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ToWdter—
Saying thanksfor it al would be hopelessly inadequate, but here goes anyway. All the best.
? Chapter 1



Rourke closed the Lowe Alpine Loco Pack and checked that it was secure on the back of the jet-black
Harley Davidson Low Rider. He scanned the ground in the early sunlight and checked that the fire was
out and al his gear accounted for. He would need gasoline by the end of the day and was aiming toward
one of the drategic fuel reserve sitesthe new President of United States |1, Samuel Chambers, had
pinpointed for him. He had been out of the Retreat for nearly seven days, having re-equipped, then
waited a day more while Paul Rubenstein had prepared. He left the same day Paul had set out for Florida
in quest of his parentsto see if somehow they had survived the holocaust of the Night of the War—
World War 111. "World War Last?" he wondered, noting the haze around the sunrise, the redness of the
atmosphere. The Geilger counter strapped to the Harley till indicated norma radiation levels, but John
Thomas Rourke was worried.

In the seven days he had been out there had been no sign of Sarah, hiswife, nor of his children, Michael
and Ann.

He was heading east, assuming that Sarah and the children had for some reason turned toward the
Georgia coadt, perhaps to avoid Brigand bands or the Russians. On this gamble Rourke currently hung
his dim hopes. He had missed them before by mere hours.

He snatched up the CAR-15, popped out the thirty-round magazine, worked the bolt, and removed the
chambered round there. Then heloaded the .223 solid into the magazine and snapped off the trigger,
putting the magazine back up the well. He bent his head as he dung the collgpsible-stock semiautomatic
rifle across his back, muzzle down, scope coversin place.

He kicked away the stand on the Harley and started it, the humming of the engine somehow reassuring to
him. He had chosen the Harley before the War because he had felt it was the best— and it hadn't let him
down. Like the Rolex Submariner on hiswrigt, the Colt rifle on his back, the Detonics pistolsin the
double shoulder rig under his brown leather jacket, the x-inch Colt Python on hisright hip— with these
weapons he had survived until now.

He stared past the bike into the gorge below, and his eyesfollowed the road climbing the side of the
gorge from near the river bottom.

Was Rubengtein alive? Had he yet located his parents? They were somewhere in the Armageddon that
was Florida— like the rest of the United States, but only worse because there the Communist Cubans
reportedly ruled at the discretion of the Soviets, titular winners of the War. Sarah, his son Michad, his
daughter Ann.... Soon, Rourke thought, they would be turning— Michadl was nearly seven, Ann dmost
five

Rourke revved the machine under him and started forward out of the small clearing where he had
camped the night, following the mountains as long as he could before dropping to the Piedmont. He
looked for some sign of acamp, hoofprints from the horses Sarah and the children had ridden asthey
had |eft Tennessee in search of him. Rourke pushed the sunglasses up againgt the bridge of hisnose ashe
turned the bike from the clearing onto the winding animd trail that lead out of the woods.

Rourke dowed the bike again at the edge of thetreeline, cutting it in anarrow arc and stopping,
surveying the gorge more clearly visble now below him, snapping up the leather jacket's collar againgt the
cold— it was summer by the caendar. The oddity of the seasons worried him, too.

He could hear the rushing of water, but it was not that noise which caused him to cut the Harley's motor
and listen, hardly daring to breathe. A smile crossed hislips. Rourkelit one of the small, dark tobacco



cigarsin the blue-yellow flame of his Zippo and listened more intently, inhaling the gray smoke then
exhding it hard through his nodtrils.

Gunfire, engine noises. The Brigands, Rourke thought, below him aong the road pardlding the gorge. He
dismounted the bike, letting out the kick stand, and waked toward the lip of ground looking down into
the river bottom canyon. He snatched the Bushnell Armored 8x30s from the case under hisjacket and
focused them aong the road below.

A single motorcycle, therider low over the handlebars, and ahundred yards or less behind the rider were
two dozen or so motorcycles. Behind them, at a short distance, were a haf-dozen pickup trucks— filled
with Brigands. He focused in on the rider of the lead motorcycle. A woman with reddish-brown hair that
hung straight in the dipstream behind her.

He watched. The woman rounded a curve, the bike skidding from under her, out of control.

She pulled hersdlf to her feet, the Brigands closing in. They would want her for rape, for robbery, and
then for murder, Rourke thought. The girl had the bike up and was getting it Started again. The Brigand
pursuers were less than thirty yards behind her now, and there was gunfire again. As she straightened the
bike on the road below Rourke, he could see her twitch asa pistol shot echoed among the rocks, see her
back arch, the bike weave, then see her lean over the handlebars, lower than before. He focused in more
tightly on her— her left hand was streaming blood from some wound e sewhere on her body.

Rourke swept the binoculars back down the road. The Brigand gang closed in on her, their gunsfiring,
some of them armed with submachineguns. Men and women stood in the pickup truck beds speeding
behind the bikers, firing rifles & the girl cyclist.

Rourke carefully but quickly replaced the binocularsin their case, dipping the Colt CAR-15 from his
back, the ding now on his right shoulder. He grasped the ears on the bolt and chambered the first round
from the thirty-round magazine, then worked the safety to on.

Sowly, deiberately, he walked back to his own Harley, svung hisright leg across and settled himself,
then kicked away the stand. "Damn it," he ragped to himsdf. He gunned the Low Rider along the edge of
the tree line, scanning the ground for a suitable access to the gorge below.

The path down into the gorge was steep and the gravel and dirt loose benegth the Harley'swhedls as
Rourke balanced himsdlf, hisfeet dragging as he headed his machine down into the gorge. The sound of
the gunfire was louder now, the face of the girl clearly visible as she looked up and then back at the
pursuing brigand killers.

Something in hisfleeting glimpse of her face had told him she was pretty.

Rourke hit the leved of the gorge road. The Harley bounced over ahummock of hard-packed clay and
stone, and the bike came down hard, Rourke's jaw set against the impact. The wind of the dipstream as
he accelerated the Harley blew the hair from his forehead. He raced the bike ahead to intercept the girl,
putting distance between himself and the nearest of the Brigand bikers, now less than a dozen yards
behind him dong theriver.

Rourke leaned low over hismachine, throttling it out, the ripping and tearing sound of the exhaust from
the engine reassuring in its strength, its very loudness. He was gaining on the girl. Shewas|ow over her
bike and a an awkward angle. Gunshots echoed behind him from the Brigand bikers and the pickup



trucks following them. Rourke swung the CAR-15 forward, thumbing off the safety, pointing therifle
behind him, firing it without looking back at his pursuers. A little gunfire might dow them, he thought—
only afool was eager to die.

He swung therifle back at his 9de, thumbing the safety on, throttling out his bike. The brown-haired girl
was less than ten yards ahead of him now, the Japanese bike she rode seemingly at full throttle. There
was aburgt of gunfire— an automatic weapon, Rourke determined— and he swerved hisbike far left
toward the edge of the road and the river bank. The girl ahead of him lurched— he could see the impact
of the weapons-firein the road, againgt the seat of the bike she rode, against her body. She dumped low
over the machine, the bike weaving.

The road twisted ahead of him, Rourke keeping hisHarley at full throttle in spite of it, closing the gap
between himsdf and the wounded girl. Five yards, four, Sx feet, five. Three feet— he was beside her
now.

Rourke sivung hisrifle back out of the way on the ding, then reached out with hisright arm. The girl's
face turned up toward him, her lips drawn back, her teeth bared againgt the wind, her eyesfilled with
fear. Rourke hooked hisright arm toward her, catching her under the right armpit, his hand squeezing
around her, brushing againgt the fullness of her breast. He cut the bike he rode | eft, pulling the girl from
her motorcycle, shouting to her acrossthewind, "Get on! Hurry!"

He could fed her moving as he fought to balance the Harley. He edged forward to give her added room,
felt her suddenly behind him, her arms encircling hiswaist and her hands pressed againgt his chest.
Rourke throttled out the Harley as the Japanese bike the girl had ridden zoomed toward him. It missed
him and spun out over the edge of the road and past the river bank, rocketing into the water.

Both hands on the bars, Rourke cut back on his speed, making awide right angle into the bend of the
road and starting the Harley to climb. The gunfire behind him picked up in intensity. The sound of the
girl'slabored breathing in hisleft ear was somehow audible to him despite the roar of the Harley's engine.
He could fed her head lolling against him and rasped, "Hold on, damniit!"

He scanned the road ahead of them— it climbed steeply and sharply out of the gorge, potholed and
uneven and twisting. Rourke set hisjaw and squinted against the sunlight as he gunned the bike ahead.
? Chapter 2

Rourke gunned his Harley glancing over his shoulder asthe Brigand gunfire crackled from behind him.
Then heturned his eyes back to the sharp shoulder of the gorge straight ahead of him. The girl's breathing
was hard in his ear now, the moaning of pain from her gunshot wounds unmistakable to him. His
black-booted feet balancing the big bike, he hauled it up, over ahummock of ground and onto the
narrow ridge. Rourke wrestled the Harley to hisleft and started a ong the shoulder of ground— the
grating of truck and motorcycle gears, the belching of exhausts, the Brigand gunfirewas dl too near, he
redized.

Rourke guided his bike dong theridge for aquarter mile, the pickups adong the embankment, the Brigand
motorcycles behind him. Spotting a particularly steep channel of red clay and gravel leading back down
to the road, Rourke throttled back on the Harley and wheeled the machine left. He crossed lessthan a
yard from the lead Brigand pickup truck, snatching one of the Detonics .45sinto hisleft hand and
snapping off two shotsfast into the truck'swindshield. As Rourke headed the bike down toward the
road, ramming the cocked and locked Detonicsinto his belt under his jacket, he glanced to hisleft— the
pickup truck was out of contral, rolling over and careening down the embankment. Rourke gunned the



Harley asthe pickup truck exploded. The heat of thefirebal scorched hisface as he glanced back. Then
he jumped the Harley onto the road.

Rourke heard the girl, her voice wesk as shetried to shout: "Who are you?' Shaking his head, Rourke
throttled out the bike, then glanced behind him. The Brigand bikers had aready reached the road, and a
second pickup crashed into the first. There was another explosion. Rourke leaned forward over his bike.
The river road veered sharply upward ahead and Rourke took it, throttling down as he started into the
grade. Then heincreased his speed as he kept the Harley just to the right of the black top road's fading
ydlow line. Over seventy as he hauled the bike toward the top of the grade, Rourke |et the machine out
astheroad leveled. Glancing behind him, he saw nearly a dozen Brigand bikers. They were coming up
over therisein pursuit, behind them a half-dozen trucks.

Rourke looked ahead, then behind again as automeatic wegpons fire chipped into the pavement al around
him. There were men and women standing in the pickup trucks, firing assault rifles over the cab roofs.
Rourke retrieved the Detonics from his belt, wiping down the safety with his right thumb, turning
awkwardly in the bike saddle with the woman behind him. His right arm stretched to maximum extension;
he fired the stainless .45 once, then again. One of the lead bikers swerved. Rourke fired twice more,
emptying the shiny pistol. The biker spun out, up the lip of concrete on the right side of the road, the
man's body soaring high into the trees. There was a scream, resonating over the crackle of gunfire as
Rourke rammed the dide-opened pistol awkwardly into his belt and bent low again over hisbike, taking
itinto asharp, dmogt hairpinning curve.

The road dropped off now to the right, and at the bottom of along-running, nearly overgrown grade was
astream. Rourke cut the bike into a hard right, dropping his speed, hisfeet skidding aong the road
surface as he pulled the bike up and over the runoff gutter, then onto the dirt of the grade. The Harley
skidded under him, hisright leg going out, bracing the machine as his arms strained to right the black bike
between hislegs. Hislips drawn back, histeeth bared, Rourke shouted to the wounded girl still holding
on behind him, "Hang on!"

