ereads
www.ereads.com

Copyright ©1983 by William W. Johnstone
NOTICE: Thiswork is copyrighted. It is licensed only for use by the original purchaser. Making copies of thiswork or
distributing it to any unauthorized person by any means, including without limit email, floppy disk, file transfer, paper

print out, or any other method constitutes a violation of International copyright law and subjects the violator to severe
fines or imprisonment.

To Danielle Dubois
This country, with itsingitutions, belongs to the people who inhabit it. Whenever they shall grow weary
of the existing government, they can exercisetheir Congtitutiona right of amending it, or their
revolutionary right to dismember or overthrow it.
—AbeLincaln
PROLOGUE

Louisana, 1984

“Areyou nuts?” Ben Raines asked, fighting back an urge to laugh in the man'sface. “I mean, honest to
God, fellow, have you got both carsin the water?’

The sarcastic dur and intellectud insult was lost on the viditor. “1 assure you, Mr. Raines, | aminfull
command of al my faculties. Y ou came highly recommended to me. To us”

“By whom?’
“I cannot divulge that information. Not just yet. | am sorry.”
“How do you know | won't go straight to the FBI with this ... scheme of yours?’

The man pointed. “ There isthe phone. Call them. Y ou can't prove athing. But we can—about you.” He
amiled.

“The FBI knows damned well | was amercenary back in ‘69 and ‘ 70. So does the State Department. |
made that very clear in severa of my novels. Blackmail won't work with me.”

The man shrugged. “It wasworth atry.”

“Look,” Bensad, “I dont like the way this country is going any more than you do—believe that, or not.
But violent overthrow—even if you people had the men and equipment, which you dont—is not my
forte”

“But we do have the men and equipment, Mr. Raines.”
“You say. | don't want any part of it.”

“You're certain?’

“As certain asthe sun comes up in the east.”

“Then we badly migudged you, Mr. Raines.”

Ben shook his head in disagreement. “No, you didn't. If you had approached mejust afew years ago,
back in*80, or even ‘82, | probably would have gone along with you. But now ... no.”

“May | ask why not?’



“Because for the past few years I've been very comfortable. And getting fatter al the time. My books are
sling well; no bill collectors caling every night; everything you see around you—including the house—is
paid for. | have no reason to rock the boat.”

“If you are so happy, why do you drink yourself into a stupor every evening?’

Ben smiled. *Y ou have been investigating, haven't you? | didn't mention happy, did I”? Comfortable was
theword | chose.”

“Hasit not occurred to you that we may be privy to ... matters concerning the situation in the world that
... you are not aware of, Sir? | beg you to reconsider your stance.”

Ben shook hishead no.

The man sighed. “Wéll ... you will not be contacted by us again, Mr. Raines. Thank you for your time.”
He hestated, then said, “I ... may be making amistake, Mr. Raines, but everybody is entitled to one. So
hereismine: Bull Dean and Carl Adams are dill dive. They're running the show.”

Ben came out of hischair. He stared at the man. “I don't believeit. Hey! | saw the bodies, buddy.”

The man's expression did not change. “If you reverse your position, Mr. Raines, just run an ad in the
loca paper that you'd like to buy a Russian wolfhound. Y ou'll be contacted.” He turned and was gone
into the night, the door closing softly behind him.

Ben sat down. He looked at the half-full glass of bourbon and water on the table. He picked it up and
emptied it without taking the glassfrom hislips.

Bull and Adamsdive? No way.

Ben Raineslaughed and put the mysterious visit out of hismind. He put on asymphony and got drunk
while ligening to it. The next morning, thevist was hazy in hismind. After aweek, he had forgotten dl
about it.

PART ONE
ONE

Washington, D.C., 1988

“Maybe higtorians will treat me in amore humane fashion than the press has for the past eight years,”
President Fayers remarked to hiswife. “But sometimes | wonder.”

“You'vedonealot of good things over theyears, Ed.” She smiled at him, patting hishand. “SALT 5was
only one of them. It'staken you time, and you didn't win dl the battles, but you certainly didn't lose the
war.”

“Then why, for the past several months, have | had this ... unessy feding in my gutsthat ... oh, hell,
honey—I don't know. I've been apoalitician al my life. And I know something isgoing on. | can't put my
finger onit, but ... some thing is crawling around the gutters of this city. Some.... secret | should know.”

Hiswife sudied him. She knew only too well the Sixth sense career politicians develop over the years,
and knew it was not to be taken lightly. Her husband had had his finger on the pulse of the world for
more than forty years, for the past eight as president of the United States. If he believed something was
amiss... itwas.

“Ed, thisunknown ... quantum bothers you that much?’



“Yes, it does, honey. Ever since that gun-control bill went through, the unrest in this country has been
building. Baby, citizens of this country—not crimina s—have been beaten, jailed, and killed, smply
because they clung to the belief—a correct belief, | might add—that they had aright to own agun. Damn
that Hilton Logan for the son of abitch heisl He and that pack of liberal bastardsredlly stirred it up with
that gun-contral bill.”

“Youdidnt sgnit, Ed. Don't forget that.”
“It «ill becamelaw.”
“Thelaw of theland, Ed,” she reminded him.

“But,” the president stared hard at hiswife of fifty years—more than hiswife: hisfriend, his confidante.
“Isit redly thelaw of theland? Of the people, for the people? Isit congtitutiona 7’

“The supreme court saysitis.”

“Fivetofour,” Presdent Fayers grunted. “Not exactly an overwheming mgority.” Hewaked to the
window and looked out at the night. “I cannot forget the newsfilm of that fellow down in South Carolina
That man never had so much asatraffic ticket in hiswholelife. And agents—federa agents—employed
by the very government his taxes help support, shot him stone damned dead! And for what? Because he
wanted to keep a.38 pistal in hishouse. Ah, hdll!” The president waved his disgust.

“The country is becoming prosperous once again,” she said, attempting to change the subject.
“What's the matter?’ He grinned at her. “Y ou worried about my blood pressure?’
“Somebody hasto. Y ou won'.”

“After dl the socia blunders of the‘60sand ‘ 70s.... I'll be goddamned if were not heading down the
same old road. Just look at that new pack of liberasin Congress.”

“It'sthewill of the people, Ed.”

“No.” He shook his head. “No, honey, that's the shame of it—it isn't. It'sthe will of pressure groups,
lobbyists, so-cdled Christians.” He poured adrink under the frowning gaze of hiswife. He downed it
nest, then sighed. “ Something'sin thewind. And it stinks. | just don't know what it is.” He sat down.
“God, I'mtired. I'm seventy-five yearsold. I'm tired. | just want out.”

Ben Raines st on the front porch of hishomein Louisanaand for thefirgt timein along time thought
about Vietnam and how, during the quiet moments after patrol, unwinding, but sill too keyed up to deep,
he would sit with his buddies and talk of home, women, movies, and politics—as well as other topics.

Two decades had passed since that exercisein futility had ended for Ben. He didn't think about it often.
The nightmares had dimmed into occasiond dreams, without substance, the blood in them no longer red
and thick and redl. The screaming faint night sounds now had no meaning, and the smoke from the
burning villages was no longer acrid, did not burn hiseyes or leave a bitter taste on histongue.

It was just afading memory. Nothing more.

He wondered, now that SALT 5 wastwo years old and the nuclear weapons around the world had been
gresatly reduced, at least for the mgjor countries, if there would ever be another war.

Hefdt there would be, and he aso wondered if Russaand Americawere living up to the terms of the



agreement.

He doubted it. Both sides till had missiles tucked away, hidden, ready, and aimed. Each side knew the
other too well. Only the dovesin Americatruly believed in dl thetermsof SALT 5. Ben wondered if
those misslesaimed at Russaand Americawere nuclear or bacteriologica types. He thought probably
thelatter, for SALT didn't cover germ-type warheads ... that came under a different agreement.

“Comeon, Ben,” hemuttered. “Why are you thinking like thistonight?’

Hetried to think about the new nove he was planning, but histhoughts would not jell. Then he suddenly
recdled the words one of hislong-dead buddies had spoken to him, so many years before, during one of
those long bull sessions.

“How would you change our system of government, Ben? | mean, we al agree the system isn't working.
But how would you correct it? If you could?’

And that had sparked hours of debate and sometimes heated argumentsthat turned into fist fights. The
debates had lasted for days.

Herecdled the legendary Col. Bull Dean listening to his men argue and debate. The Bull had smiled.
Then, when they were alone, Bull had said to Ben, “ Keep your dreams, son. Y ou have good thoughts for
one 0 young. Keep them alivein your mind, for someday, probably sooner than you might think, you
just might have a chance to see them spring to life. Hell, son! 'Y ou might write abook!”

Ben had grinned, thinking the Bull waskidding.

On this soft night in Louisiana, Ben remembered Bull'swords asthey had waited to lift off from Rocket
City, heading into North Vietnam, to HALO in: high dtitude, low opening. They would jump at twenty
thousand feet, their chutes opening automaticaly when they got under radar.

“Werelosn' thiswar, son,” Bull had said. “ And there is nothing that guys like you and me can do about
it—we can only prolong it. Back home, now, it's gonna get worse—much worse, Petriotism isgonna
take anose dive, sinking to new depths of dishonor. Thereisno discipline in schools, the courts have
Seen to that. Americais going to take a pasting for a decade, maybe longer, losing ground, losing face,
losing faith. That's when the military will be forced to step in and take over. And God help usal when
they do that.”

“Why do you say that, Sr?’
“Remember that line about absol ute power?’
“Yes, gr.”

“The military leaders—those with enough sense to pour piss out of aboot, that is, and we do have afew
of them in uniform—redlize the truth in that line. They won't want to take over the country—but they
might be forced into doing it. For atime. It will be abad timefor you dl.”

“For you dl?Not including yoursdlf in that, Colond ?’

The Bull had smiled.

“Sr?Why areyou tdling medl this... now?’

The Bull shook hishead. “I haven't told you as much as you might believe. But in the years ahead of



you—two decades, more than likely—you'll understand.”

Ben stirred uncomfortably on the porch. It had been two decades, amost. The strange visitor of severd
years back suddenly popped into his mind. He shook away those memories.

And just before that legp into the rushing night, so many years ago, asthe Bull stood in the door of the
plane, he screamed at Ben: “Bold Strike, son. Remember it. Bold Strike. Say it to no one.”

A few weekslater, Col. William “Bull” Dean was supposedly killed, his mutilated and unrecognizable
body found days later by ateam of LRRPs—L ong Range Recon Peatrols. Then Adams was reported
missing. Hewas MIA'ed; then, findly, listed asKIA.

A month later, Ben had been wounded and sent home.

After he recovered from hiswounds, he found he could not tolerate the attitudesin Americatoward her
Vietnam vets. He was restless, and missed the action he had left behind. He had been sent hometo a
land of hairy, profane young men who sewed the American flag on the seets of their dirty jeansand
marched up and down the street, shouting ugly words, dl in the name of freedom—their concept of
freedom.

Ben left the country and made hisway to Africa, Signing on as amercenary with anyone who wanted and
gppreciated fighting men. For two years he fought in dozens of little no-name wars, just drifting,
becoming hardened to death and blood and suffering.

One day hetold avigting American writer—whom he had met in a bar—he thought he might write a
book. The writer questioned Ben closdly, then told him to do just that, and when he was through with it,
to send it to hisagent. Hed tell the agent it was coming.

The more Ben thought about it, the more he liked the idea. He went home, back to Illinais, to his parents
home, and wrote his book.

He'd been writing ever since and had lived in Louisanafor amogt fifteen years.

He gtirred from his misty memories and redlized the phone was ringing in the den. He walked from the
coolness of the front porch and picked up the phone. Two words were spoken, and they caused his
heart to pound and a dizziness to spring into his head.

“Bold Strike.”
Then the line went dead.

Ben sat down hard in achair. He had not heard those wordsin years. But what the hell did they mean? A
warning? A cuefor him to do something. What in the shit had the Bull meant by them?

Ben turned on the TV sat and caught the last of the nightly news. Fresh outbreaks of raceriotsin
Newark and Detroit. The government was worried about the resurgence of the KKK and the American
Nazi Party—and the fact that they had joined hands, to jointly spew their hate. White robes and black
uniforms.

“Bold Strike,” Ben muttered. “What's going on? Bull Dean isdead. And so is Carl Adams. | saw the
bodies.”

No, he corrected histhoughts. Y ou saw a body. Someone said it was Colondl Dean. Y ou later—much
later—saw pictures that someone said was Adams.



Then the words of the news commentator numbed Ben. “ Certain military units have been placed on low
aert. No reason was given. But it's nothing to be concerned about, the Pentagon says. Just testing
Security.”

“What units, you son of abitch!” Ben shouted at the TV set.
A commercia for afemale hygiene spray greeted his question.
Ben turned off the st.

Something dark and e usive darted around the shadowy corners of his mind. He fixed another drink and
sat down by the phone. He jerked up the phone, consulted an address book, and diaed the number of a
friend over at Fort Stewart, Georgia. Hiswife answered the phone.

“No, Ben, he'snot here. No. | can't tell youwhere heis, ‘ cause | don't know where heis. It hasn't been
thistight around here ancethe Iran thing.”

They chatted of smdll things for afew moments, then Ben said good night. Thewall of secrecy was
closing. Ben knew it well.

Hetried hisold ouitfit, the Hell-Hounds. Probably less than five percent of Congress knew of their
existence. Maybe not that high a percentage. Certainly no member of the press knew of them. In times of
trouble, they would be gearing up in Utah, at an old AEC base. The Hell-Hounds had no permanent
base, being congtantly on the move. The nearest thing they had to a home wasthat desolate, deserted
spot in Utah.

Col. Sam Cooper, CO of the Hell-Hounds, was blunt with him. Blunt, but not unfriendly. He smply had
his orders, and that was that.

“I don't know what's going down, Ben. But it's good to hear from you. | enjoyed your last book. Good
Suff.”

“Honestly, Sam? Y ou redlly don't know what's happening?’

“I'mleveing with you, Ben. To tell you the God'struth, | can't find anybody who knows what's going on.
Or a least who will talk about it.”

Ben fdt achill move aroundin hisbelly. “ Take care of yoursdlf, Sam.”

“Will do. Y ou hunt ahole, partner,” the Hell-Hound said. “Keep your head down.” He broke the
connection.

Or somebody did it for him.

“It'sfirm, Hilton,” the senator's chief aidetold him. “The military is up to something. Lots of moving
around and quiet talk. And | can't even get in the front door at Langley. Certain units of the military are
on somekind of low dert.”

“Why?’ the senator demanded.
“I don't know.”
“President Fayers?’

“Hesfat, dumb, and happy.”



“Y ou mean he doesn't know what's going on?’
“Apparently not.”

“Jesus Chrigt!”
Two
A fishing lodge in the Missouri Ozarks

The banquet hall of thelodge had been cleared of dl furniture not essentid to the meeting. The building
had been e ectronically swept for listening devices. Long tables had been placed end to end, sideto side,
forming ahuge square, capable of accommodeating fifty people in comfort. Pitchers of water, drinking
glasses, pads and pencils, and briefing books were placed on the dark blue cloth, the items nestly
arranged before each chair. A shredding machine stood silent in the corner.

Tenson, heavy and ominous, hung in the huge room as the room filled with men in groups of two or
three. Although no nametag designated individua place, there was no confusion; each man seemed to
know exactly whereto Sit. There was no unnecessary chatter, few social amenities were exchanged. The
men looked at each other, nodded, then sat down.

All of the men were military. That would have been evident to even the most uneducated in military
bearing. Nestly trimmed hair, out of style; eyesthat gave away nothing; erect bearing; no wasted motion.

To the more knowledgeable, the men were line officers and combat-experienced sergeants and chiefs.
All career men.

The Army generd and colonels, had they been in uniform, would have had Airborne/Ranger/Specia
Forcestabs on their shoulders. The generals and colonels of the Marine Corps are Force
Recon—trained—Raiders. The general and colonels of the Air Force are combat pilots and Air Force
commandos. The Navy men are UDT, SEAL, pilots, ships captains. The Coast Guard men are all
career; they have al seen combat. There were fifteen sergeant majors and master chiefs making up the
complement.

During the past twenty-four hours, the men, al having arrived a night, had traveled various routes to get
to thelodge. The red-estate agent who had rented them the lodge knew only that he was renting the
placefor atop-level think tank.

Keep your mouth shut about this and welll be back next year. A handsome bonus for you. And don't
disturb us.

Yes, s, the agent had replied ingtinctively. Guy looked like hisold drill sergeant.

Guards were sentried about the two hundred acres. They werein civilian clothes and their sSdearmswere
out of Sght.

Cigars, pipes, and cigarettes smoking, water glassesfilled, the men waited for someone to open the ball.
“Who ordered thislow aert the pressistalking about?’ the question was tossed out.

“Came out of the Joint Chiefs. It's confused the hell out of alot of units and caused severa hundred
thousand men to be shifted around, out of standard position. Goddamn, it's going to be days before they
get back to norma. We not only don't know who issued the order, but why?’

“Maybeto get us out of position for the big push?’



“| thought we had more time—months, even.”

“ Something's happened to cause them to speed up their timetable,” Gen. Vern Saunders of the Army
sad. “That means we've got to move very quickly.”

“Hdl, Vern,” Gen. Tom Driskill of the Marine Corps sad, “what canwe do ... redly? Were up against
it. Wedl think we know where‘it’ is. But we're not certain. Do we dare move? If we do, what will be
the consequences?”’

Admird Mullens of the Navy looked around him, meeting dl eyes. “1 don't think we dare move.”
Sergeant Mgor of the Army Parley stirred.

“Y ou got something on your mind, Sergeant Mgor,” the admird said, “say it. We'redl equa here”
“Damned if that's so!” aMarine sergeant mgjor said.

Laughter erupted.

Parley said, “I don't believe we can afford to move. But if we don't, what do we do—just sit on our
hands and wait for war?’

“I think it's out of our hands,” Admiral Newcomb of the Coast Guard said. “We're damned if we do,
damned if we don't. If we expose the location of the sub—where we think it is—we stand a good
chance of awar. A very good chance. | think werein abox. If we exposethetraitors, they'll fire
anyway. And we're not supposed to have that type of missile.”

“Whichisabad joke,” Sergeant Mgor Rogers of the Marine Corps said in disgust. “Russias ill got us
outgunned two to onein missiles of the conventiona nuclear type. God only knows how many germ-type
warheads they have.” Heforced agrin. “Of course, we have afew of those ourselves.” He shook his
head. “ Jesus! Thirty damned guys control the fate of the entire world. Even worse than that, if our
intelligenceis correct, it's a double double cross.”

Master Chief Petty Officer of the Navy Franklin looked acrossthetable, disgust in hiseyes. “Admira?
Do you—any of you—know for sure just who we can trust?’

The admiral shook hishead. “No, not redlly. We don't know how many of our own people arein on this
... Caper.”

“You mean, Sr,” acolond asked, “one of us might beinonit?’
“I would say the odds are better than even that istrue.”

“I wondered why | wasjerked out of Italy so fast | didn't even havetimeto zip up my pants,” the Ranger
colond smiled.

“Wall, you'd better zip 'em up, Pete,” a SEAL laughed at him. “Y ou don't have that much to brag
about.”

“How the hdll do you know?” A marine chuckled. “Y ou two guys queer for each other?”
“I ain't freg,"—the Ranger grinned—"but I'm reasonable.”

An AF commando laughed. “He bends over in the shower alot, lookin® for the soap.”



The rough humor touched dl the men. After the laughter had died, the men seemed more relaxed, ableto
talk without congtraint. A Specid Forces colond said, “Genera? Y ou think some of my men areinvolved
inthis?”

“No,” Generd Saunders said. “ Our intelligence people'—he waved his hand—"dl services, seemto
agree on one point: no specid troops are involved. But"—he held up awarning finger—"thistouches al
branches of the service, not just in this country, but all countries. Russaincluded.” He smiled grimly. “I
take some satisfaction in that. Those men in that sub have friends al over the world. That'swhy they've
been able to hide from usfor so long.”

“TheBull and Adams areredly dive?’
“Yes. | taked with Bull. It came as quite a shock to me.”

“I ... don't redlly understand what they have to do with this ... operation,” amaster chief said, asmuch to
himself asto the men around him.

“Redlly ... neither dowe,” an admird replied. “But we do know these facts, one of which isobvious: Bull
and Adamsfaked their deaths years ago; we know they are both superpatriots, Adams more than Bull
when it comesto libera-hating. All right. We put together this hypothesis: Adams and Bull had aplanto
overthrow the government—if it cameto that—using civilian ... well, rebels, let's call them, along with
selected units of the military. Took yearsto put al thistogether. But ... the use of civilian rebelsfailed;
couldn't get enough of them in time. We know for afact that many ex-members of the Hell-Hounds
turned them down cold.”

“How many men do they have?’
“Fveto sx thousand—at the most.”

“That's il alot of people. And knowing Bull and Adams, those men aretrained guerrillafighters. How
have they managed to keep that many people secret for so long?’

The admird dlowed himsdf atight smile. “Y ou didn't know the Bull, did you?’
“No, gr.”
“If you had known ether of them, you wouldn't have asked.”

“I knew both of them,” aRanger colond said. “If they even suspected amember of any of their unitswas
atraitor, they would not hesitate to kill him—uwar or peace.”

“I see” theman said softly. “So ... Bull came up with the sub plan?’

Genera Saunders shook hishead. “No. It wasn't his plan. We bdlieve it was Adams' idea. But | couldn't
discussthiswith Bull. | only had two minutes with him. Besides, he and Adams have been friends for
twenty-five years. But | did manage to plant aseed of doubt in hismind. Y es, we beieve Adams has lost
control; he'sdipped mentally. Mr. Kelly of the CIA sharesthat belief.”

“Thereissomething | don't understand,” a Coast Guard officer said. “ Obvioudy, this plan has been on
the burner for along time—years. To overthrow the government, | mean. Why have they waited so

long?’

“That's what we don't know. And we've got dozens of computers working on the problem right at this
moment.” The generd rubbed hisface with hishands. “I didn't get achanceto ask the Bull that. So many



questions | wanted to ask. Men, | don't think we have a prayer of stopping those men on the sub. | think
we're garing nuclear and germ warfare right in its awful face and there isn't agoddamned thing we can do
about it.”

“I gather,” aMarine officer said, “the Joint Chiefs don't know about this?’

“We don't know if they do or not,” Admiral Mullens said. “But we can't gpproach any of them for fear
oneof themisinvolved.”

“One or more. And which ones?’
“That isyet another point to consider.”

“And we can't do to them what we're about to do to each other,” Generd Driskill said, asan aide, asif
on cue, wheded in acart with amachineoniit.

No one had to ask what it was; al the men present held the highest security ratingsin America. They had
al taken these tests before. The machine was the most highly advanced of the psychologica stress
evauators. PSE. The same type the Bull and Adams used to ferret out informers.

“Each of uswill submit to a PSE test. Sergeant Mack isthe best around.” Generd Driskill smiled ashe
lad apistol onthetable, in front of him. “Thiswon't take too long.”

A few secondsticked past. An Air Force colond tried to light a cigarette. His hands were shaking so
badly hefinally gave up the effort. He looked into the hard eyes of the Marine generd. “ Save yoursdlf the
trouble, Generd. | don't know wherethe subis; | don't know who on the JCs—if anyone—isinvolved in
this operation; and | don't know anyone who does know.”

“Y ou damned fool!” Genera Driskill snapped at him. “Don't you people redize—or care—you're
bringing the world to the brink of holocaust?’

“Oh, the hell with that!” the colond said. “Let Russaand Chinafight it out. Let them destroy each other.
Well pick up the pieces and be on top once more.”

“Sothat'sit,” aman muttered.
The Air Force colond smiled.

“| don't believethat'sal of it,” Genera Crowe of the Air Force said. He pulled apistol from his
waistband and pointed it at the colonel. “Y ou traitorous son of abitch. Which one of the Joint Chiefsis
it?

The Air Force colond was suddenly calm with the knowledge that he would never leave thisroom aive.
He was not going to give the men in the room the pleasure of seeing him squirm. His gaze touched each
man, then he lit his cigarette with steady hands. “I don't know. And that's being honest. | think it'san
aide, but | can't be sure. Y ou can test me; | won't fight the machine.”

He wastested. He did not know the name of the man on the Joint Chiefs, and his hunch that it was atop
alde showed positive. He did not know the location of the sub, and had no further knowledge of it.

“Explainital!” General Crowe snapped. “I've seen men tortured before, sonny.” He gill held the .38in
hisright hand.

“Generd, | don't know much about the operation. That was deliberate on the part of the top man, or



men. Not even the men in the sub know who the architect is. Least | don't believe they do.” Noonein
the room believed him. “My orders are to report what | heard here, that's all.”

“Heslying!” amagter chief said.

Generd Crowe said, “ Colonel, make it easy on yoursdlf. We can do this one of severd ways. We're not
savages, but the fate of the world may very well rest in thisroom.”

The Air Force colond glanced a hiswatch. A smiletugged at one corner of his mouth. He gave the
generd aWashington, D.C. phone number.

“Traceit,” Driskill told Sergeant Mgor Rogers.
The colond's eyes hardened.
“Let'stighten up al theloose ends, Colond. Too many ropes dangling, flapping in the breeze.”

Helooked at hiswatch once again and said, after adight smile and a deep breath, dmost asigh of relief,
“We—those of usin the operation—knew that Brady would eventudly put things together and go to
Fayers.”

“Harold Brady of the CIA?’
“Y es. We had hoped he wouldn't put it together until after the elections.” He glanced at hiswatch.

“Why are you dwayslookin’ a your goddamned watch?’ an Air Force commando asked. “Y ou tekin’
medicine?’

“Hesddling!” aSEAL sad. “Playing for time.”

The Army Ranger hit the colondl in the mouth with ashort, hard right, damming him out of hischair.
Generd Driskill kicked the man to hisfeet and shoved him back in hischair.

“Now, speak!” the generd barked.

The Air Force colone shook his head to clear away the cobwebs and wiped blood from his mouth. He
amiled.

“What do you find anusing about dl this?” Admira Mullens asked.

The colond's smile broadened.

“Because,” Admira Newcomb said quietly, “there aren't going to be any eections—right, Colond?’
The man'ssmilefaded. “That'sright, Admird.”

“Why?

He again glanced a hiswatch. “Because it's 1207, that'swhy.”

“What?" Driskill barked. “What the hell has the time to do with anything?’

“Brady put it al together much sooner than we expected. | should have received a phone call before
1145 hours. | didn't. That means our computers have concluded that no one can beat Hilton Logan inthe
fal dections. It—they—have concluded that even if it's close, too close, no clear mgority, it'll be thrown
into the House. Logan will come out on top, and that liberal son of abitch will find out we've built new



nukes and order them destroyed.”

“Son,"—Generd Saunders|leaned forward—"don't do this. Don't do it to your country. Loganisjust a
man. Not much of one,” he grimaced, “but still aman. He's not going to dismantle the nation. Well
westher it.”

“No, Genera. No, we won't. This country'shad it.” His eyeswere sad, his voice low when he spoke.
“Weve had eight years of conservatism, but everything Fayers has pushed through has been a battle.
People aren't interested in the long run; they're only interested, concerned, with now. The gun-control
legidation proved it; were moving back to the left, and we can't allow that to happen. Thisway isthe
only way we can get back on top. Chinawill give Russia every missile she's had hidden for years, then
pour haf abillion troops across the border. They'll destroy each other. The two-bit countries will blow
each other off the map once we start the dance. Africawill go up like atinderbox, the Mideast withit.”
Hiseyesgrew wild with fanaticiam.

“And what of America, Colond?” Generd Crowe asked.

“Oh, well take casudties,” he admitted. “ Somewhere in the seventy-five to ninety-million range; you all
know the gtats. But welll come out far better than any other mgjor power. And when we're back on top
again, thistime, by God, well stay there.”

“You'recrazy!” Sergeant Mgor Parley blurted. “My God, man—think of al the innocent people you're
killing. Y ou people are fucking nuts!”

Rogers came back into the room. “I used the mobile phonein the car, Generd, just in case the phone
here has along-range bug on it. The phone company in D.C. got a disconnect order on the number he
gave us. Got it about two hours ago. What's happening here?’

“Holocaugt,” abuddy informed him.

Driskill looked at the colond. “1 believe the colond isabout to give usdl the details, aren't you,
superpatriot?’

The Air Force man laughed in hisface. “ Sure, I'll tell you. Why not? There isn't adamned thing any of
you can do about it.”

Only blow your fucking head off when you're through flapping your gums, Genera Crowe thought, his
hand tightening on the butt of the .38.

“Therewon't be any eections,” the colond said. “Not for along time—avery long time. The military is
going to be forced into taking over the country: suspending the Condtitution and declaring martia law.
That'sdl wewanted, dl along. All we were doing, once we learned Brady was onto us, was buying time.
Getting set. We'refive days from launch.”

The men in the room, to aman, sucked in their guts. One hundred and twenty hoursto hell.

“| should have gone to the president when my intelligence people first sumbled onto this... treason!”
General Saunders said.

The Air Force colond laughed. Helit acigarette. Hislast one. “Well, Generd, I'll salve your conscience
abit. It wouldn't have made any difference. Y ou couldn't have stopped us. Y ou didn't redlly know what
was going down until today. Y ou couldn't have gone to the Chineseto tell them the Russians were going
to launch againgt them. No proof. Big internationa stink would be al you could have accomplished.
Sameif you'd goneto the Russans. It dl boils down to this: an American sub will launch the missiles—



American missiles. Both countries would have turned on you. And ... | think most of you know what
type of missileswe're going to fire. Missiles so top secret not even the president knew of their existence.
Y ou clever boys got too clever, that's dl. We used your cleverness againgt you.”

“Whét type of misslesareyou using?’ amadter chief asked.

“Supersnoop missiles,” Admira Mullens answered the question. “ Thunder-strikes. We started building
them on the QT when weredlized SALT 5 was becoming aredlity. Y es, the Russans knew we were
going to build them—before SALT was signed. That's the main reason Russiaagreed to SALT 5.”

“The president and/or Congress know of them?’ he was asked.
“No,” hesaid tersdly.

“Thelid isbeing dowly nailed on our coffins” aNavy officer said. Helooked at the Air Force colond.
“What about him?’

Genera Crowe jacked back the hammer on the .38 and shot the colonel between the eyes, knocking him
backward, out of the chair.

“Good shot, Turner,” Genera Driskill observed.
THREE
Saturday—five daysto launch

Generd C.H. Travee, chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, sat quietly in hisoffice. He sat for along,
speculative time, drumming his fingertips on the polished wood of the desk top.

Too many rumors being whispered in this city. Entirely too many to ignore. Whispered rumors of a
power play. Among the military? Too incredible to believe. Still ...

Travee had tried to reach hisold friend, Vern Saunders, just that morning—couple of hours ago, after
Vernfailed to show for their regular Saturday morning golf game. Travee had tried to track down his
friend, but had hit astonewall in every direction he turned.

Odd.

Then he heard rumorsthat General Crowe was seen climbing into the cockpit of afighter and taking off
for parts unknown. Odd. Crowe was entirely too old to go roaring off into the wild blue yonder like a
young buck, cutting didos in the sky.

And Generd Driskill awaysworked in his office for acouple of hours on Saturday mornings. But not this
Saturday morning.

Travee punched a button on his desk.

“Yes gr?’

“Get me Mgor Bassfrom ASA. Tell him | want him in my officein thirty minutes.”
“Yes, ar.”

The Army Security Agency mgor was standing in front of the generd's desk in exactly twenty-nine
minutes. There were questionsin hiscam eyes.



“What'sgoing on, Mgor?’
“Sr?’

“Come on, Mg or—you'ein the know. Y ou've heard the whispers all over the town. Now you tdl me.”

“I ... don't know, Sir. We can't even pinpoint who gave those low-aert orders.”

“But yet it came from the Joint Chiefs?’

“Yes, ar. Sr?Wethink it was an aide. But the onewe havein mind has ... disappeared.”
“I won't ask you who you suspect. Just this: why would he do such adamned fool thing?’
“I don't know, sir.”

Travee nodded, then said, “1 want you to do me a personal favor, Mgor. Find out where Gen. Vern
Saunders was this morning. Pronto. And report your findings only to me.”

“Yes, gr.”
Sunday—four daysto launch

President Fayerslooked out the window of his office, wondering why any man would want the thankless
job of president of the United States.

“It'ssuch alousy job,” he said to his chief aide and good friend. “Damned if you do, damned if you dontt.
The massive responsbility for running acountry this size should not be dumped onto the shoulders of one
man. It'stoo much.”

“Yes, dr,” the aide agreed, not redlly knowing what his boss was talking about. The president hadn't
been himself lately. He'd been depressed, complaining of deeplessness, and the aide was worried the
presswould discover it and blab it al over the nation. Not that it was any of their goddamned business.
No—the president is supposed to be perfect. Can't ever be sick in private. Can't be ahuman being. No,
the president has to be superman.

“Ed,” theadesad, “aeyou dl right?’

“Yes, of coursel am. No, I'm not. Hell, | don't know. I'm getting old, that'swhat.” He sighed heavily.
“What is on the agendafor this afternoon?’

“The meeting with the andlytical and statistical chief of the ClA's oversessintelligence operation.”
“Ha Brady, you mean?’

“Yes gr.”

“Titles. Everybody hasto have atitle,” Fayers muttered. “When isthe meeting?’

“Right now.”

“Sendhimin.”

Harold Brady limped into the Ova Office, carrying athick briefcase jammed with papers. Hislimp was
the result of his dayswith the old OSS during World War 11; aleg broken during ajump into France and



never properly set.

Brady glanced at theaide. “In private,” he said shortly, aswas his manner. Abusive-sounding until one
got to know the man.

The aide left the room.

“Y ou look exhausted, Mr. President,” Brady said. “I thank you for seeing me on Sunday afternoon. |
know you liketo rest on thisday. Areyou feding well, Sr?’

“Aswell as could be expected,” Fayers replied, pouring them coffee. “Hilton Logan is privately saying he
isunbeatable; heisour next presdent. God help usdll, for he's probably correct. The unions are bitching
and driking—as usud. Every minority group in this nation is complaining—loudly—that | am
discriminating againgt them ... and my wife has had a headache for three weeks. At night. Cdlsmea
horny old goat.” President Fayers smiled. “ And you think you've got troubles.”

Brady laughed along with hisboss. “Wéll, s, at least you've managed to keep your sense of humor.”

“Only by straining, Hal. And by keeping in mind that in afew months| will be out of this office. Now
then, what glad tidings have you to offer?’ Helifted his coffee cup to hislips.

“I believe ceartain factions within the U.S. are preparing to start awar between Russaand China”

Fayers dropped cup and saucer to the carpet. “That's arotten joke, Hal!” He knelt to pick up the
broken bits of chinaware.

“Itisn't ajoke,” the CIA man said, opening his briefcase, spreading papers on the president’s desk.
“You'd better st down, Sir.”

Behind his desk, hisface ashen and suddenly shiny with sweet, Fayersasked, “Whenis... dl this
supposed to occur?’

Brady shrugged. “I don't really know, but | would guesswithin aweek. Maybeless. | just put together
the remaining bits and pieces of evidence and supposition thismorning.”

“Do you want the secretary in on this?’
“Not just yet. You ligen firgt, gir.”

A hdf-hour later, President Fayerstold hisaide, “I don't want to be disturbed the rest of the evening. I'm
going to Camp David to rest and to spend the night. That's al anybody needsto know.”

Sunday evening—Camp David

“Begging your pardon, Mr. President,” General Travee said, after recovering from hisinitial shock, “but |
... just can't believeit.”

“You'd better believeit, C.H.,” Brady said. “I've been working on thisfor months. In total secrecy. | just
didn't know who | could trust—not even you. But when the computers turned out this new evidence, | ...
had to come to the president.”

“Why didn't you cometo me beforethis, Ha?' Fayers asked.

“Because ... | believe your staff—afew of them—are part of this. | don't know which ones. And the
secret service; there again, | don't know which ones.”



The secretary of state, Rees, had flown to Camp David with Fayers. The Joint Chiefs had joined them an
hour later, arriving by car. Barry Ringold, director of the FBI, had driven in, followed by Kdly of the
CIA and Ha Brady.

“I resent the fact you did not come to me with thisinformation, Brady,” Kelly said.
“There, again, gr,” Brady replied. “Who to trust?’

The two men glared at each other. But Kelly dropped his gaze after only afew seconds. Kelly wasa
political appointee; Brady was a career snoop with alifetime spent in the shadows. Kdlly wasjust abit
afraid of the man.

“Now, let me get thisstraight,” Ringold said. “'Y ou want usto believe there are somefive to six thousand
rebel s—organized and trained and armed—in the U.S,, ready to move against the government?”’

“That iscorrect,” Brady said.
“They will be working with certain breskaway units of the armed forces?’

“That, too, is correct, Sr—asfar asit goes. But please bear in mind that many of those units—if not all of
them—are not traitorous, they have been misinformed. They do not know the full scope of the story.
Only bitsand pieces. That ismy theory.”

Ringold nodded. “ All right. Now, Bull Dean and Colondl Adams are both dive and well, working with
the rebels and the maverick units of the military? Goddamn it, Harold! Dean and Adams are buried out
therein Arlington. What kind of fairy taeisthis? What have you been smoking?’

Brady flushed, opening his mouth to tell the FBI director to go fuck himsdlf, then thought better of it.

Ringold said, “And Chinais going to declare war on Russia... you say. But you havent, asyet, explained
how or why that is going to occur.”

His composure restored, temper in check, Brady said, “May | do so at thistime?’
“Pleasedo, dr,” Ringold replied, with greetly exaggerated courtesy.

The two men did not like each other, had never liked each other, and would never, in thetime left to
them, like each other.

Brady looked at each man in the room before hereplied, “Because | believe agents, posing as Red
agents, will nate the Chinese premier and every member of his party when they visit the town of
Fuchin next week.”

“And you believe that will prompt anuclear war between the two countries?” Kelly asked.

“That will bethe gtart of it. Yes. A missilewill then befired from a submarine lying just off the coast of
Russa” He limped to ahuge wall map of the world and thumped aspot. “From right here. The sub will
fireitsmissle, or missiles, probably, from just off the coast of Zapovednyy. | have reason to believe there
will be more than one missile, sngle or multiple-warhead type. | dso believe the cities of Harbin,
Mutanchiang, and Haokang will be destroyed.”

“Why would Russawant to launch anuke attack againgt China?” Ringold inquired. “Haf the world might
well be wiped out.”

“There are many reasonsthey'd liketo,” Brady said. “But just asit will not be Red agentswho kill the



premier and his party—it will be Americans—it won't be the Russanswho firethe missiles. They will be
American misslesfired from an American sub.”

Generd Travee had been studying the huge map. He said, “Fired from a Stealth-equipped sub, pulled in
S0 closeto the coast it would appear the missiles came from Russian soil.”

Brady sat down. “Correct.”

Admira Divico had been unusualy quiet, his eyes studying the map. “We'rein abox,” hesaid. “Werein
adamned box, unable to do anything about it.”

“What do you mean, Max?’ Secretary Rees asked.

Ringold looked angrily &t the admirdl.

Brady smiled grimly.

“The small-class experimenta sub that supposedly sank last year during atest run,” the admira said.

“What about it?’ the president asked. “ That was one of our best-kept secrets. All civilian personnel on
board. High-paid volunteers with no family, picked by...” he paused. “Who did pick that crew?’

“Wedid,” Kely sad glumly.

“Severad members of the agency who,” Brady said, “have quietly and mysterioudy |eft the city over the
past thirty-six hours. No answer at their homes.”

“That doesn't answer my origind question,” Fayerssaid.
The admira locked eyeswith Brady. “| believe Mr. Brady isabout to tell usthat sub didn't Sink.”

“That iscorrect, Admird. It was spotted last month by one of our operatives. He couldn't be one
hundred percent certain; but certain enough to report it to me. | had had strong suspicions about it all
aong. The agent waskilled just hours after making that report. The sub was taking on supplies, froma
ship belonging to—quote/unquote—a friendly nation.”

“Goddamnit!” Ringold said. “What small-class experimenta sub?’
“It wastop secret,” the admiral said. “Very few people knew anything about it.”
“Well ... thanksjust awhole hell of alot!” Ringold blurted.

The admird shrugged histota indifference asto what Ringold thought. “Y ou didn't have aneed to
know.” The admira then added, “ Shit!” Then he put together astring of expletives that made the
Watergate tapes sound like children's nursery rhymes.

“Wherein the hdll could asub hide for thislong?’ Ringold asked.

“This sub could hide anywhereit wanted to hide,” Travee said. “It'sinvisible. Sonar can't detect it. But
God, it was expensive to build. Greatest wegpon invented in the past fifty years. Came along much faster
than its airborne counterpart. For al the good it's going to do us.”

“All right,” Secretary Rees said. “Do we or don't we notify the Russians and the Chinese? Do wetdll
them what we know—what we suspect? Take a chance?’



“What do we know we can prove?’ General Dowling of the Marine Corps asked.

“We have nothing we can prove,” Brady said. “No hard evidence to present to them. And,” he said
softly, “do we have the time? The Chinese—and thisis my persond opinion—would, | think, behaveina
decent manner. The Russans| wouldn't trust asfar as| could spit. Their minds would work thisway: the
sub is American; the missiles are American; the crew is American—the fault is ours. They'd drag usright
into awar. We don't know where the sub is; we can't stop it. No,"—he sighed—"1 think we have to
chance this and hope we take minimum casuaties. And the American people must not learn of this. The
ingtant we assume a public defensive posture, the sub will fireits missles. The American people won't
have timeto do anything. Besides, we don't know how many missileswill make it through our screens.”

“That's adamned cold-blooded attitude!” Ringold said.

“But anecessary one.” Brady defended his statements. “ Better the people are surprised—if it comesto
that—than have severd days of pure panic. And'—he held up afinge—"the Russans have a very good
civil defense system: bunkers, food, water. The U.S. has shit for CD. L et the Russians get the message
the same time our people receiveit. More dead Russians and less U.S. casudlties.”

“I'll go dong with that,” Divico said. The other members of the Joint Chiefs nodded in agreement.

“Let mesay this” Fayerssaid. “Mr. Brady believesthe launch will be made within aweek. All right, well
stay with that hypothesis. We don't know wherethe sub is, but welll assumeit'sin postion to fire. Now,
according to Ringold, his bureau has never heard of the rebels. Fine. Asfar as1'm concerned the
rebels—if they exis—are of little concern at this moment. I'm not sure how we would go about breaking
up agroup we didn't know existed—again, if they do—until a couple of hours ago. We don't know what
military unitsareinvolved in this, or where they are located. We don't know what commanders we can
trust. For that matter, | don't know if | can trust any of my staff, and you don't know if you can trust me. |
don't know if | can trust any of you!”

Fayers gaze swept each man. Words of protestation formed on each tongue, then died before being
sounded, each man knowing there was nothing he could do to convince the others of hisinnocence.

Fayers continued. “ So we have to assume we can trust each other. That isthe only way we can possibly
ded withthis”

“How isthe sub armed?’ Ringold asked, fedling abit less|eft out.

The admird sighed, cutting hiseyesto Generd Travee. “With Thunder-strikes” he said.

“Oh, hdl!” Hyde of the Air Force and Dowling of the Marine Corps spoke in unison.

“What isa Thunder-strike?’ Ringold asked. Thefedling of being left out once more struck him.

“Yes” The presdent leaned forward. “1'd like to know that mysdlf. I've never heard of anything called
Thunder-gtrike.” He glanced a each of the Joint Chiefs.

Generd Hyde said, “The... ah ... president before you ... ah ... authorized them, Sir. Before our tenure on
the Joint Chiefs, | might add,” he said, abit defensvely. “The code nameis‘ Supersnoop.” Itisnot a
large missile, but it isvery powerful ... and practically unstoppable. Like the sub, it's Stedlth-coated. No
onewill pick them up until it'stoo late. Hugs the ground.”

“How very interesting,” President Fayers said dryly. “How very informative. | can but assume
congtruction continued even after the latest SALT was Sgned?’



Divico cleared histhroat. “Yes, gr.”
“And they are not included in the breakdown of our nuclear arsena?’
“That iscorrect, Sr,” Divico admitted.

“Wadll, isn't that marvelous?’ the president said. “ That sure as hell lets out telling the Russans anything,
doexnt it, gentlemen?’

No onesaid anything in rebutta.

Fayers tonewas sharp. “How many of these Thunder-strikes do we possess?’
“One hundred and fifty,” Generd Dowling replied.

Fayers swung his gaze to the marine. “ Y ou dl knew of these missiles?’

“Yes gr.”

“Theweapon isvery powerful ?’

“Yes, d9r. Some are equipped with germ-type warheads.”

Fayers dammed his hand on the table top, startling the men. “Well, that isjust dandy. Y es, indeed. That
isjust fucking wonderful!”

And the president seldom used profanity.

Divico defended hismissiles. “We had to have the edge, sit. Had to stay ahead of them. Without the
missiles, the Russanswould have never sgned the new SALT. Wetadked of tdling you, but...” Hisvoice
trailed off.

“Where are the Thunder-strikes stored?’ Fayers asked.
“Cdifornia”

Fayers pointed afinger a Divico. “Admira, you will—persondly, tonight—transport yourself to that
depot and count each Thunder-strike. Report back to me as soon as possible. Within hours.
Understood?’

“Ya S'r..n

“I'm certain that dl one hundred and fifty will not be at the depot,” Secretary Rees opined. “But of those
that are, do we ready them for launch?’

“Yes” Fayerssaid.
“I may take that asadirect order, Sir?’ Divico asked.
“Yes” Fayerssad.

“Dear God!” Ringold whispered.
FOUR
Monday morning—three days before launch



“Y ou know thisfor afact?’ the Russian asked.

“I know it for afact.” The man spoke from the shadows of the room.

“The Chinese have developed alow-level missile, capable of diding through our defenses undetected?’
“That istrue, sr. Our molein the Pentagon reported thisto me.”

“I find it mogt difficult to believe,” the Russan agent said. “I find it incredible that Chinesetechnology in
thefield of nuclear weaponry would surpass ours, much lessthat of America”

“They wereworking together, Sr.”

“Chinaand America?’

“yes”

“That | can believe. So these reports, rumors, we've been hearing for months—they are true?’
“Yes, gr. | amafraid s0.”

“These missles ... we thought were solely American ... Thunder-strikes—how many do the Chinese
possess?’

“Hundreds.”

“No! Hundreds?”’

“Yes, sr. Our mole said severd hundred, at least. All armed and aimed—at us.”
“And many are of the germ type?’

“Yes, ar.”

“I'd liketo see one.”

“I know where oneis stored, ready for shipment to China.”

“Message coming in, Sir,” an aide informed the president.

Fayersjerked up the phone. “ Speak!”

Admira Divico'svoicewas cam. “Y ou wanted the count on the missiles, Sir?’

“| didn't send you out there to pick cantaloupes!” Fayerswas angry, his angry mood made worse by the
dizzy spdlsheld been suffering adl night and most of the morning. His head ached, throbbed with pain. He
had said nothing abot it.

“Onehundred, Sir.”

"One hundred? Y ou said we had a hundred and fifty.”
“One hundred, air.”

“How many doesthe sub carry?’

“Twdve, gr.”



“Thank you very much, Admiral.” Fayers spoke through the painin hishead. “ That only leaves
thirty-eight unaccounted for.” He broke the connection.

Magor Bass stood before Travee's desk. He thought the general looked tired ... haggard. Maybe worried
about something. “General Saunders was fishing with the CG of Fort Leonard Wood, sir. On the
morning in question.”

“Fishing?Vern hatesfishing. Where were they fishing?’
“Missouri, Sr.”

“Vern flew eight hundred milesto go fishing?’ Inapig'sass, hedid. “Y ou're sure of this, Mgor? No
room for any doubt?’

“None, gr. I'd stake my lifeonit.”

Or mine, Travee thought. Or the entire world.
“Something dse, Sr.”

“Say it, Mgor.”

“Driskill of the Marine Corps and some of his senior sergeants werein Missouri, too. Aswere Admiral
Newcomb, some specia troop commanders and senior sergeants, and General Crowe and some of his

people.”
“I haveto ask, Mgor. Areyou sure of this?’

“Yes, dr.”
“Thank you, Mgor.”
“Yes, gr.” The ASA man wheded and | eft the office.

Travee phoned General Fowler, head of Army Intelligence. They arranged to have lunch that day. The
two men had graduated from the Point together. Their paths had gone in different directions after that, but
they remained friends. Or so Travee thought ... until today.

Who do | trust? he mused.

“You're picking at your food, C.H.,” General Fowler noted. “Don't you fee well? Have something on
your mind?’

How about holocaust? Travee looked at the food on his plate. Or treason? He lifted hisgazeto his
friend.

The men sat in therear of the plush Washington restaurant, in a private dining areawhere they could not
be heard or seen.

Unless Fowler iswearing abug, Travee thought.
“Monk.” Travee used the generd's nickname. “I want you to tell me something.”
“If I can, C.H., sure. Shoot.”

Traveetook asmall Sp of coffee, glanced around him, then shot straight, the words pouring from his



mouth. Monk Fowler dropped hisfork in hislap. Two minutes later, hisface ashen, hetried to takeasip
of water. His hands shook so badly he spilled water down the front of his shirt.

Traveefinished by saying, “Don't tell me you haven't heard the rumors, Monk. Don't insult my intelligence
by saying you haven't seen bits and pieces of this crop up in reports. And don't tell me you haven't put it
all together—or you're not apart of it. Talk, Monk. And makeit good.”

“CH.!I'I ...ah...l don't know what youre—"

Fowler heard the dmost inaudible click of an Army-issue .45 automatic pistol jacked back to full cock,
under the table. He looked into hisfriend's eyes. Cold.

“God, C.H.! Don' let that thing go off.”

“I ought to kill you right here, Monk. Y ou're atreasonous snake. Damn you! Y ou were my friend. Were!
Ashead of Army Intelligence, you haveto beinvolved in thisup to your butt!”

“Please put the pistol away, C.H.”
“Youreapart of it, aren't you, Fowler?’
General Fowler's eyeswere wide with fright. “1 don't want to die, C.H.”

“Weredl going to diein amatter of days, you son of abitch! My God—who can | trust?” Travee stood
up, shoving the pistol back into hisbelt. “Get up, you dime, and don't get hinky or you're dead. And I'll
gut shoot you, Monk. Takes alot longer to die that way. Painful.” He dropped money on the table for
the meal and shoved Fowler toward the rear door. “Move!”

“Where ... arewe going?’
“To the White House”

Behind them, Washington diners ate and gossiped and flirted, unaware that nuclear and bacteriologica
horror lurked only hours away.

“Andthat'sall you know?" Fayers asked, speaking through the roaring pain in his head.
“Yes, dr,” Fowler said. “1 don't know al the details, but | do have suspicions.”
“Bull Deen?’

Fowler shook hishead. “No, | don't believe so. | haven't been able to contact him for several days, but
the Bull fronts up the rebels, that's al. Adams said he'd never go along with something like this.”

“Isit worldwide, Fowler?” Travee asked.

Fowler hesitated. “1 ... can't say, C.H.”

"General Travee, Fowler. Sir. With asir. Put asr on it when you speak to me.”
“Yes, gr. | won't say, air.”

“Oh, yes, Monk—you'l say, dl right.”

“I'will sy I'm glad it'sover.”



“Itisn't over, Fowler,” Travee said, then knocked the generd out of his chair with ashort right punch.
“You'regoing to tel usal you know, or you're going to die hard.” He turned to Genera Hyde. “Put a
pistol on that warrant officer in the hal. Don't let him get gone with those codes. Weve got to buy us
sometime... if wecan.”

“Good Lord, Generad!” Fayers said. There was an odd look in his eyes. The president laughed out loud.

Hyde paused at the door to glance at the president. He lifted his gaze to Travee. Travee shook his head
dowly, sadly.

“God! My head hurts.” Fayersrubbed histemples.

Genera Hyde stepped out into the hall and motioned the young warrant officer insde. The W.O.'s mouth
dropped open at the sight of Fowler, struggling to get to his feet, his mouth bloody.

“What's ... 9r?’ Helooked at the president.
Fayerslooked a him. “Beware the ju-ju bird, son.”
“Sr?’ TheW.O. stared at hiscommander in chief.

Travee held out hishand. “ Give me those codes, Mr. Anderson. And please bear in mind General Hyde
has a .45 aimed at your back.”

The W.O. did not hesitate. He stepped forward and handed the briefcase to General Travee. “Hasit hit
thefan, Sr?’

“Yes, son,” the generd replied. "It most certainly has”

Fowler was Sitting in achair, holding his head in his hands. “Don't hurt me, C.H. Y ou know | havealow
pain tolerance.”

Travegssmilewasugly. “I'll bear that in mind—traitor.”
Monday afternoon

In awarehouse on the waterfront in New Y ork City, the Russian agent looked at the gleaming shape of
the Thunder-dtrike, lying initslong crate, marked: AXLES.

The Russian shook his head. Leave it to the Americans, he thought. The most secret wegpon in the
world, and they dump it in awooden crate, mark it AXLES, and stick it in an open warehouse.

The missiledid not ook dangerous; it looked beautiful and deek. It was minuscule compared to ahuge
ICBM. But when the warhead was placed insde the nosecone, it became the most advanced missilein
theworld. Even God—if He existed, thought the Russan—would need clearanceto view thismissile.
The agent knew he was looking &t the reason his country sgned SALT 5.

The Thunder-strike suddenly appeared very ominous. The Russian began to perspire, knowing he was
looking at, in al probability, the object that would be the cause of his deeth. Very soon.

Henalled the lid back on the crate, Sghing as helooked at the markings on the crate. DESTINATION:
MAINLAND CHINA.

“Littleyelow bastardd” he muttered.



“Hey, you!”

The Russian turned. A man dressed in jeans and hard hat stood with his hands on his hips, glaring at him.
“What the hdl you doin’ in here?’

“Waiting for aman.”

“Yeah?Wdl, wait somewheres else. Y ou ain't supposed to bein here. Git outta herel”

Theworker had apparently not seen him place the hammer back on the workbench. “Of course. | beg
your pardon. Isthere aplace where | may wait, nearby?’

“Y egh. Right down the pier. A little beanery. Move!”

When the Russian had gone, the man walked to a phone, quickly dialed a number, and said, “ He bought
it; everythingisgo.”

President Fayers|ooked in disbelief at the body of Genera Fowler. He was dead! Fayers could not
believe thiswas happening. Not here! Not in the Oval Office. His head hurt. He fdlt redity dipping from
him; hewas diding through the mogt intense pain held ever experienced. Through his daze and pain, he
could hear the military people taking, but their words were incomprehensible; he didn't even know who
those men were. He began to hum, very quietly.

“When they learn Fowler talked,” General Hyde said, “we won't have much time.”

Fayerslooked up and for amoment ceased his humming. Who were these men? Where had they come
from?

“Worldwide,” Dowling said. “Fowler must have named adozen or more countries. Including Russa |
can't believe they are planning armed revolt in Russa”

“C.H.,” Admira Divico said, “we can't just carry abody out the front door. There must be a dozen press
types hanging around.”

“Did anyone see or hear you waste Captain Bingham?’ Travee asked Divico.

“No,” theadmira said, thetaste of betraya bitter on histongue. “A traitor on my own staff. | left the son
of abitch gtting in hischair, behind his desk, with haf hishead gone.” He had locked the door and put a
“Do Not Disturb” sign on the doorknob, Bingham's own signal that he did not wish to be disturbed.

“Thisthingisgrowing like acancer,” Travee said. “ Touching dl branches. I've been in contact with
Saunders and they confirm they were at aspecid meeting Saturday, al branches present, trying to decide
if we were behind this mess. Our own men didn't even trust us. God!”

“Can you blame them?’ Dowling asked. “Hell, C.H., put it out of your mind—we've got to buy some
time. It's getting precious.”

Fayers intercom buzzed. The president looked up, glanced at it, then giggled.
“He'sout of it.” Generad Hydelooked at Fayers. “Why do | envy him hisbliss?’
Travee punched the“talk” button. “Yes?’

“Ed?Y ou sound funny. Look, I've got to tell the press something. They want to know why al the brass



arehere”

Tdl them it'snone of their goddamned business, Travee thought. He glanced at the Joint Chiefs. “Get in
here”

“Who isthis?’ the aide questioned.
“Get your assin herel” Travee snapped.

The aide, James Benning, cameto adiding halt on the carpet, his eyes wide as he looked at the body of
Genera Fowler. The man'sfingers were al broken, twisted into grotesque shapes. He looked at the
president. Fayers returned his gaze, but it was an empty look, void of any understanding.

The room stank of sweat and of urine from asuddenly relaxed bladder.

“That man's been tortured,” the aide said lamely. “ Thereisagag in hismouth. My God—he'sdead!” He
put hishand on Fayers shoulder and gently shook him. “Ed?’

“Hesout of it, James,” Dowling said. “ Get the VP.”

“I...uh...” Theadeshook hishead. “I can't. Heisright now"—helooked a his watch—"gpproaching
the Mideast. Conference that was set up months ago.”

“Damn!” Dowling said. “Where's the Speaker?’
“The Speaker's on ajunket. President pro tem of the Senate isin the hospital, recovering from surgery.”
“Goddamn it!” Traveeroared. “Then get Secretary Reesin here”

The aide picked up the phone, then looked at Travee. “Did you do that to General Fowler? You're an
American generd, Sr. What in the hell isgoing on?’

"Get fucking Reesin here!”

“Yes, sr!” The aide sngpped to, punching out the number, contacting State.

Fayerssat in achair in the corner, out of the way. He was softly humming his old college fight song.
“Ressisontheway,” Jamessaid. “I'll get the secret servicein here. Generd, Sir, what isgoing on?’
“Thereisacoup atempt going down, son. Among other ... issues. Can we trust the secret service?’
“We haveto,” Dowling said.

Traveeturned to the young W.O. “Who relievesyou?’

“Myers, gr.”

“Y ou know himwell?

“I don't know him at dl, sr. Sr? Thisis America. This can't be happening herel”

“Wall, it ishappening, and not just here. Why don't you know this Myers?’

“Hewasjust assigned thisduty.” The W.O. paused. “And that's odd, too, sir. All the guys who normdly
handle this job have been replaced over the past few months. I'm the only one of the original bunch Ift.



Their orders camein so fagt, and there just wasn't any reason for them.”

Travee handed him his briefcase full of war codes. “ Sit down, son—out of the way. If anybody other
than the men in this room attempt to take that briefcase ... shoot them. Y ou're armed. Understand?’

“Y&, S‘r.”

The chief of White House Secret Service walked in. He stood in shock for afew seconds. “What in the
hell isgoing on?’

Traveetold him, bluntly and quickly. “Get al your older menin here. | don't give adamn wherethey are
or what they're doing. Just get them.”

“I don't take ordersfrom you,” he was informed by the secret service man.

Traveelifted his .45, cocked it, and pointed it a the man's head. *Y ou have five seconds to obey my
orders.”

“Yes, dr,” the secret service man said, walking tiffly to the phone.
Traveelooked at Benning. “Whereis Mrs. Fayers?’
“In Cdlifornia, Sr. Spesking engagement.”

“All right. Get the White House doctor in here.” He used another lineto cal the Pentagon. “Thisis
Genera Travee. The code word is Blue Tango. I'm going to say this only once, so you'd better listen. |
want these orders sent out immediately, top priority, scrambled. They are asfollows. every military base
inthis country isto be shut down tight. Tight! Every leave is hereby canceled. Get those personnel back
to base. Y ou understand me?’

“Blue Tango, sir?’ Therustle of paper. “Blue Tango! That's ... hdll, that's insurrection within our borders,
ar.”

“I am fully aware of that, Colond. Just doiit.”

“I cant, gr. | need more code designation.”

“Red Fox!”

“That hasto come from the president, Sir.”

“Goddamn it, | know that. The president is.... incapacitated.”

“The VP, then, 5r.”

“TheVPisout of the country. Dowhat | tell you to do!”

“Sir,” the colone protested, “I'm only following orders—the chain of command.”
“Goddamn you, Colone—I am giving you adirect order!”

The phone buzzed in Travee's ear. He looked around in astonishment.

“That son of abitch hung up on me,” Travee said.
FIVE



Monday evening

“I cannot believe the Americans are doing this,” the Russian ambassador said. “Unless ... unlessthose
rumorswithin our country have some vdidity to them. Yes. That must beit.” The Russian agent sat
before him in the embassy.

“I have seen the Thunder-strike with my own eyes. By now it ison itsway to mainland China. To join the
severd hundred othersthey have.”

“Aimed at Russa,” the ambassador said. “ Things were going so well—we thought.” His hands were
sheking.

His secretary buzzed him. “ Sir, President Fayers has just been rushed to Bethesda Hospital. Hes had a
massive stroke. Not expected to live. The vice president cannot be located. His plane and everyone on
board have vanished somewherein the Midesst. There are fearsthat Fayers wife has been kidnapped.”

“Thank you. Kegp meinformed. Send amessage of regret and sympathy to the White House.” Hetold
the agent what had just been relayed to him. Helit acigarette with trembling hands. “Too much is
happening too quickly for it to be mere coincidence. | think the world is about to explode in our faces.
We have much to do, Fyodor. So let's get busy doing it.”

Premier Su listened to the colond from Chinese Intelligence. His face remained impassive as the colonedl
talked ... and talked. Findly, Su interrupted.

“Y ou have seen these missiles?’

“With my own eyes, Premier.”

Su sghed. “With who e sg's eyes—a goat? We have nothing in our arsend that would stop them?’
“No, Premier. Nothing.”

“The Russanswere going to nate me at Fuchin?’

“And your wife”

“Barbariand What of the Americans?’

“Our intelligence reports they have nothing to do with it. The Thunder-strike istheirs, true, but the plans
were stolen from them—>by the Russians. Of course, neither side could mention any of thisat the SALT
talks”

“Naturaly. Some deviousness was to be expected. From both sides of the table.”
“Thefox does not tdll the hound of itsexit,” the colond said.

Premier Su sighed heavily. “Colond, please spare me your pearls from the Orient. | was never an
admirer of Charlie Chan.”

“Yes, dr. Thereisaso something going on within Americas borders, sr.”
“I know, | know. President Fayersisquiteill. | have sent wishesfor an early recovery.”

“More, Sr. The vice president ismissing, asisthe presdent'swife. Military chain of commandis... well
... confused.”



“Confused? What kind of briefing word is that—confused?’

“I'm sorry, Premier. All outgoing traffic has goneto anew type of scramble system. We haven't, asye,
brokenit.”

“Keeptrying.” Su smiled. “Perseverance kegps honor bright.”
The young colonel's face brightened. “Confucius, Sir?’
“No, Shakespeare.”

Premier Su covered his mouth with his hand to hide hisdight smile at the colondl's crestfallen expression.
“Oh,” the colonel said.

Su said, “You and your people are certain the Russians will attack us—beyond any doubt?’

“Yes, Premier. We have broken severd of their coded messages from the base at Zapovednyy. Thisone
confirmed it.”

Sulooked a him, sghed, said, “I'm waiting, Colond.”
“Sr?’
“Read the message!”

“Yes, dr. ‘Operation Dragon-Dieinto effect at 2359 Monday. Wipe the ydlow horde from the face of
the earth.”

“Dragon-Die.” Su shook hishead in disgust. “How quaint. How like the Russans. Y low horde.
Barbariang! Four days,” he said softly.

“Tohdl,” the colond added. “If thereisone, | mean.”

Genera Sun, commander of the Chinese Army, spoke for the first time during the meeting. “\When do we
grike, Sr?’

“Tomorrow.” Premier Su glanced a him, then at the colonel. “Noon.” He amiled. “The early bird getsthe
worm, you know.”

The White House resembled a besieged command post. Outside, the grounds were cam, but inside,
controlled chaos. The presswas screaming for information—receiving very little. Travee had received
word that the Speaker of the House, upon hearing of the tragedy in America, had suffered amild heart
attack and relinquished his succession to the presidency to Secretary of State Rees.

Secretary of State Rees, now Acting President Rees, was showing signs of coming unglued. The
presidency wasthe last job in the world he wanted. He had been, prior to becoming secretary of state,
president of abank in DesMoines.

Following the news that Ed Fayers had died on the operating table, after amassive cerebral hemorrhage,
amessage camein that the VP's plane, and the press plane, had been shot down over the Mediterranean
Sea. No survivors.

Reports were conflicted as to just what had happened to the two planes. The Isragli Air Force
spokeswoman said an American fighter-bomber had downed the planes.



Where had the fighter-bomber come from?
They didn't know.

The PLO screamed they didn't do it. Libya said they were delighted it had happened. The rest of the
Mideast countries said they certainly didn't do it. Nothing was coming out of the Russan Embassy. The
Chinese ambassador expressed profound regrets.

“Mr. President,” Sen. Hilton Logan said to the harried Rees, 1 believe we should do something,
immediady.”

Hilton Logan had never been known for his grace under pressure—or under anything else, for that
matter—especialy water.

Reesfrosted him with alook. “Wéll, Senator ... that isjust brilliant. The UN isrunning around in circles,
screaming threats at each other. Theworld situation is deteriorating hourly. | am anticipating panicin the
dreets of Americaoncethe presslearnsal that is happening—and will, in al probability, happen. About
twenty percent of the military is unresponsive to Genera Travee's commands; and mine, | might add.
Now, Senator, with dl that in mind, what would you have me do that is not aready being done? Without
your help, sir. And by theway, how in the hell did you get in here? Y ou certainly were not invited.”

“Mr. President, | did not mean to be impertinent. But | might add that | have spoken again and again
about those specid troops being overtrained and being nothing more than animals. I—"

“Oh, shit, Logan,” Generd Travee shut him up. “Close your mouth. The specid unitsaredl right. Thank
God,” he added. "They areall responding to my orders. I've got SEALS coming into the city from Camp
A PHill now, just in case the police need a hand. But thet is not the immediate problem.” Hewaved a
piece of paper, just handed him by an aide. “Thisis”

“What isit?’ Reesasked.

“Chinahas ordered al troops ready for full-scale war. Massive build-up along the Russian border. Our
snoops say Russiais gearing up for war. Silosready. And,” he said, looking straight at Logan, “I have
ordered oursto do the same.”

“I must protest that order!” Logan said. “1 would like to convene Congressto discussthis.”
“Y egh, that's al we need,” Dowling growled.

“Then Brady wasright,” Reessaid.

“Brady who?’ Logan flapped hisarms.

“Sr?” Anade spoketo Travee. “The pressis screaming for information. They're dready on the air with
abunch of shit from overseas buresus. What do | tell them?’

“WhereisFayers press secretary?’ Logan demanded.
“Gone,” Dowling said. “He was one of the other sde.”
“What other sde?’ Logan dmost screamed the words.
Hewas ignored.

The generd amiled. “Tdl them...” Hissmile broadened. “ Tel them with dl the heartfelt Sincerity you can



muster, that Generd Traveeisleveing with the members of the fourth estate when he says. * GO FUCK
YOURSELVES!" Heroared.

The military in the room grinned—to a person. Someone among them finally got to convey to the press
what they redlly felt about them.

“Wemust tdl the American people what isgoing on,” Logan said. “We must.”
“Time,” President Rees said. “We haveto buy alittle moretime.”
“Why?" Logan demanded.

“So the military can get set up in adefensive posture,” Travee said. “Clear the bases of dl those men not
loyd to the government.”

A colond, in civilian clothes, walked into the Ova Office. “ Sir, I've got General Graham from Fort
Campbell onthe horn.”

Travee grabbed up the phone. “Go, Mike.”

“I've had alittle trouble here, C.H.” The sounds of gunfire werefaint in the background. “But it'sjust
about under control. Not too many men involved in therebdlion. | just spoke with Harrison down at
Bragg, and Huval out a Carson. They're secure. Same with Lewis and Stewart. Fort Knox isahot spot,
C.H.—bad over there. Y ou want my boysto goin?’

“Don't strip yoursdlf bare, Mike. Y ou got my message. Y ou know the balloon isgoing up.”

“Yeah, | know. O.K., well secure Knox. | got some Green Bennies coming in from Bragg, dong with
the Rangers from the First, Seventy-fifth. Take care, CH.”

“Luck to you, Mike.” Travee hung up. Hewondered if held ever see hisfriend again.

Admird Divico sad, “I've got one carrier and severa destroyers out of pocket, C.H. Oh, we know
wherethey are; they're just not responding to orders.”

“I've had sometrouble,” General Dowling said, agrim look in hiseyes. Hisjaw was st like ahunk of
granite. “My men put it down—hard. | have ordered any rebel survivor shot. Goddamn atraitorous
maring!”

“I've got some pilotsmissing,” Generd Hyde said. “And their planes. A few slosthat aren't answering.”
“Arethe planesarmed?’ Rees asked.

“Yes, gr. All theway. | have given ordersto have them destroyed if they don't set down and surrender.”
“Theslos?

Genera Hyde shook his head. “We can only hope they will listen to reason and come around.”

Logan said, “Generd Dowling? Did | understand you to say you ordered your people to shoot any
marineinvolved in thisuprisng?’

“Y ou damned sure did, Senator.”

“But that's uncondtitutional, Sr! Those men are entitled to atrid.”



“Oh, they'll get atrid, Logan,” the marine assured him. “The shortest judicia proceeding in history.” He
turned his back to the senator.

President Rees glanced at Divico. “Admiral, wasit ... some of your people who brought down the VPs
plane?’

The admird's face was gray with exhaustion and tight with anger. “Y es, it looksthat way, Sr. From the
maverick carrier.”

“And ...7" Reespressed him.

“I've given the captains one hour to acknowledge my surrender orders and begin steaming to the nearest
port. Or"—he sighed—"1 will have the ships blown out of the water.”

“All the men on those ships may not be apart of the coup attempt,” Logan said.
“Yes, Senator.” Divico's gaze was hard. “Believe me, | redize that far better than you.”

“Generd Travee?’ an aide said. “Wefindly found out why the secretaries of the services have not
responded to our cals.”

“Let me haveit.” Travee spun around.
“They'redead, gr. All of them shot to death.”
“Secretary of defense?”’

“Still noword, Sr.”

Another aide walked into the Oval Office. “The press has put some of the story together, Mr. President.
CBN just broke the news of arevolt within the military. Another network added a bit more to that and
brought up rumors of anuclear war. Missing missiles and so forth. It getsworse asit goesadong.”

“How are the American people reacting?’

“Just as we expected, Sir. Panic. Riots starting in some of the cities; many trying to flee the cities.”
“Wherein the hell do they think they're going?’

The ade shook her head. “They don't know, Sir. They're just running scared.”

President Rees shook his head in frustration. He glanced at hiswatch. “Do we have the secret service
cdean?

“Yes, gr. That's pogtive.”
“Then the White House is secure?’ he asked.
“Until the birdsfly,” hewastold. With that, President Rees puked all over the carpet.

Ben Raines sat in his den and watched the TV news. Regular programming had been abandoned. Ben
drank hiswhiskey and was sourly amused at the panic building withinthe U.S,

He arrogantly toasted the TV newswoman with hiswhiskey glassand said, “1 dways wanted to screw
you, honey.”



Then herosefrom hischair, turned off the TV, and put on asymphony. Wagner's Ring.

The pistal in Bull Dean's hand never wavered. The hammer was jacked back to full cock, the muzzle
pointed at Adams belly. “1 should have put it together months ago, Carl,” he said to hislongtime friend.
“Y ou've been playing mefor afool. Worse than that, Carl—you've been playing God.”

“You'rewrong, Bull!” Adams protested. He kept his hands at his side. He made no quick moves;, he
knew the Bull too well to try to jump him. The Bull was an old man, but till as deadly as ablack mamba.
“It was now or never, Bull. Theonly way.”

“Y ou gave the ordersfor those units to revolt—knowing they would be killed.”

“I hadto gart it rolling, Bull!”

“Y ou gave the orders to shoot down the VP's plane. Leak the Thunder-strikes to the press.”
“| had to!”

Bull Dean shook hishead. “Y ou fool—you poor misguided fool. Y ou didn't redly think the specid
troopswould fal in with you, did you? Commit an act of treason?’ He shrugged, but the pistol never
wavered. “Wdll, it's over. Hoursto go. Worse than being afool, Carl, you're atraitor. Since three
o'clock this afternoon, I've been in contact with more than ninety-five percent of the rebe commanders.
They're out of this; kegping their heads down.”

“They'll follow my orderd” Carl screamed.

Bull shook his gray head. “No, they won't, Carl. They're Americans, not traitors. Their only reason for
rebelling was for this nation—we saw it going back to the left. They were doing it for their country, not
for you or me. You don't have an army.”

“Maybeyoureright, Bull. O.K., so you are. But I'vewon, Bull. Even though I'm seconds away from
being dead—I've won after dl.”

“How do you figure that, Carl? We've been underground for elghteen years. Lost our families,
everything. How have you won?’

“Out of the ashes, Bull. This nation will be stronger than it's ever beeninitshistory. The survivorswill be
tough. They'll never let it go | eft again; never again go soft on criminas and punks. Disciplinewill be
restored, and citizens will once more be armed—and they'll never—never! —give up their gunsagain.”

“It might go the other way, Carl. Ever thought of that?’
“Noway.”

Bull smiled sadly. “We've started aworld war, Carl. A horrible war—the worst thisworld has ever seen.
But maybe we can sop it. Tl me how to stop the men on that sub from pushing the button.”

Adams shook hishead. “They can't be stopped.” He smiled. “No verba orders. They've shut off their
only link to the outside. They're prepared to die for their country, Bull. It'stoo late.”

“Yes” theold sailor saidd with asigh. “I supposeitis.” He pulled the trigger, the heavy .45 automatic
jumping in his hand, the dug punching ahole in Carl's chest. The dug shattered the heart. The man
dammed backward, dead on thefloor.

Bull Dean stood over the cooling body of the man he had called friend and fellow warrior for more than



thirty years. He shook hishead.

The phone rang. Bull picked up the receiver. It was the commander of the eastern-based rebels. 1 have
my peoplein pogition, Sr, ready to moveinto the shelters. Same with dl the others. | wonder what the
civiliansare going to do?’

“If they're smart,"—the old soldier smiled grimly—"they'll put their heads between their legs and kisstheir
asses good-by.”

He hung up.

Bull s&t down in achair by the phone and thought of calling Ben Raines, down in Louisana. He shook his
head. Last he'd heard Ben was somewhat of adrunk. Best damned guerrillafighter Bull had ever seen. A
drunk. Shame.

Hereviewed thefactsin hismind. Carl had |eft the Adirondacks twice during the past month, traveling to
New Y ork City. Bull had followed him, dowly putting it &l together. Carl was playing footsie with both
the Russians and the Chinese, using the Thunder-strikes as bait. A double double cross that had worked.
Then Carl had ingtructed his peoplein NATO to rig amessage, letting it fal into the hands of the
mainland Chinese, informing them of the Strike againgt them. And he had set up the Russians. It had dll
worked to perfection.

Now it wastoo late for anything except prayer.
“We both should have died in *Nam,” he said aloud. “We were two good soldiers gone wrong.”

No. He shook his head. We weren't wrong. Not at the outset. It was basically agood plan, restoring
Americato her condtitutiona roots.

He sighed as he looked at the cooling body of Adams. Y ou got too big for your boots, partner. Went off
the deep end. | think, toward the end, you were crazy.

