure of how to present her
information. "Do you realize we are out ahead of the forward scouts by
at | east an hour and a hal f?"

Ben Rai nes pondered that. "Hummm | suppose we are." Then he |ightened



up. "Wat do you propose we do about that?"

"Maybe we should slow down and | et themcatch up. If General MGowan
|earns of this, he'll be having a fit."

"I'f we go any slower, we'll be standing still,"
doi ng what, Coop?"

Ben compl ai ned. "We're

"Twenty-five mles per, General," Cooper sang out.

"See there? W're south of Colorado Springs, south of Pueblo, and no
sign of resistance. If we nove along smartly enough, we can link up with
Buddy outside Trinidad."

Fifteen mnutes later, the obstructions in the highway began to take on
a nore orderly appearance. Half a nmile further, they becane part of a
concrete nmaze that nar-
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direction. Wen Cooper cane upon a phalanx of railroad rails, slanted
and sharpened in such a manner as to prevent escape fromthe nmaze, Ben
ordered a halt.

"This is interesting," he remarked dryly.
"Do you think the black-shirts built it, General ?" Beth asked fromthe
seat next to Ben.

"I doubt it. They weren't here |ong enough. But it is man-nade,
deliberate. 1'd like to take a closer | ook." Ben reached for the door to
t he Hunvee.

| mredi ately, heavily armed nen and wonen rose anmong the bl ocks of
concrete. They wore flowi ng white robes, the wonen with hair to their
wai sts, the men with beards and hair al nost as |ong.

"Step out of that car, strangers. Keep your hands in sight and no fast
noves," said one of themin a sepulchral voice, heavy w th nenace.

Several of the wonen anong the ambushers cl apped their hands, then
pressed themtogether in a prayerful gesture. "Praise the Lord!" they
chant ed.

Their nen proved nore prosaic in their actions. They cane forward and
qui ckly snatched rifles fromthe hands of Cooper, Beth, Corrie, and
Jersey. When Jersey resisted by not releasing her grip, she received a
sharp backhand slap to the face.

"You son of a bitch!" she barked in outrage.

"Easy, Jersey," Ben Raines cautioned. "I think we've found a group of
religi ous wackos."

"So | gather," Jersey grunbl ed. Suddenly scarlet suffused her face.
"Damm t, Ceneral, 1've let you down again."

"Not really. These folks were in control fromthe tine we entered their
traps."

"No tal king," a bulldog-faced man snapped.



One, obviously the |eader, |ooked down at Ben Rai nes and his team from
hi s astoundi ng hei ght of seven foot one inch. "ldentify yourselves," he
dermanded.
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response. "My nane's Cooper," Ben's driver stated sullenly.

"Beth Sims," the shapely young wonman answer ed.
"Corrie Granger," Corrie identified herself.
"They call me Jersey," cane resentfully.

"I am CGeneral Ben Raines of the Rebel arny."

Several of the wonmen covered their faces and shrieked in what sounded
like genuine terror. A few made the sign to ward off the evil eye. A
nunber nmuttered prayers. Surprise washed over the gaunt, drawn face of
t he gi ant.

"The Great Satan hinself," he roared. "Qur Aryan brothers have warned us
of you."

"Y' mean this bunch is in with the Nazis?" Jersey asked Ben sotto voce.

Bi g, long ears picked up her whispers clearly. The tall, |ean specter
bent toward her and spoke again in that hollow, vibrant voice. "No,
little lady. W are not a part of the Nazis. Although they share with us
a belief inthe purity of the white race, they refuse to recognize the
authority of Gawd," he actually said it like that, draw ng out the word
froma mouth that formed a perfect "O'. "They would al so be our masters
and not partners, so we dealt with them otherw se."

"How s that? I'minterested,” Ben said conversationally.

"W ask the questions, Satan Raines," the huge nman thundered. "Your life
is forfeit if Gawd so decrees. W are taking you to our settlenent,
where you will be given a trial and your fate decided."

"If you are going to give us a trial, the least you can do is tell us
who you are and who are these peopl e?" Ben insisted.

"These Brothers and Sisters are the Assenbly of the End of the Wbrld.
am their pastor, Brother Armageddon.”

"You were right, boss," Jersey whispered. "A bunch of wackos."
"Silence!" Brother Arnageddon bell owed.
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"Who is R Batt?" Brother Armageddon demanded

"Why, he's the Rebel god," Ben |lied outrageously.

"Heat hens," several of the Assenbly hissed.

"Devil worshipers," others denounced all Rebels.



"Qut of your mouth you have condemmed yoursel ves," Brother Armageddon
t hundered in righteous indignation. Then he turned to his foll owers.
"Nurmber One, you and Three and Four, bind the hands of the wonen."

A young worman, who out of her stark robe and stringy hair would have
been attractive, hesitated, shrank back into the ring of End of the
Wor | ders. Brother Arnageddon gl owered at her.

"Wves, obey your husband," he roared.

Ben wondered if he ever spoke in a nornal tone. He also noted the

i mplication of polygany. Armageddon rmade it clear that a woman's | ot
woul d not be ideal ampong these fanatics. Then, fromthe direction of the
Hummer, he heard a faint click that interrupted the steady, |owlevel
flow of static, followed by two nore. Corrie's Mayday signal had been
heard and acted on by R Batt. The three clicks indicated that whoever
had come forward had themin sight.

That didn't guarantee that they could reach Ben and his teamin tine.
Consci ous of this, Ben Raines decided to stall for as long as he coul d.
Fortunately, they had so far neglected to remove his big Desert Eagle
.50 pistol fromthe holster. That could prove useful. Sumoning his
know edge of nore-orthodox religions, Ben prepared to argue wth Brother
Ar mageddon

"Tell me about this god of yours,"”
know nore."

he urged Armageddon. "I would like to

Unable to resist the desire to obtain yet another convert, Brother
Armageddon willingly wal ked into Ben's trap. "Wy, He is the god of the
uni verse, Lord of all. It is He who brought on us the G eat War, as
puni shrment for our w cked ways."

"I can't argue with that," Ben offered with a ruefu
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Br ot her Armageddon | ooked surprised. "Wy, no one can. Not even the
Great Satan Ben Raines. He also visited us with the plague, to purge us
of nonbelievers."

"It appears to ne that an awful |ot survived," Ben renarked.

"Why, that was Hs will, to which we all must bend,"” Arnageddon
expl ai ned in an al nost-conversational tone. "Can't you see it? It was
all explained in the Book of Revelation.”

Whil e receiving this lesson in theol ogy, Ben had been watching fromthe
corner of his eye while canp-clad Rebel scouts and snipers had been
slithering through the underbrush. Now, three nore clicks cane fromthe
radio Corrie had left turned on in the Hunmer. Ben |let hinself relax
into the famliar cal mbefore action and deci ded to punch up the
pressure sonewhat.

"What about the Antichrist? He hasn't had his thousand-year reign and
yet you say this is the end of the world."

Br ot her Arrmageddon | ooked confused a nmoment, then swelled his chest and
roared at Ben, "It is you! You are the Antichrist, Ben Raines!"



"I don't think so," Ben answered as his hand cl osed over the grip of his
Desert Eagl e.

He whipped it clear as the two Assenbl ymen nost directly inline to fire
on Ben's teamjolted backward and fell to the ground. "Run, girls," Ben
commanded.

Al t hough trussed like turkeys for the chopping bl ock, Corrie, Beth, and
Jersey took off to the nmeaty sound of bullets inpacting in flesh. Cooper
made a dive for the religious fanatic holding his bel oved CAR- 15 while
Ben sent a round toward Brother Armageddon.

Ben's bullet cut through the cloth of Armageddon's robe and did no harm
An angry shout from another of the holy-joes forced himto change
targets. Ben found hinself |ooking at the nmuzzle of a Remington 700 in
excell ent condition as he triggered another shot. The big .50 slug
smashed into the chest of the man with the
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the rifle. Ben put a safety shot in the End of the Wrlder's gut as a
fusillade broke out fromthe hillside to Ben's right.

Wth the team and Ben safely out of the line of fire, the Rebels opened
up on the religious crazies. Armageddon began at once to bell ow orders.
Hs foll owers responded with alacrity.

"Retreat! Scatter and hide fromthe inps of Satan," Armageddon bel | owed.
G ving no resistance, the flock ran off over the hilly ground, soon to
be I ost fromsight. The Rebels ceased firing. Cooper canme to his feet
with his CAR-15 trained on the man who had fornerly held it.

"I got one, Ceneral. Maybe he can tell us sonething about his crazy boss."

"I will tell you nothing,"’
and ny seal ."

the man said stoutly. "God is ny protection

Ben Rai nes bent over him his conposure ruffled by this encounter. "A
little of Dr. Chase's babble juice and you'll be telling us all the
intimate details of your great-grandnother's love life," he grow ed.
When a coupl e of Rebel scouts trotted up, Ben indicated the captive.

"Take him off and chemically debrief him™"

Answer s began to reach Ben quickly. Brother Arnageddon, it turned out,
had been born Archibald Cul p. He had operated a cult before the G eat
War that sounded like a GM plant: the Assenmbly of the Body of Jesus. Hi s
| at est scam had cone out of the turmoil of the war and pl ague that
followed. H s present headquarters lay in a valley beyond North La Veta
Pass in the San | sabel Muntains, part of the Rockies. They nunbered
about 250 effective fighting nmen, supplenmented by 75 wonen w th conbat
experi ence. They woul d, the captive insisted, bring havoc down on Ben
Rai nes and all Rebel servants of Satan. Ben gave this and the i mredi acy
of his mission to aid General Payon considerabl e thought. Frowning, he
announced his decision an hour after encountering the End of the Worlders.
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decl ared. "They could cut our lines of comunication and supply, raise
hell with the troops following us." He turned to Bull MDade. "Stan, get
the R Batt ready to advance on La Veta Pass. W're going to take out



Br ot her Arrmageddon and then nove on."

Br ot her Arrmageddon might be a few bricks shy when it came to theol ogy,
but he proved adept at mlitary matters. La Veta Pass had been m ned,
and nore tank traps abounded. Ben Raines traveled directly behind the
spear head of the R Batt columm. The flash from behind themlighted the
interior of the Hunvee.

"What was that?" Corrie asked, surprise clear in her voice.
"Antitank mine," Ben said tightly.

"Eagle, we took a hit" crackled the tank commander's voice fromCorrie's
radi o.

"Unass that thing," Ben barked unnecessarily. Corrie was already
rel aying the same information

Fl anes | eapt up around one tread and shattered bogi e wheel when the

hat ches flew open and the tank crew bail ed out. One Rebel tanker cried
out and went to his knees when a sniper's bullet pierced his thigh. The
turret on another of the three MIAs swiveled to the hillside and the
coaxial .30 M5 stitched a shroud for the hidden gunnman.

"Peace and nonvi ol ence, ny ass," grow ed Jersey.

"To quote our friend Em| froma few years ago, 'There's nothing like
highly notivated self-interest to stinulate a reliance on arns,' " Ben

qui pped.

Jersey made a face. Qutside, the tank reclainer had crawl ed forward and
started to pull the wounded Abrans out of the way. Ben nodded to it.
"Corrie, have them cl ean out sone of these dragon's teeth while they're
at it. Use explosives if necessary."

"Cetting right on it, Ceneral," she said cheerily. "Maybe we shoul d have
someone up here to probe for nines?"
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Two | ong, tedious hours went by while the part-tinme engineers with R
Batt cleared the roadway of obstructions and hazards. At |ast the convoy
got under way. Mich of the snow had nelted, and patches clung to the
shaded southern slope. The ditches to either side of State 160 ran |ike
fresh nountain streans. Ben urged greater speed. He was eager to nake a
finish of the religious fanatics and be on the way to Mexi co.

The Rebel advance cane out of the pass and down a | ong, w nding grade
into the valley with still five hours of daylight left. Wen they hit
the valley floor, Ben ordered themto spread out, and raced forward w th
the point platoon. Hi s heavy arnor protectors runbl ed al ong behind,
second best in the speed department. In the distance he saw a cluster of
buil dings, all of recent origin and apparently crudely built.

Fromthere came the first nortar rounds that began to shower down on the
Rebel point.
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Col onel McDade posed a thorny question to Ben Raines while Ben and the



poi nt pl atoon scranbled to avoid the nortar rounds. "Sane rul es of
engagenent as with the Nazis?"

"Negative on that, Stan," Ben responded, shouting over the ear-slanm ng
bl ast of nortar rounds. "Any of the younger wonen who want out, and al
ki ds under twelve, to go to Base Canp One. If npst of these people stop
hearing the bullshit Armageddon is spouting, there's hope for them At
least 1'mbetting there is.”

Ben consi dered changing his mnd on that a few m nutes | ater when he
spotted three X-shaped scaffolds on a hillside behind the cult's neeting
hall. Two wetched individuals had recently been crucified on a pair of
these. Ben pointed it out to the occupants of the Hunmer.

"Want to bet those aren't stragglers who accidently wandered into the
val l ey recently?"

"No bet, boss," Jersey stated, tight-Iipped. "Wat kind of crapheads
would do a thing |ike that?"

"The sort we've just run -Look out!" Ben ended in a shout.

A huge ol d eart hnoving machi ne had | unmbered directly into the path of
the Humrer. It bore down on them its tall stack bel ching black diese
fumes. Cooper cut to the right, then swung straight to no avail

Twel ve-foot-high tires runbl ed by cl ose enough to shake the Hunvee. The
articul ated vehicle ramed past and re-
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for a shot at the operator's cab

H s Thonpson rapped out a three-round burst and the slugs sang off the
thick plates of counterweight on the nose of the bright yell ow nonster
The worn engine clattered as the driver poured on full throttle. Cooper
spun tires in |l oose soil as he fought the wheel of the Humer.
Roostertails of dirt fanned out fromthe rear of the arnored vehicle.
Ben tried again and managed to put two rounds through the radiator.

Ben reached to the conmbat harness snugged over his shoul ders and sli pped
a grenade fromits retainer. "Wien | say to, brake hard, Coop, and throw
the wheel all the way to the right."

Cooper nodded, and Ben pulled the pin. Casping the spoon tightly, he
squeezed his broad shoul ders and chest out the wi ndow and freed his
throwing arm The earth-nover | ooned over them rapidly approaching for
a broadside slam Ben slipped the spoon and shouted in the sane instant.

"Now, Coop. Hit it!"

Foot heavy on the brake, Cooper spun the wheel to the right as Ben's
count got to two. Wth a savage roar, the story-and-a-half machi ne
fl ashed past the Humvee. Ben | obbed the grenade on three.

"@Qun it!" Ben shouted. "Get the hell out of here."

The grenade pl opped t hrough an open door on the side of the cab and went
of f imredi ately. Showers of safety glass bits rmushroonmed outward. Many
had in-stantiy been washed with a spray of blood. Driver-less, the

form dabl e nonstrosity runbled on until it struck the stone structure
that served as the cult's neeting house.



Its nose rose upward while the dirt-hopper portion continued forward.
Upended, the drive unit snapped the gooseneck and fell on top of the
rear portion. Ben took his first secure breath in a long mnute. It
tasted sweeter than clear mountain air on a frosty norning.

"Great inproviser, ain't he?" Jersey gasped out.
226 "Corrie, check with the point," Ben requested, ignoring Jersey.

"You're . . . going on?" she asked, still unsettled by their close cal
wi th the ranpagi ng construction equiprment. "Here " she answered a second
| ater, chastened by her know edge of Ben Rai nes.

"We've cone under heavy fire at a low building, |ooks to be nostly dug
into the hillside. Sone sort of bunker. They've got machine guns," the
point |ieutenant reported to Ben.

"I don't need to tell you your job, Lieutenant Crowe, just see that you
neutralize that place.”

"Yes, sir, Eagle. | have men bringing up a wire-guided rocket now. M
assi stant squad | eaders are using their bloopers.”

Ben smiled tightly. "You' re doing everything | would. Keep up the good
wor k. Eagle out."

Terrible blasts and the ruffled air of cannon rounds in flight advised
Ben that the tanks had | ocated the nortar batteries. Once they got
knocked out, it would be just a question of nop-up

"Lady Goria, this is Eagle," Ben radioed, to contact the tank nearest
them which he recogni zed.

"This is the Lady, Eagle. Sergeant CGonez commander, sir.
"Are you using beehive, Gonez?"

"Roger that, Eagle. Also gas."

"Jesus," Ben ejected forcefully.

"Ch, not that gas, sir. Just the nausea and pepper stuff."

Ben chuckl ed, and spoke to the team "Stan's right on top of it." To the
tank commander, "Good hunting, Lady. Eagle out."

Unbi dden, Cooper set out in the direction indicated by the point

| eader's report of heavy action. The building | ooked odd, all right.

Li ke part of a castle fromthe Mddl e Ages, cut off and transported to
Col orado. Narrow firing ports allowed for interlocking fire to protect
t he approaches, and | ateral ones provided for the traverse of machine
guns. Not
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"They go in and out by way of a shaft from above," Ben surnised to the

team "It's going to be a bitch to dig themout of there. Direct fire
fromthe MBTs is the best bet."



"\What about one of the four-inchers on a Bradley, General ?"

"I knew you were going to be worth sonethi ng soneday, Cooper," Ben

jested back. "Corrie, get one over here pronto."

It arrived in a shower of churned-up sod. Ben tal ked to the conmander
who studied the situation a second and suggested that the Rebel
personnel be cleared fromthe area.

"Then I'11 put a HEAT round in there and crack sonme eggs," he added.
"Go for it," Ben urged.

It took ten minutes to di sengage and pull back the Rebel troops. Then
the Bradley lined up and punped a 75nm hi gh- expl osi ve antitank round
into the stone face. The del ayed fuse all owed the hardened stee
nosecone to punch through like a single-jack drill, a cloud of dust and
rock chips in its wake. A soft crunp followed, then the front of the

bl ockhouse bul ged outward and cane apart like a waternelon shot with a
12- gauge punkin ball .

"Hit the magazine," the Bradl ey conmander observed in an awed, quiet voice.
| mredi ately, resistance slackened. Wrld' s Enders tried to surrender, to
be shot down by hard-faced Rebels. The rest, driven by desperation, hung
on to the bl oody end. Ben thanked the Bradley crew and then added, "Keep
up the good work. |I'm going after Brother Armageddon."

"Br ot her who?"

There hadn't been tinme to fully brief everyone in R Batt, Ben realized.
He expl ained as the di stance between the Hummer and Bradl ey w dened. The
search soon becane futile. Either the cult |eader had perished in the
bunker or he had sonmehow managed to evade the steel-tipped dragnet of
Rebel troops.
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Ar mageddon and an unknown numnber of followers had managed to escape from
the valley. "No doubt,"” he told Col onel MDade and the other officers,
"they took State 150 west in the early stage of the assault. | had him
figured for a guy who'd be careful to cover his ass. Only | expected it
to be some sort of hidey-hole. At |east he's been reduced to a harnl ess
irritant. Cean up the last of this nmess and we'll nove on south to
Trinidad."

Peter Vol mer sat at a desk in the office accorded himby the Filhrer,
Jesus Hof fman. The walls were covered with maps, the desk with the
|atest intelligence summari es. Somewhere out there, Ben Rai nes prow ed
the countryside. Peter Volmer literally ached with the desire to capture
and exterminate this insult to their superiority.

He nade repeated circles and arrows on the acetate overlays of the maps.
Only one of themtruly represented the whereabouts of Ben Raines and his
Rebels. Slowy, inspiration cane to Vol mer. Reports of Rebel attacks
continued to cone in fromthe northern end of their eastern wall. Yet,
nore cane fromthe south. Denver had fallen. Fleeing nenbers of his own
American Nazi Party had reported Rebels in |arge nunbers advanci ng
southward al ong the Iine from Denver toward the Mexi can border. Reports
of the use of the Rebel call sign Eagle had all but ceased to exist in
the north.



Vol ner's troops had nmanaged to obtain several Rebel radios intact,
conplete with scranbler units. Fortunately for the Rebels, the operators
had managed to destroy the SO and SSI (Signal Operating |Information and
Standard Signal Instructions), leaving it a hit-or-mss operation to

i ntercept and descranbl e Rebel communi cations. They had nanaged to
establish that the majority of "Eagle" calls cane fromthe southern end
of the defensive wall. And "Eagle" had to be Ben Raines. Satisfied with
that interpretation, Vol mer decided to act.

He left his office for that of his personal conmunica-
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normal channels, he trusted his own people nore. He excused the operator
on duty and sat at the radio console. On a white pad he drafted his
nmessage and opened a channel to the headquarters of his Wrewol ves.

"This is Werewol f One, Brigadefuhrer," Siegfried Dracher announced when
he responded to the sumons to his comuni cations van

"Excel lent, Standartenfiihrer. After considerable investigation and

eval uation, | have conme to a concl usion regardi ng your najor assignment.
From here on, the project is classified Mdst Hi gh Secret, and code-naned
Eagle. You are to take your conmand and proceed at all possible haste to
the vicinity of Carlsbad, New Mexico. There you will deploy, set up your
di version and the principal ruse, and stand by to intercept the subject
of Eagle. Is that clear?"

"Jawohl , Herr Brigadefuhrer” young Dracher replied, his voice breaking.

"You are to remain out of sight fromeven friendly forces until you are
able to effect the intercept. You are to operate in absolute secrecy

t hroughout and to carry out your m ssion in such a way that no one knows
the identity of the troops involved. Do you have any questions?"

"Nein, Herr Brigadefuhrer.’

"Excellent. You're a good boy, Sigie. Renmenber that boating trip two
years ago on the | ake?"

Vol mer coul d not see Dracher blush furiously on the other end. Dracher
vividly recalled that trip. To his eternal self-contenpt he renenbered
every detail. "Yes, Herr Brigadefuhrer. It was the high point of ny

life," he forced hinself to say.
"Well, then,” Volmer offered in a rush. "What you are about to
acconplish will becone the new high point, | assure you. There is

not hi ng you need? No | ast-m nute questions? You are to maintain conplete
radio silence until the mssion is conpleted.”

"There is nothing. | understand, Herr Brigadefuhrer."
"Fine, Standartenfiihrer. Volner, clear."
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m cr ophone, your days are numbered.

Tiny slits of headlights materialized out of the darkness north of
Trini dad, Col orado. Sil houettes of canvas-topped trucks, |owboys, and
tanks took on substance in the wash of pink light that intensified in



the east. Ben Raines and the R Batt rolled along 1-25, five niles north
of the city. A brief flash froma shielded high-intensity Iight slowed
the colum. Ben directed the Hunmer to a spot at the base of a rounded
hill. There he and Jersey clinbed fromthe back of the vehicle.

Ben greeted his son warmy, with a big Latin-style abrazo. Buddy stepped
back, his dark hair floating out fromunder a headband on the Iight dawn
breeze. "Dad, you | ook worried."

Ben dismissed it with a wave of his hand. "W ran onto a band of
religious nuts. Wy that sort of thinking holds such fascination for
people | don't understand. Anyway, we fought."

"Yeah," Buddy responded. "W nonitored the radio traffic. Is it true
that they crucified two peopl e?"

"They'd done it to nore than that before we got there,"” Ben answered
tiredly. "The weird practices of these cults is so counterproductive to
survival, it's a wonder they haven't all died out."

"Well, there was Sister Voleta."

Ben wi nced at Buddy's nention of his nother. That had all been history
for several years. But the boy had a point. For all her craziness,
Sister Vol eta had held her organi zation together and even enlarged it
since way before the Battle of New York. Her ultinmate downfall had cone,
Ben believed, fromthe internal decay of her sick cult as much as from
t he del i berate canpai gn he had directed agai nst the wonman who had borne
this strappi ng young man before him He decided to cut to the chase.

"What are your dispositions around Trini dad?" Ben
231 asked his son

"We're deployed to the east and here in the north. | was thinking that
the R Batt might want to take the south side of the Nazi positions to
prevent them from slipping down to the Anerican SS hol di ng the pass or
on to Raton."

Ben's grin flashed in the first intense white gl ow of dawn. "You know,
you' re about ready to take command of this whol e shebang."

"No, Dad. | could never do that."

"Ch, | don't know. Watever, | had the sane idea. W'll pass through
your lines to the east and cl ose off access to Raton Pass."

"Are you going to do it by day?" Buddy asked.

"No. We'll settle in under the trees and wait for tonight. | figure they
nmust have observers out."

"Ch, they do. They know we're here, but haven't done anything about it
so far."

Ben smiled grinmy. "Wien we bite themin the ass, they'll do sonething.
Now we' ve got to get these vehicles out of sight and I'mfor sone
breakfast. Join nme?"

"Sure, | can always eat," Buddy offered enthusiastically.



"So |'ve noticed," Ben said dryly.

oer st ur mbannfuhrer (Lt. Col.) Erik Klein commanded in Trinidad. He was
a cautious man by nature, and relatively well-read in mlitary subjects.
Unfortunately for himand his troops, he suffered froma severe | ack of
respect for the Rebel arny. He spent nost of the day Gen. Ben Raines
arrived outside his area leafing through reports of his intelligence
staff and ot her observers. As the evidence of Rebel positions grew, he
noticed one glaring error.

"Whoever is commanding this Rebel scum has nmade a terrible tactica

m stake," he remarked to his executive officer. "They assune that, if
attacked, we would nove north toward the Fiihrer's bastion in Oregon. He
has cl osed off access to the east, naturally, to preserve Rebe
territory, but placed the rest of his force to our north.

232 Should the situation require it, that allows us to withdraw to the
south and join our Kameraden in Raton Pass."

"Umm | should think they would be aware of that," Mjor Richard G oss
obser ved.

"It is said General Raines remains in close touch with Denver and
Cheyenne, both in Rebel hands as of now. This mght be sonme young,
untried commander,” Klein opined. "No matter. See to it that contingency
pl ans are made for us to take advantage of that om ssion."

"I will at once," Goss replied.

Thirty mnutes later, at 1640 hours, the Rebel shelling began

It caught the American Nazis by surprise. Rounds from 155nm guns dr opped
in the rear areas of the SS defenses, blasting two field kitchens to
steam ng ruins. Tents and vehicles suffered nmightily. One Six-by hurtled
into the clear mountain sky, trailing a streamof fire fromits ruptured
gas tanks. Casualties began to nmount.

O her rounds fell on the entrenched positions of the |ine conpanies.
Rebel FOs had the advantage of the heights around the Nazi defenses.
They called in pinpoint fire on machine-gun nests, armor, and arnored
personnel carriers. Whizzing shrapnel kept down the heads of SS
troopers. Confusion in the rear echel on escal ated i nto pandenoni um By
the tine darkness fell and Ben's R Batt got on the nove, the Nazis were
in no condition to take note of it. QCbersturnbannfuhrer Erik Kl ein
sumed up the situation in a nood of white-lipped, inpotent fury.

"This Rebel commander may be lacking in tactical experience, but he is
pai nfully aware of the value of artillery. Damm the man! And dam Ben
Rai nes. "
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Ben Raines turned away fromthe map on the wall of his mobile CP. "Buddy
is putting on pressure to the north and east. The Nazis would have to
push through the ruins of the city to head west. | think it's tine to
load up in the Hurmer. W're going to have sone visitors soon."

Concern colored Jersey's words. "Boss, you haven't had a full night's
sl eep since before we net those holy lunatics."



Ben stifled a yawn. "Don't remind nme. We'll be in Santa Rosa before
get the chance, the way | see it."