The gunfire from behind him abruptly stopped for amoment as Rourke angled the bike diagondly across
the grade. Then he looked up. Two of the pickup trucks were aready starting down, trailing six of the
bikers. The remaining pickups were parked along the edge of the road, and in an instant there was
gunfire again from the Brigands.

Rourke turned the bike hard right to miss a deadfall tree trunk. The machine started to skid away from
him, but hisfists knotted on the handlebars, pulling the machine upright as he braced againgt itsweight
with hisleft leg, his boots dragging the ground. The bike under control again, Rourke throttled out,
jumping over another deadfd| and away from the grade and onto the bank of the fast-running but shallow
stream. Some of the Brigand bikers had already made it down, Rourke saw now, glancing behind him.
Then he throttled out and headed toward the stream. It was shdlow, rocky— perfect he thought, as he
cut the handlebarsto his right and the bike half-jumped, haf-wheded into the water. Hisfeet bracing the
machine, he upped his speed. Icy water splashed up past his caves, praying againg his face as the front
tire of the Harley diced through the stream.

More gunfire sent bullets ricocheting off the water around him. Rourke glanced back. There were till five
bikers and two trucks. Wrenching the front of the bike up hard, the machine dmaost wholly supported on
hislegs as he reached the far bank, Rourke gunned up and out of the water. Flipping off the CAR-15's
safety, he swung therifle up, hisright fist wrapped on the pistol grip. Hefired atwo-round burst, then
another and another. The lead biker's machine dammed hard against alarge rock in the center of the
stream, the biker soaring upward, hands clasped to hisface. Rourke turned away, starting the Harley up



theincline of red clay and gravel, back toward theriver road.

Asthe Harley reached the top of the grade, Rourke could aready hear— amost feel— that the
remaining Brigands had doubled back. As he hit the road edge, Rourke made the bike surge ahead. The
CAR-15 back in hisright fist, he fired as the Brigand pickups that had stayed on the road bore down on
him. Crossing in front of them, he emptied hisrifle. One of the pickup trucks and two of the bikers
collided as Rourke took the far grade the only way he could. He could fed it more than seeit, the bikein
mid-air, the whedl's spinning and the engine noise dmost deafening as he throttled back. Then the bike
impacted. His spine, his neck, his shoulders— the bones themselves shuddered as he wrestled the big
machine to keep it from skidding under him.

"Logtit," he snarled, feding the girl's hands letting loose of him, feding the Harley dide from between his
legs. Rolling, snatching at the second of the twin stainless Detonics .45s, Rourke came up on his knees.
His hands were sore and bloodied as he shoved the .45 straight ahead of him, thumb cocking the
hammer, hisright trigger finger edging back. The pistol bucked once, then once morein his hands— the
lead biker coming down the grade and catching both rounds. The man's hands sprung out from the
handlebars, hisface twisted in pain and surprise, the bike going on, down the grade. The body of the
already dead biker hit the grade spread-eagled, diding downward. Then a second biker crashed into the
first man's body, his bike rocking out of control, sending the rider sprawling face forward into the dirt.

Rourke was on hisfeset, hisleft hand grasping the woman's shoulders, dragging her toward the Harley as
he fired out the .45 with hisright hand.

"Hang on— come on!" Rourke snapped, righting the bike. He silently prayed he hadn't damaged it ashe
gunned the engine, balancing the machine between hislegs and sarting off toward the river bank.

Rourke glanced behind him. One of the pickup trucks hit the road edge too fast, sailing off into midair.
As heturned away he could hear the explosion a impact sound. The girl behind him screamed. Aheed,
perhaps five hundred yards dong the river bank, Rourke saw their chance. There were till three bikers
behind him as he shot a glance back. Two pickups, guns blazing from the truck beds, were dowly taking
the grade down from the road.

Rourke throttled out the bike, already gauging the distance from the river bank to the auto ferry moored
there. Perhaps a dozen feet. Hetried judging the length of the ferry, the length of the run dong theriver
bank. With two hundred yards to go, Rourke swung the CAR-15 out of hisway then rasped to the girl,
"Whatever happens, hold on, then let go when | shout— just doit!" At one hundred yards Rourke swung
the Harley left to the farthest extreme of the river bank. He judged the distance between the bank and the
auto ferry as greater now— perhaps eighteen feet. One heavy rope was tied to a stout pine some five or
six feet back from the near edge of theriver bank. Fifty yards. Rourke worked out a scenario in hismind
to explain the presence of the auto ferry. Brigands perhaps, perhaps someone else. Whoever had last
used the ferry had taken it downriver and, possibly with an eye to future use, secured it dong theriver
bank.

Twenty-five yards now and Rourke dropped his speed as he widened his arc and edged away from the
water. Eighteen feet, he decided— the jump would be eighteen feet from the river bank to the auto ferry,
more dangerous because it was so short and the power and accel eration he'd need to make it might carry
him too far. The ferry'slength was about thirty feet from end to end. Ten feet remaining before the jump
and Rourke shouted to the girl behind him, "Hold on— tight!"

Hisjaw sat, Rourke whedled the bike, aming it straight for the river bank, the Harley bumping and



jostling over the rough ground. Rourke's hands gripped the handlebars like a pair of vices, hiseyes
aready focused on the auto ferry deck. He revved the Harley Davidson, pulling up on the front end by
the handlebars, and the bike jumped out over the water, the rear end dropping. The front end wastoo
high, Rourke thought. Then the rear whedl crashed onto the deck. Throwing hisweight forward to get
steering control from the front whed, Rourke roared to the girl, " Jump clear— jump— now!"

Rourke braked the Harley hard, the bike skidding. And above the screeching sound and the exhaust
noises there was dtill the gunfire. The bike dipped, till diding and Rourke with it toward the far end of
the deck. The wooden planks were rough against Rourke's hands and legs, tearing a him. He twisted the
machine, hauling at it, trying to dow it. The bikefindly stopped and Rourke with it. Helooked up, his
hands bleeding, hisarms aching. The Harley was|ess than six inches from the edge of the auto ferry's
deck.

Rourke clambered to hisfeet, snatching at the CAR-15, dumping the empty thirty-round magazine,
ramming afresh one home. He worked the bolt and ran back across the ferry, the gun aready spitting
firein hishands.

Rourke reached the rope securing the ferry to the river bank, shouting to theinjured girl, " Secure my bike
if you can!" The A.G. Russell black chrome Sting I1A wasin hisleft hand, the double-edged blade
hacking at the rope.

Already, the remaining brigand cyclists were roaring up aong the river bank. Rourke hacked again with
the knife blade, the rope fraying and snapping as the current tugged at the auto ferry. The flat-decked
river boat pulled away from the bank now and into the current. Rourke telescoped out the stock on the
CAR-15, ripping the scope covers away. He sighted on the nearest Brigand biker, firing the CAR-15
amogt as soon asthe cross hairs settled. "One," he snarled, the first biker going down.

Rourke swvung the muzzle dong the river bank.

"Two," he whispered as he fired again, the second biker sprawling back off his machine, the motorcycle
spinning itself out into the water. Rourke swung the muzzle of the CAR-15. There were two pickup
trucks driving aong the river bank. Rourke sighted on the driver of thefirst truck. "Tough shot,” he
muttered, then drew histrigger finger back, therifle cracking but not relly moving. Another reason he
liked the .223, he thought, was that he could ride out recoil when he wanted to, since with the
graight-line stock of the CAR-15 recoil was amost non-existent.

Rourke followed the pickup truck cab through the three-power scope as the driver pawed at the whedl
with one arm. Rourke fired again. Through the scope he was able to see the bright red flower of blood

on the side of the neck, matching the one already on the driver'sright arm. The driver's head snapped
back, and the truck cut left, damming into the river bank, then bouncing toward the water. Already, the
Brigand men and women in the truck bed were jJumping clear. "No," Rourke rasped under his breath,
swinging the scope onto the escaping Brigands. He fired once, twice, three times, then atwo-round

burst, catching some of them in mid-air asthey flipped from the back of the truck. He hit some of them as
they ran off after jumping to the ground.

Rourke raised the muzzle of therifle, the rest of the surviving Brigands fleeing from theriver bank. The
rifle had done for Rourke what he/d wanted it to do— he had no desire for arunning gun battle between
theferry and theriver bank.

Heturned and stared at the girl with the reddish-brown hair. She was pae, he thought. Then he started



toward her in long, loping strides, breaking into arun, the CAR-15 swinging to hissde ashetried to
catch her before she collapsed over the side of the ferry and into the current. Rourke got both hands
under her armpits and pulled her against him. But she was aready unconscious and— he confirmed it
now— theleft arm was il streaming blood. He moved his right hand across her back, finding abullet
wound there aswdll. The sticky feeling of blood was something he couldn't mistake.

? Chapter 3

"I wasthe only one who knew how to ride amotorcycle, so | guess | was elected. I'd dwaystaked
about equdlity of the sexes— so here was my big chance. When your parents give you afirst namelike
'Sissy’ you can't just Sit around and be one.”

Rourke looked at the girl, hiseyes smiling. "So 'Sissy' had to prove she wasn't asissy. And you couldve
gotten yoursdlf killed. Or worse— and | mean thet literaly."

The girl winced alittle as Rourke checked the security of the bandage on her left shoulder where abullet
had grazed her. "Lucky for me," she began, sucking in her breath hard as Rourke took the blanket back
from her and probed at the wound aong the | eft side of her rib cage. "Lucky you're adoctor.”

"Lucky that bullet didn't break a couple of your ribs. It hit you at just the right angle and skated aong
between the second and third rib and lodged there. In afew daysyoull fed fine. Timefor that old joke
about the guy who'sinjured, both hands damaged. Says to the doctor, "Y ou mean after the bandages
come off, I'll be ableto play the violin? The doctor nods and the guy says, 'Wow— | could never play
theviolin before!" But you'll be fine— whatever you do," Rourke added.

"After | passed out, did I— ahh—" the girl Ssammered.

"What? That ahh of yours covers awide range of possibilities. But no— al you did was stay passed out.
| took the auto ferry downstream— | make it about twenty-five miles or so— and that's where |
removed the bullet dong your ribs. Then | decided it was safe to stop awhile. So herewe are.” Rourke
gestured with his hands to the riverside clearing, asemicircle of bright green pinesand afew naturaly
growing cedars at the far sde. Beyond the treeswere foothills.

"l didn't say anything then?" the girl asked again.

Rourke dropped to one knee beside her, studying her face. Therewasrelief there, and pain too— but
something ese, uncertainty and fear.

"What shouldn't you have said?' Rourke asked, his voice low, the words dow.

"No— it'sjus—"

"I'm not going to suppose those Brigands were chasing you for any other reason besides the fact that you
were aone and unarmed— and they like women that way especially. But why were you the only one
who could ride abike— what did you get elected to do?' Rourke asked.

" Just— some friends of mine. We were— up in the mountains ever since the War and we had to get—
ahh—" and the girl stopped.

"Next time you say ahh, let me know in advance and | can get atongue depressor out of the first-aid kit
and check your tonsils," Rourketold her.



"I'm sorry," she amiled. "It'sjust that— ahh—" And she laughed, tears coming into the corners of her
eyesasecond later as she reached for her |eft rib cage.

"| forgot to mention you shouldn't laugh,” Rourke said dowly.
"l just promised—"

"Here" Rourke fished into his hip pocket and took out hiswallet, opened the plastic bag sedling it, and
searched indgde. In amoment he passed her a plastic coated identity card with his photo oniit.

"CILAY?

"Retired. | don't even think thereisa C.1.A. any more. | guesswhat I'm trying to get acrossisyou can
trust me— if you need to."

Rourke took one of hissmall, dark tobacco cigarsand lit it in the blue-yelow flame of his Zippo. "Wdl?'
he asked her.