He picked up the phone, telling the operator, “ Get me the White House, miss. Tell whoever answersthat
Coal. Bull Dean wantsto speak with Crazy Horse Travee.” Helaughed. “That should get his attention.”

Only hours before the press broke the rumors of anuclear war looming worldwide, in amost every state
in America, people who knew how to survive, were ready for war, were vanishing.

Prof. Steven Miller disappeared from the campus of USC. The quiet, soft-spoken professor of history, a
bacheor, could not be found. His agpartment was unlocked, but nothing appeared to be missing or even
out of place. An associate professor thought it strange, though, when abox of .223 ammunition was
found in abureau drawer.

“M-16 ammunition,” apoliceman observed.

“But Steven didn't likeguns,” his colleague said. “Least he said he didn't like them. Cometo think of it,
he never joined usin any gun-control activity.”

The policeman shrugged.
An hour |ater, the policeman had vanished.

Jmmy Deuce, acrop-duster from the Cgjun country of Louisana, and adozen of hisfriendsdid not
report for work. No one seemed to know where they went.



NoraRodelo and two of her girlfriends were last seen shopping together in Dodge City, Kansas. They
dropped out of sight.

Anne Hood, acollege senior in New Mexico, and a haf-dozen of her friends, male and femae, got in
their cars and vans and drove away. A neighbor told hiswife to come quick, look at that. Those kids are
carryin’ guns, Mother. Look like machine guns. Don't that beeat al?

James Riverson, ahuge, six-foot, six-inch truck driver from the boot hed of Missouri, and hiswife, Belle,
were|ast seen getting into James' rig and heading west.

A neighbor had cdled to him, “What're you haulin’ thistrip, James?’
James had smiled, answering, “ A load of M-16s and anmo.”
His neighbor had laughed. “M-16s! James, son, you are acard.”

Linda Jennings, areporter for asmall-town Nebraskaweekly, did not show up for work. No one had
seen her since the day before. She had received a phone call and immediately begun packing.

“Y oung people!” her boss had snorted.

Al Holloway, amusician in acountry and western band, did not make rehearsal. A friend said he saw
him getting into his car and heading out. Said it looked like he was carrying a submachine gun.

Jane Dolbeau, aFrench Canadian living and working in New Y ork, was seen leaving her apartment. A
young man she had dated had waved at her, but Jane had not acknowledged the greeting. He said she
seemed preoccupied.

Ken Amato and his wife and daughter locked up their house in Skokie, outside of Chicago, and drove
away.

Ben Rainessat in hisden, listening to classical music and getting drunk. He had no ideathat the gods of
fate werelaughing wildly, shaping hisdestiny.

SX
“Genera Travee? Thereisaman on the phone claiming to be Col. Bull Dean. He says he wants to spesk
to Crazy Horse Travee. Begging your pardon, Sir.”
Traveelaughed. “So the ornery oI’ Bull isdive.” Hejerked up the phone. “ Speak, you snake-eater!”

Bull laughed. “It was Adams, sir. Not me. Therebelsareout of it. | can't tell you everything Adams did,
‘cause | don't know it al. But I'll tell you what | do know.”

“Giveit to mefat, Bull. | don't think we have much time.”

Traveelistened for several minutes, nodding and grunting every now and then. Findly, hesad, “What are
you going to do, Bull?’

“I'm going to Sit right here on my front porch and watch the ICBMs come in and go out. Fort Drum will
surdly take one nose-on, so I'll just it here quietly until my time comes. | can't think of a better way for a
worn-out old soldier to go out. Give’em hell, Crazy Horse” He hung up.

Travee stood for a precious moment, his thoughts flung back over the years, his memories of awild
young Ranger named the Bull—the most decorated man in the history of America



“It sounded to me, Generd,” Logan said, “as though you were genuinely glad to speak with thet traitor.”

Traveeglared a him. “ Shut your goddamned libera mouth, you prick! Bull Dean isten timesthe man
you'll ever be. Now sit down, shut up, and stay out of the way, or I'll tear your head off and hand it to
you.”

Logan sat down in acorner, crossed hislegs primly, and closed his mouth.

“VPMills wifeisdead,” Generd Hyde said, waking into the room. “ CdiforniaHighway Petrol just
found her body.”

“How did shedie?’ Rees asked. “And why? Killing Ruth was an unnecessary act of violence.”

“Shewas shot in the head.” General Hyde shrugged. “Asto who killed her, well probably never know.
We don't have that much time left us.”

“Sr.” An ade spoke to President Rees, hisface white with strain and exhaugtion. “ The Russians have
just formally broken off diplomatic relationships with the United States. Their embassy is closed and they
are boarding planesto go home.”

“Their UN ambassador?’

“Heisairborne. Most of the ambassadors from the Soviet bloc countries are gone aswell.”
“Do we have contact with our embassy in Moscow?’

“No, gr. Everything isbeing jammed by the Russans.”

“Damn,” Rees cursed. “Have you spoken with the Chinese?’

“Yes, ar. The Chinese were unusualy blunt. They said to pick aside and do it quickly.”
“Did you givethem our reply?’

“Yes, gr. They seemed pleased.”

Brady limped into the room. “We have reports of massiveriotsin Turkey, India, Iran, adozen other
countries. Three embassi es have been burned to the ground, our ambassadorskilled.”

“My men?’ Generd Dowling asked.
“All dead, Sr. Thistimethey died fighting.”

“Good,” Dowling said, clenching hisfists. He and General Travee locked eyesfor afew seconds. “It's
time, C.H.,” the Marine Corps commandant said. Travee nodded. Dowling turned to an aide. “Tim,
order dl marineson full dert. Battle gear. Tell them to stand by. I'll be goddamned if I'm going out with
my thumb stuck up my ass”

Each man of the Joint Chiefs followed suit with his branch. Reeswas not consulted, and his face mirrored
hisimmenserdief. Senator Logan jumped to hisfeet.

“None of you can give those orders without first consulting Congress.” Hilton Logan was scared. The
military scared him. Gunsfrightened him. Violence made him nauseous.

Hewas ignored.



Genera Travee spoketo hispresdent. “ Sir, | am declaring anationd state of emergency—martial law.
The Condtitution of the United Statesis hereby suspended. | am assuming full control.”

PART TWO
One
War isacontagion.
—Franklin Roosevelt

Midnight—twelve hours before launch

Shooting, faint and far away, drifted to the men gtting on the park bench in New Y ork's Centra Park. A
hard burst of gunfire followed, from automatic wegpons. There were cars and trucks backed up for miles
on the expressways around the city: a mass exodus.

“It'sno longer safein the city.” The Albanian grinned, and the Chinese laughed at him.

“How many warheads and what kind?’ the Chinese asked. “Not that it will do my country any good. |
can't get through to them.”

“Too many warheads. The gasisaform of Tabun, highly refined now, inamist form. A haf-drop on
bare skin, or inhdation of the mist causes death within seconds.”

“Tabun. Another of Hitler's brainchildren.”
“Thet is correct.”

“Do the Americans know of this Tabun form?’
“A few of them.”

“How long have they known?’

“Years. Thar nervegasisamilar.”

The Chinese chuckled without mirth. “They must know, then, that Russiais saving most of her misslesfor
lJS'”

“That is correct; but they know that Russia has adozen Tabun-armed ICBMs pointed at America. No
telling how many other types of missles”

“It ismy understanding that America has chosen aside in the upcoming confrontation.”

“All of their missiles—so | have heard—will be directed at Russiaand the eastern-bloc nations.”
The Chinese stood up. Just before he walked away, he said, “ Good luck to you.”
Miami—eeven hours before launch

“A mesting in the open is dangerous,” the Russian said to the Cuban.

The Cuban shrugged. “ So is crossing the Street—even in normd times. The Chinese know of your
Tabun.”

“So they will have afew daysto perspire heavily from fear.”
The Cuban looked out over the waters. So pretty and calm. His thoughts were of hisfamily in Cuba



Those he would never see again. “How much of the world will survive?’
“What difference doesit make?’ the Russian said, rising to hisfeet. “Wewon't be hereto seeit.”

“I do not share your tolerant view of death ... comrade. | also do not understand why, sincethe KGB
has known of this coup attempt for months, and aso of the American double cross—if that'swhat it
is—all partiesinvolved do not just Sit down and put a stop to it. Before the world explodes.”

The Russan laughed. “Becauseit istime, that'swhy. When the missilesfly, Saul, just close your eyesand
pray to whatever god you believein. Y ou will have gpproximatdy elghteen minutes to tremble and wet
your drawers.”

The Cuban looked up at the Russian, contempt in hiseyes. “At least | have agod, Peter.”
“Better not let Castro hear you say that,” he replied with a chuckle. He walked away.

Saul lit acigar with hands that trembled. He watched the retreating back of the Russian. Everything was
&t ... inmotion. He could not stop it.

No one could.

The men in the sub waited. They had no fear of being detected, for they knew, asthe Russian in Miami
did, that it redly made no difference who fired thefirst missile. It wastimefor awar. They knew, from
monitoring Russian broadcasts, that the Red Bear was aware they were going to fire the Thunder-strikes.
Had been for months; certain leaders had known of the coup atempt for amost ayear, but had remained
quiet. Communism was nhot working in Russia; more and more of its citizens were discontent, rumbling.
They knew there would be an attempted revolt insde the mother country, had known of the plansfor
months.

General Madov had said it wastime for war.
Genera Traveeknew it wastimefor war.
Premier Su knew it wastime for war.

Solet it begin.

Brady sat with the Joint Chiefs, having alast cup of coffee, smoking, talking. Time was running out; down
to hours, minutes. They talked of the panic in America, and in theworld, and of the inevitability of armed
conflict. They spoke of the burning, the looting, the savagery.

“We're going to have ICBMs coming a usfrom al directions,” Travee said, glancing a hiswatch. “Very
soon.” Helit acigarette and the men looked at him in surprise.

Brady said, “I thought you quit smoking years ago?’

“I did,” Travee said, smiling, sucking satisfying smoke deep into hislungs. “But what the hell difference
doesit make now?’ Helaughed.

The men chuckled with him, watching him smoke and sigh with obvious stisfaction. “Well, boys,” he
sad, “what about it?’

“I'm leaving for Gitmo in about an hour,” Generd Dowling said. “I'm going to take my marines and fulfill a
twenty-five-year-old dream. I'm going into Cuba proper, find Castro, and kick the bals off him.” He
looked at Admird Divico. “You, Ed?’



Navy smiled, then sighed. “I've said good-by to my wife. She understood why | have to do what I'm
doing. She'smilitary asmuch as| am. I'm flying out of Edwardsin just afew moments. I'll beon a
flagship. Y ou know what, though? God, would | love to have my shoes planted on the deck of theold
Missouri when the bal startsrolling.” He looked at Air Force. “Y ou, Paul?’

Genera Hyde spat on the ground. “I'm leaving in just asecond or two. I'll bein the left seat of one of our
lumbering, antiquated old B-52s, trying to penetrate Russian air space, hoping a goddamned wing doesn't
fal off from old age.” He glanced & Travee. “Wdll, old warrior, looks like that leaves the country in your

hands.”

“Thank you dl very, very much,” Travee sad dryly. “ Since the flying White House was sabotaged, I'll be
in Weather Mountain, directing our attack.” He coughed. “Brady will bewith me.” He coughed again.
“Goddamned cigarettes are gonnakill me!”

The men laughed, rose to shake hands, then parted, each going his own way to meet the enemy. They
did not say another word. There was nothing left to say.

With less than ten hours before launch, the world went into a blind panic. In America, there weren't
enough police and soldiersto control the frightened mobstrying to flee. Wild reports that hundreds of
thousands of enemy troops were on the way split the airwaves. Troops were moving, but they were
Russian and Chinese troops moving toward each other, not toward the U.S.

Rioting and looting in American cities began dowly, then picked up in intengty and savagery as night
darkened the gtreets. Subways were jammed with frightened people running blindly, clutching afew
possessions.

Freeways and expressways clogged, dowed, then became hopelesdy snarled as cars and trucks broke

down and were abandoned. For the most part, effortsto try to clear the interstates failed because
civiliansrefused to obey military orders.

Civil defense and evacuation plansin Americawere ajoke. Leaderless, the people were left to their own
pani c-gtricken imaginations, and they ran wild.

The military had declared martiad law, but the news of that only served to frighten the people more. The
American people reasoned that if the military had declared martid law, then we must be under
attack—from somebodly.

Because of jammed highways, the military had had to airlift troopsin, and at night, troopsin battle dress
al look aike. Who could tll?

Automobiles became usdless; desth became indiscriminate. The ederly became thefirst casualties—most
had no place to go, and others could not get where they wanted to go. The old could not move swiftly
enough, so they were trampled upon and left to be robbed, assaulted, and killed. Children became
separated from their parents. They sat on the curbs and howled their fright and were knocked out of the
way by panicked adults. Some ran into the streets and were crushed by speeding automobiles. Others
were |eft to wander the streetsin total mindlessterror and confusion. Older children found rocks and
gticks with which they broke windows, then stole candy and food. The girls, those old enough—in most
cases—were dragged into aleys and, at the very least, raped.

Itisafact that intimes of great crigs, human animas prowl the streetsin far greater numbers than normd.
Wesponless, most people had no means with which to defend themselves. But criminals never register
guns, and never seem to have any problem getting them. Shots were fired, fires were started, the flames
and the gunfire and the screaming heightening an dready near-impossible Situation.



And the worst was yet to come.

A wire service reported that Americawas under attack from foreign countries. Flash. DJs hit the air with
the news. More panic.

And, just as America has agentsin every country around the globe, gathering intelligence and waiting to
strike in case of open hogtilities, most other countries have agentsin America, waiting to do the same.
They dl havetheir orders. in case of attack, knock out communications and create panic and confusion.
And that they did. They could not reach their home countries, and most of their embassies were closed,
so they followed the earlier orders. The U.S. had begun jamming frequencies—as many asthey could,
and that created even more problems and confusion.

The Emergency Action Notification System—ENS—was ordered activated. It isan expensve and
bothersome mess that has never worked, and many (if not most) DJs did not have the vaguest idea of
what to do when the bells started clanging and the buzzers began buzzing and the tones began howling
and whigtling.

More panic.

Then the first missile wasfired. It was not clear (and never would be) just who started the dance with
whom, or why, but Indiaand Pakistan exploded, and that part of the world began burning.

South America had erupted in warfare, as had the Mideast, and Africa. The world had, for years,
balanced on the edge of insanity. The dender tightrope had snapped, and the world went berserk.

Generd Travee was attempting to talk reason with acting Premier Maeov, actudly agenerd, of Russia
In that country, asin America, the military had been forced to take control. Prime Minister Larousse of
Canadawas ligening in. The satellite hotline was humming—for thelast time.

“Missiles have beenfired, Travee,” Maeov said, “from your sub. At us.” His voice sounded tired,
grained. “ China hasinvaded our borders, the little yellow bastards pouring across like ants toward
honey. Sadly enough—or isthe word ironic?—it sesemsthat many of my own countrymen have decided
to forgo communism in favor of your form of government. We have asmall revolt on our hands. What an
inopportune time for that to occur, Since it appears democracy is not working in either of your countries,
da? Ah, well,"—he sghed, the Sgh very audible over the miles—"perhapsitistime. Yes, | believeitis,
and | think you do, too, Travee.”

“Timefor what?" Travee asked, knowing full well what the Russian generd meant.

Maeov laughed. “Time to knock down all the pretty buildings and toy soldiers and many-worded
diplomats and al forms of government—none of which appear to beworking.”

“Then what do we do?’ Larousse asked.

"We won't do anything, Canadian. We shall be dead.” Mad ov chuckled. “Buit ... perhaps out of the
ashes, en?’

“Fatalistic son of abitch!” Larousse cursed him. *Y ou could, we could, stop dl thisbefore it starts.”

“That'swhat the English just told me moments ago.” Madov laughed, his dark humor tumbling through
the miles of cold space. “I told them to pour a spot of vodkain their tea.”

“We are not invading your borders,” Travee reminded the Russian.



“Oh, hdll, Travee!” Madov replied impatiently. “ Don't be so naive. Y ou know perfectly well—as|
do—it'stime. We've been rattling sabers and growling at one another for more than forty years. Isn't that
right, Crazy Horse?’ He chuckled. “1 do so envy you Americans your nicknames. We Russians have to
be so damned formal. | used to be known as the Wolf, but the centra committee frowned on that
nickname.”

“Liked theladies, en?’ Travee said.

“Oh, yes, Crazy Horse. But, like you, I'm getting old. Content with just one woman, even if she does
look like a baked potato.”

Travee had to laugh at the man. “ Just enough time for some chitchat, eh, Madov?’

“Just about, Travee,” the Russan replied. “Yes, | think that isaptly put. No moretime for serioustalk ...
well, maybe a bit of talk before we enter that long deep. Larousse, you slly Frenchman—I have some
firecrackersfor you. Coming your way very soon, now. What do you think about that, you who are—or
were—aways so araid of helping your southernmost neighbor in her times of stress. Cowardly
Canadians”

A moment of silence and outrage, then the PM spoke. "Batard!" He spat the word with al the venom
he could mugter.

Madov laughed, the sounds of his howling echoing through the miles. “ So | am abastard, en? Well, that
would come as a consderable shock to my poor mother.” The Russian then said something neither
American nor Canadian could understand. Then, “1 am glad my mother isin her grave, so she does not
haveto witness Russan fighting Russan.”

Traveefdt, after the Russan had spoken in his native tongue, that Malelov was up to something, buying
time while he got the jump on the American missiles. The soldier in him surfaced. “ Are we going to have
war or adebating society?’

“Ah, American,” Maeov spoke softly. “ Can we not have afew moments of camaraderie before we
explode the world? Are you that anxious to die—I am not.”

“No.” Travee's voice was emotion-charged as he thought of hiswife of thirty-five years, and of his sons
and daughters and his grandchildren. He had sent them all to his birthplace—where he owned land—up
inthe far north of Wisconsin. Perhaps they would be safe there, but he doubted it. “No, I'm not that
anxiousto die. Maeov, you seem to be overcome with philosophica meanderings ... Perhaps you can
tell uswhat brought the world to this point?’

“But of course,” Maldov said. “Genera Travee ... oh, excuse me, you are President Travee now, aren't
you?’ Helaughed. “Asl am now premier. Asto the cause of this... misfortune we are about to bring to
the world—or did we bring it? Oh ... anger, frustration, hel plessness, greed. No one cause. It was our
country meddling in your business; your country meddling in everybody's business. And ... perhapsit was
the fact that both of our governments neglected a middle ground: something between the extremes. Not
communism or socidism or democracy—but, well, | don't know. | will admit, now, that | am having
serious doubts about my own political philosophies. One can only endave apeoplefor solong, beit
physicdly, mentdly, socidly, or economically; then they revolt.” He chuckled. “Isthat not correct, Mr.
Presdent-Generd 7’

“That iscorrect,” Travee said.

“Y our Condtitution isamost interesting document,” the Russian said. 1 haveread it many times.



Interesting, but vague. And totally unworkable to the satisfaction of al the people it must encompass. |
believe, Travee, that from out of the ashes both of uswill produce with our missiles, therewill arisea
great number of small nations—including many within the United States. That iswhet | believe. Nations,
small ones, that will servetheir own people—those being willing to live under the particular laws of that
nation. All, in the main, answering to some degree to one centra flag, but not inthewhole. Yes, that is
what | believe. Have you ever given that any thought, Travee?’

“Yes” Travee admitted. “I have. But it won't work, Malelov.”

“How do we know?’ the Russian chalenged. “Have either of our countries ever tried it?’
“Could wetry it now?” Prime Minister Larousse suggested hopefully.

“No!” Ma€eov sad, flatly and quickly. “Itistoo late. Too latefor us. Ah! Enough small talk.”

Travee wasin constant communication with his northernmost tracking stations. No blips had yet
appeared.

“No,” Ma€eov said, hisvoice holding sadness. “It istoo late. Crazy Horse knows. We are both soldiers.
We know what we must do. Our generation, in both our countries, brought all this on: your country,
Travee, with itsmaze of conflicting laws and rules; mine with its represson—I will admit it. So, our world
isclosing around us. However,"—he sighed—"from out of the ashes ... and dl that nonsense.”

The men were sllent for atime, their breathing heavy over the miles.

Suddenly, Madov laughed. A great, booming laugh. “All right, you silly Frenchman. | have a present
coming your way. Not many, but enough.”

The PM cursed the Russian generd.

“And you, President-Generd of the United States. Good joke, en? United States? With your little secret
army of rebels. Well, are you afraid, Travee? Are you holding your water well? Are you trembling with
fear?’

“I'm not afraid of anything!” Travee thundered, the soldier in him rearing up.

“Good, good!” the Russian said. “We shdl dl be brave men to theend, da?" Helaughed, but it wasa
sad laugh. “Well, American, Canadian—there seemsto be nothing left to say ... except, and as odd asiit
seems, | mean this: good luck, Crazy Horse.”

“Good luck, Wolf.”
The connection was broken.
“May God smile on our countries,” Larousse said, then hung up.

Travee very gently set the hotline receiver into its cradle. He turned to a colond standing nearby. “ Codes
activated?’

“Yes, gr. Tapesrunning, al sysemsgo. Misslesready for launch.”
“Petch me through to General Hyde.”

After afew seconds, the scratchy voice of Paul Hyde popped into the room. “We madeit, C.H. Theold
bird held together and we're through Russian air defenses. I'm going to shove this payload right down



ther throats”
“Luck to you, Paul.”
“Thanks, Charlie.” The speaker went dead.

Blips appeared dl over the Alaskan screen.  Russia has pushed the button, General. We're going to take
afew. Eighteen minutesto impact on American soil. God! Chinaisredly getting creamed.”

Travee nodded. “First launch intercept. Now! Now!”

The men were deep in the bowel s of Weather Mountain, not too many miles outside of Washington,
D.C.

Travee said, “ Condition Red—strike. No turning back. No verbal ordersto be obeyed past this point.
Get me Admird Divico.”

Divico's voice rang through the room, clear and loud from hisflagship. “It's till abeautiful sight,
Charlie—launching these jets. Last time I'll get to seeit, that'sfor sure.”

“How'sit look, EQ?’
“Awesome.” Hewasvery cam.
“Generd Mdedov was very philosophica about the Stuation,” Travee said.

“He should be standing where I'm standing,” Divico said. “He might change histune. Wdll, Charlie, here
they come, dead at me. [—"

The speaker screamed an eectronic outrage. Travee knew the flagship had taken a hit.

“Sr?’ anadesad. “Word from Cubais Generd Dowling's marinesareredly raising hdl on theidand.
Kicking assal over the place.”

Travee grinned. “With Dowling personaly leading acharge, I'm sure.”
“MIGs dogfighting with our people over the Keys, Sir.”

Travee nodded. “Order those designated substo hit the bottom and stay there. Roll their DD tapes and
be quiet. Order those designated silosto roll doomsday tapes and Sit it out.” He looked at the aide.
“May God forgive me for what I'm about to do. Launch missiles! Firel Firel Firel”

TWO

Ben awoke afew minutes before noon, his mouth cotton-dry. He ssumbled into the kitchen, drank aglass
of water, and took two aspirin. Helooked out the window and grinned.

“World'sill in one piece,” he muttered. “ Guessit wasafdse darm.” He opened the back door and
stepped out on the porch, letting the screen door bang behind him. An angry buzzing followed the
damming of the screen door.

Ben looked around just in time to see adozen or more yellowjackets charging out of the nest—at him.

He threw up his hand and one stung him in the center of the palm. Wincing from the sudden pain, Ben
struggled with the door. It had a habit of sticking, and chose thistime to become obstinate. Severa more
of the wasps hit him, on the neck and face. Another stung him just below the left eye. Hisworld began to
spin. Just as he got the door open awasp buried its stinger behind Ben'sright ear and Ben dumped to the



kitchen floor, hisfeet hanging outside, holding the door open.

Y dlowjackets swarmed him, stinging him on the arms, face, and neck. Using the last of hisfading
strength, Ben pulled hisfeet insde and the door closed. He dapped at hisface, knocking severd wasps
spinning. He crawled into the den and there, fell to thetile, unconscious. Hisface was swelling rapidly.
He shuddered as the venom raced through his system; his breathing became shalow and his skin was
cdammy.

Ben dipped deeper into unconsciousness.

The United Statesfared well in the nuclear aspect of missileslanding on her soil. Most of the enemy
missiles did not makeit through our penetration screens. But severa did. Washington D.C. took the first
hit, turning the residentsinto dust. Severa more cities met the same fate.

Nuclear warfare had progressed considerably during the decade just past. Almost al the missiles, of the
nuclear type, that landed in Americawere of the so-caled “ clean” type. That isto say there was not
much deadly fdlout associated with them. But most of the missleslanding on American soil carried
bacteria-type warheads that killed everything within a certain number of miles—depending on the
prevailing winds. Thiswas accomplished in a short time, then the deadly bacteriadied.

Los Angeles, San Francisco, Sesttle, Chicago, Detroit, Miami, Omaha, Boston, Philadelphia, Memphis,
and somefifty other citieswent under during the strike. Thefirst strike. Some of them were reduced to
smoking, dangerous ash, most to the state in which their citizens staggered about, dying on their feet of
the plague or of Tabun-produced death. New Y ork City no longer existed. The famous lady with her
welcoming torch of freedom was now and would forever be only amemory.

Theidand of Cubadtill floated, but most of her people, including the nava contingent and marines at
Gitmo, were reduced to very smdl piles of dust.

Montreal, Toronto, Ottawa—gone.

Subs roamed the oceans of the world: Chinese, Russian, American, Audtralian, English—to name afew.
Now, with thewar plug pulled, and none of them knowing if there was to be ahome basefor their return,
they al did their thing in proper style, thank you.

Mebourne, Sdney, and Brisbane were gone. Mexico City exploded and died in araging hail of nuclear
fire. Lisbon, Rome, and the monuments to justice and truth and philosophy in Athens were no more. Also
destroyed were Karachi, Bombay, Madras, Calcutta, Rangoon, Bangkok, Hanoi, and Uncle Ho's city,
better known as Saigon. No rea reason for those cities to explode, but what good are spoilsif thereis
no victor?

Europe blew apart: London, Dublin, Paris, Berlin, Warsaw, Brussdl's, and more. The mgor cities of
Russaerupted under the impact of Chinese and American missles. Troops clashed and fought and died
because it isthe nature of troopsto do just that. To follow orders.

Montevideo, Buenos Aires, Rio, Santiago, the Canal Zone. Why not? The pilots and the skipperswho
ordered the pushing of buttons had no placeto return.

There were many cities around the globe who came through unscathed—thistime around. Thefirst wave
of missleskilled only about three-quarters of abillion people.

But governments—all governments—no matter how noble they might proclaim themsdavesto be, are
vindictive.



And the doomsday tapeswere sllently ralling.

Ben did not know how long he was out; how long he had been lying on the floor of hisden, but it wasfull
dark when he awoke. He looked at his hands: they were swollen grotesquely. He could not open one
eye, and putting his handsto hisface, he felt amass of welts and swollen flesh. Hetried to crawl to the
bathroom where he kept his Benadryl—he was dlergic to any kind of wasp or bee sting—but strength
left him and he collapsed back to the floor.

In hisdreams, his nightmares, he thought he was back in Nam. And as the swest rolled from his body, he
refought every battle a dozen times, screaming out occasionaly.

It was dawn when he awakened, pulled himself to hisfeet, and staggered into the bathroom. There, he
took severd Benadryl tablets and thought of driving into town to the hospital. But he knew he'd never
makeit.

The phone. He sumbled to the phone to cal hisdoctor. In the semidarkness of the den, hisfoot caught in
arocker and heféell to the floor, banging his head. Spinning colors became blackness as hefell tumbling
into the darkness of unconsciousness.

The Air Force had lost nearly seventy-five percent of its planes and more than half its men. The Marine
Corpswas dmosgt totaly wiped out. The Army was reduced by more than sixty percent, and the Navy
cut by more than fifty percent, with dmaost no shipsor planes|eft.

The government of the United States, for al practical purposes, had ceased to exist. Weather Mountain
had taken a hit dead on. Travee was dead.

Twenty-four hours after the first wave of bombings, many citizens of Americadtill did not redly know
what had happened to them. They did not know what to do or where to go. They wandered about in a
daze. Thiswas America, they thought, and things like thisjust don't hgppen in America. Do they? Didn't
Big Brother promise to take care of us? What happened?

There were those who lived on the fringe areas of the hot blasts; they were horribly burned, waiting to
die—wanting to die. There were those close to the blastswho had ingtinctively turned their headsto ook
at the brilliant flashes and had felt their eyeballsturn to liquid and roll down their cheeks, leaving only
empty sockets and unbelievable pain. Those people died; they were killed by others who panicked and
trampled them wantonly.

Women of al ageswere raped, tortured, and left to suffer and diein empty houses or barns or aleysor
gutters. Children, raped, molested, hurt, wandered about, screaming their misery, done and frightened;
many of them werefinally brought down by roaming packs of dogs.

In the prisons and jails, men and women, locked in their cells, were forgotten, lft to die from exposure
and starvation. Those roaming the wakways and runarounds would commit unspeakable acts on their
fellow prisoners and then, in one final moment of desperation, they would hang themsdlves, hack open
their wrigts, or beat their brains out againgt stedl bars or cell walls.

In the nursing homes and menta ingtitutions, the insane and the old died without knowing why or how this
was happening to them, left done when thefirst panic struck the nation; actualy, for many thiswasthe
second time they had been abandoned, the first having been when their children decided they didn't want
old people around, messing up their socid lives.

The old people and the insane soiled themsel ves, vomited on themselves, and then died as horribly as
they had been forced to live.



Two days after the world exploded in nuclear and bacteriologica madness, it began again asthe
doomsday tapes cued out and began the overkill. From deep in underground silos, the missiles roared
toward their preset targets. Subsfrom Russia, China, and America, and adozen other countries surfaced
and hurled their payloads. The overkill began.

When there were no more cities or military basesto strike, or they were out of range, the captains of the
subsfired ther last missiles and et them fal where they may. It was a seemingly brutd, sensdless act that
most civilianswould not understand. But military men and women who had served their respective
countrieslifedlong understood it dl too well.

Death was everywhere. Chaos and panic ran rampant worldwide. Live now! Who knows if there will be
adawn tomorrow. Surely thereisno God, for He would not have permitted this. Rape, stedl, kill—there
isno promised land. Thisisal thereisor ever will be.

After exhaugting their payloads, the subs surfaced and raised the flags of their countries. The captains
stood camly and stoicaly on their conning towers and saluted the pilots who blew them into history.
Many of the American pilots, out of fuel, with carriers and bases gone or out of range, cursed the enemy
and rammed their jetsinto its subs, going down with their foes.

Theformer world, in which people were capable of producing congtructive results, no longer existed.
THREE

He remembered getting up from the cold floor and dipping in his own blood. His head was a huge mass
of pain. He ssumbled into the bathroom and, using his one good eye, washed the cut and put antiseptic on
the gash. Just that much effort exhausted him. He stretched out on the couch and went to deep.
Sometime during the night—what night, he waan't certain—Ben rose stiffly and painfully from the couch
to fix abowl of soup. He kept it down for about five minutes before staggering to the bathroom and
vomiting. Then it was back to the couch and a deep, amost comalike deep.

On yet another morning, Ben managed to keep some soup and milk down and to take a shower before
his weakness drove him to bed. He had glanced out the window and viewed a perfectly lovely day. He
thought he had heard horns honking franticaly sometime during the previous night, but he wasn't sure.

Hisface was still swollen and he was feverish, ableto see out of just one eye, but hefdt alittle bit better.
He knew held been very, very lucky, for he had counted as many of the wasp stings as he could see or
fed, and reckoned he had been stung more than thirty times—maybe as many asfifty. Asalergicashe
wasto gtings, that many should havekilled him.

He stumbled back to bed and pulled the covers over his head.
He opened his eyes and knew, on thisday, finally, that he was going to be dl right.
Widl, Ben thought, | probably should have died. I'm alucky man. Lord, have | been sick.

Herolled over in bed and stared at the red numbers on hisdigita clock radio. The numbers stared back.
Almogt, he thought, with amixture of mute arrogance and accusation. The numbers seemed to be saying:
Get up! Get up! You're not sick. You fed fine. So get up and get to work.

He pushed back the covers and dowly swung hisfeet to the carpet. He wasjust alittle light-headed and
shaky, but hisforehead felt coal to the touch and the swelling was gone from hisface and hands. He
could see out of both eyes. And he was hungry—ravenous. Ben smiled. He doubted a dying man would
get out of bed to get something to edt.



The numbers on the clock read five thirty-three. He wondered what day it was. He picked up hiswatch
from the nightstand and |ooked at the day and date.

He couldn't believeit. “Damn!” he said softly. “1've been sck for ten days!”

It didn't seem possible.

Ben felt there was some significance to this date, but he couldn't place the importance of it.
Wéll, hethought, itll cometo me, | suppose.

Hewaked dowly into the kitchen, put some water on to boil, then went to the bathroom for along, hot
shower, the steaming water helping to revive him. He shaved, dressed, then had a cup of coffee while he
fixed breakfast: scrambled eggs and bacon. He ate that, then fixed abowl of hot cered. Finally, after two
more eggs on toas, his hunger was appeased.

Helooked out the kitchen window and again thought how lucky he'd been to comethrough dive. The
day was bright and beautiful. He thought back, pushing his memory through the feverish haze of the past
ten days. He remembered drinking lots of water, for the fever was dehydrating. He recalled eating
severa bowls of soup, some crackers, and drinking some milk. Onetime, he recaled, hed fixed abowl
of cered. That, he thought, was dl the nourishment held had in ten days.

He shook his head. Wdll, that was al behind him. He would, by God, get several more of those cans of
wasp spray, the kind that shot astream for about twenty feet, and clear out the little bastards from
around hishouse. But for now, it wastimeto get to work.

Monday through Saturday, Ben usudly rose at five-thirty. On Sundays he tried to deep late. But unless
he had been up late, which was unusud for him, his eyes amost aways popped open at five-thirty, with
or without the clock radio.

Ben made himsalf a second cup of coffee, fixed aglass of ice water, then went into hissmall officeand
took the cover off histypewriter.

Sunday was another workday for him. Another day to face the typewriter and hope the muses were
flowing. He belonged to no church—no organized religion. He had attended church asachild, and asa
young man, but early in hisadult life adiscontent with religion had grown in him. Mass hypocrisy turned
him off.

Ben had adight headache, so he took two aspirins and then wound afresh piece of paper into the
typewriter. Y eah, he remembered, he wasto start anew book. He aways, despite the number of books
he had published, under avariety of names, viewed this moment with some anticipation and just abit of
fear. The beginnings of anew novel. Would it work? Would it jel?

Who the hdl knew?

His agent said he liked everything Ben did, but agents are supposed to say thingslike that. What €l se?
“Ben, you're alousy writer. Why don't you give it up and become a plumber?’

Probably make just as much money. Ben smiled.

He glanced at his just-completed nove, dl wrapped up for mailing. Do that in the morning, Ben thought.
His books usualy brought him a $3,500-$4,000 advance, afew thousand in royalties, maybe some
overseas sdesin the future ... and that was that. Once in a blue moon, maybe amovie ded. Gravy.



He was a paperback writer; had long since given up writing for the hardcovers. He knocked out a book
every four to Six weeks. He would tackle anything from action booksto love stories; had a pretty good
men's adventure series going for him, and was building agood reputation among the publishing
companies as asteady, producing kind of writer—nothing fantastic, nothing earthshaking. The type of
writer whose books sold in grocery stores, variety stores, drug stores, and other paperback outlets. Ben
would never win the Nobe for fiction, for Ben did not write to change the world's evil(?) ways. He wrote
to entertain.

Theworld, Ben oncetold his agent, is someone e se's bailiwick, not mine. Just like law enforcement,
people get what they want, whether they'll admit it, or not. Same with government. Me? He laughed at
his agent's expression. I'm just a country boy trying to make aliving.

That memory amused him. He leaned back in his chair and smiled.

Country boy. Y eah, he nodded his head in agreement, I'm a country boy. Maybe with a better than
average degree of urbanity about me than most country boys, but nonetheless, till ... just acountry boy.
Heliked black-eyed peas and beans and corn bread and fried okra and salt-meat sandwiches. But he
a0 liked the good wines and fine cuisine found in the fancy restaurants of the world.

And he knew he was a snob when it came to music, having sampled it all and found it lacking ... except
for classicd.

But he loved the South—especidly Louisiana, with itsrich heritage and diversity of people. There wasnt
much intheway of culture where Ben lived. Asamatter of fact, he often told his eastern friends, there

redly wasn't any culture where helived: no little theater, no concerts, no ballet. Ben had once mentioned
Zubin Mehtato afriend and the man had thought he was talking about a new brand of chewing tobacco.

But Ben liked the people in the Delta—for the most part. He had friends here, good friends. There were
somered shit-heads on both sides of the color line, but there had never been any red troublein this part
of the Sate.

And damned little mixing, he reminded himsdlf.

Y ou stay on your side of town, and I'll stay on mine. | don't like you much, and | know you don't like me,
but the government sayswe have to get dong, so let's just make the best of it.

So far, so good.

Like that black city-council member once said, “It's better herethan in alot of places. Least we haven't
garted killin" one another—yet.”

Wisedisclamer on his part, Ben thought.

Ben believed it was probably coming to the race-war point—someday. Probably soon. And he wasn't
doneinthat view.

Never married, Ben had experienced severd intense love affairsthat had ultimately soured, leaving him
with ajaundiced eye toward everlasting love. He redlly didn't trust women; and hisbeing ahopeless
romantic didn't help matters. His books amost never had happy endings (something his agent used to
bitch about). But the N.Y.C. man finally accepted that as part of Ben's style, and assumed that Ben was
not going to change.

He pulled his attention back to the typewriter and the blank paper staring at him. But nothing flowed. He
turned off the typewriter, then turned it back on, listened to it hum.



Mother's milk causeswriter's block, he recalled reading one time. Or thelack of it.
| damned sure was sick from those wasp stings.

“Comeon, Ben!” he scolded himsdlf. “Get with it.” He sighed, typed afew words, tore the paper from
the machine, and wound in afresh shest.

That scene was repeated severd timesthat morning, until finally Ben hit his stride, as he knew he would.
Hedid not work from an outline, never knew where the manuscript was going, and let his characters
develop themsdalves.

Ben sattled down to write.

All the muses seemed to be working and the words were flowing well; no strain. He wrote for three
hours, was satisfied with the start of hisnovel, and then, with a coffee taste in his mouth and adight
headache (he assumed that was from chain-smoking apack of cigarettes), he shut it down for the
morning.

Every Sunday morning Ben drove into town at about eeven o'clock to visit afriend of hiswhorana
service gation. Every Sunday morning. Routine—amost never varied. Ben would vist for an hour, pick
up the Sunday papers (three of them), and drive back home, where he would read himsdlf to deep, then
work for several more hoursin the afternoon.

Ben dipped hisfeet into cowboy boots, put on along-deeved shirt, for the day was unusualy cool, and
once more glanced at the calendar. The meaning of the datefindly hit him.

“Wdll, I'll be damned!” He smiled. “1t'smy birthday. I'm forty-four yearsold.” He laughed, happy to be
feeling good after his bout with the wasps. *“ Happy birthday, Ben Raines—many, many more, partner.”

Then he wondered why his parents hadn't called. They always called early.

He glanced around his empty, silent house, the joy of the moment becoming sullied just abit because he
had no one with whom to share his one day of celebration.

He shrugged it off and locked up the house.

Theterm “country boy” once more entered his mind as he walked across the yard to his pickup. He
hummed an old country song as he walked, one of the few country songs he liked: “A Country Boy Will
Survive”

Ben thought that ironic, Since he was beginning anove of disaster—Armageddon. The end of the world.

Getting into his pickup, he remembered both his mother and father kidding him about hisreturn to trucks;
hisfather saying, “Boy, you started out in trucks when you was just fourteen. Held that damned old
rattletrap together with spit, prayer, and baling wire. Hell, son—you remember. It didn't have any doors!
Y ou had thefirst seet beltsin Illinois. Y ou had to tie yoursdlf in with rope to keep from faling out going
around curves. Now that you're goin’ to be abig-time writer, damned if you haven't gone back to trucks.
You'rejust afarm boy at heart, Ben. Can't ever take the country out of the boy, eh, Ben?’

And hisdad would laugh in that big hearty way of his. Good, solid country people.

Ben missed his parents, knew he would have to take some time off and visit them—soon. They were
both getting up therein years. Both in good hedth ... but, one never knew when the hands of time would
grow too heavy and lose their grip.



Ben didn't like to think about that.

Ashedrove, Ben looked at the countryside, and at the houses he passed. Something seemed ... well,
odd about them. They looked ... deserted, if that was the right choice of words. He shook his head. “My
imagination,” hesaid.

Ben wasn't arich man—far fromit. But he made enough from his effortsto live in comfort. Hishome was
paid for, he had nice furniture, deep, rich carpet, and al the other accouterments that made life abit more
than merely an existence.

Ben Rainesdso drank himsdlf into aquiet stupor every night of the week. Including Sundays.

But he was one of those rare people who never suffered ahangover. He could not remember ever having
one. And he hedged whenever he would question himself about why he drank so much. He never would
admit hiswasalondy life.

Writers drink, he would say.
Bullshit, hismind would reply.
It was never avery stimulating or productive self-conversation.

Sunday morning radio programming in most parts of therural Southis, at best, disma—aternating
(depending upon the stations one chose) between hillbillies yodding praise to the Lord, black gospel
groups shouting and stomping praise to the Lord, and nasal preachers hem-hawing and gulping praiseto,
or from, the Lord. Some of them speaking in tongues.

Ben never turned on hisradio on Sunday mornings. And TV wasjust as bad. It was one of his great
gripesthat public broadcasting, in radio form, did not get into the areain which helived.

Ben lived out in the country, literdly. About ten miles outsde of Morriston, asmall town located at the
bottom of the Deltaof Louisiana. The town had a population of eight thousand: fifty percent black, fifty
percent white. No industry. Lots of bars, black and white; never the twain shall meet. Music in the bars
was soul or country. That wasit. So, Pavarotti, do not waste your time coming to the Delta, unlessyou
first appear on “Barbed-Wire Hoedown,” yodeling; or on “Boogie Funky Wagon,” beating on adrum
and shaking your tushie,

It was gracious Southern living at its best and worst. Haf-million-dollar homes and two-hundred-dollar
shacks. Cadillacs and food stamps. Cotton, rice, soybeans, and whest.

And footbal.

Ben cut his eyesto the ditch by the sde of the road and his thoughts were abruptly returned to the
present. He jammed on the brakes, diding to ahalt.

That was abody in the ditch.

He got out of histruck and, stepping over the water (when had it rained?), walked to the ditch and knelt
by the man. The man had been dead at least aweek; his corpse was blackened and stinking.

He walked back to histruck and flipped on the CB radio. “ Give me a Montgomery Parish Deputy or a
State trooper.”

Nothing.



He repeated his cal and received the same scratchy emptiness from the speaker.

His CB was agood one and he had had it on ... a couple of days before the wasps hit him.
“Break-one-ninefor aradio check,” he said.

Nothing.

He monitored dl channels and recelved the same on dl of them. Nothing.

He sat in histruck for amoment, reviewing what he could remember of the past week, before he was
stung. He had been shopping, was it Wednesday or Thursday? Had he listened to aradio or TV since?
No, not since the night he had gotten drunk listening to the TV newspeople flap their gums about nuclear
war.

Ben looked around him, at the clear day, sunny and bright. Obvioudy, no nuclear war had occurred. He
suddenly felt uneasy. Or, had it? When had he heard those horns honking so frantically? He shook his
head. Kids, probably, cutting up.

He glanced at the body in the ditch and then at hiswatch. Almost noon. “Wdll, thisisslly!” he said.
“Thereis something wrong with my radio, that'sall.”

Then he thought about the radio in histruck. Heturned it on, tuning in to the locd station first. Nothing.
He punched dl the preset buttons. Nothing. He spun the did I€ft to right, then went dowly back.
Nothing.

A finger of something very closeto fear touched him. He shook it off. But something deep within him,
some ... sense of warning prompted him to punch open the glove compartment and take out the .38
specia he dways carried. Ben had blatantly ignored the government order to turnin dl handguns, as, he
suspected, had several million others. Ben despised Sen. Hilton Logan and everything he stood for.

L ogan was a dove—Ben was a hawk. Logan was a liberd—Ben was aconservative. A conservativein
most of histhinking.

He checked the cylinder of the .38. All full. He shoved the pistol behind his belt and put the truck in gear.
He had not recogni zed the dead man.

A milefurther and he turned onto the road that was just insdethe city limits. A haf-mile further, on the
edge of town, in an open fidld, Ben dowed to watch severd large birds, vultures, rise from the ground at
the sound of histruck. They flapped ponderoudy away. Full and heavy. Ben had only to glance quickly
to see what they had been feeding upon: bodies.

Thistimeit was fear that touched him—open, naked fear. “ Did the balloon go up?’ he asked adoud. “If
S0, why was | spared?’

He could not answer his question.

He drove on until he could drive no further. Two cars were blocking the street. Ben did not have to get
out of histruck to seethat the occupants' bodies were blackened and decomposing in death.

He backed up, turned around, and drove down a side street until he cameto aresidentia area. He saw
no sgnsof human life, but neither did he see any bodies. He wound hisway to the service station and
pulled into the drive. There, Ben sat in numb silence, staring at the windows of the Exxon station. The



windows were smashed, broken; glasslittered the drive. The body of hisfriend lay sorawled haf in, haf
out of the door.

Ben got out of histruck dowly, not redly believing al thiswas happening—had happened. He corrected
histhinking. He knelt down beside the man. Mr. Harnack was stiff and black and stinking. Dogs had
gnawed on him.

Ben stepped over the body and walked to the phone. He punched out the numbers of the police
department, | etting the phone ring twenty times. No answer. He called the sheriff's department. Same
results.

Ben fdt the butt of the .38, and the touch of the wood was reassuring.

He stood in the doorway and listened intently. He could not hear one human sound coming from the
town.

He walked to the desk and turned on the small TV. He got the same results from every channdl. And this
was cable, coming from Chicago and Atlanta. Nothing from Chicago. Blank screen. The others had the
civil defense emblem on the screen, but nothing to explain why.

Bold Strike. The words returned to him. Hunt ahole, partner. “I'm dreaming,” Ben said, hisvoice
sounding strange amid the silence and the death. “What the hell happened? It hasto be adream.”

But he knew he was not dreaming.

He thought, thisis nationwide—worldwide. Those thoughts chilled him, bringing beads of swest to his
forehead. “Jesus, am | thelast man on earth?’

Then thewords of that grizzled sergeant drifted back to Ben as he stood in the doorway, looking out at
the mute gas pumps. “ Survive isthe name of this game, men. Fuck abunch of candy-assed civilians.
When the balloon goes up—and it will go up, believe that—most civilianswon't makeit, * cause they
don't know their ass from peanut butter about stayin’ dive. And what is so sckenin’ is, they don't wanna
know. They're content. They've got their pretty little houses, two carsin the garage, membership in the
country club, and they think being tough means playing football. Asfar asthey're concerned, everythingis
aces up. But they don't know the meaning of tough. They'll be the victimsin any holocaust. But I'm gonna
teach you men what tough is—mentaly and physicadly. And when I'm through with you, you'l survive. If
you men make it through the first wave, if you don't take one nose-on, most of you will survive.”

Ben nodded his head and instinctively moved from the door into the darkness of the station'swork area.
He squatted down, al histraining returning to him.

The sergeant had said, “Maybe most of you won't make the military your lifeswork; sure, most of you
will pull your hitch and get out. But that's no maiter, * cause what you learn herein this school, and the
other schools you go to; well,"—he smiled—"it'll stay with you. Y ou made it thisfar, and that provesto
me you want to learn the meaning of survival. So evenif you get out, you'll push dl thistraining way inthe
back of your minds—some of you will eventry to forget it, ‘ causeit's nasty and dirty and dehumanizing.
But you won't forget it, and if you ever need it, it'll be right there. Now, get on your goddamned feet and
get ready to find out what you're really made of.”

Ben squatted in the shade of the garage area until hislegs began to protest from the strain. When herose,
walking abit to rdieve the kinksin hisleg muscles, he had reviewed what he had been taught ... years
back.



And he knew onething for certain: he was going to survive.
FOUR

He pulled histruck up to the pumps and filled histanks, topping off his reserve tank. He found four
five-gallon gas cans and filled them, placing them in the bed of histruck. He looked back at Mr.
Harnack, nodded his head, and drove off, heading for the police station, only afew blocks away.

The digpatcher was dead, not amark on him. On the note pad on the table was scribbled: “I'm the last
onedive. Getting weak. No help. Atomic bombs hit some cities. Some type of germ stuff got the rest of
us. God have—"

He never got to finish the sentence.

“ Atomic bombs?’ Ben said aoud, hisvoice hollow and echoing in the room. “ Germs?’

It really happened! he thought. | dept through a goddamned war!

“MaybelI'mlucky | did,” he muttered.

He started to pick up the mike to seeif anyone would answer hiscal, then pulled his hand back.
“Y eah—somebody might answer it. But it might be somebody | don't want to see.”

Heknew only too well that many times human scum survived when others more deserving did not. Ben
looked around the small station house (why do they dways smell like piss?), could find nothing he felt he
could use, then droveto the sheriff's office.

It was arepeat of the police station. All dead. The office was a mess: gas masks scattered about; books
on deadly gases and parish evacuation plans tossed on the floor. The bodies were siff and blackened.
And amdly.

Ben opened the windows and then prowled the office until he found what he was searching for: the gun
room. He sdlected two .45-cdiber pistols, checked them carefully, then found leather for them and extra
clips. Hecamly filled two extraclipsfor each pistol. He smashed the glass of alocked gun cabinet and
picked up an old Thompson submachine gun. It wasin dmost mint condition; he had heard the sheriff
was, or had been, agun collector. He checked the SMG, found it in bad need of oiling, then prowled
around until he found a.can of ail. The bolt worked effortlesdy when he had finished and the wood
gleamed. He found adrum for the weapon and three clips, boxes of .45 ammunition, and acanvasclip
pouch.

There was nothing he could do for the dead men, so Ben carried the gear outside to the fresh air, and sat
on the steps. Hefilled the drum, then filled the clips, inserting aclip into the belly of the old 1921 Chicago
piano, as the Thompson used to be called. This one was amodern-day version of the old weapon, but
till more than thirty yearsold. It was a heavy weapon, and its effectiveness was limited. But up to one
hundred yards, its knockdown power was awesome.

Ben walked to histruck and stuck the .38 back in the glove compartment. He belted one .45 around his
waist. Again, heturned on the radio, dowly working the did back and forth. Nothing. He droveto a
sporting goods store.

A man and woman lay among the wreckage, dead. The store had been looted, but it had been donein
haste, without much thought for redl survival.

Ben spent an hour in the store, picking through the rubble, salecting what he felt he would need: dl the



forty-five ammunition he could find, which wasn't much, a portable stove, lantern, adeeping bag, an ax, a
good knife, atent, atarp, rope, two dozen other items. Then he droveto alocal supermarket and set
about picking up more items. The supermarket, like the sporting goods store, had been looted, but there,
too, without much thought.

If everybody is dead, Ben thought, as he walked down the aides, feding just abit foolish pushing a
shopping cart, where are al the bodies? And if everybody is dead, who did the looting?

From the supermarket, he drove to adrug store. It had also been looted, but nothing of any real value
taken. Drugsto make you high; drugs to make you low. False happy-time. Ben chose the healing drugs,
then picked up bandages, iodine, tape.

Passing the cosmetic counter (he was amused to seeit, too, had been looted), Ben paused as his
reflection stared at him from avanity mirror. He had never thought of himsdlf as handsome; even asa
teen-ager, hisface had been more trustworthy than handsome. His hair was dark brown, peppered now
with gray. His eyes were blue. He was just a shade over six-one—180 pounds. Even though he drank
much more than he should, he wasin good shape, exercisng daily. He turned from his reflection.

Hedrove past severa liquor stores and laughed at their condition: they were the worst looted of the
gtores. “Party time,” he said with no mirth in hisvoice. “Eat, drink, and be merry. For tomorrow we may
die”

He drove back to hishouse and unloaded his gear. I'm alooter, he thought. He built asmdll fire; then
fixed adrink. He kept hismind clear of what he had seen that day, wisely not dwelling on it. Let the
shock come gradudly. At full dark, when he knew the big 50,000 watters kicked on, Ben spent an hour
carefully searching the bands. Nothing. Tomorrow, he thought, I'll go back to town and find one of those
worldwide radios. Somebody is out there.

And I've got to search the town for survivors.

He limited himsdlf to only afew drinks, and fixed agood dinner. At nine, the strain of the day taking its
toll, he went to bed. He was adeep in three minutes.

He had forgotten the phone!

Ben sat up in bed, cursing his stupidity. He glanced at the clock: seven-thirty. Helooked &t his
wristwatch. Seven-thirty. Y esterday must have had more of an impact on him than he redlized. Shock,
maybe.

So the dectricity wasworking, at least for atime. So, too, he reasoned, would be the phone system. For
awhilelonger, at least.

He showered, shaved carefully, dressed, and fixed breakfast. He took his coffee outside and stood for a
time, viewing the amogt silent scene. Birds il sang, and that puzzled him. Somewhere adog barked,
and that puzzled him. Why agas that would kill humans but not animals?

He looked back through the open front door. He was hesitant to begin the phoning, but it was something
he knew he had to do.

He had to try to contact his parents, hisbrothers, his ssters. He walked back into the house. With afresh
cup of coffeein hishand, he began punching out the numbersfor long distance. He cdlled his parentsfird,
then his oldest brother, up in Chicago, letting the phone ring twenty times at each number. No answer.
Redlly, he wasn't expecting any. He went down theline, dl the way to hisyoungest sgter, in Cairo,



lllinois. Nothing.
With asigh, he replaced the phoneiniits cradle. He picked up hisweapons and drove into town.

Hewent fird to the local Radio Shack (it had not been looted), and picked out a huge worldwide
receiver. He sat outside the store, on the curb, reading the materia on the receiver; then turned on the big
radio. It didn't work—no batteries.

“Wonderful, Ben,” he muttered. “ Marve ous presence of mind.”

Hefound batteries for the radio and turned it on, spinning the did dowly, working first one band, then
another. Swesat broke out on hisface as he heard a voice spring from the speakers.

The voice spoke in French for atime, then switched to German, findly to English. “We pieced together
the whole story.” The voice spoke dowly. “Findly. Russan pilot told usthisiswhat happened—from his
sde of the pond, that is. They—the Russians—had devel oped some sort of virusthat would kill humans,
but not harm animals or plant life or water. Did this about three years ago. Were going to useit against us
thisfal. Easy to figure why. Then they learned of the double cross. The Stealth-equipped sub. That shot
their plans of an easy takeover dl to hell. Everything became al confused. If we had tried to talk to them,
or they with us, or the Chinese, maybe dl this could have been prevented. Maybe not. Too late now.
Some survivors worldwide. Have talked with some of them. Millions dead. Don't know how many. Over
ahillion, probably. Maybe more. Ham operators working. 1t's bad. God in heaven—it's bad.”

The message was repeated, over and over, in four languages.

“Goddamned tape recording!” Ben cursed. But hefelt alittle better. At least he knew what had
happened. Sort of. But some of the message confused him: that part about “ easy to figure why.”

A snarling brought him to hisfeet, the .45 in hishand. A pack of dogs stood afew yardsfrom him, and
they werenot a dl friendly.

Ben legped for the hood of histruck just as alarge German shepherd lunged for him, fangs bared. He
scrambled for the roof of the cab as the dog leaped onto the hood. Ben shot it in the head, the force of
the heavy dug damming the animal backward.

The dogs remembered gunfire. They ran down the street, stopped on the corner, and turned around,
snarling and barking at the man atop the cab of histruck. Ben emptied the .45 into the pack, knocking
severd of them spinning. The rest ran away. Ben dapped afresh clip in the .45 and climbed down.
Shaken, he stood for amoment waiting for the tremblesto leave him. Helooked around him, carefully.

“From now on, Ben,” he said doud. “That Thompson becomes a part of you. Just like your arm.”

He picked up theradio and got in histruck. “All I needisrabies,” he said. “1 live through aworldwide
catastrophe and afucking dog doesmein.”

He held out his hands; they were cam. He knew he must search for survivorsin the town, and he was
not looking forward to that.

He began driving the streets of town, discovering the bodies. A great number of people had gathered at
friends homes, many houses contained fifteen or more dead. He went to his closest friend's house,
steding himsdlf as he drove. Hisfriend was dead, as were hiswife and kids. It ppeared Ben was aone
in thetown.

He drove back to the sheriff's office and picked up agas mask. The day was warming, and he figured the



smell could only worsen.

At a paper-vending machine, Ben picked up a paper, smiling as he automatically inserted the money into
the machine. The paper was ten days old, about the time he had been stung. He stood for atime reading,
then remembered the packs of dogs and walked quickly back to histruck.

There had been a news blackout, and the paper didn't tell him much. War was imminent; that was about
it. He did not know how many cities were destroyed, or whether it had been done by nuclear warheads
or germs. He tossed the paper into the littered street, then ingtinctively looked around to seeif a cop had
senhimdoit.

He shook his head sadly and started the truck. He touched the Thompson on the seat beside him. He
would search every street in Morriston, then head out into the parish. Someone was dive ... somewhere,
and Ben intended to find that person.

But he could find no one divein the town. And the dogs were getting vicious and much braver.

“A virusthat killshumans, but not animals,” Ben mused. He hit the steering whed with the pam of his
hand. “ Sure!” he said, ashamed of himsdf for his supidity. The tape had sad, * Easy to figurewhy.” And
it was. Just walk right in and take over the country, void of humans, but with the livestock fat, healthy,
and happy, munching away. An ingtant food source for the conquering army. But that army would have
to movefad....

Ben amiled grimly ashiswriter's mind began humming.
Not if they moved from within.

He wondered how long the plan had been in the works? How many people—if histheory was correct,
and he would probably never know—in this country had been recruited. Hundreds, at |east—perhaps
thousands. Paratroopers would be standing by, ready to go in, crush any pockets of resistance. With a
crash course in agronomy, they could keep the livestock and the land in good shape until the farmers
arrived. Which would not have taken long.

Instant victory with aminimum of bloodshed. For them.

But it backfired. Ben wondered how many double crosses were involved. He wondered if he would ever
know, and decided he would not.

His mind began racing—what atale thiswould have made.

“Bastards!” he said.

Then he saw her.

He braked the truck, stopped, and cursed.

Of dl the people in the world the good Lord chose to save ... why this bitch?
And hewas not in the least ashamed of histhoughts.

Ben got out of the truck and gave her amock bow, clicking his hedstogether, Prussian-style. “Why,
good morning, Mrs. Piper,” he said acidly. “What a surprise seeing you. Not a pleasure, but a surprise,
and | mean that Sincerdly.”

Even under the present circumstances, the look he received was one of intense didike.



“Mr. Raines,” she said, with as much acid in her voice asthere had beenin his. “ Y oure armed! | was
under the assumption pistols had been outlawed some time ago.”

Fran Piper looked as though she had just that moment stepped from the pages of afashion magazine:
every dark hair in place, fashion jeans snugly outlining her charms—uwhich were many. Fashion
shirt—cowgirl, uptown-nest, dl the snaps snapped.

“Y es, maam. Pistols were outlawed some years ago—three, | believe. Thanksto Hilton Logan and his
bunch of misguided liberds. But bethat asit may, maam. Here| am, Ben Raines, at your service. That
trashy Y ankee writer of al thosefilthy violent fuck books, cometo save your aristocratic assfrom gettin’
pronged by al the dobbering rednecks that must surely be prowlin’ around the parish, just alustin’ for a
crack at you. Maam.”

“Raines,” shesaid, her eyesflashing, “you just have to be the most despicable human being | have ever
had the misfortune to encounter. And if that was supposed to be Rhett Butler, you certainly missed the

“Paddle-whed, I'm sure.” He amiled.
“Huh?’

“Never mind. Actudly...” Ben looked around him. No dogsin sight. “ That was Claude Raines. He was
my uncle”

She patted her perfect hair. “ Claude Raines, the actor, was your uncle? Why, you never told us....” Then
she saw his smile and knew he was kidding her. “Y ou bastard!”

Their mutud hatred went back more than a decade. Midwesterners are difficult people to impress, and
S0 inherited money does not impress most rurd midwesterners—not those with any sense. Fran Lantier
Piper had piles of money stacked dl around her ... from both sides of her family, and the family she had
married into, but in the past hundred years neither she nor anyone related to her had worked for a penny
of it.

Ben'sfifth novel—and he had received alittle movie money from that one—had been about spoiled
southern brats and inherited money and arrogance. Fran had told him—at a chance meeting at the public
library (it came as a shock to Ben to discover she even knew how to read)—that she thought he should
be run out of town for writing such nagty filthy lies about good decent gentle people.

Ben had laughed &t her.

Furious, she had raced home and told her big brother, Lance, alocal footbal hero, al about her
encounter with that Y ankee ruffian, embdlishing the story substantialy, with much batting of eyesand no
small amount of tears and posturing. Lance had telephoned Ben, telling him he should be prepared to
fight.

Ben had broken up with laughter. “Y ou're redly going to defend her honor?’
“I'magoin’ to stsomp you,” Lance had drawled.

When Lance got out of the hospitd, after ashort stay in ICU, the Lantier family had tried—in the best
southern tradition—to have Ben run out of town. Ben had westhered the short but furious storm of
emotions and the situation had cooled over the years. But bad blood remained.

“You look puurrfectly chaarrmin’ today, Miss Fran.” Ben laid on enough syrup to drown acat. He



leaned againgt histruck. “ Out for alittle stroll among the bodies?”

“Y our humor is gruesome, Raines.”

“Well,"—Ben opened the door to the truck—"1 guess I'll be seeing you, baby.”
“Wait!” she screamed at him. “Y ou can't leave me out here.”

Ben looked at her. “Why the hell not?Y ou don't care for my company and | sure as hell don't want to
listen to you bitch dl day.”

“Because ... because...” Shelooked at him, sensing he meant every word she had just heard. And he
certainly did. “What kind of man are you?’

“Thekind of man who doesn't like spoiled brats who run home and tell lies about people. Doesthat ring
abdl, Fran?

“Wadl ... you beat him up, didn't you? Probably fought dirty, though.”
“Fran?’

“What?’

“Fuck you!”

Tears began rolling down her cheeks. Whether they werered or staged for his benefit, Ben wasn't sure.
But he closed the door to the pickup and waited, figuring the next few moments should be interesting ...
at least. He glanced around for dogs. Nonein sight.

“My husband isdead, in that house,” she pointed to a mansion across the road. Ben reminded her that
just down the road two elderly people had died when they could not afford to pay their electric bill and
the power company had cut off their eectricity. They had died of exposure,

She shook her head. “I had nothing to do with that.”

“They aso had nothing to eat in the house, Fran. They were your neighbors.”
"Those people? My neighbors?’

“Skipit, Fran. People like you never understand.”

“Why didn't you help them if you're such a charitable person?’

“I didn't know anything about their condition.”

Again, she shook her head. “I don't know if my sister isdive, or not. She went to New Orleansthe day
... Whatever happened happened. My mother and father are dead. | don't know where Lanceis—"

“And | don't giveashit where heis,” Ben told her, and meant it.
“...And you're not making this easy for me!l” she screamed at him.

“Why should 17" Ben looked at her. “1 just don't like people of your ilk. But I'll be damned if I'm going to
stand out in the middle of aroad and discussit with you.”

She stamped her foot. “Well ... at least take meinto Natchez. | have friendsthere. I'm ... well ... I'm



afraidto go done, Ben.”

“Takeyou into Natchez?' Ben fell againgt the truck and laughed. “ Are you serious, Fran?’
“Perfectly.” Her chin came up haughtily.

“Fran, don't you know what has happened?’

“No. Thereisnothing on the television or radio. But it was something of adisaster, | should imagine.”
“Andit'sdl going to get better in alittle while?’

“Certanly. The government will comein and straighten everything out.”

Big Brother will take care of me. “Fran, instead of Natchez, would you like meto take you to Tara?’
“Thereyou go again, being flip.”

Sheredly doesn't know, Ben thought, looking at her. She is abeautiful woman, though. Poor little
insulated rich girl doesn't have an inkling of what happened. He reached into the truck and took out the
world-band radio.

“Fran, listen to this. Try to understand what has happened.” He turned on the radio, preset on the distant
ham band, and he watched her face as the tape changed to English.

“I ... I don't understand,” shefindly said, her face white with shock.

“It means, Fran, that civilization, aswe know it, is probably over for atime. Millions, acouple of hillion,
dead. Asfor Natchez, forget it. Forget it all, honey.” Hisvoice took on aharsher tone. “It'sover. If there
are only two peopleleft divein this parish—using that as a comparison—two out of fifteen thousand.
That's...” Hedid some quick menta math. “Say, 125 people out of every million left divein the world.
Now the figureis probably higher than that, dive, | mean, but that's till pretty grim satistics.” And, he
thought, what if this stuff has affected the minds of some—and, perhaps, their bodies? Mutants? Possible.
Greatest story | could ever write and no one around to read it.

Shit!

“You're serious, Ben?” Big eyeswide. Pretty eyes.

“| consider degath to be very serious, Fran.”

“Wadll ... exactly, what doesthis mean?’

“It means,” Ben said dowly, “that you're stuck with me, and | suppose I'm stuck with you.”
“Oh, Lord!” shesad, then rolled her eyes and fainted.

Ben caught her just before she cracked her head on the blacktop.

“What amarvelousway to sart ardationship,” he muttered.

FIVE
She opened her blue eyes and looked at him as they rolled aong the parish road. “Where are you taking
me?’

“Wherewould you liketo go, Miss Fran?’



She closed her eyes. “1 don't know.”

“Then shut up and help melook until you decide. And open your eyes. Look for people—adive. There's
got to be somein thisparish.”

“All thewrong sort, I'm sure.”

Y ou may be correct there, Ben thought. “ Just look, baby, and keep your socid commentsto yourself.”
“What isthat big ugly thing?”

Ben looked down to seeif hisfly was open.

“Thid” She touched the Thompson.

“It'sasubmachine gun.”

Shelooked at Ben, looked at the SMG, rolled her eyes, then looked out the window, her side of the
truck. She shook her head.

“It'sred, Fran. | assureyou of that.”

“I'm beginning to believe, Ben. Look. There's smoke coming from that house over there.” She pointed,
saying it with about as much interest asif she were discussing the price of kumquatsin the supermarket.

The day was cool, temperature in the low sixties. But not cool enough for afire, Ben reckoned. He
pulled into the drive and looked for dogs. None. “ Stay in thetruck,” hetold Fran.

“I most certainly will not! And don't you dare order me about, Ben Raines”

Ben nodded, wondering when she was going into shock. Probably, he guessed, when we drive through
town and she sees dl the bodies ... with the birds and the dogs and the hogs eating on them.

“Then comewithme,” he said. “No play on words intended.”
She opened the door.

“There might be fifteen guysin there, dl ready to rgpeyou.”
She closed the door and locked it.

Ben checked to see if held taken the keys out of the ignition. He had. It would bejust like Fran to drive
off and leave him.

Hewaked up the stone walkway and tapped on the door. He held the Thompson in hisright hand. The
door swung dowly open. Ben did not know the man, but had seen him in town anumber of times. In his
early sixties, the man appeared to be in good hedlth.

“Afternoon,” Ben said, peaking through the screen door. “I'm Ben Raines.”
“The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away,” the man replied.

“I beg your pardon?’

“ Armageddon. The battle has been fought. So sayeth the Lord.”



Although not a student of the Bible, Ben had read it. He asked, “Who won—Good or Evil?’

The question seemed to confuse the man. He ssammered for afew seconds, then closed his mouth and
shook his head.

“Do you redlize what has happened?’ Ben asked.
“Armageddon.”

Ben sghed and looked past the man into the living room of the home. A firewasraging in thefireplace
and awoman was Sitting in achair. She was dead. Ben could smell her from the porch.

“Do you want to comewith us?’ Ben asked. “Can we help in any way?’
The man shut the door in Ben'sface.

He walked back to the truck and unlocked the door. Asthey were driving away, Fran asked, “Who was
that man?’

“I don't know.” Then hetold her what he had seen.
“That'sawful. What are you going to do about it?’

“Nothing.” Ben shook hishead. “Nothing | can do. I'm not apsychiatrist. But I'd say the man has
stepped over the line. Pushed over it by what happened. He may come back around; he may not.”

“That's a pretty cold-blooded attitude, Ben. That poor old man.”
“Those poor old people who died from exposure,” Ben countered.

She glared a him while Ben wondered if thiswas another sde of her, or if shewas merdly acting for his
benefit. “Y ou keep harping on that, Ben Raines. What would you have had me do about them?—Not
that it matters at thisdate.”

“Help them.” Hisreply wasterse.

“| see” shesad. “Wel ... | would have thought—from reading your books—not that |'ve read many of
them, you understand—that you would be the last person in the world to advocate wedlth redistribution.
| thought you were a conservative.”

“| am aconsarvative, Fran, in most of my thinking. But | just do not like to see innocent people suffer
needlesdy. Not when enormous wedlth is—was—piled dl around them. Asfor wedlth reditribution ... it
was coming, Fran. It would have been aredity before the end of the century.”

“My daddy said that was communism.”

“While he sat spping his hundred-year-old cognac, admiring his antiques, in ahouse valued & about a
million dollars—none of those thingsdid he, persondly, lift afinger to earn. | don't buy it, Fran. But it'sall
moot now, isn't it?Weredl equal.”

She shuddered at the thought of being equal with everybody. How ... unfair!

They drove for another few hours, but saw no signs of life in the parish. Ben pointed the nose of the truck
toward Fran's mansion. She was unusudly silent.



“I'm going to take you back to your home, Fran—you can pick up some clothes. Then well go to my
place. Don't worry, you'll be safe.”

“All right,” she whispered.

Ben waited in the huge den of the home while Fran filled severd suitcases. Ben had never seen such
wedthin dl hislife. He chuckled, thinking, Hell of alot of good it did them in thelong run.

| guess, hemused, if | had dl this, I'd fight to keep it, too. Or would 1?2 he questioned. I've never even
dreamed of living likethis.

He had never dreamed that grandly. He had not been raised to dream of wallowing in great luxury.

He helped Fran with her luggage, then, back on the blacktop, she said, “What are we going to do,
Ben?’

“Firg off, don't look at the bodiesin that field just up ahead. There aren't as many as| thought, but
enough.”

Naturally, shelooked, and promptly got sick.

Ben stopped the truck and let her out to barf by the side of the road. He stood outside the truck,
Thompson at the ready, on the lookout for dogs.

“I hate to be sick!” she said, wiping her mouth with the handkerchief Ben had offered.
“You'l get used to thebodies,” hesaid. “| remember intraining, thefirs time | ever ate dog meat. 1—"

She doubled over and began up-chucking again. She straightened up, wiped her mouth, tossed the
handkerchief in the ditch, and said, " Goddamn you!"

“Sorry,” Ben said, motioning her back in the truck. “And | mean that, Fran. Fran?’ Shelooked at him.
“You've got urp on your deeve.”

She nodded, brushed at the urp, then waved her hand forward, like a scout with awagon train.
“Head’em up and move’ em out,” Ben muttered.

“I beg your pardon?’

“How old areyou, Fran?’

“Twenty-eight.”

“Y ou probably wouldn't remember that TV show, then.”

“I'msureit wasviolent and ugly.”

Ben sghed.

Shewasslent until they had driven through the smd| town with the odor of death hanging over it. Then
shesaid, “Let's be honest with each other, Ben. | don't like you, and | probably will never like you very
mUCh,”

“Agreed.”



“But were stuck with each other.”
“How true.”

“All right, then. For however long we are forced to keep company with each other—and | assure you, it
will not belong—let'stry to becivil, if not friends”

Ben grinned. “O.K., Fran.”

“I don't like to cook; won't cook. | hate any type of housework, refuse to pick up after myself, and |
whinewhen | don't get my way.”

Ben laughed at her honesty. “ Do you do windows?’

Shelaughed for thefirg timethat day. “No! But"—shelooked at him, gppraising him through frankly
sexud eyes—"| don't liketo deep done”

“That'safair trade-off, | suppose,” Ben said.

Fran didn't drink; gave her hives, she said. So Ben stayed sober that night. The first timein years, other
than when hewas sick or visiting his parents, he went to bed completely sober, and was glad he did.

Fran cameto him, in his bed, smelling of subtle perfume and naked, her dark hair fanning the pillow
beside him. As hishands found her, stroking her, and hislipsworked at her breasts, she moaned and
found him, working his penisinto hardness. She straddled him, guiding him into her wetness, taking him
with one hard, hunching motion. And from that moment on, for a half-hour, Fran had been, as one good
ol’ boy had described his events of the night before to agroup of buddies, “afrantic fuck.” She might not
be worth adamn for anything else, Ben reflected, but she knew what she wanted when it came to sex;
how she wanted it, and how to get the most out of what was stuck in her.

Ben left her degping to stand by the window in the den, gazing out at the darkness. He knew thefull
impact of what had happened had not yet come home to him—not initsawful entirety ... itshorrible
findlity.

Certainly, it had not struck home with Fran. Out of one hundred percent total, she maybe, at the most,
was admitting to herself ten percent of the gppalling facts surrounding her.

Ben suddenly made up his mind: there was no point in staying here. He wanted to see what had
happened around the nation. He wanted to ... bury (the word had finally become acceptable in his mind)
his parents, brothers, and sigters. If he could find them.

And, asawriter, he was anaturaly curious sort of person. He wished he could see yearsinto the future,
see just what would be built out of dl thistragedy. Out of the ashes.

Something far better than what we had just destroyed, he hoped.

He went back into the bedroom and dipped quietly into bed. Fran snuggled close to him, murmuring
softly, something inaudible.

Despite hisfeding toward her, Ben fet asoft prodding of sorrow for the young woman. Her type of
person had always bought her way through the world. Now ... what would happen to people like that?
Ben knew most of them were not survivors.

Hetook her into hisarms, her nakedness warm againgt him, and despite the excitement building in him as



he awaited the dawning, findly drifted off into deep.

“I dill don't understand why we haveto leave.” Fran pouted, looking back a Ben's house asthey pulled
out.

“Aren't you curious, Fran? Aren't you the least bit curious to see what has happened?’
“I'just wish everything would go back to what it used to be. Theway it was.”

Therich getting richer and the poor contemplating armed revolution, Ben thought. “It might be that way
again, Fran. But it'sgoing to take years.”

“| don't want to talk about it,” she said.
“I'll think about that tomorrow.” Ben grinned.
Sheturned her head away and looked out the window.

Ben drove back into town and stopped at the sheriff's office, picking up another gas mask. Hehad a
hunch they would need masks dong the way.

They drove over the Mississippi River bridge a Natchez, with Ben having to stop three timesto move
vehicles. It was then the gas mask came in handy, for the occupants of the stalled cars and trucks werein
bad shape, having been sealed up insde the vehicles, practicaly artight. He made up his mind that when
he got into Natchez, he would change vehicles, get one with awinch on the front and heavy-duty springs,
for there was some other gear he wanted to pick up along the way.