Ten mnutes later, inside the Humer, pathfinder scouts reported |ight
probi ng action by the black-shirts. Ben | eaned forward and spoke to
Cooper. "Take us up with those pathfinders. | want to see what we're
facing."

A twel ve-man patrol had been allowed to slip through the advance screen
of R Batt. Ben observed them fromthe Hunmvee while they did a fairly
prof essional job of reconnoitering the old interstate south toward Raton
Pass. Ben keyed the m ke when the |ast of them went past the deep
shadows where the Hunmer sat.

"Stop themthree hundred nmeters short of our main |ines,"” he commanded.
There would be nore to follow, he knew. They cane twenty mnutes |ater
Three trucks, escorted by arnored personnel carriers. Ben let them cone
up close, then gave the command to fire.

234 "Stop them here and then pull back to forma pocket,"” he concl uded.
Streanms of tracers slashed into the unprotected trucks. Screans cane
fromthe occupants, sone of whom tunbl ed dead onto the roadway. The APCs
reacted instantly, disgorging ready troops, who spread out and returned
fire as well as the darkness all owed. One of the squat, slant-sided
vehi cl es geared up and raced directly for Ben's Hummer.

"Bail out, people,"” Ben advised as he hit the door |atch

He hit the ground rolling and came up with his Thompson ready and
yamering. Forty-five slugs spanged off the Iight arnor of the ranpagi ng
APC. It continued to swell in size as its engine raced. Then Cooper
fired a grenade round that dropped behind the arnored front into the
open-top troop conpartrment. It went off with a fearsone flash and bang.

Concussi on disabled the driver, who fell across his controls. That
caused the armored vehicle to veer to the right and run past the Hummer
wi th engine screaming. It proceeded on to the verge of a ravine and

| aunched out into space, before settling nose-first into the streanbed
bel ow.

In the abrupt silence that foll owed the APCs end, Ben caught sight of
hal f a dozen bl ack-shirts rushing their direction. They m ght be intent
on a rescue attenpt, but Ben hadn't the luxury of giving themthe
benefit of a doubt. Vertical tongues of flame spurted fromthe
conpensator on the rmuzzle of Ben's tomygun. The |ethal hot |ead chewed
into running nen, who tunbled like rag dolls thrown by an angry child.
"This is getting too personal," Jersey suggested from her place beside
him "Let's get back in the Hunmer."

"It's just getting exciting," Ben protested, a fierce grin spreading his
lips. He saw novenent to his left and turned the Thonmpson in that direction

Bul | ets sprayed the darkness and a scream canme from one unfortunate
Nazi. Ben paused to change the drum magazi nes and put his old faithful
back in action. In the



235 interim mnore of the Nazi horde canme pelting out of their conmpound
out si de Tri ni dad.

"There's too many of them GCeneral," Beth declared. "W'd better draw
back while we can."

Ben chucked a grenade at a clunp of disorganized Nazis and followed it
with a trio of five-round bursts. Not so nunerous, nor so crazed as the
creepies, the black-shirts kept com ng in disciplined rushes.

Rel uctantly, Ben gave council to good advice and clinbed into the
Hummer . Cooper kicked the utility vehicle to life and they scooted out
of there only seconds ahead of the Nazi arnor.

Wre-guided nmissiles came into play as the runble of heavy tanks filled
the night. Ben and his team strained to watch what happened behi nd.

Ni ght becanme midday within a second of inpact by the Rebel missiles. In
the aftermath, the Rebels w thdrew according to Ben's plan

"Well, we certainly got their attention," Ben qui pped as he reached for
a plastic bottle of Colorado spring water.

"We' ve been trapped!" Major G oss shouted as he burst into
oer st ur mbannf uhrer Klein's operations center

"Easy, Richard, what is it now?" Kl ein asked tiredly.

"Sonmehow, the goddammed Rebel s positioned troops to the south of us.
Reports fromthe surviving officers of the retrograde force indicate a
strength of at |east a battalion. They have arnor and a madman who

si ngl e-handedl y destroyed an arnored personnel carrier and sone el even
footsol diers."

"One man?" Kl ei n demanded, incredul ous. Then he thought it through. "Ben
Rai nes. By God, we've got Ben Rai nes caught between us and the troops in
the pass. Get on the radio and alert MIler to send a reconnai ssance in
force this direction. W have a chance to destroy the Rebel high
command. " Smirking, Klein went to the map table. "Show ne exactly where
our men cane under fire."

A messenger rushed inside the operations center, eyes wild, face ashen.
"Rebel s are inside our eastern |ines,

236 Herr Obersturnbannfuhrer. The northern sector is collapsing. Mjor
Pritz fears a general route in the naking." "Damm them Damm the Rebe
Schwein! Al right," Klein went on, recovering his tenperanent. "M
orders are for every conmand to restore order and to realign for

i medi ate novenment to the south. We'll push into the Rebels there and
per haps overrun Ben Raines," he added, eyes gl ow ng.

Tightly fitted into the protective platoon of Rebels, the Hunvee
occupi ed by Ben Raines sat on a pronmontory overl ooki ng the fighting
bel ow. Corrie, eyes alight with satisfaction, presented the radio
handset to Ben

"Buddy on the line, General. Al resistance in the Trinidad operationa
area is crunbling. He reports several columms of Nazi vehicles headed
sout h. "

Ben spoke into the nouthpiece. "This is Eagle, go, Rat."



"We're coasting through the Nazi fortifications, Eagle,'’
crackl ed back, robbed of enotion by the scranbler

Buddy' s voi ce

"Roger that, Rat. Only, don't you think it is alittle too easy?"

Buddy paused to consider. "Not when they're running directly toward you,
Eagle. And | do nean running."

"We' || be waiting," Ben assured his son. "Wat say you come in on them
from behi nd?"

"My thoughts exactly,"” Buddy handed back. "You know, |'msure glad |I'm
not fighting you. You can be as devious as hell's host at tinmes."

"Why, thank you, Rat. | take that as a conplinent. Report when you |ink
up with your northern elenments and head after the Nazi scum suckers.
Eagle out."

Ben sighed as he handed back the instrument. "Buddy's feeling his nuts.

Even with that scranbler unit, | can tell he's having the time of his life."
"Only you hope he don't stick his neck too far out and get his head

chopped of f, huh, boss?" Jersey put Ben's disquiet into words he woul d

never say.

237 Rather, he gave her a tight-lipped nod. "I want to get a | ook at
this retreating colum of Nazis. Coop, can you find enough side roads to
take us up cl ose?"

"Now, Ceneral," Beth objected. "You are supposed to stay right here with
t he pl atoon."

Ben made a face. "l ke McGowan's been chew ng again," he specul at ed
rightly. "People, Ike's three hundred mles away, and Chase is with him
so | think I can tend the store without their help."

Ginning, Cooper turned to eye the general. "I've already worked out a
route that should do it for us."

"You two," Beth conplained with a toss of her long | ocks. "Men are al
ali ke. Always off on a lark. The only difference between snmall boys and
grown nmen is the size of their toys."

"And how dangerous they are," Corrie added as an afterthought.

"The toys or the men?" Ben asked, picking up on their banter

"Both," Beth and Corrie chorused.

Cooper hadn't need to take to the roads. Ten minutes later, the advance
el ements of the Nazi retreat to Raton Pass slamed into the Rebel |ines.

Laughi ng, Cooper started the Hummer and eased along with the protective
screen for Ben Raines. "Looks |like they got here before you could go
| ook for them General."

"You got that right, Coop. Let's see if we can find any of their command
elements. |'ve an idea these are nostly American Nazis. Wthout a head,
they' Il be easily scattered."



"Why so, Ceneral, if | may ask," Beth queried.

"Remenber the nmob in that drive-in back in Nebraska? They fought us
rather well when Vol nmer was there. But they cane to pieces when he
ski nnied out on themand took all the | eaders except for one."
"You're right, boss," Jersey added her bit. "And Tina called them nore
Nazi than Hoffnman's stormtroopers.

238 They're strong on theory and singing songs, but not had the chance
to becone good fighters."

"Conbat troops don't cone from singing the "Horst Wssel Song" and
spray-pai nti ng swasti kas on synagogues-or whatever hate activities they

t hought up after the Great War," Ben agreed. "Corrie, bunmp R Batt conmo
and have themtriangul ate the center of nmpbst outgoing Nazi radio traffic."

Jersey gave Ben a wink. "You're going ahead with it, aren't you, boss?"
"\What ever gave you that idea?" Ben asked with a feigned | ook of innocence.

After twenty mnutes, during which Ben consuned two hand-roll ed
cigarettes, Corrie gave himthe word. "W have a choice of three pl aces.
If | can see that map, Cooper." She oriented herself quickly and
identified the locations, pointing themout to Ben

"Here, and here. And right here, directly in front of us."
M schi ef flashed in Ben's eyes. "Any preferences?"

Cooper got themto the eastern, or right, flank of the Nazi novenent

toward Raton in quick order. To the surprise of the team and Ben Rai nes,
they slipped fromtheir lines through the vangard of the approachi ng

bl ack-shirts wi thout being chall enged. Ben recklessly made a qui ck deci sion

"Let's find that coomvan. | think we should pay thema call."

"Need we remind you that we're out here w thout the platoon?" Beth asked
quietly.

"Al'l the nore reason we got away with this so far," Ben countered. "If
we play this right, we can w pe out the entire command center for this
col um. "

"Col onel Ike won't like you taking those kind of chances,” Jersey nentioned.

"l suppose not. But renmenmber what Napol eon said: 'L'audasse, |'audasse,
toujours |'audasse.' "

"What ?" Jersey asked, nose winkled. "My French ain't so good."

239 "Napol eon advi ses us to be audaci ous, always audaci ous. W'l just
wal k in there Iike we bel ong and bl ow up their conmvan."

Jersey threw her free hand in the air; the other held her M16. "The
man's lost his marbles.”

"Hi de and watch, Jersey," Ben suggest ed.

Gve or take fifty yards, Cooper drove themto the exact spot indicated



on the map. Wthout satellite oversight, Rebel tracking was a little

| acking in accuracy. Good enough, though. What |ooked Iike a |arge
refrigerated, dual-wheeled truck, painted forest-canp colors, bristled
with antennas as it rolled along a state highway that paralleled 1-25.
Road conditions and shelling harassnent from Buddy's Rebel s had reduced
their progress to a brisk wal ki ng pace.

At Ben's direction, Cooper swung the Humvee in beside the thick-walled
truck. Ben and Jersey stepped fromthe halted Hummer and caught up with
the rear of the Nazi vehicle. Alift gate served as a stoop outside a

| ow door. Ben plucked a Rebel version of the M 26 fragger fromhis
battl e harness and pulled the pin after he had clinbed to the platform

Jersey, eyes as nervous as the rest of her, kept watch for Ben. He
rapped on the door and it opened a nonent |ater. The staccato rattle of
radi o voices cane fromthe interior. Ben | ooked the surprised Nazi in
the eyes and tossed the grenade beyond him

"Adi os, asshole,"” the CG of all Rebel forces said before he junped from
the Iift gate to the conparative safety of the road

A wild screamof terror preceded the explosion of the grenade. In such
confined quarters, with its thickened walls, the little strips of wire
shrapnel did terrible damage. In a flicker, all comrunication with this
col um ceased to exist.

"On our way, children," Ben declared as he returned to the Hunmer.
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Confusion and fear haunted the comon troopers. Mst naturally assumned
that any vehicle that drove about purposefully within their ranks had a
reason for being there. Wat they didn't know was what that reason
happened to be.

"We'll work our way to the other flank and take out that comm center
next," Ben advised his team

"Ceneral, we're likely to get our ass in a crack," Cooper protested.

"You, too, Coop? | thought you were on ny side."
"Coop is right, for once," Jersey added. "Qur necks are stuck out far
enough. Yours is stuck out way too damm far."

Ben hel ped hinself to coffee fromthe |arge stainless thernbs. He

consi dered rolling another cigarette, but his tobacco supply had

dwi ndl ed in the past week. "Jersey, we're sinply doing sonme creative
terrorizing. Get these people unhinged and we won't have near so nany to
fight in the pass.”

Jersey grinned, nore her old self again. "Now, that's something worth
taki ng a chance or two, for sure.”

"And | pronise, no one will have his or her neck out far enough to fee
the bite of an ax," Ben put a cap on the topic.

Captai n Thernopolis had his hands full of Nazis that night, too. It had
grown bitterly cold in the high country around Casper, Wom ng. The
Headquarters Conpany, reinforced by the bikers of Leadfoot and Wanda,
had stalled out against heavy resistance. It called, Thernopolis



deci ded, for sone creative thinking.

"Leadf oot, some of your bikers have old coal -scuttle Gernman hel nets,
don't you?"

"Yeah. A few, " the huge ex-outlaw biker replied.

"Anyone taken a few souvenirs fromthe nodern Nazi slinme?"
Leadfoot's brow winkled in concentration. "I could

241 scrounge maybe twenty arnbands, sone death's-head cap badges."

"These American vermn wear camm es alnost |ike our own. How d you like
to report in for duty with the Nazis in Casper?"

"You're shittin" nme?"

"No, only too serious. At least the ruse of you all dolled up in Nazi
regalia might hold up to get you past their sentries and pointed in the
right direction for the headquarters. The rest will be up to you."

A grin replaced Leadfoot's worry lines. "We'll kick the shit outta them"

"I certainly hope so," Thermnopolis advised. "Ch, and be sure and come back."

Leadf oot gave Thernopolis the universal gesture of an extended mniddle
finger. Then, with a wolfish expression, he set out to organize his bikers.

Twenty minutes later they rolled into the rubble-strewn streets at the
outskirts of Casper. "Heil Hitler!" Leadfoot greeted the first Nazi he saw.

"\Where have you been?" an American voice answered him "It's Hei
Hof f man now. "

"No shit? \Wat brought that on?"
"Qur South Anerican friend has declared hinself Fiih-rer of the
Americas. It should have been Peter Volner's place to do that," he

conpl ai ned. "Were'd you cone fron®"

"Qut west, by way of down south," Leadfoot gave con-fusingly. "W cone
to join up. Goddamm, how we hate Ben Raines."

"Who don't? You gotta check in at headquarters."

"Where's that?" The Anmerican bl ack-shirt gave Leadfoot directions
t hrough the remains of Casper. Leadfoot "Heiled" himagain and the
bi kers took off.

"Now what do we do?" Beerbelly asked over the rumble of Harley engines.

"W go to the headquarters like good little boys and bl ow t hem of f the
fucki ng map," Leadfoot inforned his second-in-comrand.

242 "Just like that?"
"Yeah. Just like that," Leadfoot echoed. "W got satchel charges, which

our good brothers can plant while we're inside bullshittin' with the
brass, there's enough plastic explosive to plant in the can and ot her



pl aces, tiner fuses, too. Theyll have a real party there about three
m nutes after we pull out."

"That's cuttin' it kinda close," Beerbelly objected.

Leadf oot gave hima vulpine "V' grin. "Makes it nore exciting. |'ve
gotten sorta bored lately."

Leadf oot took three bikers into the headquarters building, a converted
nodul ar hone that had sonehow survived the years of depredations. There
he strung a line of crap for the officer in command while his

subor di nat es got busy planting plastic explosive in unobtrusive pl aces.

At last, satisfied that Leadfoot and his conpani ons were genui ne, the
conmander assigned themto an area of the perinmeter and di smissed them
Back on their hogs, they rode laughing wildly into the darkness. It was
the last the Nazis of Casper would see of them

Wth a ripple effect, the expl osives blew the nodul ar house into a cloud
of splinters and totally elimnated the | eadership of the black-shirt
troops. A huge fireball rose in the night, and flames continued to burn
whi l e Ther-nopolis |aunched an attack that totally exterm nated every

[ ast Nazi rat in the nest.
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Five Rebels died in the first assault on Raton, New Mexico. Ben Rai nes
consi dered that an acceptable |oss figure when three hundred
goose-stepping Nazi sline died in the sanme three mnutes. Resistance

out side Trinidad had become a screaming rout after Ben and his team
visited the second conmuni cations van of the black-shirt wthdrawal from
the area. Follow ng quickly on the heels of the denoralized troops, they
di scovered the nessage had carried clearly to Major MIler, who
conmanded at the pass.

Ben's Rebels found the pass deserted. Only a few random rounds canme from
the last Nazi tanks to join in the race for Raton. Jubilant Rebels

foll owed. The pace sl owed when booby traps and | and ni nes began to take
a toll of vehicles and nen. Ben Raines waited out the delay inpatiently,
knowi ng that it gave opportunity for the conmander in Raton to
strengthen his positions.

He had done that, Ben learned in that first bloody three m nutes.
Unwi I ing to spend Rebel 1ives unnecessarily, the advance stalled out
whi | e | andi ng gear got unchai ned and crewren fitted main rotor bl ades
into position on the Apache gunships. In less than half an hour, the
ungai nly warbirds received a checkout and cleared for flight. The AH 64s
lifted off all but silently in clouds of dust and | eaves.

Ben Rai nes, back in the Humer, watched their in-sectile shapes cruise
past overhead and line up on the

244 targets below. Ben admired the courage of the crews who manned these
aged craft. Each had | ogged nore hours on its airfrane than the

manuf acturer had ever dreaned possible, yet they faithfully served the
Rebel s' needs.

Their four wing hardpoints flashed fire as m xed bags of eight Hellfire
mssiles and thirty-six 2.5-inch rockets sped off to bring nind-nunmbing
destruction to the black-shirts. Fromturrets slung under their bellies



30mm chai nguns nade a path of destruction that Rebel troops could foll ow
into the heart of the Nazi resistance.

Shock and confusi on becanme frantic disorder. Ben urged Cooper closer to
the crumbling resistance. The Humer |eapt forward and sl ewed around a
burni ng bl ack-shirt tank. Everywhere death seemed to conme with
unexpected ferocity. The radi o squawked and Corrie offered the handset
to Ben.

"Eagle, this is Rat. We've come on a | arge pocket of stiff resistance."
"What are you | ooking at, Rat?" Ben came back

"The bastards are dug into hillsides. Alot of them and they have
buried armor so we can't use the ERIX mssiles. Plenty of infantry, too."
"Hang on, Rat. Corrie, bump R Batt, | want to talk to MDade." Wen Bul
McDade came on the |ine, Ben expl ai ned what he want ed.

"I don't know, Ben," Lieutenant Col onel MDade responded . "Those
rockets aren't as reliable as the old Sov BM 21s."

McDade referred to the 122mm 40-tube multiple [aunch unit nounted on a
truck bed. Rebel R&D had nade cl ose duplicates from sonme Cenera
Striganov had with his arny in Canada. Two batteries traveled with R
Batt. |ke McCGowan had nore with his conmand. Troubl e was, the Rebel
version | acked rmuch of the sophistication of the 1964 Sovi et version of
the old Stalin Ogan of Wrld War 11.

"I remenber Georgi had some with himwhen we first | ocked horns,"” MDade
went on. "Some blew up as they left the tubes, as | recall.”
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was a matter of Soviet indifference to human life and |ousy quality
control . Besides, Buddy needs something strong and nasty to crack
bunkers with indirect fire. It's worth the risk."

"A big ten-four to that,
pul I them up now "

" Lieutenant Col onel MDade approved. "We'l

"I knew you'd junmp at the chance,” Ben replied.
"I"mkind of curious to see them unl oad on sonethi ng besides big
bui | di ngs,"” Stan MDade j oshed back

Ben cal l ed Buddy next. "Rat, you've sone special equipnent on the way.
Hol d what you've got and wait for the roar."

When it came, the rockets in ripple-fire inpressed everyone, even those
who had experienced it before. In less than thirty seconds, the forty
tubes of each battery unleashed their cargo. Wth a flight time of |ess
than a mnute for the maxi mumrange of 16,395 yards, each sal vo
delivered . 76 tons of HE on the Nazi bunkers in a tight pattern of
repeat ed shocks.

Not even reinforced concrete, of which the black-shirts had very little,
could withstand such a catacl ysm ¢ poundi ng. The bunkers coll apsed in
fountains of dust, dirt, and cement chips. Along with them the defense
around the old town of Raton fell. Major MIler threw up his hands in
al arm and despair and led the pell-nell flight southward to Santa Rosa.



Ben Rai nes watched froma hillside as the rout grew in nunbers of
denoral i zed "supernen." He had allotted three days to reduce Raton

gi ven the refugees from Trinidad and the intact conmand fromthe pass as
rei nforcenments. Buddy happeni ng on and destroying their main |line of

resi stance so early had provided themwith tine to spare. Ben gladly
allocated a full day to preventive maintenance and R&R

An enterprising squad of Buddy's headquarters conpany |ocated a | arge
herd of wild cattle in a side canyon in Raton Pass and had sel ected a
fewto provide fresh nmeat. That |eft enough to ensure the survival of
the herd and to
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patent glop, they quickly cleaned the piled-high tables and nopped up
any stray juices with slices of fresh-baked bread. Sone of the Rebels
braved the cool highlands air to splash and cavort in the inviting
waters of the north fork of the Cimarron River

Stuffed full of spit-roasted beef and vastly superior Nazi rations, Ben
Rai nes rel axed for the first time since Cheyenne. Jersey stood watch and
even diverted woul d-be visitors, while Ben lay under a bullet-scarred tree.

"The boss is sleeping," she declared. "G ve the guy a break, huh?"

Ther nopol i s and Headquarters Conpany did not receive such a break when

t heir advance stalled out sone five niles from Shoshoni, Woning
Thermopol is carefully considered his options and tactical choices, as he
had been taught by Ben Raines. In the end, he sunmponed Leadfoot, Wanda,
and Em| Hte.

"Those Nazi pricks have us stopped cold he began his briefing.

"Leadf oot, and you, Wanda, | want you to take your bikes and get around
on the west side of their operation. Emil, you and your people wll take
the south. The rest of the company will handle the north and east. The

idea is for you to make all the noise and confusion you can when we open
up. W want those crud to think they are overrun and caught in a box."
"My girls will love this," Wanda remarked. "Just thinking about us gets
t hose bl ack-shirt pukes pissed off."

Leadf oot produced his wolfish grin. "Me'n the boys can conme on |ike
Atilla the Hun. W'll scare those fuckers so bad they' |l be crappin’
tonorrow s breakfast."

"Never fear, O w se Day Star of H ppiedom we shall performto your
specifications," Em| chimed in.

"Ckay, okay. The thing is, you need to get right in among them before
you open up with the diversionary action,"” Thernmopolis urged them "Use
suppressed weapons, knives, that sort of thing, to take out OPs and
peri meter guards.”
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"Tonight. Well after dark, when the goose-steppers are sacked out.

You'll be in dark clothing and grease paint. Ch, and another thing. |'ve
had t he conpany arnorer work up sone gimricks to help identify friend
fromfoe." Thermopolis produced a small, springy netal clicker, unaware

he had rei nvented one of the devices used by Allied troops on D day in



Wrld War 11. "One click to question, two clicks to reply friendly." He
denonstr at ed.

"Everyone will have one of these?" Wanda asked.

"By the tinme you are ready to pull out, yes," Thernopolis assured her

"I can hardly wait," the |l eader of the Sisters of Lesbos responded.
Ghosting along with the mufflers reducing the exhaust of their Harleys
to whi spers, the Sons of Satan navigated by the gridlike |ayout of
country roads. Dressed in black, their faces snmeared with dark cano
grease paint, only the chrome on the nmotorcycles picked out the Iight of
the stars. Leadfoot had a good feeling about this raid. After they had
denol i shed the headquarters in Casper, he and his nen had wanted badly
to get roaring drunk.

Al t hough not teetotalers, the Rebels frowned on that. Particularly when
armed and in a conbat zone. Al cohol and gunpowder did not nix. Now he
and his followers were out doing what they did best. Beerbelly, on

poi nt, braked his scoot and raised a hand to signal a halt. Leadfoot
coasted up beside him

"\What gi ves?"

"Up ahead. That | ow nound." Leadfoot could vaguely make it out in the
dimlight. "I'd say there's two of themin there," Beerbelly went on
"Only dammed if | don't think they're both stackin' z's."

"Why not? They're watching the back door. They don't expect any Rebels
to the west of them right? Wat say we slide up and pay a call?"

Experi ence gai ned even before they allied with the
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with ease. C ose at hand, Leadfoot noted that a holl ow had been dug out
and the dirt used to forma breastwork. Branches had been laid over al
and covered in | eaves. Two bl ack-shirts slunbered inside, lulled by a

| ong period of inaction and boredom Leadfoot raised the nmuzzle of his
suppressed Uzi, and the bolt clacked as he stitched one Nazi with a neat
t hree-round burst.

Besi de him Beerbelly dispatched the other black-shirt with equal elan.
"This must be State 789," Beerbelly observed of the road they travel ed.
"That bridge we went over would be the one across Boysen Reservoir."

"Good figgerin'," Leadfoot conplinmented. "W turn east now. You done
good, Beerbelly. Keep a sharp eye."

Half a mile farther on, they came to a roadbl ock. A long, slender

| odgepol e pi ne had been trinmed and rigged as a drop bar across the
road. Two bored sentries manned the barricade. Soft whaps from sil enced
weapons ended their lives before either could shout a warning or fire a
shot. Leadfoot pointed to a small, ramshackle tear-drop trailer to one
side of the road.

On tiptoe, three bikers angled over to the door. Braced for anything,
the one in the center reached out and opened the saggi ng, hol ey screen
The door swung out at a touch. A sleep-nuffled voice spoke inquiringly
frominside. Swiftly, the trio swarmed in and made short work of the



of f-duty guards with razor-sharp knives.

"You do good work," Leadfoot praised his nen as they emerged fromthe
trailer. "I wonder how Wanda i s maki ng out ?"

Wanda and the Sisters of Lesbos had skirted close to the northern edge
of town, to avoid the problemof crossing the reservoir. Wth their
backs to the water, they approached the shattered town fromhalf a nile
west. Two squat MBTs bl ocked the onetine residential street the Amazons
scout ed from behi nd rubbl e heaps. One of the girls touched Wanda's arm
after they had surveyed
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t anks.

"Watch this and be ready," the young Sister urged.

She stepped out into the open and sauntered through the darkness toward
the listless Nazis. Finally one of them a sergeant in command of one
tank, noticed her. "Wo goes there?" he denanded.

Wthout altering her pace, she walked right up to him "H there, big
boy. D you like to fuck black girls?"

Qutraged at this insult to his racial purity, the black-shirt sergeant
flushed scarlet and spoke with a voice choked by hate. "You degenerate
slu -"

H s outrage got choked on a gush of blood as the Sister of Lesbos shoved
an el even-inch knife into his gut and wenched it upward. Mre of the
deadly wonen materialized out of the night and quickly slashed the life
fromother unwary Nazis. Two of Wanda's girls dropped down the hatches
of the MBTs to slit the throats of the drivers.

Greatly pleased with their success, Wanda rounded up her command. "Let's
nove on into town, girls."

From the corner of one eye, Emi| Hite saw furtive nmovenent to his right.
Tensed, he positioned his assault rifle and squeezed on the clicker in
his left hand.

dick!

CGick -click

"Ch," Em| Hite sighed in relief. "You're a friendly."