"I'm Sissy Wiznewski— Doctor Wiznewski, redly. I'm akind of geologi<t,” she began.
"What kind of geologigt?'

"Seismology. We— Dr. Jarvis, Dr. Tanagura, Peter Krebbs, and I— we were manning a survey station
up inthe mountains.”

"l don't follow you," Rourke said matter-of-factly.
"Wadl, | don't know if you know it," she began again, "but there are—"

"Fault lines around here," Rourke interrupted. "But the strength of any shocksin the area has been minor
ofar.”

"Right— that's true. That's why we were here. We were recording plate tectonics to compare with plate
movement in Cdiforniaand aong the West Coast. Y ou may have read or seen something on television
about how scientists are trying to figure ways of defusing earthquakes before stress between plates gets
S0 severe that one plate dips and theres amgjor earthquake.”

"S0," Rourke said thoughtfully, studying the girl's face— she had green eyes. " So you were studying plate
movement here to get a handle on what— other than geol ogic age— has contributed to stability and to
learn what you could engineer into this defusing process.”

"Yeah," sheinterrupted him. "Exactly. So we could learn what we might be able to do to stabilize plate
movement on the West Coadt. If we investigated the end result of aquiescent fault system then we might
learn what sort of thingswe could do to relieve plate tensions on the West Coast.”

"Wasit working?' Rourke asked her.

"Yes— | think so. | mean, al the preliminary data we were accumulating seemed to indicate our research
was going dong theright direction and everything. But it wasredly too early to tell, then there was the—"



The girl stopped, turning her face away to Sare at the ground.
"What? Were you sort of like Noah's dove— they sent you out to seeif there were ill aworld left?”

"No," she answered, her voice so soft Rourke could barely hear it. He guessed the girl was about
twenty-seven or twenty-eight. And Rourke also guessed there was something that was frightening her,
more terribly than the pursuit of the Brigands or even the War itsalf.

"Y ou discovered something, something that couldn't wait any longer,” he surmised.

"Yes— wedid. It was redlly an accident, but we're certain about the findings, at |east as certain aswe
can be without field investigation on the spot. | don't know if that's possible. We figured somebody had
totdl the Army, or even if the Russians had won the War, tell them. Somebody had to do something.
And thereisn't timeto wait."

"Tdl them what?' Rourke asked her, studying the glowing reddish tip of hiscigar.
"Who won the War?' Thegirl looked a him, her eyeswide.

"Wedl lost— the Soviets have some troops over here, but... Y ou're ascientist, you should see that
better than | do. If it's summer now— then why are we wearing heavy clothes, why has the temperature
been dipping to the freezing mark at night? What did you find?'

"Tdl me onething firds— was the West Coast bombed heavily."
"Y ou have people there?"
"Y es, but— from a scientific stlandpoint, | need to know. Do you know?"

"Apparently the fault line ruptured under the impact of the explosions there— the old fears about
Cdiforniadipping off into the sea. Well," Rourke sighed, "it happened— thereisno West Coast
anymore. None— it'sgone.”

The girl made the sign of the cross, staring down at the ground, heavy sobbing her only responseto his
words.

Rourke stood up, walking toward the river bank, studying the water, the tip of hiscigar, thetoes of his
black combat boots. He heard her voice behind him, the words difficult to understand through the sounds
of her tears. "Did they bomb Florida?' But the girl didn't wait for him to answer as he turned to face her.
He watched as she stared straight ahead into the trees. "Well— then we're right. The night of the
bombing."

"The Night of the War?' Rourke almost whispered. " The bombing did something that shouldn't have been
possible, but it created an artificid fault line— | guessyou'd cdl it that. The instruments we had implanted
al up and down the coast went insane when the bombs dropped that night. But they were built to
withstand massive shock and most of them held up. We then found afault line that wasn't there before
the War, graduadly growing. It could be days from now, just afew, but it could aso be hours. There's
going to be an earthquake, one of the most massive ever recorded. There could be thousands of people
killed. Maybe millions. | don't know how many people there are down there since the War began. But
soon—" The girl sobbed heavily. Rourke took afew steps nearer to her, then dropped to one knee



beside her. " Soon, there's going to be an earthquake aong that new fault line, and it will separate the
Florida peninsulafrom the rest of the continent and the peninsulawill crash down into the sea. There
should betidal waves al along the coadt, into the Gulf too. But the whole Florida Peninsulawill disappear
from the face of the earth.”

The girl looked up at him, turning around awkwardly because of her wounds. Rourke saw something
pleading in her eyes and hefolded her into hisarms, letting her cry againgt his chest. " So many, so many
people— Jesus," the girl cried.

Rourke looked down into the girl's hair, then over his shoulder toward the ferry boat. The motorcycle on
the deck was dmost completely out of gasoline after the high-speed chase. "Paul,” Rourke whispered.
"My God..."

Rourke let the girl cry for awhile— the tension of everything that had happened to her demanded it, he
realized. He guessed she'd been close to some of the people who had died in the San Andreas quake
that had wiped out Cdifornia. And now she saw it happening dl over again. She said nothing else yet, but
Rourke redlized now why she had been sent by the others of her team. The knowledge of the impending
disaster had forced them to do something. Rourke wondered silently if Cuba or perhapsthe Russians
could be somehow derted to help in the evacuation. Certainly the government of United States |1 should
betold. All three had astake in the population of FHorida. Rourke wondered how many men, women,
and children had survived the Night of the War, the reported Communist Cuban occupation.

There was his own search for Sarah and the children to consider. But perhaps they would be near the
coast where the tidal waves provide abuilt-in warning as the tides begin risng. Therewould &t least bea
chance for them, Rourke thought. But hisfriend Paul Rubenstein was likely in Floridaby now. There
would be no chance for him. Rourke thought about the young man. Before the Night of the War, neither
had known the other existed. And in the space of afew hours after the crash of the diverted jetliner they
had al ridden, Rourke and Paul Rubenstein— ultimately the only two survivors from the passengers and
crew— had begun the friendship that had carried them across two-thirds of the United States. Rourke
suddenly realized he had no ideawhy the New Y ork City-based editor with atrade magazine had been
in Canadato begin with and headed toward Atlanta. Rourke shook his head, asmile crossing hislips.

Rourke thought about himself amoment. He had made few friendsin hislife, had dways had few
reatives. "Friends," he whispered under his breath. Sarah, hiswife, had dways been hisfriend— perhaps
that was why they had argued so much before the War, wasting hours they hadn't bothered to tally.
Nataia— hismost curiousfriend, he thought. He remembered their meeting in Texasthat had led to
Rourke's having afinal showdown with her KGB husband, killing him. Rourke redlized she probably
hated him now. The one friend was Paul Rubengtein.

"I'll help you," Rourke whispered to the girl, her head againgt his chest and her sobbing subsiding now.
"We can take the ferry boat downriver. | think | can find acontact in Army Intelligence in Savannah. We
can do something to try to get some of the people out before it happens. | don't really know how much
we can do, how many people can be evacuated— however it's done. But you and your colleagues were
right,” hetold her. "Something hasto be done. And | guess now it's up to both of us."

Thegirl looked up a him, her green eyes il wet with tears, her face paer than it should have been.
Rourke decided it was the loss of blood, the shock of the bullet wounds she'd sustained. He wondered
how his own facelooked. But it was a decision he had to make, he redlized. The immediate search for
Sarah, Michad, and Ann— hisfamily. Perhaps Paul was like a brother held never had, Rourke thought,
smiling, amused at himsdlf. He remembered Sarah oncetelling him that it was cold-blooded to plan for



aurviva if most of your fellow men could not survive. Their perennia argument over his preparation for
disaster and her optimism concerning world peace had been forever resolved on the Night of the War
when bitter reality had proven his case. But the one thing he'd never been able to make her understand
wasthat he had noillusionsthat surviva aonewould be survivd. It wasthe enlightened self-interest of
love that made him search for Sarah and his two children, Rourke redized. And it was the "selfishness' of
friendship that compelled him now to find Paul Rubenstein. Rourke had buried hisfather yearsearlier, his
mother not long after that. If the Night of the War had taught him anything, Rourke thought, it wasthat a
human life was too precious not to fight for.

? Chapter 4

Sarah Rourke rested her hands on the saddle horn. Tildi€'s head dipped down asthe horse browsed a a
patch of grass. Sarah's eyes scanned the valley beneath the low hill on which they'd stopped. She looked
behind her. Michad sat easly in the saddle of her husband's big off-white horse, Sam. Sheamiled &t little
Annie, the girl waving to her. Shaking her head, dmost not believing the children could have endured
what they had, she studied her hands. The nails were trimmed short and there was dirt under them. She
had always kept her nailslong, even with the farm, the children, the horses, her illugtrating. At least the
nails on her left hand had been nearly perfect, she thought, smiling. Shelooked at the gold wedding band,
wondering if somewhere ill in the world its mate was on aliving hand like her own. She cooed to the
horse under her asit started to move, raising both her hands to the nape of her neck to retie the blue and
white bandanna over her hair. Was John Rourke actually alive? she wondered.

Mary Mulliner'sfarm, she remembered. She could have stayed there, forever if she had wanted to, the
children having an idand of normdity in the world or what was | €eft of it. But she had packed the
saddlebags, the dufflebag, cleaned the assault rifle she'd taken from one of the men who'd tried to rape
and kill her. Sheld gotten Mary's red-headed son to show her how to "field strip”— that was what he had
caled it— therifle and her husband's Colt .45 automatic. She'd saddled her own horse that morning.
Annie had cried, and Michadl had talked of how he would take care of Annie, and hismother aswell. It
was summer now, though by the weether she realized she would have never guessed that. Turning and
looking at her two children, she murmured, "Michael will be saven.” She shook her head in dishdlief. Six
years old and he had killed a man to save her life; six years old and the boy had saved her life again after
sheld drunk contaminated water. The corners of her gray-green eyes crinkled with asmile— the
resemblance between Michadl and his father wasn't just physicd. She studied the boy's face, the dark
eyes, thethick, dark hair. The forehead was lower; but Michadl was still aboy, she reminded hersdif.
The shoulders, the leanness about him. But it was the strength the boy seemed to have inside of him that
at once heartened and sometimes terrified her. He was John al over— loving, analyticd, practicd, yet a
dreamer too. It had taken the War, sherealized, to understand that John Rourke's preoccupation with
survivaism had not been nightmarish, but adream for going on when civilization itsdlf falled. She amiled
again. She could no more seethe War or its aftermath killing her hushand John than it had killed
Michagl— and Michael was here, with her now.

"Michadl," shesaid, looking at the boy with asmile on her lips.
He smiled back at her, saying, "Why are you smiling like that?'
"I loveyou." Shelooked over a Annie. "And | loveyou, too."
"Weknow that," the boy said, starting to laugh.

"l know you know," shelaughed. Then she pulled up on Tildiesreins and said over her shoulder to the
children, "Come on kids—"



She stopped, reining in, theinternd terror gripping a her again, thinking, "' Come on— where?" Shaking
her heed, shelet out on the reins, moving her knees againg Tildieswarm flanks again. "Come on,” she
sad doud, garting the mare down into the valley.

They rodein relaive quiet for more than an hour as shejudged it by the sun still far to the east. After she
had |eft the Mulliner farm she had tried heading into Georgia. But there had been Brigands, too many of
them, sheld thought, to wait it out or skirt around them. She had made the decision then to turn East into
the Carolinas, trying to reenter Georgia as she judged she had dmost two days ago, nearer the Atlantic
Coagt. She had convinced hersdlf that perhaps Savannah till existed as an entity, too important asa
Segport to bomb from existence. Shereined in on Tildie again, staring now acrossthe low valley, then
back behind her into the hills. Before the War, she thought, the sound of an automobile or truck engine
had been familiar, sometimes comforting. She had liked it when someone had stopped by the farm
unexpectedly— at least most of thetime. There would be the rumbling, humming noise, and shewould
look out the window of her studio or through the kitchen windows and see afamiliar vehicle pulling up
the driveway. Since the War the sound of engines had meant only one thing to her— Brigands.