At adedership, Ben waked around the trucks, findly selecting ademondirator that had al the equipment
he needed, including aCB radio.

“I ill don't see why we can't pick up a Cadillac or Lincoln,” Fran bitched, as she helped transfer the
gear. “Then we could travel in some degree of comfort instead of bouncing dong in astupid pickup truck
likeacouple of gypsies”

Ben redized there was no point in trying to explain, so he kept his mouth shut.

The stench in Natchez was horrendous, and Ben, fearing disease, made Fran put on her gas mask. He
drove quickly through the smdl city, heading east, where he would intersect with Interstate 55.

“Thismask ishot!” Fran griped, her voice muffled.

Ben said nothing, but when she attempted to remove the mask before they were through the city, he let
her. She quickly put it back on, her face pale as the odor hit her nogtrils.

They saw no humans alive on the Sixty-mile run to the interdtate, just west of Brookhaven, but the carrion
and dogswere having afeast.

“Just keep your eyes straight ahead,” Ben told her. That, he did not have to repeat twice. She closed her
eyes and kept them closed.

Common sensetold Ben to skirt Jackson, but his natural curiosity overwhelmed caution and he exited off
the interstate and drove into downtown Jackson.

“Oh, God!” Fran cried, as shelooked at the bodies littering the Streets. “Ben, let's get out of here”



“Wouldn't you like to drive up to the Metrocenter and do alittle shopping, honey? Just think of al the
niceitemsyou could pick up—literally.”

Her glancetold him what he could do with his suggestion.
Asthey were turning around, abullet dammed through the top of the windshield and Fran screamed.

Manisnot that far from the caves, not that far from fighting over turf, food, women, surviva. And if that
man has been apart of any rough branch of service, if hetook histraining serioudy, and if he hasthe
dightest hint of pugnacity in him, that man will quickly revert back to barbarism.

Over Fran's screaming as Ben shoved her to the floorboard, he spun the wheel hard and did behind an
overturned garbage truck, effectively hiding the pickup and giving them cover.

“Stay down!” hetold her.
Thistime she gave no static. She nodded her head, her eyeswide.

It dl returned to Ben, everything piled on himin arush of bruta memories: the dehumanizing trainingin
the jungles, the mountains, the deserts, the deep timber. The monthsin Nam. The quick, white-hot fire
fights Survive.

“Hey!” Ben ydled acrossthe littered street. “We don't mean you any harm. What's the idea of shooting
at us?’ But in hismind his thoughts were not peaceful . Just expose yourself, you son of abitch. Just give
me something to shoot at.

“Tell the cunt to get out of thetruck!” avoiceydled a him. “ Give us the woman and you can carry your
asson outta here.”

The voice came from above, the second story of the building opposite the truck. Don't get yourself
sandbagged in here, Ben thought. There's probably more than one of them.

He dipped from behind his pickup and eased his way aong the overturned garbage truck. The words of
his combat-wise ingtructor came to him: “Don't ever ook over an object—Ilook around it, from either
end, carefully.”

Ben dowly pushed his head forward until he could see through the gap between end-loader and truck
bed. He saw them, two of them, looking out of windows from the second floor of the building. White
men wearing ornate cowboy hats, with feathers and ornaments. Urban cowboys. About sixty yards
maximum, Ben calculated.

Sowly, with no sudden movement, Ben pushed the muzzle of the SMG between the space and sighted
them in. Bracing himsdlf for the dam and rise of the muzzle, knowing the wegpon would climb from I eft to
right, Ben started from the left window, low, and pulled the trigger, holding it back, fighting the jump of

the powerful weapon.

Thirty rounds of .45-caliber ammunition chipped stone from the building and smashed windows, the
sound echoing through the concrete canyon. One man was flung out the window. He bounced on the
sdewak and lay ill. Ben could hear the other man moaning and crying. Hetried to cdl out; hiswords
were mushy, not comprehensble. Ben knew then he had hit him in the face and jaw.

“Start thetruck,” Ben called to Fran. “Pull it up here. Y ou're going to have to drive. I'll ride shotgun until
we get back to the highway.”



“That man's hurt, Ben,” she said.

“Fuck him! He opened this dance, not me.” He dipped around the truck and got in. “Let's go. Head for
theintergtate, north. WWhen you get to that shopping center on theright, pull off on the frontage road and
stop at the first phone booth.”

“Y ou want to call somebody?’

“No. | want to find the nearest armory. Preferably an infantry unit.”
“Itsalittielateto enligt, isn't it?” She surprised him with humor.
Gutsy girl, hethought. “No. | want to prowl through their supplies.”
“Why?

“Drive, Fran. Jugt drive.”

At the armory, Ben was relieved to find that while the unit had been caled out, alot of their equipment
was gtill in place. A lot of men had either been too sick to report, or had said to hell with it and not
reported in. Probably a combination of both, Ben thought.

Ben plugged the smdll bullet hole at the top of the windshield and then began prowling the armory. He
found the weapons room, but the steel vault was locked, and impressive-looking. He told Fran to keep
an eye open for people, then went in search of adedge hammer. He went to work on the outsde wall of
the concrete block building. When he had hammered arespectable hole in the blocks, Ben pulled a
deuce-and-a-half truck up to the wall, hooked a steel cable to the blocks, and pulled the wall apart. He
hammered at the stedl inner wall until he had worked aholein it, then hooked a double cableto it and
pulled the vault open enough to dip insde.

“Y ou sure you weren't a safe-cracker before becoming awriter?” Fran asked. When he did not reply,
she asked, “What in the world are you looking for, Ben?’

“Hah!” Benydled. “Foundit!” He had discovered the M-16s, but Ben—Ilike many vets—didiked the
wespon with an emotion bordering on hatred. He would have loved to have found an old BAR, but those
were getting rare. He handed Fran abox, then another box. He stacked several more boxes outside,

then climbed out to join her.

“Ben—what isthisjunk?’

“Grenade launcher, 40-mm high-explosive cartridges, and three boxes of hand grenades, mixed. White
phosphorous, HE, and smoke.”

“Thank you,” shesaid dryly. “I don't ever remember being so impressed with areply. What in the crap
areyou going to do with this.... shit!”

“Survive. | wish they had some Claymoresin there”
She sighed. “Ben, | don't even want to know what that is.”
“Itsamine. Hell! They don't even have any det cord. What kind of an outfit wasthis?’

“I never knew you were likethis, Ben. | thought writers were sensitive people.” Shelooked at him. “Well
... with you, | should have known.”



He tapped the case containing the grenade launcher. “1 wish | could find afact sheet on thisthing. Fran?
Go rummage through the files and see if you can locate afact sheet on the M 203 grenade launcher.”

“Ben, youreimpossble!”

Hetook her by the shoulders and rudely shook her. It startled her. When he spoke, his words were hard
and hisvoice wasrough. “Fran? Let metell you theway it is, baby.” She gazed up at him, taking in the
seriousnessin his eyes. “Now, you heard that redneck call you a cunt back there, didn't you?’

She nodded.

“Women, Fran, of any kind or color, young or old, are going to be at a premium, | think. And a
good-looking woman isgoing to be ared prize, worth killing for and more. And you are a good-looking
woman. Y ou've got the digposition of apit viper and you're stubborn asamule, but you're a beautiful
woman. Now, listen to me. Thereisno law and order. None! Y ou can't call acop, now, Fran. What has
happened isatotal, complete, one hundred percent breakdown of law and order and civilization and
rules and ethics and decency. We're back to the jungles and the caves, honey. Dog eat dog and the
strongest man wins the woman. That's the way it'sgoing to befor awhile. Believeit. Y ou're not a stupid
woman, Fran, so | don't haveto tell you what agang-bang is, do 17’

She shook her head.
“Y ou ever been pronged up the ass, Fran?’
“Certainly not!”

“Yeah?Wadll, don't give up hope, baby, ‘ causelots of guyslike it that way—good and tight. And without
me, and al thefirepower | can muster, you'refair game. And you've got a pretty ass, Fran.”

“That's disgusting, Ben Raines. You'e ... you'rejust telling me al thisto scare me; make me dependent
on you s0 you'll have someoneto deep with, that'sdl. Isn't it, Ben?’

“Honey,” Ben said patiently, “if, or when, | find acommunity or agathering of decent, civilized people, I'll
dump you on them faster than I'd turn loose a polecat. Because I've got things to do, placesto go, and
eventsto record. | hope well find that in Memphis—I thought perhaps Jackson. | believethere are
people here, good people, but they're hiding, afraid, and they have good reason to be. So if not here,
then Memphis. If not there, some other place where you'll be safe, and | will find you asafe place. But
until then, we're stuck with each other, and | don't know why, but | feel an obligation to take care of you.
So you do what | tell you to do, Fran—when | tell you to do it—and I'll keep you dive. But for now,
you carry your butt into that office and find me that fact sheet.”

She stared a him for along haf-minute, both of them slent. Her expression a mixture of fear and respect
for the man standing in front of her. “All right,” she said. “ Y ou're quite aman, Ben Raines.”

“I'masurvivor.”
“I'm... I'm glad it was you who found me.”

He nodded his head dowly. He felt that was as close as he would get to hearing athank you or a
compliment from her lips.

“I'll get you that sheet,” she said.

They spent thefirgt night on the road in ahome just off the interstate, afew miles south of Winona,



Mississppi. The home was pleasant, well cared for, and devoid of bodies. Fran picked afew
late-blooming flowersto decorate the dinner table while Ben made dinner.

“1 wonder what happened to the people?’ she asked.

“Probably, no onewill ever know. Maybe they were visiting friendswhen ... it happened. Maybe they
panicked and ran away.”

She watched Ben, watched him as she had never watched anyone beforein her life. He was never
without agun, and hiswalk had become that of astalking gresat cat. Hisface and eyes had changed,
becoming hard and cold. And she thought she would not like this man for an enemy, for he was unlike the
other men she had known in her life. She wondered about his military life, for she had known many men
who had served, but none like this one. Ben Raineswas ... a predator type. And she admitted—to
hersalf—she was abit afraid of him. She adso knew shewas lucky it had been Ben that found her.

At night, he ordered the lights out. “ The two-legged animaswill be on the prowl,” hetold her. “ Safer this
way.” He had then pulled down the garage door and locked it.

“When we get close to Memphistomorrow,” he said, as shelay in hisarms, the swest of love-making
cooling and drying on them, “well start monitoring the CB much more closdy. All channels. Well find us
aplaceto hole up and keep our eyes and ears open—well see who comesto us. Maybe you'll get lucky
and some decent people will have banded together.”

“You redly want to berid of me, don't you, Ben?’
“No,” hereplied honestly, and hisanswer surprised him. “Well,” he added, “yes. Inaway.”
“That isaconfusng reply, darling.”

“You'reasurvivor, Fran—but not the sametype as| am. But"—he chuckled—"I have grown quite fond
of you. Inaway.”

“Yes” shesad, awry qudity to her voice. “We have gotten close, haven't we? Go ahead, Ben. Drop
the other shoe.”

“| want to see this nation, honey—as much as | can. From the Atlantic to the Pacific, from border to
border. | want to see what was destroyed, and how. | am going to chronicle this happening, this event,
and it's going to take me acouple of yearsto do that—maybe more. I'm going to find agood tape
recorder and about amillion miles of tape and talk to people. Then I'm going to find a beat-up old
portable typewriter, put the tapesin some form of order, and hole up in the mountains or by the seafor a
couple of years, work ten hours aday, every day of the week, and writeit, just the way it happened.”

“Ben?Who, may | ask, isgoing to be around to read the damned old thing?’

He laughed and cupped awarm round breast, rubbing the nipple againg his pam. She stirred against
him, her hand seeking and finding his maeness, fingersencircling it, feeling it start the process of
thickening. She masturbated him dowly as her breathing became shalow, then ahot pant.

“Wewill haveacivilization again, Fran,” he said, dipping his hand down the softness of her bely, to
touch the dampness of pubic hair. Hisfingersfound her and parted her, working in and out, histhumb on
her erect clit. “ A civilization ... someday. And people will want to know exactly what happened. And
they will reed my work.”

Ben knew she was not a student of history or even much of areader when she asked, “But you'll belong



dead by then, baby—so, who cares? So what?’

He kissed her and parted her lovely legs, dipping between them, positioning himself. He knew he was
going to miss her after they parted.

“Ben?’ she sad, grasping his penis and inserting the head inside her.
“Yes, Fran?’
“Fuck me, Ben!”

Just outside of Memphis, south of the airport, Ben found a house that was free of bodies and was set
back from the street, amid alarge number of trees. He and Fran settled in. Once they saw acar drive
dowly past, and another time a pickup truck, but he made no attempt to hail them, for they werefull of
hard-looking men, heavily armed, and they did not look like church-going types.

When the wind wasright, the stench from the city was horrible.

By monitoring the CB, Ben learned there were people divein Memphis, several thousand by the way
one group talked, and it was that one group that interested Ben.

It appeared they were occupying about aten-square-block area and clearing about ablock aday, also
sending out scouts to search for survivors. Their conversation on the CBswasintelligent, and they, of al
the groups Ben monitored, did not use profanity. The base station used channd twenty-five and the call

sign of Genesis. Ben decided to take a chance.

On the morning of their third day in Memphis, Ben used the CB in histruck to cal them. “ Break-two-five
for Genesis” hecdled.

“Thisis Geness. Who areyou?’
“I'mfriendly,” Ben said. “But | have definitely seen some unfriendly types”
Genesis chuckled. “Y es, we do seem to have afew of those still roaming the city.”

“I'mfrom Louisianaand | have awoman with me. | need to leave her in asafe place. | ... may not be
back.”

“Weé're Chrigtians, friend. Shelll be safe with us. Y ou don't seem to be too far away, but getting to us may
prove dangerous. We're cleaning out the crimina element and the looters daily, but they ill far
outnumber us. We're just better armed and have some military people with us. Also U.S. Senator Hilton
Logan ishere. Thisis sort of acommand post, you might say.”

“Logan,” Ben muttered, the mike off. “ Of al the people to spare, you have to spare that bastard.”
“That's sacrilege, Ben,” Fran said.

“No, that's just common sense, Fran.” He picked up the mike. “I'm driving adark blue pickup truck. I'll
be there shortly.”

“WElIl intercept and cover for you. Good luck.”

Ben turned to Fran. | think they're good people, Fran. Despite the fact that they took in Hilton Logan.
Youll besafe. If | don't think you will be, | won't |leave you with them.”



She smiled. “Hilton Logan was going to be the next president,” she said. “He's been abachelor dl hislife.
Maybeit'stimeto changedl that.”

Ben laughed at her and knew then that Fran was asurvivor.

“Aren't you terribly nervouswith al these big bad guns al over the place?’ Ben needled Logan. “How
many times have you pissed your pants since you've been here, just thinking about al these pistols?’

The men stood done. Fran had immediately been taken in by the women.
“| gather, Mr. Raines, you don't gpprove of my gun-control bill.”

“I believe my first wordswhen I'd learned it had passed were ‘ that goddamned do-gooder
motherfucker.’” | was, of course, referring to you, Logan.”

The senator flushed. “How did an attractive, lovely woman like Mrs. Piper cometo find hersdlf inthe
company of one such asyou?’

“Jugt lucky, | guess” Ben amiled a him. “Been swimming lately, Senator?’
The blood rushed to Logan's face.

Logan had been swvimming off the coast of Foridawhen he had suddenly begun screaming that he was
under attack by sharks, and one had just bitten him on the leg. When he had recovered from his swoon
and had been pulled ashore, it was discovered he had some old fishing line wrapped around his ankle
and thigh. Hilton Logan was not famous for his grace under pressure.

“Y ou are despicable, Raines!” He spat the words.
“And you'reacoward.” Ben walked away, deliberately turning his back to the man.
That was the beginning of the hate between the two men. It would intensify in the years ahead.

Ben left an hour after dropping Fran off. The people begged him to stay, warning him of the horrorsthey
had heard about, telling him of the dangers. But Ben wasfirm in his commitment.

“I'mawriter,” hetold aU.S. Army colond. “Maybe not avery good one, but | wonder how many of us
survived the ... holocaust. What if I'm the only one left? And please don't think me pretentious for saying
that. Someone hasto trave this nation, record all that's happened, and I'm goingto do it.”

The colond shook his hand. “Eight cities went under with nukes. Detroit, Washington, New Y ork,
Miami, Omaha, Houston, al the western part of Missouri, Batimore, and San Francisco. That'sthe
report | have so far. | suspect there are many more. The east coast from New Jersey al the way up to
the Maine border isgone, so I'm told. The rest of the citiestook germ-type warheads.”

Ben told him of the tape-recorded message and where to find it on the band. The colonel shook his head.
“I'll just be goddamned. | knew about the double double cross. Looks like now we have atriple cross.”
Hetold Ben dl he knew about the events leading up to the war, then clasped him on the shoulder. “Luck
toyou, Mr. Raines.”

“It'syou who needsthe luck, Colonel,” Ben said. “If you're planning on staying around that bastard
me.”

“I heard that. Tak isthe military—what's left of us—isgoing to ingtal him as acting president.”



“Good God!”

“My words exactly when | heard it. Look, Mr. Raines...” The colonel's words were spoken low so only
Ben could hear. “What are you going to do with your Rebels?’

“My what?' Ben was taken aback.

“Your Rebdls, gr. Generd Traveetold General MacPetersthat Col. Bull Dean caled his Rebel
commanders just at the last minute and put you in charge of them. * Bout five thousand of them. Said he
told Travee ‘that ought to sober up the drunken son of abitch.” Begging your pardon, sir.”

“It's news to me, Colond.”

“Wall, it'strue, Sir. The Rebels probably came out of this better than anybody—they knew what was
coming down; had preset places to hide, with food and water and bottled air and protective gear.”

“Where are they, now?’
The colond shrugged. “1 have noides, Sir.”

Fran cameto him and kissed him lightly and in avery ladylike way on the cheek, while Hilton Logan
stood back and scowled at Ben. Being the best-looking woman in the area—that Ben had seen—the
two were drawn like amagnet. The senator being somewhat of aladies man.

If, Ben thought, the ladies had ataste for shit.

“Ahdo thank y'dl so much, Mr. Raines.” She gushed sorghum molassesdl over him, for Logan's
benefit.

Ben smiled. “Ah, too, have enjoyed yore company, maam.” He returned a measure of ribbon cane
syrup. “Y ou have been like alight in the wildernessto me.”

Sheleaned close, her body hiding the movement of her right hand asit gently squeezed Ben's crotch.
“Dont' lay it on too thick, you damned Y ankee—hell think we're both nuts!”

SX

So now Ben was done. He felt her absence more than he would have ever thought athough he knew
eventudly they would have devoured each other with their conflicting persondities. But he missed her,
nonetheless.

Steady pussy; he amiled as he drove. But he knew it was more than that.

He made it through Memphis without incident and headed north, on the interstate, toward Cairo. He
gpent the night in New Madrid, Missouri, asmall boot-hedl town. And asthe night spread its blanket of
darkness around him, it was then that Ben missed Fran the most.

The next morning, in Sikeston, Missouri, afew miles north of New Madrid, Ben pulled into ashopping
center and found a good cassette recorder and severa good quality cassettes. He aso picked up asmall
portable typewriter. Turning a adight noise, Ben saw asmal boy, no more than nine or ten, racing out
of the store. He called to him, but the boy refused to stop. Ben thought about chasing him, then gaveit
up. There were hundreds, thousands of placesto hide. He only hoped the boy was not on his own, for
Sikeston's streets and, he was sure, its homes, were littered with the dead, stiff and stinking.

He drove around the town, and saw afew more live people, none of whom would answer hiscal. He



said to hdll with it and pulled back on the interstate, heading north.

Ashedrove, he experimented with the recorder, making the first of what would eventualy be thousands
of vocal notes and observations and comments.

He thought about what the colonel had said to him and shook hishead in disbdlief. “Commander of a
Rebd army!” Helaughed. “ Shit!”

And as he drove, he found the memory of Fran dready fading as the excitement of what lay before him
intengfied and spread itself out in hismind, exposing to hismentd light dl the ramifications and historical
aspects of his one-man Odyssean undertaking.

“Maybe a hundred years from now I'll be famous.” Ben grinned, speaking aoud.
Hewould be, but it would be for something other than hiswritings.

As he crossed theriver into Cairo, Ben dowed and became more dert, scanning the channels of his CB
for any chatter—good or bad.

A voiceleaped out at him. “Truck jist crossed the bridge.”

Ben turned on the recorder, the volume up high to catch dl the words.
“How many?’ another voice asked.

“Jg the onedude”

“No pussy with him?’

“Naw.”

“Damn! | don't think they's agoddamned cunt left in thistown. How old isthis dude? If hesakid and
he's pretty, we can take turns cornholin’ him.”

“Cainttdl. Hesgittin' out of my sght, turnin’ off on 51.”
“Well foller him, laid back, sort of. You lisenin', Raphie?’
“Yeah,” Raphie answered.

“You and Tarver take your pickup and block this side of 51, over there by that old beer joint we used to
hang out at—you ‘ member it?’

“Yeah. Will do. If he'stoo ugly to cornhole, welll have us some fun with him *forewekill him.”

Ben's smile was savage, apulling back of thelipsinto asnarl. “ Sorry to spoil your fun, boys” he
muttered. “But I'm going to seeif | can't rid the world of some human scum.”

Why isit, he thought, the scum aways seem to survive any tragedy?

He shrugged away the age-old question and smiled grimly. What those scumbals didn't know was that
Ben knew Cairo probably better than they knew it. HEd had hisfirst woman—awhore—in Cairo, back
when gripperswere gill bumping and grinding in various clubs.

Ben turned down a side street, jumped out of the truck, and walked to the rear. He quickly assembled
the antitank weapon. It was a one-shot, one-time affair, and Ben had never understood why the Army



had replaced the bazooka with it, as the bazooka could be used over and over. But, he didn't recall the
Army ever asking for hisopinion. Hereadied the LAW and laid it in the bed of the truck; then clicked his
Thompson off safety.

Soon, he heard the sounds of acar approaching, and smiled when he saw the vehicle: anew Cadillac.
Then he knew the mentdity of the men after him: “whitetrash,” folksin the south called them, and they
were correct in that name. He listened to the CB in histruck to be certain he was about to zap the right
men. The speaker rattled as the volume grew louder with the approach of the Caddy. Ben waited until dl
transmissions were concluded, then stepped out of the aley and gave the men afull dose of .45-cdiber
medicine. Thirty rounds.

The Cadillac dewed to one side, the windshield a maze of pocked spiderwebs. It rolled up on the curb,
banged into a storefront, then died in agush of steam from the ruptured radiator.

Ben looked insdeto seeif they were both dead—they were—and walked dowly back to histruck,
insarting afresh clip from habit. Therewaslittle emotion in him as he pulled out into the street. He did not
fed himsdf an avenging angd; did not fed that he, and he aone, had been appointed to rid the land of
vermin. He did not even fed much satisfaction. (Is one supposed to fed satisfaction after stepping on a
roach?) But he did fed that this scenewould, in al probability, be repested, if he lived, many more times
on hisjourney.

Ben drove out of the city proper and headed north on 51. He stopped before he reached abend in the
road and dipped up behind a house, carrying the lightweight LAW. He had chosen the LAW over the
grenade launcher because hefdt it more accurate. He had taken five of them from the armory—all they
had.

He looked around the corner of the house. The truck, with two men sitting in the cab, was parked about
seventy-five meters away. He opened the LAW to its extended position, lifted front and rear sights,
armed it, then dropped to one knee and sighted into the truck, making severa adjustments before being
satisfied. Hefired the 66-mm rocket and it was dead-on accurate.

After the roaring concussion, when the glass and metal had ceased its hot raining, the areawas quiet. Ben
tossed the LAW aside and walked back to histruck. He suddenly felt eyes on him. He spun, the pistol
jumping into hishand.

Severa older men and women stood by the side of the road. One of the men held up hishandin a
gesture of submission. “Peace, friend,” he said. “We mean you no harm. Y ou'verid thistown of filth, and
we thank you for it. We were listening to those heathen talk on our CBs.”

The men were dressed in dark clothing, flat-brimmed hats; the women in long dark dresses, bonnets.

“Why didn't you men arm yourselves and do it?’ Ben asked. “Why wait and let someone dserisk his
life?”

“Our religion forbids the taking of human life,” the older man replied.

“Thenyou're foolsl” Ben said. He had no patience with a people who would not defend themsalves or
their country.

“The Lord provided you,” the man said, not taking exception at Ben's hot remark.
“Thistime,” Ben countered. “ The next time might turn out much differently.”

The man shrugged. “The Lord will provide.”



“Wonderful,” Ben said, his voice loaded with sarcasm. He opened the door to histruck. “I haveto go
find my sster and her family.” The tape recorder was running, recording it dl. “I want them to have a
Chrigtian burid, if possble”

“We have been doing that,” the spokesman said. “ Street by street. For health reasons aswell as
decency. Where did your sigter live?’

Bentold him.

The man consulted a notepad. “We have seen to that.”

“Thanks.”

“It iswe who owe you, brother.”

“Do you know what happened?’ Ben asked. “ Any ideawhat brought all thison?’
The man again shrugged. “The Lord'swill.”

“Yeah,” Ben said dryly. “Right. Asgood an answer as any, | suppose.”

Theman amiled.

Ben got into histruck and drove away, up 51, heading toward the junction with highway 37. The darkly
dressed people stood out in hismirrors, fading quickly. They looked so vulnerable standing there,

But, Ben thought—they had survived.

At afarmhousejust afew miles south of Marion, Ben pulled into the drive and looked for along time a
the place of hishirth and his youth and his growing up—the good years, including the lickings he had
received and so richly deserved, every one of them. Hereally did not want to go insde that old
two-story home. But he felt he had to do it. Reluctantly, he drove up to the house and got out.

He stood for atime, looking around him, al the memories rushing back, clouding hismind and filling his
eyes. Hetook in the land he had helped hisfather farm. Fighting back tears, he climbed the steps and
opened the front door.

His parents were Sitting on the couch, an open Bible on the coffee table in front of them. Ben's dad had
hisarm around hiswife of so many years, comforting her even in death.

They had been dead for some time and were not a pretty sight for Ben to witness.

Ben walked through the house, touching a picture of the family taken years before, when life had been
smpler. Suddenly, he whirled away from the scene and walked from the house, leaving his parents as he
had found them. He carefully locked the front door and stood for atime, looking through the window at
his parents. Through the dusty window, it appeared that his mother and father were Sitting on the couch,
discussing some point in the Bible. Ben preferred that scene. He walked from the porch, got into his
truck, and drove away. He did not ook back.

He spent the night on the outskirts of Mt. Vernon, fighting back depression that threatened to grow dark
within him. Then, just before deep took him, he felt astrong new resolve build within him.... What hewas
doing, thisjourney of his, wasright and just; it had to be done. Ben wanted to discover why hewas
gpared when so many others had died. Did the wasp stings have anything to do with it, or everything?
Why had the deadly gases that had swept over the land killed some and not others? And he was right



and correct in killing those who would prey on othersless able to defend themselves.

Ben felt hewas not donein his one-man style of justice. He felt there were otherslike him throughout the
country—the world. They, too, fet an outrage when witnessing the scum and dimewho traveled the
land, raping and killing and torturing at their leisure. Perhaps many who felt that outrage did not have
automatic weapons and what was |eft of modern technology at their disposal; perhapsthey were using
clubs and stone axes, but they were his counterparts, nonetheless.

He stirred on the bed, shaking away his meandering philosophizing. Finaly, he dept, dreaming of his
parents and of an army of Rebels with no commander, no leader, no direction. He woke up tired.

His brother's homein Mt. Vernon was burned to the foundation. He had no ideawhere e seto look, so
he drove away, his CB on. There were people dive in the town, but they ran away when Ben
approached them.

He angled to the northwest until he picked up highway 127, staying with it, passing through a half-dozen
small towns, stopping in each to look around, to make recorded notes. There were people divein each
place, but they appeared to be in some sort of shock, not knowing what to do. It appeared to Ben they
seemed to be waiting for someoneto tell them what to do. The smdll of rotting human flesh was dmost

overpowering.

“Why don't you clean up these dead bodies?’ Ben asked them. “What are you going to do, just leave
themto rot?’

“What businessisit of yours?’ he was asked.
Ben shrugged and drove away. “ The hell with you,” he muttered.

He saw, he guessed, about a hundred people dive in Springfield, but they were not receptive to Ben's
guestions. Most ran away when he approached them. He found one group that seemed to have some
direction about them. They were not overly friendly, but neither were they openly hogtile. Nine whites
and three blacks; two women, ten men. He asked them afew questions, but the answers he received
were of the monosyllabletype.

“What are you people going to do?’ he asked one of the women. She appeared to be the leader of the
group.

Shelooked at him and walked away without replying.
End of interview.
Ben got the strong impression they al wished hewould just leave.

Ben buried his second brother and hisfamily in acommon, shalow grave. Then, after working dl
afternoon, he redlized how pointlessit dl was.

Millions, billions of people were dead dl over the world, with no dignity in their dying. (Isthere ever any
dignity in dying?) Why should hisfamily be any different? What the hell wasthe purpose of it al?

Ben threw the shove on the grass and walked away asthe cool fall winds blew acrossthe yard. And that
raised another issue in Ben's mind: he did not want to be caught in the North during winter; winter was
rough in Illinois even under the best of conditions. No, he would drive on to Normal, see about his sster,
then on to the suburbs of Chicago to see about his brother, and then he would head for the deep South
or the deserts of the West.



No—he shook his head—let'stakeit, if weregoingto doit, al theway: over to the east asfar as
possible, then work down the east coast, dl the way down to Florida. Slowly work your way back up
during thelast of the winter weeks, then head west. Let'sdo it right, or not at all.

Hefound his sster—or what was |eft of her—in the back yard of her homein Normal. Dogs, or some
kind of animal, had been feeding. Despite his earlier fedings, Ben could not leave her like that. He
scraped anarrow grave in the back yard and then, gagging, moved his sister into the trench and covered
that with earth and stones and concrete blocks.

Her husband helé&ft in the house. In bed. Son of abitch had probably been taking anap while hiswife
mowed the yard. Ben wouldn't have buried him even if he had been outside. Her husband was (or had
been) acollege professor at aloca inditution; aleft-leaning type who got his nuts off just thinking about
people like Hilton Logan, who wept every time amass murderer was taken to the gas chamber or the
barbecue chair. Ben despised him and the feding was shared.

Ben drove on to the suburbs of Chicago, being very careful, al his sensesworking, for the chatter on the
CB—on amost every channe—was picking up, and alot of it was unfriendly. The hatred that Ben had
sensed between the races had |eaped to the surface after the catastrophe.

He heard alot of “motherfuckers’ and “honkies’ on the CB, and alot of what Ben cdled jive-talk. He
also heard alot of “nigger bastards, coons, shines, and porch monkeys.”

The hate had erupted.
Ben had no intention of driving into downtown Chicago.

There was very little actua fear behind that decision, but agreat deal of common sense. Ben wasnot a
racist, but he did not believe in giveaway programs that merely squandered money without solving any
socid ills. He was an advocate of forcing people to work, but only asalast resort. He had alwaysfelt
that hard work, some conformity, and some bending was needed from both sides of the color line.

Of course, he thought, all that is moot, now.
He adjusted the volume of his recorder to catch al the hatred that sprang from the speaker of his CB.

He gathered that arace war was building between the blacksin the city and the whites in the suburbs.
And he guessed, from listening to the chatter, that there must be fifteen or twenty thousand people divein
and around the city. So it was shaping up to be ahell of a battle.

What stupidity, Ben thought. We should al be working to build awonderful new world from out of the
ashes, all thismisery. We should be putting past hates and distrust behind us, but instead, here we go
again; nothing has changed.

Fooldl

“The hell with you dl!” Ben muttered. “ Go ahead—kill each other. But you are going to regret you
stayed in the city come this December, when the cold and snow hit.”

He encountered no trouble until he reached the town where his brother lived. The roads were blocked
and armed white men patrolled the area. Ben had to smile at the sight. A sad smile. Back to thejungles,
he thought.

“I'mtrying to reach my brother, if he'sgill dive,” Ben told agroup of men. “ Carl Raines.”



“I know him. He'sdive. What do you want with him?’

“Wadl, goddamn it!” Ben amost shouted the words. “He's my brother. What the hell do you think | want
withhim?’

“Relax, migter,” the man said, softening hiswordswith afaint smile. “ Sure, you can go see him, but
you're not leaving once you get in.”

“What?’

“We need every gun and every white man we can get in this fight. Were gonnawipe those damned
niggers out once and for al. Then we can rebuild a decent society.”

| don't believe I'm hearing this, Ben thought. He stared at the man.
“Let himgoin, seehisbrother.” The voice spoke from behind Ben.

Ben turned to face an older, nestly dressed man. In hislatefifties or early sixties, Ben guessed. “| thank
you, migter,” Ben said.

“Weredl alittle bit tense here, I'm afraid.” The man offered an gpology aong with an explanation.
“We're outnumbered, you see. I'll wait for you here; see you get back out. We have no right to detain
you. Thisign't your fight.”

Ben nodded his thanks and drove to his brother's house through what appeared to be an armed camp.
His brother was waiting for him in the front yard, awalkie-talkie on hisbelt. He had been aerted to Ben's
ariva.

It had been eight years since the brothers had seen one another; the moment was awvkward after they
shook hands.

Ben opened the conversation. “Get Mary and the kids, Carl ... let's get the hell out of here.”

His brother shook his head. “No. Mary's still alive—thank God. Alice, she'sthe oldest, you know ... she
madeit O.K. All therest are dead, near aswe can tell. Isn't safeto go into the city. Can't search for
them. | hope they're dead. Be better than gettin’ raped by them coons.”

“I'm sorry, Carl. | saw to our brothers and sisters. Mom and Dad. All dead.”

The older man nodded. “Figured they was. Lot of othersin the same boat. Terrible thing. No, I'm not
leaving, Ben. I'm staying here and protecting my home againgt looters. The niggers are tearing up the
city—rapin’ and killin'”

“Protect your home! Hell, Carl, there must be ten million homes standing empty across this country. Take
your choice—livein the governor'smansoniif you like.”

“Beniggersinthere, eatin’ fried chicken and smackin’ those five-pound lips. Doin’ the jumpin’
funky-humpy in the governor's office.”

Ben stared at him for amoment, then shook his head. “What's changed you, Carl ? Y ou never used to
fed thisway. We came from conservative stock, yes, but you were not brought up to be aracist.”

Hisbrother'slook was just short of being unfriendly. “Y ou changed into a nigger lover now, Ben? All
them words you been writin' done this?’



“I won't even dignify that with areply, Carl.”
His brother refused to let go. “Y ou didn't used to be anigger lover, Ben.”

“Carl, | believe some of the things wrong with this nation—back when we had a nation, that is—could,
and probably should be placed on the blacks doorstep; probably will be placed there by historians. Me,
for one. The give-me, give-me-more programs. But you cant, in al honesty, blame the black race for
this'—he waved his hand—"horror.”

“I'm not sayin’ that, Ben. I'm sayin’ now isthetimeto either get rid of them or put them back in their
place”

“Get rid of an entirerace! Ben, that's genocide. Y ou can't be serious. Their place? Wherethe hell isthat,
Carl?

“It damned sure ain't dongside me, brother. Ben, I'm not gonna stand here and argue race with you; you
alwayswas too good with words. I'm just aworkin’ man. Besides, what we're doin’ here ... well, it'sthe
principle of it.”

“Theprinciple of it!” Thewordsrolled from Ben's mouth. He laughed in his brother's face. “How about
the black children, Carl—you going to kill them, too?”

His brother shrugged. “Little niggers grow up to be big niggers, Ben. They'redl taught from birth to lie
and sted and lugt after white women.”

Ben was shocked and his face wastight with anger. “ Carl ... you don't mean that. Now, I'll admit | don't

have many black friends.” He grimaced. “Matter of fact, | don't have any. But you can't believe all black
people are the way you describe them.” He looked at his brother. “Carl,” he asked dowly, “do you have
any Jewsinthis... gathering of yours?’

His brother shook hishead. “No. All they areisabunch of nigger lovers. Just like the goddamn ACLU.
Héll, the Jews and the niggers support it. Y ou're the one who has changed, Ben—not me. So maybe
you'd just better carry your asson out of here. Y ou don't fit in with us.”

“I sureashel don't, Carl. That's one thing we agree on. Carl? How are you going to survive thiswinter?
There'sno dectricity. Do you have afireplace? How about food?’

“Well get by with heating oil—lots of that in storage. WEI get the food from stores and warehouses.”
Ben smiled. “By looting it, Carl ? Ian't that what the blacks are doing in the city?’

“Why don't you just carry your Jew-lovin', nigger-lovin” asson out of here?” The voiceripped a him
from behind.

Ben turned, hiseyeswidening in disbelief. The smal, wiry-looking man was dressed in aNazi sorm
trooper's uniform. A swastikaon hisdeeve.

Ben looked around him: a crowd had gathered, and their faces were hogtile. This was solid middle-class
Americaglaring a him. Ben turned his gaze at his brother.

“Aw ... no, Carl—not this. Youreavet. Y ou fought against what this'—he waved his hand at the
Nazi—"turd represents.”

“Maybe, baby brother,” Carl said, “we were wrong back in ‘44. George, there, he's convinced me that



back then our forces should have let Hitler go on and wipe out the Jews. Then we should have linked up
with him and gone into Africaand cleaned up on the jungle-bunnies. I'm glad | wastoo young for the
second world war, Ben. | think 1'd have been ashamed to admit | was a part of it. Jews and niggers,
Ben—they're just dike. And were gonnado what should have been done along time ago.”

Ben stood for only afew seconds, looking at his brother. “1 don't know you anymore, Carl.”

“Get out, Ben. Right now. ‘ Fore some of my friends take it upon themselves to whip your nigger-lovin’
&))

“My pleasureto leave, Carl. I'm just glad Mamma and Dad don't have to see this”
The brothers did not shake hands. Ben brushed past him and the Nazi-lover, fighting back avery strong
urge to knock the storm trooper on his butt.

SEVEN

Ben drove fast and he drove with anger eating a him. He just could not believe his brother had changed
50, and he wondered just how many men and women this George commanded. Too many, he was
certain. One would have been too many.

Hedrovefirgt to the south, out of the suburbs, and then cut east, crossing over into Indiana Just before
dark, he pulled into amotd off Interstate 65. Thompson in hand, Ben prowled the motel. In onewing he
found the rooms had been occupied and they held stinking, stiffening dead. But the entire east wing was
clean and free of bodies. Ben chose aroom, found the laundry room, and picked up sheets, pillowcases,
and blankets. He was waking back to his room when he saw the dark shapes standing in the parking
area

About ahdf-dozen black men and women. No, helooked closer, one of the women was white—he
thought.

Ben made no moveto lift the SMG, but the click of hisputting it off safety was very audiblein the
dillness

“Desarting your friendsin the suburbs?” atall black man asked. Ben could detect no hodtility in his
voice.

“I might ask the same of you,” Ben said.

The man laughed. “A point well taken. S0 ... it appears we have both chosen this mote to spend the
night. But ... we were here firsd—quite some time. We were watching you. So ... which one of us
leaves?’

“Noneof us,” Ben said. “If you don't trust me, lock your doors.”

The man once again laughed. “My nameis Cecil Jeffreys.”

“Ben Raines”

“Ben Raines? Where have | heard that name? The writer?’

“Ah ... what pricefame?’ Ben smiled. “Yes. Sorry, | didn't mean to beflip.”

“I didn't takeit that way. We'rein the samewing, just above you. My wifeis preparing dinner now—in
the motel kitchen. Would you liketo join us?’



“Y es, very much so. I'm tired of my own cooking.”
“Wdl, then ... if you'l ding that Thompson, I'll help you with your linens.”

Ben did not hesitate, for he felt the request and the offer atest. He put the SMG on safety and dungit,
then handed the man his pillows. “Y oure familiar with the Thompson?’

“Oh, yes. Carried onein Vietnam. Green Beret. You?’

“Hdl-Hound.”

“Ah! Thered bad boys. Colonel Dean's bunch. Y ou fellows were headhunters.”
“Wetook afew ears.”

They waked shoulder to shoulder down the walkway, Cecil's friends coming up in the rear. Ben resisted
avery strong impulseto look behind him.

Cecil smiled. “If it will make you fed better, go ahead and look around.”
“You amind reader?’ Ben laughed.

“No, just knowledgeable of whites, that'sal.”

“Asyou seeus,” Ben countered.

“Good point. Well have agood time debating; | seethat.”

They cameto Ben'sroom.

“WEell see you in the dining room, Ben Raines. | have to warn you though...”
Ben tensed; he was boxed in, no way to make amove.

“...Thewater isice-cold. Bathe very quickly.”

Ben, like many, if not most, whites, had never sociaized with blacks, never sat down at atablewith a
black person to have dinner—except for histime in the service, and there had been few blacksin his
outfit. In truth, Ben did not really know or trust black people. He didn't know why he didn't trust them.
Hejust didn't.

Ben despised the KKK, the Nazi Party—groups of that ilk—and he would never, ever, hurt ablack
person, unlessthat person wastrying to hurt him; but, he admitted, as he bathed—very quickly—in the
cold water ... | guess| redlly don't like black people.

But why? he asked himsdlf. Have you ever tried to know or like ablack person?
No, he concluded.
Wéll, you're about to do just that.

Hewaked to the dining room through avery light mist. The smdl of death hung in the damp air, but it
was an odor that Ben scarcely noticed anymore.

“Mr. Raines,” Cecil greeted himin the candldlit dining area. “How about amartini? No ice, of course, but
| make awicked martini.”



“That would be great.” A martini-drinking black? He had thought most blacks drank Ripple and
Thunderbird.

Comeon, Raines Y ou'rethinking like an ignorant bigot.

He sat down at the table. Moment of truth. He smiled asecret smile.
“Something funny, Mr. Raines?” adender man seated to hisright asked.
“Not redly. Sad, more than anything else, | suppose.”

“Ever sat down and had dinner with blacks?” awoman inquired. Her tone was neither friendly nor hostile
... just curious.

Héll, Ben thought—they're as curious about me as | am about them. “Not redly. Only in the service.”
“Wall, | can promise you we won't have ham hocks or grits,” she said with asmile.
“Totdl thetruth,"—Ben looked at her—"I like them both.”

A few laughed doud; the rest smiled. An uncomfortable silence fell around them; it was punctuated by
shifting of feet, clearing of throats, much looking at the table, the walls. It seemed that no one had
anything to say, or, aswas probably the case, knew how to say it.

“May | help anyone do anything?’ Ben asked. “With dinner,” he added.

“We thought we'd serveit buffet-style,” Cecil said. “Eadier that way. Pardon my curiosity, Mr.
Ranes—"

“Ben. Just call me Ben.”

“Ben. Good. I'm Cecil. But | bdlieve | read somewhere that you lived in Louisana”
“That's correct.”

“You'realong way from home.”

“Burying my family: brothers, ssters, parents. Cairo, Mt. Vernon, Springfield, Normd, then into the
suburbs of Chicago.”

The woman Ben had thought white—he till wasn't sure what she was—asked, “ They're dl dead?’

“All but the brother in Chicago.” He looked at her. She was very good-looking. No negroid features
about her; but Ben sensed she was black, at least to some degree. * Y our family?’ he asked her.

“All dead. Cecil and hiswife found me wandering ... walking out of Chicago ... getting out while | could.
They took mein.”

Cecil's wife entered the room and announced that dinner was ready. Ben was introduced to her. Lila
Shewasfriendly and spoke as though she was highly educated. Cecil told him she had been acollege
professor. The news was not surprising.

The med was ddicioudy prepared, and al ate dowly, enjoying the luxury of good food and good
conversation. No one mentioned the dight odor that hung about them.

“Have any of you heard about radiation levelsin and around the cities that took nuclear hits?’ Ben



asked.

“The upper east coast istheworst,” Cecil said. “ Those cities took a concentration of bombs, most of
them nuclear. San Francisco took alow-leve hit. What isit called ...? | don't remember. Killsthe people
but leaves the buildingsintact. The United Stateswas lucky in that respect. I've heard Russaand China
redly are gone.”

“How about windsthat carry the radiation?’

Cecil shrugged. “ There again, nuclear warfare had progressed considerably ... in our favor. | have heard
thereisno danger from that. But ... who knows. I'm not a scientist.”

Ben began putting faces and names together. The woman who had asked about hisfamily was Sdina
SdinaFranklin. There were Jake and Nora, a Clint and Jane Halms, and Anwar Ali Kasim.

Ben took an immediate didike to Kasm, and fdt equaly bad vibes coming from him. Kasm confirmed
his fedlings when he spoke.

“How come you didn't stay with your brother and his buddiesand help kill dl the niggersin the city?’
Kasm asked, hiseyes dive with hate.

Sdinarolled her eyes and shook her head in disgust. Lilasighed and looked at her husband. Cecil said,
“Kasm, youreajerk!”

“And heswhite!” Kasm spat his hate at Ben.
“Doesthat automatically make me bad?’ Ben asked.
“Asfar asI'm concerned, yes,” Kaam said. “And | don't trust you.”

“Maybe,” Sdlinasaid, her words quiet, “he's just aman who sat down to have aquiet dinner. He hasn't
bothered a soul—brother.” She smiled at her humor.

Kasm didn't share her humor. “1 see,” he said, the words softly spoken but tinged with hate. “Well, now
... Zebragot hersdf ayearning for some white cock?’

She dapped him hard, hitting him in the mouth with the back of her hand, bloodying hislips.

Kasm drew back hishand to hit her and found himself looking down the barrel of a.44 magnum. Cecil
jacked back the hammer and calmly said, “I would hate to ruin thisfine dinner, Kasm, snceraw brains
have never been afavorite of mine. But if you hit her, I'll blow your fucking head off!”

Kasm looked at the man in dishdlief. He nodded his head when he saw the look in Cecil'seyes. “Youd
kill me... for him?’ Hejerked his head toward Ben.

“Y ou're twisting words out of context, Kasm,” Cecil said, the muzzle of the .44 never wavering. “But
you're good at that.”

Kasm put both hands on the table, one on each side of his plate. “Y ou know what those white bastards
didtomy sgter.”

“l know. But Ben Rainesdidn't doit.”

“Hes Hill whitel”



Ben rose from the table. “I'd better leave, | suppose.”

“Yes” Cecil surprised him. “1 think it would be best. And I'm sorry for having to say thet. | waslooking
forward to someintelligent conversation later on.”

“Perhaps well meet again,” Ben suggested.

“Y ou put your white assin New Africa, motherfucker,” Kasm said, “and it'll be buried there.”
“I will make every effort to avoid New Africa,” Ben promised. “Wherever that might be.”
“Missssppi, Alabama, and Louisana,” Kasm said. “A black nation. All black.”

Ben amiled. “My homeé'sin Louisiana, Kasm, or whatever your goddamned nameis. And I'll giveyou a
bit of advice. I'm going back to my room and go to deep. I'll pull out just after dawn tomorrow. There
will be no troublein this motel—that | start, that is. But if | ever seeyou again ... I'll kill you!”

“Words.” Kasm sneered at him. “Big words. How about trying it now? Just you and me?’
“Drag your ass out of the chair, hotshot.” Ben smiled.
“Cool it, Kasim,” Cecil warned him. “Y ou're outclassed with Ben. Let it lie”

Kasm met Ben's eyesfor along moment, then dropped his gaze. Ben walked away, toward the door.
He paused, turned around. “I1t was addicious med, Mrs. Jeffreys. | thank you.”

She smiled and nodded.
Ben'seyestouched Sdinas. She smiled a him.
Hewaked out into the rainy night, leaving, he hoped, the hate behind him.

Hewas loading his gear into the truck at dawn, tying down the tarp when he heard footsteps. He turned,
right hand on the butt of the .45 belted at hiswaist.

Sdina
“Weall fed very badly about last night, Mr. Raines. All except Willie Washington, that is.”
“Who?’

She smiled in the misty dawn. A beautiful woman. “Kasm. We grew up together ... same block in
Chicago. Hell dways be Willieto me.”

In the dim light he could see her skin was fawn-colored. “Does he really hate whites as much asit seems?
All whites?’

“Does the KKK hate blacks?’
“They say they don't.”

“Right. And pigsfly.” They shared aquiet laugh in the damp dawn. “Kasm's sster was ... used pretty
badly, when he was young. Raped, buggered. He was besaten and forced to watch. The men were never
caught. Y ou know the story; it happens on both sides of the color line. He's about haf nuts, Ben.”

“| gathered that.”



“Therearealot of differences between theraces, Ben. Culturd differences, emotiond differences. The
bridgeiswide.”

“I do not agree with what my brother and hisfriends are doing, Sdina. | want you to know that.”

“I knew that last night, Ben. | think ... we need more men like you and Cecil; less of Jeb Fargo and your
brother.”

“Who inthe hdl is Jeb Fargo?’

“Hisnameisrealy George, but he likesto be called Jeb. He came up to Chicago about five years
ago—from Georgia, | think. Head of the Nazi Party.”

“Yeah ... 1 met him. | didn't like him. | agree with you, Salina. | hope his ... mentality doesn't take root.”
“Itwill,” she predicted flatly. “What are your plans, Ben?’

Hetold her, standing in the cool mist of the morning. Hetold her adl his plans, his schedule he had
worked out in hismind while waiting for deep to take him the night before. He told her of hishomein
Morriston, and how he had literaly dept through the horror after being stung.

“That probably saved your life”

“What are your plans, Sdina?’

She lifted her dender shoulders. “1'm with Cecil and Lila. Wherethey go, | guess| go.”
“Lagt night, in the dining room, Kasim called you a zebra. What does that mean?”’

Shelaughed, but it was arueful laugh. “I'm haf white, hdf black. My mother was alight-skinned woman,
good-looking. My father was a handsome man. Y es, they were married.”

“I didn't think you were—"
“Pure coon,” she cut in, but she was smiling.
“That was not my choice of words, Salina.”

She looked up at him, then abruptly put her hands on his shoulders and kissed him on the mouth. She
turned and waked away.

Ben watched her leave; watched all of her leave, from her ankles up. She was very shapely. He touched
hislipswith hisfingertips, then caled after her, “Remember, my homeisMorriston.”

Her reply was awave; then she rounded the corner of the motel. Ben sensed eyes on him. He looked
around him, then glanced up. Theface of Kaam, pure animad hatein his eyes, was saring a him from the
second floor of the motel. His mouth was swollen from Salinas backhand dap.

“Goddamned, no good, honky motherfucker!” he hissed.
“| thought Mudims weren't supposed to use bad language,” Ben said.
“I'll kill you someday,” Kasim promised.

“I doubt it,” Ben said. He got into histruck, cranked it, and drove away.



He could still fed the warmth of Salinaslips on hisand Kaam'swild hatred.
It was disconcerting.

Ben headed south, driving until he cameto highway 14, knowing it would take him through only afew
towns, and eventudlly lead to Fort Wayne. He stopped at each smadll town, finding two or three divein
each. In amost every case, there was no direction to them, no leader; they were accomplishing nothing:
not burying the dead, not cleaning the litte—nothing. Just waiting. For what, Ben didn't know, so he
asked.

“Help,” aman said.
“From whom?’ Ben asked.
“The government, who els?’

“Man ... there isno government. | doubt there is a stable government anywhere in the world. Don't you
understand what has happened?’

The man looked at him and walked away. He called over his shoulder, “The government'll help us.
Y ou're wrong, mister. If the government wasn't gonna help us, they wouldn't have made ever'body so
dependent on them. Y ou're wrong.”

“And you'reafool,” Ben muttered. He drove on.

He found adozen people alivein Rochester, dl in their mid-to-late thirties; afew kids. They seemed
genuinely excited to see him, asking where held been, what he'd seen, what he was doing. And, where
was government help? Here, the women outnumbered the men, two to one; one woman madeit very
plain she would go with Ben; he had only to ask.

Hedid not ask, athough she was a good-looking woman and Ben was beginning to fed sexud urgesrise
in him. Hetold them to be careful, told them what was happening in Chicago; then, after asking afew
guestions asto why they thought they had survived when others hadn't (none of them had any ides), he
pulled out.

In one smdl town, he found three men dive. They were having aparty. A long one. Drunk, and they had
been that way for days. No, they weren't from town; come up from Marion, just wandering. Had Ben
seen any broads?

He sent them to Rochester.

Ben cut off 14 for atime, then took a county road east to US 24, approaching Fort Wayne from the
southeast. On the edge of that city, abillboard brought him up short, brakes smoking.

Ben raines—If you're dive and reading this, or if anybody knows the wheresbouts of ben raines, have
him contact us on military 39.2. Keep trying; well be listening. We need orders.

“Orders?’ Ben said. “What fucking orders? From me?’” Then it hit him: the Rebels. The colond hadn't
been kidding; the Bull had redlly doneiit.

“Wadll...” Ben muttered. “1'm not your commanding officer. Good luck, boys.”

On the outskirts of Fort Wayne, he tucked histruck behind amotel and stayed the night, his deep
punctuated by sporadic gunfire.



He decided to |eave Fort Wayne to whoever held the most firepower.

At dawn, after acold breakfast, and fedling just abit depressed, Ben gassed up histanks. He had long
since ceased trying to use the pumps; eectricity was gone a nearly every place he stopped, and the
pumps were useless. But gasoline tankers were in abundant supply and bulk plants werefull. Eventudly
fire or the dements or crazies might destroy the storage areas, but now he wasn't worried about fuel.

Until things began to settle down, and he felt they would in time, and until people accepted what had
happened and tried to rebuild, Ben decided to skip the cities. But he would get as close as
possi ble—within CB range, if he could—attempting to keep a pulse on what was happening.

The wesather was raw when he pulled out, crossing into Ohio and picking up highway 24. Before he had
left Louisana (it now seemed so long ago), Ben had anticipated highways and interstates clogged with
stalled vehicles, but that had not been the case, and as he drove, he saw why. On the interstates, exits
and on-ramps were hopdesdy snarled; traffic was backed up, in many cases, for amile or more. It was
hard work getting off and on the interstate system, and Ben knew that soon hewould haveto find a
four-whed drive with one hdll of agood PTO winch on the front.

He stopped at an Ohio State Police building and prowled around until he found a Geiger counter; he
wasn't that far from the area that had taken the most nukes and he wanted something to test with.

He did not want to get too close to Toledo for fear the bridges would be blocked and he might get
himself into a bad situation. He crossed the Maumee River and took theriver road on the east Side up to
Perrysburg. That was as close as he wanted to get to Toledo. And that amost proved too close.

Engrossed in CB cheatter, he did not notice the motorcycles until it was almost too late. He was gassing
up, the motor ill on. He took an dmost perverse plessure (childlike, heredlized) in wasting gas, Sinceiit
no longer cost an arm and aleg to buy agalon. He hoped the Arabs, who had gouged the world for
years, weredl rotting in their oil-rich beds, their imported French water growing bugsinit. It was
American know-how that had brought in their fucking ail in thefirst place.

Ben pulled out onto the highway just as he heard the roar coming at him. A pistol barked and adug
spiderwebbed the windshield. He squalled onto Ohio 199 just as another dug dammed through the rear
window. Ben glanced at his side mirror; the motorcyclists were gaining on him, waving guns and
shouting.

Two weretailgating him. Ben smiled grimly and jammed on his brakes. Hefdt ajarring impact asthe
bikers ass-ended the pickup; one was thrown over the cab to land on his head in the center of the road.
Ben spun the whed, corrected his dide, and stopped in the center of the highway. He grabbed his
Thompson, opened the door, and cleared the highway of two-whed vermin.

Those that were left wanted no more of Ben Raines. Whooping and hollering and shouting curses a him,
they tucked their tails and split, man, leaving their wounded behind. Ben ignored the pleasfor help from
theriders sprawled in bleeding pain on the concrete. He didn't think they would have hel ped him had the
Stuation been reversed.

Ben ingpected histruck for damage. The rear was caved in, but the wheelswould roll without scraping
metd. A spring had popped, and one side stuck up inthe air. But the motor was till running.

The truck limped dong the highway for miles, while Ben looked for anationa guard or reserve armory.
Hefindly found one and pulled in. He selected a heavy-duty three-quarter-ton truck with only afew
thousand miles on it and began transferring his gear, ingtdling his CB. Thetruck had amilitary radioinit,
S0 Ben st that for 39.2. He changed the oil and filtersin the truck, tossed two sparetiresin the back,



then went prowling through the armory to see what he could find.

He picked up afew cases of C-ration and some dehydrated rations. That was about al he could find that
hefelt he could use.

He secured the place for the night, fixed some supper, and turned in.

“Lucky again, Ben,” he muttered, just as deep took him.
EIGHT

By the middle of October, Ben had traveled as far to the east as he dared go. Transmissions on the CB
had dwindled to practicaly nothing, and lately he had been seeing some fresh bodies, dl with sgns of
radiation sickness marking them. He knew they had died hard.

He cut south, and as he drove, he felt a sudden craving hit him. He chuckled as he recorded the craving
for fresh sweet milk. He began looking for cattle, flexing hisfingers as he drove. Been along time since
he'd milked a con—years. Way back when he'd helped his dad on the farm. Those cows that had
needed milking when the bombs struck; those cows that had been hooked up to milking machines.

Agony, dow agony dying.

Then another thought struck him, driving out the craving for milk: thejailsand prisons, the ingditutions that
house the old, the sick, theinsane.

Oh, my God!
Had anyone thought to check on them?
Why didn't 17 he asked silently.

He headed the nose of the truck southwest, through Pennsylvania. He would skirt the cities and check
the small towns, thejails and hospitals, work hisway southwest, through West Virginia, then cut into
Virginia, giving the hot areas of Washington and Batimore lots of room.

Hefindly gave up onthejails, the hospitals, the indtitutions: they were stinking pestholes, rotting bodies,
and many of them had died in the most horrible manner. He drove on. Then, just afew miles north of
Charlottesville, he saw afigure trudging aong the road.

The figure whirled around at the sound of the truck, then jumped for the ditch, trying for the woods. But
the jump was short, and the boy fell hard, grabbing at hisankle. By thistime, Ben was on the scene. He
stepped out onto the shoulder and turned, finding himsdlf looking down the barrel of asmal automatic

pistol, held by avery pretty young lady.

“I don't mean you any harm, miss.” Ben tried to calm her.

“Y eah? That's what the last bunch of guys said, while they weretrying to tear my clothes off me.”
“How'd you get away?’

“| kicked one of them in the nuts and split, man!”

“Y ou want meto take alook at that ankle?’

“Not particularly. Why don't you just head on out? I'll be dl right.”

“I don't mean you any harm, miss. Please believe me. What's your name?’



“None of your damned business.”

“O.K., None-of-Y our-Damned-Business, my nameis Ben Raines.”
“Big ded. Who cares? Ben Raines. That soundskindafamiliar.”
“I'm awriter. What are you, seventeen?’

“I'm nineteen, if that's any of your business—whichitisn't.” Shefixed her dark blueeyeson him. “OK.,
you can look at my ankleif it meansthat much to you, but I'm gonna keep thisgun on you al thetime.
One funny move and I'll shoot you.”

“All right, that'saded.” Ben didn't have the heart to tell her that with an automatic of that type, onefirst
had to cock it before it would fire. She had not cocked it.

Ben knelt down beside her and |ooked at her ankle. It was swelling badly. Sprained, he hoped, and not
broken. She was wearing tennis shoes. Exactly what she should not have been wearing on ahike; no
support to the ankles.

“It's sprained, None-of-Y our-Damned-Business. We've got to find a creek with cool water and have
you soak that for an hour or s0.”

“My nameis Jerre. Jer-r-e”” She spelled it out dowly. “ Jerre Hunter.” Shelooked down at her ankle.
“It looks gross.”

“Yes, it does, and it will probably get worse before it gets better. Come on, Jerre, put your arm around
my shoulders and keep your weight off that ankle.”

She gazed a him for amoment, then shrugged. “What the hell?'Y ou might rape me, but that's not gonna
hurt as bad as my ankle hurts.”

Ben laughed at her. “Y ou can put that pistol away, too, Jerre. It's not going to fire unless you cock it
firg.”

She laughed with him. “ Doesn't have any bulletsin it, anyway. Least | think it doesn't. | don't know how
to load it.” Shetossed the pistol into the ditch.

The automatic bounced off alarge rock, fired, and blew a chunk of wood out of atree.
Ben looked at her and dowly shook his heed.

Ben found alittle fast-rushing creek with water cold enough to turn one'sfinger bluejust from testing it,
and for an hour the two of them sat on the bank talking, while she soaked her ankle and bitched about
the temperature of the water and how she probably would catch pneumonia, or how her foot would
probably rot off from radiation.

Shetold him she had just started her second year of collegein Maryland when the war talk started. Then
the panic hit. She had been sick for aweek or so while others around her had been dying.

Gross, she caled the experience. The absolute pits, man.
“Y ou want to know something else, Ben? | mean, on top of al this stupid war stuff, thereisno music.”

“By music, | assume you mean rock and roll?’



“Isthere any other kind of music?’
“| wasn't aware rock and roll was music.”

She cocked her head, blond hair falling over one eye, and stared at him for atime. “I think, Ben Raines, if
we're going to be friends, we'd better not discuss our tastesin music.”

“At least until you grow up.” He smiled &t her.
“Whatever.”

When Ben asked why she was waking and not driving, she shrugged her shoulders and said shefelt like
walking, that'swhy. Plenty of cars and plenty of time should she decideto drive.

Ben knew better than to question the logic of the young (do the young havelogic?), so helet that dide.

“How come, Ben,” she asked, “we're not all falling over dead from radiation sickness? | mean, | thought
greet clouds of that stuff would be floating around.”

“Clean bombs,” hereplied.
"Clean bombs?" Shelooked at him. “What kind of sillinessisthat? Soundslike a contradiction to me.”
“Itis, after afashion.” Then hetold her of the tape he'd heard, and of the Rebels and of thetriple cross.

“All that is so confusing to me. Coups. Takeover. Rebds. Y ou're redly acommander of a Rebel army,
Ben Raines?’

“I guess s0.” He chuckled.

“Where arethey?’

“I have no idea, Jerre. It wasn't my idea.”

“I heard rumors of the Rebels. Just alittle bit. Arethey radical people?’

“I don't believe so. Law-and-order types, I'm sure. But Bull Deanwas no radica.”

“But he advocated the overthrow of the government, Ben. That's pretty radica, don't you think?’

Ben dowly nodded hishead. “Yes ... yes, that's true. But one would have to know the Bull, what made
him tick. He would not have assumed power for any length of time. What Bull wanted was areturn to
law and order and moras and discipline. He wasn't a Castro or some two-bit dictator; just aman who
believed very strongly in agovernment of the people, for the people, and more importantly, by the

people.”
“| don't believe welve had that type of government in along time, Ben. Do you?’

“No,” hesad quickly and flatly. “Government got too big—too powerful. Agencieslike the IRS had
entirely too much power. Same with most government agencies. Wdll, it'sal moot, now.”

“But ... what's that line, Ben, about ashes?’
“Tabb. ‘ Out of the dead, cold ashes, life again.”

“Snap judgment time, Ben Raines.” Shelooked at him, her gaze serious. “| think you're a pretty good



man—decent guy. | think you'll probably link up with those Rebels”
“No way, Jerre.”

“Yeah, | think you will, Ben. You'll haveto get your shit together first. But after that ... yeah, you will. I've
read some of your stuff. Y ou're adreamer and aromanticist and you'd like to go back about a hundred
years—have those kinds of laws. Hell, Ben, maybe you're right. Maybe that's what the country needs.

No harmintrying, isthere?” Shewinked a him. “Generd.”

“Youreanut.” Hesmiled &t her.

“But I'm pretty.”

“Yeah,” he said softly. “Yeah, you sureare.”
“Gonna be dark soon, Ben.”

“Yes.” Helooked a her ankle. Some of the swelling was gone. “WEll find a place to deep down the
road. You'll bedl rignt—safe.”

“I know it.” She spoke the words as though she trusted him. “But the dark scaresme,” she admitted. “It
didn't used to scare me until...” Shelet her sentencetrail off to an awkward end. She sat staring into the
rushing waters.

“Your parents?’

“It ... it was dark when | got back home. Back to Cumberland. | found them in the back yard. All
swelled up and gross-looking. | just sat in the den and bawled and hollered. | never felt so donein my
life. Then the guy who lived next door—he made it through, never got sick, or anything—he came over.
Helogt hiswholefamily and it didn't seem, at first, to bother him. He said he was going to take care of
me, just like | was hisdaughter. | believed him, so | went with him.” She kicked dirt into the creek.

“Hetried to get me drunk later on that night; said it would make mefed better. Then | knew what he was
al about. Guysthink they're so smooth, but given alittle time, most girls can see through them. If the girl's
got any sense. So | knew what was coming.

“Later on—I thought he'd gone to bed—I tried to dip out of his house, but he was watching for me. We
had quite atusde there on thefloor; | marked him pretty good.” She put those Sartlingly Prussian blue
eyeson Ben. Honest eyes. “1'm not avirgin, Ben Raines, but | don't give it away wholesdle, either. And
that bastard redlly pissed me off. | think, had he played it right, | probably would have gone to bed with
him. He was a handsome man, and I'd dways thought him anice person. Not that | cared anything about
him, but ... it would have been ... well, someone to hold you—you know. | mean, everything was al
screwed up. | don't know how to explainiit.”

Ben knew, but he remained silent, letting Jerretdl it dl, her way.

“Findly, he hit me. Boy, did he pop me! When | came out of it, he wasripping my panties off meand
talking redly wild stuff. Said | was gonna be his private pussy. All kinds of stuff. | got redlly scared then.
Not only because he was trying to rape me, but because | knew then he was realy bonkers.

“We were by the fireplace, on the carpet, and when he stood up to take off his pants, | rolled away and
grabbed apoker.” Again, she gazed a him. “I think | killed him, Ben. Something popped when | hit him.
| don't think he was breathing. But | wasn't about to stick around to do any nursing; I'll tell you that for a
fact! | just took off. Got in my dad's car and l€ft.



“And do you know where | went? Where the damned car quit on me? Smart me! To Whedling. Tak
about a case of the dumb-ass. There was amob of thugs roaming around. And you know they spotted
me. Y ou ever seen one little blond-headed girl trying to bregk the four-minute mile while being chased by
fifty guys, al with their peckers out?’

Despite the gut-wrenching fear Ben knew she must have experienced, the panic within her at thetime, he
had to laugh at the way shetold her story.

“And one of those guyswas huge, man! What isit with men, Ben Raines?| mean, sex is good—terrific,
when everything is right—but | don't go around thinking about it al the time. Men do, though, don't they?
Surethey do.”

“I don't know that we think about it dl thetime,” Ben said dowly. “But aman isdamned sureready at a
second's notice.” Hefelt alittle ashamed of himsdlf, for he had aready mentally undressed Jerre. Herose
from the bank and held out his hand. She took it, her smal hand soft in his. He pulled her to her feet.

“Wed better get on the road, Jerre. Find us a place to spend the night. Fix us some dinner.”
“All right,” shesaid quietly, her eyes studying him.

Ben had fixed atub of water in which she could soak her ankle, and then had set about cooking dinner.
She had eaten asiif she had not had amorsdl of food in days. Ben then shooed her off to bed.

Helay in hisbed that night, and had to smile a all that Jerre had said that afternoon and evening. She
was, Ben concluded, ateen-age character. Purely one of akind, with the open honesty that Ben liked in
people. He remembered how she had looked at his weapons, then at him.

“Y ou redly know how to shoot al these things?’ she had asked.

Ben admitted that he not only did, but had done so, and hetold her of the things that had happened to
him snceleaving Louisana

She shuddered as Ben told her of the men in Cairo and what they had planned for him. “ That's gross,

Ben!”

He recounted his search for hisfamily, described the men and women in Cairo who would not fight for
their lives or property, and his experience with his brother in Chicago, and what he and hisfriends were
planning to do.

She had replied, “It wasn't just blacks chasing mein Wheding; some of those guys were pretty
decent-looking men. But | think | can understand how your brother and hisfriendsfed.”

“Oh?’

“Sure. That doesn't mean | agree with them—I don't; | think they're wrong. But | don't believe blacks
and whiteswill ever get dong. | mean, it'stoo late, now. But that'stheway | fed.”

Ben thought of Kasm, and agreed with her. Then he thought of Cecil and Lilaand Sdina, and slently
disagreed with her.

“Why do you think that, Jerre?’

“That we won't get a ong? Because we're two different peoples, that's why. That's the main reason. Hey!
I'm not abigot, Ben Raines. Don't think that, because you'd be wrong. Let metdl you this, Ben. In high



school, my best friend, and | mean my very best friend, was a Chinese girl named Sue Ling. From grade
school up, dl the way to graduation, we were inseparable. Then we went to different schools, but we
kept in touch. | tried to find her after ... after it happened. But | couldntt.

“Thenin college| had friends of different nationdities, lots of them: East Indian, Thai, Vietnamese, Arabs,
American Indians ... oh, you know what | mean ... lots of different people.”

Ben waited for her to drop the other shoe.

“But | never had ablack friend. Do you know why that is, Ben Raines,
big-time-author-of-some-importance? And ageneral, to boot.”

Helaughed. “Youtdl me, Jerre Hunter,
girl-who-broke-the-four-minute-mile-while-bei ng-chased-by-fifty-guys-with-thei r-peckers-out.”

She giggled, then laughed, then put her hand on hisforearm. She sobered. “1'm leveling with you, Ben—I
don't know. Lots of reasons, | think. One: | don't like to walk down the hals of my school and have half
adozen black guys say, ‘Hey, baby! Y ou wannafuck? And that's happened, Ben. All over this country.
But the newspeople, oh, they wouldn't report anything like that. Or maybe it's because when one of usis
asked out by ablack guy and we say no, we're automatically accused of being aracist. Well, alittle of
that goesalong way. Doesit ever occur to people that the choice of dating is up to the person being
asked? That chemistry hasalot to do with it? But Ben, I've seen black guys1'd go out with—but they
never asked me. It'slike the one bad apple, | guess. | don't think you're araci<t, but what I've said sure
makes me seem like one, and I'm not. | guess.... | don't like to be pushed. | choose my friends—they
don't chooseme.” She shook her head. “1'm not saying thisright.”

“No, Jerre, | don't believe yourearacist. You're not thetype.” Isthere a type? heslently questioned.

“My daddy wasn't aracist; neither was my mother. They both worked with black people and the word
‘nigger’ was not in their vocabulary. | said it once and got dapped for saying it. So it wasn't my homelife
that made mefed ... however | fed.”

“Tel me about your friends of other nationdities, Jerre. Y ou don't mind if | record this? Good.”

“Wadl ... Suewasjust like me—like you—in the way we think. That's not right. In the way we act. So
was Rgjah, and Mark Little Bear. They were ... were...” Shelooked at Ben.

“Wegen?’
“Yeah! That'sit—kind of, but not quite. They acted...” She again looked at Ben.
“Likeus?’

“Inaway. They gill had their identities, but they didn't try to shove their culture down my throat. What
am| trying to say, Generd ?’

“Probably that they conformed to our leve of acceptance, but till maintained their own culture. We think
dike, Jerre”

Shegazed at him, her eyes serious. “But is our thinking right, Ben? Correct?”
“I don't know, babe.”

“I think we were anation of bigots, Ben.”



Ben thought of his brother in Chicago, and of the hate of Kasm. “Still are,” he said. “ On both sdes.”

He opened his eyes at the sound of her footfall, and looked at her as she stood in the open doorway to
the bedroom.

“You're not like any man I've ever met, Generd-author Ben Raines. | think you're atough man, and |
think you're also a sengtive man. Funny combination. You'reawarrior, | guess. But agood one. That
woman, back at the motel—the one who kissed you. She was black, wasn't she?’

“Haf and haf.” Ben spoke from the bed. “Kasm caled her azebra”

“Hédl with Kasam.” She had not moved from the doorway. “1 liked the way you described Cecil and his
wife. Lila They sound like nice people and | believe you liked them. | think | would, too. But just as our
race has rednecks and trash, so do the blacks. So that makes Kasim anigger. But not Cecil and hiswife
and that other woman. That's what | wastrying to say this afternoon, Ben. No matter what race a person
might belong to, there are classes of people. Good people and bad people. | just don't believe
everybody isequal, Ben. | think people—all people—need education. | think education isthe key to
solving amogt every problem.”

“Sodol, Jerre”

She moved closer to the bed. Ben could smell the clean, fresh soap scent of her.

“I'm confused, Ben. If the war hadn't happened, would the race problem ever have been solved?’
“Not in our lifetime”

“You sound so certain.” Shelimped to the bed and sat down.

“l guess| do.”

“| said education isthe key to solving problems, Ben. Buit ... | don't believe you can have one set of rules
for some people and another set for other people.”

“Likel said, Jerre, wethink dike.”
“But how do you make someone learn?’

“Not congtitutiondly, | can assure you of that. But short of separate nations ... well, let me ask you this: if
ababy won't eat, and will starve unless something is done, what does a doctor do?’

“Wdl ... 1 guess... hell, heforce-feedsit. But, Ben, no one can force aperson to learn if that person
doesn't want to learn.”

“You can if you have accessto the home.”
“Isthat what you want to see happen, Ben?’
“No. That would be the ultimate totalitarian society.”

She put her hand on his chest and felt his heart beat againgt her palm. “I surewould like to deep with
you, Ben. But | sure don't want to get pregnant.”

“I will sure do my best to see that doesn't happen, Jerre.”



So she cameto him, dl soft and young and full of fire and excitement and very little experience with sex.

Ben opened the shirt sheworeto deep in and kissed her breasts, his tongue tautening the nipples while
his hand stroked her belly and dipped downward to the center of her. Hisfingersfound her wet and
ready to receive him.

Y oung dender arms around his neck, she cried out as he entered her, and she met histhrustswith
powerful upward lunges asthetight heat of her encircled his swollen maleness. She yelled as her first
climax shook her and then they settled into the ageless rhythm of the game with only victorsto sgnify the
coming of Omega

And while the world tumbled in chaos about them, two were not aone.
NINE

They spent two daysin the house, alowing Jarre's ankle to heal and talking of many things; learning of
each other. They played little sex games that enabled Ben to learn when she was ready to receive him:
the haf-closing of her eyes, grown cloudy with passon; the shalow breathing that turned into hot huffs of
anticipation.

“You'reredly ahot little number,” Ben kidded her. “Must have had a repressive childhood.”
“Either that, or | just liketo screw.” She smiled. “Y ou dirty old man.”

When they pulled away from the house by the side of the road, Jerre said she wanted to see Chesapeake
Bay. So Ben cut east to Tappahannock and then to Reedville. Then, like a couple of kids (one was), they
walked the beaches, pounded by wind and sea, holding hands and playing. They built asand castle (not a
very good one, for the wind blew it apart), and spent the night on the beach, in alarge double deeping
bag, huddled in each other'sarms. Just before dawn, ahard rain drove them into a Bayside cabin.

In that cabin, for the next three days, they forgot the world existed (not much of it did). Jerre
complimented Ben, his chest swelling with pride when she told him he was amply endowed inthe mae
department—she'd never seen one o big. Then, giggling, shetold him sheld only seen two before hisand
he chased her out of the cabin onto the beach. When he had caught her, and they had made love, Jerre
alowed asto how if he had any morein that ... certain department, she probably wouldn't be able to
takeit al.