"Nein," canme a guttural reply. "I watched you Rebels infiltrating

| earned how you identified one another, killed one, and took his

noi se- maker . "

It was not the high priest of the Great God Blomm nor even Emil Hite,
con nman suprene, who responded. It was Em| Hite, Rebel soldier. He shot
the Nazi through the heart. The 22-inch suppressor on his assault rifle
swal | owed the detonation of the cartridge and the smug bl ack-shirt fel
on his face in the waste-choked street of Shoshoni

"That was cl ose,"” Em | panted.
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appeared out of the dark. "We'd better nove on."
"Ah, Ezra, it is you. That one, he tricked ne."
"Coul d have been any of us. What time do you have?"

Em | checked his watch. The faintly gl owi ng hand pi ps and nunbers
indicated |l ess than ten nminutes to the assault by Thermopolis and the
conpany. "W need to hurry. |Is everyone spread out?"

"Yes. Let's go."

Emi| took three steps and tripped over the |oose sling of his assault
rifle. His inept foot caused the weapon to be yanked fromhis grasp. It
clattered on the ground. At once a figure looned in front of them

"Who are you and what are you doi ng here?" an Anerican voi ce asked.

Emi| clicked at himand got no reply. The Nazi swung the nuzzle of his
rifle to cover Enmil, and Ezra did the only possible thing. He shot the
bl ack-shirt through the head. Reflexively the man triggered a round that
sounded like a 155 going off in the stillness.

"Was ist das?" a muffled voice demanded.
"We're under attack!" came a frightened shout.

A shrill screamcanme fromEnm|l's left. "They're in anmong us," anot her
bl ack-shirt shouted in alarm

Suddenly an intense flood of white light came froma | arge hal ogen fl ood
mounted on a forner tel ephone pole. Em| and Ezra stood out inits
glare. Despite his klutzy nature, Eml could act swiftly when needed. He
snatched up his rifle and did what any good Rebel trooper woul d. He shot
out the light.

New dar kness changed to a red-orange gl ow as Headquarters Conpany
nortars opened up

Howl i ng |i ke denons, Leadfoot's Sons of Satan swarmed toward Em|. The
little con artist clicked his clacker furiously. Laughing, Beerbelly
swept up the minute ex-leader of Blonm s children in a huge bear hug.

"Cet to killin' Nazis, li'l feller," he roared.
Keeni ng |i ke the shades of the Inferno, Wanda's Sisters
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Mizzl e fl ashes began to light up the foreground as the stunned Nazis
recovered their senses and started to offer resistance.

Leadf oot | obbed a grenade through the wi ndow of a trailer and ended the
lives of six nuzzy-headed American Nazis. Thermopolis, with the second
wave of his conpany, advanced steadily into town. Frightened,

di soriented bl ack-shirts tried to surrender, only to be gunned down by
grim vengeance- hungry Rebels.

"Remenber the kids from Kansas," becane an oft-repeated rally cry.

Wthin five mnutes the first vehicles started a mad race for the



causeway bridge over Boysen Reservoir. They met nore of the Sons and
Sisters, along with claynores and shoul der-fired rockets. An amunition
truck erupted in the heart of the denvolished city and added a bri ght
mushroom of roiling flame. At thirty-three mnutes into the operation
Ther nopol i s decl ared the Nazi cantonnent totally suppressed.

Ben Rai nes spoke briskly into the nouthpiece of the handset. "That's
good news, Therm | assume you have everyone patched up and ready to
nove out to Riverton and Thernmopolis?"

"Ch, yes. Emil got a broken toe. He's linping around and making a big
thing of playing the invalid. W took eleven KIAs and twenty-three WA.
Nobody mi ssing, except sone Nazis."

"They won't be nourned. Keep it up. | want pressure on themin the north
for as long as you can hold out. Resupply will be at the Casper

muni ci pal airport as soon as flights can get out of Base Canp One. 'l
have Georgi detail enough nen to keep the roads patrolled and open
Eagl e, out."

Ben returned the handset to Corrie's keeping and picked up his
bi nocul ars. An excellent pair of twenty-power optics with superior
I i ght-gathering properties,
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their position on a ridge on the right side of U S. 54/66, five miles
out si de Santa Rosa

Santa Rosa, being built on a series of hills and the valley floors

bet ween, Ben eval uated, would be much Iike laying siege to Rone. Intel

i ndi cated that the Nazis had one battalion of Hans Brodermann's regul ar
SS and one of Anerican SS defending the partially rebuilt town. Added to
that were the remants of the black-shirt garbage that had abandoned

Rat on, Tucuntari and other, smaller outposts. Taken as a whole, it

provi ded a forni dabl e obstacle.

| mpati ence chafed at Ben Raines. His conmmtnent to aid Gen. Raul Payon
wei ghed heavily as he considered the efforts made by the Nazis in Santa
Rosa to make use of rubble, natural terrain, and man-nmade obstacles to
consolidate their position. He was gl ad when | ke McGowan's three
battalions rolled into the assenbly area. Wth himcane Dr. Lamar Chase.

"I hear you' ve been risking your life again, in spite of all the good
advi ce you' ve been given," the rotund doctor conplained in the pitch of
a nusi cal saw.

"Yep, Tubby. Every word is true. |'ve been eating your outrageous
imtation food for nearly two weeks," Ben qui pped back. "Today | dined
on delicious fresh beef."

"Cooked rare enough to noo, no doubt," snapped the di sapprovi ng nedi co.

"How el se?" Ben was enjoying this. He decided, though, that the tine had
cone to get serious. "Have you received enough supplies to support a
maj or canpai gn? We're facing a tough go here at Santa Rosa."

"We can handle it," Dr. Chase said, frowning. "Wy do you suppose they
pi cked this place for a major stand?"

"It's a crossroads of the Southwest,"” Ben told him "From here you can



access Flagstaff and points west, Santa Fe, Al buquerque, and everything
south of there."

"Well, damm them for being smart enough to know that," Chase snapped,
then launched into another pet worry. "I'm concerned about Ceci
Jefferys. He keeps
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Ben started to answer when a young corporal appeared in the doorway of
t he communi cati ons van. "General, we have General Payon on a secure
channel . "

"I"ll come at once," Ben responded. "I'd like you to tag al ong, |ke, Lamar."

Inside the van, the high-altitude advantages to radi o comruni cati on
becanme cl ear when the sharp, nearly static-free voice of General Raul
Franci sco Payon cane through the speaker. "Well, ny friend, | hear you
are in a messy situation up north of us."

"Not so's you'd notice, Raul," Ben stated calmy. "The usual run of
t hi ngs when dealing with Hof fman and his bl ack-shirts. How are you
si tuat ed?"

A sigh, colorless over the scranbler, preceded Payon's reply. "W were
betrayed at Chapul tepec by the politicians. They wel comed t hese Nazi
cabrdnes like liberators. | sometines suspect that all politicians are
corrupt and seek only to exercise absol ute power over everyone el se.

al so believe that at least half of our crop in Mexico are secret Nazis.
But | wander. We were forced to withdraw to the central highland. There
we fought a few indecisive battles and again we retreated northward. W
are now on a |line between Parral and C udad Camargo."

"Where does that put you in relation to Rasbach's dispositions?" Ben
asked next.

CGeneral Payon chuckled. "W hold the high ground, once they get out of
the mountains. | have discovered that the bandi dos are at |east |oyal
Mexi cans. The outlaws who used to rob our trains are now fighting
guerrilla actions agai nst Rasbach, who is bogged down in the steep
passes around Torreon."

"How are you and they supplied?"

"W have air cover and supply drops from G udad Chi huahua sone sixty
kil oneters north of us."

"Can you give ne a tine frame?"

"A week. A few days. Hours, if Rausbach's nen can clear the boul ders and
refuse fromthe passes. He has
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sni pers and bandit raids."

"How | ong can your, ah, guerrillas hold out?"

"Wth better supply arrangenments, indefinitely. Alas, Ben, our planes
are few and small. If only we had the big cargo craft the Rebels use."



"l understand, ami go. But considering the distance involved and the
refueling problem it's out of the question. Hang in there, we'll be
joining you within the week."

"I look forward to it, ny friend, Ben. Adios."

From outsi de, the runble of arnor, noving fast and with a purpose,
alerted the commanders of a new devel opnent. "Let's take a |ook," Ben
suggested as he put up the m ke

Nazi tanks had rolled out of Santa Rosa and lined up for a classic
desert tank battle. Rebel MBTs raced to oppose them The first of the
big guns let go with long | ances of nuzzle flame and pearly snoke rings.
Crews with ERIX missiles hurried to get into position to support the
Rebel arnor. Wth all attention centered on the devel oping battle, it
cane as a surprise to hear the rattle of small arms and yells of alarm
fromthe rear of the Rebel positions.

Ben Raines directed his attention that way and saw a wave of white-robed
peopl e rushing the Rebel rear. In the center, beard and hair waving in
the air, canme Brother Armageddon, urging on his demented foll owers.
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When Ben Rai nes received confirmation that Archibal d Cul p/Brother
Armageddon was i ndeed | eading this new assault on the Rebel assenbly
area, he imredi ately left the CP to get a first-hand view Cooper
delivered themin sonewhat-tunbl ed condition in a now vacant tank park
From where the Rebel general had been mi nutes before came the continued
runbl e of the arnor battle.

Ben and his teamspilled fromthe Humrer, and Ben put binocs to his
eyes. A rapid count of the advancing skirm shers brought a muffled curse
fromhis lips, then he asked in an uncertain tone, "Were in hell did he
cone up with this nmany troops?"

Jersey plucked a stem of grass and chewed on it. "Wth Hof frman on the
| oose, I'd say every crack-brain in the country has come out from under
his rock."

"Brot her Armageddon has made that obvious," Ben replied dryly. "Even so,
it's been |l ess than a week since we cl eaned out their snake pit."
Deci si veness replaced his surprise. "W haven't time to fool with these
people. | want lke's infantry to turn back this way and roll over the
asshol es. W can only hope the Nazis aren't in radio contact with that
son of a bitch."

"That's no problem GCeneral," Corrie offered sweetly. "As you know,
there's jamm ng equipnent in all of the commvans that hasn't been used
in a while. The black-shirts can be put off the air in no tine."

"Do it," Ben conmanded, then blinked in surprise as a
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a snowpl ow bl ade fixed on its front and a ring-nounted |ight machi ne gun

on the extended cab. The driver ained the jolting nonster directly at

t he Humrer. Everyone scattered. Wth less than fifty yards to cover, it

| ooked as if the truck would cream Ben's favorite transportation in seconds.

A light of zeal ous nadness shone in the eyes of Archibald Culp as he and



hi s six-man bodyguard established a forward observati on post and urged
the screami ng mass of his fighters on past. So agitated had he becone
that his words spilled out in junbled confusion

them gonna we ... get ... nust . . . noving keep."
"Say what?" blurted a former redneck, recently converted to the Assenbly.

"He is speaking in tongues, Brother Cash," a longtime follower explained
i naccurately, a hand on the forearm of Brother Cash

"Sound |i ke he be drunk to ne," Brother Cash went on

"Don't say that," the scandalized convert demanded. "Brother Arnageddon
hates the demon Rum Hates all al cohol. He has never allowed a drop of
pernici ous waters to cross his lips."

That wasn't entirely true. Archibald Cul p had been checked into an

al coholic rehab center by despairing parents when he was seventeen. He
had been rel eased as clean and sober nine nonths later. From then unti
the "Spirit" touched himat age thirty, he was in and out of every detox
clinic in Southern California.

"There - there," Brother Armageddon shouted, a long, trenbling finger
pointing to the Rebel rear area. "They are gathering to fight us. The
Angel of the Lord shall smite them The Archangel M chael shall descend
from Heaven and lay waste all the vanities of Satan."

"It'd do better to get them snowpl ow trucks up here with their nachine
guns," Brother Cash muttered. "Them
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ki ck ass an' take nanes."

"You have fought themere this, Brother?" the faithful disciple asked in
awe. "W never did before they came to our valley."

"Ch, | done fought Ben Raines before,"” the redneck allowed. "Fought him
in Loos'ana, fought himin Geo'gia, fought the bastid in Arkansas | ast
sunmer . "

"What's it like?" the fascinated End of Wrl der asked.

"Ben Rai nes was plunb mean back hone. Battled like a madman in Geo' gi a.
In Arkansas, there was this bull nigger across the river. He tal ked sone
bad shit against us white folk. Ben Raines an' his Rebels kilt dam near
ever* one of them Then he turned on us. That's when | knew he was sure
enough crazy."

"Bring up the fiery swords of the Al m ghty" Brother Armageddon interrupted.

"He neans the machi ne-gun trucks,” the true believer interpreted.

"l know what he neans. 'Bout dam tine,"
keyed his radio.

t he redneck grunbl ed as he

H s was the | ast nmessage that got out before jamm ng began. It brought
hal f a dozen huge, powerful trucks with snowpl ows for arnor, and machi ne
guns mount ed over the cabs. The beds had been filled with heavily arned
menbers of the Assenbly and their new recruits.



"I"ve seen stuff like this before," the redneck advised. "But this tine,
with them Nazis on one side an' us on the other, | got the feeling Ben
Rai nes is gonna get his."

oer st ur mbannj uhrer (Lt. Col.) Kurt Nagel had lived through the Rebe
vendetta on Field Marshal Hoffnman's arny. He had t hought he had seen the
full gamut of Rebel ferocity. Wat unfol ded now | eft hi m gasping.

"Liebe Gott!" he swore to his executive officer. "Who are those troops
attacking the Rebel s? They are not any of ours."

"No, Hen Cbersturnmbannjuhrer,'' Major Quttnmann re-
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Their | eader clains that they are Aryan brothers, who have conme to help
us agai nst, ah, against the, ah, 'Geat Satan Ben Raines.' That's really
what he said. He said they are the Assenbly of the End of the Wirld and
have a safe conduct pass fromthe Fuhrer."

"Well, well, nothing surprises ne in this mad country anynore. \Woever
they are, they are being slaughtered by the Rebels." He pointed to a BC
scope. "Take a | ook. The Rebels take no prisoners. Men who try to
surrender are shot down or bayoneted or clubbed to death. It's -it's
barbaric."

Gut t mann st epped back fromthe battery comander's scope, his face
ashen. "Perhaps it is a mistake to defend this area so aggressively. Do
you think they would treat our nen like that?"

"Very likely," Nagel stated coldly. "It is reported that Ben Rai nes has
decl ared no quarter for any NAL soldier. As to your specul ation on our
defending this portion of the Eastern WAll with anything | ess than our
utnost, it is a sentinent that Brigadejuhrer Brodernmann woul d not
approve, to say the least. No, Guttmann," he went on through a sigh. "W
nmust defend the Santa Rosa conplex to the last man, for Fuhrer and
fatherland."

Unable to react in tine to raise the plow blade, the driver of the road
mai nt enance truck died in a shower of safety glass fragnments and .45

sl ugs as Ben Raines's Thonpson chopped a ragged |ine across the

wi ndshield. H's body slunped to the Ieft and the vehicle turned that
way. Jersey had hacked a crooked stitch up the torso of the
machi ne- gunner, silencing the weapon

At the last minute, she had to junp to her left to avoid the deadly edge
of the blade, which slammed into the front fender of the Humvee. The

| oud scream of rending nmetal came clearly over the yanmrer of the engine
and pop of small-arnms fire. The Hunmer slewed to the side on | oose
gravel and the driverless truck careened by.
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5.56mm rounds struck Ben's body arnor, stinging himwth the force of

i mpact. Then Cooper fired his M203. In a bl oop-bang zero tinme frane,

t he 40nm grenade exploded in the truck bed. Ben Rai nes hosed down the
scream ng survivors, and silence acconpani ed the wobbling vehicle to its
encounter with a |arge boul der

Stunned, Jersey | ooked hard at Ben, noted the holes in his body arnor.
"If you were a cat, boss, you'd be down to only a couple of lives. This



whol e canpai gn has been screwed up fromthe start."
"Conpl ai ni ng, Jersey?"

"Who, me? No, sir. | wouldn't dream of conplaining, sir. Everything is
just hunky-damm-dory, General Raines, sir." She drew a deep breath and
bel | owed, "Goddammit, that nut in the truck al nost scared ne enough to
wet ny pants."

"Me, too," Ben admitted quietly. Then, "Renenber the pucker factor, Jersey."

Cooper prudently kept out of the exchange, intent on rel oading the

bl ooper under his CAR-15 and taking aimat another truck. An ERI X crew
had di scovered the nobil e nmachi ne-gun nests and elininated one in a huge
fireball. More of the holy lunatics poured over the lip of the draw to
their front and Ben put his Thonpson to good use.

Three of Brother Armageddon's followers went off to their brand of
heaven when Ben washed themin their own bl ood. Although firing in tight
three- and four-round bursts, a respectable pile of shiny .45 brass
accunul ated to Ben's right rear. The faithful old Chicago typewiter
ground out deadly copy for the enlightenment of screaning End of

Worl ders. Ben estinmated he had sone ten rounds left in the third drum
when |l ke's battalions of infantry slamed into the ragged conpani es of
kooks.

They di ed scream ng, how ing, begging for nmercy. The biting tang of wet
copper filled the air, tinged with burnt powder. It gave Ben a noment to
wonder what went on in the arnor battle. He sought Corrie and her radio.
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"Al ready done, General. lke says he'd like his infantry back now, if
possi bl e. Qur gunners are better than theirs. The Nazi armor is pulling
back into town."

"Good. Tell lke he can have two battalions as of now W'Ill need the
other to mop up on this collection of filth."

In compn with the executive officer of Brodermann's regular SS troops
in Santa Rosa, Obersturnmbannfuhrer Al ex Young of the American SS began
to have doubts about the wi sdom of making so strong a defense in the
hilly city area. He had wi tnessed with growi ng horror the obliteration
of the fanatical group calling thenselves the Assenbly of sonething or
ot her. What he saw and | earned chilled Lieutenant Col onel Young's bl ood.

Nagel and the others of Brodermann's officers nmay have thought they had
seen exanpl es of Rebel ferocity. This gave theman entirely new | esson
In the hiatus followi ng the uneven tank battle and sl aughter of the
religious lunatics, Young drafted his own report for the eyes only of
Peter Vol ner.

"The man Brodernmann has in charge here," he wote, "seens determ ned to
get every last one of us killed. Not necessarily his own nmen, Peter, but
ours. He has a withdrawal plan that places us as the rear guard, with
orders to fight to the last nan to keep the Rebels fromfollow ng the
mai n col um too closely. Sonmehow, the Rebels have brought together the
strength of an entire brigade. Al of that power is leveled at Santa
Rosa. Surely a word from you woul d change our new Fiihrer's nind about

| ast-ditch stands?"



Young si ghed and | ooked up fromthe page. "lI'd gladly kill for a bottle
of cold beer," he said absently.

A yout hful aide perked up. "Really, sir? Only, you won't have to kil
anyone for it. Qur-our South American friends seemto have plenty of it.
"Il only be a minute."

"Sep, you are marvel ous. You've proven to ne that there still are
mracles. Even if they are small ones. Yes,
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share with nme."

Sep had barely returned when the Rebel bonbardment of Santa Rosa began
Artillery rained down in sheets of deadly steel

Three burly Rebels brought Brother Armageddon to Ben Raines. The false
prophet's hair and beard were snmeared with bl oody nud. His robe was in
tatters and only the wild light in his eyes reveal ed any forner part of
the fanatic in him He had |ost a shoe somewhere and wal ked with a
pronounced |inp. He was bent forward with pain and exhaustion so that
when Ben stood, they were nearly eye-to-eye.

"So, M. Culp, you ve played out your string."
"It is not over, Satan Raines," Culp muttered in a ghost of his fornmer
voice fromthe crypt. "And | am Brother Armageddon. You will address ne
as such under pain of Gawd's puni shnent."

"I"'mafraid God has abandoned you, M. Cul p* said Ben with steel -edged
words. "It is now up to the Rebels to nete out justice to you."

"I deny you the right to judge ne,"
sel f rallying.

Armageddon snapped back, his old

Ben | aughed, loud and long and hearty. "You sorry little shit. Deny al
you want. The fact remains, you are in our hands and we will decide your
fate according to our |aws."

Armageddon' s head rose slowy. "You . . . have . . . |laws?"

"Ch, yes. W also have chaplains with the Rebel troops, and a | ot of
sincere believers in one religion or another. Three of them are hol ding
you right now, a Buddhist, a Catholic, and a Jew. You were so busy
preachi ng i gnorance and hate, glorifying plural nmarriage and, no doubt,
i ncest, that you hadn't tine to learn the least little thing about your
sel f-procl ai nred eneny. "

Renewed anger choked Armageddon. "W do not tol erate incestuous
relations,” he bellowed nearly in full form "O course, a father nust
i nstruct his daughters in the .
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"Ch, certainly not," Ben dryly taunted. "Let's see if we have it all?
"You' ve engaged in acts of war against the Rebels, commtted pol ygany,

screwed your daughters, crucified innocent men, and | suppose women-"

"Heretics, unbelievers, defilers of our sacred tenple, servants of the



Antichrist!" Armageddon bel | owned.

"Ch, fuck this!" Ben Raines roared back. "You three, take himout and
hang him"

"What about ny trial?'' a suddenly sobered Archibald Cul p asked.

"You've had it, you scunbag asshole. | amsick unto death with
sanct i noni ous hypocrites |like you. The world is a hard, cruel

unforgi ving place, bad enough w thout your sort com ng along with sone
di sgusting absol utist, half-baked theol ogy that panders to the |lust and
greed of a few, who beconme your cadre, and feed enough bullshit to the
sheep to fertilize every garden in Rebel territory. Mster, if you
sincerely want a look at the Antichrist before you die, | suggest you
get a mrror."

Ginning, the three tough Rebels frog-marched a screaning, kicking
Archibald Culp out to neet his deserved end. Jersey rolled her eyes and
made a show of rnopping her brow

"Jeez, boss, you sure told that shithead off. | knew you supported
religious freedomin Rebel territory, but | never knew you felt so
strongly about it."

"W | earn sonething every day, Jersey" Ben said lightly, feeling good
about the disposition of Brother Armageddon

Corrie called fromher place by the Huimmer. "1 have a Lieutenant Col one
Young on the horn, General."

"Hummm Rats and sinking ships, Jersey."

Jersey wi nked. "Right you are, boss."

H s voice came tinnily over the radio, set for a Nazi frequency. "I am
Li eut enant Col onel Al ex Young, an Anerican in service to Fiihrer
Hof f man, and co- conmander of the NAL forces in Santa Rosa."

"SS Ober sturnbannj uhrer Al ex Jung,* Ben coldly pro-
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A gulp and | ong pause foll owed. "Your intelligence is excellent, Genera
Rai nes. It was not believed that you knew Anerican Nazi units were

present here."

"W even know what col or shorts you're wearing and what brand of toilet

paper you use." Then Ben gave himhis best Bogart inpression. " 'O al
the saloons, in all of North Africa, he has to come into mne,' eh
oer st ur m bannfuhrer?Well, 1've cone, all right. What do you want to

tal k about ?"
"Ah -er -terns, Ceneral Raines."

"There is but one termfor those who fuck with the Rebels. Unconditiona
surrender, followed by execution of all war crimnals."

"Those are rather, ah, harshj ternms, General," Young gul ped.

"Not to those who are getting the shit shelled out of themright this



m nute,” Ben snapped. "Let ne talk to the real commander of the Santa
Rosa conpl ex, Obersturm bannfuhrer Kurt Nagel."

Shaken by the intimate know edge of their inner workings the Rebels
possessed, Al ex Young paused several seconds before answering.

" Cber st ur mbannf uhrer Nagel is not available at the present, Cenera
Rai nes. He -he -"

"He's running like a scared! rabbit at the head of a colum headed for
Santa Fe," Ben concluded for him

*Just -so. | amin command here at present. Can we not discuss nore, ah
civilized terms, General Raines?"

"But, surely, General -

Once nmore, Ben's inpatience flared. "Fuck this! Raines out." He turned
to Corrie. "Bunp Base Camp One. | want Cecil to prepare all tactical air
units. Buddy, lke," he addressed his son and | ke McGowan, who had j ust
cone up. "We're going to pull out all stops; I've just called in air.
I"'mon ny way to hel p General Payon."
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"Dammit all, this just doesn't figure,'
turned away fromthe bl ank view ahead.

Ther mopol i s excl ai med as he

Ther nopol i s was finding Thernopolis nore to handl e than he had expected.
It had becone rough sledding. Literally, he thought ruefully, sleds

m ght be the thing. A low, |eaden cloud cover spilled |large, wet flakes
over the ground. Icy gusts of wind created snow flurries that spun and
danced across the hilly terrain, cloaking trees and turning the world
gray-white. The radi o crackled and he acknow edged.

"This is Leadfoot. You said to report when we had the eneny in sight.
Vell, we do. A whole shitpot full. They come pourin' outta the cellars
in that wecked town like the Devil hinmself was after them"

"Be precise, Leadfoot "Thermnopolis instructed. "How many?"

"Dozens. Ah ... 1'd say at least three hundred. An' they're crack
troops, too. Reg'lar SS scum from down South."

"Any sign of American Nazis?" Thernopolis queried.
"Huh-uh. Not so far. We're pullin' back."

"Gve us five, no, ten minutes, then do that."

"I don't think we've got ten mnutes.”

"Do your best, Leadfoot. Thermopolis out." He cut hard gray eyes at the
lieutenant next to him "W take 'emoff the road. Set up an anmbush and

| et Leadfoot |ead the black-shirts right intoit."
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"They sure won't be able to see us."



"Cet everyone into winter cano," Thernopolis added as an afterthought.
Twenty-five mnutes later, Leadfoot and his bikers blew through the
anbush site with 350 bl ack-shirts gnawi ng on their behinds. \When

Leadf oot made out the snownuffled outline of an M 1A, he guided his
flock past and laid down his hog. Steam hissed a cloud fromhis nmuffler
He nade a qui ck check of his trusty Uzi and had the honor of firing the
first round in the anbush at an overeager Nazi who came pelting after
the Sons of Satan on a battered old rice-burner Honda.

Nine-mllimeter slugs expl oded the eager beaver's head in a cloud of
chi ps and pink spray. The Honda continued to carry himpast the spraw ed
Sons of Satan. Leadfoot |ooked for another target. Thernopolis appeared
at his side.

"Ni ce going, but did you have to bring so nmany?" he asked the biker
"Didn't want to | eave anyone out."

"That's what | |ike about you, Leadfoot. CGenerous to a fault,"
Ther nopol i s qui pped. "Now, what about the town?"

Fire erupted fromthe anbushers, to be answered by the Nazis. Leadfoot

wi nced. "There ain't any. Torn down and scavenged off |ong ago. These
dudes been living in cellars, basenents, such-like. Wth this storm
settlin' in, they didn't even know we were there until one of the boys
got carel ess. They have a couple of small field pieces. W booby-trapped
them Al so a couple of heavies with flanethrowers."

Thernopolis rolled his eyes. "Not what | want to get mixed up with.
Total nunbers? Any idea?"

"Umm no. Could be a battalion in there. Could be nore or |ess. From
what we seen, they're all SA regulars.”

"That's not good. That Brodermann's SS and the others from Hoffman's
crowmd are tough,"” Thernopolis cal culated out |oud. Bullets cracked over
their heads and
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"Time to be novin'," Leadfoot observed.
"Don't | know it," Thernopolis agreed. "Say, ol' Therny, tinme to get
your old ass noving."