"Children!" she dmost shrieked. "Hurry up!" Shekicked her hedsinto Tildie's sides, bending around in
the saddle, watching Michadl as he dropped low over his horse's neck, and Annie as she dapped her tiny
hands againgt her horse's rump. The two children moved their mounts ahead. "Hurry," she caled again,
her right hand moving from Tildies mane to the butt of her husband's Government Modd .45 jammed in
the waistband of her faded Levis. In the valley where they rode, they were in the open, exposed.

She could pinpoint the source of the sound now, just over the hillsleading down into the valey. The only
shelter up ahead was afarmhouse. "Over therel” shefinaly shouted, wishing the children could make
their animals move more quickly, wishing she hadn't let Annietry riding by hersdlf. The girl wasn't yet five,
wouldn't befor four more months. "Come on, children,” she said again, staring back toward the hills, the
engine sounds getting louder, more well defined. Trucks, many of them— and there was another sort of
sound. She had ridden with John on his motorcycle, she had heard motorcycles ever since the War, and
she heard them now.

"Brigands," she dmost screamed to the children. "Hurry! For God's sske—" And under her breath asshe
drew in on thereins, Tildie backing up astep, the children amost even with her now, Sarah whispered,
"For our sake!"

She stared toward the hills, the engine noises getting louder, then turned her head quickly, watching the
children's mounts heading toward the farmhouse. Shedrew intight on Tildiesreins, loosing the modified
AR-15 from the saddle thongs, dinging it across her back. "Come on, girl," she snapped, heding into the
horse, bending low over itsflowing mane asthe dark hairs whipped her face in the wind, tears coming to
her eyes because of it.

Sarah passed Annie's horse, swinging her right hand out and swatting the horse on the rump. Then she
snatched at thereins, leading out the | eft rein as she pulled ahead on Tildie. Glancing behind her, first at
Annie, then to the hills, Sarah thought she saw the profile of atruck or car coming into view. She shouted
to Tildie, "Giddup! Comeon, girl!" Michael was dready starting to rein in, the farmhouse just ahead.
"Michad!" Sarah shouted. " Get your horse insde— hurry!" Sarah, as Michael began dismounting, reined
inold Tildie, swinging easily from the saddle, shifting the AR-15 on her back, snatching out with both
hands for the reins of Annie's horse. She hauled the anima down, then grabbed the little girl from the
saddle. "Run— into the house." Sarah pushed Michad ahead of her, holding the reinsnow of al three
horses.



Michael was struggling with the farmhouse door. Sarah dmost pushed the boy aside, throwing her weight
againgt the door as shetried turning the knob, the rough unpainted wood scratching against her hands.
But the door gave and she hurried Michael through, Annie after him. She could see over to the brow of
the hill now— they weren't trucks. They were tanks, with red stars on their sides. "Russians,” she rasped,
swatting the horsesin through the door ahead of her. She stepped through the door, swinging it shut,
collapsng againdt it.

Sarah Rourke heard Michael cdl out, "Mommal™ She spun on her hedls, the .45 automatic in her hand,
her thumb pushing down the safety. Two ideas came to her as one— how conditioned she had become
to danger, to defending hersdlf and the children from it; and who was the man with the bloodstained shirt,
arevolver fdling from hislimp right hand as he collapsed onto the floor from acot in the corner. He had
what sheé'd learned was a South Georgia accent as he rasped, "1'm with the Resistance...

As Sarah started toward him across the floor, she realized there were Russians outside her door— but
there was a new, unwanted responsibility within.
? Chapter 5

John Rourke watched as the needle of the Harley'sfuel gauge hovered near the"E"— he made it another
ten miles before he reached the Site of the strategic fudl reserve, one of the sites pinpointed on the map
given him by Samue Chambers, the President of United States |1. Rourke had memorized the map, then
destroyed it, later reproducing acopy and storing it at the Retreat where Paul Rubenstein memorized it as
well. Thiswasthefirg time Rourke had found it necessary to tap into the fuel reserve supply— finding
gasoline, geding it, trading for it as he had gone dong. But thiswas the farthest he had been from the
Retrest aswell.

He had taken the auto ferry asfar as he dared toward Savannah, abandoning it and leaving the girl in as
secure aspot as he could find. He did not want the injured girl to dow him as he made hisway to the
gasoline supply, nor would he unnecessarily endanger her. Asbest he knew, Soviet troops honeycombed
the Savannah area, using it as a primary southeastern port facility now. And there were Brigands, asthe
earlier encounter attested. Rourke had |eft the woman the little Colt Lawman two incher aslast ditch
protection, aswell asfood and water in case something went wrong. There was arise ahead and Rourke
took the bike up, then over it. Checking the black-faced Rolex Submariner on hiswrist, he made it
another ten minutes before he reached the Site given the current terrain— and remembering the map he
didn't foresee the terrain improving. It was uneven, untraveled. All in dl, Rourke reflected, asmile
crossing hislips, the perfect location for astrategic oil and gas reserve. Off the beaten path, ble by
motorcycle or the heaviest of trucks. Rourke pitied the fudl tanker drivers who had traveled the rough
road to bring the gasoline there origindly.

After severd more minutes driving the Harley, the needle fud gauge settled well below Empty, and
Rourke stopped the bike, the engine running alittle rough, he thought. In hismind's eye he pinpointed the
spot from the map, then checked his lensatic compass to make certain the coordinates hed memorized
were correct. He started the Harley Davidson down off the rise, dowly, the CAR-15 dung under his
right arm. Rourke redlized he was now at his most vulnerable. He could be stopped, in the open, the
motorcycle unusable while he refuded then filled his emergency container. Rourke circled the big black
bike around the clearing, then dowed it, cutting thewhed dightly |eft. He stopped, putting down the kick
stand. Then he dismounted the bike, snapped back the bolt on the CAR-15 and let it fly forward,
chambering around. Rourke thumbed on the safety and walked out to the clearing, checking the
compass again against the memorized map. He spotted alikely stand of trees and walked toward it,
pushing hisway through the pine boughs severd feet, then finding the valve.



Chambers had explained that the strategic fuel reserves shown on the map were emergency supplies as
opposed to massive reservesfor civilian, industrial, and military use. Because of their emergency nature,
they had been designed to operate on air pressure rather than eectricity. And that meant that thetime to
refud an average full-sized automobile, for example, as Chambers had explained it, would be roughly ten
to twelve minutes— a dow process. Rourke smiled at the thought. He wondered if held ever drive an
"average automobile' again. He went back to the Harley, then walked the bike back toward the edge of
the treeline and began the refuding process. Even with the vastly smaller tanks, including the auxiliary
tank, the process still seemed interminable as Rourke worked the pump, leaving the key on to watch the
fuel gauge. Heredlized that with air in the system and the nearly bone-dry tank he could easily make a
mistake, assuming histankswere full whenin redity they weren't. As hefuded the Harley, then began
working on his emergency container, he scanned the clearing and the crude road leading down and
through it. Hewas il vulnerable.

Rourke froze, hearing something that chilled his spine— it was another human voice, the words
unmistakably Russian. It was cool, clear and there was astrong wind blowing from the direction from
which hedd come, and despite the gpprehension gripping Rourke now, he continued the fueling operation.
The voice came from beyond the low ridge over which held entered the clearing. Rourke calculated the
Stuation— there were at least two men, probably an advance Soviet patrol. Rourke swung the CAR-15
forward, telescoping out the stock. He glanced at the emergency fuel container— it was almost full. He
tightened the gas cap on the Harley Davidson, visudly ingpecting the areato make certain held left no
other signs of his presence beyond thetire tracks. He'd spilled afew drops of fuel and he kicked dirt
over the damp spotsin the ground. The container was full and Rourke stopped pumping. Quickly, his
eyesriveted through his dark aviator-style sunglasses to the ridge, Rourke sedled the emergency
container, securing it on the Harley.

He coiled the pump hose back into its base, then shut down the valve, working the combination lock to
secure it— Chambers had given Rourke the combination, too, at the time Rourke had received the map.

He heard the Russian voice more clearly now, closer. Moving the bike without starting it toward the
center of the clearing, he went back over the ground and obliterated any footprints or tread marks as
best he could, using the leather jacket he'd stripped from his back. Shouldering back into the jacket,
redinging the CAR-15 and collapsing the stock, Rourke mounted the motorcycle and waited. If the voice
came no closer, he would wait until it was no longer audible, then go up to the ridge and, when all

seemed clear, stedl away. It was of paramount importance not to attract too much attention to the
clearing and cause the Sovietsto initiate a detailed search for the fudl reserve.

He could hear the voice clearly now, saying something in Russian about having followed tiretracks. A
smile crossed Rourkeslips. Quickly, he dug into the Lowe pack on the back of the Harley, dismounting
the bike then and gathering together some twigs and branches. Using the Zippo after skinning shavings off
severd of the twigswith hisknife, Rourke started the twigs burning, setting out a pack of Mountain
House food from the back pack on the ground. He crouched beside the small fire, waiting. If the
Russians came over theridge, they would see the campfire— and Rourke would hopefully convince them
he had stopped for amed. If he gave them areason why he was there to begin with, then there might be
no reason for the Russiansto search further. He stared at the ridgeline, ripping open the Mountain House
food pack. It was Turkey Tetrazini, and he scooped a handful of the dehydrated food into his hand,
nibbling at it, letting the moisture of his mouth react with it to get the taste,

"No sensewadting dl of it," he muttered to himsdlf. Finally Rourke heard a second voice— held begun to
think the Russian on the other side of the ridge was neuratic, talking to himself. He could hear the



conversation reasonably well now— the two voices were saying the tracksled up over theridge.

Shaking his head, Rourke dung the CAR-15 across his back, muzzle down, safety on. He took the
Metdifed six-inch Colt Python from the flap holster on hisbelt and pulled back on the cylinder release
catch, spinning the cylinder once, checking that the g ector rod wastight. He closed the cylinder, hisright
fist wrapped around the black rubber Colt Medallion Pachmayr Grips, the long vent-ribbed barrel resting
across hisleft thigh. And he munched a more of the Turkey Tetrazini, waiting for what he knew now was
inevitable

He squinted againg the sunlight, fedling the heet of the small fire near his hands, hoping the Russians
would hurry. A smile crossed hislips. Over theridge-line he could see the crown of a Soviet foraging
cap, then the head under it.

He stared at the face; the Russian stared back. Therewas acry of dlarm, and the Russian started to
swing his AK-47 into position. Rourke, still squatting beside the fire, swung the Python up on line, the
butt of the pistal in both his hands, the silvery front Sght lining up dead center in the white outline Omega
square notch. He pulled the trigger through, double action, the muzzle risng dightly asthe revolver
discharged. "Love that Mag-Na-Porting," he muttered to himself, the recoil from the full house .357
158-grain semi-jacketed soft point amost negligible. Rourke was on hisfeet then, running.

As he reached the Harley Davidson, jumping into the saddle, knocking away the stand, he saw a second
Russian coming over theridgeline, an AK-47 in the man's hands. Asthe Russian started to fire, Rourke
wingshot the Python, once, then again. The Soviet soldier fell back. Rourke replaced the Python in the
holster, gunning the motorcycle. Gunfire started up behind him, chewing into the dirt around him ashe
bent low over the machine. The engine was running well again, he decided, as he hit the opposite
ridgeline and jumped the bike over it, coming down in the dirt, gunning the machine and starting down
toward aroad perhaps two hundred yards ahead. He could hear vehicles behind him, shouts, gunfire—
he still had no idea of the size of the Soviet patrol, but hoped they'd bought the campfire routine. As
Rourke reached the road, he looked back aong theriver. There was a Soviet truck, small,
camouflage-painted, coming toward him. He skidded the bike into atight turn, stopping it, drawing the
Python, thumbing back the hammer. The Russian vehicle was over theridge. Rourke fired the Python,
once, then twice more in rapid succession. There was acloud of steam from the front of the truck, the
vehicle stopped dead halfway over the ridge. Rourke dropped the Python back into the holster and
gunned the Harley down the road. It was tree-lined, the branches almost touching over theroad as he
passed under them. He reached hisleft hand into his shirt pocket and found one of hissmall cigars. Biting
down onit in theleft corner of his mouth as he sped dong the road, Rourke decided to light it later.