Then shetold him shelied alot and raced him back to the cabin.

Thewindsturned cold and Ben cast athoughtful eye at their surroundings. “ This cabin's not made for
winter occupation, honey. | think wed best be moving on.”

“Haulin’ ass,” shesad with asmile.

And it was with sadness that they |eft. Kind of like atravelogue, Ben thought. And o, friends, itiswith a
sad heart filled with fond memories that we now leave the quaint village on the tropical ide of
Bonda-Bonda.

Ben remembered those travel ogues from Saturday afternoon matinees. Jerre hadn't even been born when
those were discontinued.

Ben sghed, feding hisage.

By now, much of the stench of death had left the land. More than a month had passed, and the rains and
the winds and the passing of time had softened the odor. But afaint sickly sweet smell ill clung to the



earth.

Packs of dogs roamed the countryside, quickly turning wild, reverting to the surviva ingtinct, never quite
fully bred out of them: the German shepherd, the Doberman, the husky, the maamute, the pit bull, the
boxer, the chow.

Lesser, smaler breeds died for the most part: the little poodles, the Chihuahuas, certain breeds of
collie—amogt al toy breeds were no more. Working breeds lived.

“Be careful and don't get too far away from me or the truck,” Ben cautioned Jerre. “Dog packs are
runningwild.”

“What else canthey do?’ shetypically asked.
“Nothing. They haveto survive. And they will survive. | just don't want them surviving on us.”

She was thoughtful for amoment, her eyeslooking at but not seeing the passing landscape asthey drove
away from the bay, heading inland. The land had a sameness, an emptiness.

“Will you shoot every dog you see with your guns?’ she asked, jaw s&t, ready for an argument.

“No, Jerre—of course not. But | will shoot any rabid anima we see, and I'll shoot to survive.” Hetold
her of theincident in Morrigton. “In afew months, rabieswill be aproblem, | think. Then | should
imagineit will taper off, more or less back to normal, like most animd diseases.”

“I'd liketo see your homein Louisiana, Ben Raines. But | don't think | will—at least not thistime
around.”

Helooked at her, more than aglance, for he had not tired of seeing her: the shape of her face, the
smoothness of her skin, the wild tangle of her blond hair.

“When | fed I'm getting too attached to you, Ben, I'll leave. Wak away, and not look back, even though
I'll want to look back—not go. I'll survive, Generd—'cause you'll teach methat. If | had any sense, I'd
stay with you, despite the differencein our ages. But right now, I'm cute to you. | don't talk like you and
I'm young and kind of have abad mouth. Cute. But that cute would get frayed around the edges pretty
quick, I'mthinking.”

Smart kid, he thought.

“So what | want you to do, Generd, isteach meto survive. ‘Cause ... well, | have some thingsto do
after awhile. Wewon' talk about them now. For now, welll stop aong the way and you pick me out a
gun, teach me how to shoot it; teach me how to spot those who are going to hurt me—if you can, and |
think you have that ingtinct built in. Then ... when the time comes, I'll cut out. I'll tell you about it,
Ben—whenthetimeisright.”

Ben wondered what she had up her deeve; he had felt dl dong she was holding something from him.

“All right, Jerre. I'll teach youwhat | can, inthetimeleft us. But I'll be honest. I'm going to miss you when
you decideto leave.”

Shenodded. “I'll missyou, too, General. Believethat.” Shetouched hisarm. *Y ou were dreaming last
night, Ben—havefor severd nights. What were your dreams?’

“Strange dreams, babe. Y ou'll probably think me anidiot.”



“No, Ben. I'd never think you that. But | do think you have adestiny.”

Worry clouded hisfeatures for afew seconds. He sighed. “ Funny you should say that. That's what the
dreamsare dl about. I've been dreaming of aland that has mountains and valleys and beautiful plains; of
cattle and crops and a people living free, under smple laws, agovernment formed—redlly formed—of
the people and run by the people. The dreams have bothered me.”

“Y ou're going to do something fine and good, Ben. | redlly believe that.”

Hesmiled.

“What you thinking about?’

“Stopping thistruck and the two of us going over to that picnic table and making out.”
“Then what the hell areyou waitin’ on, Generd ?”’

At asporting goods store outside of Richmond, Ben found acache of illegal pistols, just as he had in
every sporting goods store at which held stopped. Obvioudy, as could have been predicted (and was),
not too many people redlly paid much attention to the gun-control act of Hilton Logan.

He picked out a nine-shot .22 magnum revolver and a belt and holster for her, then handed her the gear.
“Get thefed of this. Point it, cock it, dry-fireit, and go boom-boom. If you can point your finger, you
canfireapistal. I'm going to put together a pack for you: ground shest, light tent, deeping bag. I'll fix you
astash of dehyd food later on ... when | sense you're ready to pull out.”

Heleft her going “boom-boom,” and prowled the store. He took al the .45-cdiber ammunition (which
wasn't much), then opened a compartment in the gun vault, stepped back, and smiled at his discovery.

“Well, now,” he muttered. “Just ook at that. I'll just bet that old boy wasn't supposed to have those.”

A pair of Ingram submachine guns, M-10s, 9-mm. There were extraclips for both of them,
thirty-two-round clips. Ben looked around the store and smiled gleefully when he found, hidden under a
counter, two cases of 9-mm ammo. He picked up, from the same compartment in the safe, two
Browning 9-mm automatic pistols, and the leather to go with them. Saying nothing to Jerre, he took the
gear to the truck and stowed it. Back in the tore, he chose a 7-mm bolt-action rifle that had been drilled
for scope, agood scope, and went looking for ammunition.

“Y ou planning on starting awar, Ben Raines?’ Jerre asked him.

“No.” Helaughed at the seriousness on her face. “ But athought just occurred to me: whenisthelast time
you had afresh steak?’

She amiled and licked her lips. “Not since al the trouble began.”
“Wewill tonight,” he promised her.

They skirted Richmond, searching the bands on the CB for chatter. Thetalk wasrough: Killin' niggers
and killin" honkiesand lookin’ for pussy.

“That isso sad,” Jerre commented. “Thewholeworld isin agtate of chaos; no telling how many millions
of people are dead. We don't have agovernment—nothing, and al those ... fools can think of isold
hatreds and prejudices and raping and looting.”

“Those are the bad people, Jerre; they've been here dl dong. They always surface after or during a



tragedy. There are, | believe, lots of good people left dive.”

“Then where arethey?’

“Staying low, keeping out of sight, waiting for the trash and the scum to kill each other off.”
“I hope they do!” she said, with more heat in her voice than Ben had ever heard.

“They won't,” hereplied. “Hdll, they never have.”

“Y ou're sure you want to watch this?’ Ben asked her. They stood in a pasture between Hopewe | and
Richmond. A pasturefilled with lowing cattle.

“Yes” shesad. “If I'mto learn how to survive, I've got to know it al. The days of megoing into
Safeway and getting aribeye are over. And they won't be back for along time, will they, Generd ?’

Maybe never, he thought. “No, they won't.” He looked over the herd. “Pick your dinner, Jerre.”
She pointed.

“No, that'sabull. Let'sleave him to do histhing.”

A cow came up to them, lowing softly, looking at them through soft liquid eyes.

“Oh, Jesus Chrigt, Ben! | can't watch this.”

Ben cocked his .45 and shot the animal. The cow'slegs buckled and she fell to the ground, quivering and
dying.

“You son of abitch!” Jerre cursed him.

When Ben replied, his voice was bland. “Welcome to the Safeway, dear.”
She stood glaring a him, ragein her eyes.

“Canyou drive atractor?’ Ben asked.

No reply.

“All right, then stay here. I've got to crank one of those tractorsin the shed.”
“Why?" she asked, her voice shaky.

“To drag the cow over there,” he pointed. “Weve got to hoist it up, cut itsthroat, bleed it, then butcher
it.”

“Gross,” shesaid. “ The absolute, bottomless pits, man!”
The gross, absolute, bottomless pits | eft Jerre that evening, while Ben was grilling the thick steaks.

“Make minerare, Ben,” shesaid. “And | mean, redly rare. That smellsso good!” Then, at hissmile, she
laughed. “O.K., Ben, s0 | got my first lesson in what'sin store for me. But, Ben—I'd never seen anything
likethat before. Lord, I'd sure never seen the inside of acow.”

They were grilling the steaks in the back yard of afarmhouse. Here, asin so many homes Ben had stayed
in, from Louisanato Chicago, to the east, then down through the country to Virginia, there were no



bodies, no signs of any trouble.

“Most people haven't,” hetold her. “Y ou'd be surprised at the number of people—grown men and
women—who don't have the vaguest idea how to even cut up achicken for frying.”

“1 used to love fried chicken and mashed potatoes and gravy. Mammaused to...” She looked away from
Ben, sudden tearsin her young eyes.

Eyesthat would, Ben fdlt, grow much older, very quickly, if shewasto survive ontheroad. “Y ou believe
in God, Jerre?’

She wiped her eyes and nodded. “Y es, sure. But after al this'—she waved ahand—"it makes a person
wonder.”

“Maybe He decided to give afew of usasecond chance.”
“| don't understand, Ben. If that's the case, why did He let so many bad people live?’

“I can't answer that, babe. | was ssimply putting forth atheory, that's al. No proof to back it—none at
al”

“How will people like me survive, Ben? | mean, you told me you haven't hunted for sport inyears ... yet,
al thisseemsas naturd to you as breathing. All that training you had in the service, | guess. Bt ... people
like me, who have never fired agun, never butchered an animal, how will we makeit in aworld that has
come down to this: dog eat dog and the strongest survive? I'm lucky, and | know it more and more each
day. | found you and you're going to teach me as much as you can. But the others—what about them?’

“People are tougher than even they suspect,” Ben said. “1 think we dl havea... hidden reserveinus; a
well of strength that only surfacesin some sort of catastrophe. | o believe that in the long run, good will
defest evil.”

She thought about that for atime. “Y ou mean, even if we have to return to the cavesfor atime?’

“You could say that. Sure. That's what we've done, in fact, in essence.” He grinned to soften the
seriousness of her mood. “Dad raised usto be resourceful, but to be kind to those less fortunate, not to
be mean to others.” He thought of his brother in Chicago. “Maybe Carl forgot what Dad taught us.”

He turned the steaks and was logt in his own thoughts. As dways, the recorder was on. At first it had
spooked Jerre, her every word being recorded. But she had quickly grown accustomed to it. She had
sad, “I guessdl writersare kind of nuts.”

She brought him back to the present. “Maybe your brother did, Ben. Forget, | mean. But you're only
looking at the bad heis doing, or contemplating doing. | don't agree with what he's doing, but every coin
has two sides. Look at the other side.

“Maybe your brother got tired of not being able to walk down the street at night without fear of being
mugged, or hiswife and daughter being raped. Maybe he got tired of seeing criminas and thugs and
street punks being treated like they were something specia instead of what they are: just sorry bastards.
Maybe he got tired of seeing histaxes go to support criminasingtead of their victims. It'salong list, Ben,
and you know it aswdl as|. Criminas being provided extensive law libraries so they can look for a
loopholeto get out of prison. | think that's wrong. I'm no screaming libera, Ben. | think if you do the
crime, you've got to be prepared to do the time.

“We had a professor at school who used to rap with usalot. He was a history professor, and he redly



had his shit dl together. | hadn't thought about him until you told me your political philosophy acouple of
days ago. Y ou know, when | asked if you were aDemocrat or a Republican. Y ou said you were forty
percent conservative, thirty percent liberal, ten percent evolutionary anarchist, and twenty percent
revolutionary anarchist. That'sjust about what Professor Hawkins used to say.

“He said that someday, in the near future, he believed, if the courts didn't stop pampering criminas, and
return to the public their right to defend themselves, the citizens were going to take mattersinto their own
hands and start dealing with punksin avery swift and hard fashion, and to hell with thejudicia system.
He said it started back in the late seventies with neighborhood watch programs and citizens patrols and
what have you. And he said it was a disgrace the courts had | et the law-abiding, tax-paying citizens down
so ruddly, and, he said, so arrogantly.

“| asked him what he meant by arrogantly, and he said, * by putting the rights of criminals ahead of the
rights of the law-abiding citizens’

“He said alot more, but I've never been able to forget that part.”
Wise beyond her years, Ben thought.

“Oh,” she said, “one morething: he said rich or poor, for our judicia to work, the laws haveto bethe
same. And he said it would probably take arevolution to accomplish that. And he said we had too many
laws on the books and too many loopholes.”

“Y ou agree with that, Jerre?’

“Yes. | didn't agree wholeheartedly at the time, but | do now.”

“I think you'll makeit, Jerre.”

She looked a him in the light from the lantern, then touched hisarm. “Yeah, sodo |, Ben.”

Jerre rose to walk into the kitchen, where she was baking potatoes in the butane stove. Ben watched her
go, thinking: not long, now. A few more days, maybe aweek, and shell be gone. Well find agroup of
young people and there will be some handsome young fellow, and shell go with him.

And will you be jed ous? he asked himsdlf, ahdf-amile on hislips.
“Yes” he spoke softly to the night. “ Yes, | will.”

Thefirg time Ben dlowed Jarreto fire the .22 mag, he had stepped off twenty-five feet from ahuge
cardboard box and told her to blast away at it. She missed the box with al nine rounds.

“It might help,” Ben said dryly, “if you would open your eyes.”
“Thisthingisso loud!”
“Reoad it,” was his command.

She dropped the pistal three times during the reloading process. Ben said nothing; he let her find her own
way. She could do nothing but improve—damned sure couldn't get any worse. Each time she dropped
the weapon Ben picked it up, checking for barrel blockage. What he did not need was ayoung lady with
some fingers blown off. Or ahand.

Jerre practiced for an hour the first day. By the end of that time, she could hit the box five out of nine
times.



“It'shopeless,” she said, disgppointment on her face.
“I think you did very well. Y ou'll get better.”

They drove through the outskirts of Petersburg. And it was there Ben found the first organi zation geared
toward rebuilding. But neither Ben nor Jerre wanted any part of this group. Theleader wasa
Fundamentalist preacher (Ben didn't ask of what) who reminded Ben of a certain member of the old
Mord Mgority (title salf-proclaimed). This one wastoo dick, too glib, too quick with asmile—an
answer for everything.

“That guy makes my skin crawl,” Jerre observed. “Let's get the hdll out of here”

Although many members of the group had heard of Ben, and some actualy had begged him to stay, the
preacher's protestations over Ben's leaving were weak, spoken without much sincerity. Ben pegged him
as aman who would be king, and wanted no interference from the outside,

“Hewas afraid of you, Ben,” Jarre said.

“Hewon't last long,” Ben predicted. They were heading southeast on U.S. Route 460, toward
Norfolk—or what was left of it. Saboteurs had just about destroyed the city. “ There will be afew
dimwitswholl follow him to the end, but most of those people back there aretoo intelligent to listen to
hislineof bullshit for very long.”

“He sounds stupid,” Jerre said with the blunt honesty of the young. “And | don't think he'svery sincere,
Totell you thetruth, | think he'san asshole.”

Ben laughed &t her.

They drove as close to the Norfolk/Portsmouth/Virginia Beach area as Ben felt was safe. Smoke till
clung over the area, smarting their eyes. They pulled back afew more miles and spent the night ina
motdl.

“Why isit,” Jerre asked, “that most of the bad people seem to be located ... concentrated, | guess, in the
cities, the larger places?’

I nteresting question, Ben thought. But he hedged it, saying only, “Remember that when you strike out on
your own.”

“Dontworry.” Shesmiled a him over their dinner of C-ration. “I have vivid memories of Whedling.”
“And the four-minute mile”
“And fifty peckers,” she cappedit.

They made love dowly that night, very gently, both of them sensing their time together was growing short.
Ben was stedling himsdlf for the time Jerre would leave him. He had grown more than fond of Jerre, and
though he tried to keep that from her, he sensed she knew.

They backtracked to Suffolk and then headed south, taking highway 32 to Edenton. Ben stopped at
every town along the way, looking for survivors... but hewas stdling and knew it. And worse, he felt
Jarreknew it.

During those last days, she sat very close to him most of the time, her left hand resting on histhigh. She
spoke very little asthey traveled through North Caroling, through the dead and silently littered towns.



They watched the packs of dogs dink and snarl at their arrival and departure. They drove over to the
coast and down to Nags Head.

Ben had picked up a Polaroid and had made a hundred pictures of her, and she of him. They waked the
beach and picked up bits of driftwood and shell. Ben sensed she had something to tell him, but he did not
push her. Shewould tell himin her owntime.

They spent aweek on the beach, Ben teaching her what he could of survival. She became afair shot with
the pistal, could pitch atent and properly ditch it, build afire and cook over it. But Ben did not have the
timeto teach her, to indill in her, the sixth sense of knowing when danger approached, and who to trust.
And how could he teach her, in so short atime, to shoot first and ask questions later? That took learning
the hard way. Ben hoped she would makeiit.

One morning Ben awoke to find her gone from his side. He called for her, and she quickly stepped back
into the cottage. She looked at him, her eyes serious.

“Let'spack it up, Ben. Head west. O.K.?’
“O.K., babe. How far west and any particular reason for that direction?’

She nodded. “Timeto level with you, Generd.” Shetried asmilethat didn't makeit. “I heard on the road
that kids were going to gather at the university at Chapel Hill the first and second weeks of November.
Theword was passed up and down theline. Thereason ...? Ben, | don't want to hurt your feelings, and
please don't take this the wrong way, but—"

“But the adults screwed up the world and maybe you young people can do better thistime around,” Ben
finished it for her.

“You'reawise man, Ben Raines”
“I'masurvivor, Jare.”

“Aml, Ben?’

“I think you'll makeit, babe.”

Ben skirted Raeigh and they spent their last night together at Pittsboro, afew miles south of Chape Hill.
They made love dowly and then she cried hersdf to deep, lyingin hisarms.

In the early morning hours, just before dawn, Ben felt her dip from hissde and dress quietly inthe
darkened house. She left anote on her pillow and softly kissed him on the cheek. He pretended to be
adeep. Jerre opened the door and looked back at him; then she stepped quietly out of hislife, closing the
door behind her. He listened to the sound of her footsteps fade.

Ben rose from his blankets to stand by the window. He looked out into the dim light and watched her
walk up the highway, toward the gathering of hopeful young people. Asthey had approached the small
town, Ben had seen more and more young people, al heading for Chapel Hill.

They had smiled and waved a Jerre. They had flatly ignored Ben.

When Jerre was gone from his sight, Ben turned on the battery-operated lantern and picked up the note
she had | ft.

Dear Ben,



I'll makethisshort, ‘causeif | try to writetoo much I'll just tear it up and stay with you, and | think that
would be bad for both of us—at thistime. Maybe what I'm doing isfoolish. | don't know. But | fed it's
something | haveto do. Theworldisin such amess, | haveto try to do something to help fix it. Maybe
the young can. | don't know. In my heart | kind of doubt it, but we have to try—right?

Themood | get from the kids I've talked with isthey blame the adults for the messwe'rein. | don't think
that isentirdly fair, persondly. Y ou're agood man, and there must be otherslike you. But giveusa
chance, huh?

| don't know what my fedlings are toward you, Ben. | like you awholelot and | think | probably love
you alittle bit. That'sajoke—I think I probably love you awholelot. That's one of the reasonsI've got
to split. There are other reasons, of course, but my fedlings toward you are right up there at the top.

Y ou've got placesto go and thingsto do before you find yourself—your god, preset, | believe—and
dart to do greet things. And you will, Ben. Y ou will.

| hope | seeyou again, Generd.
Jarre

Ben carefully folded the note and put it in awaterproof pouch where he carried other precious, silent
memories. apicture of hismother and father, hisbrothers and sisters, agirl he had onceloved. And now,
Jerre. He put in the pictures of Jerre with her note and closed the flap, securing it.

He sat on the edge of the bed for atime, the scent of her still intheair, on the pillowcase, the sheets.
“Good-by, Jerre,” Ben said aloud.

He packed his gear and pulled out. Had he turned north, instead of south, he would have found her sitting
at the sde of theroad, crying, looking down the empty road. Looking south.

TEN

Ben was maudlin for atime, histhoughts moody, filled with regret and sdf-pity. But ashe drove, his
mood began to lift as he redlized Jerre had been right in her young wisdom: she needed to be with her
own kind, her own age—at least for atime. He wished the young people well, but did not believe they
would accomplish athing. Except to get themsalveskilled. Back in 1960, when Ben was Sixteen years
old, he had believed in Camelot. But the years of combat and of seeing the mute silence of the dead and
the screaming of the wounded and the starvation of the peoplesin parts of Africahad convinced him that
only the toughest survive—thereis not, there was not such aplace as Camelot.

But, he thought, forcing agrin, let the young people try; maybe they can build a better world from out of
the ashes. God knows the last two generations sure fucked this one up.

He drove down to Sanford and angled over until he linked up with the interstate. The on-ramp was
blocked, so Ben dropped the truck into four-whed drive and drove until he found a place where he
believed he could get on the highway. He drove down to Dillon and there he spent the rest of the day
practicing with the M-10 and getting the fed of the 9-mm pistol. Ben concluded the little SMIG did not
have the knockdown power of the heavy old Thompson, or the range, but it waslighter and easier to
handle. He dected to stay withiit.

The barrel extension/slencer increased the range afew yards—about sixty-five yards max—and made
the weapon easier to control, for the padded extension/silencer served much as arifle fore-end. Without
it, the Ingram made a hdll of aracket. Even with it, it sounded like a fast-quacking duck with aspeech



impediment.

Ben fixed hisdinner and turned in. His dreams were intense, waking him severd times. They were
mixed—about his parents, his brothers and sisters, Fran, and always, Jerre. And the dream of afree
land, run by the people, dwaysintermingled with the others. The Rebels, leaderless ... waiting.

At firdgt light, he drove over to Shaw Air Force Base, thinking surely, of dl places, therewould belife
here; amilitary organized disciplined order to things.

No one chalenged him at the main gate. The door to the sentry hut banged and dammed in the wind; the
lock was broken.

The base was eerily slent, but there were no bodies to be seen. Ben drove around the huge complex,
stopping at random to check buildings and barracks. Nothing. Findly, in aservice club, Ben found four
men playing cards. A general, acaptain, and two sergeants. They did not seem at all surprised to see
him. They tossed the deck of cards on the table, shook hands and introduced themsalves, and invited
Ben to st down, have adrink. Booze was free.

Drink in front of him, with the first ice Ben had seen sinceleaving Louisana, he asked, “Isthisit?’
“Meaning dl thelife on thisbase?’ the generd asked. “Y ep. What you seeiswhat you get.”

Ben told him what he was doing, attempting to do.

“Very admirable of you,” the captain said. “But who in the hell isgoing to reed it?”

“There are anumber of people ill dive,” Ben told him. “ Probably alot more than weredize.”

“Oh, sure,” the generd said. “1 figure maybe ... oh ... twenty to thirty million herein the States. Hell, me
and Jake heré'—hejerked his thumb toward the captain—"have flown al over the States during the past
Sx weeks or so—bheen in voice contact with hundreds of people. Y ou know the Rebels are looking for
you?’

Ben nodded. “So I've heard.”
“Don't want to betheir commander, huh?’
Ben hesitated. “I ... don't know.”

“Y ou must be something specid for the Bull to put you in charge of the whole shebang.” Ben said
nothing. The genera grunted. “Y ou know, probably, that when the military getsit al together—take
another ninety to one hundred twenty days—that craphead Logan will be named president.”

“So | heard. | can't think of anything more appalling for the country.”
“I egree.”
“Then ...7” Benlooked &t the general.

“Why Logan? Hdll, it'sajoke, Raines. An ugly, profane joke. He'sthe only one left, we think. Heran
like a scared rabbit and ducked into ahole. The others went up with Washington and the suburbs. | flew
over what's|eft of our great boondoggle. It's awesome, boy, avesome.”

“Oh, come on, Genera! There hasto be another senator or representative around ... somewherel”



“Oh, sure. Of course. Let'ssee” He amiled, beginning acount on hisfingers. “Weve got that young
fdlow from lowa—"

“Senator Billing,” Ben said. “Fird-termer. OK., Generd, | get the point. Logan issenior.”
“That'sit. All the secretaries are gone. Every last one of them.”

“Supreme Court?’ Ben asked.

“All gone.... asfar aswe know. They can't befound.”

“Genera,"—Ben |leaned forward—"one of you people take over; don't giveit to Logan.”

The general shook his head. “No way, Raines. No way. And wetaked it over. There's.... twenty-six
generals and four admiras who came out of it dive—all branches of the service. And that includes
retirees. Hell, we've got one so old heredlly thinks he's on Corregidor, waiting for MacArthur to return.
No one hasthe heart to tell him that was almogt fifty years ago. | wastwo years old! No way, Raines.”
The generd smiled. “Besides, way | heard it, Logan has aplan for the U.S. to come out on top after this

tragedy.”
“Let meguess, Generd.” Ben'stonewasicy.
“| figured you'd want ashot at it, boy.”

Ben resisted an urgeto tell the general he wasno “boy.” The generd, at most, was about six years older
than Ben. But rank has away of doing that to some men.

“It wasn't adouble or even atriple cross Adams was pulling off—it was more than that.”
“Keeptaking.”

“| dwaysfigured Logan was hiding something. | never did like or trust that man. He's a pseudoliberd,
isn't he?’

The generd amiled.

“The Bull won &fter al.”

“No, Adamswon,” the generd said. “The Bull killed him, somewhere up in New Y ork State, way |

heard it. Logan was the mastermind behind the whole caper. The hitch came when the Rebels found out
about Logan and Logan found out the Rebs were gonna shoot him if they ever got their hands on him. He
isnot awell-liked man among conservatives, son.”

“Now, wait just aminute.” Ben held up hishand. “ Thisis getting alittle complicated. The Rebelsdidn't
know Logan wasredly behindit al?’

“That'stheway | hear it. Neither did Colonel Dean ... until the very last, oh, eight or ten days before the
balloon went up.”

“But ... why would Logan hide histrue fedings dl these years? For what purpose?’

“To bethe most popular liberd in theworld, Raines. Hell, the minorities loved him. He was ashoo-in for
the White House. He only had the Rebels as a backup in case helost. But everything went haywire:
coups dl over theworld; aminor revolt in Russia; the Thunder-strikes; the Rebsin the sub.”



“I see,” Ben said dowly. “He... once he got into the White House, then he could show histrue colors
and with the military behind him—and something tells me they would back him—he would be more than
president, wouldn't he, Generd?’

“Held beking.”

“Loganisgoing into help dl the poor third-world nations after he gets you people organized, isn't he,
Generd.”

“It'l take ... oh ... four to Sx years. Maybe eight.”
“Tocolonize”

“Ugly word, Raines.”

“The truth sometimesis, boy."

The general chuckled.

“ Adams couldn't convince his people that Logan was redlly agood guy. His people wouldn't buy it,” Ben
conjectured. “And once Adams leveled with them about Logan, they refused to back Adamsand
Logan.”

The genera nodded his head, only once.

“Y ou were part of it, weren't you, General ?’
Again, the nod.

“But ... why?’

“Oh, hell, Raines. Nobody redlly likes niggersor Jews or greasers. They're all fuck-ups. They're not
equals. Well use them to serve us, work for us, but not side by side. And that isn't my plan—that's
Logan'splan.”

“ Separate but not quite equal, eh?’
“Moreor less”
“It'll never work, Generd.”

The generd's face brightened. “ Sureit will, boy. Y ou don't know the American peoplelike | know them.
Deep down, boy, we're the master race. Besides, we've got the guns—most of them. And the military
will be revered in our society—not like it used to be. Logan plansto resettle the people, reeducate them,
kind of reprogram them, so to spesk. All a the same time he's offering the hand of good fellowship to the
jungle-bunniesin Africa”

“Changing the subject momentarily, Genera—you don't mind if | gal for abit moretime?’
“Not at dl, snceyou're not leaving thisclub dive.” The general's eyeswere hard.

Ben had figured that out dl by himsdlf. Under the table, he dipped the M-10 off safety, spesking just a
bit louder to cover the metdlic click. “How come, Generd, we survived, and so many othersdidn't?”

The cassette recorder wasralling, taping it al.



“Good question, Raines. I've given it alot of thought, and reached this conclusion: beats the shit outta
rm”

“For afact, Generdl, the truth: Russaand China?’

“Gone. Hdll, boy—you don't think we actudly destroyed dl those nukes, do you, back when the final
SALT wassgned? No way. Thereis nothing left, sonny. Human, that is”

“Fdlout?”

“WEell be getting some—but don't worry, you won't be taking any of it. Wewon't be taking much. Too
many clean bombs used.”

“Y ou men in on the genera's plan to be part of the master race?’ Ben asked thetrio.
“All theway, partner,” the captain said. The sergeants nodded.

Ben pulled the trigger of the M-10, working the weagpon from eft to right, clearing the room of dl living
thingsin front of its suttering muzzle.

Herose from his hdf-crouch to look at the carnage he had wrought. They were dl dead. He got into his
truck and drove to the communications center of the base. He stood for amoment looking at the maze of
electronic equipment. None of it looked familiar. Hefinaly managed to turn on what he hoped wasa
radio transmitter and set the did to 39.2. He keyed the mike and watched the VU meter jump with
needle action.

“Here goesnothing,” he muttered, then took a deep breath. “ ThisisBen Raines,” he spoke dowly. “I
hear you people have been looking for me.”

“How do we know you're Ben Raines?’ avoice jumped back at him. “We've had two dozen crank
cdlers”

“How do | know you're who you claim to be?’ Ben challenged.

“The Bull told us about the last time you two saw each other. He shouted something to you as he stood in
the door. We know what he said. And if you're Ben Raines, so will you. Do you remember those two
words?’

“Bold Strike,” Ben said.

“Sorry, Generd Raines, Sir. But we had to be certain. Lot of snooping going on.”
"General!" Ben blurted. “Man, I'm not agenera.”

“Yes, you are, Sir. Begging your pardon.”

“I'dlike to know just who in the hell told you that!”

“Colond Dean, gr.”

“A colond can't make anybody agenerd.”

“TheBull can—and did, Genera.”

Ben released the mike button. “ Shit!” he said. “Now what?” He pushed the mike button. “How ... ah ...



do | scramblethisthing?’

“Onwhichend, Sr?’

“Both endd”

“What isthe number on the tranamitter facing?’

Ben looked, found about forty-eight different numbers. He settled on the largest number that seemed
permanent.

“Look to your left, gr,” thevoicetold him. “A switch with theword ‘ scramble’ just aboveit. Flip the
switch.”

Benlooked. Thereit was. Hefdt likeanidiot. “Some generd | am,” he muttered. Keying the mike, he
sad, “Am | scrambled?”

“Repest, Sr.”

Ben repeated.

“Scrambled now, sir.”

Ben informed the voice of what had just transpired in the service club.

“Yes, dr. We know Logan is planning worldwide power play under the guise of agood-neighbor policy.
But our immediate concern is; what do we do?’

“ Are you people nationwide?’

“Yes gr.”

“Can you handle explosves?’

“We can do anything with explosives, Generd.”
“I am not your generd!”

“Yes, ar.”

Ben sighed. He waited.

“Generd Raines? Areyou dill there?”

“Oh, for Christ's sake!” Ben punched the mike button. “Y ou wannaknow what you can do? I'll tell you:
you can order your peopleto dip onto every military base in this nation and destroy every goddamned
planethey find.”

“Yes, dr, very good, sr. That will prevent Logan from getting the jump on us. We have men among us
who can fly those planes, sir. Shdl we take somefor our use?’

“What usel” Benydled.
“For the defense of our nation, Sir.”

“What fucking nation!” Ben screamed.



“The onethe Bull told us you had planned. The one you used to talk about in * Nam.”
Ben'ssigh waslong and frustrated. “By al means.... ah ... to whom am | spesking?’
“Lieutenant Conger, Sr.”

“Fine. All right, Conger. If you people have placesin ... ah...” He closed the mike switch and thought for
afew seconds, then said, “Idaho or Montana, take them there. Pick up anything you fed you might need
aong the way. Do you understand?’

“Yes, arl”

With the mike closed, Ben said, “ Goddamned yo-yo. That ought to keep them busy.”
“Generd Raines?’ The voice popped and snapped.

“Wha!”

“Where areyou, Sir? | need your location so | can send some personnd to guard you until you link up
with us”

“Guard me? Goddamn it, | don't need anyone to guard me!”

Thevoicewas slent for afew seconds and Ben was sure he had broken off transmission. “Yes, sr. You
said General Ruther, Sir? That'd be Shaw AFB. WEIl have our South Carolina contingent pick you up as
soon aspossible. [—"

Ben began shouting into the mike, not knowing whether the man called Conger was off the air listening or
gtill jabbering his nonsense. “Now, you listen to me!” Ben roared. “I am not—repeat—NOT your
commander. | hereby appoint you, Conger, as commanding officer of the army of the Rebels, or
whatever in the hdll you're called. Do you understand that?’

“Affirmative, Sr. But you can't make me commander.”
“Why the hdl not?’

“Because Bull Dean was my uncle. He gave hislife for this country, and he said you were to command
after hisdeath. And, gr, that isthat.”

Ben knew when he was whipped. “Fine, Lieutenant, dandy. Y ou have my orders. Carry them out. I'll be
in contact ... sometime.”

He cut off the transmitter before Conger had the time to object. He looked at the radio and said, “I am
not your commanding officer, son. Period. Good-by. Good luck.”

Ben prowled the base until he found the ordnance hut. He broke open the building and began picking
through the explosives. He was too rusty to trust himself if he used any type of timer, so he chose severd
crates of incendiary grenades and began the job of filling five-gallon cansfull of high-octane jet fud and
pouring some around the line of jets on the tarmac. He then began the job of destroying the aircraft.

When he had finished, he was covered with soot and hard of hearing from the booming explosions. This
was one runway that would be along time getting cleared and repaired.

He then drove around the base, tossing grenadesinto every other building, and setting the base ablaze.
He drove out the main gate, smiling. He said, “ Fuck you, Logan.”



Ben took highway 601 down to Orangeburg, then picked up highway 21. He spent the night in ahome
by the side of Interstate 95, about fifty miles north of Savannah. In the morning he would drive close
enough to listen to CB cheatter, then decide if he was going into the city.

The next morning, after reviewing the talk on the CB, he decided he most definitely was not going into the
city.
He skirted the city, between Savannah and Fort Stewart, on Interstate 95. South of the city, he picked

up highway 82 and once more began checking towns along the way, making notesinto his recorder, and
letting Conger and hisband of reactionaries dip from hismind.

Just afew miles outside of Jessup, at aroadside picnic area where he had stopped to eat a can of
C-ration, Ben heard agrowling. He turned dowly, picking up the M-10 with hisright hand.

At first he thought it was awolf gtting in the bed of the truck, on atarp-covered crate, and peering over
the side a him. Ben took a closer look and could seeits upturned tail. Thiswas not a husky, he
concluded, but amalamute, the largest of the breed. The dog looked to be about thirty-two inches high,
about eighty to ninety pounds. Big. It was wolf-gray with ablack mask area around its almond-shaped

eyes.

The anima yawned, exposing teeth that could tear aman to painful chunks of meat very quickly. Then the
malamute closed his mouth and looked at Ben. It was neither friendly nor hostile, just curious. Ben
dumped what was left of his C-ration into a piece of paper and placed it on the ground beside him.

“Comeon,” hesad.

The dog jumped from the truck and walked to the food, eating it in two bites. He looked up at Ben, asif
asking, but not begging, for more. Ben opened another can and dumped that on the paper. The animal
ate, then walked to the ditch beside the small park and enjoyed anoisy drink of water. Histhirst
quenched, he walked back to the truck, jumped up into the bed, and lay down, closing hiseyesasif he
had been doing that, on thistruck, al hislife.

Probably belonged to someone who rode it around in a pickup truck, Ben thought.
“Wdl,” Bensad, “if you want to ride, you can damned well ride. I'm not going to tell you to move.”
The dog opened its eyes, looked at Ben, then went back to deep.

Ben policed the area, dumped histrash into a container, and got into the truck. He opened the diding
glass of the rear window, cranked up, and pulled out. After afew miles, the anima stuck his head
through the window, looked at Ben, who was holding his breeth; then licked Ben on the cheek. Ben
rubbed the animal's head and the dog barked happily, then settled back on the canvas.

“Lookslike | found afriend.” Ben grinned.

So Ben and his new friend, whose name, Ben discovered, when he checked the tags on the collar, was
Juno (probably, Ben thought, a shortened version of Juneau, Alaska), spent the day and the evening
getting acquainted. And Ben and the dog took to each other. He had not had a pet since his boyhood
daysin Illinois and, after gpoending alittle time with Juno, he wondered why he had not. He found Juno to
be dert, probably no more than three years old, and seemingly intelligent.

Ben's deep that night was degp and secure, for the animal was attuned to the night's every noise. During
the night, Juno had snuggled up to Ben's deeping bag, the closeness and warmth comforting to both man
and beast.



Lost agirlfriend and found adog. Ben smiled as he drifted off.
The next morning, however, Ben discovered he was crawling with fleas.

Juno met his new master's reproachful scratching with alook of doggie disgugt, asif saying, “What the
hell? Lay down with dogs, what do you expect?’

At thefirst town they cameto that morning, Ben picked up a supply of flea powder and spray, and
severd fleacollars. Then he bathed both Juno and himsdlf and that solved the problem of fless.

Ben headed southeast out of Callahan, having no desireto travel through Jacksonville. He had seen afew
people. They were, for the most part, silent and withdrawn, but some were openly hostile. He picked up
talk on his CB, but none of it was friendly. He had stopped along the highway severa timesto look at
bodies. They were dl no more than two or three days old and they had been shot.

A few miles down the highway, Ben found a body hanging from atree alongsde the road. A crudely
|ettered sign hung around the neck read: NIGGER.

Further on, he found the body of awhite man hanging from atree. The sign around his neck read:
JUSTICE WILL PREVAIL.

“Wonderful,” Ben remarked. “I am so happy to find our judicid system—inadequate asit was—is il
flourishing.”

He drove quickly out of that part of the state. Even Juno seemed relieved to be on the move.

At Raiford, Ben followed the signsto the big prison, but long before he saw the wire and thewallshe
smdlled it and turned around, heading back. A huge flock of buzzards circled in the sky.

He wandered the northern part of the state, al the way over to Hampton Springs, seeing afew people,
some friendly, some hostile. He saw signs of looting and violence everywhere he went.

Then, while turning the dia on his portable radio, he heard the music. He was so startled he pulled off the
road and turned up the radio. The music faded and a voice sprang out.

“Yes, dr, folks, it'sabright, beautiful day herein the city with thetitties. Temperature in the mid-seventies
and you're listening to the SEAL with the fed, Ike McGowen, watchin’ the records go ‘round. Areyou
listening, world? If so, and you're the friendly type, just head on down to the coast to Y ankeetown and
be recaived. But if you're hostile, just carry your ass on, brother.”

Ben laughed and wondered if SEAL meant Navy SEAL—seq, air, and land—or was just anickname.
He decided to find out. As he drove, he kept looking for aradio tower. He didn't spot it until he got to
the water's edge, and it was the crudest looking tower he had ever seen, leaning precarioudy to one side,
looking asif it might topple over at any moment. Ben pulled into the drive of the large, oceanside house
and got out.

A gaggle of bikini-clad young ladies, bouncing and jiggling, cameracing out to meet him. They weredl
armed with automatic weapons. Kind of took away from the beauty of their bare skins. A manwith a
CAR-15 waked behind them.

“I'm peaceful,” Ben caled. “I redly can't speak for the dog—only known him for afew days, but | think
he'sfriendly.”

“What's your name, friend?’ the man called.



“Ben Ranes”

“I'm Ike McGowen. What's the dog's name?’

“Juno.”

“Well, Ben and Juno, come on into radio station KUNT and set for atime.”

Ben laughed a the old joke of call letters. “KUNT?’

Ike returned the laugh. “ Y eeh—it's alittle fuzzy around the edges but mighty fine, man. Mighty fine.”

In the sprawling house, Ike introduced Ben. “ This one hereis Tatter, and that's June-Bug, and that one
thereis Space-Baby, and that one is Angel-Face. The blond is Honey-Poo. That dark one dl sprawled
out on the floor, too goddamned lazy to get up is Bdl-Ringer. She clamsto be ablack person of the
Negroid persuasion, but | think she'sjust been out in the sun too long.” Bell-Ringer smiled and gave him
the middlefinger. She smiled at Ben, then went back to reading her book. Ike said, “We got dl the
conveniences, friend. Generator for eectricity which gives up light, music, and hot water. So fix yoursdlf a
drink and let'stak. Then well vote.”

“Vote?Vote on what?’
Ike grinned. “To seeif you'l stay with usfor atime—or leave.”
“Wadl, | wasn't planning on staying, but I'll take your offer of adrink.”

“Aw.” Ikewaved off Ben'sideaof leaving. “Y ou look like an O.K. sort of guy. Hell, hang around awhile.
Tdl usyour story and well vote.”

Over his bourbon and water, Ben told them what he was doing—and had done. He told them about the
general at Shaw AFB, about Logan, the Rebels.

“I wondered if you were the writer. Y eah, I've heard about the Rebels; talked to them a couple of times
on 39.2. | don't know much about them—wheat they're al about—but they sound pretty straight. Hell,
Ben, we can't throw agenera out of here.”

Ben grimaced and they dl laughed.
“You don't strike me asthe DJtype,” Bensaidto lke.

Ike grinned, his boyishness coming through. “1'm not, redlly. But | dwayswanted to be. No,” he said,
sghing, “I'm—was—in the Navy. SEAL. We were doing sometraining at Fort Walton Beach when the
balloon went up. Tak about confusion, man. Jesus! Nobody knew their ass from peanut butter. | got
sick asadog.” He looked at Juno. “No offense, pooch. And wandered around in a daze for about a
week. Ran into Bell-Ringer; shewasin the process of gettin’ raped by abunch of rednecks—so | sorta
jumped in and did my surviva bit on her behaf, snce her below wasdl filled up, so to speek.”

Bdl-Ringer shot him the bird.
“Youkilled them.” 1t was a statement on Ben's part, not aquestion.

“I damned shoredid.” Ike grinned. “Me and my littleol’ CAR-15. Then, the next day, we ran into Tatter
and June-Bug and we dl sorta migrated down here. The othersjust wandered in when | got the station
ontheair.” Helooked at the ladies. “Let'svote. All in favor of Gen. Ben Raines sayin', raise your hand,
or your foot, or lift atit—do somethin’.”



All handswent up.
Ike'sgrin widened. “Y ou're home, Generd. Let's get you unloaded.”
Juno was cuddled up to June-Bug. He had aready made up his mind to stay.

Ben couldn't blame him for that.
ELEVEN

“Have there been many visitors around?’ Ben asked. It was dusk on the coast and the gulf was as
beautiful asthe Prussian blue eyes of Jarre; it gleamed softly, bathing the sand with a peaceful glow. For a
moment Ben thought of Jerre and he was saddened.

Honey-Poo picked up on the gentlenessin hisvoice and stirred. Ben was conscious of the vibes from
her, and she of the vibes from him.

Ike looked at both of them and grinned knowingly. “Y eah, severa have tried to come in here and take
over; throwin’ their weight around, runnin’ off at the mouth. But I've taught dl these gal's about weapons,
and they won't hesitate to blow the ass off atroublemaker. Those guysdidn't last long. We buried ’em
right over there.” He pointed. “The other side of that house way down yonder. | guess the word spread
after the last shoot-out; hasn't been any more rednecks or trash comin’ around. But we hear it'sredly
tough up in the north part of the state, and redlly bad down in Jax and Tampa. Some of the other cities,
too.”

Ben spoke of the bodies he'd seen hanging by the side of the road and he el aborated on what was about
to happen—if it hadn't dready occurred—in Chicago and some of the other cities around the nation.

“Right and wrong on both sides,” Bell-Ringer said; then rose from her chair and went inside.
Ikefollowed her.

“They got athing for each other,” Honey-Poo said. “1 think they're gonna get married here pretty soon.”
Suddenly, without any warning, Ben thought of Sdlina. “ She's a beautiful woman.” And shewas.

“Smart, too. Was going to college in Gainesville, working on her Ph.D. in something or the other. Doesn't
talk much about it, though. Guy she was going with—not steady or heavy—waskilled two or three days
after the war, or whatever the hell it was that happened.”

Ben told her of the tape recording held heard, sitting in front of the Radio Shack in Morriston—a
thousand years ago, it seemed.

“Yeah, Ike heard that same tape.”
“Bédl-Ringer's boyfriend, or just friend, whatever—how did he get killed?’

“ She doesn't say much about it, but | gather he was kind of amilitant. Didn't have much education, but
wastrying to do the right thing—her words—in his own way. | don't know who started the shooting the
day he waskilled—she kind of thinks he did—but anyway, he got dead and she just wandered for aday
or so until those * necks caught up with her and were taking turns raping her. That's about dl | know
about her.”

“You?" Benlooked at her. About twenty-five, in the prime of mature beauty. High full breasts, long deek
legs, long thick hair.



“I worked in abank downin St. Pete.”

“No boyfriends?’

“Just on asocid basis, nothing heavy. Y ou know what | mean?”’
Ben nodded. “Yes”

“Tatter was a schoolteacher.” She laughed. “Redly! June-Bug was a college girl. Space-Baby worked
for the government down at the cape. And Angel-Face was a housewife. Woke up one morning and her
husband was lying dead, next to her. She said it was awful. Kind of freaked her out for atime.” She
looked up at him from the pallet on the darkening sun porch. “Y ou'reredlly going to travel around the
country, seeing what happened and talking to people?’

“Yes | am.”

“But, realy, Ben, we did hear you are the commander of that Rebel army. Redlly!”
“Y ou heard wrong. | am the commander of no army. I'm awriter. That'sit.”
“Ummm,” shesad. “Wdl, how long do you figure this project will take you?’
“Severd years, probably.” If | don't get Sdetracked. Damn you, Bull!

Shesighed. “That'd be fun, | guess. Kind of adventuresome. Like the pioneers, inaway.” She shook her
head. “But I'm not very adventuresome. I'm a chicken.”

“Wadl, I'm going to winter around here, | think. For a couple of months, anyway. Maybethree. | think I'll
take arun down the coast tomorrow and find aplace to stay.”

“Want some company?’ she asked softly. Her voice was like an invitation to dine—on her.
“Sure. | think we're compatible.”
Shegrinned up a him. “1 imaginewe are. Y ou like to fuck, don't you?’

Ben and Honey-Poo were more than compatible; shetold him on that first night at 1ke's place that she
liked to be around aman, didn't like to deep aone, liked to do for aman. But ...

“Don't trust me too much, Ben. | mean, I'll be true-blue as a puppy for atime, then I'll get itchy feet and
hungry eyes. | won't mean to hurt you, but | will leavewhen | fed likeit. So dont fal for me, O.K.?’

“I'll do my best,” Ben said, running his hand over her belly, then down to the tangle of pubic hair. She
moved under his strokings, sighing as hisfinger found and entered her wetness. “What's your red name,
Honey-Poo?’

She hissed her pleasure and arched her hips upward, mesting histhrusting finger. Her hand found his
diffness and dowly began working him. “ Prudence.”

“I'll tick with Honey-Poo.”
“Stick it inmefirg, Ben.”
Chrigmeas

It wasraw for this stretch of Florida, the temperature hovering around the forty-degree mark and the



winds cool enough to bring out swesaters and jackets and to warrant a big roaring firein Ike's den.
It was awedding day.

Ike sat with Ben in the den; Bell-Ringer was in the bedroom with the girls, getting ready. For once (the
only time since Ben had arrived), Ike was in a semiserious mood.

“Go ahead and ask it, Ben,” he prompted. “1 know it'son your mind. So get it over with.”

Ben drained his coffee cup. Since he wasto act asthe “minister,” hefelt it only proper he should be
sober. For afact, no one else was.

“Y ou're sure about this, 1ke? Sure you're doing theright thing?”
“Flat-out certain.”

“What are the odds of you two making it, Ike?’

“Wevedready madeit, Ben. Lotsof times.” Ike grinned a him.
“Get serious, 1ke!”

“O.K.” He sobered. | figure we got maybe aninety to ninety-five percent chance of coming out with the
roses. And | think that'sahell of alot better odds than most marriages. Even when times were normd,
quote/unquote.”

Ben had to agree with that. He glanced a hiswatch. A haf-hour until post time. “Where are you from,
Ike?’

Ike flashed that boyish grin. “North Mississppi.”
“Areyou kidding me?’

“I'm serious, Ben. So yeah, | kindathink I know what I'm doing.” He popped the tab on another beer.
“My daddy was amember of the Klan, so | grew up hatin’ niggers. Well, | till don't like niggers, Ben
Raines, any morethan | like white trash, or sorry Mexicans, or bad Norwegians. Cometo think of it,
Ben, thereis, was, just awhole hdll of alot of folksfrom Texas | never did cotton to, but that don't mean
there wasn't awholelot of real good folksin that state. Y ou see what I'm sayin? | figured you did.
Bell-Ringer isn't anigger. She'sared nice person that has a pretty good tan, that'sal.”

“But she's4till ablack.”
“Shore. So what?’
“I had to be sure you understood that, Ike. | have to know her red name, Ike.”

“Megan Ann Green. And my nameisIgnatius Victor McGowen. And if you cal me Ignatius during the
ceremony, I'm gonnabust you right in the mouth.”

Ben laughed out loud. “I'll stay with Ike.”

“My daddy was a banker,” ke said softly. “Good one, too, | guess. Made alot of money in histime. But
he had dreams of the old South: cotton fields white in thefal, plantations, mint juleps—he wanted to see
the day when blacks would once again be daves. Heredlly did, talked about it. He hated blacks. He
tried to teach meto hate them, but it never took—not redlly. | waysfelt kind of guilty about it.



Well,"—he sghed—"we had a big fight my senior year. That was* 70.”

Ben gave him agtartled look. “Y ou don't ook that old, Ike. That would make you ... in your
mid-thirties”

“I oweit dl tomy cleanliving.” ke smiled. “ Anyway, | left homethe day, or the night, | graduated high
school. Joined the Navy, went into UDT, then the SEALs. Been with’em ever since.”

“Y ou ever been back home?’

“Oh, sure. | went back abunch of times. Dad and | made up, in our own peculiar way. Dad died in ...
let'ssee... ‘80. Mom joined himin ‘81. Hell, Ben, I'm arich man; dl that property Dad left me. | just
didn't want to leave the Navy.”

A warning bell began dinging in Ben's brain. “What are you going to do, 1ke? After the wedding, |

Ike smiled. “I'm goin’ on back to north Mississppi, Ben. Farm my land.”

“That's spite, buddy—and you know it. Y ou're asking for alot of trouble, Ike. Not just for you, but alot
of grief for Megan.”

Ike shook his head. “1 think, Ben, once theinitial wave of hatred subsides—if it does'—he put a
disclamer on it—"you'll seealot of changesin the way people think. That was my origind thought. But
with Logan going in asthe next president, and al you've told me about him ... | don't know. I've been
thinking alot about that, and also one of those books you wrote: that one about a nation within anation,
agovernment redlly for the people and by the people. And I've been thinkin' about your Rebels, too.”

“They are not my Rebdls, Ike.”
“Yeah, | think they are, Ben.” Once again, that smile. “Y ou see ... I'm one of them.”

Ben looked at him, then dowly nodded his head. “O.K., that fits. Conger got in touch with you, didn't
I,.Bl?i

13 Y@_”
“Now what?’

Ike shrugged. “Now ... nothing. Hell, Generd, I'm not going to push you. Go on for atime, seethe
country, write your journd. Y our duty will cometo you after atime.”

“My ... duty?”

“That'sright, Ben. Duty. The old Bull picked you to lead his children, so to speak. Conger told me about
you telling him to destroy all the planes they could, and so forth. Good idea. But what's that about 1daho
and Montana?’

Ben told him of hisdreams, of aland with mountains and valleys and cattle and crops and contented
people, al living under lawsthey had al agreed to live under and with.

“Y our nation in the book, Ben?’ Ike asked softly.

Ben sighed and shook his head. “I don't know, friend. | guess so. I've got to think about it for awhile,
though.”



“Y ou do that, buddy. We havetime. Y ou know, Ben ... know what Big Brother's problem was?’
“No,” Ben said, not understanding where Ike was going.

“Wadll ... Big Brother said—told us—we had to like everybody we met. Right off the bat, that was some
kind of stupid. Ever since the beginnings of time, al the way to the caves, Ben, I'll bet you there has been
some kind of caste system and there will always be some sort of caste system. No government can
order aperson to like another person; hell, the personal chemistry between the two might be all
wrong....”

Jerreéswords, Ben thought.

“...Itjust won't work. There was a philosopher, Frenchman, | think, can't remember his name, but | read
something by him that has dways stuck in my mind. A fellow wasaskin’ thisman hislikesand didikes:
do you like Germans? No. Do you like Italians? No. Do you like Jews? No. Do you like Negroes? No.
Do you like Catholics? No. Protestants? No. Finally, the man got exasperated and asked him just who
he did like? The philosopher looked at him and sad, ‘| like my friends.”

Ike grinned as he popped open another can of beer. “ That's the way it's got to be, Ben Raines. Y ou think
about it. Well keep in touch.”

“Y ou're quite a philosopher yoursdlf, Ignatius Victor McGowen,” Ben said.
Ike poured a can of beer over Ben's head.

A few weeks after the wedding, the radio station went off the air (the tower fell down one night), and the
party broke up, each going his or her own way. Tatter and June-Bug went to Mississippi with Ike and
Megan; Space-Baby and Angel-Face dipped out one night without even saying good-by.

“They kinda have thisthing for each other,” explained Honey-Poo.
“How about you?’ Ben asked.

“Well, Ben Raines,"—she smiled—"1 been thinking about hittin’ the road. There was aham operator on
the other night talkin’ about this big party that'sgoin’ on over at St. Augustine. | ‘magine that'swhere
Space-Baby and Angel-Face went, or will eventualy land.”

“When were you thinking about pulling out?’

“Oh... I waskindathinkin' about pullin’ out today. I'm packed. | think you and me have about run our
course, don't you, Ben?’

Ben alowed he believed they had. She was about to screw him to death.

“Y ou got things to write about, Ben. And me? Wdll ... | guess!'ll go party until theday | die. | wishyou
lots of luck, Ben Raines.”

“Sameto you, Prudence.”

Shekissed him on the cheek, patted Juno on the head, and went bouncing out the door, in search of a
perpetua good timein what was|eft of aworld's madness. She waved good-by as she bounced off ina
Jeep that had been painted pink.

And Ben was alone once more. Juno stuck his muzzle into Ben's hand and whined softly.



Will, not quite alone.

Ben pulled out his portable typewriter and began writing thefirgt of hisjournd; it was, he knew, a
mammoth undertaking. And he wondered if he could, or would, ever finish it; for dwaysin the back of
his mind were the Rebels and his dream of afreeland of good laws and good government. He could not
shake them away.

In March, with the weather warm, the sun bright, and the gulf seablue-green, a period of restlessness hit
him. He drove into Tampa, knowing it was afoolish thing to do.

The city was alittered, pockmarked battleground. Fires, still smoking, scarred itsformer beauty. Ben
made one quick pass on Interdate 75, turned east on Interstate 4, then went up to the University of
South Florida. 1t was asif he had stepped from one world to another. The campus was peaceful, amost
serene. He parked histruck, locked it, and walked the campus. It had a deserted feel, but for the most
part, had not been disturbed by looters.

Naturaly, Ben thought; ignorant people don't loot books. He rounded a curve in the sdewak and came
to an abrupt hat. An elderly gentleman sat on abench, reading abook and eating a sandwich. The man

was dressed in adark suit, white shirt, and dark tie. His shoes were polished, and he was clean-shaven.
Helooked up.

“Ah! | do so hate to be the bearer of bad news, young man, but we are not holding classes. | redlly can't
say when thisingtitution will reopen its door to welcome the young seekers of knowledge.”

“Wecomeinidedidicaly and leave with money our only god.”
“Precisdy.”
“It will reopen someday,” Ben said. “Hopefully,” he added.

“Glad you added that disclaimer,” the man said. “I wish | shared your optimism.” Hiseyesdrifted to
Ben's M-10 and the canvas pouch of clips, the 9-mm belted around hiswaist; the knife hanging on hisleft
sde. Helooked at Juno, looking a him.

“Handsomeanimd. Ishefriendly?’
“Hehasbeen sofar, air.”

“Please.” The man gestured toward the empty bench beside him. “Come—sit down. Despite your rather
rugged appearance and your formidable display of arms, you behave as though you might have more than
amodicum of intelligence. Join mein some conversation.”

“Watch Juno,” Ben cautioned the man. “He swipesfood.” He sat down, looking at the book the man had
been reading: Selected Works of Wordsworth. “Interesting reading, but shouldn't you be reading
something on surviva?’

The man chuckled and patted Juno's big head. Juno grabbed his sandwich and ateit in two gulps.
“Seewhat | mean?’ Ben said.

“Thereisamplefood to be had, son. For aslong as | shdl live—which, hopefully, won't be much
longer.”

“Why would you hope that?’



“This'—the man waved his hand—"is—was—my entirelife. | taught here Snceits opening day. Before
that | was at the University of Florida—Gainesville. | have been aprofessor for al of my adult life. |
know nothing else. And | am seventy-five years old. What elseisthere for me?’

“Life”

“But alifewithout flavor. What is your name, young man?’

Bentold him.

“And you did what before everybody went awvay?’

Went away? Ben glanced a him. “I was awriter. But | doubt you ever read any of my books.”

“| fear you are correct, Mr. Raines. But | am so glad you came dong. Tell me about yourself, what you
plan on doing. Enlighten me.”

Ben felt the ederly gentleman did not have both oarsin the water; probably the tragedy had been too
much for him to cope with and he dipped just abit. But Ben told him in detall, if only to have someoneto
talk with for atime.

The professor clapped his hands and giggled. “Oh, wonderful!” he cried. “Now | can go without fedling
guilty about leaving her.”

“Go?’ Ben queried. “Go, where? Leave her? Her who?’
“Whom, son.”

“Areyou sure?’

“I'm aprofessor, young man.”

“Yes, gr.”

“Tojoin my friendsin that great classroom in the sky. Where the debates are endless and the merits of
Wordsworth and Tennyson and al the greats are discussed with the respect and admiration due them.
And Kipling can take Gunga Din and both of them can squat on the coas until their nutsroast.”

Now Ben was certain the man's bread was not fully baked.
“I likeKipling,” Ben said.

“| shdl ignore that outrage. Look, look!” The man pointed. “ See that building over there? Seeit, seeit?’
Bensaid hedid.

“That'swherel live. With April.”
“April isyour wife?”

“Good heavens, no! My wife has been dead for ... umm ... well, along time, | suppose—haven't seen
her around. No, you see, April was astudent of mine—last year. She survived the ... ah, what did

happen, son?’
Ben told him what he knew and what he surmised.

“Isthat right? Umm? Wadll, I've often wondered about it.”



“There wasn't anyone you could ask? No one came around here?’

“Only those rather large, boorish types. Very hostile. But you've informed me, so | won't worry abouit it
any further.” He peered at Ben through histhick glasses. “What were we talking about?’

HAU”.”
“April?1t'snot yet April, isit?’
“No, sr,” Benreplied patiently. “It'sMarch. April was a student of yours.”

“Oh, yes! Now | remember. Yes, well ... April took it upon hersalf to look after me. Not that | need any
looking after, mind you. And sheis beginning to annoy mewith al her fussing about. She's not my type of
woman at al. Not at al. Sheis... rather ... aclinging-vine type. Not that thereis anything wrong with
that—not at al. She just doesn't have big titties. | like women with big titties. My wife—God rest her
soul, wherever sheis—had big titties. | used to loveto play with her big titties. Don't you like big titties?’

Ben nodded his head in agreement. Even Juno was looking at the man rather strangely.

“Well...” The professor selected apill from atiny pillbox. A white pill. He swalowed it. “Now that April
isgoingto bedl right, I can go without guilt.”

“What did you teach, Professor?’
“Chemigtry.”

“And what wasthat you just took?’
“KCN.”

“Andthat is?’

“Potassum cyanide.”

The man stood up, smiled, waved bye-bye to Ben and Juno; then grabbed at his chest and fell to the
ground in convulsons. A moment later, he was dead.

“Shit!” Bensaid.

Hewalked over to the dorm the man had pointed out and entered the cool hal. “ April,” hecaled. “ April!
Areyou here?’

“No! Go away.”

“April, I'm Ben Raines. | had the ... ah ... misfortune to encounter your friend, the professor. He told me
about you and then the old fool took cyanide. He's dead.”

Footsteps on the stairs and a heart-shaped face peered around the corner. A very pretty face with large
dark eyes. Huge glassesin front of the eyes. “He'srealy dead?’

“Yes I'msorry.”

“Y eah, me, too.” She stepped from around the corner of the stairwell. “But that son of a bitch was about
to worry meto death. Always complaining about my titties.”

She came abit closer. She was dressed in jeans and denim shirt. Maybe her titties weren't large enough



to suit the professor, but the pert little lady was unmistakably female and well enough endowed to suit
Ben.

“He said you were a student of his—last year.”

She laughed. “Y eah, he would. Hell, mister, he wasn't a professor. That was just his nickname. Hewasa
dedler.”

“| beg your pardon?’
“A deder, man. Likein dope. Hell, every kid on this campus knew the old * Professor.”

Ben shook hishead. “Well, every man is entitled to make afool of himsdlf oncein awhile. He sure had
mefooled.”

“Oh, he was well-educated, for afact. And he used to be a professor. But that was along time ago. He
kept messin’ with the femae students. No telling how many he got pregnant. He finally was barred from
teaching inthisstate.”

Ben stepped closer. She did not seem afraid of him. *He did seem genuinely concerned about you.”

“I think hewas, in his own strange way. Hewas all right until about two months ago. That's when hiswife
died.”

“Hetold me hiswife had been dead along time!”
“Yeah? Well, helied alot. Hiswifésupgtarsin abox.”

“Y egh, you can say that again. That'swhen he started dippin’ downhill. Quickly. Caled me his daughter
at one point and then wanted meto give him ahand job with the next breath. Asif he could get it up.”

Ben could but shake his head.

Her eyeswent from Ben to Juno. “That's a pretty dog. Does he bite?’
“I guesshewould if you made him angry. April what?’

“Simpson. | guessthe professor told you to take care of me, right?’
“He mentioned something to that effect, yes”

“Wadl ... you don't look too old. Can you get it up?’

“I beg your pardon?’

“Keep ahard-on. Man, I'm horny!”

“I'll do my best,” Ben said dryly.

“I'll get my things. What are you going to do with the professor?’
“What do you want done with him?’

She shrugged. “He loved the campus. I'd leave him where heis.”



“All right.”

“Ben Raines, right?’

“yes”

“So I'll be with you in ashake, Ben Raines.”

And Ben had found yet another survivor.
TWELVE

Heading back to his house just amile south of 1ke's place, now deserted, Ben answered the girl's
seemingly endless chain of questions and asked afew of hisown.

“Why didn't you leave campus, April?If the professor was giving you such abad time?’

“Where would | go? Where could | go? And do what?” She put her dark eyeson him. 1 went home
once, right after ... it happened, after | got well from being so sick. Back to Orlando. Found my parents.
Dead. | didn't know what to do so | just went back to what 1'd grown accustomed to: the campus. I'd
been there four years; al my friendswere there. Or had been, that is. | tell you one thing, though. The
professor might not have had al his beans baked, but he knew people, and he saw something in you he
could trust. Lots of guys had been there before you came—all looking for women. But he never said
anything about me.”

“How often did you |leave the campus?’

“Only once after | got back from Orlando. That was when Penny had joined usin the dorm. Penny
Butler, from Miami. Seventeen years old. Things had sort of camed down, and we went for awalk, just
to look around, you know? Some guys started chasing us—all of them drunk and mean-looking. They
caught Penny. | can till hear her screaming while they were dragging her into adepartment store. | hid in
agrocery store right next to the department store. | was afraid to move; so scared | thought I'd die. |
didn't know what to do. | found apistol under the cash register, but | didn't know what to do withiit. It
was kind of like the one you have on your belt. How do you work the damned thing? I've never fired a
pistol in my life—any kind of gun, for that maiter.

“They took turnsraping her; and it wasn't just rape. They did ... ugly thingsto her. | could hear them
through the walls, laughing and shouting. They ... buggered her, you know? Then they beat her when she
wouldn't ... suck them off. | guess she agreed to do anything they wanted, ‘ cause the beating stopped. |
heard them talking about her taking three guys at once. Y ou know, onein the mouth, one up the ass, and
onethe... norma way. One of them must have been red big, ‘ cause Penny kept screaming in pain and
then they'd begt her again.”

Shesighed. “1 ... guessthey beat her too much. All of asudden it got red quiet. She wasn't screaming.
The guys laughed some more, then walked out of the building, up astreet. | dipped out the back door of
one building and in through the back door of the department store. She was just lying there on the floor,
naked, her eyes open, but she was dead. Her neck was at afunny angle. | guessit was broken. |
checked her pulse, wrist and neck, but she was dead. Ben?’

“Uh-hun?’

“How come there's so many shitty people in the world? How come they lived and the good people
died?”

Jerre had asked pretty much the same question. All Ben could do was shake his head.



April kept pretty much to hersdlf in the big house by the beach. She wasimpressed by Ben's
determination to write achronicle of the disaster, and she hel ped whenever she could. But when it got
down to the actual writing of the journa, Ben told her to take ahike; he worked aone.

She did not take offense, seemed to understand. So she walked the lonely beaches, picking up driftwood
and sand dollarsand shdlls.

Ben had sensed their time together would not be long, for in their conversations, April had let it be
known, loud, clear, and proud, that she was alibera; she opposed capital punishment, believed in gun
control, loved the ACLU, was thrilled with Hilton Logan, hated the military, et cetera.

Ben had listened to her blather and babble and then had told her that if she so much as mentioned Hilton
Logan or the ACLU to him again, she would find hersalf back on the road—alone.

She got the message.
Onthefirst day of April, 1989, Ben told her to get her gear together, they were pulling out.
She asked no questions.

They drove up to Perry, then took highway 221 to Georgia. They saw no one aong the way, but Ben felt
certain someone had seen them. His senses were working overtime, and he could not shake the fedling of
being watched ... tracked.

April surprised him by saying, “1 think we're being followed, Ben.”
“When did you pick up onit?’
“When we crossed into Georgia.”

A few miles south of Moultrie, Ben pulled off the road and tucked the pickup behind a service station.
He checked the M-10 and his 9-mm pistol, then he hooked a couple of grenadesinto his belt.

“Stay back here and keep quiet,” he told April. “Keep Juno with you.”

He was getting some very bad vibes concerning just who was following them—or what. Then he heard
the sound of motors coming up the road from the south. The engines were running ragged, asif they had
seen hard use and had not been serviced properly. Or at all.

Two military trucks cameinto view, camouflage paint jobs. Two men in each truck. That he could see,
that is. Ben felt there were probably men in the back of each truck. He clicked the M-10 off safety and
stood by the side of the station. He pulled the pin from a grenade and held the spoon down with his|eft
hand.

The trucks dowed as the drivers spotted him. The trucks pulled into the parking area and stopped, their
engines cut. The morning was very quiet. When the men got out of the cabs, Ben fought to keep from

laughing.

They were dressed in amishmash of military and GeorgiaHighway Patrol uniformsand werealiving
caricature of the Hell's Angedls. But Ben could sense areal danger al around him.

“We are apart of the GeorgiaMilitia,” apus-gutted, unshaven man said. “It isour duty to seetoiit that
no riffraff enter thissate”

“Then what are you doing here?’



“Huh?’

Ben said nothing, just looked at the men.
“Areyoufriendly?’

“Tomy friends”

“That's not much of an answer, mister.”
“Wasn't much of aquestion.”

“Who do you have traveling with you?” The man licked thick wet lips. That he was asking about women
was obvious.

“| don't figure that's any of your goddamned business,” Ben told him bluntly. The M-10 was off sofety,
onfull auto.

“I don't carefor your attitude, mister.”

“Oneof lifeslittletragedies, I'm sure.”

“I don't much carefor you, either.”

“Where's your sheet and burning cross, redneck?’

“Wel now.” The man amiled. “We got usanigger lover here. * At'sdlraht though. | ain't had me no
smoked mest in sometime. Got you anigger ga travelin’ with you, huh? Stand asde.”

“Fuck you!” Ben lifted the M-10 and shot the man in his pus gut; at the same time he tossed the grenade
at the others. Ben dived for the protection of an abandoned car.

The fragmentation grenade blew, and left one dead and two badly wounded on the ground. Before the
rocking sounds had abated, Ben |obbed another grenade into the rear of thefirst truck and hit the
ground. The frag grenade blew, sending one man through the ribs of the canvas mount and over the side
of the truck. Someone screamed in the back of the truck.

Ben rose to one knee and sprayed the back of the second truck, changed clips, and waited. A man
lunged out of the truck and tried to run. Ben put a short burst into his back, knocking him face-down on
the concrete.

It was over. It was silent. The smdll of gunpowder was thick, mixing with the heavy blood odor. Ben's
legs were shaky and his hands trembled. But he and April were dive. Juno was a hissde, the hairson
his back and neck raised, hisfangs bared. April came around the corner of the building and put one hand
to her mouth as she saw the carnage and smelled the shit and the piss from relaxed bladders and bowels.
Shewas sick for amoment, retching onto the gravel. Ben changed clipsin the M-10 and dung it over his
shoulder. He pulled out his pistol and walked to the bed of atruck. All dead. He stepped to the other
truck and looked inside.

Onemanwasdive, but just bardly.
“Help me” the man pleaded.

“All right,” Ben said, then raised the 9-mm and shot the man between the eyes. He walked back to April.
Her face was pale, lips bloodless.



“I can't believe you did that, Ben.”
Ben turned his back to her and walked away.

In Moultrie, Ben found quite a group of people, more than a hundred, he guessed, gathered at alocal
church. He had to struggle to hide his amusement. It had taken aworldwide catastrophe to bring blacks
and whites together—at least herein Moulltrie,

Hetold the crowd what had happened down the road. They seemed to sigh asoneinrelief.

“Thereisno GeorgiaMilitia, Mr. Raines,” aman said. “ That was L uther Pitrie and his pack of filth.
We're Christian people here, or try to be; no way would we tolerate that kind of man among us.”

“Hetried to make trouble for you?’

“ About three months back. He had gathered around him some thirty or forty of the worst types of trash
you could imagine. Convicts, néer-do-wells, degenerates. They strutted in here just aswe were picking
up our lives and trying to restore some reason for being. He killed one man. | guess rage overcame us,
we buried eleven of those who came with him. The rest have not been back.”

“Good for you,” Ben said, conscious of April'slook of horror.

“Please stay and have supper with us, Mr. Raines. Spend the night. | know what happened today was a
terrible experience; doubly so for Miss Smpson. Rest awhile, you'll be safe and you certainly are
welcome.”

Good people, Ben thought. | hope there are a great many more pockets of people such as these.
“Y ou've heard what's happened in Chicago?’ the leader of the small band in Moultrie asked.
Ben shook hishead. “No, | haven't.” But he had aquick flash of déja vu.

Carl.

“Well, communications are, at best, spotty—we rely mostly on ham operators for news, and we don't get
that very often.” The man paused to butter adice of home-baked bread. Real homemade country
butter.

Bensad, “I wasin Chicago last fall—couple of weeks after the war. The suburbs, actualy. | didn't like
what | saw brewing.”

“The brew exploded, I'm afraid. Some sort of movement started there. Neo-Nazi, fascis—something of
that type.”

“Don' forget the Klan,” awoman said, bitternessin her voice. “My brother is part of that messin
Chicago. Went up there when he heard what they were doing. Couldn't wait to get right in the middle of
it”

“Soismy brother,” Ben said quietly.
Theclicking of knives and forks ceased; conversation was momentarily halted.

“I'm sorry to hear that, Mr. Raines. Y es,"—the man shook his head—"a Raines was mentioned in one
broadcast we monitored. A Carl Rainesisone of the leaders.”



“The damned fool!” Ben muttered.

“| said the samething, Mr. Raines,” ablack woman said. “My first cousin was on the other side of what
took place up there”

Ben looked at her. “What did take place?’

“There was spotty violence dl winter. The whites controlled the suburbs, the blacks controlled the city.
The whites cordoned off the city, wouldn't et the blacks out. And last winter was a particularly brutal
one. Many died from exposure. Expressways were blocked and guarded, same with bridges and
avenues. The white group raided national guard and reserve armories, got mortars and cannons, began
shelling the city. It wasaregular war. Then, acouple of months ago, afull-scale military invasion took
place. Not the regular military, but the whites. There were no prisonerstaken ... on either sde. From
what we've heard, it was senseless and brutal.”

“Who won?’ Ben asked, a sour taste in his mouth. He thought of Cecil and Lila. And of Sdina.

“Wadll,” alocal minister said, “if it can be cdled avictory, the whites did. Then they turned on the Jews,
the Latins, the Orientals. Everyone not ... what'sthe old term? WASP?’

“Yes” Bensad. “It had to come. Sooner or later. | wrote it was coming.”

“I read that book of yours, Mr. Raines,” ablack woman in her mid-thirties said. She sat acrossthe table
from Ben. “1 didn't likeit when | read it—I thought you surely had to be aracist. Then | reread it and
changed my opinion of you. Y ou're acomplex man, Mr. Raines, but | think you mean well ... for those
who, inyour view, deserve the well-meaning.”

“Thank you.” Ben acknowledged the decidedly |eft-handed compliment.

The minister said, “ The party seemsto have grown in strength over the months. So far it is<till mostly
centered in the Chicago and central Illinoisarea, but it isfanning out. And'—the man tapped hisfinger on
the table—"it isnot comprised only of filth like that dogfighting Pitrie and hisilk. From what we can
gather by ligtening to the broadcasts, somerather ... at onetime anyway ... level-headed men and women
arejoining. That'sthe ... ones| don't understand.”

“I do,” Bensaid. “And | can tell you who they are: businessmen and -women who lost their businesses
through boycott or riots; men who had wives or daughters mugged or assaulted or raped by Latinsor
blacks and then had to watch while our courts turned them loose—if they ever even cameto
trial—because of the pleadings of someliberd bastard lawyer whining about past wrongs, that had
absolutely nothing to do with the crime; store owners who were repeatedly robbed and were unable to
do anything about it or who watched criminas turned loose because of some legal technicalities; people
who lost their jobs because of hiring practices. It'salong list, with right and wrong on both sides. But the
hate findly exploded into violence—the hate directed toward the minorities. Many of us, of dl colors,
wrote of its coming. No one paid any attention to us. Wdll ... now it's here.”

“That'sthe part of your book | didn't like,” the black woman said.

“Two wrongs don't make aright.” Ben defended what he had written, so many years before. “But don't
misunderstand me. | am totally, irrevocably opposed to what is happening in Chicago. | just saw it
coming, that'sal.”

“Be careful ontheroad, Mr. Raines,” the minister cautioned him. “I'm afraid it's going to get much worse
before it startsto get better.”



The black lady looked at Ben. “1 believe you wrote that, too, didn't you, Mr. Raines?’

“Ben, it's stupid going into Atlantal” April told him. “The same thing might be going on there as happened
in Chicago.”