Faced with the know edge of sure death, the American Nazis in Santa Rosa
dug in and fought with the tenacity of the regulars who had deserted
them Buddy and | ke found thensel ves hol ding the heights of the old
"Motel Row' at the eastern end of town. Their troops spread out for half
amle to either side of U S. 54/66 and settled down to dogged sl uggi ng
mat ches with the eneny. That |asted through a day and a hal f.

Then the Apaches Ben had left with the main force joined with Puffs and
[ight B-25 Mtchell bonbers (rescued fromthe old Confederate Air Force)
rained steely death on Santa Rosa. Fifty-caliber machine guns in the
Mtchells kept down the heads of SAM gunners, which opened the pat hway
for the slowflying CG47 Puffs. In a thirty-mnute display of air power,
the Rebels trashed nore Nazi vehicles and arnor than since the initial
travesty invasion by Fiihrer Hoffman's pick brigade. Bonbs fl attened



t hose buil dings constructed since the Creepie War and set rubbl e heaps
to bl aze.

Over the drone of departing engines, |ke MGowan nmade a grim
announcement. "Now we go in and clean out the rest."

Buddy Rai nes had volunteered to | ead the mopup with his reinforced
regi ment. He nodded to I ke's observation and inforned the senior Rebe
conmander, "I'Il be up front in ny APC'

"Li ke father, like son,”
and ori gi nal .

I ke sighed in a way that made the cliche hew

True to his father's style, Buddy went in behind the point squad of the
poi nt pl atoon. Through the conmmander's periscope, he kept sharp eyes on
snol dering ruins and sprawl ed bodies. Their central thrust followed the
hi ghway t hrough town. Down in the first valley, past
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skin of the APC announced the presence of sone |live black-shirts.

Buddy spoke into the boom m ke of the headset he wore. "Thunderer, this
is Rat. W've got an M5 enpl acenent about two hundred yards to our
right. Come on up and squash it."

"Ten-four, Rat. Be right there."

Buddy continued on, indifferent to the .30 caliber rounds striking the
APC. They made it noi sy, but not dangerous. An M 1A Abranms runbled into
pl ace behind the personnel carrier and swiveled its turret to the north.
The coax machi ne gun opened up to suppress return fire, then the tank
conmander popped up through the hatch and put the big .50 M5 into action

It took only seconds, Buddy noted with satisfaction as he progressed
into the | ow ands of Santa Rosa. Near a snall, ancient, adobe church
the APC jinked to the right to avoid the stubby, broken-off base of a
fountain. Grenades crashed sharply outside and three of the point squad
went down, two of thembiting off screams of pain from shrapnel wounds.
A split-second later, sone thirty screani ng bl ack-shirts charged the
survivors and the APC

Lt. Col. Alex Young stared bleakly at the rapidly changi ng synbols on
the situations map. Dedicated to the nonolithic Staff Command system he
rarely got out in the field with his troops. The little blue, green, and
red grease pencil marks carried no human aura. It should be easy to

wat ch the red ones growi ng nore numerous and not experience enotiona
shock. Yet he had a growi ng sensation of being a man repeatedly punched
in the stonmach.

"W out nunber them" he stated wonderingly. "How can they do this?"

"They fight |ike denons, Herr Cbersturnbannfiihrer,” an aide told him

"You saw what the Rebels did to the troops
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"W will not sacrifice the lives of these brave men for nothing. O der
an imediate withdrawal. W will head west, take the interstate as far
as we can. | should have accepted their terns," Young added sadly. "None

of my men have committed war crines."



oer st ur mbannj uhr er Young' s order cane too late for the units locked in
battle in the church square. Bl ack-shirt troops swarmed over the point
squad and killed the survivors. Shouting in anticipation, they rushed

the APG Buddy Raines answered themw th the chatter of a .50 caliber

Heavy, half-inch slugs ripped flesh and burst heads.

"Back us out of here," Buddy shouted to the driver through his headset.
"W need a better position.”

"No can do, Colonel," came the answer. "The guys in back saw t hem put
m nes under the wheels."

"Put those troopers out the rear to clear the mnes and scatter these
asshol es. "

"Yep. Good idea, Colonel."

Buddy opened the breech cover and sl apped a fresh belt of. 50 ammo into
pl ace, then shut the Iid and charged the gun. Once nore its roar brought
terror to the Nazis in the plaza. Buddy took three painful hits in his
body arnor, which nonmentarily blurred his vision. H s hand rel axed on
the toggle trigger of the .50.

Anticipating this effect, a wide-eyed Nazi |eapt onto the fender of the
APC. He shoved the nuzzle of his assault rifle toward Buddy's face.

Swi ftly, Buddy snatched his 10-inch Ka-Bar and jamed the w cket point
into the Nazi's forehead. To his surprise and Buddy's, the cold stee
slid into the brain behind that shelf of bone and blinked out the
lights. His trigger finger never even got the message to fire.

Buddy yanked his knife free and shoved the corpse off the fender. "I
al ways had doubts that would work," he spoke wonderingly.

269 "What's that, sir?" the driver asked in Buddy's ear
"Uh -1 just stuck ny knife in a Nazi's head."
"Bet that smarted sone."”

That broke the grip of nortality that had dazed Buddy Rai nes. He began
to laugh and to clean out the |last of the black-shirts not elimnated by
the twelve nmen fromthe APC, He conmpleted the task in time to reply,

"No, not as long as you keep your fingers off the blade."

Bri gadef uhrer Peter Vol mer exploded in a fountain of curses. He realized
he was getting to sound |Iike Hof frman and cut them off in mdspew. "This
will make me look like an idiot," he snapped.

In a gesture of confused inpatience, he ran a hand over his bald done.
Sensitive fingers picked up the presence of stubble. He would have to
get the barber to shave himagain. H s cold blue eyes pulsed with an
angry glow as he considered the message formin his other hand.

"Ben Rai nes has been positively identified on the road to Al anpbgordo!
Not heading for Roswell and Carlsbad. Al a-nogordo! Wiy didn't you
jerkoffs in Intelligence anticipate this?"

Nervous, his face pale and lips trenbling, Volner's G2 responded
spasnodically. 11 - | - we - er-we naturally assuned that the objective



of the Rebel canpaign was t-to reduce o-our East Wall defenses a-a-and
open the Pacific Northwest to attack in the spring.”

You do not 'assume' anything, especially when dealing with Ben Raines,"
Vol mer barked through thin, colorless lips. "There is an old canard that
says, 'Mlitary Intelligence is a contradiction in terms.' You people
make it appear a truism Find me Ben Raines and find out why he is going
to Al anogordo. "

"Zu Befehl, Herr Brigadefuhrer,"” the frightened man cracked out with a
click of heels. "Heil Hoffman."

"Ch, for Christ's sake" Vol mer blurted disgustedly. "Heil/" That
out burst behind him his keen brain began to settle down and consi der
options. After a while, he
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Conmmandant, Werewol ves. Target has changed positions unexpectedly. You
are to nove all Werewolf units to vicinity Al anogordo and Los Cruces
ASAP. When in position you will await contact with target. Al other
orders stand as issued. Vol nmer, Brigade-fuhrer, SS." He paused, gul ped
water directly froma carafe. "Do you have that? Read it back to ne."

H s aide conplied and waited expectantly for nmore instructions. "Copies
to?" he asked tentatively.

"To no one. My mi stake is obvious enough by now, w thout rubbing the
Fuhrer's nose in it." Like his supreme |eader, Vol mer began to pace the
floor as he verbally built a fantasy of eventual success. "Now, ny fine
Ben Rai nes. You have nowhere to go. There is only one connecting road
through that desert. | know it. You have put yourself exactly where it
nost hel ps my plan. Wthin a week I will have you in ny grasp."

Cooper gave a quick glance over his shoulder, relief over the news he
bore clear in his voice. "That used to be La Luz we just drove through
At the bottom of this downgrade is Al anogordo.”

"Thanks, Coop. Any word fromthe pathfinders, Cor-rie?"
"Not so far. Should | rattle their cage?"
"M ght be wise, considering how close we're getting," Ben surnised.

"Ch, dear," he heard her say a mnute later. "I'Il give you Eagle."

"This is Eagle," Ben spoke.

"Eagl e, Bronkowski here. W've hit a whole hornets' nest on the far side
of Al anmpbgordo. A bl ack-shirt popped a scooter before we even knew t hey
were there. W had to pull back, but they know we're com ng."

"Not your fault,"
present ?"

Ben consol ed the unhappy scout. "Are you in contact at

"Negatory, Eagle."
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t here?"

"More than we can count. Probably a battalion in strength, maybe nore."



"Don't take chances. ETA with the lead elenment in two-five mnutes.
Eagle out." To his team he advised, "W'd better stop here and get into
body arnmor. There's a crowd of unhappy campers waiting for us down there."

Ben's estimate of the situation proved violently true. As his Humer and
t he advance conpany of R Batt churned through the danaged streets of

Al anbgordo' s northern suburbs they came under nortar fire. Twice the
Humvee rocked on its springs fromclose hits. Shrapnel did a hailstorm
on the light arnor. Ears ringing, Ben gave the devastation around them a
once- over.

"Tell me, one of you, what kind of person would nane a town Fat Popl ar?"
"Huh? What do you nean, Boss?" Jersey queried.

"You speak fair Spanish, Jersey. Alanp is a poplar tree, right? And
gordo nmeans - "

"Fat. Cotcha, boss. You're right. It would take sone wild sort of guy to
cone up with that for the nanme of a city."

"Chances are it was a bureaucrat," Ben opined.

"How do you figure that, Ceneral ?" Beth asked

"Well, you kids wouldn't renmenber. But back before the Great War, the
only reason for the existence of Al a-rnogordo was as a bedroom comunity
for the workers at White Sands Proving G ound. That's just southwest of
us. W'll be going through it in a couple of days."

"What did they do at Wiite Sands?" Corrie asked.

"Tested rockets. Al so nuclear devices," Ben answered. "It was
established as part of the Manhattan Project way back in Wrld War Two.
Enrico Ferm worked there at one tine. Al so the Anerican rocket pioneer,
CGoddard. At one point, nore than twel ve thousand people were enpl oyed at
White Sands. Tract houses sprawl ed over all these mesas around town. The
gover nent proj ect brought boomconditions to a sleepy little Mexican-
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ancient poplar in the center of the square. That, of course, was one of
the first things that got sacrificed to 'progress.' Wll, enough of the
travel og. W have to lay plans for kicking hell out of the Nazi garrison.”

"You can still amaze nme with your vast know edge of these out-of-the-way
pl aces, General," Beth renarked.

"Nothing"to it, my little chickadee. Just have faith in your basic
travel guide and Triple-A road atlas," Ben responded, |aughing. H's
remark abruptly sobered Ben. One hell of a I ot had happened since the

| ast days of the Anerican Autompbile Association. Too much of it lay on
hi s hands.

"First off," he began, organizing his tactical situation. "W need to
get the Apaches in the air to clear the nortar-battery forward observers
of f the heights to the northeast and sout hwest of what will be our IP
The troops can use the ruins of the city to mask their deploynment. W're
going to want to hit themon a broad front. Shock effect all the way."
Ben paused, considering his next order of engagement. "Georgi would | ove



this. All arnmor forward , including APCs. Just like the old Red Arnmy in
the Great Patriotic War."

"What was so patriotic about the Great War?" Cooper asked.

"Wrld War Two to us, Coop," Ben expl ained. He exani ned the fol ded map
on the clipboard strapped to one thigh. "Hummm W can bring up R Batt's
snipers with the big . 50s and put themon the nesas cleared by the
Apaches. Target officers and lead NCOs. Time for the gloves to conme off,
| think. Al 105s and above to | oad CNDM shells for first five salvos.
HE and flechette rounds to foll ow. Apaches to be refueled and armed and
fly close air support for the infantry, which will follow the arnor into
t he bl ack-shirt MR That, | think, should do it tidily."

"CGosh, Ceneral, that even scares ne," Beth assured himwith a crooked snile

"Let's hope it scares the head Hun defendi ng Al ano-
273 gordo," Ben offered.

"Ceneral, counterbattery radar says they have the nortar batteries
bracketed,” Corrie informed Ben

"Good. Have themrelay coordi nates and order Perkins to open fire as
soon as the guns are laid. W need to bust their butts before too nany
peopl e are shoved into too small an area." To Jersey's quizzica
expression, he added, "W could still lose this one, kid."

274

Faced with only the remains of a battalion inside the ruins of

Ther mopol i s, Thernopolis gauged his task to be easy. The ambush had gone
perfectly, with over 275 eneny KIA. It would give any prudent conmander
cause to seek surrender ternms. Not so the hardcore Nazi in charge at the
small Woming town. In addition to the flamethrowers, he had anot her
as-yet - unknown weapon. Although not professing to be Nazis, a |large
nunber of Americans had volunteered to join in the fight against the
Rebel forces.

Their | eader had sworn foul oaths agai nst Ben Rai nes and vowed to
sacrifice every last one of his followers, and hinself, to ensure the
destruction of all Rebels within range of the town.

"I could understand such a pledge if it nmeant the downfall and death of
General Raines," the South Anerican Nazi had countered, curious as to
notive.

"W once were many," the holl ow eyed specter before his desk replied.
"We lived as we chose after the Geat War. Then Ben Raines and his vile
Rebel s came hunting us. They killed w thout nercy; nen, women, children
They used nerve gas and ot her abom nabl e devices. Those of us who
survived . . . have been forced to - change our ways, our appearance,
live again in cursed da -But that is another matter, not of your
concern. W are experienced fighting nmen and wonen and hate Ben Rai nes
and his Rebels to the point of distraction. W will not fail you."

275 "Your assistance will be appreciated,” the black-shirt col onel had
responded indifferently.

Now, with two-thirds of his force destroyed by a nere conpany of Rebels,



he sought to turn these rather odd allies to his advantage. Maj. Ernesto
Kruger was not prepared for what he encountered in the underground homne
of the American | eader. He cane to themat nealtime. An unfortunate

choi ce, as he soon di scovered.

H s stomach churned at the sight of what appeared disturbingly to be a
roasted human thigh laid out on a large platter in the center of the
table. Perhaps it was bear, he hastened to assure hinself. There were a
| ot of them around now that man did not occupy their forner living
space. And the -neat had been skinned.

"Join us in our hunble fare?" the American had asked, deep-set eyes
aglitter with some secret jest.

"No, ah -thank you. | just left my dinner table,"
stomach jittery.

Kruger responded,

"Ch, well." The Anmerican | eader passed slices of the neat to those
around the table. It snelled sweet, |ike pork, Kruger thought. "You cane
about your defeat by the Rebels,"” he fired at Kruger

"That's -yes, | did. They hit us rather hard in an anbush, the
snowstorm you see. | wanted to be certain that your people would stil
fight to keep the Rebels out."

"Wthout question. We'll fight. But I am sure you know that you will |ose.’
"Why is that?"

"By our count, the Rebels have |ess than a conpany in strength, yet they
wi ped out twice their nunber in one fifteen-mnute battle. And that in
conditions of limted visibility. No, don't take that wong. Your troops
are fine. Excellent, in fact. They perfornmed outstandi ngly agai nst the
smal |, partisan armes of the countries you dom nated in South America,
and agai nst native peoples, primtives with spears and bl owguns. They
did well against a determ ned eneny in Venezuel a, Col onbia, and the
Central American Alliance. Even the venture in Mexico went well."
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"Wthout exception, those nations were weakened by the presence of ny
-our -ah, co-religionists, if you will. My point is, all of this did not
prepare you to face the Rebels."

"That is patently ridicul ous,"
Nazi superiority.

Kruger spat in outrage at this insult to

Suddenly the weird Anerican's face swelled and the cords stood out in
his neck. "We alnost ruled the entire world, you silly Nazi clown! W
know what the Rebels can do."

Kruger recoiled as though he had been sl apped. Wio were these strange
peopl e? A chill began at the base of his spine and grew to engulf his
soul . At last he nastered enough control to frane a retort. "Then why
are you willing to fight?"

"Because we hate Ben Raines. Anything that hurts himgives us pl easure.
And, we are willing to die for it. Tell ne where and when you want us
and we will be there. Now, our food is getting cold and di ning has very
special meaning to us."



Smarting at his dismssal, Ernesto Kruger departed fromhis allies with
an inpression of having escaped sonething dark and sinister. "Santa
Maria, y todos |os santos," he breathed prayerfully, meaning it for the
first time since chil dhood.

Sonehow t he Nazis got some rods shoved up their asses, Thernopolis

t hought at the sight of scream ng, raging men charging the Rebel forward
lines. Through the magnification of his field glasses, he discovered
that women fought in the conpany of the mani acal defenders of the

Ther nopol i s Quadrangl e, as he had dubbed it.

Wmen? Maddened to the point of attacking with bare hands, at that.
Where had he cone across that before? He asked his executive officer

"The creepies, nman," Bags -short for Bagh Savita - Rivers answered.
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t hose bastards, " Thernopolis conpl ai ned. "Have our people got those
fl amet hrowers spotted?”

"Yep. Came in a minute ago. | sent snipers to deal with them Should be
hearin' any tinme now," Bags advised him

Big custom .50 sniper rifles had a distinctive blast to themthat set
the bull-barrel, long-range blasters apart fromany other firearm
Thermopol i s heard one kick in a second later. Another followed in a
heartbeat. He produced a broad grin.

"Scratch two firebugs."”

"What do we do about these dudes who are clawin' and bitin' at our
peopl e?" Bags asked.

A shiver ran up Thernopolis's spine. "They really doin' that?"

"True thing."

"Bags, we could be in some deep shit, man," Thernopolis underesti mated.
"Back up every patrol with a |ight machine gun. Take no chances. Frag
every hidey-hole that's uncovered. And, no prisoners. None, no matter
what. See that they are shot, and froma di stance, not knifed."

Bags Rivers devel oped a sickly expression. "Don't lay that on ne, man.
It sounds like we're fightin' the creepies again."

Thernopol is spoke with a slight catch in his throat. "I dunno. It could be."

Electrified by the simlarity in behavior of the defenders of
Thernmopolis to the Night People, the Rebels renewed their determ nation
Careful, calmdeliberation by Ther-nopolis-the-nan led to a sudden and
final upset of the Nazi dreamfor the town. Wthin three hours, squad
nmop- ups on a bl ock-by-bl ock basis got under way. Thernopolis could count
hi nsel f anot her victory.

Apache gunshi ps bl ew the FGs off the peaks around Al anpbgordo like so
many wi nter |eaves. Wile they sani-

278 tized the area, Rebel units spread out across the middle of the
wr eckage of the town and prepared to advance agai nst the bl ack-shirts.



Spear headed by the arnor, BFVs, and APCs, the Rebel assault struck
terror into the hearts of the American Nazi defenders. Advanci ng behi nd
t he heavies, the infantry crunched over the ruins on the flat nmesas that
once were home to thousands of workers at Wiite Sands. What structures
had not been canni balized for firewod were blown into clouds of
splinters by the 4-inch nmortars, firing flat-trajectory like tank guns,
and the recoilless rifles of the nmobile infantry.

"Eagl e, we have a hot spot over here on the south side of town," canme a
call to Ben's headquarters.

"You're that far already?" Ben asked in surprise.

"Roger that. They nelted in front of us until we got here. There's sone
ki nd of big compound, cyclone fence with razor wire on top. Woden
barracks, a mess hall. Also somethin' that |ooks |like big prefab ovens."

"I'l'l be right there," Ben snapped.

Wth directions provided by the R Batt conpany conmander, Cooper got Ben
there in fifteen m nutes. That cane after much dodgi ng of enemy nortar
and machi ne-gun fire. What Ben Raines saw cull ed up i nages of grainy
filmshown at the Nurenmberg War Crines Trials.

"Anot her of Hoffman's 'inprovenents for America,' no doubt,"” Ben
observed acidly. He took the m ke fromCor-rie. "Yankee Two-four, Eagle
here. Can you punch through to that place?"

"Roger that, Eagle. W've got the wire down on two sides. |I'mtaking
some casualties, but we're ready to junp off now "

"Let me find you first. Eagle, out.

Cooper raced the Hummer around one side of the apparent concentration
canp. He tried hard to not flinch at the wall of flickers from
small-arms fire. Wth his usual el an, Cooper slewed the Hunmvee into
pl ace beside a man who exuded conmand authority. Jersey, then Ben
energed fromthe utility vehicle.
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A warrior bred, the conpany conmander nodded acknow edgment of his
general instead of bracing and saluting. Ben liked that. "General. W
captured a CP earlier. According to the marks on the map, this is a

| abor canp. Looks like old pictures of Dachau to ne."

"My thinking exactly. When we go in, watch out for collateral damage."

The conpany conmander's eyes narrowed. "You think there are civilians in
t here?"

"There could be. Whether or not, we have to take this place. Wat say we
go gi ve Hof fmman an enema?"

Ben and his Thonpson, acconpani ed by Jersey and the team went in

al ongsi de the company comrander. Two hate-nout hi ng Nazis appeared in a
second-fl oor wi ndow of one barrack and Ben ended their day, and their
lives, with a spray fromthe heavy ol d subgun. Screans of agony, rage,
and terror grewto a chorus of msery as nore Rebels poured into the



canp. Jersey shot a black-shirt who held a stick grenade poised to throw

It dropped to the ground at his feet and went off. End of story for him
and three others. Atrio of walleyed Nazis tried to surrender. Snarling
Rebel s cut them down. Then, with a short spurt of fire fromthe far end
of the building at the center, all resistance ended.

Ben wi ped his face with the back of one hand and reached for his
canteen. After a long gulp, he gestured to the sturdy structure where
fighting had ceased. "Let's go see what we've wal ked into."

What Ben found raised his eyebrows and his anger by a few degrees.

Pat hfi nders fromthe assaulting conpany herded a dozen small, uncertain,
hesitant figures before them In the snoke-darkened light of late

aft ernoon, Ben di scovered themto be small boys, he judged to be from
ten to thirteen. All had snmudged, tear-stained faces, grubby hands, and
rags for clothing. But they were clear-eyed, with cherubic features and
neatly crewcut hair.

"What have we here?" Ben asked the corporal in charge.
"Internees, according to this boy here, General."
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doubtfully. When Ben nodded affirmatively, he threw hinmself forward and
hugged Ben around the waist with thin, dirty arms. "W're safe! W're
really safe at last," he wailed

"I'l'l -be -goddamed,"” was all Ben coul d nanage.

Ben Raines turned away fromthe field stove and handed a nug of hot
chocol ate to the towheaded youngster who had been so denonstrative. The
boys had been cl eaned up; the Rebels had found a total of twenty-four of
them Wthin the limts of a predominantly adult organization, clothing
had been provided to cover their seni nakedness. Fighting still raged in
one corner of Al a-nobgordo, but the time had come to di scover what these
children m ght know.

From some of the others, Ben and his interrogators had heard horror
stories of enslavenment, torture, parents killed by the Nazis before
their children's eyes. He had al so obtained hints that there was anot her
canp, somewhere up in the Sacranento Mountains to the south of town.
Most had indicated that this |ad knew the nost about what had happened.

Ben had so far learned that this boy was naned Jinmy R ggs. He was
twel ve and, apparently by tacit agreement, spokesman for the rest. He
wore his patched and washed shorts, a Rebel canp T-shirt that hung to
hi s bare knees, the armhol es sagging well down thin arnms, and worn
sneakers. Jinmmy accepted the cocoa eagerly and took a deep sip. It left
a pal e brown nustache on his puckered upper lip.

"Now, Jimmy, | have some questions | have to ask you," Ben explained in
a far-nmore-kindly voice than used for his regular interrogations. "Sone
of them may be painful to answer, but everything you can tell nme will
hel p. You can be sure of that. First off, how long did the Nazis hold
you captive?"

"I -uh -1 don't know, Gen'ral Raines," Jimy piped.

281 "It was a long tinme. At least a nmonth."



That tallied with what the others had said. "Wat about your parents? W
didn't find any adult prisoners in this conpound."”

"Th-they - they - " Tears welled in Jimy's eyes and he choked off his
Voi ce.

"I think I can guess the rest, Jimy. The Nazis hurt then®"

"Y-yes. Sone kids' folks never came with them My mnom a-an' dad - they
- they went away. | - we boys think the nasties killed our folks."

"I"'msorry, son, but | believe you're right. Do you have any idea why we
found only boys? There were no girls here"

"Th-the girls . . . they - uh . . "Jimy |lowered straw col ored | ashes
over cobalt eyes and dropped his voice to a whisper. "They took them
somewhere el se. There's another canmp, where they have a | ot of boys, and
girls, too. To -to use for their dir-dirty fun."

For all his conpassion for the child, for any children, Ben's anger
expl oded. "Goddamm them Do you know where they took the girls?"

"I - I"'mafraid to say. What if they found out | told you?"

Ben reached over and ruffled Jimy's brush of crew cut hair. "Nothing
wi Il happen to you, Jinmy. W're kicking shit out of them" Ben bit his
l[ip. You don't say "shit" to a twelve-year-old, he adnoni shed hinself.

Jimy giggled. "Good. | hope you get that Major Brauer an' kick himin
the balls. He -he tried to -ah - pester ne."

Ben's eyes narrowed. "Is Brauer a short, fat guy with a little mnustache?"
"Y-yes."

"No problem Jinmy. | blew his brains all over the wall of his office
with this." Ben lightly touched the butt of his .50 Desert Eagl e.

Jimy sighed heavily. "Okay. Then - then | guess it's safe to tell you
what | know. | - | heard sone of the guards talkin'." H's face twi sted
in childish disgust. "They were
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There's this place in the mountains to the south, the Sacranento
Mount ai ns, right? These guards were tal kin' about how the big-shot
officers went there for R&R, whatever that neans."

"Rest and Recreation,"” Ben provided.

"Huh! Recreation, all right. They had the girls up there, an' sone boys
who woul dn't make a fuss over it, to fool around with."

He' d heard enough, Ben Rai nes decided. Hi s bl ood boil ed whenever he

| earned of kids being msused in any nanner. \Wen soneone picked them
for sex toys, he lost all conposure when it came to dealing with the

perverts. And right now he figured to deal with those responsible for
this atrocity.

"Do you know where this place is?" Ben asked tightly.



"No - not exactly. But | could show you how to get nost of the way there."
"Wuld you do it, Jimy?" Ben asked eagerly.
"Sure. I'd go with you if you want."

A frown creased Ben's brow "I'mnot so hot for that idea. The place is
bound to be guarded."

"This was guarded an' you nanaged to get ne an' the others out”
rem nded him

Ji my

Ben fought a snmile. "All right, well do it. Jersey," he raised his

voi ce. "Where's the rest of the teanP"
"Cooper's with the love of his |life." She neant the Humrmer. "Corrie's
chowi n' down. Beth is hel ping clean up sone of the other kids."

"Leave her, then, and Snoot. Get the rest together, get a light sem auto
rifle for Jimy here, and we're going to hit the road."

"No sport jobs around, General, but |I can get himan M16."
"Do it"

"\Where we headed, boss?" Jersey asked.

"W are out to bust the Nazi big wi gs' brothel."
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At Ben's repeated urgi ng, Cooper put the pedal down on the Humer.
Little Jimmy Riggs sat up front and pointed out various |andmarks wth
whi ch he was faniliar.