? Chapter 6

Generd Varakov stood looking out from the mezzanine onto the main hall. Over the time he had used the
lakesde Museum as his headquarters, since hisarrival from Maoscow shortly after the Night of the War,
he had studied the skeletons of the mastodons, fighting and dominating the main hall of the Museum.
Varakov smiled— it was either here or down by the lakeside where he did most of histhinking these
days. He tried to remember where he had done most of histhinking in Maoscow, then realized that
perhaps he had not done as much as he could there. Shaking his head, he walked back from therailing
and sat on one of thelow benches, till overlooking the great hall. He had practically memorized the
reports which littered his desk. The Cubans, always the Cubans.

After the War, Florida had been ceded to them to appease the Communist leader of their idand nation.
He decided that had been a policy mistake on the part of the Premier and the Politburo. Reports
indicated the Communist Cubans had made severa incursionsinto southernmost Georgia— Soviet



territory. There were reports of concentration camps, mass executions of Cuban Americans. It was that
sort of thing, Varakov knew, that undermined anything positive he could do to relieve the pressure from
American Resstance groups. His own command had prisons established to hold captured Resistance
personnd and other suspected undesirables; but the camps were humanely run— he checked on them
persondly. There were few executions, and only those of Res stance people caught in the act of taking a
Soviet life. It was, after dl, war. The Cubans, he thought.... What they reportedly did was not war. There
had been two dangerous confrontations between Soviet patrols and Cuban forces in southern Georgia
aready. Doubtlessy there would be more, he knew.

"Cadtro," Varakov muttered.

It was clear, he felt, that something had to be done with the Cubans— and quickly. He had no desire for
"border" conflicts over something he considered as useless as Horida. And his assessments over the
years of the Communist Cuban regime had dways led to what he felt was an inescapable conclusion— it
was immature. With persons who behaved as irrespons ble juvenile delinquents, he decided, one could
never be too cautious.

After sfting through the reports, he had spent an amost equa amount of time perusing personnd files. He
rubbed his hands together, standing on his sore feet and walking back toward the railing, hisuniform
jacket unbuttoned. Varakov wiggled histoesinsde his shoes, staring down into the main hdl. Cal.
Congantine Miklov was the perfect man— a senior officer and a prudent individua, experienced in
dedling with the Cubans after three years asamilitary adviser there. Miklov's Spanish, Varakov
understood from the file, was faultless.

A smile crossed Varakov'slips. In the one areawhere Miklov was dightly lacking— intelligence
background— Varakov could compensate and at the same time achieve an ancillary god. Natdia
Tiemerovna He had recently promoted her to mgor. Almost fully recovered from the begting Vladmir
Karamatsov— her now-dead husband thanks to the American Rourke— had administered to her, she
was wanting an assignment. She spoke Spanish well, Varakov knew, and her natura frankness— the
qudity that so much endeared her to him— made her more important and more va uable than her
relaionship to him as hisniece. All thiswould makeit easier for her to discover what rationale were
behind the Cuban incursionsinto Soviet occupied territory.

Heleaned againg the railing, amused a his own thinking. Was he redlly sending her because of his needs,
or because he saw aneed in her that thiswould fulfill?

He shrugged the problem away, thinking that perhaps of late he had become more of an uncle and less of
agenera in matters concerning Natalia He should have engineered things to have Rourkekilled, he
knew, following the nation of Karamatsov. But Rourke had not redly nated the man—
afterwardsit had appeared there had been a"fair” fight between them, Rourke winning. Varakov
shrugged again— he liked Rourke. A good man was agood man, Varakov thought, despite his politics.
He smiled, then— whether Natadiaadmitted it to hersalf or not, and despite her vow to kill Rourke after
learning he had killed her husband, theincredibly beautiful Natalialoved the wild and deadly American.

Varakov began to laugh out loud, turning from the ba cony railing and starting down the long, low dairs
back toward the main hall and his adjoining office. It amused him that he was so concerned over a
potentialy volatile situation between Russaand Cuba. "' should be more concerned about that," he
muttered as he reached the base of the stairs, wondering what he would do if something were to happen
that brought Natalia and Rourke together— the KGB major and the ex-C.1.A. covert operations officer.



"Amusing,” he said, passing histal, young secretary, then chuckling again asit seemed evident her eyes
were trying to decipher hislaughter. "Nothing,” hetold her good-naturedly, walking toward his desk.
Then under his breath he muttered, "Nothing yet."

? Chapter 7

"Whoisit?'

"If they're close enough to answer, it's usudly too late to shoot,” John Rourke said, stepping out of the
shadows of the small stand of pines, lessthan six feet from the reddish-brown-haired woman, her hair
amog black in thetwilight.

"My God— do you dways—"

"No, | don't usualy creep up on people— just wanted to make certain you were done,” Rourketold her,
taking two steps and standing beside her as she sat on the ground, her back propped against some

rocks. "How are you fedling, Sissy?" he asked, bending down beside her, studying her face despite the
shadows.

"Tired, nervous— better though, | think," she said. "Here— take thisback.” She handed Rourke the
Metdifed two-inch Colt Lawman .357 hed left with her earlier. "Guns make me nervous.”

"No reason guns should do anything to you," hetold her, hisvoicelow. "A gunisjust like ascrewdriver,
asaw, astethoscope, a scalpel— or a seismograph,” Rourke added.

"Y ou can't kill someone with aseismograph, though,” the girl said, her voicetired.

Lighting one of the small cigarswith the Zippo, then clicking the lighter shut and studying it in hisleft hand,
Rourke inhaed hard, exhaing and watching as the gray smoketrailed up into the dim sunlight above the
leve of therocks. ™Y ou can misuse anything, or you can useit for good— guns aren't any different. |
could take one of these—" and he opened his coat, patting the butt of the stainless Detonics under his left
arm—"and go become a Brigand like those people chasing you this morning. Or, do what | did— fight
the Brigands. | can use the gun for either job, can't 1? It doesn't change the nature of the gun, the gun
itself has no persondlity, doesit?"

"Wdl, no..."

"Guns bother people because the people don't understand them. People are generdlly afraid of something
they don't understand. Try showing a seismograph to an Audtradian bushman and the stylus moving aong
the graph paper making strange lines will scare him to death— just like you and this." Rourke balanced
thelittle Colt in hisright hand, then dipped it under hisjacket in the smal of his back.

"Maybeyou'reright,” the girl said. "But— weapons, dl of that— it caused this," she said as she Stared
toward the orange-red horizon.

"No," Rourke whispered. "Just like my andogy with the Brigands. Nuclear power could have been used
for good, and in alot of waysit was— maybe it till will be. It's the same thing with people not
understanding something, being afraid of it. The Russians never redly understood us; we never redly
understood them. The few on both sides who did understand didn't start the war. It was the people who
never took the time to understand, or the oneswho didn't want to. That's why you'retrying to dert
what'sleft of Army Intelligence to an impending disagter, that'swhy I'm searching for my wife and



children. Not enough people understood or cared to. That's why were here now."
"It'sdl over, redly— isn't it?" the girl whispered hoarsdly, her words choked and halting.

"I think so— I'm not sure. | don't know if anybody is. But you can't just lie down and die. Aslong as
you're breathing there's a chance.”

"But the sunsets, the sunrises, the weather— dl of it—" the woman began.

"Weve done something that may never have been done before, or maybe the world reached aleve of
sophigtication like ours eons ago— | don't know," he whispered dowly. "Maybe history does repest
itsdlf. All the crap we belted into the atmosphere— it hasn't been like that since there was mass vulcanism
millions of years ago. What kind of effect it'sgoing to have, | don't know. I'm adoctor— you're a
scientist. Do you know?"

"No, but..."
"Maybe you're lucky— maybe we're both lucky."

Rourke looked up at the sky again. The sun had finaly winked below the horizon and starswere visible,
though the sky seemed purple more than black or deep blue.

"Do you think there's anyone out there?" she asked, her voice soft, little-girl sounding.

"Maybe that's the greatest tragedy of thiswholething,” Rourke answered dowly. "Maybe well never
know. | kind of think there hasto be. Maybe if we'd encountered acivilization that had gotten itself over
the technological hump and il survived we could have learned how to do it.”

"Y ou're a strange man, John— | mean, adoctor who runs around on amotorcycle and carriesguns. You
don't fit any mold | ever encountered.”

"I'll take that asacompliment.” Rourke smiled in the darkness. "Wed better get on the way to
Savannah— see what we can do to contact what government thereis.”

"Then you got the gas for your motorcycle?’

"Uh-huh," Rourke answered absently. He stared starward— wondering.
? Chapter 8

"| think I'm the last— Jeez! That hurtd"

Sarah Rourke bent over the blond-haired man's I eft thigh, her face closeto it. The wound didn't smell and
she surmised that was agood sign. She wished she'd taken her hospital volunteer work more serioudly,
or watched John more closely the few times she'd seen him work. She remembered once shortly after
they'd married they had met a doctor Rourke had worked with during hisinternship, before hed
essentialy abandoned medicine and gone to work for the Centra Intelligence Agency. The man— she
tried to remember his name... Feingtein? Feinburg? It was something like that, sheld decided. The man,
whatever his name, had told her something while John had stepped away for afew moments. John il
smoked cigarettes in those days, and he might have gone to get afresh pack. It wasyears ago, she
thought. The doctor had told her, though, that John had been the most promising man held ever worked



with in medicine— with hands skilled enough to make him a top surgeon, had he chosen to become one,
and amind quick enough to make important life-and-death decisions and then act. The latter quality—
the doctor's name had been Feinmann, she finaly remembered— was the rare thing, the thing that made
greatnessin adoctor.

Sarah Rourke looked at the Resistance fighter on the cot beside her. "What's your name?' she
remembered to ask.

"Harmon Kleinschmidt," hetold her, the voice srained.

"Wdll, Mr. Klein—" She stopped and started again. "Harmon— my husband, the children's father, isa
doctor. I'm not. | had somefirst-aid courses, rolled bandages as a volunteer, and watched my husband
operate afew timesin emergencies. | know what to do to get your wounds cleaned up, maybe| can
even take out abullet if it isn't too close to something vital. But since I'm the best you've got right now
and snceweve got Russiansal around us, why don't you just shut up and bite on atowel or something
and let me do what | can. Okay?"

Kleinschmidt fell back against the rolled blanket he used asapillow. "Can | talk?" he rasped. Shedidn't
look up a him, but it sounded as though he'd spoken through clenched teeth.

"Sure— if it helps," she whispered. She glanced over her shoulder. Michagl and Anniewere rubbing
down the horses, not watching. She was happy for that because the leg wound wasn't pretty, and after
that there was till the shoulder wound.

"They got al of us— dl but me. Mogt of the women and kids pulled out after the men dl got themselves
nailed. Me, | tried making it somewhere, anywhere— | wound up here."

Sarah didn't think the man was making too much sense, "What happened?’ she asked, not redlly caring,
but trying to keep his mind occupied. There was abig, deformed chunk of metal very closeto thebonein
his upper thigh and she knew that removing it would hurt.