“Wewon't go into the city proper,” he assured her. “But | want to get close enough to hear what's going
on.”

They were on Interstate 75, heading for Atlanta. An hour out of Moultrie.
A few milesfurther, Ben saw hisfirst manned roadblock on an interstate.
“Oh, hdll, Ben!” April said, her fingersdigging into hisleg.

“Relax.” Ben patted her hand. “Let'sjust see what's happening. Hold the whed for aminute.” Hetook a
grenade from the pouch at hisfeet on the floorboards and pulled the pin, holding the spoon down with his
left hand, just as he had back at the station with the so-called Georgia Militia

Ben rolled up and stopped, lowering hiswindow, hisleft hand out of sight. “Howdy, boys—what'sthe
problem?’

“Wejust liketo seewho iscomin’ and goin’ out of Cordele, mister. No rea problem.”
“Uh-huh,” Ben said.

“I can see your right hand, buddy. But | can't see your left hand. Y ou wouldn't have agun pointed at me,
would you? One word from me and that bunch over yonder,” he jerked his head, “would shoot this truck
full of holes”

“Y ou like to shoot strangers who have done you no harm?’
The man's eyes narrowed. “ That's kind of adumb question, mister.”
“Humor me,” Ben said, but there was no humor in hisvoice.

The man spat abrown stream of chewing-tobacco juice on the highway. “ Y ou ‘ bout half smart-ass, ain't
you?’

“Maybe. Maybe | just don't like to be stopped for no reason. Ever think about that?’
“Not often. Git outtathe damned truck. Both of you.”

Ben smiled and lifted hisleft hand. The man amost swallowed his chewing tobacco. “No. Y ou get on the
running board. My fingers are getting tired. | might just decide to drop this out the window.”

“Man, you are nutd That thing ain't got no pininit! Jesus Christ!” he hollered. “Don't nobody shoot, or
nuttin'. This crazy son of abitchisholding alive grenade.”

“Fragmentation type. Get it right.”
“It'safragtype. Lordy, Lordy!”

When Ben spoke, hisvoice wasloud enough for al to hear. “Now al you men listen to me. It isnot my
intention to bother a soul—unless that person first bothers me. And you people are bothering me. Now
you get on the running board and tell your buddies to open that goddamned roadblock.”



“I an't botherin’ you, mister. Lord, no—I ain't botherin’ you. TEAR DOWN THAT FUCKIN’
ROADBLOCK!” he screamed.

The blockade came down. The man stepped up on the running board. That put hisface level with Juno's
muzzle and bared teeth. “Oh, Lord!” the man hollered.

Ben stepped on the gas and drove up the interstate, out of rifle range, slopping in the middle of the
highway. “ Get off,” he told the man.

Theman did so, gladly. “Mider,” hesaid to Ben, “youjig an't pullin’ afull load.”
“Yeah?| heard that thefirst time | ate asnake during survivd training.”
Theman paled.

“Now you lisgen to me,” Bentold him. “I don't know what kind of trouble you people have had with
thugs and punks, and you definitely have aright to keep those types of people out of your town. But you
do not have aright to keep people from traveling on thisinterstate.”

The man bobbed his head in agreement, watching with grest relief as Ben inserted the pin back into the
grenade. “Yes, gr.”

“If 1 wereyou, I'd dismantle that blockade. Somebody's liable to come aong and really take offense at
being stopped and questioned.”

“Morethan you did?’

“Héll, friend.” Ben smiled at him. “I'm asaint compared to some folks roaming around out here.” He put
the truck in gear and rolled on, leaving the man standing in the middle of the interstate, shaking his head
and mumbling.

“Ben?’ April asked. “Why did that roadblock make you so angry?’

“I redlly don't know,” he confessed. “1 think maybe the arrogance of the people behind them—some of
them—has dwaysirritated me. And the structure itself somewhat. But the reasons have always been the
red irritant with me: checking for adriver'slicense, to make certain it'sthe proper license for the state
you'reliving in. What earthly difference doesit make? If you can drivein Cdiforniayou can certainly
drivein Utah. Or if you can drivein Hartford you can drive in Ddlas. Country should have had one
nationd driver'slicense and to hell withit.” He smiled. “ That's one of my very few pet gripes, April.”

“Theothers?’

Ben grinned. “Those people who take it upon themsalvesto tell others what to read, what to watch on
TV, or seein the movies. Or out of atownship of one hundred people, fifty-one don't drink liquor, so
they tell the remaining forty-nine they can't drink in their homes, or purchase a six-pack or abottlein that
township. What a person doesin his or her own home is nobody € se's business. But I'm death on drunk
drivers, April. | have dways believed that if adrunk driver kills someone, the charge should be
murder—not mandaughter. And"—he grinned—"nobody on the face of this earth lovesadrink of
whiskey any more than yourstruly. But | don't drive when I'm drunk, or even drinking very much for that
matter. | used to, though. Until one night | almost ran over akid on abike. That was about ten years ago.
That put astop to it—for me. Don't get me started, April. My bdiefsare intense.”

“Y ou're acomplex man, Ben Raines.”



“Maybe. And maybe I'm just a man who doesn't want to get too far away from the basic concepts of
living.”

“What if adrunk driver ran over and killed aloved one of yours, Ben—what would you do?’
“Now?’

“No. | mean, back when thingswere normal.”

“My first inclination would beto kill him. But that would be wrong for severa reasons. Our laws—back
when thingswere normal, asyou put it—were far too lenient on most criminas, especialy the drunk
driver involved in fata accidents. So how can you blame the guy for drinking when the pendty for getting
caught redlly, in many states, amost encouraged the drunk driver? No, education and stiff laws are the
answer, and then gradually, over aperiod of years, as people become accustomed to those laws, and a
generation grows with them, that's when you get tough with those who flaunt the law. Not abruptly. Not
unless everybody in that sate, and | don't mean fifty-one percent of the population, I mean about ninety
percent of the population, agrees with those harsh laws. Thisfifty-onefforty-nine plurdity is now and
aways has been, to my way of thinking, acrock of shit.”

“How about those people, say, to use your figures, that ten percent—what happens to them? Those who
dissgreewith it?’

“They canlivewithit, or leave.”
“That's hard, Ben.”
13 YSH

April wassilent for severa miles; milesthat passed in slence, with only the humming of thetireson
concrete and the rush of wind.

“All this...” She waved her hand, indicating the emptiness of highway, the sllence of theland al around
them. “ All this doesn't redlly bother you, doesit?1 get the impression you're looking forward to
rebuilding.”

Ben thought about that question. “I guess| am looking forward to the rebuilding, April. Asto it bothering
me? No, | guessit really doesn't. Not to the extent it should, | suppose.”

“Why?" Sheglanced a him. “Y ou don't believe dl thisis God'swill, or something hokey like that, do
you?’

“Hokey?Wdll, yes. | have to admit I've wondered about the hand of God in all this. Haven't you?’

“| don't believein God,” she saidflatly. “1 think it'samyth. | think when you're dead, you're dead. And
that'sit.”

“That iscertainly your right.”

“Not going to give me alecture about it?’

“Not me. Believe what you want to believe. That isyour right.”

“How about prayer in public school 7’

Helaughed out loud. “ Y oureredly hitting al bases, aren't you? All right, April. Fine, for those who want



to pray. Thosethat don't could whistle*Dixi€' if they so desired.”
“And take alot of abuse and bullshit from the kids and the teachers, too, huh?”’

“Root cause, honey.”

“I beg your pardon?’

“Root cause. Ignorance, prejudice, thoughtlessness, dl those thingswill never be ssamped out unless and
until we attack the root cause. And that'sin the home.”

“Totd dtate control, Ben? That'sjust abit Orwellian, don't you think?”

“Yes, itis. Butif our present method of education isn't, or wasn't, eradicating the inequities, what would
you suggest asthe course of action?”’

“What inequities? Give me an example.”

“Onekid wantsto play sports, another kid wantsto study music: the piano, the violin. Each should be
ableto do as he or she wishes without being ridiculed for making aparticular choice. But it didn't work
that way. The kid who chooses to pursue alife of music is often—ninety-nine percent of the
time—subjected to taunts and jeers and ridicule for his choice, while the kid who wantsto play sportsis
adored and given honors. The sadness of it, April, isthis: the kidswho ridicule and jeer haveto have
learned it a home; their parents have to be condoning it. Perhaps not knowingly, but till condoning it. If
they do no more than refuse to broaden intellectua horizons, they're condoning and passing their
ignorance on to their kids.”

“Ben ... do you want a perfect society?”’
“No,” hesad. “Just afair one.”
And hethought of the mountains. And of the Rebels. Waiting. Something stirred deep within him.

April looked at the man; took in his lean ruggedness. How fast he was, to react to adeadly Stuation. He
had a... dangerous look about him. She said, “ Y ou look the type to spend Sunday afternoonsin front of
the TV, watching footbal.”

“I did, for years,” Ben admitted. “ Still think it'sagreet sport. Played it in high school. But it's
gotten—had—out of hand. | began to open my eyes and my mind and to look and listen to al that was
happening around me; with my friends and others, what they were teaching their children. | wasat a
friend's house one evening, watching Monday-night footbal. | heard my friend tell hisboys that anyone
who didn't play sportswas asissy and probably aqueer. | thought, what aterrible thing to tell achild,
and told my friend so—in front of hiskids. That man hasn't sooken to me since.”

“And never will again,” April reminded him.

Ben glanced at her. “1 don't consider his death any grest lossto the world.”

THIRTEEN
Ben had pulled off the interstate just afew miles south of Fort Valey and headed east. “ Just wandering,”
hetold April. “Were not on any timetable.”

At asmal town located on a state highway, Ben pulled over when he saw agroup of elderly people
gathered on and around the porch of agenera store. When they saw the truck stop, they ran asif ina



panic.
“Why arethey afraid of us?” April asked.

“Thereisacertain type of filthin thisworld that preyson the old. | think these folks have been the victims
of thosetypesof dime. Let'ssee”

But when Ben opened the door to the truck, he found himself looking down the twin barrels of ashotgun.
It was, he thought, like looking down atwin culvert. Helifted his eyes to meet those of the man standing
on the porch, behind the shotgun.

“I didn't stop to harm anyone,” Ben said. “I'm awriter, traveling the nation, attempting to chronicle dl that
has happened. If you people arein some sort of difficulty, perhaps| can help?’

“Lower the shotgun, Homer,” awoman's voice said. “ He speaks as though he has some degree of
education.”

The shotgun was lowered to Ben'slegs. “ One funny move, sonny,” Homer said, “and I'll shorten your
reach condderable.”

Ben forced agrin and told Juno to please stop growling. Juno licked himin the ear. “I can see where that
12-gauge would definitely do it, Sr.” He cut his eyesto the door of the generd store. An ederly woman
stood looking at him. Ben nodded. “Maam.”

The woman asked, “Where did you attend school, young man?’

“The University of Illinois, maiam. For about twenty minutes. | didn't like college.”

She laughed. “What books have you written?’

Ben began redling off titles and the various names he wrote under. She waved him slent.

“That's enough. Some of those books were pornography, Ben Raines. Filth. The sex acts were too
descriptive. We're dl adults, we know how the act is done.”

Ben laughed. “But I'll bet you read every word, didn't you, maam?’

She grinned and moved out onto the porch. “| taught English for fifty-five years, Mr. Raines. Y ou need to
learn about the positioning of adverbs and the splitting of compound verbs.”

“And don't forget who and whom and meand 1.”

“Yes” shesad, gtting downinachair. “That, too.” She pointed to April, Sitting in the truck. “Areyou
and that young lady married, Mr. Raines, or areyou livinginsn?’

“No, maam, werre not married. Asfor livinginsin, | wouldn't know about that. She doesn't believein
God.”

“I'm Nola Browning, young man. Ms. Nola Browning, thank you. We have dl gathered here from severa
amal communitiesinthisarea I'll introduce you around abit later. Given alittle age, your young lady will
come to her senses concerning God and what isHis. If not,"—she shrugged—"her loss, not His. Asto
our troubles.... wdll ... it ssems we have agang of hooligans and roughnecks roaming the countryside,
preying on the elderly ... those who survived God'swill, that is.”

“They have been here?’ Ben questioned. “ Bothering you folks?’



Ms. Browning laughed without mirth. “ Bothering us, Sr? Oh yes, | would say s0. They cameupon us...
what, Mr. Jacobs? Three months ago? Y es, something like that. They roughed up the men—humiliated
them, | won't go into details—then they left. We hoped they would not return. But of course, they did.

“The second time they took all the weaponsin the town. Mr. Jacobs hid his shotgun in aditch; they
missed that. Then they disabled al our vehicles. Left us stranded here. They've been back a number of
times sncethen. Thelast time just the past week. Mrs. Ida Skesisthe youngest of usdl: she's sixty-two.
They took turns raping her. Then they pulled Mrs. Johnson out of her house and raped her the next time,
A woman atrip. Mrs. Carson is next. She's sixty-five, but till avery attractive woman. Thethingsthey
said they were going to do to her ... well, they were rather perverted, to say the least. So can you help,
Mr. Raines? Y es, very probably. But thereis only one of you, fifteen of them, at least. What can you
do?

Ben smiled, and Ms. Browning noted that his smile wasthat of a man-eating tiger who had just that
moment spotted dinner. “Oh, | imagine| can think of something suitable for them, Ms. Browning. | used
to write alot of action books.”

“Yes,” the schoolteacher replied. “ And correct meif I'm wrong, Sir, but didn't | read in some column that
you had been amercenary at onetime?’

“| prefer ‘soldier of fortune,” maam.”

“Of courseyou do. Asfor your books ... | so enjoyed your action stories, especially when your herorid
theworld of thugs.”

“Wel, well seeif | can't make one of my heroes cometo life and lend ahand here.”
“I imagine you can, Mr. Raines. And will. Y ou don't look at al milksoppish to me.”
“Ben?’ April asked.

“Umm?’

They lay in bed, waiting for deep to take them.

“What type of ... dimewould do something like what's been happening to these people here. | mean ... |
just don't understand.”

Ben chuckled quietly. “What's the matter, little liberal ?'Y ou finding that the red worldisalittle tough? |
bet when you werein college you supported al the correct causes, libera, of course, didn't you?” She
stiffened beside him. “1 bet you legped to the defense of every lousy punk and shithead the state brought
up for burning in the chair—or whatever they do—did—in FHorida”

“Yougoingtorubitin?’

“No, | just wanted to bring it up, that's al. Seeif | wasright in my assessment. | was. Well, Ms.
Browning—and that's atough old lady—said she thought they'd be back tomorrow. Then you can see
what kind of dimewould do such athing. After | kill them.”

“Ben Raines, the one-man hand of retribution, huh?”

“Just doing what the courts should have done along time ago. We should have never stopped public
ml rgsﬂ



She shivered beside him. *Y ou scare me when you talk like this, Ben. Y ou sound asif you're going to
enjoy ... doing it.”

“l am.”

Ben put away thelight M-10 and carefully loaded his Thompson with afull drum. He hid that, dlong with
apouchful of clipsand severa grenades, behind sacks of feed he had stacked in an aley between the
generd store and a deserted shop. He buckled on both .45s, jacked around in each chamber, and kept
both of them on half-cock. Then, with agrenade in his hand, he sat down on the porch of the store and
waited.

Homer Jacobs was guarding the women in the basement of theloca Baptist Church. Ben had given him
an automatic shotgun he had picked up at apolice gation in Forida: ariot gun, sawed-off barrdl, eight
rounds of three-inch magnumsin thedot.

He heard them long before he saw them. They camein fancy vans, their loud mufflers roaring. Rock and
roll music was pushed through straining speakers,; it offended the quiet and the beauty of early spring.

But, Ben reckoned, anything these punks did would probably be offensive.

Everything fit according to what Homer and Nolaand the others had told him, right down the mag whedls
on the vans. Ben rose from the porch and stepped out into the street. He wanted them to cometo him,
even though he knew he wastaking onelargerisk. If it had been only three or four of them hewould
have taken the 7-mm rifle and picked them off one by one. But with this many he couldn't take a chance
of even one getting away, for that one would probably gather more scum and return, and the revenge on
the derly would beterrible.

No, hehad to kill al the punks.
The lead van roared to a stop amid squalling tires. Four vansin al.

Ben did not know that Ms. Browning had dipped away from the church and made her way up the dley
and into the generd store. She sat behind the front counter, watching Ben. She was agood Chrigtian
lady, believing strongly in helping those who could not help themsalves. She had never misirested a
human being or an animd in her life, and would rather bite her tongue than be rudeto acivilized person.

When integration had come to her school, back in the sixties, she had not retired, as had so many of her
friends. Instead, Nola had gone right on teaching—in the public schools. She had been raised, from a
child, to hold “Nigras’ just a cut beneath her (or afull one hundred eighty degrees, as the case may be),
and while she did find many of their ways dien to her own way of life, she dso found many exceptiona
Negro children with agenuine desire to learn and advance. Ms. Nola Browning concluded (and it was a
horrendous decision for a Southern lady and amember of the D.A.R. and the Daughters of the
Confederacy to make) that we are dl God's children and to hell with the KKK and George Wallace. She
had been booted out of the Daughters of the Confederacy, but that was al right with Nola; they had to
livetheir livesand she hers.

But on thisday, Ms. Nola Browning wished and hoped and prayed with al her might this young man
(anyone under sixty was young to her), who had more guts than sense, would kill every one of those
trashy bastards who had terrorized her town.

She hoped God would forgive her dark thoughts and dight profanity.
Shefdt Hewould.



“What's on your mind, hotshot?” The punk on the passenger side sneered a Ben.

Ben knew the only thing a person outnumbered can do is attack. And that's what he did. At the sound of
the roaring mufflers, Ben had pulled the pin of the fragmentation grenade and held the spoon down. He
amiled at the punk.

“Y ou know anything about Congtitutiond rights?’ Ben asked.

“Y eah, pops—weall got’em.”

“Wrong,” Ben said, releasing the spoon. It pinged to the ground. “ Y ou just lost yours.”
He tossed the grenade insde the van.

Hewaslegping for the protection of the stacked feed bags before the punks could get the first scream of
fright past their lips.

The grenade mushroomed the van, and Ben knew that was four shitheads out of it permanently. Ashe
leaped for the protection of the feed bags, he rolled another grenade under the front of the third van: a
high-explosive grenade. The grenade lifted the van off itsfront tires, setting the punk-wagon on fire.

On hisbelly, looking out the side of the stacks, Ben leveled the Thompson and pulled the trigger, holding
it back, fighting the rise of the powerful SMG. He sprayed the remaining two vans.

If nothing e se, Nola thought, he's stopped that damnable music.

Ben emptied the sixty-round drum into the vans, then pulled out both .45s, hauling them back to full
cock. He waited, crouched on one knee.

“Oh, Jesus God!” The cry came from the rear van. “ There's blood and shit ever'where. Ever'one's dead.
God, don't shoot no more—please!”

Ben waited.
“We's a-comin’ out. Don't shoot no more.”
“We's,” Ben muttered. More than one.

We'sl Nolathought, agrimace on her face. llliterate redneck trash. Forgive me, Lord, but arose by any
other nameis gtill arose. Thank you, William and Gertrude,

“Hands highintheair!” Ben shouted. “If | see anything except skin in your hands, you're deed,
bastards!”

He could have phrased that a bit more e oquently, Nolathought. But it was firmly spoken with agreat
ded of conviction.

Two young men, apparently unhurt, dowly got out of the van. Their faces were pale with shock and
disbelief. Only two minutes before they had been riding high—king of the territory. Now their kingdom
wasin smoking ruins. And worse, they had peed their jeans.

“You.” Ben spoketo apunk with a pimply face and what Ben assumed was a mustache under his nose.
“Facedown in the street and don't even think about moving.” The punk obeyed ingtantly. The dark stain
on the front of the other's jeans appeared darker.



The elderly of the town appeared, walking dowly up the street. Homer with theriot gunin his hands;
another man with arope. He was fashioning anoose.

The punk on hisfeet fainted. The would-be tough on his bdly started blubbering and hollering.
“Y'dl cain't do thisto me! I got rights, man.”

Ben smiled, agrim warrior's baring of the teeth. “ So do other people, punk. Violate theirs, and you lose
yours.” Heturned to face the man with the rope. A noose was made. “ Do with them asyou seefit.”

They did. And that problem was solved permanently.

The people of the town cried when Ben and April pulled out. They were tears not only of sadness, but of
relief and gratitude, for Ben had removed ahorror from their lives. Before leaving, Ben had driveninto a
nearby town, prowled the stores and homes, and taken asmall arsend back with him: rifles, pistal,
shotguns, and plenty of ammunition.

“Y ou're off the beaten path here,” Ben told them. Y ou shouldn't be bothered too much. But the next
time agang like that comes through—and there will be anext time, bet on it—don't et them get the
upper hand on you. One or two of you go out into the street. The rest of you get behind cover and poke
your wegpons out the windows, |et the bastards know you're armed and ready to shoot. And don't
hestatetofire. Your livesareontheline,

“I've brought you CBs and two base gtations; I've set them up for you. Y ou've got along-range radio to
monitor news. | don't know of anything else | can do. I've gotten you several new carsand avan; al the
medicine you asked for. | guessthat's about it.”

All of the elderly wanted to scream out to him: you could stay with us.
But none of them would do that. They knew he had done enough—more than most would have done.

Ben shook the men's hands and kissed the ladies on the cheeks. Then he drove away. He did not look
back.

When the tiny town was no longer in sight, April asked, “What will happen to them, Ben?’

“Some of them will diethis summer from heart attacks, trying to put in gardens. Some will probably die
thiswinter from the cold, or from fire. Medicineswill run out. And if they're redly unlucky, punksand
crap-heads and other assorted scum will find them.”

“Y ou're such a cheerful bastard, Ben Raines. Y ou could have told me everything would be dl right.”
“I would have been lying.”

“Nobody ever seemsto care about the old people. Not their kids, not the State, especidly the federa
government—when we had one, that is”

“Of coursenat, little liberd. The kids take off because they don't want to fool with the old folks. What
was good for their daddy isn't good enough for the modern-day youth. The state can't provide because
they're too busy spending money keeping up with government rules and dictates—most of which are no
business of the federal government. Our central government was far too busy handing out billions of
dollars each year protecting the rights of punks, funding programsthat never should have been started in
thefirst place. They weretoo busy seeing to it that rapists, muggers, murderers, child molesters, armed
robbers, and others of their dubiousilk were not overcrowded injails and prisons; that they received free



legd assistance—at taxpayers expense, | might add. That acommittee was dways present in Europe to
gpeak out on the stlandardization of the screwhead—and that isno joke; and al sorts of other worthwhile
tasks. Hell, they didn't have time to worry about a bunch of goddamned old people. What the hell, little
liberd ... priorities, you know.”

Ben felt her hot eyeson him. “Y ou conservatives redly piss me off, you know that? It's so easy for you
peopleto find fault with socia programs, isn't it?”

“I thought helping the elderly wasasocia program, April. I'm al infavor of that. Or have you forgotten
what we were discussing?’

She folded her arms across her chest and refused to look at him. 1 was going to ask what you would
have done, Ben—but | think | know. Able-bodied welfare recipients would have been forced to work,
wouldn't they, Ben?’

Helooked straight ahead, up the highway. Let her get it all out of her system, he thought.

“Women who birthed more than two illegitimate children would have been erilized, right? The death
penalty would be the law of the land. Chain gangs and work farms and convict labor. Y ou people are
sick!”

How to tell her shewasright to adegree but way off base in the main? Ben kept his mouth shut.
“Damnit, Ben, talk tome! It'sal moot now, anyway, isn't it?’

Hesdghed. “No, April, it isn't moot. Not at dl. Someday ... someway, well pull out of thismorass and
dtart to rebuild. That'sthe way people—especially Americans—are. And welll doiit. | just don't want us
to make the same mistakes al over again.”

“But you want tough, hard laws, don't you?’

“Yes, | do.”

“Don't you think criminds have any rights, Ben?’

“Damned few. They sure ashdl don't show their victims any rights, do they?’

“I will never, ever, forget the way those boys cried back there, Ben. And you helped hang them!™

“They were not boys, April. They were men. Y ou think | would have hanged athirteen or
fourteen-year-old? What kind of monster do you think | am?’

Milesrolled past before she spoke. “How far is Macon, Ben?’
“Twenty-five or thirty mileswest of us.”
“Thereisacoallegethere”

“Wedeyan. | would imagine there might be some people there. Would you like meto drop you off,
April?’

“Yes” shesad softly. “I would, Ben.”

Actudly, there was quite agathering of professors and young people at the school. And actudly, Ben
was more than alittle relieved to be free of April.



Jarre, hefigured, had more sensein her big toe than April had gleaned from her years at college.
Which isvery often the case.

Ben headed up the interdtate, toward Atlanta. The truck was running rough, black smoke beginning to
pour from the tailpipe. But Ben whistled as he drove. Somewhere around Atlanta, he thought, I'll prowl
the dealerships and get me atruck that's got atape deck init, get me abunch of symphonies, and keep
ontrucking. Literdly.

Juno and me. See the country. His thoughts drifted to Jerre, asthey often did since the day he had left
her. He wondered how she was faring; had she found herself a nice young man? He hoped hewould see
her again. And hefet he would. With that thought, his mood lifted and he clicked on the cassette
recorder and began taping. Suddenly, with an unexpected and unexplained warmness, he thought of
Sdina

He cut off long before he reached Atlanta and using state and county roads, he took awinding route

around the city. But he saw no one as he drove. No signs of life for more than sixty miles of traveling
through the Georgia countryside. That puzzled him.

South of Atlanta, there had been hundreds of survivors, but the closer he drew to the city, the more it
gppeared that no one had survived. His curiosity finaly got the better of him and at Lawrenceville he cut
toward the interstate and headed into the city.

He stopped at two dedlerships before, at the third dealership, he found the truck he wanted. Thisone
had been ordered for aloca sheriff's department and had al the equipment Ben felt he would need. He
wa ked through the parts department, found a cassette player, and instaled it.

Heingtalled anew battery, changed the oil, and patted the accelerator. The pickup fired at first crank.
“ American workmanship isn't dead,” Ben muttered. “ Just most Americans.”

Hetransferred his gear and drove to abulk plant where hefilled up the main and reserve tanks;, then he
rolled on into the city. A dead city. Ben began to see huge billboards. One read: Repent, the end is near.
Prepare to meet your Maker.

There were dozens more like it, and one that read: Ben Raines—contact us.
He knew who had put that one up, and heignored it.

He checked his map and drove out to Dobbins AFB. He smiled ruefully when he saw that the aircraft
had been destroyed. He prowled the base, trying to ignore the skeletons, clad only in rotting rags and bits
of stubborn flesh, that dotted the Streets.

Depression hit him, theworst he had felt since Jerre'sleaving. Why no survivors here? An entire city ...
wiped out. Why? He was speaking into his mike, recording his depression, his sense of lossand
bafflement. Juno whined through the open rear glass, reminding the man he was not entirely aone.

Ben clicked off the recorder, patted Juno's great head, put the truck in gear, and headed for the front
gate. Something nagged at him, some suspicion about this city. He could not pin it down.

AsBen drove out of the base, he passed the headquarters building. A few red, white, and blue rags
fluttered in the breeze atop the flag pole.

Ben stopped and with dl the dignity he could muster, he brought down the flag.
FOURTEEN



Thefirst of May found Ben in the middle of the Great Smoky Mountains, Sitting in amotel roomina
deserted town, eating acold lunch.

These mountain people, he concluded, were weird! He couldn't get close enough to any of themto say a
word. At alittle town just south of Bryson City, one of them had made the mistake of taking ashot at
Ben. Ben had reacted ingtinctively and had spent the next few, long hours watching the man diefrom a
stomach wound.

“Why did you shoot at me?’ Ben had asked. “| wasn't doing athing.”
“Outsder,” the man had gasped. “Got no business here. Well get you.”
“Why do you want to ‘ get me?’

But the man had |ost consciousness and Ben had never learned the answer to his question—at least not
from the man he had shot.

Sitting in the mote room, Ben wasfilled with doubts and questions. Where had dl the peoplein thisarea
gone; the people of Atlanta? What was the use of spending yearswriting something ...?

His head jerked up as Juno growled softly, rising to hisfeet, muzzle toward the door.

“We don't mean you no harm, mister,” aboy'svoice said. “But if that big dog jumps at me, I'm gonna
shoot it.”

Ben put ahand on Juno's head and told him to relax. He clicked on the recorder. “ So come on in and
gt,” hesaid.

A boy and agirl, in their mid-teens, appeared in the door. They looked to be brother and sister. Ben
pointed to acouple of chairs.

The boy shook his head. “WEell stand. Thank you, though.”

“What can | do for you?’ Ben asked.

“It ain't whut you can do for us,” the girl said. “It'swhut we can do fer you.”

“All right.”

“Git your kit together and git on outta here,” the boy said. “They'scomin’ to git you tonight.”
“Who is coming to get me—and why?’

“Our people” thegirl said. Shewasavery pretty girl, but dready the sgns of ignorance and poverty
were taking their toll.

The poverty and ignorance of her parents, Ben thought.
Root cause—in the home, passed from parentsto children.
When will we ever learn?

“I've done nothing to your ... people.”

“Youkilt our uncle,” the boy replied. “ Ain't that doing something?’



“Y our uncle shot & mefor no reason. All | was doing was standing by the side of astream, trying to
fly-fish for my supper.”

“Qur roads, our mountains, our fish,” the girl said.

“1 see,” Ben sad, hiswords spoken softly. “And you don't want any outsiders here.”
“That'sit, miger.”

“If you fed that strongly, why are you warning me?’

The question seemed to confuse the boy and girl. The boy shook his head. *'Cause we don't want no
morekillin’ ‘round here. And if you'l leave, there won't be no more.”

“Do you agree with your peoplesway of life?’

“Itain't up to usto agree er disagree,” the boy said. “The word's done been passed down from Corning.
And if you Say here, migter, you gonnadie.”

“Who, or what, isaCorning?’
“Theleader.”

“Ah, yes.” Ben smiled, but was careful not to offend the young people, or rib their way of talking or
thinking. “Let me guess; this Corning isthe biggest and the strongest among you. Heisareligious
man—or 0 he says—and he has a gresat, powerful voice and spoutsthe Biblealot. Am | right?’

“Miger,"—the girl's voice was soft with awe—"how'd you know al that?’

Ben looked at her. She was shapdly and ripe for picking. “And I'll bet this Corning ... I'll bet he likesyou
alot, right?’

“Hestaken ashineto me, yeah.”

“No doubt.” Ben'sreply was dry. How quickly some of usrevert, he thought. Triba chieftain. He stood
up and the kids quickly backed away, toward the open door. “Takeit easy. | won't hurt you. Are you
going to get into trouble for coming here, warning me?’

The girl shook her head. “We come the back trails. We know where the lookoutsis.” She met his gaze.
“Youleavin?’

“Yes. I'll begonein hdf an hour. And | thank you for warning me.”

She stood gazing up a him. “We're not bad people, mister. Wejist don't want no more of your world,
that'sdl. Why cain't ever'body just live the way they want to live, and then ever'body would git dong?’

Why indeed? Ben thought, and once again, the Rebels entered his mind. Hefelt compelled to say
something profound to the girl. Instead, he said smply, “Because, dear, then we wouldn't have anation,
would we?’

She blinked. “ But we ain't got one now, have we?” Then they were gone.
And fifteen minutes later, so was Ben.

He drove up to Knoxville, where he found alarge group of people, perhaps five hundred or more.



“Isthisal?’ he asked over acup of coffee a a Red Cross building.

“No,” aman told him. “I would imagine there's probably ... oh ... four or five thousand divein thecity ...
taking in al the suburbs. But the rest of the people arejust existing. They seem to be waiting around for
the government to move them.”

“For the government to do what? Forgive me; | didn't know we had a government.”

The man laughed. * Y eah? Well, it'skind of sketchy, | grant you, but it'sred, and moving, getting bigger
every day, so I'mtold. Y ou haven't heard about the government's plan?’

Ben shook his head.

“They want to pull all the people together in several centralized aress, each areato be three or four

states, maybe less than that: agriculture, industry, business. Then, after atime, just like it was two hundred
years ago, move people out to homestead. Redly!” Helaughed, noting the look of incredulity on Ben's
face. “And you know what? People are following orders; they redly are, just like caitle. The
government's moving the peoplein the cities first. Everyone from Atlanta—so I'm told—uwas shifted to
someplace—Columbia, | think—in South Carolina. Just happened afew weeks ago.”

One question that had been in Ben's mind was now answered.

“They want to settle the East Coast firdt, the heavy industry areas, then the Midwest—the breadbasket,
50 to speak; Texas and Louisianafor the gas and oil, and the far West—California, Oregon,
Washington.”

“And the people are redlly dlowing themsalvesto be herded like cattle? Told where to live?’

“Sure. That shouldn't surprise you. Big Brother's been doing it to usfor years. Most folks don't even
guestion the ordersto move.”

“Do we have apresident? Or king, or whatever?’

“Yes.” The man scratched hishead. “But durned if | can tdll you his namerright off. Wereredly out of
touch here. It's.... like that hotel chain.”

“Hilton Logan.”

“Yeah. That'sit. Strange, though. | seem to recall he never wastoo thrilled with the military, yet they
ingtaled him as presdent. | can't figure that one out.”

Ben let that dide. “'Y ou don't seem to be following orders here too well. Don't fed like moving?’

“Wadll ... to tell you the truth, until things calm down abit, | think I'll just keep me and mineright here. I've
heard it's going to get tough in the deep South.”

“Let meguess. New Africa”

“That'swhat | hear from people passing through. Some of those people are militant. But | don't redly
blame them. We—all of us—have shit on the blacksfor years. Hurts my mouth to say that, but it'strue.
Then | guess we overcompensated for two or three decades. Y ou heard what happened in Chicago?’

“I heard.”

“Arewe ever going to get dong, Mr. Raines?’



Ben shrugged. “I hope so. Tell me; since Washington isgone, whereisthe seat of government?’
“Richmond, Virginia”

Ben drove nonstop to Chapel Hill, North Carolina. But the young people were long gone.

“Y ou don't know where they went?’ Ben asked a scholarly looking gentleman.

“No, gr, | don't. I'm sorry. They scattered in dl directions. Severd thousand of them. Going to solve the
world's problems, so | understand.” His smile was sad. Sad and knowing. “I fear they will soon learn the
truth about the world. Some of them aready have, so | hear.”

“What do you mean?’

“Dead. Quite anumber of them. That iswhat | have heard. No proof. Do you have a daughter or son
with the young people?’

“No. Just ayoung friend.”

“Name?’

“Jerre Hunter.”

The man'sface sobered. “I'm very sorry...."

And thewords hit Ben hard, leaving him dmaost physcdly ill.

“...out I'm not familiar with that name. As| said, there were severa thousand of them.”

Ben headed north. At the Virginialine, he carefully hid his automatic weagpons, keeping only arifle and
onepigtal vigble. If the government was rolling—even in aminuscule fashion—Ilaw and order was going
to be thefirst busnessto be settled. And lawmen might take umbrage at the Sght of submachine guns.

Besdes, Ben had a hunch Hilton Logan was not just coming out of the closet with histrue fedings. Ben
thought, and had for some years, that the man wasjust alittleinsane.

He was stopped three times before he got thirty milesinside Virginia. The last time he alowed his anger
to push past his control.

“What in the hell isgoing on?’ Ben demanded. “Why am | being treated like acrimind ?’

The Virginiatrooper wore no expression on hisface. Neutral. Impassive. A tree. A big fucking oak tree.
“Whereistheregidration for thistruck?’

But Ben had him on that. Before leaving the ded ership he had carefully filled out abill of sdleand dll
other necessary papers. He had notarized them himsdlf, signing the notary's name with hisleft hand and
putting plates on the truck from another truck parked in the shop. It had been a spur-of-the-moment act.
Now Ben was glad hed doneit.

“Cute,” the trooper said, not believing aword he had just read. He returned the papersto Ben. “But |
won't argue with you. What's your businessin Richmond?’

“Thefirgt lady—and | usethat term loosely, assuming Logan has married or is shacked up with Fran
Piper—and | are from the sametown in Louisiana. | thought I'd just drop in for alittle chat.”



“President Logan married alady named Fran, yeah.” The trooper looked at Ben, then shook his head.
“Raines, what do you think thisis, some sort of joke?’

“The...ah... first lady is. | wasn't kidding about that.”

“You redly know her?’

“Unfortunately. | fucked her for about aweek—Iast year. Right after thewar.”
“No kidding! Hey, she'salooker. Wasit good?’

“Y ou ever had any bad?’

Both men laughed at the old joke. Theice was broken, the tension gone. Big buddies now; talk about
pussy. They introduced themsalves. Shook hands. Forma ceremony. Ben and Mitch, standing chatting in
the middle of slent devastation. Not two hundred yards away, the bones of an entire family lay rotting in
ahouse,

Ben leveled with the trooper, taking it from the beginning. He condensed it congiderably, but hit the high
points.

Mitchwhistled. “You redly carrying dl that armament?”
Ben showed him.

“Shit!” the trooper said.

“Y ou would suggest | not go to Richmond?’

“Not unless you want to spend the rest of your lifein the pokey. That is, providing the soldiers guarding
President Logan didn't shoot you right off.”

“Martid lawv?’
“Tight asavirgin'scunt.”

Ben nodded. “ Tl me, sinceit appears unlikely I'll be heading into Richmond, what, exactly, has Logan
done?’

“Wéll.” The trooper sghed, removing his Smoky-the-Bear hat. “He's pissed off a bunch of people—of
al colors, | might add. Seems L ogan wasn't so much in love with the minorities as people thought.”

“What do you mean?’
“Word is he's gonna send troops into this New Africa place, down in Mississippi and Louisana.”
“When?’

“Don't know that. But | do know the niggers down there are gonna fight the order, so it promisesto get
bloody. And he'sgot his own private little army, down in Georgia, headed up by an ex-mercenary.”

“What'sthe merc's name?’
“Only thing I've heard is Parr.”

“Kenny Parr. | know him; soldiered with himin Africa. HEs no good. Fight for any flag.”



“Yeah. That'swhat | heard. Logan's shuffling the remaining citizens around. And he's collecting dl the
guns, .22 riflesand 410 shotgunsis al he'sletting the people keep.”

“Son of abitch!” Ben swore.

“Yeah,” Mitch agreed. “I never wasin favor of gun control. But | guess I'm lucky to have ajob doing
what I've been doing for ten years. Although | wouldn't want it to get out that 1've been talking with the
leader of the Rebel army. Logan's put abounty on their heads.” He spoke the last softly.

“And mine?’

“No.” Thetrooper shook his head. “He hasn't.”
“You knew who | wasdl dong?’

“Yeah”

“Why didn't you ... arrest me, or whatever?’

“Totel you thetruth, Mr. Raines, in my way of thinking, the Rebs haven't done anything to warrant arrest
or killing. There's been alot of accusations thrown at them, but no proof to back it up. And ... well...” He
trailed it off into Slence.

“You'renot red sureyou gpprove of dl Logan'sdoing?’ Ben finished it.

“Yeah,” hesaid heavily. “1 guessthat'sit. It worries me more than alittle. I'm afraid he might—will—go
too far with thisthing. | ... just don't believe he hastheright to tell people whereto live, what to do. But
... until the people start bristling up and snarling about it, | guessI'll go dong withit.”

“And when they do that?
The big trooper met Ben'seyes. “1 know where a contingent of Rebsishiding.”
Ben didn't pressthat. “What are we using for currency now?’

“Plain old greenbacks. The storage areawhere the emergency currency was held took adirect hit—or
oneof them did, at least. Be alot of millionaires around for atime, but new emergency currency will be
printed as soon asanew mint is established and plates are made.”

Anidea, actualy severd ideas at once, al jumbled, popped into Ben's head. “Want to do me afavor,
Mitch?’

“Probably. Nameit.”

“Pass the word down the law-enforcement line that I'm dead.”

A thin smile passed briefly over the trooper'stanned face. “You got it ... General.”
Heturned and walked away.

“I'll get new ID,” Ben cdled after him.

“Beagood idea. Y ou're gonna be awanted man pretty damned quick, I'm thinking.” He paused at his
car and stood looking at Ben.

“How do you figure that?’



“I read that book of yours, Mr. Raines—the one that caused al the controversy. | liked it. And I'm
thinking you're gonna pull something pretty quick. | might decideto join you. Seeya‘round.”

Ben drove to the top of ahigh mountain and turned on his military radio, preset to 39.2. Hetried for
several minutesto raise someone, but received no reply. He drove into the nearest town and began
driving up and down the street to look for aham operator's antenna. On hisfina pass through the town,
he found one. He prowled severd stores before finding a big enough portable gasoline generator to drive
the equipment. It was after ten o'clock before he finaly got the equipment hooked up and humming. It
was another haf-hour before he managed to locate a Rebel unit. During that time he had spoken to
peoplein Nigeria, Burma, Audtrdia, and to some shipsat sea.

“I won't ask you whereyou are,” Ben said. “ Just listen to me. How many people and how much
equipment have been moved west”?’

“Quitealot, sir. But we don't know what the hell were doing it for.”

“Just continue with the movement. Now then; | want you and al your people to begin searching the
towns and cities. Pick up every ounce of gold and silver you can find. Also al the precious stones. Move
it west to the holding areas. Be careful, there are bounties on your heads.”

“Yes, gr, weknow. Sir? A new land, Sir? That what you're planning?’

“Maybe. | don't likewhat Logan isdoing.”

“Neither do we, Sr. When will you bein touch again?’

“I ... don't know. | don't think | will until we can set up adifferent frequency. Just carry on.”
“Yes, gr.”

Ben holed up for afew days, trying to straighten out his thoughts, telling himsdlf if hewas going to lead
the Rebels, then goddamn it, he should do it, and quit assing around about it. But he couldn't convince
himsdlf to stop hisjournad and do it. Therewastime, hefinaly concluded. He had time.

But deep down, he doubted that.

Hefindly pulled out, angling gently southward, recording al that the Virginiatrooper had told him,
including the trooper's own doubts, but leaving out the trooper's name. He also recorded al he knew
about thefirgt lady (which was plenty), but discreetly Ieft out the fact that during their nights together she
had licked his pecker like it had been made of peppermint candy.

Somethings are personal. Ben grinned.

Heturned west, picking up Interstate 40. At Crossville, he began seeing vehicles pass him, on the other
Sde of themedian, al heading east. And he picked up some interesting CB chatter.

“Wonder who that ol’ boy is, headin” west?’ The question popped out of the speaker.

“Don't know. But he better be careful if he'sheadin’ into Nashville. Logan's people will sure turn him
around and point himin theright direction.”

“Yeagh,” afemdevoice sad. “After they take dl hisguns and shake him down like hewasacriminal. At
first those guys came around asking nice-like. Then they started getting hard-nosed about it. Oh
well,"—she waxed philosophical—"South Carolinais probably nice. It'sjust | don't like being forced to



do something | don't want to do.”

“How many times have you said—back when the nation was whole—that people out of work should be
forced to work?’ The voice of the questioner was unmistakably black.

“Maybe | waswrong in saying that,” she admitted. “ The shoe sure is on the other foot now, isn't it?’
“But weredl inthe sameboat,” the black man said. “And | don't like it ether.”

Ben pulled off the interstate at the first open exit and headed south. Forcing people out of their homes, he
thought. The son of abitch isredlly forcing peopleto relocate and retrain, againgt their will.

But it dwayslooked good on paper, he reminded himself. Also reminding himsdf that he had writteniit ...
Severd times,

“Logan,” hesaid doud, “1 just flat out don't like you.”

Ben keypt to thelittle-traveled county roads, being very careful as he went under the overpasses of the
interstates. He spent the night just inside the Alabamalline and was up and moving at first light, heading
back to Louisiana, but planning severad stops aong theway.

Hefound agroup of men working on farm equipment outside of Cullman. They were shocked at what
Ben told them.

“Forcing peopleto resettle?” ablack man said. “But that's not congtitutional.”

“I don't think we have a condtitution,” Ben replied. “I'll wager, with the coming of martid law, it's been
suspended. The government can do anything it wantsto do with the muscleit has”

“Weve been out of touch for months” aman admitted. “ Busy working, trying to restore away of life.”
“Y ou haven't heard about the trouble in Chicago between the races?’
No one had.

Ben told them what he knew and also about the plansfor aNew Africaand what the government
planned to do with that idea.

The black man was very explicit with hisviews. “Fuck aNew Africa. I'm not an African; I'man
American. Thisismy home—our home.” He waved at the group, amixture of blacks and whites. “We're
al friends, working together—root hog, or die. And no son of abitch isgoing to run me off what is

mine

All agreed with him.

Another areawhere the problems between races had been solved.
At least temporarily; Ben added adisclaimer. But it was astart.

“You'd better get some radios and start keeping in touch with what's happening. | think it's going to get

Ben pulled out, heading to where Ike said held be, making the runin only afew hours. For atime, it was
old home week; then Ike got serious.



“I think, Ben, things are gonnaturn to shit, real quick. Y ou know about the bounties on the Rebs
heads?’

Ben nodded.

“Word is being passed up and down the line about your death. | told Conger and Voltan and some of the
othersto hang loose, | didn't believeit.”

“| thought it best.”

Ike agreed. “ Good idea. Wédll,"—he sighed—"we been tryin’ to get thisland in shape—do some truck
farmin'. People gotta eat. But ... Logan's gonnamove in here sooner or later. | don't know what to do.”

“Where are Tatter and June-Bug?’

“Oh,"—Ilke'sface brightened, losing its tension—"they found themsdaves acouple of ol boysand got
married. Whatever me and Megan decideto do ... they're with us.”

Ben looked a Megan. “Y ou haven't had any trouble with the rednecks?’
She shook her head. “Only oneincident.”

“Trashy bastard came around here,” Ike said. “Runnin’ off a hismouth. | remembered him from high
school. Son of abitch didn't get out of the ninth grade—so stupid he quit—and he'stalkin’ about me
marryin’ alow-down nigger.”

“What happened?’ Ben asked, dthough he hardly had to ask, knowing Ike's vol atile temper.

“I killed him,” the ex-SEAL said camly. “Took hisbody into town and dumped it on the courthouse
square. Folks been right friendly since then.”

Despite the awfulness of the statement, Ben had to smile. “If you can't educate them to mind their own
bugness, kill them—right?’

Ike shrugged. “1 don't have the time or the inclination to educate folks, o’ buddy. Way | figureit, we're
back to the days of the old West. Y ou do your thing and I'll do mine. Think whatever in the hell you
wannathink—I got no right to restrict you there—but don't insult me or mine; don't steal from me or
mine; don't try to hurt me or mine; and don't manhandle me or mine. Just liveand let live. You getin
trouble, I'll help you, but by God, if | get in trouble, you'd better help me.”

“Ike, what do you think about the West? Where |'ve sent some of the Rebels.”
“Idaho and Montana?’
1] Yaﬂ

“Wild and beautiful. Everything aman could ask for. Grow good crops and raisefat cattle. Cold asa
witch'stit in thewinter.”

“Beats being told whereto live.”

“And being told what kind of job to do and what time to get up and go to deep and al that happy crap.
Yeah, it sure does besat it.” He rose from Megan'sside. “I'll be right back, Ben. Hang on.”

Megan looked at Ben. “Were going to have alot of trouble with Logan, aren't we, Ben?’



“Yes. And when it comes, it'sgoing to come very quickly.”

“Logan scaresme. | didn't trust him fully; alot of my peopledidn't. What isthat line about the * man who
would beking?’

“Yes. That'stheway | seeit. | think he's unbalanced.”

Ike returned with alarge suitcase-looking container, metal, with eectronic inputs on the front and a
collgpsible antennaon the sde. “ Thisisavery high-frequency radio, Ben. | borrowed a couple of them
from Keeder on theway up. Built-in scrambler, the whole bit. Thisthing will tranamit three thousand
miles and receive worldwide.” He showed Ben how to adjust the band. “ Thisisif you wanna contact the
Rebs. Thisoneisfor me”

“If | decide to head west, Ike—"

“Hdl, you've dready made up your mind to go. | know you well enough to seethat.”
“...Lotsof high mountains out there.”

“S0 get on top of one of the mothers, Generd.”

“Ike? Y ou be careful—you hear me?’

The stocky Navy man laughed. “Lord, General, you worry more than an old mother hen. Comeon, let's
get something to eat. We got alot of jawin’ to do before you pull out.”

FIFTEEN

Ben changed his mind about going to Louisiana, knowing the only reason for the visit wasto see Sdlina
S0 he crossed the river at Helena, south of Memphis, and headed across Arkansas, making good time,
staying on the secondary roads. He skirted Little Rock, not daring to go any further north. For from Fort
Smithin Arkansas dl the way up to just afew miles south of Kansas City, everything was gone, that area
had taken both types of warheads. He spent anight by alakein the mountains, fishing in the late
afternoon sunlight. He caught more fish than he could possibly est and was cleaning them, preparing to
fry them on his portable Coleman stove when Juno growled low in his chest.

“Werefriendly.” Thevoice came out of the brush. “I have some children with me.”
“Comeonin,” Ben said, kegping one hand on the butt of hispistal.

A black man and woman with severa kidsin tow waked up to the cabin porch. The man stuck out his
hand. “Pd Elliot.” He smiled hisintroduction. “ ThisisVaerie. And these,” he said, pointing to the
children, “in order, starting with the oldest, are Bruce, Linda, Sue, and Paul.”

Two blacks, one Oriental, one Indian.

Ben shook the offered hands and smiled at the kids. “Ben Raines,” he said. He sat down on the porch
and motioned for the othersto do the same. “Y ou folkslive around here?’

Pd smiled. “No, just passing through. Like alot of other people. | wasan airline pilot, based inL.A.
Vaeriewasamodd in New Y ork City. We met about seven months ago, | think it was.”

“Six months ago,” she corrected him with asmile. “We picked up the kids dong the way. Found them
wandering.”

“No children of your own?’ Ben asked.



“No. But hedid.” Shelooked at Pal. “Lost hiswhole family. You?’

Ben shook his head. “1 was—am—a bachelor. Lost my brothers and sisters and parents.” He grimaced
inthefading light.

“Memoriesdtill painful?” Pal asked.

“No, not redlly. One brother made it out—up in Chicago. Suburbs, actually. We met ... had afdling

“Carl Raines?’ Pal asked.
“That'sthe man.”
“We passed through thet area,” Vderie said. “Very quickly. It was... unpleasant.”

“Well, falks...” Ben stood up, rubbing his hands together. “How about staying for dinner?| have plenty
of fish.”

“Wed likethat,” they said.

“I knew I'd heard that name somewhere,” Pal said. It was evening in the mountains. The air was soft with
warmth, the lake shimmering slver in the moonlight. The children played Rook in the den of the cabin; the
adults sat on the porch, smoking and talking and drinking beer. “Way you write, hard law and order, |
had to think you were aracist—at first. Then you did some other books that had me confused about
your ... reasoning. What is your politica philosophy, Ben?1f you don't mind my asking, that is.”

“No, | don't mind. | ... think | was rapidly becoming very gpalitical, Pal; pretty damned fed up with the
whole system. | did a couple of books about it. | was fed up with the goddamned unions asking for more
money than they were worth—trying, in many instances, to dictate policy to the government. | wasvery
weary of crimewith no punishment, sick of the ACLU sticking their nosesinto everybody el se's business.
Oh ... don't get me started, Pal. Besides, as ayoung lady once told me, not too long ago, it's al moot

now, anyway.”
“Isit, Ben?" Pal asked. “What about Logan?’

Ben chuckled. “Our president-we-didn't-elect? Yeah, | know. | gather you folks aren't responding to his
ordersto relocate?’

“Logan can take his orders and stick them up hisnose,” Vderiesad. “I never did like that man; didn't
trust him.”

Megan's words.
“1 shdl live” she continued, “where | damned well chooseto live”

Ben told them about Ike and Megan; of New Africaand what the government planned to do. And then
he told them, just touching on it, of theideathat wasin his mind—to get their reactions.

They both were excited. “ Are you serious with this, Ben?’ Pal inquired, leaning forward.

“Yes, | supposel am. | know | am. I've been resisting it for months. | didn't believe Americanswould
follow Logan's orders, fdling in line like lemmings on the way to the seg, blindly following orders. You
two have witnessed it?’



Pa nodded. “ Y es. Severa times during the past few months. People are being forced to relocate, many
of them againg their will.”

“Y ou were going to tour the country, write about it?’ Vaerie asked.
“Was,” hesad. “You people?’

“Thekids have to have schooling,” Pdl said. “ And I'm told aman named Cecil Jeffrey and hiswife, Lila,
areredly doing some fantagtic things down in Louisana”

“| just told you what Logan planned to do about New Africa,” Ben reminded them.
“Maybe it won't happen.”
“You can't believe that.”

“No,” Pd said quietly. “1 suppose not. White people have ways been fearful of an dl-black nation,
whether you will admit it, or not. But | suppose we haveto try. | have amaster'sin science; Vaerie, a
magter'sin business. They are going to need teachers.”

“But | just told you—"

“I' know—I know.” Pal waved him slent. “But after al that has happened ... dl the horror, | thought
perhaps the government would ... let usaone, let usrebuild.”

“Y ou know they won't.”

Pd and Vderie said nothing in rebuttdl.

Ben told them of Kasm, ending with, “1 intend to kill that manif | ever seehim again.”
“Why, Ben?’ Vderie asked. “Y ou seem afar man. But evenin you, thereis hate. Why?’

“Because ... heisnot what you people need, any more than my people need the KKK. What we both
need is understanding. Always have. I'd meet Kasm hafway, try to work it out, but he doesn't want that.
With him, it'swhole hog or nothing. If you go to New Africa, if Logan letsit exis—which he
won't—you, both of you, will be attempting to teach truth and knowledge and fact, in awestern manner.
Kasm will be teaching hate without reason ... in robe and turban. Y ou'll be pulling against each other. It
won't work. I'd like to see anation—a state, if you will—where we teach truth, as supported by fact; the
arts, the sciences, English, other languages, fine music—the whole bag. | have this theory—very
controversa—that we are, should have to start from scratch. Gather up agroup of peoplewho are
color-blind and asfree of hates and prejudices as possble, and say ‘Al right, folks, hereitis, we, al of
us, are going to wash everything clean and begin anew. Here will be our laws, as we choose them. We
will live by these laws, and they will be enforced to the letter ... equaly. Always. Thisiswhat we will
teach in our schools—and only this. Thisiswhat will happen when astudent gets out of line. Everything
will bein plain, smple English, easy to understand and, | would hope, easy to follow.” The speech would
have to end with this: * Those of you who fed you can livein asociety such aswe advocate, please Say.
Work with usin eradicating prejudices, hatred, hunger, bad housing, bad laws, crime, etc. But those of
you who don't fed you could live under such a system of open fairness—then get the hdll out!™

Both Pd and Vaeriewere sllent for afew seconds after Ben finished. Pdl finaly said, “ That, my friend,
would be some society, if it would work.”

“It would work.” Ben defended histheory. “If the government—the centra government—would leave



the people done. It would work because everyone in the system would be working toward that godl.
There would be no dissension.”

“Don't you fed that concept rather idedistic?’ Vaerie asked.

“No, Vderie, | don't. But | will say it would take alot of bending and adjusting for the people who chose
to livein that type of society.”

“Ben Raines?’ Pa looked a him. “Let'skeep in touch.”

As he drove away the next morning, Ben thought: Now there are the types of peoplelI'd like to havefor
neighbors, friends. Good people, educated people, knowledgeabl e people, with dreams and hopes and
an eyetoward the future.

He waved good-by as he headed for the highway that would take him into Oklahoma. On the second
day, he headed for Oklahoma City. He had installed a scanner in the truck, depending on the peopleto
warn him of any upcoming mesting with Logan's military or other unfriendly types.

He stopped often, talking with people. Y es, they had heard of the new president, and of hisordersto
relocate the people. But no, they didn't think they'd go along with that. Thiswastheir home, and here
was where they intended to stay.

“What if he sends people in here to move you forcibly?” Ben asked.
They didn't know what they'd do.

At the University of Oklahoma, he met agroup of young people and spent two nightsthere, talking with
them.

“Some of uswerein the origind group from Chapel Hill,” ayoung woman told him. “I don't believe there
aremany of usleft.”

“Runinto trouble?’ Ben asked.

The young woman patted Juno for amoment, rubbing his head for atime before answering. “We werent
ready for what cameat us,” she admitted. “We didn't—most of us—have guns. All in my group were
city-born and -reared. I'd never fired agun in my life. We thought people would want help in getting
organized again. Y ou know, planting gardens ... dl that. And we did find afew old people who redly
appreciated what we did. But al over the country, people are setting up their own little governments....”

So hisideawas not nove; he didn't expect it was.

“...And man, some of those people didn't want us around—at al! We found religious nuts—and | mean
nuts—Jonestown types, survivaists, kooks, crazies, drunks, maniacs. Y ou nameit, we found it.

“A lot of our people went into the cities.” She shook her head. “ They never came out. Then we started
getting smart; rigged up our cars and Jeeps and pickups with CBs—and boy, did we get wary. We
findly got it through our headsthat if we were going to survive, we'd damned well better get with the
program; get ourselves some guns and learn how to use them.” She waved her hand. “Y ou see those two
hundred-odd kids here, Mr. Raines? Thisisit. With the exception of one smal group, thisisal that'sleft
out of about thirty-five hundred young people who left Chapdl Hill. Thisisit! | never knew what that
expression about it being ajungle out there really meant ... until we ... went out to save theworld.” Her
laugh was hitter, and not suited to the young woman.



Ben looked around him at the beaten-down, disillusioned young people. He thought: al your fancy cars
and pretty clothes and gold throat jewelry and extravagant alowances from overindulgent parents didn't
prepare you for this, did it, kids? All the fancy words from college professors didn't do a damned thing to
help you cope with hard redlity. But when he spoke it was, “ So now what, kids? All of you just going to
giveup?’

Two dozen pairs of eyes shifted to him. Hostile, hurt eyes. Ben grinned, knowing he had hit atender
Spot.

“What'sit to you, man?’ aboy asked.
Ben shrugged. “Maybe nothing. Maybe | should just move on. Losers never appealed to me.”

“Hey!” The spokeswoman dmost shouted the word at him. “What do you want from us, mister? Huh?
Wetried to do what we felt was right. So O.K.... maybe we blew it thistime around; that doesn't mean
we're not going to try again. So why don't you just get off our case, O.K.?’

“And what are you young people going to do when your favorite liberal hotshot-turned-two-bit-dictator
sends histroopsin here to move you out to arelocation center? Just be herded like stupid cattle?’

“We talked about him. O.K., so he wasn't what he appeared to be. But he was a damned sight better
than Nixon, wasn't he?’

“No,” Ben said. “He damned sure wasn't—isn't. And what the hell do you people know about President
Nixon? 'Y ou were babies when Watergate went down. All you know iswhat you've read, written by
biased newspeople, and what you've been force-fed by feather-headed college professors who are so
far out of touch with redlity they should be forced to wear earphones, plugged into the vibrations of
history.” He sighed, grinned, and said, “I didn't mean to lecture you, kids.”

“It'sdl right, Mr. Raines,” ayoung man said, agrin on hisface. “1 kindaenjoyed it. Anyway ... we don't
know what we're going to do. Y ou got aplan of some sort?’

“Yes. Youmight likeit, you might not.” He was thoughtful for amoment. Committing yoursdf, Ben? he
asked himsdlf. Maybe, came thereply. “But first et me ask you this: was there no group that fought back
from the outset? Fought against the dime and the scum and the looters and such?’ He had mentioned
nothing of Jerre.

“Therewas one person,” the young woman replied, choosing her words carefully. “ She came into Chapel
Hill with apistol belted around her. Sheignored the laughing from alot of us—meincluded. She went
around talking to bunches of people, like she was choosing her group very carefully. She picked about
twenty-five-thirty people, then they split; didn't even stay for the speeches. Which were a bunch of shit,”
shesaid with agrimace. “I heard later the girl made al her group get guns and practice with them. She
ranit like amilitary unit. She was the boss—no doubt about it. Blonde girl, redl pretty.”

Ben amiled.
“Namewas... Sarah ... no! Jarre, that wasit.”
“Where did her group go?’

“Weg, | think. Y eah. Said she was going to Idaho or Montana, maybe Wyoming.” She paused. “Why
would anyone want to go there?’

“Tobefreg” Ben said.



“Would you please explain that?”’

Hedid.

And knew then he was committed.

“When will he be here, Jarre?’ ayoung man asked her.

Jerre turned her eyes eastward. Her face was burned dark from the sun, as were her arms; her hair was
sun-stresked and cut short.

She was not the leader of this group, which included Steven Miller, the college professor; Jmmy Deluce
and hisgroup from Louisiana, Nora Rodelo and her friends, Anne Flood and her group, James Riverson
and Bélle, Linda Jennings, Al Holloway, Jane Dolbeau, Ken Amato, and afew of the western-based
Rebds. But she knew Ben Raines, and Bull Dean had put Rainesin charge, so that made the girl

somebody specid.
“Hell be here” shesad. “I don't know when, so don't ask me, but hell be here”
“Equipment coming in,” aRebd called.

They dl moved to theline of trucksrolling up the mountain road. The young man who had asked the
guestion put his arm around Jerre's shoulders.

“Will you gill be my girl when he getshere?” he asked.
“That depends.”

“Onwhat?’

“I'll know when he gets here. Then I'll tdll you.”

Ben |eft the young people arguing and debating the merits of his plan and quietly dipped away, Juno &t his
side. Just north of Chickasha, he connected with highway 81 and took that straight to Kansas. He began
meeting more and more people, spending aweek in Kansas. He did not want to get too close to
Nebraska, for that sate had taken severd hits and was considered “ hot.”

Obvioudy, Logan's plan to rel ocate people was not meeting with much successin Kansas. When he
asked them about it, they looked at him asif they were conversing with afool.

“Thisisthe breadbasket, sonny,” afarmer told him. “ The government's gotta have grain, and we produce
it. No ... | think they'll let usaone. Besides, | said Logan was an idiot when hefirst started runnin’ off his
mouth twenty years ago. | dtill think he's not pullin’ with both oars.”

At Hays, Ben got on highway 40 and followed that all the way into Colorado. He saw the ruins of
Denver and it made him dmost sick. It had been one of hisfavorite cities.

“Damned shame, isn't it?” Thevoice came & him from his|eft.
Ben spun, the 9-mm in his hand. Juno had been off taking a pee.
“Whoa!” the man said, holding out his empty hands. “ Son, you are quick with that thing. I'm friendly.”

The man wore apistol on his hip; but it was covered with the leather of amilitary-type holster. USN on
the sde of theflap.



Ben holstered his 9-mm. “Navy?’
“I was, for twenty-four years. Captain when the war broke out. Chaseis my name. Lamar Chase.”
“Ben Raines.” They shook hands. “What happened to Denver?’

“It didn't take a hit, if that's what you're thinking. Enemy saboteurs hit the base, and hit it hard. For some
reason, | don't know why, spite probably, they also placed fire-bombsin the city, in very Strategic
locations. Gas mains blew. Thewind wasright. And Denver isno more. | was on leave a thetime. Took
my wife up into the mountainsand sat it out.”

“I have some fond memories of thiscity. Or what isleft of it. | took sometraining up a Camp Hae.”
The Navy man smiled. “1 thought you might be one of those boys. Hell-Hound?’

“That unit never existed, Captain—you know that.”

“Shit!” the Navy man said.

Ben took acloser look at theinitials on the leather flap. USNMC. “Doctor?’

“You got it. You look like the survivor type, son. Shoot first and ask questionslater.” He motioned to the
curb. “Let'sst and tak. Where are you going?’

Ben sat with the doctor and talked.
“ Ambitious project. Luck to you. What do you think about our president?’
“I used to fuck hiswife.”

Dr. Chase laughed so hard tears streamed from his eyes and he had to rise from the curb, holding his
sides. He wiped hiseyes and said, “Beautiful. | needed agood laugh. Come on, Ben—have supper with
me and my wife. I've got something I'd like to discuss with you—if you're the Raines | think you are.”

“I thought you might be the one I've been hearing about,” the doctor said, patting hiswife's hand. It had
been addicious dinner, the conversation sparkling. “ So what do you think of my plan, Ben?’

“I'd say you've been degping in my mind for the past ten years.”

“Yes,” Chase agreed with adight nod of hishead. “I got part of it from abook of yours. Enjoyed it
immensdy. Didn't agree with everything you advocated—you got abit Orwellian in parts—but | went
aong with about ninety percent of your thoughts.”

“I don't know how much timewe have.” Ben toyed with his coffee cup.
“Months,” the Navy man assured him. “I believe.”
Ben glanced a him, questionsin hiseyes.

“Y ou say you're committed now,” Chasesaid. “All right, so let'sget the ball rolling. | know, from listening
to radio broadcasts, you've got about five thousand people working, moving gear, or ready to move
gear, into those areas you chose. All right, let'sdoit.

“Logan? Wl ... hewantsto beking,” Chase explained. “Heé'slived for so long, hiding histrue fedlings, |
think the man isabit unbalanced. | redly think Logan started out with good ideas; wanting to do good



thingsfor the people. Hewas an idedlit, but so are you, to an extent. But yoursisapragmetic idealism,
and | don't mean to sound paradoxical. Y ou are aconservative with adight libera twist to the
conservatism. Logan grew up hating guns—they frighten him. He hates the military; redly hates cops,
authority. But he will use them both to gain his own end. With Logan, any good thing he might accomplish
will be donein accordance with his interpretation of the law of the land. Whatever it might be a the time.
But you, Ben Raines, you've held our lawsin contempt for years, you don't give adamn for the prevailing
laws of the land. Thereisahardnessin you that will probably be your downfal—but we don't haveto go
into that. | canlivewithit; you're not inflexible.

“Y ou and Logan—and this might surprise you—are somewhat alike. But while he advocates apulling
together of the States, you advocate a dozen countries within one mother cocoon, each with their own
system of justice; but answering, in part, to the mother. | agree with you. | think that iswhat would have
become of our nation if thewar hadn't struck the world.

“Logan hasahard pull ahead of him; splinters have begun forming. But they are not embedded firmly and
Logan's people will pull them out—in time. That'swhy | believe we have timeto set up and get ready.”
He sighed. “I think, Ben, your concept is agood one—and afair one—and I'd like to be apart of it. I'll
be here, doing my hit, gathering around me some peopl e that will fit into your—our—type of society. |
know morethan afew.”

“I wonder how many people would—could—Ilive under the type of government we advocate?’

“More than you might think, Ben. But fear is the foundation of all governments. That's not an origind
guote. Adams, | believe made that stlatement. And your government will be based on the same, but with
atypeof fear that dl involved will have accepted—willingly. 1t will work.”

For atime, the doctor thought. Until Big Brother gains enough strength to crushit. Or triesto crushit. But
how does one kill adream, an idea, whose time has come?

By now, Ben had grown accustomed to the empty interstates and highways. Always aloner, he enjoyed
the solitude of hiswanderings. He listened to the winds sing through the open windows, asghing,

mel odic accompaniment to his voice as he spoke into the mike, the tape hissing, recording his thoughts,
his observations, his plans for the future—a verbal transcription of the worst tragedy to strike the earth
since God sent the flood, and of the society that Ben wanted to build out of the ashes of war.

Did God do this?

That question was one that Ben often pondered as helay in hisblankets. But if He did—why? He
certainly didn't spare just the so-cdled “good people.” At least Ben had not seen any modern-day
Noah.

When the wegther was good and the skies, dive with sparkling diamondsin the darkness of space velvet,
werefair, Ben liked to spread his ground sheet in the open and deep under the canopy of nature. He was
not afraid of anything or anyone dipping up on him in the darkness, for Juno had proven, time and again,
to be amarvel ous watchdog. Ben never used aleash or line on him because athough the malamute did
roam, he seldom roamed out of earshot.

And Ben dreamed, his dreams a curious fusion of Jerre and Salina. In his dreams, he relived the nights of
lovemaking with the blond Jerre, and fantasized of making loveto the dusky Sdlina. Hisdreams|eft him
restless upon waking, and sometimesirritable. And he knew held damned well better find him awoman
pretty quick, or esetake mattersin hand. And that thought amused him. For while he knew the biggest
liar in the world was a person who claimed never to have masturbated, and the second biggest the
person who said he was going to quit, self-abuse was not Ben'sforte.



At Craig, Colorado, Ben cut straight north on highway 13/789 and headed into Wyoming, wild and
beautiful country. He drove over to Rock Springs, on up to the Grand Teton National Park, then headed
into Idaho. He saw very few live people, and spent most of histime prowling through stores and banks,
picking up diamonds and gold. When the load got to be too much, he cached it along the way, making
very detailed maps asto the spot.

Spending timein the Grand Tetons, it was there Ben redlized, with apang of guilty conscience, that he
had not used the radio ke had given him. So on acold, clear night, he cranked up the set.

“Son of ahitch!” Ikeroared, back in Mississippi, his exasperated voice ringing from the earphones.
“Where the goddamned hell have you been? We've been worried about you, walking the floor, you
no-good prick! Y ou—"

Megan took the mike, her voice calm. “How have you been, Ben?’ she asked.

“Fine, Megan. Seeing the country, setting up little groupsto go into ... that areawe discussed. What'sthe
Stuation where you are? Besides Ikelosing histemper, that is”

“Logan's people have been in here once, and we have rumors they are coming back. The next timeto get
abit rough about usrelocating.”

“What'd they have to say about Ike's guns?’
“Said héd haveto givethem up.”
“No son of abitchistakin’ my gung!” Ike roared in the background.

“Bequiet, Ike,” Megan said. “Ben?Word isLogan is preparing to move against those blacks who have
settled in Louisanaand parts of south Mississippi. Thisfal isthe deadline he's given them. Some
mercenary isgoing to lead the push.”

“Kenny Parr. | know him—hée's no good. But New Africanever had a chance to begin with. | told them
that.”

Ike came on theair. “ Do we prepare to move, General ?’

“Yes,” Bensaid, taking thefind step toward total commitment. “I'll see both of you in aweek or s0.”
Ben signed off.

Two dayslater he was speaking with Dr. Chase and hiswife.
“Timeto move?’ the doctor asked.

Ben nodded hisreply.

Chase smiled. “Give up your plansto write the history of the tragedy?”

“For the moment. Doctor, | know you have to be part of the Rebels, so get your people together and
start moving toward Idaho.” He unfolded amap. “ Right there. Strip everything bare asyou go. Take it
al. I want everything you people think we can use. It'sgoing to rust and rot if we—or
somebody—doesn't takeit. So let'sus useit to rebuild.”

“Thefinest medicd facilitiesin the entireworld.” Chase smiled. “ A dream cometrue.”

“Solet'sdoit.”



“That sounds like an order, Mr. Raines.”

“If that's the way you want to takeit, Captain.”

Hegrinned. “Yes, s, General.” He saluted.

Ben returned the smile. “ That'sthe doppiest sdute | believe I've ever seen.”

The doctor shrugged. “Hell, | wasin the medica corps—not one of you crazy gun soldiers.”

Americanswill take only so much pushing before they begin shoving back. It takesalot of shoving, but
even mild-mannered people have a point one had best not step past. After three decades of wasteful
spending, high taxes, aterrible no-win war, politica upheaval, raceriots, severa near-depressions, and,
finally, aworld war unequaed in history, many of those Americansleft dive.... got mad.

Now when Logan's agents moved into acommunity to shove the people out, they were met, in many
ingtances, with violence.

Resistance groups were formed, hagtily thrown together without much thought given asto the
participants qualifications aswarriors. They were crushed, brutaly, by the regular military, government
agents, and Logan's own private army. Many military men quit, deserted, rather than act as Logan's bully
boys.

The newly reorganized Joint Chiefs of Staff met, discussed the matter, and the head of the JCs asked for
amesting with Presdent Logan. Admira Stevens pointed afinger at hiscommander in chief, and fired off
asavo.

“Now you listen to me, Mr. President. Y ou are not going to use American military men as our equivaent
to the Irish Black-and-Tans of yearsago.”

“Thewhat?’ Logan asked. He had never been a student of history. The subject bored him.

Admiral Stevens sighed, kept histemper in check, and thought: you dumb son of abitch. He said, “Bully
mys.”

“Oh”

“I'll agree, Mr. President, we have to keep this nation whole, but not by Americans knocking other
Americans heads. We will keep order, as set forth by the Constitution, but asfar as1'm concerned,
martid law is hereby lifted and the Congtitution isrestored.”

“I will say when that happens, Admird. Not you.”

“Mr. President, your planisagood one—asfar asit goes—if, and that isone hell of abig if, the
American people want to go dong with it. Obvioudy, alot of them do not. So let them adone. Weredl
Americans, welve dl shared the same horrible experience and somehow managed to survive. My
people—the military—don't have the men or the time or the inclination to run around thiswrecked
country forcing people out of their homes. And they won't be apart of it. I've got shipswith no oneto
captain or crew them; eectronic equipment with no men to man it; basesthat are virtually empty—same
with al branches. And thereisjust awhole hell of alot of bases that have been blown up, equipment and
planes destroyed. And that is since the hodtilities ceased.”

“Those damned Rebd gl”



The admird shrugged. “Maybe—maybe not. Maybe they figureif you can form an army of mercenaries,
they can, too.”

"I happen to be the president of these United States, Admira. | would like to have agroup of fighting
men who areloyd to me, something | senseyou are not.”

The admird giffened a the dight toward hisdlegiance. “ Sir, | amn loya to this country—not toward any
one man, but this nation asawhole. The military put your assin that chair, we can damned well take it

Logan smiled. “No ... | don't believe you've got the manpower to do that, Stevens.”
“Isthat the way the gameis played, Logan?’

Logan giggled. “My bdl, my bat—my rules.”

The admird nodded giffly. “I get your point ... Sir.”

“Dandy. Y ou may be excused now.”

After the admird had walked out of the room, his back ramrod stiff, damming the door on hisway out,
L ogan picked up the phone.

“Yes, gr,” anadesad.
“Get me that mercenary, Parr, down in Georgia.”

Ben pulled into his driveway at five o'clock in the afternoon. Nothing had changed except the lawn had
flowers where none had been before. There was a station wagon parked beside the house.

Since the outskirts of Shreveport, Ben had seen hundreds of blacks. No one had bothered him; they had
al been friendly, waving to him and chatting with him when he sopped.

But the vague and somewhat amusing—to him—thought was. he knew how Dr. Livingstone must have
fdt.

Wéll, Ben thought, getting out of the truck. Thereisalot of land to be had. I'm not going to spill any
blood for an acrein Louisana.

Heleft hisM-10 on the seat and walked up the stone wakway to the front door. He felt kind of silly
knocking on his own front door. But as he raised his hand to tap on the door, the door swung open.

“Comeonin, Ben Raines” Sdinasaid. “1've been waiting for you.”

“Hello, Sdina” Ben returned the smile. Herevised hisorigind appraisa of her: shewasnot just a
good-looking woman. She was beautiful.

“| was about to invite you in, Ben, but that would be rather silly of me, wouldn't it? Thisis your house.”
Her eyesfound Juno. “What abeautiful dog! What's his name?’

“duno.”

She squatted down and held out her hands. Juno shoved past Ben and came to her, dmost knocking her
down with his eagerness to be petted. Ben stepped past them and into the house. Not much had
changed; the house was a great deal neater and cleaner than when held left it. He said as much.