"Look! See - see that rusty pile of netal ?" he chirped somewhere in the
m ddl e of the Wiite Sands Proving G ound conpl ex. "They say that was one
of the first rockets tested here. It was up on a stand, once, to show
of f. Wiy did they test rockets?" he asked innocently.

"So nen could go to the nmoon," Ben sinplified.
"Who'd want to go to the noon?" Jinmmy returned.

"Did soneone feed this kid some uppers with his canned hash?" Ben asked
jokingly. Then he relented and spoke in his teacher's voice. "Back
before the Great War, before even your dad was born, nen had dreamns of
expl oring space, goingtoMars, to the other planets. W did, too. Only it
was machines for the nost part. Men did stand on the surface of the
moon. They planted an Anerican flag there. It's still up there, as far
as | know. Small, powerful robots, called space probes, were shot into
space and visited Venus, Mars, the outer planets. One even went off out
of our solar system Then the dreamdied," Ben concluded with sadness
evident, "along with al nost everything else good in our world."

"The G eat War, huh?" Jinmy asked.

"That's part of it. But it began long before that. Politicians convinced
t hensel ves that their offices were a 'ca-



284 reer.' They thought they had been elected for Iife and acted with
all the arrogance of that self-delusion. They openly | ooted the public
wealth to brazenly buy votes fromevery | oudnmouthed mnority and speci al
interest. They pandered to the crimnals, the worthless, and the

i nconmpetent. They encouraged a cult of victimsm in which no one was
required to be responsible for their actions, and particularly for their
crimes or failures. It was al ways sonmeone else's fault. Not
surprisingly, at the same tine, the politicians and judges coddl ed
crimnal s and persecuted their victins.

"Society glorified drugs and sex and viol ence, encouraged by the
deviants in the nmedia, entertainment, and governnent. We becane a
noral | y and economical ly bankrupt nation,"” Ben sumed up sadly. "And
that didn't happen only in our country, Jinmy. Look at what went on in
South Anerica. The politicians began by accomvodating the Nazi fugitives
from Germany after the Second World War, and see what that got them On,
hell, here | go preaching again. And probably pitching nmy spiel above
your head."

"Ch, no, sir. | understand everything you said, Gen'ral Raines,"
answered quietly.

Ji my

Was that a note of bitter cynicismin the boy's voice? Ben asked
hi nsel f. Consi deri ng what he had been through, he had cone by it
honestly. A silent minute later, Jinmy pointed ahead.

"We're going to start up into the nountains. Maybe - maybe you can have
M. Cooper slow down so | can look real hard at the country?"

"Sure, Jimry. Back it off sone, Coop, if you please," Ben instructed.

Above 3,000 feet in San Agustin Pass, snow began to fall. Strong drafts
through the cleft in the red-brown nmountains caused it to swirl in

t hi ck, tornado-shaped billows. Jimry's face becane pinched and cl osed as
he studied the country.
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off, Gen'ral Raines," he said quietly.

A few mnutes |ater he becane agitated and pointed excitedly at a narrow
side road. "lIs that it, Jinmy?" Ben asked.

"Yes -yes, | think so," he squeaked.
"Take a | ook, Coop," Ben conmanded.

Cooper slewed the Hummer into the opening, tires creaking on four inches
of new fall. They eased along, with not even fences to show a sign of
human habitation. After the third mle, with a high, overhanging wall of
rock ahead, everyone agreed this was not the road. Wth greater than
usual care, Cooper navi gated back to the snow swept concrete surface of
U S. 70/82. They conti nued upward.

Near the sunmit, at 3,900 feet, Jimy again showed signs of alert

energy. He pointed the Hummer onto a decrepit, rutted dirt side road.
Again they didn't see a sign of life for the first mle. Then, around a
bend, a high chain-link fence snapped into sharp focus during a spate in
the whirling flakes.



"That's it!" Jinmmy squeaked. "I bet it is.

Ben Rai nes patted the boy on one shoulder. "Go on, Coop. We'll take a
better |ook."

I ndeed they found a conpound, enclosed by sagging fence and rusted razor
wire. Tall access gates closed off the road. On one, a sign identified
it as a part of the old security systemfor Wiite Sands. It read nonile
patrol i

AND DET. 3, AIR SURVEILLANCE (RADAR) CO B. (USA).

"W m ght have sonething here, Coop. There are no guards in that shack."

"Or they're hiding fromus," Jersey suggested.
"The guards | heard talking said there weren't many men on duty up
here," Jimy offered.

"Then, let's go wake up whoever is here," Ben decl ared.

Di snounted fromthe Hunmer, the team approached the gate. Cooper checked
out the sentry box and signaled it enpty. They entered through a

personnel portal. Ben had insisted that Jimry remain behind in the Hunvee.

286 He had an M 16 to keep himconpany, and with the nmotor running it
was war m

Jersey cane upon the first guard. She silenced himwith a butt-stroke to
the throat. He went down gaggi ng and suffocating. Cooper knifed a fat
guard in what m ght have been the guardroom After a quick circuit of

t he conpound, they gathered at a | arge barrack building. Dimlights
glowed fromdirty wi ndows, indicating the presence of a generator

"Well| take the end doors, front and rear. In two mnutes, we all go in
toget her," Ben instructed.

"One of those doors is goin' to have to go beggin', boss. | stay with
you, " Jersey insisted.

Ben snorted his irritation, but agreed. When the second hand indi cated
the end of two m nutes, Ben kicked in the door and Jersey went in first.
H gh, shrill shouts of surprise reached Ben's ears a fraction of a
second before he foll owed Jersey.

They found kids, all right. Each one a fanatical menber of Peter

Vol mer's Werewol ves. Firing began at once, with the advantage to the
crazed Nazi kids. Like their |eader, Ben Raines, the Rebels had an
instinctively protective attitude toward children. That nade even the
deadly Jersey a bit slowwith her trigger finger

For all that, her slugs reached two ki ddie black-shirts before the
weapons they ainmed at Ben Rai nes coul d di scharge. They went down with
severe wounds, rather than killing shots. Intense pain in ones so small
rendered them hel pl ess. Shouting "Sieg Hal.1"the little nonsters swarned
around and over Ben's team Ben went belatedly for his .50 Desert Eagle
a noment before a stout [ad of fourteen drove the butt of his FAL M2
rifle into the back of Ben's head. Bl ackness swanped the Rebel |eader as
other blows felled his team



A murmur, like the surf on a gentle strand, reached the m nd of Ben
Rai nes. Slowy the blackness turned to gray. Slivers of pain |anced
t hrough his head as he tried slowy to

287 raise his eyelids. After a long rest, he made another effort. The
mur mur turned to human speech

At |east, Ben thought it to be human. It did sound |ike high, sharp
twitters of birds. Suddenly a voice heavy with authority cut through the
chi rpi ng and brought silence.

"Achtung!"

Ben forced his lids up to a strange sight. He estimated sone forty
little tads standing at rigid attention all around him Their faces were
cl ean-scrubbed and glowed with health. Al had crew cuts, their hair
ranging fromcotton white to soft brown. They all wore short black
trousers and brown el bow Il ength shirts. Each had a swasti ka arnband. The
aut horitative voice spoke again.

"Conr ades, our bel oved | eader, Brigadefixhrer Peter Vol ner."
"Heil Hoffrman!" the little Nazis barked.

Peter Vol mer here? \Were was "here"? And how | ong had he been out? Ben
puzzl ed over these questions nuz-zily while he fought to maintain focus
with eyes that burned and throbbed.

"My dear Werewol ves, | amimmensely proud of you. Wen | |earned of the
presence of Ben Raines near Al a-nogordo, | imediately made arrangenents
to come here. First | nust conplinent your commander. Standartenfuhrer
Dracher, you planned and executed your mission splendidly. | will
personal ly recommend you to our Fuhrer for the First Cass Oder of the
Iron Cross.”

"Thank you, Brigadefuhrer,"” young Dracher blushingly blurted. "Wat are
we to do with these Rebel sw ne?"

"I think we shall leave themalive. Let themtry to live with the fact
they are responsible for the m ghty Ben Rai nes being captured by the
nmere children of the Master Race." He | aughed heartily for Peter Vol ner,
a sort of strangl ed "Haa-ha, haaa-hee -haal"

Agai n, Dracher called for silence as the boy Nazis picked up on the
| aught er. Vol ner nodded his approval and Ben Raines gl owered at himfrom
the floor. Then Vol ner reached behind hi mand nade a come-here gesture.

288 "The real hero of this engagenment - the star actor of our little
drama, shall we say - is young Abteilungfiihrer Heinz Guber."

Vol mer brought forward a pal e-faced boy in the uniformof the

Werewol ves. Wth outrage and sick disgust, Ben Raines recogni zed their
ever-so-cooperative guide, Jimy R ggs. The two pips of an SS squad

| eader sparkled on the shoul der tabs of his brown shirt. On one side of
the collar were the SS runes, on the other an old U S. Arny officer's
infantry branch insignia. Volner ran lengthy, pallid, spatulate fingers
down the long | obe at the back of the boy's head and along his neck in a
possessive, intimate touch that nade Ben's stomach |urch

"You did well, Heinz," Vol ner praised. "But what else could |I expect



fromny nost efficient Standartenjuhrer?”

Hei nz/ Jimry's face glowed with ecstasy. A pronmotion! And not a little
one, to Conpany Conmander at that. "Th-thank you, Brigadefiihrer. | -1
don't deserve the pronotion, | only did ny job."

"And excellently, too. W have the great Ben Raines in our grasp now.
The ultimate destruction of all Rebel forces is at hand. And it is
entirely due to your superb acting ability." He turned to nore-nundane
matters. "Cl ean out this place quickly, |eave not a trace. Dunp these
Rebel scumin their vehicle. Ben Raines is to be bound securely and nade
ready to be noved. He is conming with ne. So, Heinzi, are you," he

concl uded, again stroking the boy's head.

Ben Raines could contain his revulsion and humiliation no |onger
sucking in air he roared with all his powerful voice, "You sick, pervert
son of a bitch!"

Jimy's small Nazi foot, in an ankle-high boot, kicked Ben back into
unconsci ousness.

When the headquarters communit reported that nothing had been heard
fromBen's teamin an hour and a hal f, Buddy had a stab of apprehension
Since he found hinself occupied in the finishing-off of Carrizozo, he
coul d do
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AH 64 Apaches made their final runs three hours after comunications had
| ost contact with the Hunmer. Wth their "black hol e" exhausts, they
made hardly a sound as the insectile forns peeked over a ridge and
positioned thenmselves to unload their terrible ordnance. Nazis died |ike
ants on a griddle as mssiles, rockets, and thousands of rounds of 30nm
swat hed t hrough them Even those dug into supposedly secure hol es
retained flash i npressions of the nosecones of Hellfire mssiles an

i nstant before white-hot oblivion enbraced them

By the time the fledgling village of Carrizozo -rebuilt by Rebels the
previ ous year -had been fully suppressed, Buddy's gnaw ng preoccupation
wi th Ben's whereabouts had reached the head-scratching and |ip-chew ng
stage. Relief flooded himwhen his communit beeped and he heard the
wel cone wor ds.

"Rat, we've just heard fromEagle's team™
"Good," Buddy replied briskly. "Were is Eagle and what's he up to?"

"Uh, Rat, like | said, we've heard fromthe team GCeneral I|ke thinks you
shoul d conme over here.”

A col d hand grasped Buddy's spine. "Wat do you mean? Conme out with it.
| s Dad okay?"

"We, ah, don't know " The unconfortable RT operator had the m ke taken
from her hands. "Buddy, this is Ike. You' d better cone over here. W've
gotta talk."

Conqueri ng pothol es, blown bridges, and rockslides, Buddy nade the
ninety mles to lke in Roswell in twd hours. He entered his senior
conmmander's CP with a face drawn and gray. |ke, he quickly noticed,



| ooked the sane.

"Here's what we've got," lke said curtly after greeting the young
Rai nes. He pushed the play button of a tape recorder

Jersey's voi ce cane through the background static. "This is Eagle team
| gotta talk to General Ike, uh, to Shark." Crackling airwaves foll owed
whil e the RT patched the channel to |Ike, who was assaulting Roswell at
the tine. It gave Buddy time to wonder why it was Jersey and not

290 Corrie. He soon | earned when the connecti on was nuade.

"Uh- Shark, this is Eagle Team They, ah, they've got Be -Eagle." lke's

bluster followed. "I know It was ny fault. | take all blame. The Hummer
is out of order. Cooper is trying to reattach the distributor cap and
plug wires. It happened about four hours ago. We're still up in San

Agustin Pass. The Nazis, kid Nazis, junped us, goddamm them "

Buddy stared bl ankly while she spoke. Her disclosure that Ben Rai nes had
been captured by the nost vile eneny, except possibly the N ght People,

t he Rebel s had known stunned him Now he croaked out his question when

I ke turned off the recorder and keyed the mike.

"How s the rest of the tean?"
"I's that Rat? Well, Beth's all right. Sore and damm mad. Corrie got a
hell of a lunmp on her head. Sick to her stomach right now, so |I'mdoin'

the talkin'."

"\What about you?"

"I don't matter," Jersey, filled with msery, fired back. "I dropped the
ball. | let the boss get taken by those rotten little bastards. I'm
losin' it, Rat, lke. Ill never forgive nyself. | -1 don't even know if
B-Ben's still alivel"™ A sound |ike a ragged sob ended her transm ssion

I ke's slow, patient voice got her back on the air. After several deep
breaths, Jersey related the entire story fromthe begi nning. Expressions
of al arm passed anong those in the commvan. |ke questioned Jersey in
his easy drawl to make certain everything came out.

"You say those kids the R Batt found in Al anogordo were part of this
Werewol f outfit?"

"Roger, Shark. | felt hincky about that all along, those kids being
there, all convenient for us to rescue. Wy | see these Nazis, they'd
kill any w tnesses. Ch, shit! There's nmpst of themstill there.

Sonet hin' ought to be done about it."

It being Buddy's AO, he took the mike. "Sonme of themstill are,"” he
replied to Jersey's worry. "Qthers we packed up an hour ago and sent
them of f on a supply plane to Base Canp One. We'll take care of it right
away. Wien will you
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"Whenever Cooper gets this thing running again. | don't want to cone
back. I want to go find the boss," Jersey said with anguish.

"W all do. Ill be there in two hours. Then we'll take care of those



baby bl ack-shirts. Meet ne there and we'll organize a search for -for
Eagle. Rat out."
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Buddy Rai nes canme back to Al ampbgordo boiling with rage. He'd never trust
a kid again. Wde-eyed little deceiving sons of bitches. And they had
his father. Who knew what tortures the Nazi bastards woul d use on Ben
Rai nes? Radi o nessages had alerted the mlitary police anong the Rebels.

Part-timers, they were volunteers for policing rear areas, directing
convoy traffic, and all the details attended to in a nmilitary community.
The captain who served as provost marshal to Buddy's conmand net him
out side the administrative building of the fake Nazi concentration canp.

"What are your orders, Colonel?" he asked briskly.

"We're going to round up those Nazi brats dam fast," Buddy snapped.
"Sir, some of the guys who are missing their own famlies have sorta
taken themin. After all, once they were cleaned up, they were kinda
cute little tykes."

"I"'mcalling this Operation D aper Vipers," Buddy stated coldly. "Those
kids are trained killers. Consider it |ike having a cobra in your hooch
Captain O Malley." At the top cop's puzzl ed expressi on, Buddy expl ai ned.
"It comes fromthat old war in Vietnam Dad told ne about cobras and
hooches. Snakes are col d-bl ooded. They |ike warm pl aces. A hooch was a
dugout shelter, usually with a thatch roof, for one or two men. Sl eeping
men put out a lot of warnth."
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handl e the kids with care.”

O Mal l ey responded with a wince. "W

"Right. You'll be in charge, but I'mconming along to pick up every one
of them"
"Five of the boys are still right over there in the barrack, sir."

"Good. W'Il start with them Pick five of your MPs and bring them
al ong." Buddy | oosened the . 45 in his belt holster

Five small boys sat in a tight circle on the floor of the main dormtory
room of the barrack. They had been engaged in an earnest, whispered
conversati on when the door burst open to reveal Buddy Rai nes, face
darkly clouded with his anger.

They were good, Buddy had to adnmit. Al five | ooked up with guileless,
friendly expressions. "Spread out, get on your bellies, arns over your
heads, |egs apart," Buddy snapped.

"Wh-what? Is this a game?" one |ad chirped

"This is like the nasties did to us,"” another whined.

Buddy stepped further into the roomand MPs followed him At their
presence, with the bands on helmets and brassards on arms, the

Werewol ves' eyes wi dened. Buddy growl ed at them with full intent behind
t he menace.



"Do it, or I'Il kick you clear the fuck across the room™

An MP knelt at the side of each supine boy. Expertly they bent the small
arnms down to the small of childish backs and secured the wists with
plastic riot cuffs. Then they began searching. A small pile of boning,
filleting, and utility knives began to grow. Buddy studied it and felt a
chill.

"I imagine the cooks will be interested to | earn where their m ssing
cutlery was found," he observed dryly. "Take them somewhere and | ock
them up. Have interrogators stand by to chemically debrief them Let's
go get the others."

Operation Diaper Vipers went quicker and easier than Buddy had
antici pated. Before an hour had passed,
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red-faced Rebel who had "adopted" die boy who called hinmself Tommy Cook
told themthat the youngster had wanted to go | ook at the tanks. Buddy
and the mlitary police headed for the tank park

They did not find Tonmy there. G owi ng nore concerned, Buddy suggested
the search spread out. Captain O Malley directed his men to every
sensitive point. He remained with Buddy Raines. Their wait didn't prove
a long one.

"MP One, this is MP Six," the radio in Pat O Malley's hand crackl ed. He
cut his eyes to Buddy Rai nes, who nodded a "this is your show' go-ahead.

"Go, Six."
"W found him Only we got a problem"”
"Ten-twenty, Six?" O Mlley asked.

"W -we're over at the ammp trucks, Captain." The strain in his voice
had Buddy Rai nes seeing the sweat standing out on a young Rebel's forehead.

"Shit," O Milley spat, then keyed the mke. "Wat's the situation?"

"The kid - the kid's standin' at the back of an amo truck, in the
center of a line of them He's got a grenade. And he's pulled the pin."

"Keep himcalm Six. Talk to him W're on our way," O Malley instructed
tightly. Then, to Buddy, "Colonel? You -ah, don't need to be in on this
one."

"Yes, | do, Captain O Malley," Buddy said flatly.

They found a pal e-faced, frightened boy with a Iive grenade in his hand.
He gripped it so tightly that his severely bitten nails made bl ack
crescents against whitened fingers. H s bare knees shook so violently
that the legs of his shorts fluttered. Buddy Raines took it all in and
spoke softly to Pat O Malley.

"Let me." He stepped forward and Tommy j erked his hand upward toward the
tail gate of the | oaded amo truck. "Tomry, Tommy, it's all right, son
Just hold on and let nme get that pin and put it back in the grenade.
Then we can all relax. Listen to me, Tomy."



295 "My nane ain't Tommy. |'mDieter. Dieter Yaegel, a soldier of the
Fourth Reich!" His thin voice grew loud and shrill. "I denmand that you
let me go and free all ny conrades. Do it or I'll blow up everything."

"You don't want to die, Tonmy - er-Dieter. Neither do we. Just let ne
safe that grenade." Buddy took a step closer to the terrified boy.

"No! Don't take another step. I'Il do it. |I swear."
"Dieter, ny nanme is Buddy Raines. General Ben is ny father."

Shock and confusion registered on the boy's face. He couldn't be over

el even, Buddy estimated. Buddy took advantage of the kid's confusion to
t ake another step closer. A wld |light cane suddenly to Dieter/ Tomry's
eyes. Reading the boy's intent, Buddy nmade a desperate dive forward and
hooked the boy's legs in a one-arned tackle.

He and Dieter sprawed in the dirt, the boy kicking and screan ng
Buddy's free hand pried at Dieter's death grip on the grenade. He
managed to wench it | oose and the armng striker snacked into the
primer with a metallic click. Instantly Buddy let go of Dieter and cane
to one knee. He made a hard, straight pitch with the arned hand bonb
toward the | ow basenent w ndow of a snoked-out house across fromthe
ammo vehi cl es.

"G enaaaade! " Buddy bel | oned.

The Iight-green spheroid bounced off the bottomof the sill and dropped
fromsight. Two seconds later it went off. Every Rebel in the vicinity
had hit the ground, and they all jerked in reaction to the detonation

Di eter sobbed wretchedly and pounded the ground with small fists. Buddy
Rai nes came to his feet first. He reached down and yanked Dieter off the
ground.

Wth cold, deliberate cal mess, he carried the boy by the scruff of his
shirt collar to a huge equi pnent tire that had been changed out. There,
Buddy sat down, a lopsided grin on his face as he put the ki ddi e Nazi
over his knees.

Dieter found his voice. "Wat're you gonna do to ne?
296 What're you gonna do?"

"You're going to get what you, by god, should have gotten a damed | ong
time ago," Buddy inforned himas he yanked down the youngster's short
trousers and underwear.

Then, am d Dieter/Tommy's shrieks, wails, and pitiful sobs, Buddy Raines
adm ni stered a thorough and deliberately pai nful spanking. After the
sixth application of Buddy's big, hard palmto the boy's buttocks,

Di eter stopped wiggling and kicking. His tears continued to wet Buddy's
canp trouser leg and his sobs becane whinpers on the tenth smack. Buddy
quit at an even dozen

"That was one hell of a spanking," Capt. Pat O Malley commented in an
awed tone.

"Not a quarter of what he deserves,"” Buddy said thickly.

Restored to his feet, Dieter pulled up his shorts. H s face held a



strange expression. Wth effort he gul ped back his hysterical sobs. H's
lips and throat worked and Buddy sensed he wanted to say sonething other
than the defiance he had been uttering. He gave the boy an encouragi ng nod.

"Wwe're part of the WWe-Werewol ves," the boy blurted. Then, tearfully,
hum liated and feeling betrayed by the Master Race, Dieter told

everyt hing he knew about the Werewol ves and Peter Vol ner. Buddy and

O Malley listened with growi ng horror and di sgust.

"Mary an' all the saints,” O Malley gasped when the | ad had concl uded.
"What kind of nonsters would do that to kids? Pervert their chil dhood
into something so twisted and violent."

"The world is full of them" Buddy answered tightly. "Dad said that at

| east this country used to be. Al it takes is a sick mind and the right
kind of hate. 1'd like to get my hands on that son of a bitch Vol nmer.
VWhi ch reminds ne. Lock this one up and |I've got to get on the horn to
Base Camp One."

Cecil Jefferys took the call from Buddy that interrupted his supper
"What's that?" he asked in astonish-
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arrive at BCO

"Exactly what | said. You ve got a basket of deadly little nonsters
arriving on a cargo plane any time now," Buddy reiterated. "The Nazis
call them Werewol ves. They are wel |l -trained, vicious, and deadly. Ri ght
now t he ones headed your way don't know we've found out about them so
they'll no doubt play the role they used to suck Dad into their trap
Sweet-faced little boys."

"Don't worry, Buddy. They'll be taken care of the minute they step off
the plane. Now what's this about Ben in a trap?"

"Ch!" Buddy responded in his surprise. "I thought you'd been inforned
about that." He went on to describe all they knew of Ben's capture.”

"By dam, 1'Ill nobilize my division and be on the way at once, "Jefferys
grow ed, outraged at this turn of events.

"No, General Jefferys," Buddy responded. "I can't give you orders, but
Dr. Chase can. Right now | don't think Dad woul d want you exposi ng Base
Canp to any possible advantage the Nazis could take fromthis. Let's
wait and see what happens. W're nounting an expedition to go after Dad
as soon as we can get clear fromhere. General McGowan is taking comrand
inthe field and will coordinate everything. I+-1 feel rotten about Dad
being taken like this, but his teamfeels worse."

"You mean they survived?" Cecil asked, astounded.

"Yes. The Nazis left themunharned. | gather this Volnmer likes to play
head ganes. But, we're on it, so just keep the home fires burning."

Cecil Jefferys decidedly did not like that, but he agreed in principle.
After all, he was now C-in-C of the entire Rebel command. He had to
coordi nate from sonewhere.

By use of repeated, vicious blows to the head, and | ater drugs, Ben
Rai nes was kept unconscious during his transportation to where Peter



Vol mer had decided to
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careful consideration. He could have noved Ben Raines to Fiihrer
Hof f man' s headquarters at Wl l owa Lake.

That woul d have put all the eggs in Hof frman's basket. Peter Vol ner had
his own ideas as to whomit should be who became Fiihrer of the Anerican
Rei ch. Now on an equal footing with Hans Brodermann, and ranked only by
the Fiihrer hinself, Peter had anbitions to enlarge his power base.
Everyone | oved a wi nner. The man who captured Ben Rai nes and succeeded
in forcing the surrender of all Rebel forces would be the man of the
hour, as Volmer saw it. Wth General Rasbach's army behind him and al

of the American Nazis, he would be in a good bargaining position to
present hinself as the new Fiihrer.

Peopl e woul d renmenber and admire the one who had defeated the Rebel
pirates. They would back him he knew it. For that reason, American and
Mexi can Nazis had secretly placed a battalion in the environs of Villa
Ahunmada, Chi huahua, Mexico. They controlled the entire area -in
particular, a large, |uxurious hacienda some ten mles out of town. It
was there that Vol mer and his Werewol ves took the comatose form of Ben
Rai nes.

Ben gradual | y regai ned awareness over the next two days. Still groggy,
and seriously concussed, Ben could at first make little of his
surroundi ngs. He was nauseated, dizzy, his head throbbed and his vision
blurred. On the third day at the hacienda, he began to retain food given
him H's strength returned rapidly now.

By what he surnised to be midafternoon he had come to the concl usion he
was being held in a partly subterranean room a sort of dungeon. The
door was thick, wooden, and barred from outside. He had a crude, narrow
cot, a bucket to serve as a toilet, and a three-by-three-foot table on
whi ch he took his nmeals. Muffled voices fromoutside his cell grew

| ouder as somneone approached. The door opened and Peter Vol ner entered,
acconpani ed by a man Ben figured to be a doctor, from
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Wthout a word, both nmen approached Ben. The doctor peel ed back Ben's
eyelids and flashed a penlight into each pupil. He tapped and probed and
at last nodded his satisfaction

"Ah, it seenms you are with us again, and at |east conscious and rati onal
enough to suit the purpose.”

"What m ght that be?" Ben demanded.

"We're going up to the radio roomand have a little conversation with
your precious Rebels."

"Talk all you damm well please. W have a policy. The Rebels do not
recogni ze hostages. Hostages are considered KIAs, and there will be no
negoti ations for their rel ease.™

Vol mer chuckl ed condescendi ngly. "Cone now, General Raines. | think an
exception will be made in your case. Get up!" he snapped in a comrand
voice. "You're to be the star of the show "



Consi derabl e effort had gone into devel opment of this Nazi stronghold,
Ben reflected as they waited for a response fromthe Rebels in the

el aborate radi o communi cations center in a towerlike second-floor room
of the hacienda. The windows in its rounded outer walls | ooked out over
a sharp drop-off fromthe top of the nmesa, on which the Spanish col oni al
ranch house had been built, to the desert floor bel ow.