"Well... hmmm," he groaned. "Well, they— the Reds— we figured to git 'em. Figured they needed
Savannah as a segport. Rumors seem to be the Ruskies gave Florida over to Castro'sarmy. If they
couldn't use FHorida, Savannah would have to have been mighty important as a segport. So, wefigured
we could screw 'em good— sorry maam,” he rasped, "if we made their lives miserable. We were doin'
okay 'til we started coordinating everythin' with that U.S. I1."

"What'sU.S. 117" Sarah asked. She wasusing asmall pair of forceps from thefirst-aid kit John had
made up before the Night of the War and she had carried it from the house. "The house," she groaned
under her bresth.

"What malam?"' Kleinschmidt asked.

"Nothing, Harmon. Tell mewhat U.S. 11 is? Go on." She started probing with the forceps for the bullet.
Any minute now, hed scream, shetold herself.

"Well, | don't completely understand it mysdlf. Seems somefellanamed Sam Chambers wasthe last man
to survive from the President's cabinet. Makes him the new Presdent. There was aletter goin' ‘round—
some guys had it. My friend Jock Whitman read a copy of it— the President, the real one, hekilled
himsdlf so the Commies couldn't make him surrender.”



"I didn't know that. Are you sure?' she asked him.

"Y eah— well, the letter said that, Jock told me. There was supposed to be copies of it al over what's left
of the country. Story was the Secret Service got it out for him. When we started working with U.S. 11,
they said the same thing. But there's gotta be some kind of problem with them. After we started
coordinating everythin' with them, the Russians dmost seemed to know what we was up to before we
did. Some of usfigured they had themsdves— in U.S. |1, that is— some kind of a— aagh!”

She looked up. His body twitched violently and now his eyes were closed, his mouth contorted in pain.
But hischest was il rising and falling. As she started to grasp the bullet— at least she assumed it was
that— in the forceps, the body twitched again.

"Michad!" she called. "Come hold Mr. Kleinschmidt so he doesn't movewhen | do this. Annie, stay with
the horses.”

Michad wasbeside her in amoment. "Don't look, son," shetold him.

"It'sdl right, Momma," the boy said quietly. Even the voice, hisway of spesking, reminded her more and
more of John.

"Traitor," she said, pulling the bullet from where it was lodged. She thought it had been imbedded in a
muscle but wasn't sure.

"What?'
She looked up a Michad, forcing asmile. "No— not you, never you," she whispered.

"Mr. Kleinschmidt had been talking before he passed out. He wastelling me he thought someone was
telling the Russians what he and the rest of the Resi stance people were doing. Y ou know— like Mary
Mulliner's husband and son. They werein the Resistance. Well," she went on, probing the wound to
check if the bullet had lft any fragments, "he thought there was atraitor.”

There weren't any fragments, and she studied the bloody chunk of meta in the forceps for amoment. It
was obvioudy deformed, but it looked to bein one piece. "Such alittle thing," she said, turning it so it
would better catch thelight.

Sarah Rourke looked at Harmon Kleinschmidt's face. It seemed more peaceful now. Sheimagined that
when hewas all cleaned up he probably looked handsome. He'd told her earlier that if she helped him, he
knew of aboat they could stedl to get them all to safety on one of the offshore idands. Safety, she
thought. Then shelooked again at the bullet, dmost laughing.

? Chapter 9

Rourke looked at the woman, his eyes squinted against the sunlight. ™Y ou'll be safer here, so relax. It
should take me about an hour to get into Savannah on foot. Then oncel find my contact | might be able
to snitch some trangportation to get back faster.”

"But why aren't you taking your guns? What will you do if—"



Rourke cut her off. "If | get spotted with agun, I'm automaticaly nailed. Soviet-held cities don't even
alow Americansto carry pocket knives, let donefirearms. Y ou should likeit," Rourke added. "It'stotal
gun control.”

"Yes" shebegan, "but thisisdifferent.”

"Tell me about it sometime,” Rourke said, not particularly caring for her ethical two-facedness. He Sarted
walking, the cowboy boots from his pack fedling unfamiliar after al the time held been spending wearing
combat boots. The brim of the grayish-tan Stetson Canyon was pulled low over hisface againgt the sun,
despite the dark glasses he wore. Hed unintentionally lied to the woman, he thought as he started down
from the low rise where held left her. He wasn't completely weaponless. The heavy trophy buckle on the
belt that held up his Levis made agood wegpon in a pinch, there were his hands, too, he reasoned.
Rourke's spine shivered dightly— without agun he felt naked, but perhaps that was the best way.

There was dways the disturbing possibility the woman would lose her nerve, stedl the bike and the guns,
and be gone when he returned. He could dways sted a bike himsalf, he thought, reviewing the
possibilities. HEd miss the big customized Harley, though. The other Harley, the one held taken from a
Brigand hed killed back in New Mexico after the marauders had daughtered the survivors of the crashed
747— that Harley was at the Retreat now and he supposed he could work it over to come close to the
Low Rider hed left with Sissy. If he had to.

The gunswould be the biggest problem, Rourke decided, leaving the high ground and pardleling a
two-lane pam-lined highway leading into the city of Savannah. The twin Detonics sainless .45swould be
impossible to replace, as would be the Python and the CAR-15. There was a standard AR-15 at the
Retresat, his Metdifed Colt Government .45 was there too. For arevolver he could always use the
Metdifed Custom .357 Magnum, the heavily modified three-inch K-Frame with his name engraved on
theflatted heavy barrel. It was a superlative gun but still a K-Frame, and high-performance .357
Magnum ammo was not its best diet. He'd used the round-butted Smith & Wesson severa timeswith
superior results as a conced ment gun. He supposed it would fill the bill now.

He stopped, surveying the road some distance beyond the defile through which he walked, smiling.
Likely the woman would be there when he returned; and the guns and the Harley would bein good
order. But the menta debate he'd had with himsalf had passed the miles. In the distance now, he could
see the outskirts of Savannah.

? Chapter 10

Sarah Rourke had ridden Tildie as close to Savannah as she had dared, leaving Michadl in charge of the
wesk, yet conscious, Harmon Kleinschmidt— aswell as Annie. Kleinschmidt had inssted that if she
reached Savannah and found the boat he'd spoken of, she could take it and get them all to one of the
offshore idands where he could recuperate and she could rest with the children. Sarah had agreed to try.

Shed left her rifle with Kleinschmidt, just taking the .45 automatic in Tildie's saddlebags. Shejudged it to
be an hour'swalk when she'd unsaddled Tildie and |eft her in aclearing, no fear the animal would bolt
and run off. She had stored the saddle and the rest of the tack in awooded area not far from the clearing,
then changed clothes, thinking sheld draw less attention to herself if shedidn't look asif shed just comein
off thetrail. As she walked down the grassy hill now, she could fed thetaller grass against her barelegs
beneath the hem of the wrap-around denim skirt she wore— a gift from Mary Mulliner who'd gotten it
one Christmas from her husband and never worn it. Sheld taken alight blue T-shirt that didn't have holes
init yet and worn that; and she even wore a brafor thefirst time since leaving the Mulliner farm. She
hadn't been able to wash her hair, but it was long enough to put up now and she'd done that— hoping for



the best.

She reached the road and could see the city ahead. Feding oddly nervous without her gun, she smiled.
"My gun,” she whispered, thinking that before the War she would barely touch one and since the War
she carried one in the waistband of her pantsand dept with it at night. Shaking her head, fedling hersalf
smiling, she started down the road into Savannah, toward the docks where Harmon Kleinschmidt had
told her the boat was secured.

? Chapter 11

Rourke lit one of the small, dark tobacco cigars. Hed seen afew other men smoking and had decided it
wouldn't draw undue attention to himself. But held |eft the Zippo lighter dlong with hisgunsand the
motorcycle. It stood to reason, held decided. Cigarette lighters, which required fuel, would bein disuse
generally— no one but the Russans and afew sdlect, important Americans working with them had fud.
He used a stick match instead, cupping his hands around the flame in the dight wind as he stood at the far
end of the rough wooden pier, staring down itslength toward a decent-s zed fishing boat moored there.
The name on the boat was Stargazer |1— it was the name he recalled from the memorized list originally
given Paul Rubengtein by Captain Reed. The captain of Stargazer 11 was supposed to be Ca Summers,
thelocal Army Intelligence contact. Rourke hoped that hadn't changed. He tossed down the match and
started walking along the dock, the cowboy hat pulled low over hiseyes.

There was a man working on the deck. It was early enough that the fishermen of the area hadn't all left
yet, and Rourke understood the fudl situation was such that not all boats were allowed out of port each
day. Fishing in the surviving coastal towns, Rourke had been told by Reed and confirmed through casua
conversation with others he had met, was avital industry— given another year, the average American
survivor of the Night of the War would be starving to desth. When the Russians had bombed the center
of the country into a nuclear desert, they had aso destroyed much of Americas prime growing arees.
Thelossof Californiaand the Imperia Valey'sfruit and vegetable crops had been an added disaster.
Florida had been so heavily bombed that very little could be grown there. Rourke shook his head. With
famine would come even more violence.

He stopped on the pier just behind the aft section of Stargazer |1. There was aman standing under the
canopy, working near the controls. "Excuse me," Rourke shouted over to him.

"What'd you do?" the man answered without |ooking around.

Rourke smiled, hunching his shoulders againgt the gathering wind. Without hisleather coat, the cowboy
shirt he wore suddenly felt inadequate. "'I'm coming aboard. Y ou Captain Ca Summers?' Rourke asked,
stepping down from the pier and into the boat.

The man turned around, and as he did Rourke's eyes drifted to the man's bt line. There was no bulge,
but the swesater had pulled up dightly as the man moved.

"Git off my boat, fella," the man in the swester Stated flatly.
"If you're Cd Summers, welve got business,” Rourke went on, hisvoice low, even.
"I'm Cd Summers, but | ain't got no business with you, fella. Now go on— git!"

Rourke took a step forward, glancing over his shoulder, leading with hisright hand, certain no onewas
watching. Asthe man in the swesater started to move, Rourke's left hand reached out, scooping at the



butt of the gun under the swester.

The gun wasin hishand as Cal Summers started to react, but Rourke had aready dodged, moving back
toward the stern of the boat.

Rourke held the gun closein front of him, saying haf to himsdf, "Smith & Wesson 66 21/2, witha
Barami Hip Grip— not bad.”

Cad Summerstook astep toward him and Rourke raised the muzzle of the stubby-barreled stainless stedl
revolver. Summers stopped. Rourke glanced over his shoulder, making certain again that no one was
watching, then over-ended the gun in hisleft hand, not realy making afull spin. He reached the gun out
for Summersto take the black buit.

Summers, his eyes shifting from right to | eft, snatched the gun and rammed it into hiswaistband, under his
swester. "What the hell you want? Who are you?"

"Let'sgoingde" Rourketold him. "Not out here.”
"Below deck then," the man said, hiseyeswary.

Cd Summers arted below firgt, and Rourke, glancing left, then right, followed him down.
? Chapter 12

Sarah Rourke stopped, agust of wind catching at her skirt, her body cold in the sudden chill. She looked
down along the pier. At the far end she could see the name Kleinschmidt had told her to look for— the
Ave Maria. It looked awfully big to her, but she walked along the pier, determined to seeit up close
anyway. There were many boats, looking to belong to fishermen, ranked one beside the other; only afew
of the dots along the pier were empty. Few of the craft showed anyone near them.

She stopped again, staring— a shiver coursing up her spine, but not from the cold. It had been the
cowboy hat she decided. John had worn one just like that sometimes. She wondered what a man
wearing atannish-gray Stetson was doing going down into afishing boat. There was something about the
st of the shoulders as the man had moved his head quickly after glancing over hisright shoulder, a
familiarity as he had stood there amoment peering down into the cabin.