“Y ou're abachel or—aman.” She smiled. “Most bachelors aren't much on housekeeping.” A
mischievous light crept into her eyes. “'Sides,” she mush-mouthed, “ us coons have been trained for
centuriesto take care of the master's house while he's away seein’ to matters of grest import.”

“Knock it off, Sdina,” he said; then saw the twinklein her eyes and redized sheld been ribbing him. He
gave back as much ashegot. “ Y ou're only half-coon. So the house should be only half-clean.”

“O.K.” Shelaughed. “ Cdl thismatch adraw. Y ou hungry, Ben? Dinner's going to be at seven. Guests
coming over. We knew you were coming.”

“How?"
“Tom-tomg!”

Ben grimaced at her laughter. “I'll be hungry by seven, | assureyou.”

Thetwinkle in her eyes became aflashing firestorm. “Well, got corn bread, fatback, and greens.”
“Sdlina, youreimpossiblel”

Shelaughed. “Y ou think I'm kidding?’

Shewasnt.

Ben sat in the den with Cecil and Lila, Pa and Vaerie. “I'm beginning to get thefedling I'm alone
moonbeam on adark night,” he said.

They did not take offense, as Ben knew they would not, but shared hislaughter. It certainly was adark
night and the house was it only by lampsand candles.

“Another month,” Cecil said, “and well havefull power restored. So the engineerstell me.”

Pd laughed and leaned forward, looking at Ben. “ The truth, Ben—what was the first thought that popped
into your mind at Cecil's tatement?’

“Nigger-riggin',” Ben said honestly.

“Y ou're an honest man, Ben Raines,” Lilasaid. “ O.K.—how do we combat that type of thinking. Not
that you meant it; | don't believe you did. But that ... type of thinking is so ingrained in so many white
minds, how do we overcomeit?’

“By education and by trying harder. That's my opinion.”
“Education ...?” Sdinalet the question remain open-ended.
“On both sides, of course.”

“Let'sbe sociable this evening, people,” Valerie said. “Let the poor man aone about race. Were just six
people, dl full after agood medl, so let'srelax some, huh?’

“I dont mind, Vaerie,” Bensad. “Redly, | don't. Had people in the country gotten together like this
years ago—more than really did—so much could have been accomplished.”

Ben was dlent for amoment, then asked, “Kasm?”’

“Hesaround,” Cecil replied. “When helearned you were coming in he cursed and decided to skip



Sdindsinvitation—which shefelt forced to offer, | must add in her defense. Any other time hewould
have broken his neck getting over here. He hasfedings for Sdinathat, unfortunately for Kasm, she does
not share.”

“And never will,” Sdlinaadded. “Hesapig!”

“Heisan uneducated man, Sding,” Lilasaid softly.

“Hesaprick!” Sdinasad flatly.

Cecil shook hishead and said, “ Are you planning on staying, Ben?’

“No, I'm nat. I'm heading over to north Mississippi first, then pulling out to the northwest.” He met
Cecil's steady gaze. “ Cecil, aslong as you have Kasmsin your society, it won't work.”

The man shrugged. “| fed you are correct; he has too much hate in him. But what would you have me do,
Ben?Kill him? Drive him out?’

“I know what | would do, Cecil, but | don't walk in your shoes. HE's your problem. If he ever becomes
mine, hewon't be aproblem long.” Then helaid it out for the group, told them al he knew about the new
government, what he had seen and heard. And it did not surprise Ben to learn they knew more about it
than he.

“Yes,” Pd sad. “We monitor the broadcasts. But perhaps Logan will leave us done long enough ... well,
until we are strong enough to resist hisforces. All wewant to doisliveand let live.”

Ike'swords, Ben thought.

“Y ou're welcome to spend the night with us, Ben,” Lilasaid.

Ben amiled. “Thisismy house.”

She cut her eyesto Salina. “Then perhaps you'd better come with us, Sdina”
“I likeit here,” Sdinasaid. Ben could fed her eyeson himinthedim light.

Cecil shook his head, afrown on hislips. “Y ou're making amistake, girl; it'll only cause hard fedlings.
Y ou must know that.”

“My decison.”

“Y ou're hdf-black, half-white,” Lilasaid, atinge of anger in her voice. “Are you making your choice? s
that it?’

“Y ou're the only one talking about color and choices. If Beniscolor-blind, soam|.”

Pd and Vderie sat quietly, saying nothing, staying out of the verba confrontation, now exclusively
between the two women.

“Y ou know Kasam will fly into arage when he hears you've ... spent the night with Ben. And Ben,"—she
cut her eyesto him—"there is nothing wrong with sex between two consenting adults. But thereis much
more than sex involved here. Try to seeit from our point of view.”

Ben shrugged.



“Let himfly intoarage” Sdinasad. “ The supid bastard's haf-crazy anyway.”
“Sdina..” Lilaleaned forward, taking her hands. “Think about it. Think....”

Sdinajerked her hands away. “1 have thought about it!” she snapped. “All my damned life I've thought
about it. Where do | belong? Believe me, I've been the one living with that question, not you. For
twenty-five years|'ve lived withit. If | make a statement that is contradictory to the quote/unquote
‘black’ way of thinking, | get my white father tossed in my face. If I'm around a group of whitesand
make any statement defending something ablack person has done, | get my nigger mammartossed at me.
And don't you think for one second | haven't thought about ‘ passing.” | have not only thought about it,
I've doneit, many times. Hey—I like the whiteworld. It'sfree and awhole lot easier to move around in.
S0, by God"—she dammed asmall fist on a coffee table—"don't any of you presumeto tell mewhat |
can or cannot do. | will do what | want to do, when | chooseto do it. And with whomever | choose to
doit." Shejumped to her feet and ran from the room, crying.

Ben wisdly kept his mouth shut about Salinals decision and poured another cup of coffee from the service
on the coffee table. He said blandly, “More coffee, anyone?’

“Thank you, no,” Cecil said, adight smileworking at the corners of his mouth. “Do you aways stir up
hornets nests wherever you go?’

“That'snot fair,” Vaerie said. “Ben hasn't done athing except to come home. His home.” Lila, her
composure restored, laughed at her husband's pained expression and patted hisleg. Vderiesad, “ There
will betrouble over this, Ben. Kasm will indeed go berserk.”

“Willie, you mean?’ Ben said, the words popping from his mouth before he could bite them off. Vaerie
looked blank; she, of course, would know nothing of Kasm's Christian name.

“That annoyswhites, doesn't it?" Cecil asked, stuffing hispipe. “The Mudim bit, | mean.”

“Annoys?’ Ben shook hishead. “No ... | don't believe annoysisthe right choice of words. | think alot of
whites are amused by it. And perhaps frightened, if they would admit it.”

“Umm. Frightened, yes. So are anumber of blacks. But amused? Why?" Cecil asked.

“Because they don't believe the blacks are taking their religion serioudly. They think that they're doing it
solely to be different. Wearing turbans and robes.”

Cecil amiled. “Would you find it terribly difficult to believethat I, too, am amused by it—in some
blacks?’

“No, not at dl. You're an educated man, and afair-thinking man.”
Juno rose from the floor, stretched, and went into the room after Salina

Cecil said, “When both man and beast accept awoman, | guessthat pretty well settlesit.” Helit hispipe.
“Be careful, Ben Raines, many of the pressuresin aninterracid relationship come from within rather than
fromwithout.”

“l am aware of that.”

Cecil looked at him, hisface atanned study in the dim light. “ So you believe education isthe key to a
black person's acceptance by the whites, en?’



“Education on both sides, yes. And conformity on both sides, aswell. Root cause.”

“Yes, | read that in you. Have to get into the home before matters begin mellowing out, eh? Interesting.
Rather Orwellian, though.”

Dr. Chase's words.

“...Don't know how you'd managethat,” Cecil remarked. “1'm going to tell you something, Ben. Tdll you
something because we are here, now. | think you've stood on the siddlines and watched al the action
between the races for too long, eecting to remain neutral.” He held up his hand as Ben opened his mouth
to protest. “No—Ilet mefinish, Ben. Please. Let me assure you that black people know al the white
arguments. All of them; know them by heart—hell, weve heard them al our lives.

“Ready? Good. In an dection, blackswill vote color rather than intellectudly, even though the black man
may be less qualified than the white. Yes, that'strue. At least in nearly every eection I've ever seen. But,
my God, Ben, how else could the black people get representation. | mean ... after al, were supposed to
remaninour place. Wherever inthe hell that is.

“All niggers stedl. Wdll, that's bullshit and we both know it. At least the connotation the whites attach to it
iscrap: that all blacks stedl. I've never stolen athing in my life. But because | am black | am tarred with
the same brush as those blacks who do stedl. 1t makes about as much sense as saying dl Italians belong
to the mafia

“Niggers have no morals, al they want to do isdrink and fuck. Did you patronize many redneck bars,
Ben? Have you been in many conversations—and | use that word laughingly, taking into consideration
the intellect of the average redneck—with ‘necks? Need | say more?

“Nigger islazy; won't work. Some black people are lazy; so are some whites. It's about even.

“Niggers are smart-alecks. Meaning: don't talk uppity to awhite person. Y ou ain't as good as me. Don't
argue with awhite man. Kowtow. Y es, Sr—no, gir.

“Niggersare emotiond. Yes, many of usare. Thereisaculturd aswel as pigmentation difference
between blacks and whites. But it amuses me, Ben, to hear some whites say that. Especidly if one has
ever witnessed the carrying-on in awhite Pentecostal church, or other churches of that particular ilk.

“Y ou know what I'm saying, Ben! | don't haveto continuein thisvein. The point is. how will you combeat
those myths and prejudicesin your society? And yes, we know of your plans. We have fine eectronic
equipment located around the area. Our people have done some excellent nigger-riggin’.” That was said
with asmile and Ben had to laugh.

“Ben?| didn't ask for the job of leader down here. One day | looked up and it was being handed to me.
No one asked if | wanted it. They just handed it to me. | don't need and don't want any New Africa. |
have been accepted in ‘your world’ dl my life. My father was a psychiatrist, my mother a college
professor. | hold a Ph.D.—and not from one of your al-black southern colleges. | worked hard to gain
my degrees. My father saw to that—no favors. | graduated with a3.9 from one hell of afine universty. |
have been married for ten years and | have never dept with another woman.” He smiled. “But the
temptation has sometimes been amost overpowering.”

Lilagtirred by hisside. Smiling, she said, “Keep talkin', sucker.”

“Logan?’ Cecil spat theword. “He'sanigger-hater. Always has been. Those of uswith any education
saw past hisrhetoric. And he—with the help of his mercenaries—is going to try to crush us down here,



And probably will. But we have to try, Ben. Have to try—no!'—weve got to show whitey we can have
a Christian, decent, productive society without hishelp.

“Kaam?Pisson Kaam! Hisbread isn't baked. He was a street punk and that's al hell ever be.

“Y ou're going to look up one day, Ben—very soon, | believe—and thejob of leader will be handed to
you. Like me, you won't want it, but you'll take it because you believe in your dreams of afar world, fair
society. | read you like agood novel, Ben. Y ou opened yoursdlf up to viewing when you said you
weren't staying; you were heading west. Y ou're going for the states Logan isleaving donefor atime.
And you're going to form your own little nation. Just like were attempting to do here. Good luck to
you—you're going to need it. |—we—may join you out there.”

“You'd be welcome, Cecil. There aretoo few likeyou and Lilaand Pd and Vderie.”
“And Sdlina,” Lilaadded, her eyestwinkling.

Bengmiled.

“Andyou'reright, Ben,” Cecil said. “It'sin the home. Root cause.”

Ben'swords.

“One of my earliest recollectionsis of Mozart and Brahms,” Cecil reminisced. “But you think the average
southern white would believe that? Not achance. Helll put down black music—which | detest—while
dugging the jukebox and punching out the howling and honking of country music.

“My father used to it in his study, listening to fine music while going over his day's cases, abrandy at
hand. My mother was having a sherry—not Ripple,"—he laughed—"going over her papersfrom the
college. My home life was conducive to amoderate, intelligent way of life. My father told me, if | wanted
it, to participate in sports, but to keep the game in perspective and always remember it isbut agame.
Nothing more. No, Ben, | didn't grow up asthe average black kid. That'swhy | know what you say is
true. Home. Theroot cause.

“| went to the opera, Ben. Redlly! How many violent-minded people attend operas? How many ignorant
people attend plays and classica concerts? How many bigots—of al races—read Sartre, Shakespeare,
Tennyson, Dante?’ He shook his head.

“No, you find your bigots and violent-minded ignoramuses seeking other forms of base entertainment.
And I'm not just speaking of music.

“Do you know why | joined the Green Berets, Ben?’
Ben shook his head.

“So | could get to know violence firsthand. We didn't have street gangswhere | grew up. To try to
understand violence.” He laughed aloud, heartily, dapping hisknee. “Well, | found out about it, dl right; |
got shot inthe butt in Laos.”

“Enough,” Lilasaid. “Let'sdon't you two refight thewar. I've heard al your stories. Tomorrow isa
workday. Let'sgo home.”

They al stood up, Cecil saying, “Both our peoples have away to go, Ben.”
“Think well mekeit?’



“I don't know. But I'll wager that with your ideas and my ideaswe could giveit ahell of atry. Think
about that, Ben Raines.”

After they had said their good nights and good-bys, for Ben was pulling out in the morning, Ben walked
into the bedroom. “ Areyou dl right, now?’

“Of course, | am,” Sdlinasaid, her voice smal in the darkness. “I dwaysliein the dark and bawl and
suffle”

“Y ou heard everything that was sald?’

“I'm not desf, Ben.”

“Wdll ... you want to head out with mein the morning?’
“Maybel likeit here”

“Sureyou do. Stay here, and if you're not killed by Parr's mercs, you can marry Kasim and live happily
ever after.”

“That is pogitively the most dreadful idea anyone could offer. Thank you, no.”
“I repeat; would you like to head out with me?’

“Why should 17’

“Y ou might see some sights you've never seen before.”

“Ben, that isa stupid statement for awriter to make. If | haven't seen the sights before, of course I'd be
seeing them for thefirgt time.”

“Wha?’

“That isn't agood enough reason, Ben.”

“Wdll ... goddamnit! | like you and you likeme.”
“That's better. Sure you want to travel with azebra?’

Ben suddenly thought of Megan. “1'll tell everyone you've been out in the sun too long. But Iet's get one
thing settled; when | tell you to step-and-fetch-it, you'd better hump it, baby.”

“Screw you, Ben Raines” Shegiggled.

“I dso havethat inmind.”

She threw back the covers and Ben could see she was naked. And beautiful . “ So come on. | assure you,
whitey, it doesn't rub off.”

SIXTEEN

Ben, Sdlina, and Juno pulled out before dawn, heading east, to Mississippi. Salinathought it best shetell
no one verba good-bys, so sheleft anote. Both Ben and Sdinathought it best. Juno offered no opinion;
hejust liked to travel.

“I thought | was opinionated,” Ben said. Faint streaks of red mingled with gray in the eastern sky. “With
some strong ideas. But Cecil laysit right on the line, doesn't he? | like him.”



“Y ou agree with him, Ben?’

“Yes, | do. We both agree that the root cause for most of this nation'sinner problemsliesin the home.
But ... my solution—as he said—was Orwdlian. Other than that, | don't know how to correct it.”

“Y ou could gtart by killing dl the rednecks,” Salina suggested. Ben did not think she wasjoking.

He amiled, thinking: she may be haf-white, and look dmaost pure white—with a dark tan—but she was
raised among blacks. The next few months should be interesting. Or years, the thought came to him, and
he was comfortable withit.

“Let metdl you something about rednecks, Sdling,” he said.

“I' know al | need to know about them. | saw pictures of them in Alabamaand Mississippi during the
civil-rights movement in the sixties. | saw them putting high-pressure water hoses on little children; saw
them throwing rocks and bottles; saw the churches that were bombed and burned; and the bodies of
black people who were killed. I've read many accounts of the KKK—night riders.” She shuddered.
“Thanks, Ben, but no thanks.”

“If you'd have looked a bit more closdly at those pictures, Salina, you'd have seen some fear aswell as
hate on those white faces.”

She glanced at him. Shewaited.

“Don't you know that alot of whites—many more than will admit it—are afraid of black people? The
myth of the black man—subhuman species, only afew centuries away from being an ape.”

A very small smile creased her lips. She fought it back. Ben did not ask why the smile. But he hoped she
wasthinking of Kasm.

“Asfor rednecks, Sdina, dlow meto play devil's advocate for amoment. Back when things were
normd, if you'd had aflat on the highway—"

“Don't useme, Ben,” sheinterrupted. “I don't look black.”

“All right, then, two black, black women. Y our dick dude in the three-hundred-dollar suit, driving the
fancy car isnot going to stop to help those ladies—not ninety-nine times out of ahundred. But some ol’
boy wearing a cowboy hat or aball cap and boots with mud on them, bouncing along in a pickup truck
will stop. I've watched that scenario played out a hundred times over the years. And that o’ boy will
work and sweat and bang his knuckles and cuss under his breath. But he will changethat tire for those
black women.

“Traditiondly—and unfortunately, thisis changing—your good o’ boyswere thefirg to volunteer during
awar. Call them rednecksif you will—I do—and many of them are. Point I'm making, babe, isthis. you
look closdly a most people, you'll find some good in them. Maybe not much, but some. Unlesshe'sa
punk, pure, and then you can search forever and not find anything of redeeming value.”

“Kluckers—K KK ers—have redeeming vaues?’

“I fed certain many of them are good solid family men, hard workersin their churches and on their jobs.
Aren't those redeeming vaues, Sdina?’

She reluctantly agreed with a short bob of her head. “| read al your books while at your house, Ben.
Y ou never wrote much about the black experience.”



“I don't know anything about the black experience—asyou cal it. How can | write anything about it?’

A smile crossed her mouth. “Oh ... | wouldn't say that, Ben. I'd have to say you did a pretty good job of
getting into the black experiencelast night.”

Ben groaned. “Very funny, Sdina Y eah. Cute.”

Shelaughed a hisexpression. “I think, Ben Raines, insde you, buried deeply, thereisjust alittle bit of
bigot.”

“I'll certainly agree with that.”
1] Oh?’

“Sure. I'm prgjudiced against anyone, of any color, who wants acceptance, but refusesto
conform—even just alittle bit—to gain it. Agreed, everyone has aright to dressthe way he or she
chooses, but if that style is blatantly against the norm, a shop owner hastheright to say, ‘Noway am |
going to hire you—you'd scare my customersto death.” Sorry, Salina, but that'sthe way | fed about it.
And before you jump down my throat, remember that Cecil—and P4, too, I'm thinking—have always
been accepted in my quote/unquote ‘world.” Careto dwell on why that is?’

“Oh, Ben! | could tear that hypothesisto shreds. Y ou don't know Cecil like | know him. | can't speak for
Pa—mnot really—but Cecil isa snob, and damned if | don't think you are, too. In music, in taste of
clothes, theater, literature; the whole bag.”

“Wéll, then, three cheersfor snobbery, if that'swhat it takes. Y es, | am somewhat of asnob, Sdina. And
| damned sure offer no apology for it.”

“Goon, Ben,” sheurged. “Let'sget it dl said. Clear theair; plug up al the openings.”
Ben glanced at her and grinned.
She grimaced. “Very funny, Ben. Yeah. Cute”

“Thereisn't that much to clear, babe. Education on both sides. Conformity—there again, on both
gdes..”

“Words, Ben—words. I've heard them all before. How do you plan to implement them into action?’

“I won't have to. Because the people we shdl gather around uswill accept them willingly. That'sthe
smpligtic beauty of the society | advocate.”

“Correct meif I'mwrong, Ben. Y ou will take the cream of al races and the rest can go to hell?’
“That'snot ... entirely theway | envisonit.”

“But close enough?’

“Ummm ... OK. Yeah.”

“Seemslike aman named Hitler had a plan something along thoselines”

“Oh, come on, Salinal Goddamn. Don't compare meto that nitwit.”

“Honey...” She put ahand on hisarm. “Don't get angry. I'm not comparing you to Hitler. What I'm saying



isthereareflawsin your logic. What you envison is grand—what | know of it. But what of the people of
limited intelligence? Those of smal imaginations?'Y ou've made no alowance for them.”

“But | have, Sdlina: education.”
“Forced education, Ben?’ she asked softly.
“If | haveto.”

“Maybeit'stime,” was her reply. She picked up amap and looked first at it, then at the town they were
passing through. “Ben, where are we?’

Ben looked around him and cussed. They had been talking and arguing so heatedly he had taken the
wrong turn. They had to backtrack ten milesto get on the right road.

On theway through Mississippi, Ben told her of 1ke and Megan. She smply refused to believe aman
born and reared in Mississippi would marry ablack woman.

“I'mtelling you,” Ben protested. “1 married them—down in Horida.”
"You married them? God, what a ceremony that must have been.”
“I thought it wasrather nice,” Ben said. “ Except for the beer running out of my ears.”

“Someday,” she said, her tone one of utter disbelief, “you will haveto tell me about it.” She patted his
arm. “I'll let you know where and when.” She glanced at his ears and muttered something under her
breath.

“Wdll, I'll just be damned!” Ike said, grabbing Sdinain abear hug and kissing her on the mouth. “White
boy from Louisianadone got hissalf a half-breed coon. Will wonders never cease?’

Ben had told Sdinaal about Ike's career asa SEAL. She struggled against his bear hug, then gave up.
“Turn meloose, you ... redneck aguatic freak!”

“Oh, | like her.” Ike grinned, turning her loose. Megan took her in tow and told her to pay her husband
no mind. The st water had corroded what little brain he had.

Ben and Salina spent two days with Ike and Megan, talking over plansto move west. Ike assured Ben
he would do his part; his people had been busy securing trucks, gathering up everything to rebuild. They
were ready to roll.

“Logan's people been back?’ Ben asked.
“Be back next month, so my people say.”
“WEell be sdtling in by then.”

“Y ou and Sdlinataking the point?’
“Leavinginthemorning.”

“Radio back when you're ready for us.”

On the way west, Ben and Salina spent their first night at alake on the border between Louisanaand
Texas. Sdinahad never fished in her life, and Ben had agood time teaching her the rudiments. She



caught awhite perch, was finned trying to get it off the hook, and cussed—very unladylike.
She held out her hand to Ben. “Makeit dl better,” she said.

Ben poured iodine on the small cut. After she had finished her dance of pain, she shoved himinthelake
and walked back up to the cabin, leaving him floundering and hollering.

Sitting on the dock, a blanket wrapped around him, Ben fished and cussed, caught a mess of perch, then
cleaned them for supper.

It was peaceful on the lake as the sun was setting, bathing the water, creating hues that bounced off the
shoreline. Sdina sat afew feet from him, in achaiselongue. She wore abikini that could have been
stuffed into a cigarette package that still had room for afew smokes.

Leaning back in his own lounge, Ben studied her profile (and her curves, which were many and
provocative) in the glow of fading sun. She was not atall woman: five-four, she had told him. Her facid
features were soft, ddlicate, her skin agentle fawn color.

“Why areyou staring at me?’ she asked, turning her head, mesting his eyes.

“Because| liketo look at you. You're abeautiful woman; surely you must be used to men staring at
you?’

“What were you thinking as you looked? Be honest.”
Ben grinned.

“Sure” shesad dryly. “That. Of course.”

“Among other things,” he added, which wastrue.

“And whitey saysdl niggersthink about issex. Y ou people better get your act together. Y ou're
hypocrites.”

“Wél,"—Ben's grin broadened—"I've dways heard that if aman just hasto marry, marry awhite
woman. If hewants agood piece of ass, get him ablack gal.” Hewaited for the fire storm.

Sherose dowly from thelounge and came to him, pulling him to hisfeet. “ Old man,"—she smiled—"you
aregoing to pay for that remark.”

“I just repeated what ‘they’ say, that'sdl.” Ben pulled her to him and they stood for amoment, mouths
dlent now, but their lips speaking silent messages.

“Uh-huh,” she whispered.
They waked hand in hand into the cabin.

Juno sat looking up at the darkening sky. And if he had athought that could be put into words, it would
be: humans sure do act funny.

Waco appeared to have been hard hit. From what they could see, Ben calculated |ess than one percent
of the population had survived. Baylor was dmost deserted, only ahandful of people on the campus.

“Why isit, Ben,” Sdinaasked, asthey walked the quiet corridors of ascience building, “that in some
towns agrest many people survived, in othersamost no one?’



He shook his head, unable to answer her question. He il did not know why he had survived when
others had not.

Back in the bright sunlight, she asked, “Why do you dways go to universities and colleges, Ben?’
“I'mlooking for a... friend.”

Sdinapicked up on the hesitation. “ She?”

Hetold her about Jerre.

“Did you—do you—Ilove her?’

“A little bit, yes. But | worry about her alot more.”

“Ummm,” shereplied.

They headed west. Occasiondly, Ben would fed Salinas eyes studying him as he drove and he knew she
had questions shewould like to ask, about Jerre. Ben wondered how he would answer them when the
time came. He thought he knew.

Lessthan ayear after the worldwide war, the United States Government was off and running, with Hilton
Logan a thereins. The East Coast was being resettled, from the edge of the hot areasin the northeast,
down to central Horida. Law and order was being reintroduced to the citizens. The regular military
watched as Logan's army, under the command of Col. Kenny Parr, knocked heads, confiscated
weapons, shuffled people about, and listened grimly to the rumors of large bands of so-called Rebels
moving west, stripping entire cities as they went. But the lawful military was very smdl, now, and they did
little except maintain a presence and wonder what Logan would do next.

Logan chose as his vice president aman the regular military approved of; aman of good sense, who
weighed the issues at hand and then acted, not out of emotion, but out of what he felt would be the best
for the country. Aston Addison. Maybe, the military thought, there might be hope for the nation yet.

Mid-June found Ben and Salinain the state of Idaho, just on the southernmost fringe of the Great
Primitive Area, on the south side of the Fork. Ben had spoken with Ike, and those who supported a free
state were moving, from dl over the nation, toward Idaho.

Ben cranked up hisradio and caled in. “How many do we have, 1ke?’
“'Bout five thousand, | figure, not countin’ the Rebs. How many folks dive where you are, Ben?’
“Damned few. It'swild and beautiful, Ike.”

“Not too far from where you are, Ben, there's a platoon of Army Rangersfrom Fort Lewis... or what's
left of Lewis, thet is. They've split with Logan. Down away from them, theréswhat's | eft of the West
Coast SEAL team. They don't like Logan either—but they like what you and | have planned and are
ready to moveto join us. Rebuild. | talked with some folks from up Canadaway; they were hard hit.
They'd liketo pitch their hatsin the ring, too.”

“OK., Ike—let'sget cracking.”
“I'll see you in about amonth, partner. Excuse me—Generd.”

“What do you really know about Ben Raines?’ President Logan asked hiswife over dinner.



The question Startled her, caught her off guard. She had not thought of Ben in months. Did not know if he
was dead or dive. She pondered her husband's question for amoment.

“Wél ... he'sarude man, very arrogant, sarcastic. But hel's dso a very tough man—not just physicaly
but mentally. | don't think he's afraid of anything. He's smart, too. Why do you ask?”’

“Hewas put in charge of Bull Dean's Rebels.”
“Areyou serious?’

“Yes. But | don't know if he accepted that charge. At first, word was he did not. Then the word was
passed that he was dead. But he was spotted out west just a couple of weeks ago. Rumors persst that
heisforming some sort of ... Sate ... nation out there. Didn't he write about that one time? Some sort of
free sate?’

“Y es. Rather atrashy novel. Where out west?’

Logan shook hishead. “1 don't know. The military won't redly cooperate with me; don't like me. Never
have. But damn it, I'm only doing what | think is right and best for the country. And Colone Parr isdll
tied up with minor revolts. He and his men put down one group, another pops up. My God, you'd think |
wastrying to deny them their sex livesingtead of just taking their guns. What isthis morbid fascination
with guns, anyway? People are redly dying fighting over agun. It's Stupid, Fran. Ignorant.”

“Hilton?’ Fran touched hishand. “Leave Ben Rainesdone”

The word went out, al over the nation: head west. If you don't like the crap that is coming out of
Richmond, head west. Get trucks and head west. Stop at every nationa guard and reserve armory and
srip it bare. Same with every base. Search every deserted town for gold and silver and precious gems.
Take every piece of medica equipment you can find; bring anything you think we might be ableto use,
from panty hose to bulldozers. But if you're lazy, gossipy, unethical; if you lie, chest, or if you'reignorant,
you'd better stay away.... Odds are you wont fit in with the crowd.

Tdl lawyersto stay the hell out; we don't want them, don't need them. Our lawswill be very smple and
very few and enforced to the | etter; no muddying the water. They will be enforced to the letter. No
exceptions. No dedls. No plea-bargaining. No twisting of words—truth. Our nation is going to be abit
different from that to which you've been accustomed. We're going to try something; seeif it will work. So
leave usdone.

The message went into every state and alot of countries. A lot of people heard it, liked it, and packed
up.

And alot of people heard it and didn't liket.
“He'syour brother, Carl,” Jeb Fargo said. “What's hetryin’ to pull?’

A largefarminllinois, a cooperative venture that encompassed hundreds of thousands of acres. Run by
agroup of men and women who went by no officia name, but whose members secretly embraced the
teachings of Hitler and the goose-egg mentdity of the Klan. To Logan, they were hard-working,
God-fearing people who caused no trouble but just wanted to work the land and do what was best
toward restoring this devastated nation to itsformer glory.

Logan loved them. Addison was suspicious of them. The military knew exactly what they were.

Lots of churches scattered throughout their lands. Funny thing though: wasn't anigger or adago or a



chink or agreaser or aJew in the bunch.
And their churches did not teach love—the ministers preached hate.
“I never was closeto Ben,” Carl replied. “Lot of differencein our ages.”

“Wed best keep an eye on what he's doin'. Might even send some men out there next year. You'd bein
charge. Y ou know, Carl, | kinda had my eye on that land out there for us. Good cattle country and
farmland. Word is, Carl, your brother'slivin® with anigger gd.”

“Ben!”

“That'stheword | get. Hell, messages we been interceptin’ tell usthey'sal kinds of undesirables headin’
out there: dants, Jews, burr-heads, greasers—all kinds of filth. We cain't have that, Carl. Cain't let them
people get atoehold in some of the best land in the country. Brother or no brother, he's got to be

stopped.”

“When you want meto go, Jeb?’ Carl said. “I'll go.” The thought of his brother actudly kissng anigger
made him sick a his ssomach.

“I'll let you know, Mgor Raines,” Jeb said.
All sorts of people were heading west, to join those dready there.

There was ayoung man named Badger Harbin who had met Ben and Sdinain Idaho. He just wandered
up to them one day, introduced himself, and said he wasthere to stay.

Ben could not believe anyone would have the first name of Badger, but the young man assured Ben that,
yes, that'swhat his daddy had named him.

Sid Cossman was a New Y orker who had once owned aradio station in upstate New Y ork. He had
lost it by refusing to bow to the often dictatoria whims of the Federal Communications Commission. Sid
did not like Big Brother.

Lieutenant Conger was the platoon leader of a contingent of Rebels coming in from the East.
Bridge Oliver was with the SEAL team from southern Cdifornia.

A man named Clint Voltan wasamgor in the Rebe army formed in the West.

And Sam Pyron was about to make his move toward freedom.

Sam, aWest Virginiaboy, sat by his grandfather's bed. He was watching the old man die.

The grandfather met the young man's eyes. “ Git outta here, boy. There ain't nothin’ you can do for me.”
He coughed up blood and pus.

“I'll gtay with you, Granddad,” Sam said.

“Just like your mother—hard-headed. Boy, listen to me. Y ou gottarun!”
“I'm not leavin’ you.”

“You killed aFed, Samudl.”

“Hedartedit. Tryin' totell mel got to move. To hell with him. That's probably where he went, too.”



“I know, Sam—I know. It ain't right, but big government amost never is. | think you better link up with
them survivaligtsthat waslivin' over ‘ crost the mountain and get gone from here.”

“The Rebels?’
“Yegh”
“I thought you didn't agree with what they stood for, Granddad?’

“I don't agree with ever'thing they talked about—them I knowed in the bunch—but | do agree with most
of it. * Specidly them wantin’ to bring the law back to the common folk, back to some common sense.”
He coughed for amoment, then caught his breeth, painin hiseyes.

“Maybeall this misery was due us, boy—I don't know. I cain't help but think the Lord had something to
dowithit. | figure Hewas gettin’ awful tired of what was happenin’ down here. And maybeit's agood
thing, too. That Rebel that was by last week when | was so awful sick, he said they'saman settin’ up out
West. Said that feller was gonna have aland where aman can live free—all races. It's past timefor thét,
too. Wasn't gonna be no damned lawyers screwin’ up ever'thing with fancy words. That'd be the greatest
thing since corn bread, Sam. | hate adamned lawyer. This man out West—accordin’ to the Reb—is
gonnameake thelaw so plain, so simple, so easy to follow, that even a child can understand it. That'sthe
way it oughtabe. He said that so long as a person can mind his or her own business and follow jist afew
amplerules, aman can live the way he seesfit.

“Our laws, Sam—back when we had a country—went from bad to worse to stupid. | seen al the
trouble comin’ years ago; ‘fore even your mammawas born. Country went bad; people quit wantin’ to
work for alivin', wanted the government to do for them. Damned unions got out of hand; kids got too big
for their britches. Too many cops, too many lawyers, too many laws the common man couldn't
understand. Judges sittin’ on their brains, turnin’ bad people loose without punishment. No moras
nowhere. Government stickin' its nose in ever'body e se's business when they couldn't even keep their
own house clean. It had to cometo an end.” He coughed up blood and gasped for breath.

“Sam?’ The old man's hand groped for his grandson as his eyes filmed over with near-death. He fought
back the darkness.

“I'm here, Granddad.” Sam took the old hand.

“I want you to remember what I'm about to say, Sam; carry it with you dl your life. What'syoursis
yours, provided you worked for it, and you paid for it—or is payin’ for it—and don't no man have no
right to take it from you by stedin’. Y ou got aright to protect what's yours by any means at hand. And
don't never let no smart-mouthed lawyer tell you different.

“There ain't no human-person god, boy. * At's something them hoo-hawin” TV preachers never learned.
But they shore thought they was God, dl thetime a-tellin’ ever'body € se how to live, what to read in the
books and papers, what to see on the TV and in the motion pitchers. | ain't sayin’ they wasn't good folk
intheir hearts, just that they di'n’” have no right tellin’ other folk how to live. Them TV preachershad a
God complex-thing ‘bout em. But they was wrong, Sam.

“If amanistryin’ to do right by hisfamily, by hisjob, or them that work for him, and be a good neighbor
intime of need, then whatever else he does, Sam ... ain't nobody else's damned truck! Man's got to live
by and with his conscience, boy. And if you was taught right in the home, then you'll do right outsideit.
Some of them fancy-talkin', fancy-dressin', high-up judges might ought to sweep off they own back
doorstep ‘forethey start tellin’ othersto clean they steps. Same thing with preachers and politicians. And
that damned L ogan is gonna be the ruination of ever'thing. He's two-faced, boy, and crazy asaroad



lizard!

“Sam, ligen to me. There ain't but one set of rulesaman's got to follow, and they come from
God—uwritten in stone and handed down. Man's rules come second—aways. No badge, no man-made
law, no government job or high uppity office ever made no man ... God.”

He waswracked by coughing. He vomited up pus and blood, then closed hiseyes. A few hourslater, he
dipped behind the veil.

Sam Pyron buried his grandfather in the rocky soil of West Virginia. He had no other family left dive.
Sam took his grandfather's old .30-.30 lever-action Winchester and struck out for the highway, down
where old man Garland lived—or used to live. Garland had an old pickup truck that had been sitting idle
sncethewar. Sam figured that with afresh battery and some gas, he'd get that old truck running again.

Then he'd head west.
Hewas eighteen years old.

There was something in the way Sam walked the mountain road, with ariflein his hand, aknife on his
belt, and asmall sack of food dung over his shoulder; some mannerism that might make a knowledgeable
person recall the descriptions of other mountain men, free men, of another century. Men who fought and
died for freedom, the right to live their own lives without fear of tyranny, from within or without the
government; to live without fear of the lawless, or those who would impose their own sdlfish willson
others.

Thisyoung man was reminiscent of the men who caled themselves Green River Boys, or Rough Riders,
those who rode with Darby's Rangers, or Mg or Rogers, or who suffered in silence at Valey Forge; the
men and women at Buchenwald or Dachau or the men who stormed the beaches on June 6, 1944; and

the men who rode to make a stand at an old church in Texas—called the Alamo.

SEVENTEEN

President Logan called for hisVVP to have lunch with him. He came right to the point. “Aston, thereisa
bunch of people, four or five thousand, maybe more, dl heading west. They are stealing everything that
isn't nailed down. And sometimes that doesn't even stop them.”

The VP looked up from hissdad. “Why are they heading west?’
“Tolink up with Ben Raines, | suppose. They even stole arailroad.”

“Hilton—that'simpossible! Y ou can't sted arailroad. That's stationary. They took the enginesand cars,
perhaps. But what do they want with it?’

“To trangport al the thingsthey're steding! Aston, they've broken into military bases and armories and
stolen God only knows how much heavy artillery and bombs and guns and anything else they could get
their hands on. Radar is gone from many places. Highly sophisticated e ectronic gear, computers—you
nameit, those peopletook it. A bunch of those crazy navy porpoises stole an entire base. Everything!
They even took the damned portable buildings!”

“Porpoises? SEALS?
“Whatever. Y es, that's the bunch.”

“ An entire base? Hilton, no one can sted an entire basa!”



“Wdll, they did. Probably had some damned Seabees with them, too. | made a speech on the Senate
floor onetime, | remember it well. | said that Green Berets and Rangers and SEAL s and all those specid
units should be disbanded. They'redl nuts | said—"

“Just calm yoursdf, Hilton. These are breskaway units of the military?”
“Some of them, yes. | hate the military.”

Hilton had once been forced to stand in front of histraining platoon, back in ‘59, with hisM-1riflein one
hand and his pecker in the other hand, reciting, “ Thisismy rifle, thisismy gun. Thisisfor shooting, thisis
for fun.”

It had affected him. Deeply.
“Send the military to stop them,” Aston suggested.

“The military couldn't stop a hamster—driving ared wagon. And until | can replace the top men, they
refuse to even acknowledge I'm the president. They hate me. Colonel Parr isfar too busy with the
relocation efforts.”

“Hilton, disband that bunch of mercenaries before they get out of hand—too powerful.”

“No. They areloyal to me, and that's more than | can say about the regular military. | need Colonel Parr
and hismen.”

“All right, then do thisfor me: break up that bunch of peoplein Illinais. Y ou know what they are,
Hilton.”

Logan shook hishead. “No. If we ever need someone to control any nigger uprising, they'll comein

handy.
“The blacks helped put you in office years ago,” Aston reminded the man.
The president ignored that.

Aston wanted to reach across the table and dap the man. But he knew he had to keep his head, keep his
wits about him. He had suspected years before that Logan was using the minorities only as stepping
stones; that he really, deep down, was a bigot. But someone with a calmer head had to be close to
Logan and, he had told hiswife, “LookslikeI'mit.”

“So what are you going to do about this Raines person?’

“Nothing. Nothing | can do. We're spread too thin asit is. Weve lost too many agentsin the mountains
of West Virginia, Kentucky, Tennessee, and North Carolinatrying to bring some law and order there,
Damned hillbillies are shooting a anything that moves.”

“We need them to work the mines.”

“I know, | know. That'swhy | had to compromise with them.” He shook his head. “I'm only doing what |
fed—what | know—is best for the country.”

Agton excused himsdlf and |eft the table. His thoughts would have been grounds for treason.

By late August, everyone who was coming in ... wasin. The three-state arealooked like the world's
largest supply dump—and probably was. Entire towns had been stripped bare. Every ounce of precious



metal and every chip of precious gem had been carefully searched for and taken. Billions of dollars of
gold, silver, and precious stones were now under guard in Idaho, Wyoming, and Montana. With these
Ben planned to back his new currency.

Many people, even after dmost ayear had passed, till did not fully understand what had happened. If
there had been awar, they asked—who won?

How does one tdll another that nobody won—everybody lost.

When the bregkaway units of the military began arriving, they were met by afew people who had
survived, wary people.

“Isthe military coming in?" awoman asked. “Dear God, we need help in the worst way.”
“Sort of,” aSEAL told her. “Don't worry—well help you.

“Lookslikeyou're coming into stay,” she observed, taking in the growing mounds of equipment and
supplies.

“Yes, madam. Wesureare.”

“Then you'd better know that agang of outlaws and thugs say they control this area. They've been
gtedling and killing and raping for months. They took our weapons and disabled our vehicles.”

“Where arethey hiding, maam?’

“They aren't hiding. They took over thetown of Chdlis.”
“Holding any prisoners, maam? Any innocent folks?’
She shook her head.

The SEAL smiled.

He and histeam were back the following afternoon. Hetold the lady, “Y ou don't have to worry about
them anymore, maam. They won't be back.”

“Will they betried?’ she asked, looking around for prisoners. She saw none.
“They've been tried, maam.”

Thefew survivorsin esch state werein dmost total confusion dueto lack of organization, something
nearly dl governments discourage. For loca militias, except those under government control, cannot be
established in the United States, not for over ahundred years. For, as had been pointed out, most
governments, certainly including the government of the United States, are based on fear; fear of the
central power, fear of the IRS, fear of the FCC, fear of the FBI, fear of the ICC, fear of the state police,
fear of thelocdl police, fear of everything. That isthe only way a massive government can work. If the
people were armed and organized, and of one mind, they just might start hanging rapists, murderers,
armed robbers, burglars, and others of that dimy ilk—those they didn't shoot from the outset, that is.

And the people (who, so the myth reads, comprise the government, and are supposed to tell government
what they want, and the government is then supposed to do it) would truly be in control. Government
doesn' like to even think about that happening. Scary.

The young people from the colleges Ben had visited rolled in and looked around. They were wary, for



they believed the adults had caused the origina mess (which wastrue), and they weren't too certain this
new state would be any better. But they decided to giveit atry.

Jerre saw Ben, at first from adistance, and for atime kept her distance as she redlized the woman with
Ben was more than just afriend. Then she worked up enough courage to spesk to him.

“Hi, Ben.”

Ben turned from hiswork and let asmile play across hisface. He was aware of Salinawatching intently.
Hetook Jerre's outstretched hand, held it for amoment, then released it.

“Y ou'relooking good, Jerre. | was worried about you, wondering if you madeit.”

She nodded, as emotions flooded her. She wondered if those same emotions were flooding Ben. They
were, but not to the extent they filled her. “ThisisMatt.” She introduced the beefy young man beside
her.

Ben shook the offered hand. “1'm glad you two could join us up here. Therésalot of work to do. Going
to live herein ldaho?’

Jerre shook her head. “No, Ben. We thought we'd try it over in Wyoming. Maybe go back to school in
our sparetime.”

“That'sagood idea. Well have the colleges open in afew months.”
There seemed to be nothing |eft for them to say; at least that they could say.
“Seeyou, Ben.” Jerre smiled.

Ben nodded, watching the young couple walk away. Matt hesitated, then put hisarm around Jerré's
shouldersin a protective way; a possessive way. Ben had to smile a the gesture.

“That your young friend, Ben?’ Sdinaasked.
“That was her.”

“Jugt friends, huh?’

“Sure—what else?”’

“Uh-huh.” She amiled.

Ike and Megan had brought about a thousand people with them, people the glib ex-SEAL had picked up
aong theway. “Just folks,” he caled them.

“What are you going to cal your new state, Ben?” Megan asked.

“Mine?’ Ben sad, surprised. “ Thisisnot mine. Cdl it Montana, 1daho, and Wyoming. What else?’
“Who isthe governor?’ Tatter asked. “ The leader—the man in charge?’

“Thereisn't any,” Benreplied.

“Wadll, then, Ben Raines...” She amiled. “I guessweéll have to have usan ection.”

“Jusgt don't nominate me. I'm awriter, got alot to do. I'm not apalitician.”



And Ben could not understand why everyone smiled.

Winter comes early in that part of the nation, and there was still much to do in preparation. The few
resdents|eft in the three-state area, while certainly glad to see the newcomers, were till not quite certain
what was going on around them. But it looked as though things were shaping up—in ahurry.

The trucks and trains and planes continued to roll and rumble and roar into the area, bringing in looted
booty from all over the nation. And more people arrived, some of them the type that wanted something
for nothing. They did not |ast long. The graveyards began receiving new additionsto their silence. For this
was frontier country, and while the East had been settled and under law (and lawyers) for three centuries,
much of this part of the nation had been settled for only about seventy-five years. Justice here came
down hard and swift, but asfair as Ben could make it, considering the conditions under which his people
were working. Here, no one needed to steal, there was work for al, and everybody worked—or got
out. Or died.

As Logan's laws became more tyrannical, more people fought back, and Logan could do lessto stop
Ben Raines and his peoplein their breakaway nation. But Logan could do something about those blacks
who were bent on creating aNew Africa

“Logan's mercenaries have pushed the blacks out of south Louisiana,” Cossman told Ben. “He'stold
them if they want to work the land and reopen the factories, to go ahead. But the oil and the gas belong
to the government, end quote.”

Cossman had looked at the communi cations equipment and grinned, rubbing his hands together in glee.
Now, under hisdirection, if it was broadcast from anywhere in the world—or space, for that matter—he
could and would monitor it. In avery short time, the three states controlled by Ben's People, as Logan
had begun saying, would have the finest communications network in the world, including public radio and
TV, free from the congtraints of the FCC and the mumblings and threats of pressure groups, who used to
maintain (and would again) that they “only wanted what was best for the people.”

“Hewon't stop there,” Ben said. “Hell never permit aNew Africa. Is Cecil Jeffreysin charge down
there?’

“Right.”

“Can you get him on the horn?’

“I cantry.”

It took twenty-four hoursto reach Cecil.

“Ben!” Hisvoice crackled through the speakers. “1 hear you're doing great things up there.
Congratulations.”

“I hear thingsaren't going so well for you.”

“There have been afew minor setbacks,” Cecil admitted, caution in hisreply. Both men knew Big
Brother was listening, monitoring the conversation.

“Don't believe aword Logan says, Cecil.”
“He said held let us reopen the factories and work the land, Ben.”

“Perhaps for atime, buddy, but Loganisaliar, and you know it. HE's power-mad and has been dl his



life. Hell do anything to gain that power. Look at the switch in philosophy he's made.”
“We haveto try, Ben. How is Salina?’

“Grest. Fine”

“Ben?Word | get isthat you're breaking away from the Condtitution. Dangerous, if true.”
“Itisn't true, Cecil. Were not breaking away from it; werereturning toit.”

“Wejust got some people in from up north. They say thereisahit team coming after you. Can't pinpoint
exactly when.”

Sdindsfingersdug into hisarm. “Hit team?’ Ben questioned over the miles. “ Government?’
“No. Jeb Fargo.”

“I know who heis: little Nazi prick.”

“That'sdl | know, Ben. So you be careful; you've made more enemies than we have.”

After the men said their good-bys and good luck, Sdlinasaid, “Logan is somehow tied in with Fargo. |
never did trust that man.”

“One day Cecil will look up, and ther€ll be troops standing on his front doorstep. Y ou let just one white
person report he or she'sgot troublein New Africa; just let one of Cecil's blacks screw up one time and
Logan will crush hisdream.”

"Cecil's blacks, Ben?”’

“Hé'stheleader, honey—so hell get the blamefor failure.”

“And here, Ben?’

“I'll get the blame; it's my dream. But most people here are—for now—white.”
“And that makes adifference?’

“You know it does, Sdlina”

“Everyone expects anigger to screw up, right?’

“You sad it, babe, not me.”

It had been talked about for years: breaking the United States up into severa nations. But it had never
been taken serioudy. Until now.

Survivorswere, or o it seemed, fleeing their devastated homeands, from dl over the world, dl of them
heading for the land of opportunity: America. And Logan, with hissmal military, seemed unable to sem
thetide or kill the dream.

And asis probably the case with many high-level decisions from heads of sate, it wasthe wife of the
king, the premier, the prime minister, the chief, or the president who made thefinal decision, or &t least
outlined the plan.

“People are unemployed, Hilton,” Fran told him. “And just ook at al these tacky people coming in from



the idands and Europe and Lord only knows where else. Start the draft up. 1t will give people something
to do. And just look at al the ex-soldiers coming in, too. Officers among them. They will be grateful to
you for giving them work, and in return, you'll have loydty from them.”

“Marvelousidea, Hilton,” Dallas Vdentine, the secretary of state, said. “ And we can get rid of those
officerswho didike us s0.”

Hilton agreed; then said, “But al these people setting up little kingdoms around the country?”

“Oh, big dedl,” Fran told him, apout on her lips. “L et them have their two-bit little kingdoms—for as
long asthey last. Look what we control: the ail, the gas, all the portsthat are usable, al the shipping, the
breadbasket areas. We've got alot more area than we have people to settleit. So let these people
try—you know they're going to fail, ninety-nine percent of them. And when they do, they'll Iook to you
for help, and you'l be abig man to them when you bring them back into the fold. Then, aswe grow
stronger, we can crush those who didn't fail.”

“Marveousides, Hilton,” Ddlas said. Logan smiled.

He liked to have yes men around him. Made him feel good. He dso liked that term: bring them back into
thefold. It was kind of religious-sounding. Hed haveto ask Rev. Pamer Falcreek over to the White
House for lunch with him ... soon. Tell him about it. Falcreek was such agood man. Already he was
Setting up acommittee to boycott any film that came out of what was called the New Hollywood.

Fd creek wanted only good, clean, wholesome entertainment. Dogs and horses and stuff like that.
Cowboys with inexhaustible six-shooters. None of that wiggle-jiggle Stuff.

“Of course, you'reright, dear,” Hilton said. “Why shed blood?’

"Our blood,” she corrected. “Y ou've got Colonel Parr and hismen to do all that physical stuff. And Jeb
Fargo and hisbunch if you have to usethem ... for tacky little jobs.”

“Jeb Fargo?’ the president questioned. “What has he to do with this? His people are farmers, dear.”

Y eah, Fran thought, with submachine guns and blazing crosses. “Oh, Hilton! | declare, sometimes you're
S0 dense. Fargo isaKlucker from Georgia They ran him out of Missssppi yearsago.” Shedidn't tell
him Fargo was dso aNazi. It had not taken her long to learn what many people had learned years
before: her husband was not alwayswithit.

“Klucker?’
“KKK, dear.”

“Oh. Wdll ... | didn't know that. | know only that heisloyal and agood, decent, churchgoing man.
Pamer Falcreek says he hasthe good of the country at heart.”

Long as he could run around in a bedsheet burning crosses, Fran thought. “Of course, dear.” She smiled
a him.

Under the table, Fran dipped off her shoe and ran her little foot up the pantsleg of Ddlas Vdentine,
amost causing him to drop part of africasseed chickeninto hislap. Sheliked ol’ Dalas—he was hung
likethat o’ boy used to fuck her in the barn when she was just ateenager. Had a cock about afoot and
haf long, just like Ddlas. Shefdt sorry for Dallas. Had awife that |ooked like a cross between aprune
and ahockey puck. No angles, no curves, no planes. Just one great big round wrinkle.

“I think Fran hastheright idea,” Ddlassad.



Bet your ass, | do, Fran thought. Just as soon as we can get alone and | can get my hands on that garden
hose you call apecker.

“I'll giveit somethought,” Hilton said.
But al knew the decision had been made.

So the president handed down the orders to the mercenaries under Kenny Parr's control: do not interfere
with people attempting to set up so-called free states. Move only if people attempt to seize those areas
aready under U.S. contral.

And the president ordered a complete census taken, and adraft order put into law.

Now it became agame of wait-and-see.
Spring
The harsh winter had passed, and the mountains and the valeys and the plains were blooming with the

birth of the cycle. Theroar of tractors was evident as the plows cut into the earth, preparing the land for
planting. Ben was on atour of the three-state areanow, in aJeep with Ma. Clint VVoltan.

“Homeat last.” Voltan smiled, topping ahill and stopping. “Never figured I'd see thisland again—not as
afree man, anyway. Sureis peaceful and pretty here.”

“Why did you think you'd never seeit again?’ Ben asked.

“You don't know?’ Voltan wore a surprised look. “No, | guessyou don't.” He smiled. “I'm amurderer,
Mr. Raines. Oh, yeah. This'—he waved his hand at the expanse of |land—"bel onged—belongs—to me.
My ranch. | was doing pretty good, me and my wife, until some modern-day rustlers started runnin’ off
my beef. My wife, she used to like to ride in the mornings, she come up on them. They raped her, left her
after they used her—pretty badly. Well, | went on the prowl for them; thought | recognized thetire
tracks. | wasright; | did. There were three of them. | found ’em in abar one night—called their hand.
One of them was just drunk enough to admit what they'd done. They said—right out in public—that my
wife had offered it to them. All three of them backed each other up. | knew they were lyin’ for anumber
of reasons. Mainly ‘ cause my wife—and they didn't know this—had lost her mind. The doctorstold me
that most women can cope with the emotiond stress of rape. Alice—that's my wife—couldn't. | gut-shot
al three of them, right there in that bar; then stood there and listened to ’em squall and die.” He laughed,
but it was arueful bark of no humor. “ Good old straight Voltan, believing in the system. I'd never even
had atraffic ticket before then. Sure ... the law put murder warrants out on me. | ran for about ayear,
then joined up with the western-based Rebels. After the war, | went to the ingtitution where my wife had
been confined. Found he—dead of course. Buried her.”

“Do you ever fed you were wrong?’

Voltan thought about that for afew seconds. “No, gir. | don't. | think rape should carry a stiff sentence. |
think that if rapeis proven, beyond any doubt—Iie detectors, PSE machines, even hypnosis—I think the
rapist should not only have to serve atough sentence, but should be gelded like you would a bad
gdlion.”

“| agreewith you,” Ben said.
“We gonna have soft lawsin thisarea, Mr. Raines?’
“I hope not. Clint? Why is everybody asking me these questions? No one has € ected me to anything.”



The rancher-Rebd smiled. “Well, you have been, kind of, in a secret way.”
“| beg your pardon?’
“Youreit, Mr. Raines.”

And the words of Cecil cameto him. “Y ou're going to look up one day, Ben, and the job of leader will
be handed to you. Like me, you won't want it, but you'l takeit.”

“All right, Clint,” he heard hisvoice say. “If I'm dected, I'll serve.”

“You'l be dected, Mr. Raines.”

“I'll be atough law-and-order man.” He looked at the rancher. “Better warn the people of that.”
“'Bout time somebody got tough in this country.”

“Two thirds of the world's population dead,” Cossman said. “ They think that's final. Here at home, over
ahundred and fifty million, and still dlimbing.” He and his crew had been monitoring government bands.

“What's the population of our three-state area?’ Ben asked.
“That, | cantdl you precisely,” an aide said to Ben.

Ben had been governor of the three-state areafor dmost six months, and he could not get accustomed to
thetitle or the attention paid him.

“Sixty-seven thousand, four hundred and twenty-two people,” the aide said. “Our final head count was
completed yesterday afternoon.”

“Umm,” Ben sad. “1 thought the preiminary figures were somewhat higher?’
“They were. We lost twenty-seven thousand people in the first two months of ... ah—"
“My taking office,” Benfinishedit.

“Win some, lose some, d Presidente,” ke said. Outwardly, the only thing Ike took serioudy was Megan
and hisfarm/ranch. But ke took the new government of the three-state area very serioudy. He
desperately wanted it to work. And he believed it would—given time. Time.

“They just didn't believe they could conform or adapt to the tough law-and-order system we advocate,”
Dr. Chase said. “And they didn't like what we're setting up in our schools, ether.”

“But"—the aide spoke—"on the other hand, we've got dmost ten thousand people on the outside who
want to comein. And the number is growing by ahundred aday. A decision hasto be made on that, gr.

Quickly.”
“How many can we screen aday?’
“If weredly humpit ... maybefifty. And that is pushing it.”

“I don't want the screening relaxed. Each new person must be given alie-detector test/PSE test asto
background, crimind record, conformity. And the aptitude tests must till be given verbaly, by race
opposites. We've culled alot of would-be troublemakers and bigots that way.”

“Those lawyerswith what's left of the ACLU areredly raising hell about thosetests, sir. And our laws.”



The aide looked uncomfortable, for he knew only too well how Ben felt about the ACLU.
Ben glared a him. | thought | told you to get those bastards out of here.”
The aide shuffled hisfeet. “ Sir—they say well haveto useforceto get them out.”

“Then useforce. All that is necessary to remove them. They were not invited—are they ever?| don't
want them in here.” Ben softened histone. “L ook, boys, | know they mean well, and they have done
some good—back when conditions were more or less normad. But we don't have time for hair-splitting
legd technicdlities. We're not going to have it when our laws and legd system arefindly drawn up; and
that isbeing done this very moment.

“You all know where we stand on issues. The people have voted on them, al over thisthree-state area.
Weve been holding town meetings since early last winter on theissueswell live with. Now, ninety-one
percent of the people agreed to our laws. Therest left. And that's the way it's going to be or you can
take this governorship—that | didn't want in thefirst place—and I'll go back to writing my journal.”

“Ben—" Dr. Chase said.

“No!” Ben gtood firm. “| came into this office this morning and there was a damned paper on my desk
asking meto reconsider the death penalty for that goddamned punk over in Missoula”

“He's sxteen years old, Governor,” an aide said.

“That's his problem. His1Q is one twenty-eight. The shrink says he knows right from wrong and is
hedthy, mentally and physicdly. Heis perfectly normal. He stole acar, got drunk, and drove ahundred
fucking miles an hour down the main street. He ran over and killed two elderly people whose only crime
was attempting to crossa street ... in compliance with the existing traffic lights. He admitted what he did.
Heisnot remorseful. | would reconsider if he was sorry for what he'd done. But heisn't. And tests bear
that out. He has admitted histrue fedlings, said the old people didn't have much time left anyway, so what
the hell was everybody getting so upset about? He'sa punk. That'sal hewould ever be—if | let him
live—which I have no intention of doing. If he puts so little emphasis on thelives of others, then he
shouldn't mind terribly if I snuff out his.

“So, Mr. Garrett,"—helooked at a uniformed man standing quietly acrossthe room—"at six o'clock day
after tomorrow, dawn, you will persondly escort young Mr. Randolph Green to the designated place of
execution and you will seeto it that heis hanged by the neck until he is dead. The day of the punk ... is
over.”

“Yes, Sr,” Garrett said. “It's about time some backbone was shoved into the law.” He |eft the room.
Ben looked around him. “ Any further questions asto how the law is going to work?’

No one had anything further to say. Ben |eft the room to have lunch with Sdina

“He'sahard man,” an aide said.

Ike stood up and stretched. “Hard times, brother.”
EIGHTEEN

There were many who |eft the three-state area, but many more stayed and more wanted in. Some of
those who came in also | eft after seeing what was happening, but most stayed. Life was not easy;
rebuilding and conforming never is. Eighteen-hour days were not uncommon; there was alot to do and
everybody able was expected to work without whining about it.



There were those who could not, or would not, as the case may be, accept or adapt to the new laws
being written by the people; and many of those laws were not easy to follow, for the people had reverted
back to what used to be known as a code of conduct.

Violate that code, and one might find himsdf or hersdlf in serious trouble. Asone old-timer, long a
resident of Idaho, said, summing up the new system (actudly an old system), “Man's got two way's of
gettin’ rid of leavesin hisyard; smart man will rake them up, put them in bags, carry them to the dump
wherethey'll be disposed of in asafe manner. Stupid man will set them on firein hisyard and not givea
thought about the smoke blowing in his neighbor's window. Man does the | atter now, he'sliable to end
up with abusted jaw. And thereisn't alaw on the books againgt it. Out therein the proper forty-seven,
man don't have to think much about what he does. Here, you'd better damned well giveit some
thought—alot of thought. | likeit here. Peaceful. Once we got rid of the troublemakers. And it didn't
takelong.”

Many roads leading into the three-state areawere destroyed, deliberately, to prevent easy access. There
were signs posted dl aong the borders, warning travelersthat the laws in these states were very different
from those to which they had grown accustomed, and justice came down very hard and very swiftly.

Theworld still tumbled about in disorder and confusion and almost total disorganization. There were
millions of people out of work and they did not know how to catch afish or skin arabbit or plant a
garden. Gangs of thugs and punks and hoodlums roamed the country, stealing and raping and killing. All
across the nation, from border to border, seato sea, various groups of different ideological persuasions
were breaking away and setting up little communities, sure their way wasthe right way—the only way.
True, caring Chrigtians, semirdigious, demented fanatics, cult worshipers; and left and right-of-center
organizations were establishing little governments. All would fail in only afew months as Logan'sforces
grew stronger; or they rotted from within. Only onewould last for any length of time, and its concepts
would never die.

How hated Ben's system of government was did not come home to the people of the three states until
late fall of thefirst year. Ben had stepped outside of hishome for abreath of the cold, clean air of night.
Juno went with him, and together they walked from the house around to the front. When Juno growled,
Ben went into a crouch, and that saved hislife. Automeatic-weapon fire spider-webbed the windshield of
histruck, the dugs hitting and ricocheting off the metd, sparking the night. Ben jerked open the door of
the pickup, punched open the glove compartment, and grabbed apistol. He fired at a dark shape running
across hisyard, then at another. Both went down, screaming in pain.

A man stepped from the shadows of the house and opened fire just as Ben hit the ground. Lights were
popping on al over the street; men with riflesin their hands appeared on the lawns.

Benfdt adug daminto his hip, knocking him to one side, pinning him around, the lead traveling down
hisleg, exiting just above his knee. He pulled himsdf to one knee and leveled the 9-mm, pumping three
shotsinto the dark form by the sde of the house. The man went down, the rifle dropping from his hands.

Ben pulled himsdf up, hisleg and hip throbbing from the shock of the wounds. He leaned against the
truck just as help reached him.

“Get the medicsl” aman shouted. “ Governor's been shot.”
“Help me over to that man,” Ben said. “He looksfamiliar.”

Standing over the falen man, Ben could see where his shots had gone: two in the somach, oneinthe
chest. The man was splattered with blood and dying. He coughed and spat at Ben.



“Goddamned nigger-lovin’ scum,” he said. He closed his eyes, shivered in the convulsons of pain; then
died.

Badger came panting up, arobe over his pgjamas, house dippersflapping. “God, Governor! Whois
he?’

Ben stood for atime, leaning againgt the side of the house. Sdinacameto him, putting her asams around
him asthe wailing of ambulances drew louder. “ Do you know him, Ben?’ she asked.

“l used to.” Ben'sreply was sad. “He was my brother.”

PART THREE
THE SWIFT YEARS
ONE

The death of Carl Raines probably did more to ensure theimmediate surviva of the three states than any
other single act. It shocked L ogan when the newsfindly reached him, and Logan, like most people who
heard the story, reasoned that if aman beieved so strongly in an ideahe would kill hisbrother ... that
man had best be left dlone. And for almost five years, the Tri-states, asthey were referred to, were | eft
aone.

Theworld, and especially America, began to take shape and resume order, law, and some stability. In
America, with the drafting of young men now in itsfourth year, and the replacing of ranking officerswith
men who were loya to Logan, the military was perhaps the strongest in the world. Acting under orders
from Logan, the military, sysematically, state by state, began crushing those people who had established
their own forms of government. The nation was once more whole—a most—whether the people involved
wanted it, or not.

Eadt of the Mississippi River, the nation was as one—no pockets of resistance left. And there was no
longer any areaknown as New Africa. Cecil, knowing there was no way he could win against divison
after divison of military might, quietly pulled down the flag of New Africaand told his people the dream
was dead.

Mogt of the blacks chose to remain where they were, farming the land, working the reopened factories.
But the experience had been bitter for Cecil. Cecil and Lila, Pal and Vderie, and about a hundred more
blacks eft the South and headed west, to the Tri-states. Ben immediately named Cecil as his lieutenant
governor and Pal the secretary of State.

“Won't that irritate alarge number of people out here?’ Cecil asked. “Naming blacks to high positions?’
Ben had smiled. “ Y ou don't know the cdiber of peopleliving in the Tri-Sates.”

“Y ou've been practicing selective population?’ Pal asked.

“Yes” Ben answered. “ Amazing how much trouble you can avoid by doing that.”

“And amazing how illegd itis” Cecil'sreply wasdry.

“Maybe out there.” Ben jerked histhumb, indicating the area outsde Tri-states. “But not in here.”

“Kasm has decided on guerrillawarfare,” Pal said. “He's got severd thousand men and women behind
him, and there are lots more who quietly support what he's about to do. It's going to be bloody, Ben, for
thereisalot of hatein that man.”

“It'sgoing to be bloody here, too,” Ben said. “ Someday.”



Of the hundreds of towns and cities that once stood in the Tri-states, many were destroyed, having first
been picked over; whatever could be used was labeled and stored. The areawas returned to land. The
resdents, if any, were moved to newer, nicer homes and gpartments and told to maintain them. There
would be no dumsin the Tri-gtates.

The people were pulled together for many reasons. to conserve energy, to stabilize government, for
eader care, and to afford more land for the production of crops, aswell asto afford better protection for
the peoplein health care, police, fire, and socid services.

The elderly, for thefirst timein their lives, were looked after with care and concern and respect. They
were not grouped together and forgotten or ignored. Careful planning went into the population centers.
Y oung, middle-aged, and elderly were carefully grouped together in housing and gpartments. Those
elderly who wanted to work, and could work, were encouraged to do so. They could work aslong as
they wished, or until they tired, and then could go home. The knowledge of older citizensis valuable and
vadt, and Ben knew it. Older citizens can teach so many things—if only the younger people would listen.
In the Tri-states, they listened.

In order for thisto work, the pace had to be dowed, the grind eased, the honor system restored; the
work ethic, in both labor and management, renewed. It was.

Here, for thefirgt timein decades, there was no welfare, no ADC, no WIC, no food stamps, no
unemployment; but what there was was jobsfor dl, and al adults worked. Everyone. Those who would
not, because they felt the job offered them was benesth their dignity, or because of laziness, apathy,
and/or indifference, were escorted to the nearest border and booted out. They were told not to come
back. If children wereinvolved, they were taken from the people and immediately adopted.

It was harsh trestment, and by American standards, totally uncongtitutiona. But if Ben worried about the
legdlity of it, the worry was not evident in his day-to-day living.

Ben took particular care in the defense of the Tri-states. Heavy artillery was ready to roar; defensive and
offensive were tactics worked down to afine state of readiness. Bunkers and hidden positionswere
stocked and checked and maintained. Roads and bridges could be wired to detonate, if and when it
became necessary, in only afew hours. Radar hummed twenty-four hours a day. Radio-controlled
antipersonnel mineswere ready to be placed. Tankswere in abundance, and their crews were highly
trained. The armed forces of the Tri-states ranked among the best in the world, their training a
combination of Specia Forces, Ranger, SEAL, and gutter-fighting. Every resident of the Tri-gates, mae
and female, between the ages of sixteen and sixty was amember of the armed forces. They met twicea
month, after their initia thirty-week basic training, and were on active duty one month each year. And the
training was a no-holds-barred type. Any interference with the day-to-day activities of the Tri-states
would be met with brutal and savage retaliation and Hilton Logan knew it. Logan hated Ben Raines, but
that hatred was tempered with fear.

“It would cost us much more than it'sworth to take the Tri-gtates,” the Joint Chiefstold Logan. “Raines
has the equivaent of seven divisons—all combat-ready and prepared to fight to the death. His people
are better trained than ours. Leave Raines aone, Mr. President. For if we didn't kill them al, every man,
woman, and child, they'd group and fight as guerrillas, and we'd have another civil war on our hands. The
only way we could possibly defeat Tri-states at thistimeiswith the use of nuclear weapons, and that is
totally out of the question. Another two to three years ... maybe. But not now. Not without it costing us
dearly.”

Tri-states was | eft alone.



The government in Richmond, the police, and federal agents watched dl that was going onin Tri-states,
watched it with awe and congternation, and to some degree, envy. Ben had gathered his people, of all
backgrounds, al races, and molded them into a highly productive society, virtualy free of prgudice, and
totally devoid of crime. And what irritated L ogan the most, was that Ben had the best people; the best
doctors, the best scientists, the best computer programmers, the best farmers, financia planners, and so
on down theline. And Ben's society wasworking. Thet irritated Logan constantly.

The central government knew the people of the Tri-states had aigned themsaves with the Indians of the
West, working closely with them, and if they moved against Ben and his people, dozens of Indian tribes
would join with Ben in thefight, and the centrd government of Richmond just wasn't strong enough to
fight that—not yet.

In the West, what the remaining tribes of Indians thought they needed in theway of suppliesand
equipment, they seized, just as Ben and his people had done. And now, with the help of personnel from
the Tri-gtates, the Indian had what he had lacked for years: organization.

The Indians held meetings with other tribes to decide what first to do; and they worked together, putting
aside centuries-old hatreds. Where there had once been ascarcity of water, it now moved fredy. With
the help of “borrowed” earth-moving equipment from deserted construction sites, and engineersfrom the
Tri-states, the flow of water hel ped irrigate the crops and cool the thirst of a hundred and fifty years of
wasted promises, broken tresties, and millions of words from Washington—all lies.

The Indians armed themsalves with modern wegpons, stockpiled millions of rounds of ammunition,
canned goods, blankets, vehicles, spare parts, and al the other items they might need for war—when the
white man cameto reclaim land that was not histo begin with.

The Indians built new homes, with modern plumbing and running water. They laid down hundreds of
miles of water pipe. They diverted theflow of eectricity into their own communities and built clean, new,
modern schools and hospitals. Many reservations no longer resembled a nightmare from ahobo jungle.
For now the Indians had had restored what the white man had taken from them: pride. Now they could
live as decent, productive human beings—the only true Americans, redly. They could have done dl this
decades back, had they been afforded the means, instead of being treated like animals.

Teams of doctors, engineers, medics, teachers, and construction workers from the Tri-states worked
with the tribes and became friends, wel coming each other's advice, each promising, if possible, to help
the other if and when things began to turn sour and raunchy, asthey both knew they would, intime.
Time—avery precious commodity.

No, the government in Richmond did not have the manpower just yet to stop the Indians or the Rebelsin
the Tri-states. Tri-states and the Indians would have to wait.

TWO

“I'mtired of waiting,” Hilton Logan told VP Addison. “I know thereisno easy answer, but we smply
can't allow much more of thisto continue. If those two groups ever get aredly firm toehold—and our
intelligence people say they are taking of awritten dliance—it'll be the devil getting them back into the
Union. Maybeimpossble”

“TheUnionisdill here, Hilton,” Aston replied, listening more to the drumming of the rain on the window
than to the president. The VP often had afull-time job just trying to soothe the ruffled feathers of
President Logan. Didn't the man know hiswife—thefirst lady—uwas screwing haf the men in Richmond?
Her secret service detachment spent more time covering her tracks than protecting her life. Aston sighed.
“We haveto wdk lightly, Hilton; don't want to kick off acivil war.”



“I don't put much faith in the military'swarnings.” The president looked at hisfriend. “ They aways
overreact. Agton, | can't believe you think we should do nothing. Just let the Rebels and the Indians
continue without federa guidance?’

The VP laughed at that. “I haven't heard them asking for our help—have you?’

The president shook hishead, refusing to reply. Instead, he let himsdf warm to hisinner hatred of Ben
Raines. He despised the man; refusing to admit even to himsdf that it was not just hatred, it was
jedousy.

Aston rose from his chair and poured the coffee. “My God, Hilton ... our guidance got uswhere we
now are. Our guidance cost the U.S. many of our friends overseas. Our guidance bled the middle class
dry with taxes. It was our congtant interference in the private lives of citizensthat attributed greetly to the
downfal of this nation. Guidance, Hilton? Goddamn!”

“| don't happen to agree with you, Aston. People need a central point from which to seek advice and
guidance.” Hethumped afist on hisdesk. “ Aston, we've got to break the backs of the Rebels. Maybe
cordon them off, fence them in; then take the Indians out first. Yes,” he mused. “L ook, let'sface facts.
They've stolen three gtates, and they have no intention of returning them. Because of their resistance,
many othersin this nation have refused to hand over their guns, and many others are arming themselves
with illega wegpons. Weve got the makings of adamned gunpowder society in this country. When will
people learn that when government passes laws, those laws are to be obeyed? It's for their own good!
No, Aston, if we can hammer the Rebel s into submission—for the good of the entire country—the rest of
the nationwill fal intolineaswdl.”

“Oh, yes,” Agon replied, sarcasm thick in hisvoice. “ That's very good. The world istill stumbling about,
attempting to recover from agerm and nuclear war, and you want to start another war. For the good of
the country, of course. Hilton, leave the people of the Tri-states alone.”

Hilton Logan rubbed histemples; his headache had returned. It dways did whenever he discussed Ben
Raines. He thought: God, how | hate that bastard. Even Rev. Falcreek hates him. And he loves
everybody ... even Jane Fonda, so he says.

“Aston,” he said wearily, “they've hanged and shot people out therein ... Tri-Sates.” He spat the words
from hismouth. “ Capital punishment isthelaw of theland.” It wasn't, and he knew it. “ They've shut
down the roads—or blown them up—turning the place into adamned fortress. Colonel Parr won't even
go near the place; says Ben Rainesis crazy in combat. A damned ex-mercenary isgovernor of three
dates. That isincredible. Aston, they refuse to alow my agentsto even come into the place and look
around. They threw an FCC inspector out—literally. Some nitwit named Cossman said if he came back
he'd tar and feather him. Everybody carries agun out there. My God, Aston—even the ladies carry
guns. Those nuts are teaching war in the public school system. The entire country isan army! They—"

“...Haveno crime,” Aston interrupted. “And zero unemployment. And fine medica care—for
everybody—on an equa basis. And good schools, and the best race rel ations anywhere in the world.
And do you know how they've accomplished dl that in such ashort time?’

“Y ou're damned right, | do, Aston! By throwing out any person they consider an undesirable.”

“That'sonly part of it, Hilton, and you know it. No—they've doneit in part by education and partly
because they've formed agovernment that istruly of and by the people. It might behoove usto take
lessonsfrom Ben Raines”

“Hdl, no! Never!”



Aston tapped athick letter on the president's desk. “Hereit is, Hilton. Y ou read it. Ben Raines has made
the first peace overture. He saysthey will pay afair share of taxesto the government of the United
States, to be decided upon; vote, live under the American flag, and fight for it, if need be. But they run
their own schools, they have their own laws, their own way of doing things. Hilton, there doesn't haveto
be any more bloodshed. We could have apowerful dly in Ben Raines Tri-states.”

“Spitting in the face of the Condtitution?”
Agton smiled grimly. “We did—years ago. What gave usthe right and not them?’

“I don't agree with you about that, and you know it.” The president swiveled in his chair to watch therain
splatter on the window. Damned demonstrators were still out there, protesting something or the other. He
wished they'd dl fal down and die from pneumonia. “ The damned Indians are rebelling, too. Just taking
thingsthat don't belong to them.”

“Just like our ancestors did to them, a couple of hundred years ago.”
“Andit'sal Ben Rainessfault,” Hilton said. “ Everything ishisfault. He ... if he were only dead!”

And I've heard the same said about you, Aston thought. “Hilton, it's abrand-new world out there, and
we're going to have to adapt to it. These are changing times, so let's change with them.”