Ben had decided he was inprisoned in a Mexican haci enda when he had
observed the large interior garden, with fountains, statues, and tall
ancient palmtrees, the distinctive wought-iron grilles on w ndows and
doors, and generous use of arches. Stout, hand-hewn tinbers forned the
lintel s of doorways and frames of arches. Yes, definitely Mexican in
origin. lronically, it raised Ben's spirits; it put himthat nuch cl oser
to General Raul Payon

"I repeat, this is the Headquarters of the Anerican Nazi Expeditionary
Force in North America. W de-
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Again, no reply canme. Vol mer gestured to a sergeant standing beside a
tabl e. The noncom pi cked up a captured Rebel |ong-range field radio and
set it on the counter in front of the RT operator

"Try that," Vol ner conmanded.

After careful study, the RT operator attached antenna | eads to the
proper termnals and turned on the set. He let it warmup, then repeated
his message. A crackle of static came fromthe speaker, then a voice,
made tinny and distant by the scranbler

"W copy you, Nazi scum Ceneral lke isn't available at the nmoment."

Vol mer made an inpatient gesture. "Gve ne that." He took the mke in
hand and pushed the talk button. "This is Brigadejuhrer Peter Vol ner. |
demand to speak to CGeneral MGowan of the criminal Rebel forces at once,
or to someone else in authority. W are hol ding General Ben Raines as a
pri soner of war."

"Then why didn't you say so, asshole? Ill get someone right away."

Ben cut his eyes to Volner's livid face. "Didn't | tell you, Volner?
It's Rebel policy to wite off hostages. And they don't |ike Nazis."

"Shut up!" Vol mer barked. "You will speak only when told to."
Al though it hurt his head to do so, Ben |aughed at Vol ner.
"This is Lt. Col. Buddy Raines, Volnmer. Wat is it you want?"

Ben | aughed again at the surprised gape Volner's nouth formed. "Your -
son? Does he outrank your General MGowan?"

"As a matter of fact, he is subordinate to Ike. But he is in charge of
one of the task forces headed this way to kick your Nazi ass.”

Vol mer mssed the indication that Ben knew he was in Mexico. "He will
do, then." To Buddy, he spoke into the m ke. "W are hol ding your father
as a prisoner of war.
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certain demands, conditions if you will, affixed to returning him"

A heavy sigh fromBuddy. "W do not deal with terrorists or hostage
takers. If CGeneral Raines is indeed your prisoner, we insist he be
afforded all the rights and protections of prisoners of war."

Volmer lost it for a noment. "You are in no position to demand anyt hi ng!
You will listen to our demands and do as | say. There will be an

i medi ate cessation of hostilities by Rebel units against forces of the
National Arny of Liberation and the American Nazi arnmed forces. Wthin

twenty-four hours, you will present a detailed plan for the | aying down
of Rebel arms and the peaceful dispersal of your troops. Further, you
will present a plan for the surrender of all Rebel war crimnals for

trial before the H gh Reich Tribunal. Wthin forty-eight hours you will
present a detailed plan for the delivery of all Rebel-held territory to
the New Anerican Reich. At the successful conpletion of these terns,

Ceneral Raines will be repatriated. Are those terns clear?"
After a long, tense thirty seconds, Buddy answered. "l stated at the
start that we do not deal with terrorists. | have as yet to receive

proof that you indeed hold ny father and that he is alive."

Vol mer uttered a nuffled curse. "Arrogant whelp. | expected as nmuch," he
directed at Ben. "Here, talk to that obnoxious son of yours, order him
to nmeet ray demands."

"I'"I'l talk to him but 111 not order himto surrender. Even if | did,
he'd refuse,"” Ben responded.

"Just -talk," Vol mer snarl ed.
"Buddy, this is your Dad."

"Yeah, Pop. | think the scranbler is flattening your voice a lot, but
it's you, right?"

"Sure, son. I'malive. And |I'm pissed off."

"So are we. Are you all right, Pop?"

"I"'mfine, son. So far they haven't pulled any fingernails.'
"Then hang in there, Pop. Don't worry. What does
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Ben produced a big smile. "She longs for a big, gooey, hot fudge sundae.’
"That's a big ten-four, Pop." He went off the air for a nonent, then
"Let me have that Vol ner nother again."
"This is Brigadefuhrer Volner," Peter said icily. "Show sone respect for
your superiors, you repugnant woods colt."

"You're the bastard, Volmer. Pop legally adopted me a long tine ago,"
Buddy said flippantly.

Ben fought to suppress a big, warmsmle. Buddy never called him"Pop."
It was the boy's way of telling himsonething was brewi ng. Ben's spirits



bl ooned.

Vol mer battled his rising fury and forced his voice to remain stern and
demandi ng. "Your ol d-hone week was touching. Now, you know your father
is alive. W will deliver CGeneral Raines as specified i mediately you
conply with our terns."

"Sorry, can't do. You know the rules, Pop. There's nothing we can do. So
| guess this is goodbye."

"Wait," Vol mer shouted into the m ke. "CGeneral Raines -your father -

mentioned torture a noment ago. He is telling the truth ... so far. But
that can change. I'mgiving you this ultimtum You have one hour in
which to reconsider, or your father will be mnus one finger. W'll send

it to you. Now get busy and reach agreenment to conply with ny terns.
Vol mer out."
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An hour |ater, one in which Peter Volnmer alternately threatened and

har angued Ben Rai nes, the RT again contacted Buddy Raines. Vol mer had
sumoned Hei nz/ Ji nry, who stood close to the mke in Volnmer's hand,

whil e the Nazi chief caressed his neck and shoulders. Ben felt his
natural revulsion at flagrant perverts rising sour and hot in his throat.

"Well, Colonel Raines. Are you ready to capitulate on our terns?"

"What were those terns agai n?" Buddy asked, sounding like a man trying
to stall for tine.

"You know them perfectly well. Al hostilities against NAL and American
Nazi troops to cease at once. Twenty-four hours to devise a plan to have
all Rebel units currently engaged against us or in reserve to |lay down
their arms and return peacefully to their hones. |Imredi ate surrender of
all war crimnals, whomwe shall designate. Forty-eight hours to devise
a plan to turn over all Rebel-held territory to the Anerican Reich."

"Yeah. | thought that was what you had said." Usually mld-mannered,
Buddy' s voice grew hard as he spoke again. "lI'msorry, Pop. I'll mss
you. But, it's no deal. As far as those Nazi scum are concerned, they
can go fuck thensel ves."

| mredi ately, four burly American bl ack-shirts grabbed Ben Raines. Wth
consi derabl e effort, despite his recent condition, they westled himto
a table. There
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dagger and swiftly brought it down. Its keen edge flashed blue-white in
a shaft of sunlight a nmonment before it severed the tip of Ben's pinkie
finger. The bl ade made a loud, solid thud in the wood.

Vol mer had keyed the mike while this went on and now Ji mmy provided a
convi nci ng scream of agony. "Here cones the finger | prom sed you, Buddy
Rai nes," he decl ared, voice dripping with venom

Ben bit back his own pain as the Nazi thugs stanched the flow of bl ood
and bandaged his left little finger. He had lost the tip, but he had
never screamed. He trusted that Buddy woul d know that had been faked.

"CGCet himout of here," Volmer ordered his henchmen. To a staff officer



"See that the fingertip is delivered to Rebel lines.” Then into the open
mke, "W will wait twenty-four hours after you receive our token of
affection for a nore reasonable reply. Vol ner out."

When he heard the news |l ater that day, Fiihrer Hoffrman was el ated that
Ben Rai nes had been captured. But he wanted Rai nes dead, not in custody.
What sort of game was Peter Vol ner playing? He contenplated the
possibilities while he sipped a congratul atory brandy. Then he had

Vol mer contacted by radio.

"You have Ben Rai nes. Execute him" he snapped harshly.
"Patience, nmein Fiihrer," Vol mer soothed. "Consider the opportunities
this gives us. By having Ben Raines alive, | have already caused his son
to act irresponsibly. He has flatly refused the terns given. He has
sworn and acted like a petulant child. W can use that to force the
entire Rebel conmand to surrender in exchange for the life of a single
man. One we can then try for war crinmes and execute anyway."

Hof f man t hought on it and began to chortle. "By Wtan and Thor, | |ike
your style, Volmer. You really have hin? You have Ben Rai nes | ocked up
securely
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"Absol utely, mein Fuhrer. He is going nowhere. | have already contacted
the Rebels and dermanded their surrender." Volnmer omitted the rest of his
terms. "By this time tomorrow they will receive a little token of ny -
our commtnment to this course. Twenty-four hours later, | will renewthe
demands. "

"What is this token you speak of ?"

"The tip of one little finger belonging to Ben Raines."

"A man after my own heart! |I've a nind to pronote you to field marshal
Vol nmer. "

"I would be honored and flattered, nein Fuhrer."”

"Si ngl e-handedl y you have acconplished nore than all ny fine generals
have cone close to doing. Yes -yes, by god, | will. Fromthis nonent,
Bri gadenfuhrerVol ner, you are a Feldmarschall in the New Arny of

Li beration, with all the privileges and authority of that rank."

"I"m -astounded.” And Vol mer was indeed. He had not expected this. It

made hi s chances of beconing Fuhrer even better. "I'malso grateful. W
will work diligently to insure the i medi ate defeat of the Rebels, nein
Fuhrer.

"Excellent, Field Marshal Volnmer. GCh, one thing. | want you to be
prepared to turn over General Ben Raines to General Rasbach
imedialtely he arrives from Tor-reon."

"But, I . . "Volmer forced hinmself to silence. He was not at all happy
about this, but he had no choice ... at the present. aZu Befehl, nein
Fuhrer."

Contrary to the long-held belief of Ben Raines that the Rebel cause
woul d survive his loss without a ripple, reaction spread with the sane



speed as the word of his capture. The troops were stunned. A nunber
reacted by sunmarily executing a nunber of prisoners who had been taken
wi thout firing a shot. The command structure reeled |ike a drunken man.

Cecil Jefferys contacted every field commander individually and in
conference calls. Efficiency began to
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got done. Dr. Lamar Chase cane to Buddy and | ke with om nous news.

"Qut of your two commands, over three hundred on sick call this norning.
Not a blamed thing wong with any of them They just wanted to talk to
someone about the general being captured. That's a quote. Sone of them
actually plotted to get to where those kids are being held and string
themup. Now, that's nore in line with Ben's way of thinking reactions
shoul d go," the portly doctor added, "but hardly suited to the

ci rcunst ances.

"The bottomline, gentlenmen, is that we can't afford to have better than
two conpanies turning out for sick call every day until something is
done to get Ben out of there, or we acknow edge Cecil Jefferys as the
new Conmmander in Chief."

Buddy frowned darkly at the medico's words. Lamar Chase blinked and cut
his eyes from Buddy Raines to an equally storny-visaged | ke McGowan.
"What did | say? Did | say sonething wong?"

"No" Buddy replied cautiously. "Not wong. Only sonething that shoul dn't
be mentioned. "

"Meani ng what ?" Hands on pear-shaped wai st, Dr. Chase | ooked as though
he woul d pout. Then conprehensi on struck himand he brightened readily.
"Ch. That's it. You' ve got sonmething laid on, right? About Ben, | nean."

"Yes, Doctor," |ke McGowan, as senior, elected to say. "Only it is not
to |l eave this command post, understood?”

"Sure. But there's no such thing as a disloyal Rebel. Except for
conmuni cati ons security, we've never had such classifications of things
as being secret or top secret.”

"That's right, Dr. Chase," |lke agreed. "O course you've heard about the
darling little kids we took in? Well, there's nothing to say that there
aren't nore of their kind, and adults, at that, anmong the civilians that
have been filtering in since we stonped the black-shirts.™

Lamar Chase | ooked thunderstruck. "You're right, certainly. 1'll keep it
to nyself. I'mglad, though. d ad

307 Ben ain't gonna get to find out if we can get along without him"

Buddy rel ented and reveal ed nore to the good doctor. "The Nazis who have
himaren't at all shy about using the radio. W're working on a way to
pi npoi nt Dad's exact |ocation. Wen we have that, we do somnething about
it, and damm fast."

Jesus Di guez Mendoza Hof fnman had not gotten to so high a pinnacle by
bei ng i gnorant of nen and their notivations. It took himless than a day
to figure out what Peter Vol nmer mght be up to. Coupled with reports of

| owered noral e anong the Rebels, he nmade a decision to act in a nmanner



t hat shoul d ensure the unquestioning loyalty of the troops and the

adul ation of the people at hone. He had not been made aware that Cenera
Ras- bach had all but been thrown out of South America and that the Nazi
governments were in utter disarray.

"The tine has come," he declared at a general staff conference, "to go
on the offensive. Qur forces are to start imedi ate counterattacks at
Billings, Mntana, and Thernopolis and Ri verton, Woni ng. The objective
is to push the denoralized Rebels back beyond Mles City and Cheyenne.
There are to be! no faltering, no defeats, no retreats. Any officer
failing to carry out his assigned nmission will be shot."

"It's like the old days on the Eastern Front, in the Third Reich," Col
Jouqui n Webber confided to Manfred Spitz, the G 3, after the conference
broke up. "My grandfather used to tell me about it."

"Yes. W've all heard . . . stories. Hitler got a bonb in his bunker for
it, didn't he?"

"Are you suggesting-?" Wbber blurted back, white-faced.

"No -no. This is a new Fuhrer, a new Reich, and an entirely different
sort of eneny." Pea-soup-thick nockery could be read in his eyes.

Hof f man' s new of f ensi ve began within fourteen hours.

308 In a lightning strike, Thernopolis and HQ Company got pushed out of
Ri verton, and then Thernopolis. They regrouped at Shoshoni and reported
they were hol ding what they had |l eft. Colonel Wst had his battalions
scattered fromBillings in front of a blitzkrieg that pitted a hundred
mai n battle tanks against his dozen. To conserve preci ous resources -
ground coul d al ways be retaken -he was forced to retreat. The

i gnom ni ous run fromthe eneny ended on the Custer Battlefield.

Gen. Georgi Al exandrovich Striganov found out what it rust have been for
the Germans faci ng Marshal Zukov outside Stalingrad. Reeling froma
continual artillery pounding, his valiant troops wound up with their

backs to the rock walls of the Bi ghorn Muntains, outside Sheridan, Wom ng

Gen. Cecil Jefferys, still deeply grieved over the capture of Ben
Rai nes, read the reports of crunmbling Rebel resistance all through the
northern portion of the Nazi's vaunted Eastern Wall. That bothered him

even nmore. For all practical, mlitary purposes, he knew he had to
consi der Ben as expendabl e and dead. He was spoiling to get into the
fight. But he also had to adnmit he had a great reluctance to assune
overall command of Rebel forces.

"Dammt, Annie," he blared to his aide. "What's gotten into these
peopl e? They're actin' like Ben Raines is all there is to the Rebe
program for a new start. Can't commanders command and troops foll ow
orders and fight?"

"Don't ask me, General. If you want ny opinion, 1'd say it's you who
shoul d be conmandi ng about now. These people need a real |leader. Wth
Ceneral Raines - out of the picture, it has to be you."

"I want to fight those Nazi bastards. Want it in the worst way. You know
that."

"I do. But you are still thinkin" of taking your troops into conbat as a



subor di nate commander. You're in charge now. Ben - the general would
want it that way. He

309 put you here for that purpose. Don't you think he's coun-tin' on
your right now?"

CGeneral Jefferys gave her the oddest expression. Then his nahogany face
split in a broad grin. "By God, girl, | think you're right."

Dr. Lamar Chase stood in the aisle of the recovery ward of the field
hospital outside Las Cruces, New Mexico. In his agitation, he used his
clipboard Iike a conductor's baton. "You are going to get out of those
trousers and get back in bed. Dan, you suffered a fractured skull,
severe concussion. Hell, man, you adnmit yourself to still having nonents
of bl ackout."

Col. Dan Gray glowered at the doctor and reached for his shirt. "Doctor,
we all have to do what we can to infuse our Rebels with new spirit. |
can't, | won't, accept the fact that Ben Raines is already a casualty of
this war with the Nazis. Damit, Lamar, we're |osing on every goddamed
front but this one. If there's any way of getting Ben back, do you want
himto cone honme to that?"

Dr. Chase pondered that a noment. 'Jesus, you're right. But, |'m not
aut horizing you for full duty."

"I don't expect to return to full duty. I want to coordinate with Ike
and wi th Buddy, participate in the planning. Do sonething to restore
norale. If these kids see a man who is technically still on nedica
rehab reporting for duty every day, it'll spark themto new efforts. At
least I'mhoping it will."

Ben Raines stared at the wall opposite the bunk on which he sat. Hs

| eft hand throbbed. At least he didn't have red |ines shooting up his
arm The anputation had not gotten infected. He felt drained, weaker and
nore hel pless than ever in his life. H's mnd snapped out of neutra

when he heard the scrape of the bar outside the door to his cell and the
rattle of a key in the lock

Hei nz Gruber/Jimy Riggs stood in the doorway

310 when Ben | ooked up. The man and the boy studied each other for a
long, silent mnute. Then Heinz/Jimry stepped into the cubicle. He had
yet to speak when Ben broke the silence.

"How can you do it?"

"What ? Keep you prisoner? It's easy." Heinz/Jimy giggled.

"I mean, how can you wear that uniform knowi ng what it represents?"

"I love what it stands for, General Raines," the boy glowi ngly replied.

"Perhaps you're not old enough to understand. Your father was yet to be
born when Hitler spread his poison over Europe."

Hei nz/ Jimry's face flushed. "Adolf Hitler was a god! | didn't come here
to discuss ny beliefs.”

Ben persisted. "What about your, ah, relationship with Peter Vol ner?"



Hei nz/ Ji mry hesitated, shrugged, would not neet Ben's eyes. "Nothin'
wrong, | guess. Pet - Field Marshal Volnmer got a promotion fromthe
Fiihrer hinmself. He is a powerful man, a field marshal," he repeated.
"He can- have whatever he wants." The youngster's lower |ips trenbled.
"Mny folks sent ne to him to raise as he wanted ne to be. Th - they
said it was a great honor." He squared his shoul ders, recovered his

childi sh arrogance. "I c-came here to give you the | atest news. Your
Rebel s have lost the will to fight. They are being driven out of every
pl ace they captured recently. Al -all except the regi nent your son

conmmands. They are fighting |like crazy nen. But even they are not naking
advances. The Rebels are hel pl ess without you, General Raines. They will
soon col | apse. ™"

Ben stared at the boy, not wanting to believe. H's face nust have
reflected his thoughts, because Heinz/Jinmy blurted suddenly, "It's al
true. It's not propaganda. | - thought you would want to know. "

"You haven't done ne any favors, Jimmy," Ben said sadly.
311 "I am Heinz Guber, Standartenfuhrer of the New Anerican Reich!"

"Banner Leader, eh?" Ben translated the rank. "No, you are Jimmy Riggs,
atroubled little boy. | don't hate you, Jimy. It's your parents |'d
like to kill for turning you over to that sick nmonster, Volner. And |'m
willing to bet your nane really is Jimy Riggs."

"I am Hei nz Gruber!" Jimry shouted again, over his shoul der, on the
verge of tears, as he rushed through the door and slamed it shut behind
hi m

"God hel p you, boy," Ben said to hinself, and he neant it.

Long hours crawl ed by after Heinz/Jimmy |left Ben al one. Haunted by the
news of Rebel defeats, Ben found hinself forced to reevaluate his

i nportance to the Rebel cause. He had been so certain that the Rebe

| eadership woul d settle in, after a short period of adjustnent, and
carry on shoul d anythi ng happen to him He wasn't after all immortal
The day woul d conme when he was too old to carry on the affairs of the
Rebel state. Or he would be dead.

Granted, his cold logic told him that would ideally not happen during
the mddle of a difficult canpaign. War should end sonme time. Hopefully
bef ore he became unable to adm nister the Rebel arny and its
territories. Ben recalled his speculation on the hillside in Kansas. It
| ooked now as though he would not live to again see those anber waves of
grain.

No, he had failed the Rebel cause. He had not properly prepared his

co- conmmander and his subordinates for the ultimte tine when he was
gone. As it stands, he conpelled hinself to accept, they are not able to
go on in a business-as-usual manner

Ben didn't |ike the conclusions he reached. But after hours of
reflection, he had to accept, at least intellectually, their validity.
It gave himcause to do sonething el se he had been neglecting to do. He
had to plan an escape.
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Three guards came to Ben Raines's cell with Peter Vol nmer. Vol mer seened
subdued, his bald done shiny with sweat when he renmpved his black SS
hat. H s manner was sonber, too, not so ebullient as before.

"You're conming with us,"” he announced to Ben

"I have a choice?" Ben prodded.
"Don't fence with nme, Ben Raines."
"Where are we goi ng?"

"You are going to nmake another radi o broadcast. A very inportant one. It
has becone evident that resistance continues, albeit |acking the spirit
with which you fired Rebel hearts, General. So, it is time for all of
North America to hear of your captivity."

Vol mer and his SS guards took Ben fromthe hacienda. In an Argentine
nodel of the Kugel wagen, they drove across the flat mesa top to the
distant town of Villa Ahu-nmada. There, a tall steel-girder antenna mast
advertised the presence of a conmercial broadcast radio station. At
Ben's appraising | ook, Vol nmer el aborated on the station.

"This is not any nere jerkwater Mexican broadcast studio. Ch, no. Here

we have a one-hundred-thousand-watt clear-channel station. | have nade
arrangenents for other transmtters on your Rebel tactical nets to be
avail abl e also. You will speak into a battery of mcrophones. Qite

i mpressive, wouldn't you say?"
"What if | refuse to speak?" Ben taunted.
"You'll speak, or you'll screamfor mercy."

313 Inside the building, they went through a thick doubl e-door baffle
into a small studio. An array of mcrophones faced the slant gl ass
wi ndow of the control room Vol mer began speaking to the nen at the console.

"You may begin the rmusic now. " An ai de handed hi m several sheets of paper

Two SS thugs positioned Ben beside Vol mer behind the m crophones. Ben
wonder ed how anyone could | ook so snug, yet have deep worry furrows on
his brow. Vol ner scanned the typed |ines on thej page and | ooked up for
his cue. Ared light flashed on andibeside it a sign that read on air.
An SS man in white shirt and black tie raised his arm el bow crooked,

t hen snapped his forearm down, index finger pointing at Vol mer.

A"his is Field Marshal Peter Vol mer of the New Arny of Liberation. Today

you will be witness to a nmonentous occasion. The notorious war crimnal
Ceneral Ben Rai nes, has been brought here to announce his capitul ation
and the end of the so-called Rebel government. | give you, now, Genera

Ben Rai nes."

Ben remai ned silent. Vol ner shot himan angry | ook. Ben gave Vol ner a
crooked smile. After an enbarrassingly long period of dead air, Vol nmer
snharl ed angrily at Ben.

"CGet on with it, General Raines. You will order your troops to |ay down
their arms. You will order all Rebel civil authority to surrender their
territory to representatives of the New Anerican Reich. Do so at once!"



"You can go to hell,"” Ben said |levelly. Then, speaking rapidly, Ben had
his own nessage for the Rebels. "I call on all Rebels to rally around
your commanders and fight to your utnost, using all means at your disposal."’

"CGet himout of herel" Vol ner shouted, conpletely off bal ance.

"Fight as though | were there beside each and every one of you," Ben
continued as the SS guards dragged hi m away.

Qut in the corridor, after Volmer had attenpted to regain sone of the
ef fect he had hoped to create, Ben faced
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"You'll not do that to ne again," the Anerican Nazi chief declared. "I'm
going to break you, Ben Raines. I'mgoing to turn your mnd to pudding."
To his aide, he barked, "CGet on the radio to the hacienda. Tell themto

prepare the sensory-deprivati on chanber."

Fuck this! Cecil Jefferys decided. He had heard the broadcast and Ben's
nmessage. Heart surgery or no, if Ben wanted the Rebel arny to go balls
to the wall, he had to be in the field.

"Dr. Chase has given strict instructions,"” Cecil's doctor protested.
"You are not to resune full duty status for at |east another nonth.
CGeneral Jefferys, | sinply cannot let you return to full duty, let alone
lead a force into a conmbat situation at present.”

"Sorry, Doc, this tine you have nothing to say about it," Cecil told
him dark face alight with his eagerness to get into harness. "Ben
Raines is a prisoner of that Nazi scum they'll probably kill himfor

t hat broadcast. That nmakes me Commander in Chief of the Rebel army. |
intend to take that army all the way to fucking South America if | have
to in order to snuff out every last one of those bastards."

"But your nedication,"” the medico bl eated.

"Send all your little pills along with ne. Fmtaking the honme division
to what used to be Amarillo, Texas, to set up a unified field command."
Wth that, Jefferys stonped out of the hospital and wal ked to his
office. He had a spring in his step that had been | acking since before
t he operati on.

At his staff conference half an hour later, he began outlining how he
saw t he upconi ng canpaign. "W can't use nuclear; the tactical units of
Hof f man and Vol mer are too small and wi despread to make that practical
Ben said use all neans, so we can use gas shells and aerosol
application. I want those | oaded onto cargo planes i mediately.

315 Al artillery that is transportable by air is to go al so.

Ammuni tion, fuel, and food are to go forward al so. Well |eapfrog nen and
materiel all the way until contact is nmade with the eneny. Troop
nmoverrents will begin at 1300 hours today. | want the whol e division

nmobi | i zed i nmedi ately after noon chow "

"Ceneral, what about those rednecks down in Bayou Gatoon? They've been
getting bolder of late," Colonel Mrris renmarked.

"We're | eaving enough personnel behind to deal with those inept
scunbags. Hell, a couple of squads fromthe M ddl e School UM cl ass



could handl e them"

"Ah, General, only boys and girls twelve and over are qualified on the
M 16."

"Ain't we got enough of then?" Jefferys teased, |aughing, his spirits
hi gh once nore. The staff joined him then sobered to listen to the rest
of Cecil's planning to date.

Buddy Rai nes | ooked toward El Paso, Texas, froma high, conical hill on
the edge of what used to be the Fort Bliss Mlitary Reservation. He
noticed only mininmal activity on the part of the Nazi troops who
occupi ed the ruins of the suburbs. That suited himfine.

"Well go through themlike]la dose of Ex-Lax," he remarked to his
battal i on commanders.

"What's that, Ex-Lax?" Lieutenant Colonel Morris asked.
"A laxative fromthe old days," Buddy explained. "Dad told nme about it.
Cane in the formof small chocol ate squares. He said it really turned
you | oose. Anyway, it appears they are not expecting us. O at |east not
this early. Deploy your men on a broad front, armor up front, and we go
in at sixteen hundred. By the way, General Jefferys is on his way to
Amarillo with a division. He's assum ng overall command."

"We're doing all right, aren't we?" Mrris asked.

"We are, but in sone places this thing with Dad is playing hob with
efficiency. In fact, we're getting the shit
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that we know where he is."

A grin opened a line of white in Lieutenant Col onel Mrris's ebony face.
"That was real obliging of Volmer to use that powerful radio station to
show of f on."

"Yes," Buddy agreed. "We'd still be trying if they had stuck to
lowwattage transmitters. W have a perfect trian-gulation fromthe
audio direction finders in the Apaches. Speaking of them | want them up
and hitting the area along the river when the assault begins.”

The American Nazi co-commander in El Paso was sitting opposite his NAL
counterpart in a nodul ar home that had been converted to an officers
club. On the |l ow table between themwas a bottle of excellent Hueradura
tequila from Mexico. As one they licked salt fromthe web of one hand,
drai ned off the shooters, and bit line. The South American bent to pour
anot her round.