"Eerie," she muttered, then walked on, past the boat. She glanced at the name, the tall man with the
cowboy hat below deck now. The boat was called Stargazer 11. As shewalked on, toward the huge
craft a the end of the pier, Ave Maria, she glanced over her shoulder toward the Stargazer I1. But the
man who'd reminded her for an ingtant of John Rourke was nowherein sight.

? Chapter 13

Rourke searched for a butt can or ashtray, found neither and flicked the ashes from the smal cigar into
hisleft palm.

"Now, who the hell are you?' Ca Summersleaned againg the far bulkhead by the forward section of the
bel ow-deck cabin, hisright hand close to the front of his pants— close to the stainless .357 Magnum
under his sweater.

"My name's John Rourke. Army Intelligence gave me your name, name of the boat.”



"Which army?' Summers sngpped.

"Ours— or what's |eft of it," Rourke answered softly. "Captain Reed— know him?"

"Y eah. How do | know you do?'

"Well," Rourke said thoughtfully, "if | were aRussian, you'd have dready hanged yourself.”

"Bullshit— you'd be wantin' to get next to meto find out where the rest of the Resistance people are
holed up.”

"How close you keep in touch with U.S. 117" Rourke queried.

"None of your damned business.”

Rourke smiled. "Y ou hear about the deal when Chambers got nabbed by the Russians?”

"Maybe," Summers grunted.

"Well, hear about aguy who busted him out?'

"There was another fellawith him," Summers admitted.

"Y eah, but Paul Rubengtein's down in Florida, trying to seeif his parents made it through the War or not."
"Anybody can learn names," Summers snapped.

"What do you want, then?' Rourke asked.

"There was somethin' peculiar about the guy's gun,” Summers began. "At least that'swhat | heard.”
Rourke smiled. "Wdll, | don't know who you heard it from, but | imagine you mean 'guns rather than

gun." Summerss expression began to soften. "'l usualy carry amatched pair of Stainless Detonics .45s—
left 'em back with the rest of my gear, just outside of town. That what you'relookin' for?' Rourke smiled

again.

"Sorry," Summers said, taking afew steps forward across the cabin and stretching out his right hand.
Rourke shook it, then Summers stepped back. "Here— | got an old butt can around here somewhere."
He disappeared into what Rourke guessed was the galley, then regppeared a moment later. Therewasa
smdll, round plastic ashtray in hisleft hand and he reached it onto the flat railing beside Rourke.

Nodding, Rourke asked, "Aren't you alittle reckless with that gun? People could seeit.”

"Gottabe,” Summers agreed. " See, the Communists nailed most of the Resistance people— maybe a
couple got away. Their wives, girl friends, Ssters, whatever— dl the women and the kids are on one of
the offshoreidands. | try smugglin' out food and some medical stuff when | can. But the Communists
could find me out any time. Y ou might wanna get out of here, yoursdf. | figure I'll go down shootin’ rather
than wind up with the KGB skinnin' me alive or somethin— | heard about them when | wasR.A. years
back."



"So, what?' Rourke asked. "Y ou were Regular Army, got in the reserve or something, then after the
Night of the War they called you up. How?"

"| got tied in with the Resistance— that Captain Reed and some sergeant hunted me out here after I'd
aready sort of volunteered through the Resistance. Reed brought me aradio, in case | needed to contact
him. Shouldn't havetook it," Summers said soberly.

"Why?" Rourke asked.

"Well, theré's some kind of traitor— gottabe— in U.S. 1l. The Resistance had abig raid planned last
Friday night.”

"What the hell day isit today?' Rourke asked.

"Thursday."
"Y eah— what happened?’

"| radioed in, used a code Reed said the Reds didn't have. Then when theraid came off, the Reds was
there— jumped the Resistance guys, killed some, arrested the others. Got ‘em in an old textile plant, and
they'reusin' it asaprison. Best | can learn, they ain't exactly makin' 'em fed likeit'sabig hotd or nothin',
but they'refeedin’ and lookin' after 'em— they're executin' some of them too. | guessthey gotta, to be
fair to 'em. Maybe we'd do the same with a Resistance movement. They do what they gotta do; we do
what we gottado, | figure. Some damned silly game gettin' people killed. Wish we could cream dl them
Reds and send the ones | ft packin' to Moscow. Someday, you think?"

"All wecandoistry," Rourke commented noncommittaly. "But I've got amore immediate problem. You
don't think they cracked your code do you?'

"l wasin Intelligence for ten years before | decided not to re-up, then with the Reserve until the War.
They didn't crack this code— I'd guaranteeit.”

"Istheradio safe then?' Rourke asked.

"That why you come to see me?'

"Wadl, yeah," Rourke admitted. "l picked up awoman yesterday morning. Shesascientist. She
discovered something with abunch of the people she worked with, and we've gottalet U.S. 1 know
about it right away. That'swhy | came here. Figured aradio was the fastest way of getting the
informetion out.”

"If you gotta. But | don't trust them people back therein U.S. 11— some kind of Red-nosed rat isin with
‘emif you get my drift."

"I get your drift, but I've got no choice," Rourke told Summersflatly. "Wheresthe radio?'
"Help me cast off. Hope you can swim, too— that water'stoo cold for me these days."

Rourke eyed the man, nodding. Pulling the Stetson back low over his eyes, he started up on deck.
Rourke stood there, fedling the wind on hisface, smelling the sdt-scented air over the water. As Rourke



followed Summersslead and began casting off, he looked up the length of the pier. Therewasa
womarn— odd he thought— staring at alarge fishing boat, larger by far than any of the others. Rourke
squinted againgt the light. It looked to him as though the name were Ave Maria. He looked at the woman
as he coiled in the line. The wind was blowing up the back of the blue denim skirt she wore. She had
pretty legs, he thought; and for amoment she reminded him of Sarah. Shaking hishead dowly asthe
woman walked out of sight beyond some bales at the end of the pier, he snapped the cigar butt into the
water.

Whatever happened with the predicted quake aong the new fault linein Horida, he wanted the thing
resolved. He wondered how much time there was lft to find Sarah and the children. The wind was
blowing harder and Rourke tugged the brim of the Stetson down lower over hiseyes.

? Chapter 14

Sarah Rourke leaned against the bales at the edge of the pier, hugging her arms close about her against
the cold wind that whipped at her hair and at her legs beneath the skirt. Shelooked at the Ave Maria.
"Too big," shewhispered to herself.

She couldn't envison Harmon Kleinschmidt being well enough to steer the boat away from the pier for at
least aweek or perhaps longer. Michael could help her cast off, but the only boats she had ever operated
had been small outboards. Once she had driven adightly larger boat when John had been waterskiing.
She shook her head, telling herself she couldn't handleit. She would have to sted something, something
smdler. She started back along the pier, noticing the Stargazer 11 that had attracted her attention earlier.
There was a man wearing a swesater and aknit watchcap at the whed, the boat pulling away from the
pier. Therewasno Sgn of anyoneese.

The boat next to the Stargazer |1's berth looked about the right size, but she wondered how you stole a
boat. Shrugging, she walked more quickly, hugging her armsto her chest, the cold wind lashing against
her bare arms and legs.

"What would John do?' she asked hersalf— a question sheld been asking hersdlf ever since the Night of
the War.
? Chapter 15

Wearing a borrowed windbreaker, his hat below deck, Rourke joined Ca Summers at the whed of the
fishing boat. "How far out are we going?' Rourke shouted over the wind and the engine noise.

"Far aswe want. Ain't no whereto go in the world redly, so the Ruskies don't care much if we leave—
but it's only a couple more miles. | didn't want to get caught with aradio— Russanstook 'em al off the
boats before they let us use'em again. So, | packed the radio in awaterproof container, then swam
down and stowed it under some rocks. It'sagood swim, but it ain't too deep dong hereyet. | had this
fellaHarmon Kleinschmidt who worked with me awhile do most of the divin' every time we needed the
radio. Harmon might have got killed dunn' that Resistance roundup— | ain't sure. Best | can learn, he
antin prison, though. Y ou swim, right?'

Rourke nodded, not smiling. The water, he thought, would have to be warmer than the air.

After another fifteen minutes, Rourke noticed the boat dowing. He returned from the stern to stand
beside Cd Summersagain. "Y ou got any diving equipment?'

"Nope. Russanstook it. Figured diving gear could be used to plant mines or somethin’. Y ou won't need



none— if you can hold your bresth good.”

"Wonderful!" Rourke shouted over the wind, the engine noise subsiding as the boat dowed, moving
amost imperceptibly forward now, swaying with the waves that the wind whipped up against them.

Rourke began to strip away the borrowed windbreaker, watching Summers checking acompass. A
smile crossed the sweater-clad, older man'sface, hisblue eyes brightening. "Dead over her— pretty
good. Hell. | shoulda been in the Navy, not no Army!"

Rourke laughed, shivering dready as he tugged open the snaps on the front of the dark brown
western-cut shirt hewore.

Leaning againg the portsde railing, Rourke pulled off his cowboy boots, then skinned out of hisLevis,
then hissocks.

"Want meto hold your watch for you?'

Rourke looked at Summers, then grinned. "It's a Rolex— more waterproof than this boat. Thanks
anywey."

Rourke stood by therail, Summers pointing out about six feet away from the hull. "There and straight
down," hesaid.

"Sameto you," Rourke muttered with agrin, swinging hisleft leg over the portsderail, then hisright. He
perched there on therail amoment, then added, "And if the Russians come or something, let me know."
Without waiting for an answer, Rourke pushed himsdlf off with hisfeet, diving out into the water, thewind
and the water temperature chilling him so badly that he began to shake with the cold.

He glanced up at the fishing boat, Summers giving him aquick saute, then Rourke tucked down, under
the water, his mouth closing as he broke the surface. Hislungs aready felt it as he svam downward. At
least aweight belt would have been useful, Rourke thought. The water was reasonably clean and he
could aready see the sandy bottom. That the water was so clear indicated nothing had disturbed the
bottom recently. Rourke made a mental note to check himsdlf with the Geiger counter in case the ocean
here was radioactive— but he doubted the Russians would have dlowed fishing if it were. And he was
amost certain they periodically checked. It was only common sense, Rourke reasoned.

Hisarmsfanned away from his sdes, and Rourke's feet touched bottom. Immediately the sand and siit
there stirred up in acloud from hisdisturbing it. He could see the mound of rocks there which Cal
Summers had described, then moved dong the bottom the few feet remaining to reach them. Had
Summers not described it, Rourke thought, he would have spotted something strange at any event. The
clouds of slt increased in dengity as Rourke reached the rocks. Then he pried the top, flat rock away,
letting it bounce to the bottom beside the pile, alarge amount of the sand and silt now clouding the water.

Rourke waved his|eft hand in front of him, asone might do it intheair to clear away a smoke cloud.
There, ingde the cup of rocks, was awaterproof container. A smdl fish Rourke couldn't ingtantly identify
swayed past it as he reached down, carefully prying at the radio lest some small sea creature had decided

to use therock nest as ahome— some small sea creature that could bite or stick.

In the water, the weight of the object seemed off to him, but he assumed it was the radio. The waterproof



packing seemed to have kept itsintegrity. Leaving the capping rock where it had dropped, the radio
under hisleft arm, Rourke pushed himsalf up with his knees and feet and started clawing toward the
surface. He glanced awkwardly at the Rolex— he had been down better than two minutes and the
burning feding in hislungstold him histime was running out.

He could see the light shimmering from the surface as he reached out toward it, the radio suddenly fegling
heavier to him. His hand broke the water above him, then his head. Rourke opened his mouth, exhaing
hard and sucking in air with his mouth and nose. Scanning from sdeto side, he saw the boat— held
come up on the starboard side.