“| am the president of the United States. | give the orders. End of discussion.”

“I don't like the sound of that! Hilton, something ese: it's been dmost five years snce the military put usin
office. Tdl me; when will proper dections be held?’

Hilton Logan swiveled in hischair, glared a his VP, then turned to once more gaze a therain. “When |
say so.”

Logan wasright to a degree about the lawsin the Tri-states. People were hanged and shot. Morethan a
hundred the first years, fifty-odd the second year; ten the next year; and none since then. It isamyth to
say that crime cannot be controlled, and the government of the Tri-states proved that by smply stating
they would not tolerate it, and backing up their words with hard, swift justice. But capita punishment was
not the law of the land. They had prisons, and they were as prisons should be: not very pleasant placesto
be, but with adequate rehabilitation facilities, the violent housed far from the nonviolent, and weekly visits
from ladies so inclined toward that type of employment—which waslega in the Tri-gates ... and
regulated ... and taxed.

No one had to stedl; there were jobs for anyone who wanted to work, but everyone who lived in the
Tri-states and was able to work ... worked.

During thefirgt year in the Tri-gates, there were marriages among the Rebels, as they began the job of
settling in. Steven Miller and Linda Jennings; Al Holloway and Anne Food; Ben and Sdlina.

“Yes, suh.” Ike grinned. “Oncethat oI’ boy got himsdlf ataste of brown sugar, just couldn't stand it.”
Megan shook her head and tried not to smile. “1ke—you'reimpossible!”

Bridge Oliver married alady from Texas—ADbby. Pd Elliot married Vderie. Sam Pyron married agirl
from south Louisianawho kept the West Virginiamountain boy in aflat |ope every waking hour.

Nora Rodelo married Mg. Clint Voltan and took in five homeless kidsto raise.



Ken Amato became news director for the Tri-states' broadcast system.

Nora, long with Steven and Linda, took over the task of rebuilding the Tri-states' school system. At the
end of three years, they had perhaps the finest school system operating anywherein the world.

The school system, free of politics and top-heavy bureaucracy, concentrated on the needs of the
children's minds, stressing hard discipline aong with the bas ¢ educationa needs of the child.

Steven Miller, believing thet the child not only needs, but wantsfair discipline, and that achild'smindis
chaotic, at best, ran atough but excellent school system. Histeacherstaught, or attempted to teach, how
to make aliving once the young person left school. They taught music (fine music), literature, and the
three R's—beginning at an early age. And they taught coursesthat could not be offered in any other
public school in America: respect and fairness toward one's fellow man ... to adegree. They were taught
that to work is the honorable path to take. And they openly discussed bigotry, the kids learning that only
people with closed minds practiced it.

In the Tri-states, public schools operated ten months ayear. Every student over the age of fifteen was
given five hours of weapons training each week, forty weeks ayear, and studied the fundamental's of
guerrillawarfare. Military service was mandatory.

Physical education wasrigid in the schools, from organized sportsto PE. Everyonetook part, including
the teachers still young enough to take rough physical training. But it was done with an equdity that is
seldom seenin any other public or private schools.

For in sports, Ben stressed that games were just that—games, and no one should take them too
serioudy. They were not life-or-deeth matters, and in redity, accomplished very little. And anyone who
would fight over the outcome of a game was tantamount to being afool. He told the young people that
games were meant to be fun, win or lose, and when, or if, he sensed games were becoming more
important than scholastic efforts, he would put a stop to them, and the schools would have intramural
activitiesonly.

Although Ben had been afine athlete in high school, he despised the jock mentality and would not
tolerateit in the Tri-states. Coaches walked anarrow linein Tri-states' schools.

The young peopl e needed someone to look up to, and they found that person in Ben and his philosophy.
After the war, the young were confused as to what was right and wrong—and what had happened to
cause such atragedy.

Ben, gtting on adesk in the classroom where he was conducting an impromptu question-and-answer
session, laughed. “That is probably the most difficult question you could ask me, but I'll try to give you an
answer.

“Perspectives got dl out of order, not only in America, but around the world. People demand freedom,
and if they haveto doit, they'll fight for freedom taken from them—red or imagined.

“Our country, | believe, began to paradle the Roman Empirein many ways. Historians saw it, warned of
it, but too few listened—until it wastoo late.

“The Romans had great, unworkable, and expensve socid programs. So did we. The Romans built
superhighways. So did we. The Romans began to scoff at great teachers, philosophers. So did we. They
had socia unrest. So did we. They built great arenas so the citizens could go on weekends and watch
sporting events. So did we. The Roman government became top-heavy with bureaucracy. So did ours.
The Roman government became corrupt. So did ours. Right on down the line. And astheirs cameto an



end, so did ours.

“Herein the United States, such things as patriotism, love of God, duty, honor, became the objects of
ridicule. A day'swork for afair day's pay was replaced by greed; and if the product was faulty, the
worker didn't care. Strikes became the rule instead of the exception. Craftsmen became athing of the
past when the assembly line took over and goods were thrown together with no regard for the consumer.
Those responsible forgot that we are al consumers.

“Mordssank to an al-time low. The sixties and seventiesweretimes of greet liberalismin America It
got out of hand and we went off the deep end, sinking more and more into debt. We came off the gold
standard and began printing more money—without anything to back it. Just paper.

“We had great tax reformsin the Senate and House in the mid-eighties, greatly lessening the burden on
the lower and middle classes. But most of them never got out of committee. Money backed many
members of Congress, big business. When they spoke, Congress listened. So instead of the wealthy
paying the brunt of the taxes, the lower and middle classes paid them. It was wrong, but Congress
refused to correct it.

“On the world scene, the unionsin Britain must share much of the blame for the country's downfall.
Massive land reforms came much too late in Central and South America. Russias economy finaly
collapsed. Guerrillawarfare spanned the globe.

“Hereat home...” Ben sighed and thought for amoment. “ The central government became too powerful,
moving into every facet of public and private lives. Big Brother came out of fiction to become redlity. Our
laws became so vague and so | eft-leaning, the average citizen did not even have the right to protect what
was hisor hers.

“ Anytime agovernment takes away the basic liberties of its citizens, it will inevitably lead towar. And it
did”

“Will we have to fight for what we have here, Governor?’ ateen-age girl asked.
“Yes,” Ben sad. “And probably very soon.”
“Why don't other people just leave usdone?’ another asked. “What businessisit of theirs, anyway?’

“Dear,"—Ben amiled sadly—"people have been asking that of government since the first government was
formed. And government has yet to come up with asatisfactory reply.”

Ben and Salinatook two kidsinto their home, twins, aboy and agirl. They were handsome,
well-mannered, and intelligent. Of course, al parentsthink that of their children.

Tinaand Jack originaly had come from Arizona. In hiding, they had watched their father shot to deeth by
agang of thugs and their mother raped repestedly, then killed as she tried to run away, in the opposite
direction from where her kids were hiding. But she bought them enough time to get away. Neither Jack
nor Tinahad any love or compassion for the lawless.

Thelr story was Smilar to that of dmost every adopted child in the Tri-states. The young who lived
through the holocaugt, like their elders, needed very little prompting to demand harsh pendtiesfor
criminas. They had seen firsthand what permissivenessin a society can produce, and they wanted no

part of it.

Jmmy Deluce, Jane Dolbeau, Jerre Hunter, and Badger Harbin remained single. Jmmy flew for the
Tri-states smal air force; Jane and Jerre worked as nurses at one of the many free clinicsin the



Tri-states; and Badger became Ben's bodyguard.

That was not something Ben wanted, or redlly felt he needed, but after the nation attempt, Badger
announced his new job and moved in. Helived with the Raineses and became a constant shadow
wherever Ben went.

Badger idolized the governor, as did most of the Rebels and residents of the Tri-states, and would have
jumped through burning hoops had Ben suggested it. He was dso devoted to Sdina, but not in any overt
sexuad manner. That thought had occurred to him, but once he had become so preoccupied about it he
had walked into awall and broken his nose.

Sdinanoticed his attention, however, was amused by it, and finadly mentioned it to Ben one night.

“Yes, honey,” Ben said, laying aside the book he was reading, “1've noticed it a couple of times. But |
don't know what to do about it. Has he made any advances?’

“Oh, Ben!” Shelaughed. “For heaven's sske—no. | just think he needs agirl, that'sall.”
Ben amiled.
“A wife, Ben.” Shereturned hissmile. “I'm talking about anice girl for Badger to marry.”

“Badger'sshy, that'sdl. | know he... ah ... vistsalady—or ladies—at the ... ah ... house just outside of
town.”

“Along with several hundred other men,” Salinaremarked dryly.

“But it's Jarreand Jane | can't figure out.” Ben carried on asif hiswife had said nothing. The communities
in the Tri-states were smdll, ddliberately so, and everybody knew everybody ese. “Both of them young,
good-looking, smart. Y et, they both seem so detached from everybody. Neither of them date. |
mentioned both of them to Badger the other day, and helooked at me asif | were anidiot. Is something
going on | need to know about?’

Sdlinasmiled at her husband. Y ears back Ben had told her about Jerre and the relationship they had had
for afew weeks. But Ben believed dl that was past. Salinaknew better. What good would it do to tell
him Jerre was hopelesdy in love with him? And Jane had a so developed an enormous crush on Ben. She
wondered if they had discussed their feglings with each other? What good would it do to tell him the
entire Tri-states knew about it? That both of them knew Salinaknew? She shook her head.

“No, darling—nothing going on that | know of.”
“Ummm.” Ben picked up hisbook and resumed his reading. The subject was closed.

Sdinalaughed at the man she loved and rose to check on the twins. Tinahad afriend over that night and
they were in the bedroom, discussing, of dl things, karate. Ben inssted that al Rebels and dependents
become at |east familiar with some form of self-defense—thekilling kind, preferably—and Tinahad
taken to karate and the other forms of gutter-fighting that were taught to Tri-gtates regular army. She
had now advanced to the dangerous state, and the seventeen-year-old was considered by her instructors
to be arather mean and nasty fighter.

Jack, on the other hand, had two left feet when it came to weaponless, hand-to-hand fighting. He just
could not master the quickness of unarmed combat. But he loved weapons, spending as much time as
possible on the firing ranges. At seventeen, he was an expert with adozen weapons, and asniper in his
unit of the reserves.



There had been much discussion, some of it heated, between Ben and Steven Miller asto the advisability
of teaching war in public schools. In the end, however, the professor had acquiesced to Ben's demands,
agreeing, not too reluctantly, that it was, for the time being, essentid in the Tri-states' schools. The
professor conceded that if the Rebe way of life was to flourish, the young had to be taught to defend it.

Jack was cleaning Ben's old Thompson SMG when Salina entered his room. The young man looked up
and smiled. “Hi, Sdina” He held up the Thompson. “ Grest, huh?’

Sdinasmiled, nodded at the wegpon's “ greatness.”
“Yes, | know, Jack,” she said, her voice soft.
“Yeah. | forget sometimes, Sdina. Y ou saw combat, didn't you?’

Her face changed expression, hardening. All the memories came rushing back to her, filling her brain with
remembrances she had tried very hard to suppress. the horror of the killing and raping in Chicago; the
running in pureterror for days afterward.

Sheblocked it out, sedling it away, shutting the memory door.

She looked at the young man she loved as her son. Shelooked at the gunin hishand. “Yes, Jack. |
know what combat is.” She closed the door and walked back into the den to be with her husband.

“Tdk to me, Ben! Put down that damned book and talk to me!™"

Her outburst startled him and he choked on the smoke from his pipe. Ben wastrying to give up
cigarettes—they were very scarce and stale—and had turned to a pipe. That wasn't much better. He
looked at hiswife, hands on her hips, glaring a him. “What's going on, Sdina?’

“Ben, isthere going to be another war? Is everything we've worked so hard to build going to be
destroyed?’

“What? Huh?' Ben looked confused, having gone from Tarain Georgiato hiswife yeling at him in about
one second. Quick trip. “You've lost me, honey.”

She sat down on the hassock in front of hischair, taking hishandsin hers. “Will there be more war? Are
we going to have to defend what we have here? |s Logan going to send troopsin here? And isit worth it,
Ben?’

Heleaned forward, putting hisarms around her, loving the fed of her. Not an emotiona man, Ben
seldom told her heloved her. But he did love her, very much.

“Yes,” he said softly. “Logan hates me—us—and hell try to smash us. Asfor the worth; are you happy
here?’

“You know | am,” she murmured, face pressed into his shoulder. “Happier than I've ever been. But | do
wonder about our life here, if what we're doing istheright thing for the young people. Tinaisan expert in
killing with her hands; Jack is playing with your old Thompson. It just upsets me. These kids have seen
enough in their young lives. More war for them, Ben?’

“Honey, if it upsetsyou, I'll take that old Thompson away from Jack. I'll—"

She abruptly pushed away from him. “Damn it, Ben! Y ou're missing the point.” She stood up, pacing the
den. “Isthere no middle ground for us? Can't we compromise with Logan?’



“I've written to him, offering to meet and discuss acompromise. He didn't respond. Y ou know that.”
“Thenwar isinevitable?’
“That'stheway | seeit.”

She lost her temper, pacing the denin arage, pausing to pick up an ashtray to hurl it againgt awall. She
thought better of it.

“Shit!” she said; then put the ashtray back on the coffee table.

Ben, asmillions of husbands before him, did not know what to do, or redlly, what he had done. “Honey,”
he said, preparing to put hisfoot in hismouth, “let me call the clinic and the doctor will send Jane or Jerre
over with asedative. Or maybe you two can just chat. That ought to—"

Sdlina suddenly became very cam. Icy. She spoke through clenched teeth. “ Oh, my, yes. By all means,
cal Jane or Jerre. Maybe one of them understands you better than |.” She whirled and marched to their
bedroom, her back ramrod straight. She dammed the door so hard the center panel split down the
middle.

Juno ran under a coffee table, overturning it, dumping ashtrays and bric-a-brac on the carpet.

The young people, who had gathered in the hall to listen to the adults argue, dipped back to their rooms
and shut the doors... quietly and quickly.

Ben looked to hisright and saw Badger stlanding in the foyer; the shouting had brought him out of his
small apartment on the side of the house.

“What did | do?’ the governor genera of Tri-states asked his bodyguard. “What did | do?’

The young bodyguard shook his head. “Governor, with al due respect, sir; somebody ought to tell you
thefactsof life”

"What the hell does that mean?" Ben roared. “ And who asked you in thefirst place?’
“RAitiful.” Badger frowned. “ Just plain pitiful.” He turned and went back to his gpartment.
Juno looked at him, showed Ben his teeth, then padded out of the room.

For severd hoursthat night, Ben dept on the couch in the den. During the early morning hours, Sdina
dipped into the den to waken him. Together, they got into their own bed, Salinasnuggling closeto him.

“I'm sorry, Ben,” she whispered.

“I would have been thefirst to gpologize,” he said, caressing her. “But | didn't know what 1'd done. Still
don't.”

“I know, Ben.” She moved under the stroking of his hands.
“I understand,” he said. But of course, he didn't.
She smiled in the darkness as he touched a breast and she moved a dim hand down his belly.

At breskfadt, Salinafixed Ben hisfavorite foods while he went into the yard to cut her arose from the
many flowering plants around the house. She did not mention to him that he whacked off half the bush to



get onerose; merdly laughed and thanked him, poured him more coffee, and wondered if she could graft
the mangled part back on.

Jack, tectful for one so young, made no mention of his plansto vist the shooting range later that day, and
Tina stayed home, helping her adopted mother around the house.

Juno viewed it al with an animd's patience.

Lifeinthe Tri-stateswasredly not that much different from that in other states or countries.
THREE

The communications people in the Tri-states had the finest eectronic equipment in America—perhapsthe
world—for they had commandeered only the very best during their searches. From listening posts high in
the mountains of the Tri-gtates, they monitored dozens of broadcasts daily, not only in America, but
around the globe. They listened to military chatter, broke the codes, and knew what was going down,
when, and where. They knew the government in Richmond was watching and listening to their every
move, asthey were listening and watching them.

Kenny Parr's mercenaries, fighting ongside the regular military, had swept through Louisanaand
Mississppi, crushing Kasm'ssmall army of guerrillas. Kasim was deed, but he had killed the mercenary
Parr before he'd died.

The nation was dowly, painfully, being pulled back together. The centra government, under the direction
of Hilton Logan and, Ben suspected, the military, was taking absol ute control ... again.

But they kept out of the Tri-states.

A smadl town stood amogt directly in the center of Tri-states. Its name was changed to Vidta, and that
became the capitd. Their flag was asolid, light blue banner with three arsin acircle. A congtitution had
been drawn up during the first year, much like the Condtitution and Bill of Rights of the United States, but
going into detail and spelling out exactly what the citizens of Tri-gates could receive and expect if they
lived under that document.

Early on, Tri-states was broken up into districts and elections were held to choose spokespersons from
each digtrict. At the end of the second year, Ben was e ected governor for life, running with no opposition
and no campaign. The laws of the Tri-states were set by baloting, and were firm against amending.

Thefirst sesson of the legidature (to be held one time each year, no more than two weeks in length) was
probably among the shortest on record, anywhere. Mgor Voltan, a spokesman from the second district,
summed it up.

“Why arewe meeting?’ he asked. “Our laws are set, they can only be changed by a clear mandate from
the people. No onein my digtrict wants anything changed.”

Nor in any of the other didtricts, it seemed.

“The Congtitution states we must meet once ayear in sesson.” Ben spoke,
“To dowhat?" afarmer spokesman inquired.

“To debate issues,” Cecil said.

“What issues?’



There were none.

“Like the Congress of the United States?” awoman asked. “We're supposed to behave like they do?’
“Moreor less,” Cecil said.

“God hdp usdl.”

Laughter echoed throughout the large room.

“I move we adjourn so we can al get back to work and do something constructive,” Voltan said.
“Second the motion.”

“Session adjourned,” Ben said.

Tri-states laws, theliberal press said, and even after anuclear war the presswas still controlled by
liberds, condtituted a gunpowder society.

They were correct to adegree.

But those reporters with more respect for their readers and viewers—and they were outnumbered by
their counterparts—looked at Tri-states a bit more closely and called it an experiment in living together,
based as much on common sense as on written law. Most of those reporters concluded that yes,
Tri-states could probably exist for along, long time, and it was no threat to America. And, yes, its
citizens seemed to be making the Tri-gtates’ form of government work, for they were of asingle mind,
and not diverdfied philosophicdly.

But could thisform of government work with millions of people? No, they concluded, it could not.
And they were correct in that assumption ... to adegree.

But most people can govern themsalves, once basic laws are agreed upon; if those people are very, very
careful and work very, very hard at it.

That apeople must be bogged down in bureaucracy; beset by thousands of sometimes aily, rude,
arrogant, and frequently hostile local, state, and federa “ civil servants'; licensed, taxed, and harassed;
ruled by aclose-knit clan of men and women whose mentality is not awayswhet it should be and whose
wegpons are power; be dictated to by judges who are not dways in tune with redlity; and yammered at
year after dreary year that a couple of senators and a handful of representatives have the power to
decidethefate of millions... isamyth.

And Tri-states proved it.

There was not much pomp in Tri-states. Ben's governor's mansion was aplit-level home on the outskirts
of Vista. In good weather he rode to work in a Jeep.

Benwason theroad alot, vigiting the digtricts, listening to grievances, if any; and they were few. But of
late, the one question asked, the one question paramount in the minds of Tri-states' residents was. what
happens when we open our borders?

The residents had met in open town meetings (something that was required by law before any decision
affecting thelives of the citizenswasinitiated) and finally had decided to open their bordersto the public,
if any personswanted to vist. They had been wholly self-contained for dmost Six years. Maybe it was
time



But most viewed the border openingswith highly mixed feglings.

The Tri-states communications peopl e contacted the mgjor TV and radio networks, and the major
papers, asking if they would like to cover the opening of Tri-states borders.

All did.
“Now the shit redlly hitsthe fan,” Ike projected.

The driver of thelead bus brought it to a hissng halt and motioned for the chief correspondent of CBN to
cometo the front. “ Take alook at that, Mr. Charles.” He pointed to a huge red-and-white sign that
extended from one side of the road to the other, suspended twenty-five feet in the air. Other buses and
vans stopped and discharged their passengers. Cameras focused on the sign and rolled, clicked, and
whirred.

“It hasn't been up long,” areporter from Portland said. “1've been out here a hdf-dozen times during the
past six months and this road has aways been blocked. And no sign.” Helooked at the message.

WARNING—YOU ARE ENTERING THE TRI-STATES. YOU MUST STOPAT THE
RECEPTION CENTER TO FAMILIARIZE YOURSELF WITH THE LAWS OF THISSTATE. DO
NOT ENTER THISAREA WITHOUT PERMISSION AND KNOWLEDGE OF THE LAWS.
YOU MUST BE CLEARED AND HAVE ID.—WARNING

Theinternational symbol for “ danger—keep out” was on ether Sde of the huge sign.

“I think | want to go home.” A young lady grinned. In truth, amule team could not have dragged her from
the area.

The knot of press people, sound people, and camera-persons laughed. Clayton Charles put hisarm
around the young woman's shoulders. “Come, now, Judith—where is your sense of journaistic
inquistiveness?’

“Wll, the nuke and germ war came so fast no one had a chance to cover it. So, maybe thiswill do.”

Larry Spain, reporter for another network, pointed to asted tower, much like those used by the forest
service, except that this one was lower. The tower sat insde the Tri-gtates line, across the bridge.

“Low for afire observation tower,” he said.

“Look again,” afriend told him. “That one's got .50-caliber machine gunsto put out the blaze. Jesud!
These people aren't kidding.”

They said nothing asthey dl looked at the tower. The muzzle of the heavy-caiber machine gun was
plainly visble. Silently, the men and women climbed back aboard their vans and buses. A moment later
they were thefirst outside reportersto visit the Tri-states (legally) since the states’ inception. One
reporter would later write: “The soldier in the tower never made ahostile move; never pointed the muzzle
a us. But it waslikelooking at the Berlinwall for thefirgt time.”

The vehicles pulled off the road and onto a huge blacktop parking area. Set deep in the areawas along,
low concrete building, painted white. On the front and both sides of the building, in block letters severa
feet tall, painted in flame red, were the words. ENTERING OR LEAVING—CHECKPOINT—ALL
VEHICLES STOP.

“I think they mean it,” someone said.



“Very definitely,” another said.

“Unequivocaly,” Judith replied.

“Explicitly,” another reporter concurred with asmile.
“Knock it off.” Clayton Charles ended the bantering.

The bus driver turned to the press people before they could enter the building and spoke to the entire
group. “1 want to tell you people something,” he said. “I have friendsin the Tri-states; I've been checked
and cleared and am moving in here next month.... So listen to me. It might save you abroken jaw or a
busted mouth, or worse.

“Whatever impression you might have of the people who livein the Tri-states—put it out of your mind,
for it's probably wrong. Even though they are doctors, dentigts, farmers, shopkeepers, whatever, I'm
betting you're thinking they are apack of savages or crazy terrorists. If you do, yourewrong. They are
just people who won't tolerate trouble—of any kind. Y ou'd better remember that.

“Don't go gticking your nosein their business uninvited. Thelaws are different here; you're ligble to get
punched out. | hopedl of you are going into this assgnment with an open mind—I redly do. ‘ Cause if
you get cute with these folks, they'll hurt you. Even the kids are rough.”

A lone male reporter stood in the back of the crowd and solemnly applauded the driver's speech. “How
eloquently put,” he said.

The driver looked at him; then dowly shook his head in disgust, as did many of the press people. Barney
had the reputation of being rude, arrogant, obnoxious, and a double-dyed smart-ass.

“Barney,” Judith said. “1 know we work for the same network, and are supposed to be colleagues, and
al that, but when we get insde, stay the hell away fromme, O.K.?’

Barney smiled and bowed.

The reception center was large and cool and comfortable, furnished with avariety of chairs and couches.
Racks of literature about Tri-states, its people, its economy, and its lawsfilled haf of onewall. A table
with doughnuts and two coffee urns sat in the center of the room; soft drinks were set to the right of the
table. Between two closed doors was a four-foot-high desk, fifteen feet long, closed from floor to top.
Behind the desk, two young women stood, one of them Tina Raines. The girls were dressed identically;
jeansand light blue shirts.

“Good morning,” Tinasaid to the crowd. “Welcometo the Tri-states. My nameis Tina, thisis Judy. Help
yoursdlf to coffee and doughnuts—they're free—or a soft drink.”

Barney leaned on the counter, his gaze on Tinas breasts. She looked older than her seventeen years.
Barney amiled at her.

“Anything e sefree around here?’ he asked, dl hisfamous obnoxiousness coming through.

The words had just |eft his mouth when the door to an office whipped open and a uniformed army Rebel
stepped out, master sergeant stripes on the deeves of histiger-stripes. He was short, muscular,
hard-looking, and deeply tanned. He wore a .45 automatic, holstered, on hisright side.

“Tina?’ hesaid. “Who said that?’



Tinapointed to Barney. “That one.”
“Oh, hdl! Judith whispered.
“Quite,” Clayton concurred.

The Rebd walked up to Barney and stopped afoot from him. Barney looked shaken, his color smilar to
old whipped cream. Thefilming lights had been on, and no one had noticed when a camera operator
began rolling, recording the event.

“I'm Sergeant Roisseau,” the Rebel informed the reporter. “It would behoove you, in the future, to keep
off-color remarksto yourself. Y ou have been warned; thisis a one-mistake state, and you've made
yours”

“I ... ah...wasonly making alittlejoke,” Barney said. “1 meant nothing by it.” The blood rushed to his
face, betraying the truth.

“Your face saysyourealiar,” Roisseau said camly.

“And yourearmed!” Barney said, blinking. He wasindignant; the crowd he ran with did not behavein
thismanner over alittle joke. No matter how poor the taste.

Roisseau smiled and unbuckled hisweb belt, laying the pistol on the desk. “Now, fish or cut bait,” he
chdlenged him.

That really shook Barney. All the bets were down and the pot right. He shook hishead. “No ... | won't
fight you.”

“Not only do you have agreasy mouth,” Roisseau said, “ but you're acoward to boot.”
Barney's eyes narrowed, but he wisely kept his mouth shut.

“All right,” Roisseau said. “Then when you apologize to the young lady, well forget it.”
“I'll be damned!” Barney said, looking around him for help. None came forward.

“Probably,” Roisseau said. “But that isnot theimmediate issue.” Helooked a Tina and winked, humor in
hisdark eyes. “ So, newsman, if you're too timid to fight me, perhaps you'd rather fight the young lady?’

“Thekid?’ Barney questioned, then laughed doud. “What isthis, some kind of joke?’

Judith walked to Barney's side. She remembered the bus driver'swords and sensed there was very little
humor involved in any of this, and if there was, the joke was going to be on Barney. And it wasn't going
to be funny. “Barney, ease off. Apologizeto her. Y ou were out of line.”

“No. | wasonly making ajoke.”

“Nobody laughed,” she reminded him, and backed away, thinking: are the peoplein this state humorless?
Or havethey just returned to values my generation tossed aside?

“Noway.” Barney shook hishead. “Y ou people are nuts!”
The camerarolled, Slently recording.

Roisseau smiled, then looked a Tina. “Miss Raines, the ... gentlemanisdl yours. No killing blows, girl.



Just teach him ahard lesson in manners.”

Tinaput her left hand on the top of the desk and, in one fluid motion, as graceful asacat, vaulted the
desk to land lightly on her tennis shoe-clad feet.

She stood quietly in front of the man who outweighed her by at least fifty pounds. She offered up adight
bow. Had Barney any knowledge of the martia arts, he would have fainted, thus saving himsdlf some
bruises.

Tinaheld her handsin front of her, pdmsfacing Barney, then drew the eft one back to her Sde, balling
thefist. Her right foot was extended, unlike a boxer's stance. Her right hand open, pam out, knife edge
to Barney. Her eyes were strangely empty of expression. Barney could not know she was psyching
hersdf.

Barney did notice the light ridge of callusesthat ran from the tips of her fingersto her wrist, and another
light row of caluses on the edge of her hand, from thetip of her little finger down to the wrist. He backed
away, indinctively.

Almost with the speed of astriking snake, Tinakicked high with her foot, catching Barney on the side of
the face. He dammed backward against awall, then recoiled forward, stunned at the suddenness of it all.
With no change in her expression, Tina dashed out with the knife edge of her hand and dammed ablow
just above hiskidney, then dapped him on the face astinging pop. Barney dropped to hisknees, his
back hurting, his face aching, blood dripping from acorner of hismouth. He rose dowly to hisfeet, his
face avicious mask of hate and rage and frustration and disbelief.

“You bitch!” he snarled. “Y ou rotten little cunt.”
Roisseau laughed. “Now, you are in trouble, hotshot.”

Barney shuffled forward, in aboxer's stance, his chin tucked into his shoulder. He swung awide looping
fist a Tina. She smiled a his clumsiness and turned dightly, catching hisright wrist. Using theforward
motion of hisswing againgt him, and her hipsfor leverage, she tossed the man over her sde and bounced
him off awall. Quickly reaching down, her hands open, on either sde of hishead, Tinabrought themin
sharply, hard, damming the open pams over hisears a precisely the same moment. Barney screamed in
pain and rolled in agony on the floor, asmall dribble of blood oozing from one damaged ear.

Tinasmoothed her hair. She was not even breathing hard. Shelooked at Master Sergeant Roi sseau.
“Did | dodl right, Sergeant?”’

The reporters then noticed the flap of Roisseau's holster, lying on the desk, open, the buitt of the .45
exposed. And dl were glad no one had tried to interfere.

Then, from the floor of the reception center, came the battle cry of urbane, modern, twentieth-century
man. Unable to cope with asituation, either mentally or physicaly, or because of lawsthat have been
debdling the speciesfor years, man bellowsthe words:

"I'll sue you!"

The room suddenly rocked with laughter. News commentators, reporters, camera-people and
sound-people; people who, for years, had recorded the best and worst of humankind, al howled at the
words from their colleague.

"Sue?" Clayton managed to gasp the word despite his laughter. “ Sue? Sue alittle teen-age girl who just
whipped your big, manly butt. Redly, Barney! I've warned you for years your mouth would someday get



youintrouble”

Roisseau spoketo the girl till behind the desk. * Judy, get on the horn and call the medics and tell them
we have a hotshot with apulled fuse.” He faced the crowd of newspeople.

“You'redl dueat apress conferencein two hours. Meanwhile, I'd suggest you al help yourselvesto
coffee and doughnuts and soft drinks and study the pamphlets we have for you.” He glanced at Barney,
sitting on the floor, moaning and holding his head in hishands. “ Asfor you, 1'd forget about suing anyone.
Our form of government discourages lawsuits. Y ou'd lose anyway.”

“I'll take thisto the Supreme Court!” Barney yelled.

“Fine. Governor Rainesis someday going to appoint one for us. Next twenty or thirty years. We don't
recognize yours.”

“Well, whoisthe fina authority on Tri-sateslaw?’ awoman asked.

Roisseau smiled. “ Just about anyonein the area... over the age of ten. Asyou study the smplicity of our
judicia system, you'll seewhat | mean. We don't use any Latin base or legd double-talk. It'sal invery
plain English. If you're asking who would make the find decison on anissue—if it ever got that
far—Governor Raines and half a dozen people whose names were pulled out of ahat.”

“Wadll, that's the damnedest form of law | ever heard of in my life!” Larry Spain said.

“I'msurethat’'strue,” Roisseau said. “But what isimportant isthat it worksfor us.” He waked back into
his office, closing the door.

Moments later, the medics camein and looked at Barney. They said he had asplit lip, severa bruises, a
dightly damaged eardrum—nothing serious—and a severely deflated ego. They sat himin achair, told
him to check into any clinicif he began experiencing dizzy spells, patted him on the heed, told him to
watch his mouth, and left, chuckling.

“Very ample society we have here” areporter observed. “Live and let live, dl the while respecting the
rights of others who do the same. Very basic.”

“And very uncondtitutional,” another remarked.
“I wonder,” Judith mused doud. “I just wonder if itis.”

“Oh, come now, Judith,” Clayton said, shaking his head. “ The entire debate is superfluous. Thereisno
government of Tri-gtates. It doesn't exist. The government of the United States doesn't recognizeit. It just
doesn't exigt.”

Severd Jeeps pulled into the parking area. The reporters watched a half-dozen Rebel soldiers—mae
and femde, al in tiger-stripe—step out of the Jeeps. The soldierswere dl armed with automeatic
weapons and Sidearms.

“Redly?’ Judith smiled. She pointed to the Rebdls. “Well, don't tell me Tri-states doesn't exist—tell
them!”
FOUR

Before leaving the reception center, each member of the press was handed a pass marked:
VISITOR—PRESS. It was dated and signed by Roisseau.



“Don't losethose passes,” he cautioned them. “Y ou people don't have permanent papers with prints,
pictures, and seria numbers. Our equivaent of socia security.”

“Why are those papers necessary?’ areporter asked.

“Weve given asylum to many so-called criminas from bordering states. Some of the police from those
dtates have tried to comein after them, undercover, dipping in without our knowledge. They didn't make
it, but it did force usto go to a permanent ID.”

“I don't ... quite understand.” Judith looked up from the pamphlet she'd been reading. She was very
interested in this state. “What kind of so-caled criminals?’

“Asyou have probably read, or heard, our laws are different from yours. Very different. In other states,
if you wereto shoot apunk trying to stea your car, your TV set, or whatever, you would be put in jail
and charged. Not here. Thereisafull investigation, of course—we're not animals—but we do believe
that apunk isapunk, and that a person has the right to protect what is his or hers from unlawful search
or seizure. Using any authorized wegpon.”

“How many children have been shot?’

“None. Our children are taught, not only in the home, but in public schooals, the difference between right
and wrong—aswe seeit.”

“Y ou said authorized wegpons....?7’

“Rifle, pistal, knife, hands, figts, feet ... whatever isavailable. Our citizens'—he smiled—"do not possess
nuclear wespons.”

Barney shuddered. He had discovered how swiftly events could occur in this state. All over alittlejoke.
“Explain those permanent IDs,” Roisseau was asked.

“Each ID is numbered, the same number is on the person's bank account, driver'slicense, hometitle.
That number is placed in acentra computer bank. Along with the number is placed the person's vitd
gatistics. It'svery easly checked and amost impossible to hide an identity.”

“What comes next, Sergeant: tattooing a birth?’ It was sarcasticaly put.
Barney ressted an impulseto tell the reporter to please watch his mouth.

Sergeant Roisseau smiled patiently. “No, S, it's past 1984. Y our government is the one who turned on
itslaw-abiding, taxpaying citizens, not ours.”

“What isthe pendty for carrying afdseID?

Roisseau's eyeswere chilly ashe said, “It's unpleasant. | hopeyou al have anice stay in our area. It will
be as nice asyou makeit.”

A member of the armed forces of Tri-states rode in each van and bus. Asthey pulled out of the reception
center, asoldier rose and faced Clayton Charless group.

“My nameisBridge Oliver. During the ride to the governor's house, I'll try to answer as many questions
as possible and show you some points of interest.

“Coming up on your left isthefirst emergency telephone on this highway. Y oull find them every four



miles on every mgor highway in the Tri-states. They are hooked directly to an army HQ in whatever
digtrict the motorigt isin, and each phone is numbered. Pick up the phone, give that number to whoever
answers, state the nature of the problem, and someone will be there promptly.”

“That isn't anything new,” areporter said. “It's been tried beforein other aress ... before the bombings.
Vandas usudly ripped the phones out. Destroyed them.”

“Sir,” Bridge sad, “in other states, punks and hoodlums were—and probably still are—pampered and
petted by judges, psychologists, counselors, and petunia-picking socid workers. Vandalism, in your
society, under your laws, is accepted, more or less, as part of ayoung person's growing up. We do not
subscribe to that theory. Asyou have been told, and will be told ahundred times more during your stay
here,"—until you get it through your goddamned thick skulls, Bridge thought—"crime, lawlessness, is not
tolerated here. Our children are taught that it iswrong. They are taught it in the homes, in the schools,
and in the churches”

The same reporter who had asked about tattooing at birth, now asked: “What do you do when you catch
them, shoot them?’

Barney looked out the window while Judith busied hersdlf with a notebook.

Bridge held histemper in check. Ben had told his people to expect sarcasm and, in certain instances,
open hostility from some members of the press.

“No, gr,” Bridge sad quietly, “we don't shoot them. | would like al of you to understand something.
Some of you—maybe dl of you—seem to be under the impression that we herein Tri-States are
savages, or that Governor Rainesis some sort of ruthless ogre. Y ou're wrong. Weredl very proud of
what we've done here: jobs for everyone who wants to work; our medical system; elimination of poor
living conditions; but were also somewhat of alaw-and-order society. Not as you people know law and
order, true, but were not monsters.

“Wedo alot of things quite differently from what you people are accustomed to. But that's dl right,
because it worksfor us.”

“That'sdl very good, Mr. Oliver. And, | suppose, commendable, to your way of thinking. But | would
gl like to know what happensto the kids when they're caught. Just for having alittle fun.”

“Fun?’ Bridge questioned. “ Fun? Is destructive vanddism your idea of fun?’
“It certainly isnt acrimind offense”

“lsn't it? What's the difference between stealing agreat deal of money or ripping out apiece of expensive
equipment that might save someoneslife?’

The reporter shook his head. “1 don't intend to argue the question with you. It still doesn't answer my
question.”

Bridge sighed. “ After they've dl been warned, repeatedly, not to commit vanddism, and taught it in the
schoals, we atempt to find out why they would do so. Isit because of their home life? Are they abused?
Do they have amentd problem?Wetry to find out and then correct the problem. But they will also work
whilewere doing that: painting public buildings or working for the elderly, picking up litte—which, if
you'll observe, we don't have much of—public-service work of somekind. But they'll give us twenty
dollars of their timefor every dollar they destroyed.”

“That'srather harsh, don't you think?’



Bridge shrugged and tried not to smile. He knew their way of life, their philosophy, would not be
understood by many of the younger members of the news media. About haf of the newspeople now
converging upon the Tri-states areawere in thair thirties, the products of the permissive‘60sand ‘ 70s,
which Bridge knew, only too well, was atime of poor disciplinein schoals, disregard for law and order,
adowngrading of patriotism, mords, vaues. One could blame the time, but not wholly the individual.

“What about the police?” awoman asked. “| haven't seen any.”

“We don't have police,” Bridge said. “We have peace officers. And redlly, not many of them.” He
smiled, attempting to put the people a ease. “Here,” hetried to explain, “the people control their lives.
We have very few laws, and they are voted on by the people before they become laws. A
fifty-onefforty-nine percent for and against won't make it here. 1t's got to be much clearer than that. That
may be amgjority in your system, but not here.

“Living hereisvery smple on the one hand, and very difficult—if not downright impossible—if yourethe
type of person who likesto spread maicious gossp, if you're lazy, if you like to browbest others. If
you'reinclined to cheat and lie ... you won't makeit in this society.”

“What happensto them?’

“Wdl,"—Bridge grinned—"you start spreading lies about somebody in this society, you're liable to get
the shit beat out of you. It's happened afew times.”

“And thelaw did what to the partiesinvolved?’

“Nothing,” Bridge said flatly. “1 don't know of anyone, mae or femae, who doesn't gossp; that's human
nature. Just don't makeit viciouslies.”

“I'm surprised there haven't been any killings, if that'sthe kind of laws you people live under. If you want
tocdl it law, thatis.”

“Theréve been acouple of shootings,” Bridge admitted. “But not in the past three or four years. Were
al pretty much of onemindinthisarea”

“Who shot whom, and why?’ Clayton questioned.

“Onefdlow wasmessin' with another man'swife. He kept messin’ with her even though, aswitnesses
pointed out, the woman told him, time after time, to leave her done. Shefinally went to her husband and
told him. The husband warned the man—once. The warning didn't take. The husband caled the man out
one afternoon; told him he was going to besat the hdll out of him. Romeo came out with agun in his hand.
Bad mistake. Husband killed him.”

The presswaited. And waited. Findly Clayton blurted, “Well, what happened?’

“Nothing, redly.” Bridge'sface wasimpassive. “ There was a hearing, of course. The husband was turned
loose; Romeo was buried.”

“Areyou serious?’

“Perfectly. | told you dl: thisisnot an easy placeto live. But that's only happened three ... yes, three
times since the Tri-States were organized. Thereisan old western saying, sir: man saddles hisown
horses, killshisown snakes. And if | haveto explain that, you'd better turn this bus around and get the
hdll out of here”



The bus driver chuckled.

The press corps absorbed that bit of western philasophy for amoment ... in silence. Clayton broke the
slence by clearing histhroat and saying, “Let's return to the people controlling their own lives, if we ever
indeed |eft it. Elaborate on that, please, without the High Noon scenario, if possible, and I'm not sure you
weren't just putting us on about that.”

“| believe that Sergeant Roisseau told Mr. Barney Weston that thisis aone-mistake state and he'd had
his—right?’

Barney felt hisface grow hot. “Mr. Oliver, maybe | was out of line, but | just got mauled and humiliated.
Don't you think that's going abit far?’

“Would you do it again?’ Bridge asked.
“Absolutely not!”
Bridge laughed. “Well ... you just answered your question.”

“Mr. Oliver?’ Judith said. “ Are you taking us on a presel ected route? I've seen no shacks or
poor-looking people. No crummy beer joints. No malnourished kids. Nothing to indicate poverty or
unhappiness.”

“I'm not qualified to speak on the unhappiness part of your question. I'm sure there must be some
unhappiness here. But | can guarantee you there is no hunger or poverty. Weve corrected
that—totally.”

The newspeople had just |eft an area—America—where people were sill dying from the sickness
caused by the bombings: cancer-related illnesses from radiation sickness, where people were starving
and out of work; where gangs of thugs still roamed parts of the nation; where the Sghts of devastation
were gtill very much in evidence. Now, for Bridge Oliver to tell them that here, in the Tri-gtates, there
was no poverty, no hunger ... that was ludicrous.

“Oh, come now, man!” Clayton'stone wasfull of disbelief. “That issmply not possible.”

“Perhaps not in your society, but it certainly did happen here. Y ou'll be free to roam the country, talk to
people. The only hungry people you'll find in Tri-states will be those people who might be on adiet.”

“Wall, would you be so kind asto tell usjust how you people managed that?’

“By ripping down any dum or shack areaand building new housing, and not permitting abuilding to
deteriorate. We have very tough housing codes, and they are enforced....”

“I can just imagine how,” Barney muttered, hisface reddening at the laughter around him.

“...\We have no unemployment—there are jobs going begging right now. We're opening factories, little by
little, but the process of screening takestime; it'slong and dow. Asl'vetried to explain, it takesavery
specia personto livein our society. Wewon't tolerate freeloaders, of any kind. We have no unions here,
and will not permit any to comein. They are not necessary in thissociety. You'll seewhat | mean asyou
travel about. Our economy matches our growth, and wages arein line with it. Wages are paid
commensurate to a person's ability to do ajob, and a person's sex has nothing to do with it. It's equal

pay right down theline. Thereisaminimum wage for certain types of work, but | defy you—any of
you—to find a sweatshop anywhere in the Tri-gates. The people won't stand for it.”



“That doctrineis somehow vaguedly familiar,” areporter said.

“If you're thinking socidism or communism, put it out of your mind; you haven't got your head screwed
on graight. I'd like to hear you name any communist country—ever—where the entire population was
armed—to the teeth! No, none of you can. Believe me, if the people living here ever decide they don't
like the government, they've damned sure got the firepower to changeit. But they won't. Because, asl've
told you, welikeit thisway.

“Now in terms of wedlth, it would be very difficult for aperson to become amillionaire—not impossible,
but difficult. Taxes get pretty steep after acertainincomelevel. But if aperson is poor, it'sthat person's
own fault, and he or she can blame no onedse. But, it'sas| said; we don't have any poor people.”

“And no rich people”

“That is correct.”

“Number of churcheshere,” awoman observed. “Is attendance mandatory?’

“No!” Bridge laughed. “Wherein the world are you people getting these off-the-wall questions?’
“But you people do place alot of emphasison religion,” Judith said. “Right?’

Bridge shrugged. “ Some do, some don't. Hell, people! Progtitution islegd here.”

The newspeople al looked at each other, not believing what they had just heard.

“Well,” Clayton Charlessaid, “1'd certainly liketo get into that.”

The bus rocked with laughter.

“I didn't mean it that way!” the chief correspondent said, hisface crimson.

Judith shook her head. “I'm ... till very confused about thisarea. | just withessed ayoung lady—a
teenager—beat up agrown man with nothing but her hands for weapons, and you people obvioudy
thought it perfectly al right for her to do . It's obvious you are teaching your young that violence—in
some forms, and incidents, | suppose—is acceptable. Yet, | have only to look out the window to see that
your society isreligious. Y ou people claim to have completely obliterated hunger, poverty, and dums....
That'sthe height of compassion. Y et capita punishment—so we've been told—isthe law of theland.
Tri-states seemsto be, at least to me, amarvel ous combination of good and evil.”

“We agree on the definition of oneword, but not on the other,” Bridge replied. He found himself, for
some reason, liking this reporter; he believed she would report fairly. “Herein our society, we have, |
believe, returned to the values of our forefathers—in part. Much more emphasisis placed on therights of
alaw-abiding citizen than on the punks who commit the crimes.

“Thereishonor herethat you don't have in your states—that you haven't had in your centra government
for decades. Y ou people still want it both ways, and it won't work; I'm amazed that you can't see that.
We bdieve our system will dways be worlds gpart from yours. We st it up that way.”

“Then where does that |eave Tri-states and the rest of America?’ he was asked.
“In aposgition of separate but workable coexistence.”

“But that violates the entire concept of United States.”



Bridge glanced at the bus driver, the man who would soon be moving into the area. The driver smiled
and shook his head.

He understands, Bridge thought. Even if the othersdon't. “| supposeit does,” Bridge said. “But thet is
not our problem. And it'syoursonly if you makeit aproblem.”

He sat down and turned his back to the reporters.

Thetown of Vigtalay quiet and peaceful under awarm early summer sun. People tended gardens and
mowed lawns. Kids played along the sdewalks and yards, their laughter and behavior reminiscent of an
age long past. No horns honked, no mufflersroared, no huge trucks rumbled about. Trucks, unlessthey
were moving vans, were forbidden to enter residentia areas. The only exception was pickups. Unlessit
was an emergency, hornsdid not honk in Tri-states. Straight pipes, glass packs, and other such
adolescent slliness were banned. There were lots of Sdewaks—al of them new—to walk upon, and
there were bike paths for the pedaers. Speed limits were low, and they wererigidly enforced.

A contentment hung in the air; a satisfaction that could dmost be fdlt, asif everyone here had findly found
apersond place under the sun and was oh, so happy with it. A mood of safety, tranquility, and peace
surrounded the area.

To the newspeople, that was unsettling.

The buses and vans parked in front of a split-level home on the outskirts of town. In the two-car garage,
there stood a pickup truck and alate-modd (the last year automobiles were made), small station wagon.
Parked in the drive was a stlandard military Jeep with awhip antenna on the rear and awaterproof
scabbard on the right front side. The flap was open, exposing the stock of a.45-caliber Thompson
SMG.

“Y ou people are certainly careless with wegpons,” areporter remarked.
“Why?" Bridge looked at him.
He pointed to the Thompson. “ Someone could stedl that.”

Bridge shrugged. “Everyonein this state, male and femae, over the age of sixteen has an automatic
wegpon and five hundred rounds of ammunition assigned to them, also asidearm with fifty rounds of
ammunition, three grenades, and ajump knife. Why would anyone want to stedl an old Thompson?’

“Wadll, goddamnit!” The reporter lost histemper. He quickly checked it. “ There are children, you know.”
Being from alarge city—that no longer existed—the reporter's knowledge of firearmswaslimited to
pointing hisfinger and making “bang-bang” noises.

But Bridge was under ordersto be patient. “ Sir, do you see that metal object on the top of the weapon,
just above and in front of the stock? The stock isthat long, funny-shaped wooden thing. Y ou do? Good!
That isabolt lever. When it is pulled back, locked in position, asit is now, that Sgnifiesthe weapon is
void of ammunition. In Tri-gtates, any ten-year-old would know that.”

If looks could kill, Bridge would have fallen over.

A young man wearing starched and creased tiger-stripe field clothes suddenly appeared by the side of
the garage. He wore buck sergeant's stripes and carried an automatic assault rifle, much like the Russian
AK47/AMK.

“Whoisthat?" areporter asked.



“The governor's driver and bodyguard. Badger Harbin,” Bridge said. “ Don't make any sudden moves
around him until he gets used to you.”

Badger looked at the growing mounds of equipment and then at the men whose jobs it wasto set it
up. He pointed to the rear of the house.

“Takeit dl around there,” Badger said. “ There are tables and chairs and plug-ins. If any of you are
armed, declareit now.”

“Noneof usisarmed,” Clayton said. Then with asmile, he added, “Wheat's the matter, Sergeant, don't
you trugt us?’

“No,” Badger said shortly. He stepped to one side, dlowing them to pass.

The crowd was ushered onto the patio, then seated. Badger stood by the side of the diding glass doors
leading into the den. “When the governor and Mrs. Raines come out,” he said, “get up.”

“Young man,” Clayton said acidly, “we do have some knowledge of protocol.”
Badger grunted his reply and Judith laughed at her boss's expression.

None of the newspeople knew exactly what to expect of Governor Raines. But some of the younger
newspeople had a preconceived image of amilitary man who would be dressed in full uniform, dripping
with medas, armed with at least two pistols, and possibly carrying aswagger stick, tipped with ashell
casing. When Ben and Sdinaappeared, most were mildly astonished.

Ben was dressed in blue jeans, a pullover shirt, and cowboy boots. Salinawore white Levi's, ablue
western shirt, and tennis shoes.

They shook hands al around while flashbulbs popped and camerasrolled, many of them directed at
Badger, who scowled appropriately. For haf an hour the press corps sipped coffee or cold drinks and
munched on hors d'oeuvres.

“I'd like to take some pictures of you two together,” a photographer said to Ben and Sdina, “and of the
house. Do you mind?’

“No,” Ben said, after looking at Salinaand receiving adight nod of agreement. “Fire away—figurdtively
gpeaking, of course.” He smiled.

Out of the corner of his eye, the photographer noticed Badger's hands tighten on the AK-47. Badger
made many of the press people very nervous.

The camera crews wandered around the house, taking pictures of thisand that: the home, thelawn, the
garden, the neighborhood. Governor Raines was a hero to many Americans, having stood up to the
government, formed his own state over its objections, and now governed the only areain America, and
probably the entire world, that was free of crime and poverty. That much had lesked out of Tri-States.
Practically anything about the man, hisfamily, and hisway of lifewould be of interest to someone.

After ashort time, aninforma press conference was under way.

“Beforethe questions start flying,” Ben said, “1'd like for you al to meet my daughter, TinaRaines. She
works part-time at the western reception center. The one closest to Vista” Heturned just as Tina
opened the diding glass doors and stepped out.



The presswas silent for afew moments, looking at each other, putting it al together. Each waited for the
other to ask thefirst question. Findly, Judith did. “We were at that reception center, Governor. How
many TinaRaineses aretherein Tri-dates?’

“Only onethat | know of,” Ben said. “I gather from your expressions you were there when Tinahad her
... amal| dtercation with one of your colleagues.”

Barney looked at the ground, thinking: of al the people pick to get cute with, | pick the governor's
daughter. Great move, Weston. Super timing.

“Y ou know we were there,” Clayton said.
“Yes,” Ben agreed. “Not much goesoninthisareal don't know about.”

A photographer from the World News Agency was snapping away as Tinawaked out onto the patio.
He took two quick shots of her and smiled.

“Hdlo, again,” Tinasad.
“Youreavery lovely young lady,” he complimented her. “Very photogenic.”

She blushed, then sat down beside her mother, on the patio, just behind and to the right of where Ben
stood behind a podium.

Ben looked at the press people. “ One word of caution before we begin. Be careful what you print,
broadcast, or ask about people living here in the Tri-states. We don't have scanda sheets here; yellow
journdismisnot alowed.”

Barney tore severd sheets from his notepad and crumpled the pages, thinking ashe did so: if | ever get
out of thiswacko state, I'll never come back!

“Governor—General; what do we cal you?” areporter asked.

“Either one. Ben—whatever. We're not much on pomp here.”

“All right, Governor. But that's a pretty stiff warning you just handed us. What can we report on here?’
“Anything you see, aslong as you present both sides of theissue. Isn't that fair journaism?’

What it's supposed to be, Judith thought. But seldom is.

“Oh, come on, Governor! People are opinionated no matter how hard they try not to be. Reporting
objectively has been ajoke for decades.”

Clayton smiled outwardly at the reporter and inwardly in admiration for Ben. He had gone back and read
asmany of Ben's books astime would alow before coming to the Tri-states. He said, “1 recall you
writing, Governor, that the press enjoyed sending a black man to report on KKK meetings and an
avowed libera to report on the Nationa Rifle Association's yearly strategy meeting. Y ou haven't changed
much—if any. | also remember your writing that the pressis stacked with liberals and not balanced with
conservatives and middle-of -the-roaders.”

“I ill feel that way,” Ben said. “Y ou people are supposed to be neutra, but you're not. Y ou haven't
been for decades.”

“I'd like to debate that with you sometime.”



“Maybe. I'll give you areply when | see what you've reported about us.”
Each man gave the other athin amile of understanding.

“Genera,” Ben was asked, “for therecord, Sir, just what are you people attempting to accomplish in this
new sate?’

“We are not attempting. We have created a society where the vast mgjority of citizens—I'd say between
ninety-five and ninety-eight percent—are content with the laws they live under.”

“Conditutiondly?’
“According to our condtitution, yes.”
“A gunpowder society, void of human rights.”

“That,” Ben said, “and pardon my English, is pure bullshit. Law-abiding people have every right they
voted to give themsdves.”

“Generd, do you believe the United States could be aworld power if dozens of groups like yours
splintered off to form their own little governments?’

“Since the bombings, there are no world powers—anywhere. With the exception, perhaps, of the United
States. Yes, | believe the U.S. could be built back into a power. Tri-states has not broken with the
Union—just with many of itslaws.

“I have written to President Logan, tdling him wewill pay afair share of taxesto his centra
government—and it ishis. Our share won't be much, since most of the money will remain here, doing
what wefed isright and best for the citizens of Tri-states. We will not ask the federa government for
anything, and wewill not tolerate their unrequested interference. We will fly the American flag dongside
our own flag; we will live under the American flag, and if necessary, fight for it, asafriend and dly. Our
borders will be open for al to pass through.

“However, there are certain thingswe are not going to do. We are not going to give up our weapons or
disband our army. We are not going to change our lawsto pamper thugs, punks, and socia misfitswho
cannot or, asin most cases, will not live under the most basic of laws. We are not going to be
ruled—totaly—Dby adistant government in Virginia, or abide by the mumblings of your Supreme Court.
Make no mistake about this, too, ladies and gentlemen: we are fully prepared to fight for our freedoms
and our beliefs—right down to the last person.”

Ben tapped the podium with afig, rattling the microphones. “Now let's clear the air on afew more
points. When we pulled into this ares, it was chaos—that's the best one could say about it. The people
were confused, disorganized—and that disorganization was partly the fault of the people, but mostly the
fault of the federal government. The federal government wouldn't alow home militias without their
so-called *guidance.” But the federa government wasn't in here hel ping the people. We were. Thefedera
government didn't send in doctors, food, medicines. We did it. Wedid it dl, and did adamned good
job.

“Y ou won't find one person in this state suffering from hunger. Not one! We've diminated it; wiped it out
inlesstimethan it takes some hillsto get out of committeein your Congress. Y our government has been
attempting to wipe out hunger for decades, with only partia success. Think about that. Write about that.

That saysagreat dedl for our system.

“When we got here the elderly were living—most of them—in squalor. Existing might be a better word.



Their possessions had been taken from them; they were neglected; and utterly terrified in their own
homes, living in fear of punks and thugs and dime you people have, for years, been moaning and sobbing
over. Hell, what eseisnew? Old people have been living in fear for their lives for decades, but you
people haven't done anything about it, except moan and sob about the rights of street punks. We
rounded up the punks, shot or hanged them, and helped the lderly put their lives back in order. Now, if
that makes me adictator or aman lacking in compassion, as has been written about me, then I'm proud
to be just that.

“And for your information, most doorsin the Tri-states aren't locked at night, or at any other time. The
lock on my back door doesn't even work, and hasn't for four years. That's got to tell you something
about theway welive; the peacewe all fed here. And we are at peace here, wanting trouble with or
from no one.

“Whileyou are here, by al meansvisit our hospitals and research centers and day-care centers and
community centers and villages. Talk to anyone you wish to talk with. Visit our schools and see what
we've done. Then compare what you see with what you've just |eft—out there'—he pointed—"in your
United Sates.

“Vigt our planning offices herein Vista, see what we've got on the tables for the future. Y ou'll be
surprised, I'm sure. But don't just report on a society that comes down hard on criminals; one where they
are not pampered at taxpayer expense. For once, just once, you people report on both the good and the
bad; weigh the rights of decent people against those of criminas. But by al means, do report thet the life
expectancy of punksisvery short in the Tri-states.”

A reporter raised his hand. “Governor, al you say may be true—probably is true—I'm not disputing your
word. It's easy to see that you and your people have done agreat deal of good in this area, but the fact
is, you stole dl the materid you brought into thisarea. That's something you can't deny.”

“I have no intention of denying it,” Ben said. “We took from dead aress, transplanted what we took here,
and put those materiadsto use. Y ou people could have done the same—but you didn't. Y ou people | eft
billions and billions—probably trillions of dollars worth of vauable materidsto rot and rust, and do
absolutely no one any good at al. That isthe crime.”

“Governor,"—Judith stood up—"on another topic—or maybe, redly it isn't—on the way here, Mr.
Oliver said you don't have police, but peace officers. Would you explain the difference and why their
powersare limited?’

“Peace officers keep the peace,” Ben said smply, and with asmile. “ And folks out here—mysdlf
included—seem to prefer the nameto cops. Asto their limited powers, I'll try to explain, but hereis
where we veer off sharply from your society and itslaws.

“Firgt, and lastly, too, | suppose, aperson hasto want to live here. Y ou'll hear that a dozen times before
you leave. We are not an open society. Not just anyone can comein hereto live. | have no figuresto
back this, but | would be willing to wager that probably no more than one out of every ten peoplein
Americacould live under our laws or the type of government we have. Hucksters, shysters, con men,
ambulance-chasing lawyers, cheets, liars ... those types cannot last in this society. Everything isopen
and aboveboard in this state. Some of those types have tried to live here. We've buried afew; most [€ft.

“Our laws on the books are few, and they are written very smply and plainly. Our laws are taught in our
schools, our young people are brought up understanding the do's and don't's of this society. Any person
with an average intellect can draw up alega document in the Tri-states, and it will be honored in acourt
of law smply because the peoplein this state are honorable people. That sounds awfully smug, but it is



the truth. Here, a person's word means as much as awritten contract. That's why so many people can't
livein our society. And here, as srange asit seemsto you people, dl thisisworking. Working because
of onesimple, basic fact: one hasto want to live here.

“Our peace officers don't have much to do other than occasiondly bresk up afamily fight.” He smiled.
“And yes, we do have domestic squabbles here. Or they might issue atraffic ticket; occasondly haveto
investigate a shooting or atheft. But those are very rare. The army is constantly on patrol, so they pretty
well take over most law-enforcement jobs in a preventive manner, so to spesk. We've found their
presence to be a deterrent.”

Barney looked at Badger and could damned well understand why that would be so.

“Now asyou probably redize by now,” Ben said, “in the Tri-states, it is not against the law to protect
yoursdlf, your loved ones, or your property. That iswritten into our congtitution just asitisinyours... but
we enforceit. And there have been killings and woundings. All justified under our laws.

“Now, I'm going to tell you something al of you will find very difficult to believe. But it isthe truth. The
Tri-states take in approximately three hundred and thirty thousand square miles of territory. Per capita,
we have .025 percent crime. | don't know how in the Lord's name a society could get any lower statistics
than that. We've had one mugging in the Tri-statesin the past two years.”

“What happened to the mugger?’
“Twenty-fiveyearsat hard labor,” Ben said camly.

“Twenty-five years” areporter jumped to hisfeet. “My God, General Raines—wheat kind of laws do
you people havein this sate?’

“I just told you. Tough ones”
Severd of the press people shuddered. Some smiled in disbdlief.

“We have very tough drinking lawsin thisstate,” Ben said. “ And they are enforced to the letter. No
exceptions. If you doubt that, take a drive up to the state penitentiary and ask to spesk to aMr. Michael
Clifford; he was our secretary of finance until two years ago. He got drunk one night and ran over a
young girl. Shewas badly injured. Mr. Clifford is serving aten-year-to-life sentence. Had the girl died,
the charge would have been murder. Not mand aughter—murder. And he would have spent the rest of
hislifein prison, at hard labor. No probation, no parole.

“We are not ateetotaling society; we don't careif aperson gets stinking drunk in his or her own home.
That's not our business. Just don't drive drunk.

“There are bars and lounges all over the Tri-states. But none outside of atown limit, and thereisa
two-drink limit, or athree-beer limit. It'sal on an honor system: no cards to punch, no undercover
people sneaking about. And so far, it'sworking. There again, we have to go back to what has been
preached to you people since you got here. One hasto want to livein thistype of society. And not

everybody can.”

Juno chose that time to wander out onto the patio, take alook around, yawn, and then drop to the
ground and go to deep. He was getting old, amost nine years old, and blind in one eye, but fill a
beautiful animal.

“That'sawolf,” someone whispered.



“Maamute,” Ben corrected. “I found him in Georgia, years ago. Or rather, he found me. Juno's harmless,
for the mogt part. Just leave him done; that'sal he asks.” Ben amiled. “That'sal we ask hereinthe
Tri-States”

“Governor...” A womanrose. “I'm an atheist. Could | livein thisarea?’

“Of course; but your children would still be taught the Bible, our creation, in public schools—and there
are no other kinds of schools. And won't be.”

“Suppose | don't want my children subjected to that superstitious drivel?’
“Thenyou could leave.”

“That'sit?’

“That'sit.”

“Y our form of government isnot very fair, Generd.” She durred the* Generd.”

“It'sfair for the people who chooseto live under it. And that iswhat Tri-gatesisal about. And I'm
beginning to sound redundant.”

“You gressthe Bible, Generd,” she retorted, “but it seemsto methereisadefinite lack of compassionin
thisstate. And | redlly can't correlate the Bible with legdized prodtitution.”

Ben had taken an immediate didike to the woman. Bad chemistry, he supposed. "1 don't stressthe Bible,
lady. We have great compassion for the old, the sick, the homeless, the young, the troubled, the helpless,
those in need. Our system is such that no one needsto stedl. That iswhy we are so harsh with
lawbreakers. The churches are for those who wish to attend. The whorehouses are for those who would
likeaquick piece of ass”

Behind him, Salina suppressed agroan and Tinagiggled.

The woman sat down, angry.

Half of the press people laughed, the other half frowned at Ben's loss of composure.
“Some would say you have acult here, Governor.”

“No.” Ben shook hishead. “I'd haveto arguethat. | was afraid of it, | will admit. At first. But we have no
clear and fast ruler here. | know the people of the Tri-states would fight and die for their system of
government. | am equally convinced they would not blindly die for me. That'sthe difference. All of usare
the architects of the system—not just me.”

“What doesit take to move into this state?’ Judith asked. Her colleagues|looked at her in surprise. She
sounded asif she meant the question for personal reasons.

“There hasto be ajob for you, and you have to want to move in very badly. Y ou have to agree to
become amember of the standing militia, and to support the Tri-states philosophy—war or peace.”

“Y ou suppose there might be ajob for me?’ Judith asked.

“I would certainly imagine so. Weve opened anumber of radio stations and ingtalled anumber of TV
stations. In our check on your people, you came out very high. You're afair reporter in al aspects.”



A reporter jJumped to hisfeet. “What do you mean: acheck on us?’

“Just that. Y ou were dl checked by our intelligence people before coming in here.”
“How?| mean ... well, how?’

Ben amiled. “That, son, is something you'll never know.”

The Tri-states had a fine intelligence-gathering network with sophisticated computers and databanks.
Their microwave equipment was the finest in the world. Dozens of technicians, formerly employed by the
CIA, NASA, NCIC, the FBI, and others, worked for the Tri-states' military—both inside and outside
the state. They had tapsinto many computers around the nation.

“Areyou interested in joining?’ Ben asked the young woman. “I believe your mother and father were
killed by burglars, before the war—were they not?’

Judith nodded. How had he discovered that?“ Y es, | am very much interested.”
“Areyou out of your mind?" her boss whispered. “What are you trying to prove?’
Judith shrugged her reply.

“Y ou people prowl around for afew days,” Ben said. “Well meet again for more questionsand
answers.” He wheded about and walked into the house, Salinaand Tinabehind him.

Badger blocked the way, the AK-47 at port arms. And thefirst press conferencein Tri-states short
history was over.

FIVE

“Dr. Chaseand Legd Officer Bdlford are waiting for you people downtown,” Badger informed the press
corps. “Tel your driversto take you to district HQ. It'sjust a couple of milesfrom here. That way.” He
pointed. “There are vehicleswaiting for you—Jeeps.”

“For free?” areporter asked.

“Sure,” Badger said. “Why not? Y ou thinkin about stedin’ one?’

The man laughed. “ After what we just heard about your form of justice?’
Badger amiled. “Y eah. That's something to think about, isn't it?”

The auditorium inthe Hall of Justice building waslarge and comfortably furnished. Charles Bellford and
Chief of Medicine Lamar Chase were waiting for them.

Dr. Chase did not particularly like the press—those from the outside—but he agreed to meet with them.
Hisdidike was evident with his opening remark.

“Let'sget thisover with,” he said. “I've got important thingsto do.”
“Y ou don't consider meeting with usimportant?’ he was asked.

“I congder it awaste of valuable time, and cannot see that anything constructive will comefromit. You
each get one question directed at me.” He looked at the reporter who had asked about the importance of
the meeting. “ Y ou've had yours. Next?’



The reporter sat down, muttering. “I don't believe this place.”
“Dr. Chase, how do your medicd facilities differ from those of the ... outsde?’
Chase amiled. “ Good question, son. | can sum it al up in one statement, then get the hell out of here.

“We have the finest research center in the world herein the Tri-gtates. | should know, | helped stedl most
of the equipment.”

The room echoed with laughter.

“Our facilities are excellent, and seventy-five percent free to the public. The State paysthefirst
seventy-five percent, the patient the remainder, and that can be paid by ingtallments or by a state loan.
But no oneisdenied medical care—ever.

“We have doctors from the outside begging to come in here. Here, aphysician may not become wedlthy,
but he or shewill, in most situations, work regular hours. Ob/gyn people are exceptions. We don't have
mal practice suitsin the Tri-states. Not as you people know them. A doctor might amputate the wrong leg
and get sued—he should be sued. But it hasto be something mgor for alawsuit in the Tri-states.

“Here, doctors see patients who need to see a doctor, well-trained paramedics take care of the rest.
That easesthe load quite abit. Y ou people could have done the same had not the mgjority of your
doctors been mercenary and the people they served sue-happy.

“We have thefinest organ bank in the world. | have preached for yearsthat it should be against the law
for aperson to be lowered into the ground with precious organsintact. That is not permitted herein the
Tri-states. Every part of the human body we can use, we take at the moment of death.”

“The patient has no choicein the matter?”’
“None”
“Death with dignity, doctor—isthat alowed in this semirdigious society?’

“I'll et the sarcadtic * semireligious part of your question dide, sonny. | am not ardligious man,
persondly. Yes, euthanasiais alowed in this society. And it's nobody's business but the patient's—as it
should be anywhere. Not al doctors agree with it, naturally; we have diverse philosophiesin this society
just asyou do in yours. Those doctors that don't like the ideadon't take part in it. But the right to die,
with or without dignity, isapersona choice and right. And no one e se's goddamned business” He
walked out of the room.

“Very blunt man,” someone observed.
“But acompassionate one,” Charles Bdllford said.
“Mr. Bellford, you used to be afedera judge. Y ou don't look like ajudge now.”

Bellford was dressed in ranch pants, western shirt, and cowboy boots. He smiled. “| don't have dl those
lofty decisonsto hand down here, Mr. Charles. I'm arancher/farmer firdt, legal officer second. Lawyers
and judges don't have much to do in the Tri-gtates.”

“Sir...” A reporter stood up. “1 don't mean to appear ignorant ... but | just don't understand your system
of justice here. Surely you have decisonsto weigh.”

Bdlford shook hishead. “| redlize this state must come as a shock to most of you. But | have very few



decisonsto ponder. The people we dlow in here are dmost dways amazed at how smoothly our system
runs. It dmost runsitsdf. Andit's easily explained: we smply brought the law back to the people.

“You see, | believe—and have for years—that the legd profession tried to keep the law, and themselves,
on aplanefar above the average person'slevel of understanding. And they—we—did it deliberately.
Gods on high, so to speak, uttering pronouncementsin averbiage beyond the grasp of the
nonlegal-educated maority. It was arrogant of us, and that isnot theway it isdone in the Tri-states.
Governor Raines believesthat lawyers perpetuate lawyers. | agree with him.

“Our trias are different from those on the outside, but | assure you, one and dl, they do not make a
mockery of justice.

“You see, we don't beieveit'sfar or just for the sate—asin your system—to throw millions of dollars,
highly trained investigators, and fine legd mindsinto a case, when the defendant isleft out in the cold with
oneatorney and al the bills. That isnot justice for al. Even if the accused is proven innocent, beyond the
shadow of adoulbt, in your system, many times he or sheis ruined financialy and publicly humiliated—by
the press. Wejust don't believe that istrue justice.

“There are no fine points of law here; no tricky legal maneuvering; no deals; no browbeating of witnesses.
If aquestion cannot befairly answered by asmple yes or no reply from the witness stand, we alow that
person to eaborate. Or, one of the judges may stop the witness and take him or her into chambers, along
with the attorneys, they'll hash it out there.” He laughed. “ Y ou can al see I'm rusty with legd jargon. And
S0 very happy about it.

“Asyou al know, polygraph and PSE machines are much more accurate than, oh, say ten years ago.
And they are used in every casein the Tri-states. Every case. If they leave any doubt, we use
drug-induced hypnosis. But acase will seldom go that far.”

“What if | don't want to be subjected to that type of trestment?’ he was asked.

“Y ou don't have achoice,” Bellford replied. “By your very refusad, you're admitting a certain amount of
guilt. Look, were dedling, in some cases, with human life; certainly with careers, with families, with
dignity, and we want to be certain the right person is punished. And | know, and you people should
know, that eyewitnesses are notorioudly unrdiable. | wish we had a case being tried somewherein the
Tri-states so you could al see our systemin action.”

“Sir ... areyouteling usthat in dl of the Tri-states, you aren't trying someone?’
“That iscorrect. Sorry.”
“That'simpossblel”

Bdlford laughed. “ Perhaps incredible—to you people—but certainly not impossible. Sociologists,
psychologists, psychiatrists, and socid anthropol ogists have been preaching for yearsthat the death
pendty and harsh lawswould not be a deterrent for criminals. Many people believed them; | never did.
Our society proves they were wrong. One day aweek—this day—I comein in the afternoon to hear
cases. | usudly read abook to passthe time. Obvioudy, we are doing something right.”

“But you are sdlective asto the caliber of person you will dlow to livein the Tri-states?’
“Ohmy, yes”

“Then how do you know harsh laws would work in the other states?’



“I don't. But you don't know that they won't, because you people have never tried them. Probably never
will. But that's your problem; weve solved ours. Understand this: in the Tri-states, murder, kidnapping,
armed robbery, the selling of hard drugs, and treason, are al punishable by the death pendty. And lesser
crimes—and that is a paradoxical statement—are dill trested in avery harsh manner.”

“Y our system of justice does not alow much leeway for human error, Mr. Bellford.”

“Morethan you might redlize, Sir. We have counsdors ready and willing to talk with anyone who might
have a problem—twenty-four hours, around the clock. And our people do use them. We do not have a
pressure-free society. But it's as close as we could cometo it.”

“Bethat asit may, Mr. Bellford. | don't think I'd liketo live in your society.”
“Y our choice,” the reporter wasinformed. “And ours.”

Barney and his crew drove through the countryside as the press scattered over the thousands of miles of
the Tri-states. They admired the neet, well-kept homes, the tidy fields and meadows, and the open
friendliness of the people. No one seemed to be in any great hurry to get anywhere, and the press people
redlized then that the pace was indeed dower in the Tri-states. They were invited into homes by people
they did not know, for coffee and cake and pie and home-baked bread. Homes were open, with doors
unlocked; keysleft intheignitions of vehicles,

“Don't let agood boy go bad,” one of Barney's crew said sarcastically. “| dways did think that wasa
bunch of shit. Good boys don't stedl cars. Punks steal cars.”

Barney glanced at him. “I never knew you fdt that way, Immy.”
“Y ou never asked me.”

Toward the end of the second day, Barney and his crew stopped to Sit in silence for atime, digesting dl
they'd seen.

Barney sighed and shook his head. “Ted, we haven't seen one shack in two days. | have seen no signs of
poverty. | have not seen anyone who looked poor or unhappy about anything. Why is everyone so
contented in this wacko place?’

“Because they have what they want. | couldn't live here; I'll admit that. | like to whore around too much.”
Hegrinned. “1'd get shot for fooling around with someoneswife. O.K., so | couldn't live here—I havent
been invited, have1? But these folkslikeit here. Hell, why doesn't the government just |eave them aone
and let them live the way they want to live. They're not forcing their way of life on anyone. It's none of
President Logan'sbusiness.”

Jmmy said, “I agreewith you, Ted. But I'll admit something: I'd like to live here. Man, these people have
something good going for them.”

Barney glanced at him. “The degth penalty, Immy? Hard laws? | never knew you felt that way.”
“Y ou never asked me.”

Charles Clayton and his crew pulled to ahdt at the northernmost edge of the western part of the
Tri-gtates. They had been following a chain-link fence for miles. The fence had stopped abruptly, turning
straight east. Inside the fence was a desolate-looking stretch of almost barren land, cleared and stripped
of most vegetation. It looked to be about a thousand yards wide.



“Lookslikeano man'sland,” Clayton said, gazing at the second and third fencesin the open area. “I'm
beginning to understand why they have so few police. Once a person getsin, he can't get out! The entire
damned placeisajail.”

The minicam operator consulted abooklet. “Thisisthe gtrip, asit's called. Jesus, can you imagine the
wireit took to build thisthing?’

“Warning signs every few hundred yards,” Clayton said. “1 wonder if that areaindgdeis mined?’

A military Jeep pulled up beside the van. It had driven up so swiftly and silently it startled the men. The
two soldierswere dressed in tiger-stripe field clothes, jump boots, and black berets. Armed with pistols
and automatic weapons, they were neither hostile nor openly friendly—just curious.

“ Something the matter?’ one asked.
“Areyou police?’
“No, army patrol. Border security.”

Clayton nodded. “What would you do if | had an urge to walk around in there?” He pointed toward the
grip. “Just climb the fence and go in there?’

“Nothing,” the soldier replied blandly. “Y ou're an adult; you can read the warning signs. If you want to
run therisk of getting hurt or killed in there, that's your business.”