"I tell you, Fritz, the Rebels are all but defeated. They cannot survive
wi t hout Ben Raines."

Col onel Fritz Rivera nodded and then peered at his Anerican ally through
his nmonocle. "Walter, you take too much for granted," he stated. "Ben
Rai nes is not the whole Rebel arny. We have fought them before. Once the
rank and file, and their conmmanders, are over the shock of Raines's
capture, they will cone back at us with a vengeance."

Col onel Walter Hauber lifted his tequila. "Then we publicly execute Ben



Rai nes. "

"That, |I"'mafraid, would prove terribly unwi se," Rivera responded a
nmonent before his brows rose in astonishnent and the eyegl ass dropped
fromhis face.

Qut side the wi ndow of the Oclub, directly in front of the Nazi brass,
t he blunt snout of an AH 64 Apache lowered into position. It hovered a
nmonent whil e Col onel Rivera gaped in disbelief. Then it blew off a

Hel Ifire mssile that crashed through the wi ndow and expl oded in the

| aps of the El Paso area conmmanders.
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cane in the form of 30mm expl osive rounds, whirring flechettes from 105
and 155 artillery, and fromthe barrels of rifles in the hands of
scream ng Rebel s, who charged into the unsuspecting bl ack-shirts before
many of them could grab their weapons. Rockets and grenades crashed and
added to the carnage. Buddy Raines stayed cl ose on the backs of the |ead
el enents of the assault.

Ri ding a BFV, he watched closely as | aser target designators flashed
green and red across the battlefield, "painting" eneny arnor for the
smart projectiles fired by the 4-inch nortars in the Bradl eys. H s dad
would call it a scene out of Star Wars, whatever that was, and refer to
LTD spotters as Hans Sol o. Even without those images of the past, Buddy
still enjoyed hinself.

"Take us in alittle closer,"” he told the driver
"Yes, Col onel, but-"

"I"ve got a feeling these crud are fighting without orders. | want to
find out. Let's go get ne a prisoner," Buddy replied.

Three Nazi sline ran at the BFV a quarter of a nile deeper into the
rubble of EIl Paso. They had their hands over their heads. Eyes filled
with fright glittered out of powder- and dirt-grined faces. Buddy
ordered the vehicle halted. He clinbed out the door at the rear of the
Bradl ey. He had his .40 caliber P7MLO in his hand, the muzzle steady on
the chest of the nearest black-shirt.

"On your bellies," Buddy roared, then repeated it in Spanish.

I nstant conpliance. Buddy waited while two Rebels fromthe Bradl ey
searched and secured the prisoners. Then he stepped forward and rai sed
one Nazi to his feet. "Ckay, put themin the Bradley, one at a tine."

I nsi de, he asked the canp-cl ad prisoner, "Do you speak English?"

"Yeah. |I'man Anerican. You've got no right treating us like this."

318 "You want to snivel, 111 kick your ass back outside where our troops
have orders to take no prisoners,"” Buddy coldly told him

"That's inhuman,” the man wail ed.
"Bull shit! Are you a nmenber of the Super Race or a whining hanky-stonper?"

"I"'ma guy who's scared shitless, that's what."



"Then try answering some questions and you'll live |onger."
"What do you want to know?" the bound man asked, head hung.
"Start with your nanme. Then tell me who's running the show here?"

"I"'mVictor Lawson. No-no one is running anything any nore. Wwe're
drivers, see? W were with our staff cars outside the officers' club
when one of your helicopters blew hell out of it. It was right at
cocktail time. There ain't anybody |left above the |evel of conpany
conmander . "

Buddy produced a broad grin. "Well, Vic, that's nice to know. Thing is,
can | believe you? Yes, | think |I can. \Were is this club?"

"Back the way we cane from It's still burnin". It was one of those big,
two-piece trailers they haul ed down here."

"I'f youll guide us, well go have a |l ook." To the Rebel guardi ng Lawson,
Buddy said, "Take himoutside and keep himaway fromthe others."

Wth a little difficulty, he got nuch the sane story fromthe second
bl ack-shirt. Al though Buddy's Spani sh was good, the prisoner spoke a
South Anerican dialect that made understanding difficult. The third
proved to be a defiant fanatic.

"I'l'l tell you nothing, you Rebel bastard,” he snarl ed.

Buddy Raines eyed himicily, nodded, and spoke through a smile. "Ckay.
No problem Open the door, Sam" he told the Rebel trooper. Wth the
prisoner out on the ground again, Buddy put the nuzzle of his H&K P7MLO
an inch above the recalcitrant Nazi's nose and bl ew away the left side
of his head.

"Now, let's go to the Oclub" he said lightly.
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Rai nes had expected. Hi s BFV had barely reached the snol dering remains

of the former officers' club when reports fromdifferent conpani es cane
crackling in. He began to develop a picture of a battle rapidly concluding.

A large corridor had been blasted right through the niddle of the
defending Iine. Caught by conplete surprise, the Nazis frequently chose
to swmthe Rio Gande rather than try to face the Rebels. They were not
aware that the young man | eading these yelling killing machi nes had
every intention of going on into Mexico. Some bl ack-shirts stood by
their guns and fired until destroyed. Buddy clinbed fromthe Bradl ey

Fi ghting Vehicle to exam ne the remai ns of the nodul ar house that had
taken a hit from an Apache.

Instantly he jerked violently and went to the ground, unnoving. A second
|ater the BFV crew heard the crack of the sniper rifle. One of Buddy's
staff, Major Harnon, arrived a nonent |later. Everyone still hugged the
ground, assumi ng the sniper to still be there, and Buddy to be dead.

Harnon ignored the possibility of a sniper and rushed to Buddy's supine
form He knelt and exam ned the young dark-haired man. Anger, doubl ed by
what he found, burned in him

"He's alive, no thanks to you," he conplained to the BFV crew. "Hi s



hel met took nost of the damage. Knocked him col der than | ast week's pea
soup. He'll be all right, but have one hell of a headache. That's the
trouble with you people livin' in those turtle shells,” he conpl ai ned of
t he crouching nen. "You develop awfully thin skin."

He gestured to two infantrynen who had come with himin a Humvee. "Go
find that sniper." To the imvbilized crew, "Soneone hand ne a canteen
W have to bring Col onel Raines around.”

By the time Buddy Rai nes regai ned consci ousness, he
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Rebel s. When the defenders had heard over their radios that the entire
command structure had been w ped out, and heard it fromone of their own
-the American Nazi Buddy had questioned volunteered to broadcast it-
they had given up in droves. Mdst had chosen to flee to the eastward, or
south into Mexico

"I don't remenber tying one on," Buddy grunted as his throbbing head
st eadi ed enough for himto sit up

"Sni per," Mjor Harnon advised him "I have people out hunting him™"
"How | ong have | been out?" Buddy asked.

"About fifteen minutes. That ballistic hel met took nbst of the shock
but you got a good rap on the skull."

In the distance, muffled firing could be heard as the diehards did just
that. Harnon told Buddy that the Rebels now controlled all of the Nazi
AO Buddy made to rise when a short crackle of shots sounded from about
a quarter-nile away. Harmon nodded in satisfaction

"I think that takes care of our sniper."

"Good. | want to get on the horn to all batt conmanders. W're crossing
over into Mexico."

Juarez, being on the border, had suffered as much as El Paso fromthe
ravages of the Geat War, the plague, and the reclamation by the Rebels.
Surprisingly, one bridge remained intact. Not the fancy, gracefully
curved, pre-stressed concrete ribbon that once carried four lanes in
both directions; rather, the old, stone two-lane bridge built in the

| ate 1800s. When Buddy Rai nes arrived, behind the first wave that drove
the Nazis out into the desert, he clinbed fromthe BFV and stood | ooki ng
over the devastation of a once |arge, prosperous city. H's head stil

t hrobbed as his gaze went beyond the piles of Juarez debris to the
south, toward a town called Villa Ahumada.

"Hang in there, Dad," he said softly. "W're comi ng for you."
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Ben Raines floated in [inbo. He experienced no light, no sound, no sense
of nmovenent or gravity. IV tubes in his arns fed and hydrated hi m and
kept himin a mld drugged state. After the first few hours, he even

| ost consciousness of the tidal flow of his own bl ood and pul se of his
heart. Slowy, a light began to formin his mnd. Ben stirred, although
not conscious of the novenent.



Wth a powerful effort of will, he concentrated his consci ousness and
struggled to keep control of his mnd. The light grew. Synbolic, he
thought. That's not a real light. But |I can nake it cone and go.

That realization encouraged him After a tinmeless tine, he began to
focus his attention on days gone by. He visualized the itinerary of his
| ecture tour, shortly before the Great War. He had spoken at such
prestigious institutions as Notre Dane, Stanford, Colunbia, and
CGeorgetown University. Oten his speaki ng engagenents had been

i nterrupted by the brai nwashed, |oudnouthed, politically correct

of fspring of the hanky-stonpers.

Gradually his mind formed the pinkly scrubbed, baby-faced features of
one long-haired, politically correct punk who had m ndl essly chanted,
"Cet the Contras out! Get the Contras out!"”

Too bad that the little idiot had his brain so drug-soaked that he
didn't realize that with the election of Violeta Barrios de Chanorro the
previ ous year, the Con-
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so enraged that he charged down the aisle and spouted his stupidity
directly into Ben's face.

Ben had kept a bl ank expression, but covered the nicrophone with a big
hand and spoke with soft, deadly force. "Shut the fuck up and sit down,
you ill-mannered brat."

Stunned, the youthful agitator went silent. No one had ever spoken to
himlike that. This big, hard-faced man in front of himnust not |ove
him By the time he stunbled away fromthe podium he was on the verge
of tears. Ben had finished the rest of his talk, "Wrld Conditions and
Their Inmpact on the American Novel," w thout further interruption

Deprived of all sensation, the world drifted by for Ben Raines while he
revi ewed those terrible days of the robotic war called the G eat War
Ben had done his share, nore than nost. Qut of the ashes of that

hol ocaust, Ben had pulled together |ike-ninded people and established
the Tri-States.

That had been fortunate for many, t/nfortunately, tine revealed that the
politicians had survived the bonmbi ngs and thwarted invasion. The

| eft-1eaning whiners and snivel ers and woul d-be tyrants coul d not
tolerate the idea of a state within the state, so they went to war

agai nst Ben Rai nes, called hima rebel and worse.

Rebel had becone a | abel of pride under the | eadership of Ben Raines.

| mpressi ons of those days brought on a touch of sadness, too. He
recalled his first wife and the children they had adopted. How little
time the demands of statecraft and war allowed for himto spend with his
famly. So precious few hours. And he had paid for that, Ben noted. At

| east Tina had survived

Thoughts of Tina brought Ben inevitably to Buddy. For years he had not
even known that Buddy existed. Wen they at |ast met, he had seen how
ti me had wei ghed on the boy. A man grown, even then, Buddy had known
not hi ng but fighting agai nst overwhel mi ng odds since. Wich eventually
brought Ben to specul ate on
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apart, and his delta waves altered dramatically.

Peter Vol mer slammed his fist onto the counter under the observation
wi ndow. "He's resisting it. Sonehow he has found a way to stave off the
process of breaking down his mnd."

"W have been at it for less than three days, Field Marshal Volner," a
techni ci an: protested. "The subject has a strong ego, a powerful mnd. It
is going to take tine."

"We don't have tine. |I'mconpelled to face Fiihrer Hoffman's inpatience
and counter his demands for the execution of Ben Raines. | have to tel
hi m somet hi ng. Are you sure there has been no progress?"

"Not hi ng neasurable. If anything, 1'd say the subject is enjoying a
| ong, confortable rest. One |ong overdue."

"He's not here for a rest cure,”
somet hing. Break him danmmit!"

Vol mer snapped at the technician. "Do

By the end of the day in which Ben Raines established his defenses

agai nst sensory deprivation, the supply of gas shells for the 155s,

105s, and 4-inch nortars sent by Cecil Jefferys had arrived in al
operational areas. Along with them cane aerosol canisters for the
aircraft. The deadly nerve poison was quickly distributed to the waiting
batteries. Particularly glad to receive this ultimte nmeans of subduing
t he enenmy were Col onel West and General Striganov.

Ceneral Georgi Striganov had joined Col onel Wst at the Quster

Battl efield and depl oyed his troops on the heights around the fateful
"val l ey of Montana." West arrived at the hastily called staff neeting
softly singing an ol d ball ad.

" '"Do you hear their tontons ringing, Sergeant Flynn? Do you hear the
Si oux out singing, Sergeant
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singing, but they've yet to learn the words to Gerryowen. Gerryowen,
Gerryowen, Gerryowen, in that valley of Montana all alone. There are
better days to be for the Seventh Caval ry, when we charge again for dear
old Gerryowen."' "

"What's that, Col onel ?" General Striganov asked.

"I't's an old song about George Arnstrong Custer and the Seventh. It
happened right here, June 25, 1876. Custer and 286 troopers charged
seven thousand Sioux and Cheyenne warriors. The Indians ate Custer's lunch."

"So it amuses you to see us in Custer's boots?" Striganov asked.

"No. It anuses ne to see us in the Sioux's noccasins,"” West answered
| evelly. "The gas canisters arrived half an hour ago. Hoffman's Nazis
are nmaking up to attack us. It strikes ne that nowis a good tine to
teach them sonet hi ng about Rebel arnms and tactics.”

Ceorgi Striganov sniled for the first time in days. "I do think you are
right. W'll deploy at once."

"We hold the high ground. The terrain conmpels the black-shirts to cone
at us frombelow The natural valley of the river will contain the gas



| ong enough to be fully effective,” West listed the rest of his plan. "I
think we're going to give the Nazis a Little Big Horn of their own, wth
Bri gadef uhrer Brodermann as Custer."

SS Bri gadef uhrer Hans Brodernmann was a troubled man. Hi s approach to the
Rebel s hol di ng out on crescent ridges fromthe northwest to southeast of
his line of march had been confined to the course of the river they now
foll owed. Constant, heavy probing actions by Rebel patrols dictated the
course. He was not aware it was the Little Big Horn, and it would have
meant nothing to himif he did know The secret Nazi war colleges in
Argentina and Paraguay spent a lot of tine on the blitzkrieg invasions
of Pol and, Czechosl ovakia, and the Ukraine, but nade no nention of the
United States nmilitary cam
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i n ignorance.

That |ack of know edge woul d prove quite costly in the next hour. The
radio in his Panzerkanpfwagen crackled constantly with reports of the
poi nt el ement and observations fromalong the route of march. The | ead
el ement had reached a big bend in the river, with a | arge fan-shaped

f 1 oodpl ai n.

"Aspen and birch trees are growi ng i n abundance on the east side of the
river and it appears there is sone sort of cenetery on the shelves of a
ri dge due east and to the north of our position," the point conpany
conmander described. "There are Rebel troops up there. Verdammter M st!
They are firing artillery at us."

Even at his position in the center of the columm, Hans Brodermann heard
the soft crunp of big guns firing shortly after the announcenent. He
slid forward on his seat in anticipation. Now the Rebels were going to
stand and fi ght.

"Continue to the north," he ordered. "W will occupy the flood plain and
engage the eneny."

"Sir, sir, CGeneral Brodermann, there's sonmething terribly wong. Those
shells are bursting with only small explosions. | don't -1 - " He iended
with a terrified scream "It's -gas -nerve gas,"jhe choked out a second
| ater, before his autononic nervous system began to shut down and he

di ed horribly.

Rebel artillery began wal king in on the columm. Fascinated, Brodermann
wat ched them fall out of the sky and detonate by proximty fuses sone
fifteen feet above ground. Hi s imagination supplied clouds of |ethal gas
spewi ng fromthe casings. Then the frightening realization hit him They
had no protection agai nst nerve gas!

"Turn around,"” he shouted to those within hearing, and through the m ke
"Turn back and get away from here at once." Was he imagining it, or had
his vision started to blur? "Pull back," he kept urging.

Adrenaline, that's all it is, he tried to convince hinself when his
heart rate increased precipitously. H s |lips and
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voided it in his trousers. Gipped by genuine terror now, SS

Bri gadef uhrer Hans Broder mann wondered bel atedl y what expl anation he
woul d make to God for all the wong he had done.



Hard rounds began to fall then. Flechette and HE that slashed into
vehicles and their occupants with equal ease. Heavy machi ne guns opened
up, cut swaths through the nunbed Nazis, and chewed up |ight vehicles.
The main guns of tanks fired at point-blank range, destroying
Bro-dermann's MBTs al nost casually. Spasns began ten seconds | ater, and
Hans Brodernmann died in that valley of Mntana all al one.

"Brodermann's entire conmand has been w ped out," Gen. Georgi Striganov
reported to Cecil Jefferys, now established in Amarillo, an hour |ater
"Less than seventy-five escaped. They are thoroughly denoralized and are
maki ng no show of stopping to reorganize anywhere this side of Oregon
That gas worked wonderfully well. The major portion of one division is -
i s bezi zkhodnost. How you say? They no | onger can exist."

"Doveryai, no proveryai, old friend," Cecil responded.
"Trust, but verify," Striganov translated. "You know our old Russian
proverb, eh? W already have pathfinders out keeping touch with them
They are no threat, believe ne."

"That's good to hear. Al tactical units currently engaged with the
eneny are using the gas. It's a good thing that stuff breaks down in a

matter of an hour or so. |1'd hate to think of it blow ng around the
country for |longer. Continue your advance, Georgi. Push it as far as the
weat her conditions in the passes will allow W want Hoffman hurting so

bad he hasn't tine to worry about Ben."

A silence settled between the two old warriors. CGeorgi cleared his
throat, to respond, "Yes. How are matters relating to that?"
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to be able to descranble, so | can't say nore."

"I understand. Good luck. Striganov off." That brought Cecil Jefferys a
small smle. Those Russians never could get American radi o procedure
down right. But the forner Soviet general's question pronpted himto
anot her detail. He'd have to check with Buddy Rai nes about what was
bei ng done to rescue Ben.

Droplets of foany spittle flewfromthe |lips of Jesus Hof f man,

sel f-appoi nted Fuhrer of North America. His rage towered over any
previously wi tnessed by his staff. The cause of his rancor was the news
of the defeat and death of SS Bngadefuhrer Hans Brodermann and nearly
all of his conmand.

"They planned it this way," he shrieked. "They picked the spot for its
propaganda val ue and deliberately suck-ered Brodermann into place for
the slaughter. | won't have it! | won't allowthis horrid crime to go
unpuni shed. Listen to nme, hear exactly what | denmand. We are going to
begin a scorched-earth policy all along the Eastern Wall. When and if
forced to withdraw fromour fortifications, troops will destroy
everything useful to the eneny. No food, no shelter, no bridges are to
remain for the Rebels. Al Rebels and their synpathizers in our custody
are to be summarily executed. Al nonmilitary supplies and buildings to
be destroyed. They will see how terrible war can be. Far too |ate, but
they will see.™

"Jawohl, nein Fiihrer," the staff chorused.



"W will begin at once. Now, get nme Field Marshal Vol nmer on the radio,"
he snapped to an aide. When contact had been nade, Hoffrman gripped the

m crophone stand until his knuckles whitened. "Field Marshal, you are
now second in conmand to ne. Brodermann is dead, his division devastated
and scattered. Everything depends upon you, now. " Quickly he revi ened
his demands for the new policy, then added, 'It is up to you to see we
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results with Ben Raines. He is to renounce the Rebel cause and di sband
t he Rebel arny at once."

"B-but we have not as yet inplanted our 'newreality' in Ceneral
Rai nes, " Peter Vol mer protested.

"Never mind that now. Just get hi munplugged and on the radio to order
general surrender. This is vital, Volnmer. The Rebels are using nerve gas."

Shattered by this revelation, Peter Volner could only stamer agreenent
and end the conversation

They came for himmnutes |later. The same doctor who had first exam ned
Ben Rai nes supervised his removal fromthe sensory-deprivation

machi nery. He was taken to a bedroomon the second floor of the

haci enda. There Peter Vol mer paced inpatiently during the six hours that
were required to elevate Ben to a satisfactory |evel of consciousness.

Whil e he did, black news poured into the hacienda radio roomfromthe
northern sector of the vaunted East Wall. Col onel West, Cenera

Striganov, and Thernopo-lis had gone on the advance. They steadily

rolled up platoon-sized Nazi units so fast that their capitulations
tunmbl ed over one another. Vol mer cursed the Rebels and Ben Rai nes steadily.

When at | ast Ben Rai nes roused enough to sit upright with sone help,

Vol mer cane to his side and spoke earnestly. "This is your |ast chance.
Al Rebel resistance is crunbling. You are to go to the studio and order
a general surrender. It is all you can do to save the lives of your
preci ous Rebels. W'll get you dressed now and you'll cone with ne."

Hal f an hour later, three guards dragged Ben into the studio. Not
everything that was real seened real to Ben, and a | ot of ghosts
remai ned fromhis long effort to keep his identity. He did | earn that
Jesus Hof fman was in a three-way radio net, linked to the Rebels, as
well as this
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When the engi neer cued him Peter Vol mer spoke with falsely hearty
confidence. "Attention, all Rebel conmanders and all Rebel soldiers. You
are about to hear from your supreme commander, General Ben Raines. You
are ordered to obey what he says, w thout exception. General Raines."

Ben needed hel p to approach the m ke. He wet his Iips and sumoned t ot al
concentration of his powerful ego and superlative nmind to nake this
nmonent count in the nost effective manner. "Jesus Hof fman, are you

i steni ng?" he asked.

"Yes, Ceneral Raines. Please go ahead."

"I"'mglad you're hearing this. | want to tell you personally to go to
hell. And, | suspect that hell is onits way to visit you as we speak



Whether | live or die, the Rebel cause will go on. I want to ask al
Rebel s to never lay down arns until the |last Nazi bastard is dead or run
out of our country. Never give up. Allons revange!"

When Ben called for revenge in the hated | anguage of France, Filhrer
Jesus Di guez Mendoza Hoffman lost it. He screanmed inconprehensibly for
several seconds, then addressed Volnmer. "Field Marshal Vol ner, you are
to inmedi ately prepare to place Ben Raines in front of a firing squad.
He is to die at dawn."
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A new spirit infected the Rebels. They redoubled their efforts agai nst
the Nazis at all points of contention, and then went hunting them

Def eats canme to Hof frman's bl ack-shirts so rapidly that he had to concede
the northern sector to the Rebels. He began to pack up his headquarters
to make a swift end run to join Field Marshal Vol ner and General Rasbach
in Mexico.

"I amnot retreating," Hoffman snapped to his alarned staff. "I am
regrouping. W will come back out of Mexico and smash that arrogant

Rebel scum Mark my words on that. It's Ben Raines that caused this. Hm
and his glory speech. Why wasn't he cut off the air? Damm the man, damm
him But that will end. Wth Ben Rai nes dead, this new spurt of
aggressiveness will burn out quickly. Then we will drive a wedge of

arnmor up fromthe Texas border to the heart of Rebel country and finish
them once and for all." Buoyed by this idea, he wal ked with some of his
former strut to a low table where a plate of sweet cakes waited.

Sel ecting one, he munched it thoughtfully. "Is that not a brilliant idea?"

"Yes, mein Fuhrer/ his dubious staff responded.

"Which reminds ne. Set up a secure radio net. | want to talk to Field
Mar shal Vol ner about tomorrow s execution.”

Still smarting fromthe way they had been gulled by 330
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execution. They fulm nated with anger and a lust for revenge. No one
bl amed them and no one tried to talk themout of it.

"I want me a great big piece of this American Nazi bastard, Volner,"
Cooper announced as the team sat about drinking coffee. No one had

t hought to reassign them

"No nore than |, friend dragon," Jersey returned. "Only how do we go
about it? | know there's talk about going in after the general. But no
one has done a thing."

"That's changi ng as of now' Buddy Raines informed themas he entered the
orderly-room section of the nmobile CP

"'You nmean it?" Jersey asked, excited.

"I sure do. What do you say to a retrieval op against Volnmer and the
bl ack-shirts hol di ng Dad?"

"Wonderful . Show us the way," Jersey enthused.

"It'"ll be a small DA op," Buddy outlined for them "Say twenty-one



people. W'll go in at night."

"Now you're talkin', Colonel Raines," Jersey encouraged. "How are we
going to avoid being seen all the way to this Villa Ahunada pl ace?" she
asked skeptically.

"Simple. W fly in. W'll pull a HALO junmp and be depl oyed on the ground
before the Nazis know we're there."

Jersey paled slightly. "C non, Col onel, Buddy," she pleaded. ' Tfou nmean
we're gonna junp in, at night, into unknown territory, with a
high-altitude exit and | ow altitude open?"

"Just so. The Nazis don't have any of the right kind of radar to detect
us, soit'll be a breeze," Buddy passed off the danger

"Awh, get real. You know how | hate airborne ops," Jersey wail ed,
already regretting the butterflies that would fill her stonach.

At his Amarill o headquarters, Cecil Jefferys stared at 331
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even wanted to go along. A recovery drop mission just mght carry it
of f. But he strongly di sapproved of Buddy Raines |eading the strike
force. Even though the m ssion had been approved by | ke and Dan, he
didn't like it at all. They could not afford to | ose two Rainses in one

canpai gn.

"I want a delay on this DA mission of Col onel Raines's," he announced to
a surprised I ke on the radio.

"What about Ben's execution at dawn tonorrow?" | ke hanmer ed.

"We know where they are holding him W can put air on it and break up
the party." Cecil withheld his main trunp card.

"I don't know about that," |lke countered. "They just nmight carry it off
i nside where we can't reach themwith air"

"Then we won't lay on an air strike. As it happens, | have received the
deci phered text of a conmuni cati on between Hof fman and Vol ner that has a
ot of bearing on this." Cecil reached for a flinsy in his "action"
basket and read its content to I|ke.

Three officers cane with Field Marshal Peter Volmer to get Ben Raines
hal f an hour before sunrise the next norning. They brought with them his
| aunder ed Rebel canop uniform The baggy trousers and jacket of cotton
twill and ripstop nylon fit himlike a two-thousand-dollar Savile Row
suit, if Savile Row still existed.

"Do you expect a final neal?" Vol mer asked, gl oating.

"Why bot her? Do you expect to get sone sort of propaganda m | eage out of
it?" Ben countered hotly.

"It's . . . customary. Ch, well. W mght as well get on with this. The
execution will take place outside the north wall of the hacienda. It
wi Il occur as soon after sunrise as there is |light enough for the cameras.

"Ah, the fine Nazi zeal for documenting everything. | would have thought



you had | earned your |esson the |ast
333 time," Ben taunted his captor

Vol mer bit back a retort and snapped over his shoul der to Ben. "Come on
then. ™

A five-man security squad waited outside the cell. They forned around
Ben, who was marched through the inner courtyard and out a door on the
north side of the large estate. A slow drumroll struck up as the escort
paraded Ben in front of the assenbl ed Werewol ves and Nazi elite troops.

They halted himin front of an old, crunbling adobe wall about eight
feet high. There the sergeant in charge tied Ben's hands behind his

back. Exercising ritual care, the guards next bound himto a freshly
pl ant ed stake. Vol ner approached and sneeringly held up a bl ack bag.

"To cover your head" he offered.
"I won't need that. You can stuff it where the sun never shines."
"A last snoke?" Vol mer said, dragging out the procedure.

"No thanks," Ben said tightly.

"Al'l right. Everyone clear away here," Vol ner ordered.

Once out of range, Volmer drew his service weapon fromthe belt hol ster
and held it at his side. He would deliver the coup de grace. Wth a
final inspection of the scene, he gave an approving nod to the firing
squad commander, a young |ieutenant.

"Exekuti onskommando. . . AchtungfThe squad snapped to attention
"Bereiten Sie!"The squad cane to port arms. "Beladen Sie/" Wth crack
preci sion they charged their weapons. "Aufzielen Sie!" R fle butts cane
to shoul ders, and nuzzl es steadied on the chest of Ben Raines.

"Schi es-sen Sie | osf

Thirteen hamrers struck thirteen bolts and drove thirteen firing pins
forward on enpty chanbers. To his i medi ate shanme, relief flooded

t hrough Ben Raines. He gul ped a cool draft of early norning desert air
and let it streamout through his nose. It was then that he heard the
shrill, derisive laughter of the child-stormtroopers and saw the
grinning faces of their adult conrades. To
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Vol mer wal ked briskly to them caneras panning to follow his progress.

"Rebel cowards. What you have witnessed was a dress rehearsal for the
execution of Ben Raines. This has been done, and filned, so that every
one of you hopelessly msled Rebels will know for sure what is in store
for Ben Raines. His execution awaits only the victorious arrival of
Fuhrer Hof f man."

Wl |, the arrogant bastard has given hinself a newtitle, Ben observed.

Twenty peopl e had gathered in the tightly closeted tent. Sixteen cane
fromthe elite pathfinders of Dan Gray's command. The ot her four were
t he menbers of Ben Rai nes's headquarters team Only lowintensity red
light illumnnated the interior of the tent, to preserve the occupants’



ni ght vision. The doubl e-flap arrangenent of the Iight baffle swung w de
and admitted a tall rock-jawed young man with a gri m expression

"Al'l right, listen up, people," Buddy Raines began. "I'l|l keep this
short and sweet. This is your op order. W all know the situation

El enents of the American Nazi SS Lei bstandarte Hoffnan are hol di ng
CGeneral Ben Raines captive in or around the town of Villa Ahunada,

Chi huahua, Mexico. Sub One: eneny forces consist of an estimated |ight
battalion, with the remai nder of Peter Vol mer's Wrewolf conpany,
estimated strength fifty conbat trained boys aged ten to fifteen. Sub
Two: friendly forces are what you see. W will be augmented by a

rapi d-depl oyment teamfromR Batt." Buddy paused to study the intent
faces before him He smiled briefly and nodded.

"The mssion is to go in and get Ceneral Raines out. Ah - and to kill as
many Nazis as we can. Execution, Sub One: we will forminto three 7-man
teans. | command Team Al pha; Hank Evans has Bravo; Jersey, you have

Charlie. W will be inserted by HALO at 2315 hours

335 tonight. Two: uniform and equi prent standard night ops. Chall enge
for IDwill be "Tri-States,' answered by 'Freedom' Every team nenber
will carry a short-range, hand-held radio. During approach to the fina
objective, we'll use our standard click code to indicate novenent.
Three: issue weapons with eight spare magazi nes, suppl enented by four
frag grenades and two gas for all, with the followi ng exception. A
suppressed submachi ne gun will be carried by every third trooper

Pat hfi nder team | eader will carry a honmi ng beacon to be turned on when
Ceneral Raines is located. Four: each team nmenber will carry iron

rati ons and water for two days. Resupply will be fromthe RDT." Buddy
paused again, stepped to a small field desk beside a bl ackboard that had
a list of nanes posted and a large aerial nmap of the area around Villa
Ahunmada. He drank froma nmetal cup of water and picked up a pointer

"I amin overall command. On the ground, ny teamw || be directed by
Li eut enant Bob Si npson. Lieutenant Evans has his team Jersey, hers.™

"Hey, Colonel Raines, | ain't no officer. How come |I'mleadin' a teanP"
Jersey asked, brow lined with concern

"Because you are good. The best. Besides, it's your teamthat has to go
in and take Ceneral Raines away fromthem Now, team sergeants will
direct fire against the objective. Al right, let's go over the tine
schedule. | know you got it in the warning order, but there's no tine
for a rehearsal of this. W depart here at 2130 hours, clinb to thirty

t housand, and proceed south to the DZ outside Villa Ahumada. The junp is
on for 2315. Police up the DZ and reach the Rally Point by 2325. W
proceed overland to the initial objective. Checkpoints have been
set"-his pointer tapped the map-"every twenty mnutes along the route of
march. We should be in Villa Ahumada at 0320 hours. W neutralize any
eneny there. 1've allowed thirty mnutes for that. Try to keep one for
interrogation. Intel indicates the best estimate for the general's
location is this large hacienda ten nmiles outside the village. If this
is verified, that becones our

336 primary objective. W will proceed there, to arrive at 0505 hours.
Depl oynent time five mnutes. Then we hit the place half an hour before
sunrise, which is at 0617 tonorrow. Jersey's teamtakes out guards
around Ceneral Raines and di-dis out of there. Cover fire for the
initial exfiltration will come fromyour team Hank. W take a vehicle
i f possible and head due north with all possible speed to link up with



the RDT fromR Batt.

"Ckay, " Buddy went on after a glance at his watch. "Since tinme is short,
we'll go right into the junp briefing. There will be two passes over the
DZ. Only two. First out is Nelson, our pathfinder. He will have a red
and green strobe with himto mark the DZ. Red, of course, is for a
wave-of f. On the second pass, the sticks will unass the bird in reverse
order. 1'll be first out the door; Jersey, you'll be last."

"Why me? Why ne? You know | hate to junp."

Buddy gave her a smile. "Don't worry, this is going to be junpnastered
by Sergeant Quinlan. Hell see you get out on time. Chute up at 2100,

t hen equi pment check. GP bags for all |oose gear. Make sure you secure
your oxygen bottles, we'll be breathing it for the first twenty thousand
feet. Once on the ground, rigger-roll and police your area, then report
to the RR W'll bury the chutes there and nove out. Questions?"

Several canme, as to equipnent details, fire control, and the usual on
altineter setting for the ADGs. Buddy was startled to | earn he had
forgotten that inportant item The automatic-depl oyment gear was a HALO
junper's lifeline. Wthout it, he had to guess on when to deploy his
parachute, and at night that could be suicide. At the last, Cooper put
up hi s hand.

"Yes, Cooper?"

"I was wonderin'. What's the nane of this town we're headed for? In
English, | mean."

"It neans Snoked Vill age," Jersey inforned him "An' we're gonna snoke
it, all right, along with every Nazi scunbag around,” she added with a
bit of her former fiery spirit.

337 Wth a light, though deft, touch, the pilot put in alittle left
rudder and rotated the wheel so that the Argentine Blanca slipped left a
little to line up with the center of the runway. A single |anding |ight
bored a hole in the night over Villa Ahunada. How he | onged for the
technol ogy of his honel and. There they had ILS glide slopes and all the
proper equi prrent for effortless landings in nearly any conditions. Here
he had to rely on visual contact and nargi nal presence of inner nmarker
beacons. To his surprise, the instrunment panel 1MB light flickered on
and a beeping pul se came fromthe speaker over his ear. Half nile to the
end of the runway.

Seat ed behind him Fuhrer Jesus D guez Mendoza Hof f man gnawed on his
lower lip and | aced white-knuckled fingers around his drawn-up knees. He
hated flying. It seemed such an unnatural act. He would go i mediately
to the hacienda and confront his field marshal. Vol ner had better have
the right answers. The pilot cut back the throttle and the little plane
sank to one hundred feet. Hoffman swall owed hard and cl osed his eyes.

Tires squeaked at contact with the runway, and the little high-w ng
aircraft sped along the tarmac toward where a "Foll ow Me" truck |ighted
the way to the proper taxiway and the ranp beyond. Fiihrer Hoffman began
to relax. He even opened his eyes.

A m stake, he quickly discovered. In the near-conplete darkness, he had
no i dea where they were going or why. He felt even nore disoriented than
inthe air. Wthout warning, the pilot braked and cut the engine. The



prop spun to a sudden stop

Qut si de, a Kugel wagen waited to transport the Fuhrer to the hacienda.
Sal utes were given all around and Hof fman wal ked stiffly to the open
door. "Ah, Captain Elbe, am| right?" he greeted the officer standing
stiffly to attention at the side of the vehicle.

"Yes, mein Fiihrer. I'mhonored that you remenbered."
"When you visited Fuhrer Headquarters with Field
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this campai gn agai nst the Rebels,” Fuhrer Hoffman flattered the young
captain. "Now, take ne to see Ceneral Ben Raines."

Jersey sat in the soft red light and chewed her nails. The rumble of jet
engi nes pushed the @ul fstream upward toward an assigned altitude of
thirty thousand feet. She felt an itch in her arnpits and wanted
furiously to scratch. Al though she had gone just before chuting up, her
bl adder demanded attention

"God, | hate this" she said to Beth, beside her.

"Truth to tell, so do I. Ill never understand why General Raines
i nsisted we all take airborne training."

"Because sonetines he likes to junmp in with Col onel West's neres,"
Jersey patiently told her, although certain they had had this
conversation a dozen tinmes before.

"I wish he would stay on the ground, in the rear, where it's safe.”

"There's a lot of people with a ot nore rank than you who w sh the
same, " Jersey advised. "I think I'mgonna try to get sone Z's." That's
it, she told herself, sleep through it.

Al too soon, the light above the doorway to the flight deck flashed
fromred to yellow, then green. The door opened and Nel son, the

pat hfi nder, went out. The Gulf-stream spooled up to crui se speed and
continued to the south. Three minutes later it started back. Sergeant
Qui nl an, secured on a tether, hung partway out the door and peered at

t he ground through |ight-gathering binoculars. At |ast he found what he
sought and swung back inside. He spoke into the boom m ke and the Iight
fl ashed yel | ow

"Cet readyyyy! . . .Stand up!. . . Check your equipmnment!" This would not
be a static-line junp, Jersey frightfully recalled for the twelfth tine.
"Sound off for equipnent check." The count rippled down the sticks from
rear to front. "Adjust oxygen masks and check your buddy."
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the right shoul der. Hers woul d be checked by Quinlan when she reached
the door. Her gut nuscles tensed as the burly junmpmaster sergeant opened
his mouth to shout at them again.

"Stand in the door!" The sticks shuffled forward fromfront and rear of
the @ul fstream Suddenly the throttles cut back and the engi nes spool ed
down to a whisper. "Go! Go-go-go-go . "

And then it was Jersey's turn. She got a quick tap on the shoul der and



then on the butt. "Go."

The solid platformof the floor of the jet disappeared and Jersey cl osed
herself to a conpact ball to drop the first twenty thousand feet. Then
she woul d spread-eagle and stabilize for the long ride down another nine
t housand four hundred. At six hundred feet AGQ, her chute would
automatically deploy. At least they said it woul d.

Al of this raced through her mind in the brief second before she yelled
into her face-covering oxygen mask, "Wat am | doi ng heeeeerre!"
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By straining on tiptoe, Ben Raines could marginally see out of the tiny
slit that passed for a window in his cell. H s view was of the inner
courtyard. He saw a solitary, small figure sitting alone on a stone
bench. Monlight froma thin crescent high above gave a faerie glowto
straw-white hair. For all his years in conbat, Ben retained excellent
hearing. He thought he detected soft sobs coming fromthe silhouetted
boy. The shoul ders rose and settled in time with the thin sound.

After a noment, Ben realized who this had to be. "Jimmy,"
forcefully. "Jimy R ggs. Cone over here."

he whi spered

Electrified, the boy sat rigidly upright. "Wo? Wwo is that?"
"It's CGeneral Ben, Jinmy. Cone over here."

"N-no. | c-can't ever see you again," Heinz/Jimy stanmered,
unconfortable at this confrontation

"Why not? You were at the phony execution yesterday."
"That's different. | can't see you because you are a -a bad influence."

Surprise el evated one of Ben's eyebrows. Wat had brought that on? "What
do you nean by that?"

Rel uctantly, Heinz/Jimy rose and padded barefoot over to the wall that

contai ned Ben's cell. He wore sumrer pajamas, with short sleeves and
| egs. Hesitantly he knelt down and peered into Ben's eyes. "I - | got to
t hi nk-
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didn't want that any nore. That you had said it was per-perverse. He got
mad and sl apped ne and told me | was not to visit your cell anynore.
Then he-we-anyway. An'-an' he denoted ne." Tears ran down Jinmmy's
cheeks. "The other kids don't like me any nore. I'mall alone. Is it
true everything about the Nazis is bad?"

"I believe it to be, Jimy."

"Wh-why did ny fol ks want ne to be one?" came his plaintive query.

"I can't answer that. | do know that it is not too late for you. You can
change. We have schools in Rebel-held country. They teach the truth and

you are free to say what you believe. You can grow up normal and happy."

"But they're gonna kill you when the Fiihrer gets here."



"When is that, Jimy?"

"Sonetine tonight, | think. Field Marshal Hoffrman ordered the firing
squad for tonorrow norning at sunrise."

"Wl d you, could you, help ne get away?" Ben pressed rather too quickly.

"Ch, General Ben, | would if-but it's not possible. The guards and all,
and | don't have the key to your cell anynore."

"Thi nk of sonething, Jinmy. Think hard. We have until tomnorrow norning."

A sudden flurry of action made Jimy junp like a frightened animal.

Li ghts began to conme on throughout the haci enda and harsh voi ces shouted
orders. "It's the Fiihrer. |1've gotta go. But I'Il be back, General Ben
| promse."

W thout any nore warning than the sudden appearance of the darker
outline of hills against the blackness of night, the ground | eapt up and
sl apped the sol es of Jersey's boots.

"Shit!" she grunbled to herself as she let go at the
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standi ng | andi ngs at ni ght.

Quickly Jersey canme to her feet fromthe parachute-landing fall, ran
around the suspension lines, and coll apsed her chute. A twi st and slap
on the quick-rel ease box and she was free of her harness. Thank God she
had remenbered to guesstimate when to release her GP bag and let it
depend bel ow her. Wth that on one |eg, she would have been a case for
splints and a cast.

Quietly she rigger-rolled her parachute and carried it in a bundle

agai nst her chest while she wal ked down the tie-off line for the mssing
general purpose carrier. She found it twenty feet away. A check of the
conpass on her right wist and she oriented herself toward the proper
edge of the drop zone and headed for the rally point.

"What kept you?" Buddy's voice teased fromthe stygi an shadows.
"I stopped off for high tea with the Queen of England,"” Jersey qui pped back
"Ckay. Get that chute in the hole with the others and let's nove out."

Separated by a quarter-nile, the three teans advanced in parallel |ines,
zi gging and zagging periodically to conply with the indicated |ocations
of their checkpoints and to thwart observation. They covered four tinmes
the distance to Villa Ahunada that way. At |east, Jersey thought
grunpily, they didn't have to do it on tiptoe to fool anti-infiltration
sensors.

They reached the village on tine for all the caution. "Hank, make a
qui ck recee of the vil and see if there's any friendlies in there,"
Buddy Rai nes whi spered into the m ke of his hand-held radio.

Hank Evans grinned, a flash of white in the waning nmoonlight. "That's
why we took these gas canisters, eh?"

"Roger that. What we don't need is a firefight to advertise our



presence. You might verify the prevailing wind direction also,"” Buddy
suggest ed.

Evans and his teamnelted into the darkness. Buddy waited for a |ong
count, then bunped Jersey. "Be ready

343 to nove to the upwind side of this burg."
"Roger, Rat. We're gonna do the Big Sleep nunber on them right?"
"You got that right. Rat out."

Twenty tense minutes passed for the Rebels while Evans's teamdid a
qui ck check of the village for any friendly |ocals. Wen the sweep had
been conpl eted, he keyed his m ke and spoke tersely. "It's clean

Sout hwest . "

"Roger. From here on, no voice comunications. Rat out."

Al three teans had cone to within a hundred yards of Villa Ahumada.
They took a full half hour to nove into position in the southwest
guadrant of the village. When each Rebel trooper had reached a suitable
spot, the team | eaders reported by breaking the carrier wave of their
transmitters with a single click of the talk button. Three seconds
later, two nore clicks.

Buddy Rai nes reached for his gas mask and fitted it into place, making
sure to check the tightness of the edge around his forehead and chin.
Then he took a small syrette fromthe pocket of his utilities and
snapped of f the protective cover of the needle.

He plunged it into his exposed forearm and squeezed out the contents.
Only then did he free one of the two gas grenades on his harness,
untajje the safety handle, and pull the pin. In his mnd he sawl the
ot her troopers doing the same. He drew a | ong, steady, deep breath and
exhal ed sharply. This shit was so dam scary.

Wth a soft, explosive pop, the grenade of nerve gas detonated and began
to spewits invisible contents out onto the steady breeze blowing into
Villa Ahumada. Thirty m nutes, Buddy Raines thought, his gut tightening.
It would be safe for themto go into town then. Technically they were
free to do so now, what with the antidote injected and their masks. But
he al ways considered it wise to let the Iethal fumes dissipate before

pl ayi ng | oose and personal w th an exposed area.

At the indicated tine, Buddy keyed his mi ke once, waited five seconds,
and hit three nore. The teans ad-
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Buddy found the duty watch on a road barrier sprawled in death. Their
features were contorted horribly and they had completely voi ded

t hemsel ves. He waved an armto advance.

Gimfaced Rebel troopers swept through the town. Everywhere the story
had the sane ending. Dead Nazis lay all around. A rough body count

i ndicated at | east two conpanies. The | ast place they visited was the
radi o station.

Lights glowed and to all appearances it was business as usual. Jersey
and her teamentered first. Imrediately they di scovered that the



air-conditioning systemwas all too efficient. A groggy Nazi sat at the
reception desk. His hand darted toward the rifle | eaned agai nst the
di viding partition.

"Cet him" Jersey shouted, voice nmuffled by her nask.

Cooper shot the black-shirt with his CAR-15. The suppressor on the end
provided an eerie effect. Slapped back by a silent three-round burst,
the Nazi tilted over his swivel chair and tunbled onto the thick carpet.

"Check the other offices, Beth," Jersey instructed. "Cooper, Corrie, the
studios. I'mgoin' to the control room"

No one in the inner core of the building had been affected in the |east
by the nmurderous funmes. Caught by surprise when bl ack-cl oaked Rebel s
burst into the enpty studios, the engineers reacted slowy. Odinarily
they were not armed, and this fateful night proved no exception. Wen
the baffle door flew open, they dived for the floor

One of them died when he hurled a thick glass ashtray at Jersey. Her
M 16 sounded | oud even through the plethora of soundproofing. "Get up
you cruds," she snarled. "Hands over your heads."

That ended the battle for Villa Ahumada. Buddy put a German speaker and
a Spani sh speaker in the control roomto handle any traffic, and the
prisoners were herded into the larger studio. Buddy faced themwth a
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"The war is over for you 'supernen.' So, which one of you is going to
tell me where Vol ner is keeping CGeneral Raines?" Wen the tough Nazis
remai ned absolutely silent, Buddy swiftly drew his P7MLO and put a .40
cal i ber S&W Magnum round in the forehead of the nearest black-shirt
engi neer.

"We'll try that again. Were is General Raines?"

Wirried gl ances passed between the renaining two. Each took a deep
breath and sl owy shook his head. Buddy Rai nes wal ked slowy by them
t hen back. Wthout warning he turned suddenly and knee-capped the
smal | er Nazi. Screaming, the man fell to the floor

"W're going to find out, you know. Were is he?"

Only mpans answer ed Buddy. He wal ked up to the standi ng bl ack-shirt and
put the hot ruzzle of the auto-pistol squarely in the center of the
trenbling man's forehead. Auf W edersehen," Buddy said quietly an

i nstant before he triggered the round that blew out half of the

bl ack-shirt's brains.

"Il tell you," the remaining Nazi blurted. "The general is being kept
at the big hacienda west of town. It's twelve kiloneters out there."

"That's the truth, right? You re sure?"

"Yes -yes. Only they are going to shoot himin the norning. Please get
me to a nedic,"” the man sobbed.

"You don't need mnedical help," Buddy told himcasually as he shot the
| ast American Nazi through the heart.



"That's cold, Colonel," Cooper stated in shock. "That's damm cold."

"Unl ess you' ve forgotten, they are all under a death sentence. Their
actions put themthere, even if my father hadn't ordered it. And we
can't | eave them behind alive. Let's get out of here.”

Dawn had yet to become a pal e pink band on the sawt oot hed horizon when
Buddy and the teanms reached the haci enda. The area had been thoroughly
scouted, and surprisingly no OPs had been | ocated. Every Nazi in
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first noves in brooding silence.

"Well set up two 2-man nortar positions. One here and one half a click
away to the east. They'll provide cover for the exfiltration."

They had relieved the Nazis in Villa Ahumada of two old 60mm nortars and
anpl e anmuni ti on. Buddy | apsed deep into thought again. The aerial
photos did not provide any info on the layout of roons inside. H s dad
could be anywhere. And he had to nove damm fast. Perhaps only m nutes
remai ned for his father to live.

"Hank, your teamw |l provide the cover fire. Jersey, you and Dad's team
go in first; we'll be right behind you. Now let's nake tracks while
there's still some darkness down there."

Buddy Raines jolted along a shallow ravine that ran in the general
direction of the haci enda. Jersey and Ben's team pounded al ong ahead of
them They reached the walls of the hacienda w thout detection, though

t he predawn gl ow grew steadily. Soundless, on tiptoe, the Rebels entered
through a small gate they located in the north wall

I mredi ately a drowsy sentry at a small table ten feet away snapped al ert
and reached for his rifle. "Wat are you doing out there?" he demanded,
confused as to the identity of the troops who so suddenly appeared.

Buddy extended his left armin a waving gesture that distracted the
guard's gaze and stepped closer. Hi s right hand whi pped the Ka-Bar from
its sheath and drove it between two of the Nazi's ribs and into his
heart. He caught the body and eased it back onto the chair. Wth a quick
jerk of the bloody knife, he sent the Rebels to spread out through the
courtyard.

Jersey found another sentry at a small recessed doorway on the far side
of the courtyard. She took himout with a garrote. The dead bl ack-shirt
had a set of keys on his belt. Jersey quickly surm sed what that m ght
be. She gave a low whistle to the others and started goi ng through them
for the right one.

347 By the time Buddy and the rest of Ben's team arrived, Jersey had the
| ow door unl ocked. She went through it bent double, M 16 |eading the
way. Cooper followed with his suppressed GAR-15. Instantly he shot over
Jersey's head and splattered a bl ack-shirt against a stone wall. The man
di ed outside the cell assigned to Ben Raines.

In a rush, Jersey went to it and turned the key in the | ock, threw aside
the bar. The door creaked when she drew it open. The cell was enpty.

"Well, General Raines, it is through the goodness of the Fuhrer's heart



that you had this confortable roomto spend your |ast night on earth,"
Peter Vol mer spoke oilily, his personal distaste evident in his tone.

"Tell himl am grateful beyond belief."

"Come, Ceneral, no sarcasm Your uniform has been cl eaned and pressed
and awaits you. The Fiihrer says that you have proven a worthy
adversary. He feels you are entitled to a good rest, a shave and bath,

and a good breakfast before your, ah, date with the firing squad."

"He is too kind," Ben grated out, nentally counting his |last mnutes.

"Well, enough of this," Peter Volmer said lightly. "Ill |eave you to
your ablutions and a hearty meal. We'll nmeet again . . . for the |ast
time . . . before the pareddn - the firing wall, as |'ve |earned from ny

Latin Anmerican friends."

Vol mer left the second-fl oor roomwhere Ben Raines had been confined and
wal ked al ong the as-yet-silent corridor. Dawn had not streaked the east
and he had his own early breakfast to attend to. What a day! This day
woul d be the ultimate test of Rebel resolve. He had no doubt that they
woul d weaken in the end and give up. The fighting would at |ast be over
and then, soon after that, a tragic accident to Jesus Hoffnan woul d make
him Peter Volner, Fiihrer of the American Reich

What a future to contenplate! It put a lightness in his step. Too bad
about little Heinzi. But there were other
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then he would reward hinself.

"He's gone," Jersey gulped, filled with the awful vision that they had
arrived too | ate.

"I't's not daylight yet," Buddy Raines encouraged. "We will have to get
ahol d of soneone and find out where Dad

is.

"If there's time, any tinme at all, | say do it," Cooper added his support.
"Al'l right, spread out again and bag soneone who has sone know edge,"
Buddy or der ed.

"How about the cooks?" Jersey suggested. Her teammates | ooked at her as
t hough she had farted in church. "No, hey, listen up. People get fed,
right? No matter what is going on, right? And who knows who gets what
and where better than the cooks?"

"The cooks it is," Buddy deci ded.

Two nore Nazi guards died on the search for the kitchen. The Rebels
found it at last and burst inside to thoroughly frighten four rotund
Mexi can worren. Their shock set themto gabbling rapid-fire in Spanish.
At last, Jersey quieted them enough to ask the inmportant question

"El General no esta en |a celda,"one chubby worman replied soberly to
Jersey's question

"We know he's not in his cell," Jersey answered patiently. "Where is he?"



"Arriba,"'the nmoon-faced cook replied. Al three wonmen pointed to the
cei ling.

"El segundopi so?""' Jersey asked. They all nodded enthusiastically. "Al
right, gang, we go upstairs,” she told the team

Buddy, Jersey, and the team found the upstairs deserted. Linpid |ight
gl owed from skylights above. Jersey caught her breath when she saw it.
They all took different doors, weapons ready, and began to search
Jersey and Buddy cane to the arched portal at the end of the hallway
first. The door had not latched tightly. Buddy threw it

349 open and Jersey rushed inside, bent Iow, M 16 ahead of her

Enmpty. A corner room it had wi ndows that opened on the north and west
sides. The glass had been raised out of the way, which gave access to
the ornately carved and colorfully painted wooden grillwork that bl ocked
t he openings. Fromthe one on the north side, recessed in an arch, with
a small bal cony outside, accessible by French doors to one side, voices
rose fromthe ground bel ow

"Ceneral Benjam n Raines, Conmander in Chief of the Rebel forces, you
have been tried by the Hi gh Reich Tribunal and found guilty of

i nsurrection against the Reich," came the high, thin voice of Fiihrer
Hof f man. "You have been duly and properly sentenced to death by firing
squad. It is our duty to carry out that sentence. Have you any |ast words?"

There followed a fam liar and bel oved voice that made Jersey's heart
flutter. "Cut the bullshit and let's get to the chase."

"Very well," Fiihrer Hoffrman replied tightly. "Hood?"

"You mght need it yourself. | hear you get squeam sh at the sight of
bl ood. " Ben taunted.

"Enough, " Hof f man grat ed.

Quickly he and Field Marshal Peter Vol mer nmarched to their assigned
positions. The firing commands began.

"Firing squad. . .Attention! . . .Present! . . .Load! . . . Take aim
Ri ght then, Jersey knew that time, which had been their eneny in this
canpai gn since Hoffrmman's invasion the previous spring, had run out. She
squeezed cl osed her eyes and bit her lip to keep silent the sobs, and
whi spered a farewel|l prayer for Ben Raines, the man she secretly |oved
nore than anyone el se in the world.
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