“Soitismined,” Clayton said.
“That'stherumor.” The soldier lit acigarette.

Clayton did not see the wink that passed from one soldier to the other. The areawas not mined, but
could bein avery short time.

“Y ou people take death and injury very casudly,” Clayton said.

“No,” the soldier contradicted, “not really. Welove life, love freedom. That'swhy we choseto live here.
Wejust figure any intelligent man or woman would have enough sense or repect for warning Sgnsto
keep out of any area marked ‘Keep Out.”

“Thereisdill the matter of smdl children,” Clayton said, hisface hot and flushed.

“Yes, that'sright. That's why were here, Sir. But our kids are taught to respect warning signs, fences,
other peopl€e's property, and thingsthat don't belong to them. How about your kids?’

Clayton glared at him for amoment, then smiled. “1 have been properly chastised, soldier. Thank you.”
“You're surewelcome, sir.” The driver put the Jeep in gear and drove off.

Clayton sighed. “ Thisis atough one, people. | don't know how I'm going to report it. What they've done
isbringit dl back tothebasics. That'sal it is. The smplest form of government in the world. But
goddamniit!” he cursed. “It'sworking!”

The press roamed the Tri-Sates, top to bottom, east to west for aweek, some of them trying their very
best to pick it apart and report the very worst. They talked with afew people who did not like the form
of government, the harsh laws, and desth pendty. Some peoplefelt they had aright to get drunk and
drive—they could drive just aswell drunk as sober. They had aright to bully and browbesat. Lavswere



made to be broken, not followed.

But do you obey the lawsin the Tri-states? they were asked.

Goddamned right! Y ou'd better obey ’emin this place.

Has anyone mistreated you?

| got punched in the mouth one time; called aman aliar. Busted my tooth—right here—seeit?

But when the talk shifted to hospitas, general health care, nursing homes, day care centers, rescue
squads and other emergency services, employment, working conditions, housing, recrestiona aress, and
day-to-day living ... well, that was kind of adifferent story. Y eah, things are pretty good, | guess.

The press picked the state dry; then, in an informa meeting among themsalves, talked of what they'd seen
and heard.

“Thereisgun law here”

“ Anybody seen anyone get shot?’

No one had.

“Thereis no hunger here, and most people seem content.”

“A person can get shot for stedling acar.”

“But no dums or inadequate housing.”

“I can't figure out whether dueling islega here, or not. | think inaway, itis”
“Themedica careisthe best I've ever seen, availableto all.”

“Capitd punishment isthe law of theland.”

“But thereisfull employment and the wages are good. This stateisfull of craftsmen who are proud of
their work.”

“Theresureisn't any crime.”

“Of course, thereisn't. Everybody packs agoddamned gun! Would you stedl if you knew you were
going to get shot for trying or hanged for the actud crime?’

“It'sadictatorship.”

“No, it isn't. Governor Raines was el ected by the people. | don't know what the hdll it is. Theonly thing |
know is... it'sworking.”

“General,” areporter said, “weve been here aweek, looking around, asking questions. | can't speak for
the others, but if thisisyour concept of a perfect society—you can haveit, Sir.”

The Raineses’ back yard. Not as many press people as before; afull quarter of them having made up
their minds—one way or the other—and | eft to file their stories.

“We're not striving for aperfect society. That isimposs ble when imperfect human beings are the
architects. We just want one that works for us; for the people who chooseto live here.



“No, werefar from perfection. Even within our own system there have been instances of injustice. No
onewill make any excusesfor it except to say weve fought ignorance and prejudice and superdtition ...
and | believe we've beaten it. Some of the people, who couldn't take our form of government, left—and
we bought their lands and property from them; we didn't stedl it—they had sat on their asses and done
nothing but bitch and complain and criticize everything we were attempting to do, at the sametimetaking
advantage of our food, medicines, and other help. They could not understand—or refused to
understand—that black and white and red and tan and yellow &l bleed the same color.

“Thereisno discrimination in the Tri-gates, and there is no preference for color. Any person qudified to
doajob candoit. If aperson isnot qualified, the job goesto someone else. Y ou have dl interviewed the
lieutenant governor and the secretary of state; you al know they are black. The woman in charge of
centra planning is Sue Y ong. Mr. Garrett, the chief law-enforcement officer in the Tri-gtates, isa Crow
Indian. So on down theline. It would be grossly unfair to accuse us of being racialy biased, but we are
very Hective”

“Then you admit your form of government could not work in the other sates, Governor?’

“Oh, it could work, but it would take alot of education and alot of conforming to make it work. But I'm
not concerned with the other states. Just thisarea

“Let'swind thisdown and get it over with. Our bank interest rates are low—Ilower than they've beenin
the United States for amost twenty years. We have full employment, dmost zero crime. Our pay scaeis
excdlent, and we do it all without the threat of unions hanging over the businessman's head.”

“Do you plan to keep unions out?’
13 YS."
“How?’

“By dlowing in only those people who don't want something for nothing. Profit-sharing islaw inthe
Tri-gtates, which isone of the reasonsit's difficult for anyone to become amillionaire. Large factoriesare
owned by the men and women who work the factories. We have very fair |abor/management practices.
Businesses offer excellent fringe-benefit plans. Our Fair Labor Practices Board—which is headed by a
woman, by the way—is constantly checking to see that management pullsits share, and God help them if
they are not. Sexua discrimination and sexua harassment will not be found in the Tri-gates. That'swhy
some hotshot executives who moved in here from the cities moved out about aweek after they got here.

“Job descriptions are defined from A to Z, and getting the boss his coffee, picking up hislaundry, and
looking after the family cat while hel's on vacation are not part of an employeeg'sjob. I'm hitting the high
spots, but you al get the overdl picture.

“We have grievance committeesin every shop, every factory, every business. Retirement plansare
mandatory: business pays athird, labor pays athird, the sate pays athird. Funds are transferrable from
job to job, and there is no hasde connected with it. The same could have been donein the United States

forty years ago.

“No one—repeat, no one—works six months out of ayear then lays up on hisor her backside drawing
unemployment the other six. Well find people jobs the same day they lose or quit them. They might not
like them, but they'll work them or get the hdll out.”

“How about taxes—are they high?’



“No. They arelow, redly, and we can keep them that way because our revenue goes to things other than
finenew jalls, federd grants and programs, make-work projects, investigating the sexua habits of a
grubworm, and pork-barrel boondoggles. And we've done it without creating a monster bureaucracy.”
Hesamiled. “That sticksin the craw of Logan.

“It isvery true that we have broken away from the Constitution of the United States—to a degree—but
we haven't broken away from it any further than your government hasin the past thirty years. The only
differencewasin direction. Y our government went | eft, we went right.”

“Mr. Raines, the federd government in Richmond declareswhat you've doneisillegal, and they will
eventudly stop you. I'd like to hear your views on that.”

“Wadll, ar,” Bensad, “I'd be very interested in hearing just how they plan to stop us. The only way they
possibly could do it isthrough another war, and they'd haveto kill off every man, woman, and child in the
Tri-gtates. That'sthe only way.

“Weintend to livein peace aslong as we're | eft done. But"—Ben smiled, awolf's baring of teeth that
touched each member of the press, sending an eerie tingling up and down the spines of al present—"the
man who issuesthat order to wipe usout isadead man.”

The presswaited, stirred, looked at each other.

“The Tri-gatesis broken up into digtricts,” Ben said. “Each digtrict has ateam of five men and women,

al volunteers, al highly trained. Only avery few people know their identities. They are caled zero squads
because that isthe odds of their coming out of their assignments—zero. They might be able to complete
their assgnmentsin aweek; more than likely it will take some months, but they will completetheir
assgnments, believe that.

“To declare war on us orders have to come from the top: the president, the House, and Senate. When,
or if, that order comes down to destroy us, the president, the VP, any member of the Joint Chiefs of
Staff, and any representative and senator who voices gpprova of the plan ... will die”

SX

All the members of the press but one cameto their feet in aroar of outrage. To break away from the
Union was one thing—abit daring, glamorous. But to plan and carry out mass murder was quite another;
unthinkable—in their minds. Only Judith remained seeted and calm in the midst of the uproar in the
Raineses back yard, afaint smile on her lips—asmile that could be taken as admiration. Governor
Genera Raines had taken out quite an insurance policy on the future of the Tri-states, and she had no
doubt but what he meant every word. She was finding the prospect of living in the Tri-states more
exciting with every minute.

Badger was on hisfeet, swinging the AK-47 toward the newspeople, anticipating arush toward the
governor. Juno was standing, snarling. Ben camed them both with aquiet voice.

“You can't be serious?” A young reporter yelled the questioning statement. His tone betrayed his shock
and outrage. “ That's murder!”

Ben waited for the din to settle and the press people to return to their seats.

“And,” Ben said, “if the federd government moves against us, bombing and killing people, isn't that
murder? Perhaps you people would prefer the term ‘war'? If 0, 1'd like to see where you draw theline
between war and murder.”



“Some of the people your zero squads might kill, Governor, could possibly have had nothing to do with
any war againgt the Tri-states. Have you considered that?’

“Neither will the very young and the very old of the Tri-states,” Ben countered. “But they'll diejust the
same. Have you thought of that?’

“Suppose they are given the opportunity to leave?’
“Supposethey likeit here?’
“Mr. Raines, isthe size of your army secret?’

“No. Everyonein the Tri-statesis part of our armed forces. They dl know their jobs and will do them
without hestation.”

“That doesn't tell me the strength.”

Ben amiled. “ Severd divisons”

“Generd, what do you think your chances of surviva arein the Tri-states?’

“I havenoidea” Hedid. “As| have sated, all we want isto beleft done.”

“Thefedera government has never had avery good track record for doing that,” areporter observed.
“Yes” Benagreed. “How wdl | know.”

The pressleft, al but Judith, who stayed on and became aresident and news director for a TV station.

Tri-states settled back to runitself: smoothly, quietly, profitably, and very efficiently. A dozen
companies—major industrial conglomerates—had dipped quietly into the Tri-states and set up shop.

Those who cameto the Tri-gtates, to live and to work, had many thingsin common: the desireto live and
let live; the need for as much personal freedom asis possible in any society; the wish to give aday's work
(asacraftsman) for aday's ample pay; respect for the rights of others.

There wasroom to relax in the Tri-states, room to breathe and enjoy life. Here, no one pushed.

America—the other forty-seven states—d owly returned to some degree of normalcy. Tourists were out
and traveling in those areas that were not hot or forbidden.

Hesitantly, shyly at firs—for the Tri-states had taken more than its share of bad press—afew tourists
camein. But the Tri-gateslimited their numbers, after making certain they understood the laws of the
nation. Then more people discovered the areawas avery unique and quiet place to vist—if one stayed
out of trouble. The Tri-states offered to the family unit aquiet vacation, with good fishing, good food, and
honest surroundings, with no fear of crime.

The crimind eement stayed far away from the Tri-states. Word had quickly spread in the newly
organized underworld that to fuck up in the Tri-states meant a noose or a bullet—very quickly.

There were many things different, unique, and quite experimental about the Tri-states. One reporter
caled it right-wing socialism, and he was correct, to adegree. But yet, as another reporter said, “Itisa
gate for al the people who wish to live there, and who have the ahility to live together.”

Inthe Tri-gtates, if afamily fell behind in their bills, they could go to a state-operated counsdling service



for help. The people there were friendly, courteous, and openly and honestly sympathetic. If that family
could not pay their bills because of some unforeseen emergency, and if that family was making agenuine
effort to pay their bills, utilities could not be cut off, automobiles could not be taken from them, furniture
could not be repossessed. A system of payment would be worked out. There were no collection
agenciesin the Tri-states.

AsBentold agroup of visting tourigts, “1t isthe duty and the mora and legd obligation of the
government—in this case, state government—to be of service and of help to its citizens. When acitizen
cdlsfor help, that person wants and needs hel p ingtantly, not in a month or three months. And in the
Tri-states, that iswhen it is provided—ingtantly. Without citizens, the state cannot exist. The Stateis not
hereto harass, or to dlow harassment, in any form. And it will not be tolerated.”

“No!” President Logan said. “For thelast time, | will not send any person from this good office to talk
with theillegd governor of anillegd state. No!”

“Hilton, the sateisared state,” Aston reminded him. “The people are redl. Their economy isbooming.”

“I will tell you what | intend to do. | intend to denounce the Tri-Sates asillega and paliticaly nonexistent
in the eyes of the United States Government.”

“And?’

“What do you mean?’

“What next—troops?’

“Perhaps. I've discussed it with Generd Russell.”
“Hilton, for God's sakel”

Logan ignored the VPs pleas. “I think we should first concentrate on the rebellious Indian tribes. Get
them back in line and off stolen property.”

“No, Hilton—good L ord. What harm have they done?’

“We can be thankful for one thing: the niggersdidn't get organized. Not redly. I'll let Jeb Fargo and some
of his people spearhead the drive to crush the Indians. | redly never knew they were so military.” He
looked at his VP, not understanding the horror in the man's eyes. “ Aston, we've got to pull this nation
back together. Generd Russdll tells me we're d most strong enough to bresk the back of Raines's
Rebds”

“Hilton, let Ben Raines have his sate; let the Indian have hisland. | just don't want any trouble.”

Logan laughed. “Y ou're worse than an old woman, Aston. Do you look under your bed for ghosts at
night?’

“I'll forget you said thet.”

President Logan stood up, waking from behind his desk to place his hand on the VP's shoulder. “I'm
sorry, Aston. My remark was uncalled for. | do need and value your help and friendship.”

“Hilton, do you think Raines was joking about those nation teams? The zero squads.”

The president laughed. “Why, of course—don't you?’



“No! | think we've been warned to leave them done. | sure ashell don't think he waskidding. Review his
record, Hilton, both asa soldier inthe U.S. Army and asamercenary.” Helooked up at hisfriend and
boss. “Hilton, I'm worried, and so are alot of other people around Richmond. Raines wasn't kidding; he
meant every word he said. Let them have their state.”

“Gun law, Aston? No. | won't tolerate that.”
“Gun law isaphrase dreamed up by the press. They have courts and laws.”

“Thisisthe United States of America, Aston. United! Those Rebdls, white and red, have broken from
the Union to form their own little nations. | intend to seethey pay for that.”

TheVPfdt acold, duggish chill movein hisguts, dmost as a premonition of doom. “Well dl pay for it,
Hilton. Bet oniit.”

The United States, for the most part, was recovering quickly. Nine years had passed since the nuke and
germ holocaust. The people had adjusted to the fact that several mgor citieswere gone, and there were
areasthey could never visit, or their children, or their children's children. People had adjusted to the
relocation and were rgpidly picking up their lives ... and once more listening to the rumors of war coming
out of Richmond.

Tri-states had opened anumber of radio stations within its borders, all operating on a twenty-four-hour
basis, with enough power to cover the Tri-states. The formats were varied, from al newsto rock and roll
to classical, something for everyone's tastes.

The telephone company had approached the Tri-states’ communications people, asking, please, could
they have some of their equipment back? In return, MaBell would alow ahookup with equipment in the
Tri-States.

Tri-states could now communicate with most of the other states.

Then, asthe rumors of war became stronger, the central government of the United States began getting
tough with its people.

Firgt came legidation reestablishing government controls over the lives of people; baloting as ameans of
seeking the support of the people was rescinded, and the people were now told how they could live their
lives. Then came more legidation controlling the ownership of fireerms—all firearms. Rifles and shotguns
wereto beturned in, or forcibly taken from citizens. But Americans recently had had awar on their
soil—and they had toughened. When thefina roundup of long guns began, as before, resistance groups

began forming.

Ben knew the government was ddliberately saving the Indian nations and the Tri-statesfor last. The
Indians and the Rebelswould fight the longest and the hardest for their freedoms.

Inlessthan six months, the federal government had broken the backs of most new resistance groups,
seizing thousands of rifles and shotgunsin the process, and had reestablished control over the lives of the
peoplein seventy-five percent of the nation.

But there were till many guerrillaunits fighting, hard-line holdouts who would fight to the end againgt totdl
government control.

It was winter in the Tri-States, the temperature in the twenties and snowing. The phonerang in the outer
offices of the governor generd.



“Governor...” Ben's secretary buzzed him. “It's President Logan.”

Sdinahad cometo have lunch with Ben and she smiled at hiswink. “How about that?” he said with a
grin. “That'sthefirg timein nine years Logan has officially acknowledged our existence.” He picked up
the phone, caming the flashing light.

“Good morning, Mr. Presdent. How are thingsin Richmond?’

“Cold,” Logan replied. “And wet.” He paused for amoment, then blurted, “1'd like a meeting with you
and your staff. If we areto recognize your ... state, there are anumber of thingswe'd better discuss.”

Two thousand miles away, Ben sat numb, knowing the Tri-states' time had come. For he knew Logan
would only welcomethe Tri-gatesinto thefold if certain conditions were met, and the people of the
Tri-states would never dlow that. But Ben had to buy sometime.

“Areyou dill there, Raines?’
“Yes,” Benreplied dowly. “Why the sudden change of heart, Logan?’

“A great many reasons, Raines.” The president's hatred dithered through thelong lineslike asnake.
“Some of which will not beto your liking.”

I'll bet that's afact. “When do you want to meet?’
“Next Monday. Ten o'clock, eastern time. Here at the capitol.”

Ben started to refuse, to name an dternate Site, neutra ground. But he regjected the thought, knowing the
president could, if he was setting Ben up for an ambush, have troops anywhere in Americain ametter of
hours. He said, “ All my peoplewill be armed, including mysdlf.”

“No! That istotally unacceptable.”
“Thenthe meeting isoff,” Ben sad flatly.

“Do | haveto remind you | am the presdent of the United States? My God, Raines—don't you trust
me?’

Ben chuckled. “Hilton, you have got to be kidding. Y ou were acloset bigot for years, using the minorities
for votes only, and now your agents and troops are running around the country, knocking peoplein the
head, taking their weapons from them. It's ten times worse than before the bombings. So, trust you—?
Hell, no.”

A moment of heavy silence. “All right, Raines, do it your way. Monday morning.” He hung up.

Ben sat for along time, watching Salinawork her needlepoint. Shelifted her eyes, meeting his. She sad,
“It's coming down to the wire, isnt it, Ben?’

“Yes. Logan will offer usimpossible conditions, knowing well refuse. When we do, that will clear his
conscience and helll move againgt us.”

“Thosetroops that have been quietly moving into position al around us?’

“Y eah. He's blocked us from helping the Indians. HEll take them out first.” Helooked at Sdina “Sdina
... | want you to get out of here, up into Canada. Y ou're five months pregnant; by the time Logan moves
againg us, you'l betoo fat to wobble, much lessrun. [—’



“What do you mean, fat! | resent that. | think I'm having arather dim, beautiful pregnancy.”
“That's not what | mean, and you know it. Sdlina...?’
“No, Ben. | stay with you. End of discussion.”

He knew further argument would be futile. He called for Pal and Cecil and Ike and others, telling them of
the news, and of hissuspicions.

“I agree” Pd said. “I'll put the country on low aert.”

“You'll haveto stay behind, Pal—both of us can't be gone at the sametime,” Ben said. “When | return,
I'll go on the air with Logan's conditions. Well leaveit up to the people.”

“They'll never accept anything other than what we have,” Cecil said.
“Yes” Bensaid. “I know.”
They dl l&ft, leaving Ben with histhoughts.

Badger had been waiting in the outer office, as usud. When the group left, he strolled in without
announcement, asusud.

“What's up, Generd?’

“Want to go to Richmond next Monday?’

“Not redlly. | likeit here. But if you go, | go.”

Ben laughed. “Badger, onething I've aways admired about you is your bubbling enthusiasm.”
Badger sat down, cradling his AK-47 across hisknees. “ Yes, sr,” he said solemnly.

Thethree|ets, formerly corporation jets—state airplanes, now—flew in formation toward Richmond. In
the center jet were Ben and Saling, Cecil and Lila, Ike, Voltan, Steven, and Badger. In the other jets
rode two teams of Rebels. Ben's personal teams. Eighteen men and six women.

All regular Rebelswere good at their jobs, experts, but these twenty-four were among the best—or
worgt, depending upon one's point of view. They were, for the most part, silent asthey blasted through
theair, for to aperson, they al knew war wasjust around the corner.

At thefield in Richmond, they were met by VP Addison, severad aides, and adozen secret service
agents. Ben suspected there might be afull brigade of troops lurking about the airport, and that thought
amused him. He shook hands with VP Addison and grinned.

“No brass bands playing? No red carpet? No throngs of cheering people?’ Ben asked. “My, you people
don't like me very much, do you?’

The VP gtared into Ben'seyes. “I don't like what Logan has planned, Raines. It wasn't my idea.”
“I know it. And that will be kept in mind.”

A hdf-hour later, they pulled into the drive of the new White House. The weather wasdismal in
Richmond, and Ben didn't expect L ogan's welcome to be much better.

Badger stepped out firdt. “Wait here, sir,” he said to Ben. The bodyguard walked up the steps of the



White House and stationed himself beside one of the huge pillars. The secret service men on duty held
their hands away from their sides, to show him they had no intention of reaching for agun.

“Just keep that thing on safety,” they requested.
Badger nodded.

Standing beside the limousines, an aide muttered, “ The president is not going to be terribly thrilled about
that man and hismachine gun.” He glanced at Ben. “What do you think is going to happen, sir? Do you
believe were planning an ambush, or something?’

Ben looked at the aide. Without smiling, he said, “1 wouldn't be abit surprised.”

A piece of old verse popped into Ben's head:

Then you're ready to go and pass through with the bunch,
At the gate at the end of things.

“Somegate,” Ben muttered.
“I beg your pardon, Sir?’ an aide asked.

Ben shook his head and walked up the steps.
SEVEN

The visitorsfrom the Tri-states were ushered into the White House, taken upstairs, and seated in the
president's office. The contingent of Rebels remained downgtairs, having coffee and chatting with the
Secret service agents; both groups attempted to make the best of a nervous situation.

The presswas very much in force, snapping pictures and asking questions.

Logan made his entrance, strolling in al smiles and cordidity. The head of the Joint Chiefswaswith him.
Benimmediately distrusted the generd. Russdll had been amgor in Vietnam; apoliticking, ass-kissng
coward.

“Ladiesand gentlemen.” Logan smiled. “Welcome to the White House. So niceto seedl of you.”

And if you expect usto bdieve that, Sdinathought, you're abigger fool than you look. But she smiledin
return.

Ben shook handswith Logan and smiled agrim smile & General Russdll. Thetwo menimmediately
understood each other's position; Ben redlized that while America had a president, Logan shared the
power with the military. Ben knew then why free éections had been postponed year after year. The
military was setting up to take over tota control of America. The rumors hisintelligence people had
intercepted and decoded were true. But Ben aso knew there was discord among the military; not all
commanders wanted the military involved in government, and the troops were taking Sides ... quietly.

The sllent message in Generdl Russell's eyeswas easy to read: Play dong with me, Raines. Take my
sde.

Ben minutely shook his head and the general smiled and fired asilent dispatch: Y ou've had it, Raines.
Ben returned his unspoken reply: When you try, Generd—you're adead man.

The messages concluded, there were afew moments of small talk about nothing at dl until Mrs. Fran
Logan gushed in, adl smiles and southern hospitality, for everyone except Ben. She was very cool to Ben.



She hesitated for just the smallest second before shaking hands with Cecil (it rubs off, you know), but
then breeding took over and she gallantly took the offered hand, fighting back an impulseto wipe herson
her dress. A few moments later, the ladies|eft, much to the disgust of Sdinaand Lila Inthe Tri-gates, dl
government meetings were open.

“Gentlemen,” Logan said, “we have agreat ded to discuss—shdl we get on with it?” Without waiting for
an answer, he ordered coffee sent in. Therewas quiet in the large room until the aide poured the coffee
and left. Generd Russdll stood across the room, away from the seated party from the Tri-Sates.

“If youwish to rgoin the Union, Raines,” Logan sad, “it can be arranged.”
| just bet it can, Ben thought. “What's the catch?’

Logan smiled and Generd Russell laughed doud. The president said, “ Absolutely no diplomat in you
whatsoever, right, Ben?’

“Lack of diplomacy isjust one of my many virtues. I'll ask again: What isthe catch?’
“Straight fromthe hip?’

“Shoot.”

“Y our dictatorship hasto end.”

“Thereisno dictatorship in the Tri-tates. | was eected by popular vote.”

Logan waved away hiswords asif they had not been spoken. “Y ou must fal in line with the other
forty-seven.”

“Noway.”

“Y ou must open your borders, alowing any person who so desiresto live in the Tri-states.”
“Noway.”

“Y our laws must conform with the rulings of our Supreme Court.”

Everyone from the Tri-states laughed openly at that.

Logan flushed, then said, “The gun law must cease”

Ben placed cup and saucer on acoffee table. “Hereiswhat we will and will not do, Logan: | will not
tolerate your federa police coming in and setting up in our area. Our system of government worksfor us,
and that isdl that matters. No gun control; no flower-plucking, sobbing socia workerstelling us how to
dedl with punks. And no mumblingsfrom your Supreme Court.”

“Raines, I'm offering you statehood in return for afew concessons.” He glanced at General Russdll, then
swung his gaze back to Ben. “Y ou know, of course, what is going to happen if you refuse?’

Ben'sstare was cold. “ And you know what will happen if you wage war againgt us.”
Logan laughed. “1 don't believe you have those ... zero squads.”
But VP Addison looked worried.

Logan sad, “Y ou must know we have the power to crush you like abug. We didn't for awhile; I'll admit



that. But now we do.”

“Yes, you probably do, Logan,” Ben said. “But dl you'll accomplishisacivil war, and it will, inal
probability, tear this country apart.”

“Raines, you've done some good things out there—I won't, can't, deny that. | could even find a place for
you on my team. | could use you. But your state hasto fdl inline”

“Absolutely not.”
“Thenthe Tri-gatesisthrough.” Logan said it malicioudy.

“Areyou going to give the ordersto kill dl thetiny babiesand all the old and sick, Mr. President?’ Cecil
asked. “We havethe good life, free of crime and red tape, and you just can't stand that, can you?’

Logan flushed, but kept his mouth shut. Addison felt sick at his ssomach. General Russell smiled.

“Logan,” Ben said, “1 came here with ahope of working some ... type of arrangement with you. To live
peacefully. Different ideologies, certainly—it's adifferent world, now—~buit till with some hope we could
get together and live in peace. But your concept of peace isinfringement on the persond liberties of
law-abiding, taxpaying citizens. I'll never tolerate that system again—never. Logan, those zero squads are
red. They exist. Y ou know what is going to happen to you if you start awar with us, and to every
member of Congresswho agrees with your plan.”

“I will unitethe gtates,” Logan said. “And | will restore proper law and order. We cannot exist
separately.”

Cecil gmiled. “Y ou mean, youwon't let usexist.”

Logan ignored the black man. He glared at Ben. “1'm going to destroy your state, Raines.”
“Y ou've been warned, Logan.”

“| don't believein fairy tales, Raines. Good day.”

Back home, Ben went on the Tri-states' radio and television, telling the people of the eventsin
Richmond. Anyone who wanted to leave was warned to get out immediately.

A few left, most stayed. They began gearing up for war.

President Logan ordered a state of emergency and ordered all airlines and trucks and buses to cease—at
once—any runsinto the Tri-states. Phone service was cut—jammed. Troops set up roadblocks on the
borders of the Tri-gtates and refused to alow any resident of the United States to enter the area. The
Canadian government cooperated only half-heartedly with Logan's requests to sedl off their borders; Ben
and his people had gotten dong well with the new Canadian government. But in the end, it went along
with Logan.

The freeze was on.

“I'm asking you again, Saling; pleading with you. Get out whilethereis dtill time.” Ben looked at the set of
her jaw and never asked her again.

The centra government of Richmond began dropping leeflets dl over the Tri-gates, urging its citizensto
revolt against Ben, to leave.



A number of citizens of Butte built a huge sign on the outskirts of town, built it of rocks painted white, flat
on the ground; the Sign wasimmensg, its seven letterstdling the pilots exactly what they thought about the
contents of the |eeflets.

FUCK YOU
“How long can we last?’ Ben asked his department heads.

“Medicaly speaking,” Dr. Chase sad, “years.”
“We have food enough for years.”

“Fud enough for years.”

“Ammunition enough for years.”

“It won't beyears,” Ben told them. “They'll wipe out the Indiansfirst, knowing we can't moveto help
them because were blocked in here. They'll hit usin midspring, after dl the snows are gone. The weather
will be perfect fighting weather—cool. Troops move better in that kind of wesather.

“All right, mine the gtrip; enlargeit, pull itin acouple of milesat least. Turnit into hell. Munitionsfactories
go on twenty-four-hour shifts effective immediately. Weve got about ninety days before the balloon goes

up.”

AsBen had predicted, the government of the United States decided they would give the Indians their
comeuppance.

“The reservation lands will dwaysbeyours” the federd agentstold the Indians. “However, any land you
seized following the war goes back to the government, and to the people ... if we can find them.”

“Why?" the Indians questioned.
“Becauseit doesn't belong to you.”

“It belonged to us a thousand years before you people got here. Look, we just want to live like decent
people, that'sal. Thereis plenty of land for al.”

“Y our suggestion will, of course, be taken into consideration. However, during the interim, you will have
to return to your reservations.”

“No.”

“I beg your pardon?’ One does not ever say no to afederal agent—unthinkable. How impudent!
“No. Were staying wherewe are.”

“Then I'm afraid well have to take action to move you and your people.”

A smile greeted those words. “L ook around you, federal man. Tell mewhat you see and hear.”

The federd men tensed asthey heard the snicking of levers pushing live ammunition into gun chambers.
They heard the rattle of belt-fed ammo being worked into weapons. They saw the determination of these
people to stand and fight for what should have been theirs years before—was theirs years before.

“Thislandisour land,” the Indians said. “ Y ou'll haveto kill usto moveus.”



When the first troops went in to move the Indians, the Indians did not fire thefirst shot. Instead, they tried
to reason with the commanders. But the troops had their orders and the Indians had their pride.

When the first shot wasfired againgt the Indians, Ben knew any early victories they achieved would be
short and hollow ones. For they were too few, and the troops were too strong.

And Jeb Fargo and his people weretoo full of hate.

Reports of torture and rape began filtering out and into the Tri-states. In some instances, Indians who had
surrendered were lined up and used for target practice. Girls as young asten and eleven were raped,;
boys were sexualy mutilated, |eft to bleed to desth.

“Andwerenext,” Sdinasad.
She was heavy with child.

Ben ordered every resident into service. He told them to put on their gear and prepare to fight, or to
pack up and try to surrender at the borders. No one left. The Tri-states was blacked out during the
night.

Thousands of men, women, and teen-agers pulled on field gear, took up arms, and waited for war.
“| told you the shit was gonna hit thefan.” Ike smiled at Ben.

The Indians fought bravely and well with what they had, but they didn't have a chance—not againgt
long-range artillery and planes and Cobra gunships and Puffs and paratroopers and marines—those who
chosetofight that is, and quite afew did not.

The government, a Jeb Fargo's proddings, began its policy of extermination, with the help of many
Indian-hating whitesin the aress.

Therewasno senseinit. Therewasampleland for al, and theland claimed by the Indians was not that
large. But governments rule by fear, and they are dways right. Governments must always live under that
premise.

The fighting was bloody and savage and senseless. The only good coming out of it was the death of Jeb
Fargo. At the end, ragged and dirty and sick and hated, the American Indians fought what most believed
wastheir lagt fight for their land. Their land. Most were hunted down and exterminated. The poor pitiful
few that remained were herded onto reservations and lft.

The government had won again—amost.

For the government did not know that acompany of regulars from the Tri-states was with the Indians.
When the officer in charge of that detachment saw which way the battle was going, he pulled his men and
more than athousand | ndians—from various tribes—out and into Oregon. There, they waited for orders
from Generd Raines.

When the lagt bastion of Indian defenseféll, Ben and his people knew they were next; their time had
come.

The strip had been turned into an area of hell: mines, punji stakes, barbed wire, booby-traps. Foot
soldiers could and would move through it, but it would be a afearful price—while the nation's leeders
sat back in Richmond, dining in comfortable surroundings and s pping wine from crystal goblets.



It ways comes down to the soldiers.

Gen. Ben Raines called for ameeting with civilian and military leeders. “Were next,” hetold his people.
In his hand he held acommuniqué that had been hand-delivered to the eastern border by government
messenger. “Congress has voted to enter into war with usif we do not surrender within twenty-four
hours. They say because we haveformed anillegal state, and aided the Indiansin their fight againgt the
central government, we are traitors and must be treated as any other power attempting to subvert or
bring down the democratic government of America

“If any of youwant to pack it in, | sure won't blame you. | know we don't have achancein here, and we
aretoo many to run. Well hold out for severad weeks—six max. Then weve had it.”

No one left or spoke.

“All right, hereit is. We gtill have some holes the troops don't know about. Most of the women with small
children didn't want to leave, but they had to. Some of them have made it out.” He shuffled his booted
feet. “Mogt of them didn't. Start the others out immediatdly, with guides and supplies. If any of usget out
of here, welll regroup in Canadian sector five.

“Get your people into position and booby-trap everything you leave behind. Everything. Poison the
water. Turn everything into aletha weapon—adeathtrap. | want these sons of bitchesto remember
these next few weeks. Y ou al know the drill. As soon as government troops touch the soil of the
Tri-states, we move into guerrillatactics. No prisoners.” Heturned to Voltan. “Bridges wired to go?’

“Yes, sr. WEl set timers as soon as our people cross them.”
“| don't want abridge left standing in the Tri-states. Not one.”
“Yes, ar.”

To Dr. Chase: “How about the people in the hospitals?’

“Some of them just cannot be moved and they refuse to surrender. They've asked that weapons be | eft
by their beds. | have done so. We're painting red crosses on the roofs of the hospitals. Maybe they won't
be bombed.”

“I wouldn't count onit,” Pal said.

“I'mnot.”

“Cecil, did the zero squads make it out?’

“Yes, gr. They aredl awaiting the sgnd to go.”

“All right, people.” Ben shook handswith hisfriends. “Good luck and let'sgo.”

EIGHT
Keepit; it tellsal our history over,
From the birth of thedream to itslast;
Modest and born of the Angel of Hope,
Like our hope of successit has passed.
—Mgq. Samud Alroy Jones

The commander of the federd forces, Mg. Gen. Paul Como of the United States Army, lowered his
binoculars and turned to hisaide. Dawn was just splitting the eastern sky with beams of gold. The men



stood on the east side of the Tri-states' |daho border.

Como cursed. “Goddamniit, | stood on every border of this state for aweek.” He spoke through
clenched teeth. “1've seen the same thing each day: nothing! Not one sign of human life. No smoke, no
movement—nothing. Oh, thisisgoing to be a bloody bitch!”

Brigadier Genera Krige waked up, catching the last of Como's statement. *Y ou know the response
they gaveto our legflets. What are we going to do about the civilians and the hospitals and the nursing
homes?’

“Thereareno civiliansin the Tri-gates,” Como said shortly. “The entire populaceisan army.” He would
rather not think about the rest of Krigel's question, for it was because of that the Air Force had refused to
bomb the Tri-gtates; the military was decidedly split over war with Ben's people. “What's the latest on
aeria recon?’

“They dtarted out at ten thousand feet and moved down to five hundred. There has not been ashot fired
a any of them. We have not had one hostile move against us from the residents of the Tri-states. There
arewarm, bresthing bodies in there—everywhere—but we don't know if they are friendly, hostile,
young, old, male, or femde.”

Como sighed heavily. “The bridges al around the state been cleared?’ He knew they had not.

Krigel cleared histhroat. “No, sr. The Navy SEALs have refused to go in. They say they won't fight
againg fellow Americans. Some of those peoplein there were SEALS.”

“| don't give agood goddamn what they were! | gave ordersfor the SEALsto clear the bridges. | ought
to have those bastards arrested.”

“Begging your pardon, Sir, but | would sure hate to be the person who tried that.”

Como ignored that, fighting to keep his anger under control. He glanced at hiswatch. “All right,
then—the hell with the SEALS.” He glanced toward the east. Much lighter. “ Get the airborne dropped.”

“The drop zones have not been laid out, sir.”

“What!”

“Sir, the Pathfinders went in last night, but they all deserted and joined the Rebels. To aman.”
"What!"

“They refused to lay out the DZs. Sir, they said they won't fight fellow Americans, and anyone who
would isatraitor.”

“Goddamnit!” Como yelled. He pointed afinger at Krigd. “Y ou get the airborne up and dropped. Start
the push—right now. Y ou get those fucking Rangers spearheading.”

Krigd shifted his jump-booted feet. The moment he had been dreading. “We ... have aproblem, sir.
Quite anumber of the residents of the Tri-dtates ... were... ah—"

“Paratroopers, Rangers, marines, SEALS, AF personnd.” The CG finished it for him. “Wonderful. How
many are not going to follow my orders?’

“About fifty percent of the airborne have refused to go in. No Rangers, no Green Berets, no SEALs.
About thirty percent of the marines and regular infantry refuseto goin. They said, gr, they'd sorm the



gatesof hell for you, with only amouthful of spit to fight with, but they say these people are Americans,
and they haven't done anything wrong. They are not criminals.”

The news came as no surprise to General Como. He had discussed this operation with Generd Russdll,
during the planning stages, and had dmost resigned and retired. But Russell had talked him out of it.
Como was not happy with it, but he was a professional soldier, and he had his orders.

Krigd sad, “Generd, thisisacivilian problem. It's not ours. Those people in there are Americans. They
just want to be left lone. They are not in collusion with any foreign power, and they are not attempting to
overthrow the government. Paul,"—he put his hand on hisfriend's shoulder—"1 till get Sick a my
stomach thinking about those Indians. Granted, we didn't do those things, but we were in command of
the men who did—some of them. It was wrong, and we should have been men enough to have those
responsiblefor those ... acts shot!”

Genera Como fdt hisguts churn; his breskfast lay heavy and undigested. He knew well what hisfriend
was going through; and Krigel was hisfriend. Classmates at the Point. But an order was an order.

Como pulled himsdlf erect. When he spoke, hisvoicewas hard. “Y oure asoldier, Generd Krigd, and
you'll obey orders, or by God, I'll—"

“You'll dowhat?’ Krigel snapped, losing histemper. “Goddamn it, Paul, were creating another civil war.
And you know it. Yes, I'm asoldier, and adamned good one. But by God, I'm an American first. Thisis
anation of free people, Paul? The hell it il Those people in the Tri-states may have different idess,
m_ll

"Goddamn you!" Como shouted. “Don't you dare argue with me. Y ou get your troopers up and
dropped—now, or they won't be your troopers. Generd Krigdl, | am making that adirect order.”

“No, gr,” Krigel said, acamnessand findity in hisvoice. “I will not obey that order.” Heremoved his
pistol from leather and handed it to General Como. “I'm through, Paul—that'sit.”

Generd Como, red-faced and trembling, looked at the .45 in his hand, then backhanded his friend with
his other hand. Blood trickled from Krigd's mouth. Krigd did not move.

Como turned to a sergeant major, who had stood impassively by throughout the exchange between the
generds. “Sergeant Mgor, | want thisman placed under arrest. If he attemptsto resst, use whatever
force is necessary to subdue him. Understood?’ He gave the sergeant mgjor Krigel's .45.

The sergeant mgor gripped Genera Krigd'sarm and nodded. He didn't like the order just given him.
He'd been amember of an LRRP team in Vietham—back when he was ayoung buck—and the idea of
gpecid troopsfighting specia troops didn't set well with him. American fighting American waswrong, no
matter how you cut it up.

“Yes, dr,” the sergeant mgjor said, but he was thinking: just let me get Generd Krigel out of thisareaand
by God, well both link up with Rainess Rebels. Us, and a bunch of other men.

Generd Como turned to hisaide, Captain Shaw. “Tel Generd Hazen heisnow in charge of the
Eighty-second. Get histroopers dropped. Those that won't go, have them placed under arrest. If they
resst, shoot them. Tell Genera Cruger to get his marines across those borders and take their objectives.
Start it. Right now! Those troopers should have aready been on the ground.”

Shaw nodded his understanding, if not his agreement. The young captain was career military, and he had
his orders, just as he was sure Raines's people had theirs.



“Yes, gr.” Hewaked away. “Right away, gr.”

General Como blinked rapidly several times. He was very closeto tears, and then he was crying, the
tears running down histanned cheeks. “ Goddamn it,” he whispered. “What afucking lash-up.”

Thefirst few companies of marines and their spearheaders, the force recon, hit the edge of the strip and
died there. The area had been softened up with artillery and heavy-mortar fire, but Ben's people werein
tunneled bunkers, and when the shelling stopped, up they popped.

The marines established abeachhead, or, in this case, a secure perimeter, taking the first three thousand
yards. They dwaystake their objective—that's why they are marines—but the price was hideous.
Neither side gave the other any mercy or quarter. For every meter gained that morning and early
afternoon, the price was paid in human suffering.

The Rebels of the Tri-states waited until the paratroopers were on the ground and free of their ‘ chutes
before opening fire. Those were Ben's orders, and the only act of mercy shown on either side. Thefirst
troopersto hit the DZswere killed dmost ingtantly, raked with heavy .50-cdiber machine-gunfire... or
blown to bits with mortar fire.

By evening of the second day, the government troops were well insgdethe Tri-states borders, coming in
from north to south, east and west, hoping to trap the Rebelsin a pocket. But Ben's people had reverted
to guerrillatactics and scattered; they had no group larger than battalion size, and most were platoon or
company size. They hit hard, then they ran, and they booby-trapped everything.

The government troops who stormed the Tri-states soon learned what hell must be like. Everything they
cameinto contact with either blew up, shot at them, bit them, or poisoned them. The older men thought
they'd seen war at itsworst in *Nam, but this surpassed anything they'd ever experienced.

Earlier, the medica peoplein the Tri-states had discovered packs of rabid animals and captured them,
keeping them dive aslong as possible, trandferring the infected culturesinto the bloodstreams of every
warm-blooded animal they could find. The day the invasion began, the animaswere turned loose dl over
thearea. It was crud. Isn't war dways?

The government troops began their search-and-destroy missions. They entered hospitals and nursing
homes and found the patients had been armed. The very old and sick and dying fought just as savagely as
the young and strong and healthy. Old people, with tubes hanging from their bodies, some barely ableto
crawl, hurled grenades and shot at the specia troops. And the young men in their jump boots and berets
and slver wings wept asthey killed the old people. Tough marines cried & the carnage.

Many of the young soldiers threw down their wegpons and walked away, refusing to take part in more
killing. It was not cowardice on their part—not at al. These young men would have fought to the death
againg athrest to liberty; but the people of the Tri-states were no threst to their liberty. And the young
troopsfindly learned the lesson their forefathers died for at Valley Forge: people have aright to be free,
to live and work and play in peace and persond freedom—and to govern themselves.

Many of the young troops deserted to join the Rebels; officers publicly shot enlisted people who refused
to fight against agroup of citizens whom they believed had done no wrong.

The universal soldier syndrome came home to many of the troops: without us, you can't have awar.

And the children of the Tri-gates, they fought aswell. Some as young as twelve stood and fought it out
with the American military ... wondering why, because they thought they were Americans. They hid with
sniper rifles and had to be hunted down and killed. No compassion could be shown. A battered and



bleeding little girl might just hand amedic alive grenade and die with him.

Rightly or wrongly, Ben's orders to school the young of the Tri-states in the tactics of war had been
driven home. They had been taught for nine yearsto defend their country, and that iswhat they were
doing.

The hospitdsfinaly had to be blown up with artillery; they were unsafe to enter because the patients
were armed and ready to die. Everywhere the U.S. fighting men turned, something blew up in their faces.
With thousands of tons of explosivesto work with, the Rebels had wired everything possible to explode.

Tri-states began to stink like an open cesspool. The troops had to kill every warm-blooded animal they
found. Therewas no way of knowing what animals had been infected—not in the early stages. The
government troops became very wary of entering buildings, not only because of the risk of adoor being
wired to blow, but because the Rebel's had begun placing rabid animalsin houses, locking themin. A dog
or acat isaterrible thing to see come leaping at a person, snarling and foaming at the jaws.

The troops could not drink any of the water found in the Tri-states. Dr. Chase had infected it with
everything from cholerato forms of anthrax.

There were no findy drawn battle linesin thiswar; no safe sectors. The Rebe s didn't retrest in any given
direction, leaving that areaclean. They would pull back, then go |€ft or right and circle around, coming up
behind government troops to harass and confuse them, or to dit athroat or two. For the Rebels knew the
territory, and they had, for nine years, been training for this. And they were experts at their jobs.

The bloody climax came when the government troops could not even remotely think of taking prisoners,
they could not risk aRebd of any age or sex getting close to them. Then the directive came down the
chain of command: total extermination.

For many, thiswasthefirgt timefor actua combat. Thefirst time to taste the highs and lows of war. And
there are highsin combat. Thefirg timeto take ahuman life; and dl the training in the world will not
prepare a person for that moment.

Sometimesin combet, the mind will click off, and asoldier will do the necessary thingsto survive without
redizing heis doing them, or remembering afterward. Rote training takes over.

Fire until you hear the ping or plop of the firing pin striking nothing. Make an easy, practiced roll to one
sde; quickly dam home afresh clip; resumefiring position, dways aming for the thickest part of the
enemy's body, between neck and waist.

Y our wegpon isjammed. Clear it. Cussit. Grab one from adead buddy. Fire through the tears and the
sweat and the dirt.

Sometimes asoldier will fire hiswegpon until it's empty and will never reload, so caught up in the heat
and the horror of combat is he. Pull thetrigger over and over; fed theimaginary dam of the butt againgt
the shoulder; kill the enemy with nonbullets.

The yammering, banging metd against metal makesit difficult to think. So you don't. The screaming, the
awful howling of the wounded and the yelling of the combatants blend into a solid roaring cacophony in
your head. An hour becomes aminute; aminuteis eternity. God! will it never end? No! don't let it end;
the high isterrific, kind of like awoman moaning benegth you, reaching the climax.

One soon learnsthe truth: you didn't climax, you shit your pants.

When did it start raining red? Thick red.



Suddenly, you becomeindestructible. They can't kill you. Laugh in the face of death. Howl at the regper.
A man running for cover is decapitated by afluttering mortar round that sounds like abunch of quail
taking off asit comesin. The headless, nonhuman-appearing thing runs on for twenty more fest, flapping
itsarmsin hideous sllence. How fascinating. Look at it run. Fall down. Lietill.

A man iscrawling on his hands and knees, gathering up hisguts, trying to stuff them back into the gaping
holein hisbdly. Hefdlson hisface, shivers, then screams and dies. Good. At least that shut the son of a
bitch up. Hisguts are ssleaming in the cool air.

Thereisthe enemy. Shoot him. Bring therifle to your shoulder, sight him in—God! it'sa her! Too late,
you've pulled the trigger. Good hit. Y ou know it'sagood hit, ‘ cause the cunt falls funny, kind of limp and
boneless.

The thought comesto you: how long hasit been since you had any pussy?
Shit, man! What atimeto be thinking of that!

Turn to say something to your best buddy, just ayard from you in aditch. Discover that what you
thought wasred rainisredly blood. A lot of blood. He's il dive, but the blood isreally gushing out ... in
long spurts. Y ou want to be sick, but hereis no place to be sick; not enough time to be sick. Besides,
you'd havetolieinit. You smel the ink of shit. Redlizeit's your shit—in your pants.

Y our eyes smart from the smoke of battle and the sting of sweat. Wipe your face and dig at your eyes
with shaky hands. Y ou'd better get your shit together, ‘ cause here comes the enemy, amost on top of
youl.

Thereisthat dude from Bravo Company, the one you never redly liked ‘ cause he used to brag about dl
the pussy he got. He won't get any more. Took adug right between the eyes; dl that yuk leaking out.

Abruptly, too quickly, the enemy isal around you and you're mixing it hand-to-hand. Thisisstupid! The
enemy looksjust like you. His mouth is open, his eyes are wide with acombination of fear and
excitement, and heisdirty and smells bad. Just for the smallest of asplit second your eyes meet. Each
brain sendsthe same message: Thisguy isgoing to kill me!

Y ou're off your knees (How did | get on my knees? What the fuck wasl, praying?) and out of the ditch.
Y our legs support you. Shaky, but you're going to be dl right. Y ou're going to makeit. Y ou're going to
livel

Squeeze thetrigger. Goddamn it! the wegpon's empty. Slam the butt of your rifleinto hisbalsand he
screams and doubles over, puking. Bring the butt down hard on his neck, hear the neck pop. He's
through. A fresh clip in the weapon. Shoot him to be sure he's dead.

Y ou turnin acrouch, trying to suck air into your lungs, can't get enough air. Thereisanother Rebd ...
Hesjug killed ... what's his name? Guy from third platoon. Y ou notice the strangest things. the Rebel
needs ashave. Rush over to him while hisback isturned. But it's amost like dow-motion. Force your
bayonet into his back, feeling the hard resistance as the blade pushes through muscle and passes bone.
It'snot as easy asin the movies. It'sdways so clean and gloriousin the movies. Don't remember fixing
the bayonet on the lug. What difference doesit make? The Rebd is screaming and jerking and twisting in
pain. Oh, shit! The bladeis stuck in hisback. Christ! Pull the trigger and blast the blade free.

How in the hell did you get on the ground, flat on your back? Am | O.K.? Fed yoursdf with your
hands—timid hands. Jesus, don't let my bals be gone.



“Get up, you ydlow son of abitch!” asergeant isyelling. Isheyelling at me? Damn, Sarge, | didn't get
down here ddliberately. The sergeant takes adug in the back. Musta gone right through the spine; hefals
funny. Y ou can't remember hisname.

Get to your feet to face the enemy. What isthis, areplay? Y ou just did this.

Some guys have captured awoman Rebel; pulling the pants off her. Aw, come on, guys! She's screaming
something while they rape her. That's not right. We're not animds, guys.

“Want some pussy, Jake?’

They'retakin’ to you, stupid. “No.”
Someoneis screaming. A Rebdl.

“Beg, you mother-fucker!” someonetelshim.
“Goto hel!” The Rebe shouts hisreply.

The old man has said no prisoners. So the Reb is shot. But he didn't have to be shot there. He's
Screaming.

Look around you. Isit over? Y esh—amost. HolyM otherof GodJesusFuckingChristAlmighty: look at the
bodies. All the blood and shit. Oh, God—the sergeant is walking around the area, shooting the wounded
Rebsin the head. Someonetells you your squad leader isdead. Y ou were a corporal; now you're a
sergeant. Battlefield promotion. Somehow it doesn't seem like much of abig dedl. Y ou want to say: “But
| don't want it!” Then suddenly thereisa .45 in your hand and you're stepping through the gore and the
pain and the moaning and the .45 isjumping in your hand, ending the screaming.

No prisoners.
Oneither sde.

That woman Reb is il screaming. They're hurting her. *Fuck her up the ass!” someone shouts, laughing.
“Get alittle brown on your pole.”

Y ou walk away from the sight and sounds. Y ou could stop them; you're a sergeant; but you don't want
to lose face with the men, not this early in your promotion. What the hell? She'sonly aRebdl. The

enamy.

Now the enemy is dead as you walk through the near-quiet battleground. But that woman is ill
screaming way back there, across the meadow. Wish to hell sheld shut up.

A Rebd isdill dive, shot hard in the chest. He'slooking up at you, defiancein hiseyes. Y ou shoot himin
the head.

Look ... don't blame me. I'm just following orders.

Now, al the enemy isdead, and it'stoo quiet. Somebody say something. But everybody you look at
avertstheir eyes. Guys are breathing too hard; somebody tosses his breakfast, puking on the ground.
Someonedseispraying. You think God isligening after dl thisshit?

"It'stoo goddamned quiet!"

Y ou spin around. “Who said that?’



Nobody will answer.

A Rebel ismoaning. Y ou point to him, then ook at one of your men. Y ou hear your voice say: “ Shoot
him.”

“Right, Sarge.”

Bam!

The sound is so goddamned loud.

Thereisaguy from your platoon, knegling, holding atiny blue-colored bird in hisdirty hand. Thebirdis
dead. Everybody gathers around to look at it. Thereisn't amark on the bird. No blood. Seems funny to
see something without any blood or dirt on it. Wonder what killed the bird?

“Hey, Sarge?’ someone whispers. “Y ou know what?’
“What?’ Y our voice sounds funny. Old.
That woman istill screaming, faintly, hoarsdly.

“Wewon.”
NINE

By dusk of the thirty-fifth day, the heaviest fighting was behind the government troops. The pincers had
closed, and most of the Tri-states was secure. But the price paid for victory had been crudly high.

Juno was dead, shot adozen times, but only after the aging animal had killed amgjor, tearing out his
throat.

And now the government troops had to be content with mopping up; combat troops can testify that
mopping up can be awful. It isasniper's bullet; a booby-trap; amine; a swing-trap with sharpened
stakes set chest high; a souvenir that can cost you ahand, or aleg, or alife.

Magor Generd Como was dead, shot through the head by athirteen-year-old girl wieding apistol she
had taken from the body of a paratroop captain. The girl wastaken dive, raped repeatedly, then shot.

It has been written that there is nothing in the world more savage than the American fighting man.

Como's replacement, Mgor Genera Goren, lasted only two weeks. He opened the center drawer of a
desk in what was to have been hisHQ, a cleared secure building, and five pounds of nitroglycerine and
nitroce lulose blew him open and spread him al over the room, along with acolonel and his sergeant
magor. The charge was timed with adelay fuse: open the drawer ten times and the charge was il
dormant; on the eeventh, it would blow.

Maopping up.

In amountainous, heavily wooded area, west and north of Vista, HQ's company of Tri-states Rebels
prepared to fight their last fight. Most of them had been together for years. Steven and Linda, James and
Belle, Cecil and Lila, Al and Anne, Bridge and Abby, Pal and Vderie, Ike and Megan, Voltan and Nora,
Sam and Pam, Jerre and Jmmy Deluce; and Jane Dolbeau, Tatter and June-Bug and their husbands ...
Ben and Sdina. And ahundred others that made up the company. The kids with them should have been
gone and safe by now, but they'd been cut off and had to return. It was now back to apha, and omega
was just around the corner, waiting for most of them.



There was away out, but it was along shot.
Ben sat talking with the twins, Jack and Tina.

“Jack, you've got to look after Salina, now. I'm going to split the company and lead adiversion team. |
think it'sour only way out.” He patted Jack's shoulder. “I'll be dl right, son; don't worry about me. Il
makeit. I'm gtill an old curly wolf with sometricks up my deeve”

“Thenyoull joinuslater?” Tinaasked, tears running down her cheeks.

“Sure. Count onit,” Ben said. He shook Jack's hand and kissed Tina. “ Go on, now, join up with Colonel
Elliot. | want to talk with your mother for amoment.”

Sdinacameto hisside, dipping her hand into his. They were both grimy from gunsmoke and dirt and
swest. Ben thought she had never looked more beautiful than during her pregnancy; she had stood like a
dusty Vdkyrie by hisside, firing an M-16 during the heaviest of fighting.

Shesad, “We didn't have much time together, did we, Ben?’
“Wehavealot of timeleft us, babe,” hereplied gently.
She amiled; asad smile. Knowing. “ Con the kids, Generd. Don't try to bullshit me.”

“Yeah,” Ben sad ruefully. “Yeah, | wish we'd had moretime.” Hekissed her, very gently, very tenderly,
without passion or lust. A man kissing awoman good-by.

Sdinagrasped a the moment. “Isthere any chanceat dl?’
“Not much of one, I'm afraid.” Heleveled with her.

Shetried to smile; then suddenly began to weep, softly, amost silently. She put her arms around his neck
and kissed him. “I do love you, Ben Raines.” She smiled through the tears. “ Even if you are ahonky.”

“And | loveyou, Sdlina” He fought back the tearsto return her smile. “Now you step ‘0’ fetch yore ass
on outta here, baby.”

And together they laughed.

Ben helped her to her feet, gazed at her for amoment, then walked from her to join the group he was
taking on diverson. Abruptly, without warning, the silent forest floor erupted into blood and violence. A
platoon of paratroopers, quiet and deadly, came at the Rebels; the peaceful wood turned into
hand-to-hand combat.

Ben flipped his old Thompson onto full auto and burned aclip into the paratroopers, bringing down hdf a
dozen. Sdlina screamed behind him. Ben spun in time to see her impaed on abayonet. Her mouth
opened and closed in slent agony; her hands dowly crawled snakeike down her somach to clutch at the
rifle barrdl, to try to pull the hot pain from her somach. She screamed as she began miscarrying the dead
child, for the bayonet had driven through the unborn baby.

“Jesus Christ!” the trooper yelled, as he saw what he had done. Hetried to pull the blade from her belly.
But the blade was stuck. He pulled the trigger—reflex from hard training—and blew the blade free,
sending a half-dozen dugsinto Sdina, throwing her backward from the force.

Ben jerked his .45 from leather and blew half the trooper's head off, just as Salina collapsed to the
ground, her hands working at the bloody mess that was once her sscomach.



Ben was at her sde as his Rebdls, offering no mercy, took the fight to the troopers. The troopers were
outnumbered and fighting againgt white-hot rage. They died very quickly; the Rebelstook no prisoners.

Ben gathered her into hisarms, knowing there was no chance for her to live. Shewasfading quickly. “I
loveyou, Sdina”

Shelooked up at him and smiled for the last time. * Sorry “ bout the baby, honey. But with our luck it
would probably have been akodabear.”

She closed her eyesand died.

Ben tried to rip away the heavy load of grief that saddled his shoulders and clutched at his heart with cold
fingers. He shook away dozens of emotions as he knelt beside the only woman he had ever truly loved.
He touched her face, closed her eyes, smoothed her hair, kissed her still-warm lips. He fought hisway
back to redlity.

Dr. Chase pulled him away from Sdlinas body and knelt down for amoment, cutting at her maternity
dackswith aknife. He covered her with ashelter haf and roseto face Ben. “Boy,” he said. “ Perfectly
normd. All hisfingers and toes. Her complexion, your eyes. Bayonet went right through him.”

Ben nodded. “Let'sgo!” he shouted. “ There is no more we can do here. Help the wounded and let's
moveit.”

Ike touched hisarm. “Ben...”
“We don't havetimeto grieve, buddy. Later.”

The Rebels drifted slently into the forest, taking their wounded, leaving their dead; Sdinaand the boy lay
among the still and the quiet and the dead. Ants had dready begun their march across her face. Shelay in
apuddle of thickening blood, one hand on the arm of her dead child.

The Rebels split up, thefirst two squads not making it past the edge of the northern border of the strip. A
forward observer spotted them and caled in artillery. None escaped the deadly hail. Another group
walked into an ambush; only afew escaped. Thekidslay like pebbles on abeach, their broken and
smashed bodies agrim reminder of the vindictiveness and power of government. A half adozen Cobra
gunships spotted another group and came chopping out of the sky, strafing them with rocket and
machine-gun fire.

A few moments before dusk Ben's group came face-to-face with two companies of government troops.
Jmmy Deluce was caught in amurderous crossfire and died on hisfeet, curaing the enemy.

Jack had regrouped with hisfather and now left Ben's Sdeto help afriend. Jack was amost cut apart by
M-60 fire. Tinalobbed a grenade into amachine-gun nest and finished it off with aburst from her M-10.

Sam Pyron watched hiswife shot dead, and the West Virginiamountain boy roseto hisfeet, screaming
his outrage. He wa ked toward the soldiers hip-firing an AK-47 and cursing them. He took more than a
few with him into that long good-by.

Bentook adug low in hisleft Sde, the dug traveling downward, bouncing off his hipbone, the force of it
knocking him againg atree, sunning him. A concussion grenade dammed him into darkness.

Ben was spared the sight of Pal taking a .45 dug through the head. He did not see Vaerie torn apart by
automatic riflefire. He would be informed much later that Pal and VVderi€'s children had run into theline



of firetrying to get to him, and had been cut to bloody ribbons.

Voltan died. Megan was taken alive and raped, then shot. Al, Abby ... many, many moredied. Lila
walked in front of a Claymore and was blown into tiny bits. James Riverson helped carry Ben out of the
forest and across the border, the big man walking and weeping. His Belle was dead, and so were their
kids.

By thetime darknessfell on the now nonexistent government of the Tri-gtates, not many Rebels had
escaped. Less than three thousand had madeit out. But Badger and dozens more had escaped weeks
before, and headed underground.

The zero squads.
TEN

Senators Richards, Goode, Carey, and Williams were having adrink before their usual Thursday-night
poker gamein Richmond. They would never get around to playing poker, and it would be their last drink
before desth took them behind her misty curtain of sunless eternity. They dl fdt safe, knowing thet three
Secret service agents were guarding them. The agents were there, but they were very dead, cut down by
dlenced .22 automatics.

Williams jerked up his head, the fresh drink in his hand forgotten. “ Did any of you hear anything?’
Carey laughed. “Reax, Jmmy. You don't redly believe in those so-cdled zero squads, do you?’

Sen. Immy Williams ran nervous fingers through thinning hair. He did not reply. Outside, alate-summer
storm was building; heet lightning danced erratically and thunder rumbled across the sky, dmost an
ominouswarning in cadence.

Senator Goode leaned forward. “ Jimmy, it's been over three months since the Tri-states defeat. Ben
Rainesis dead. Eyewitnesses have reported it. If anything was going to happen, don't you believeit
would have occurred by now?’

“No.” Williams spoke. “1 don't. We dlowed the women and kids to be killed—daughtered like animals.
Just likewe did the Indians. They're going to get us. We're dead men and don't even know it.”

Senator Richards|looked up into the gloom of the darkened hallway. “ Oh, nol” he shouted. “Oh, my
God!”

The senators looked firgt at their colleague, then into the faces of hate and revenge and deeth. Standing in
the hallway stood two men and awoman. They held silenced automaticsin their hands.

Goodefell forward on his knees and began to pray. A self-professed “good Christian man,” Goode had
been the firdt to vote for war against the Tri-states.

Carey's face turned shiny from swesat and atrickle of spit cozed from acorner of his mouth. He began to
rub his hands together and lick &t hislips.

Richards dropped his drink on the carpeted floor. His eyes were wide and he urinated in his shorts.

Only Williamsremained cam. “1 knew you people would come,” he said. “| told them to leave you
done. | wasagaing fighting you.”

“Weknow.” The woman spoke. “And because of that, you'l live. And the Tri-states will live again, too.
Remember that.”



“Yes. Yes, | will.” Williams bobbed hishead up and down.

The automatics began to hum their dirges. Richards, Goode, and Carey jerked onto the floor and died.
The assassination team |left as quickly and quietly asthey had arrived. They had alot of work ahead of
them.

Williams sat for along time, looking &t the cooling bodies of hisfriends. His eyes grew wild and he soiled
himsdlf. The telephone rang and heignored it. He began to giggle, childlike. The giggling changed to
laughter and he howled his madness as blood vessels burst in his head. He fell to his knees on the floor
and cried and prayed. A massive pain grew out of his chest—ahuge, heavy, crushing weight. He
screamed, his heart stopping its beating. He died.

Genera Russd| called for more coffee. He wasworking latein hisoffice. A sergeant brought him afresn
pot, poured a cup, and opened a packet of sugar, stirring itin.

“Will thet bedl, Sr?’

“Yes” Russl said. “You may leave.” Hetasted his coffee, added more sugar, and took another sip. He
would be found the next morning, dead, his system full of poison.

Dallas Vdentine and thefirst lady, Fran Logan, lay moaning and thrashing on the bed, both of them
reaching for thefina pinnacle of climax. Neither of them heard the door swing open. They were enjoying
mutud climax asthe Rebe with the slenced submachine gun sprayed them with .45-cdiber dugs, turning
the sk sheets red with blood.

The Rev. Pamer Falcreek answered histelephone. A voice said, “Let hethat iswithout sin cast thefirst
sone”

“What the hdll did you say?’ Falcreek said.

“| said"—thevoicerang in Falcreek's eer—"open the drawer in the middle right of your desk, you
semi-sanctimonious mother-fucker!”

“How dare you speak to melike that!” Falcreek raged. He jerked open the desk drawer and half the
house blew apart as the heavy charge was detonated.

Senator Higley worked late in his office. The storm didn't worry him and neither did the myth of the zero
squads. Heleft hisoffice a nine-thirty. Halfway down the steps of the Senate office building he sat down
abruptly, twitched once, then dowly rolled down the steps, the hole between his eyesleaking blood and

gray métter.

Senator Pough stepped out of his porch for abreath of cool night air. He heard a thump and looked
down. Between hisfeet, on the porch, lay ahissing white phosphorus grenade. Pough had only afew
secondsto fedl panic, attempt to run, and scream just once before the grenade exploded and seared him
to the house.

Rep. Carol Helger answered the donging of her apartment doorbell and took a twelve-inch bayonet
through her chest. The young woman who shoved the heavy blade into her spat on the till-writhing body,
left the blade in her, and quietly |eft the building.

The zero squads were busy that sormy, revengeful night. Very busy. Thefina tally wasthirty-one
senators and seventy-four representatives dead. Twelve cabinet heads dead and the entire Joint Chiefs
were also wiped out. A few zero squad members made it out of Richmond to rejoin the eastern-based
Rebds. Most died in shootouts with the police. Only one zero squad member had not worked that night



of terror. He dept soundly in amote room three hundred miles from Richmond. He had only one person
tokill.

Badger Harbin wasto kill the president of the United States.

Richmond went into apanic. No one could possibly guess at the number of assassins roaming the streets,
killing a random. Innocent men and women were killed by federal agents and police during raidson
suspected Rebd sympathizers. Martia law was declared. The police werefederdized. It wasthe
beginning of Americasfirgt true police sate.

President Logan smiled and leaned back in hislesther chair. He was very pleased with the way things
were going. Seven weeks since the awful nations, and the country was settling down. He had rid
himself of acheating wife and accomplished hislifé's dream: he had aniron grip on the country. The
previous night he had dreamed of being crowned king of America

Y es, Logan smiled, thingswere sailing right dlong. And, best of dl, that damned Ben Raines was dead.
That damned troublemaker was findly dead and through.

Or was he? The president frowned at the thought. His agents swore that Raines was dead; swore they'd
shot him and ayoung blonde woman who was with him. Said they saw them fall out there in Washington,
up near the British Columbia border.

“Damnit!” Logan swore. Why hadn't they made more effort to retrieve the body and bring it back with
them? Put the stinking, bullet-riddled carcass on public display, to show people that when the
government says do something, by God thisiswhat happensif you don't follow orders.

The president stood and stretched. He walked out of his office and up the halway. “ Get my guards,” he
told an aide. “I'm going for awalk.”

Logan tried to take awalk every morning at ten o'clock, rain or shine. He had missed hiswalk the past
few days because of meetings and wasiirritable because of it. Now he would have hiswalk.

Hislast walk.

Outsde the new White House, asit was still called, acrossthe street in a public park, ayoung man s,
feeding the birds and the squirrels, enjoying the cool breeze of fall; ahandsome young man, in hislate
twenties or early thirties. Helooked very much the part of ahighly successful executive, dressed in the
height of fashion. Hed drawn the attentions of adozen ladies strolling. The young man had smiled at
them, then ignored them. Seemingly preoccupied with the time, he kept looking a hiswristwatch.

Ben Raines gazed at the reflection of hisface and upper torso in the till waters of thelittle creek in
northern Idaho. He said, “Lord, man, you look like you've been dissected and rejected.”

Ben was now in hisfifty-third year, completely gray. Hisface waslined and tanned; body till hard, eyes
old.

“No...” A voice spoke from behind him. “Never regjected. Not by me.”

Ben turned, smiling, to look at the woman who had stood by him during the past very bad months. She
returned the smile.

“At last count there were nine bullet scarsin your hide.” She touched one of the newer scars, pink and
dimpled. Her touch became more intimate as she moved her hand from his shoulder to his chest, touching
her lipsto hismouth.



“I haveameseting in an hour,” he reminded her.

She grinned. “ Generd, there may have been atime when you could last an hour. But not since I've
known you.”

Together, they laughed.

In the small park across from the White House, Badger Harbin put his hand on the briefcase. He had
heard the newscast, some weeks back, that Gen. Ben Raines was dead. Badger wanted very much not
to believethat. And apart of him did not. Gen. Ben Raines, Badger knew, was ahard man to kill.

The attaché case under his hand was ready. In that case he had carefully prepared and packed ten
pounds of C-4 plastic explosive, to be detonated electricaly, activated by atiny switch located under the
handle of the briefcase.

Badger amiled. It wassmiliar to the grin of the Grim Regper.

Vice President Addison stood in the president's now-empty office and fought asilent battle within his

mind. The president had been hisfriend for more than thirty years. But Hilton had done so much twisting
and changing in hissocid and political philosophy over thelast years ... Aston felt he no longer knew the
man, and he was ashamed of himsdlf for remaining slent at some of Hilton's outrages toward humankind.

Aston had been sick at his stomach for aweek after the daughter of the Indians, and for longer than that
after Tri-states was destroyed. There had been more than daughter in both places: rape and torture
confirmed. Hilton had brushed that news aside.

“Traitors,” he had said, and would speak no more of it.

The president's own doctor had come to Aston, telling him of his strong suspicions that the president was
rapidly approaching the point of being amadman. Aston didn't want to believe it. BLt...

“Yes” he muttered to the slent office. “Hismind issick.”

Aston then made up his mind: he would have that meeting with the members of Congresswho felt the
country was heading in the wrong direction. Certain military men would aso be present. They would pool
their ideas and thoughts, try to work something out. A bloodless coup, perhaps? But it would be difficult,
for some unitsof the military, alot of nationa guard and reserve units, and nearly dl the newly federdized
police supported Logan and his dictatorship.

Aston mused: Logan is no better than was Ben Raines. Actualy, he grimaced at the thought, Loganisa
lot worse.

Y es, Hilton was sick.

Agton paced the carpet, thinking: My God, how did this great nation ever come to this? What did we do
over the yearsthat was so wrong?

“We drifted away from the Congtitution, you idiot!” he said doud. He moved to the president's desk.
There, he seated himself and cursed.

He picked up the binoculars that Hilton used to study the faces of people who walked past the White
House. He adjusted the glasses until he had Hilton in focus, striding acrossthe lawn, toward the fence by
the sdewalk. Lifting the glasses, he caught a movement across the street, in the park. He studied the
young man as he moved dowly onto the painted crosswalk leading to the sidewalk in front of the fence.



The young man carried an attaché case.

Agton suddenly felt he was having a heart attack. His chest hurt, he had trouble breathing, his head felt
light.

“My God!” heydlled to the empty room. “That's the bodyguard. General Raines's bodyguard.”

He grabbed up the phone, punching abutton for aline. Heignored the light ssgnifying the line was busy.
He punched another. Busy. Cursing, he ran from the room.

Outside, the guard had unlocked the gate, alowing the president to step through to the sidewak. Hewas
alone except for his contingent of secret service agents, some feet behind and ahead of him. One stood
by hisside, street-side. The president noticed awell-dressed young man walking toward him. The young
man smiled; anice, open, friendly smile, and Hilton returned the smile. Hilton wished everybody would
like him. He only had the country's best interests at heart. Hilton suddenly felt very good. It wasa
beautiful fal day.

“Paul, call that young man over here.” President Logan gave hislast order.

When the secret service agent hailed him, Badger punched the button trigger of the deadly attaché case.
It would blow in thirty seconds.

“Sir” asecret service man caled to VP Addison. “What'swrong, Sir?”
“Stop them!” Aston said, gasping for breath.
“Stop who, Sr?’

Aston rushed past the man, ran down the steps. In his haste, he sscumbled, rolling down the steps, gashing
open his head, cracking his skull. He was flung into darkness. The secret service men ran to help him.

“Hello, there, young man,” President Logan said to Badger. “Lovey day, isntit?’

Badger grinned as he finished his silent count of twenty. He stepped up to the president, the force side of
the attaché case toward Logan. “General Raines sends his compliments,” Badger said. And just before
the heavy charge blew them dl over the White House lawn and into history, Badger added, “Y ou rotten
son of abit—"

EPILOGUE

Reflect how you are to govern a people who think they ought to be free, and think they are not. Y our
schemeyields no revenue; it yields nothing but discontent, disorder, disobedience; and such isthe state of
America, that after wading up to your eyesin blood, you could only end just where you began; that is, to
tax where no revenueisto be found, to—my voicefallsme; my inclination carriesme no farther—al is
confusion beyond it.

Burke—first speech on conciliation with America

Ben looked about him, but he was not redlly seeing the several hundred men and women that made up
his persond contingent of the western-based Rebels. No, his mind was far away. Hewas seeing Sdinain
the dim light outside that motel—he could not remember exactly where it was. So long ago, he sighed,
but yet, only yesterday.

And now, hissigh degpened, | am past middle age, and sheisdead, rotting in aforest. And my
son—dead—as are dl the others who fought and died for what they believed.



On both sides, he carefully, reluctantly, reminded himself.

General Krigel had his eastern-based Rebel s ready to go, as did Conger in the mid-north, Colonel
Ramosin the southwest, and Generd Hazen in the midwest.

Now, in the swamps, the mountains, the deserts, and the badlands and woodlands, many of the marines
and paratroopers and SEAL s and Rangers and Green Berets and Air Force personnel and regular
infantrymen who had refused to fight anymore againgt the Tri-states, and had deserted, were gathered,
awaiting Ben's ordersto go. The Rebel dream had not died; it was as strong as before. Whether it would
bloom as abeautiful child, or become as evil asacancer, only time and history would know.

And now, it wastime: Ben would give the orders and guerrillawarfare would once more shake the
country, and possibly, the rebuilding world.

Agan.

God! He was so weary of fighting.

Ben shook away histhoughts of things and people past and dead and said, “ Badger completed his
assgnment. Logan isdead. VP Addison is hospitalized in acoma. Many military unitsarein revolt against

the government; some others want to take over the government, continuing Logan's dictatorship. It'stime
for usto make our move toward rebuilding our dream of afree state.”

Ben looked at the men and women around him: at 1ke, Sitting on alog, hisright boot off, looking a his
big toe sticking through aholein his sock; at his adopted daughter, Ting, cradling aCAR-15 in her arms;
at Jerre, who stood by his side. At the Indians who had waited for hisreturn; at Judith,
reporter-turned-warrior; at James, ever calm; at Cecil, Ph.D. with an AK-47 in his hands; at Dr. Chase,
at least seventy, and still astough as a mountain goat—and just as ornery.

Ben had to smile. The people who surrounded him were of al persuasions and races: black, white, red,
yellow, tan, brown. At least here, he thought, the color lineis broken. But God, at what cost?

“Dad?’ Tinapulled him back to the present, then lost him as Ben turned his eyesto the valey that
stretched before them.

There were mountain peaksfar in the distance. A gentle haze lay over the area. It was so lovely and so
londly inits peacefulness, so quiet and beautiful.

Once again, Sdinadipped into histhoughts, and his heart ached for her. He felt no guilt for hisfedings.
Jarre knew hewas, and would aways be, in love with Salina. At least apart of him.

He stood up from the rock he'd been sitting on. Ben wastired, but he knew he could not let it show.
Could never quit.

Helooked at his Rebels, the people ready to die for what they felt was right. He buckled hisweb bdlt,
adjusted the canvas clip pouch, and picked up his old Thompson.

“All right, people,” hesaid. “Let'sdo it.”
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