To be on the careful side, he thought, he didn't shout to Summers. He swam instead the dozen or so feet
toward the fishing boat. Therewasasmall ladder over the sde and, clinging to the bottom rung,
balancing the edge of the radio againg it, Rourke shifted his grip quickly, two rungs up, hauling hisright
foot to the bottom rung, still holding the radio. Balanced there, Rourke peered over the Side, into the
fishing boat. He could see Summers, standing there looking out to port. A smile crossed Rourkeslipsas
he watched the man. "Captain,”" he said, hisvoicelow.

Summers wheded, the gun coming into hisright hand, his face twisted into something Rourke thought
seemed half between a snarl and alook of surprise.

"God, man! Y ou scared ten years out of me!" Summers shoved the revolver back in histrousers and
started across the deck.

Rourke said, "Just being on the safe side. Now help me with this blasted radio!”
? Chapter 16

Varakov st a hisdesk, dipping his shoes off. He smiled, looking first a his niece Natdia, then a
Congtantine Miklov, then back at Natdia. "Y ou arelovely, my dear— asusua, of course," hetold her.

Thegirl smiled, saying nothing.

Varakov said nothing for amoment either, assessing her. She was dressed in black, as she had been
sncelearning of the desth of Karamatsov, but she looked beautiful in black and Varakov decided he
would rather see her wear ablack dress every day for the rest of her life than think of her with the animal
she had married.

Her dark hair flowed to her shoulders and beyond, and with the contrasting bright blue of her eyes, the
whiteness of her skin seemed somehow unreal, dmost too perfect. In that instant, VVarakov decided he
understood why Karamatsov had beaten her— though he could never forgive it in the man, despite the
fact Karamatsov was dead.

Karamatsov had somehow wanted to defile the perfection, the goddess-like beauty. It could have been
hard, Varakov decided, for aman like Karamatsov— a despoiler, what the British before World War |1
intheir days of empirewould have caled a"rotter"— to live with flawless beauty such as Nataia
possessed. He sighed, watching the girl's eyes mest his.

He smiled at her, saying to her across hisdesk, "An old man sometimes finds his thoughts drifting to other
things. Itispart of life"

Varakov turned to Colond Miklov, beginning, "Y ou were briefed on the Cuban problem, the border



incursonsfrom Florida, dl of that?"
Miklov nodded. Varakov liked that in Miklov. He said little.

"Good— Natdiawill bethere officidly in the capacity of an aide. If they redize sheisKGB, then they
do. They can do nothing to either of you. Wewould crush them and they know that.”

Then Varakov turned to Natdia "And you, my dear. It isnot such auniqueintelligence assgnment. |
amply wish you to learn al that you can, especidly that which they do not wish you to know. If they
suspect you are KGB, they will feed you information on their strength, their intentions— al of that. That
iswhy | chose you particularly for this assignment. | need dl thisto be seen through, so to spesk. 1. wish
to ascertain their actua intent, their actud strength.”

"How far should | go, Comrade Genera?* she asked, the warmth in her eyes belying the formality of her
tone.

Varakov smiled, saying, "That isentirely up to your own discretion.”
"l don't mean that," she amost laughed, her cheeks dightly flushed.

"I know what you mean. Do what needs to be done," hetold her. "So long asit does not immediately
result in you or Colond Miklov being imperiled. Nether the Colond's diplomatic negotiations nor what
you learn, by whatever means, will be of any useif you should be killed in some unfortunate accident.

Y ou understand?'

"Yes, Comrade Generd "

"Good," Varakov grunted. He glanced at the notes hed made, then turned and addressed Miklov. The
meeting lasted for more than an hour, Varakov noted. Miklov and Nataia Tiemerovnawere st to leave
early that evening from the military airfield northwest of the city. Varakov asked if Miklov would care for
aglassof vodka, but Miklov declined, Varakov dismissing him then. It was late afternoon and Varakov
decided he had worked enough that day. Sitting silently with Natalia across from him, Varakov looked
up from his desk, saying abruptly, "Would you walk with me dong the Lake. Itiscold, | know, but—"

"Yes, Uncle" he said, her voice soft sounding to him. "Good— | want to talk. There are so few people
to whom one can talk these days," hetold her.

The generd dipped hisfeet into his shoes, then whedled out from his desk and bent over to tie them.
Suddenly he looked up at Natdiastanding beside him. "Here, Uncle— let me." And before he could tell
her no, she had dropped to her knees beside his feet, her hands aready at work.

"l am not achild," he said, but his voice not harsh. Shelooked up at him afaint smileon her lips. "A
woman can tieaman's shoes. It means nothing like that.”

"Humph," he grunted, but didn't persst.

"There," she said, rising effortlesdy to her feet. Varakov looked down at his shoes, smply shaking his
head, then braced his|eft hand on the desk top and got to hisfeet.

"Girl!" he shouted, never seeming, he thought, to remember the name of the tall woman who was his



Secretary. But she came whatever he called her.
"Comrade Generd!"

Varakov looked at the secretary, then at Nataia Their ages were smilar— late twenties. He supposed
that under their clothes their shapes might be similar. He wastoo old, he smiled, to worry about that.

"Child," hetold the secretary, more softly. "I need my coat, please.”
"Y es, Comrade Generd." And the woman did asmart about face.

He cdled after her, the woman stopping amoment in mid-stride. ™Y our skirt isgill too long!" She began
walking again.

Varakov looked at Natalia, her cheeks dightly flushed. "lan't it?" he asked his niece.

"Y es, Uncle— but you embarrass her. It is not my position to say, but I—"

"When you get back from this Floridarthing, you tel her, hmmm?’

"Asyouwish, Uncle" Nataliasaid, the color till in her cheeks.

They |eft the Museum then. Natalia, Varakov noticed, smiled at the secretary as she brought his coat.
They walked down the steps, then toward what had been Lake Shore Drive. There was scattered
military traffic, but they crossed eesily, the sun low behind them, the wind blowing cold from the water
ahead of them.

"It istoo cold for you, Nataia?' Varakov asked her. "No, Uncle." And he watched as she seemed to
draw hersdf into the mid-cdf length, almost black fur coat.

Hetook her right elbow in hisleft hand, guiding her dong the comparatively narrow peninsulaon a
gdewak toward thelakeitsdlf. "Isthat coat real fur?'

"Yes, Uncle," she answered, her voice sounding odd to him. He guessed she was cold but too polite to
sy it.

"Y ou are not uncomfortable— it is not too cold here?"
"No, | am comfortable," she answered.

"A lot of money?'

"What, Uncle?'

"The coat, | mean."

"es"

"Isit eeser now?'



"Whét isthat?"

"The passing of your husband, | mean. | should ask. It is perhaps a source of anguish to you ill. | am
aure, infact, that itis" hesaid, turning to her. "Y ou are crying?'

He studied her blue eyes. "It isthewind, Uncle," she answered.
He could see the lake waters ahead— choppy, he thought. "I see. But isit any easier?”

He stopped walking. He gazed down to see the waves surround the rocky peninsula, hammering at it as
the wind whipped them. Then heturned again to Natdia

Thetearswere dill in her eyes.
"No. Rourke killed him. He promised he wouldn't, then he murdered him. No!"
"Would you— do you love Rourke, sill?" Varakov asked her. "Would you kill Rourke for what he did?”

"Yes" shesad, thetears sopping in her eyesamoment. He studied her face. "'l love him, but | would kill
him. He had no right, no reason to—"

The wind was audible now, howling. Varakov interrupted her, saying, "No right, no reason.... He may
have saved your life, thisman Rourke. Karamatsov was an animal. Y ou know thisthing. | know this
thing. Who knows, perhaps Rourke saw thistoo."

"It was deliberate, Uncle— like the gunfight he had just before the hdlicopters found usin therain, there
in the desert. | told you— we joined the Brigands only to save the lives of the townspeople they were
going to kill. Rourke fought the Brigand leader and two of his men. Then he fought one more man with
guns— and killed the man. At thetime, | felt Rourke wasinsane. But—" and she turned away. With the
wind Varakov could barely hear her. "1 was happy when Rourke survived.”

"Natdia—" Varakov began.

The girl turned, facing him— no longer, he thought, hiding thetearsin her eyes. "Hefought Vladmir like
that, killed him likethat Brigand."

"Y ou told me once that Brigand had done some horrible thing. What wasit?'
"l don't remember," she said.

"Y ou remember— he had killed awoman'sinfant child, yes?"

"Yes," sheanswered, her voice low again.

"Why do you think Rourke killed Vladmir Karamatsov?'

"l don't know."

" Jedl ousy— to get you?'



"No— not jedlousy, not for me," she amost shrieked, looking at him.

"You areright, and you arewrong," Varakov told her. "I would never havetold you thisthing, but | have
watched you these days since it had happened. Y ou et at yourself, you blame yoursdlf, but you should
not. Rourke killed your husband only because | forced him to, to save American Resistance fighters
captured with him. | ordered him to assassinate Karamatsov." Varakov watched her face, the eyes
widening, the mouth open, the lips parted, the set of her jaw. Her tears had stopped again. "But he
gpparently would not— so hekilled VIadmir in the fairest way he could— in a cowboy-style gunfight
from the American western movies. Rourke killed the man because | forced him to do thisthing. He
pulled thetrigger. | pointed the gun,” Varakov concluded.

"| cannot, cannot believe you would do thisthing.”

"Y our Rourke— heis smart, heisclever. He could have agreed, then decided to help his comrades
escape, never havekilled VIadmir. But | told Rourke why— | told him what Karamatsov had done to
you, why Karamatsov had to die."

"No!" she screamed, turning, running from him out dong the peninsula

Varakov watched her, shrugging, not attempting to run after her. He hunched his shoulders against the
wind, holding the peak of his cap, waking after her. He shouted once, "Natalial"

Thegirl did not stop running. He could see her, at the far end of the peninsula, stopped now because
there was no further place to run.

It took him severd minutes, he judged, to reach the end of the peninsula— by amuseum of astronomy.
He dowed his pace, hisfeet hurting, walking up to her. "Natdia Tiemerovna, can you il love your
unde?’

He stopped, six feet or so behind her. The girl turned, her hands coming from the pockets of her fur coat,
her arms reaching out as she ran the few steps toward him. She put her arms around his neck. He could
no longer see her face. He looked beyond it at the waves, fegling her body againgt his massive chest and
stomach, hearing her sobs below the keening of thewind. "Can you still love your uncle?' he asked again,
hisvoicelow, hislips closeto her right ear.

"Yes" she murmured.

Varakov smiled. He didn't ask the other question that hung between them. And he knew the answer
concerning Rourke, and he feared it.
? Chapter 17

Sarah Rourke swung down from Tildie's saddle, her hands diding across the animal’'s neck. She started
to wipe the lather down along her thighs, but remembered she was still wearing the skirt. She reached up
to the blue jeanstied to the saddle thongs and wiped the sweat from her hands. Then she took her pants
and reached into the saddlebag for her gun, leading Tildie toward the farmhouse.

She looked from side to side, double-checking as she had since coming in sight of the farmhouse that
there were no signs of Soviet troops or Brigands. She stopped at the door, knocking. "Michad, it's
momma,” shesaid loudly.



The door opened and she stepped inside, tugging at the reins of the mare behind her, bending and kissing
Michad. "Did anything happen?'

"No, nothing. Did you find the boat, Momma?'

She kissed the boy again. "1 did, but—"

"Mrs. Rourke, you found the boat?"

She turned around. It was odd not to hear herself addressed as someone's mother. She stared acrossthe
room. Harmon Kleinschmidt was sitting up on the cot, his back propped against thewall. "Y ou shouldn't
be sitting up, Harmon— not with those wounds,” shetold him.

"But you found it?'

Shelooked at Kleinschmidt amoment, turned toward Michadl and handed him Tildiesreins, saying,
"Michael, rub her down and feed her. I'll need her again soon.”

The boy moved off and Sarah Rourke turned again toward Kleinschmidt. Annie was aslegp on some

blankets on the floor, and Sarah, as she walked across the room, stooped down, kissing the girl's
forehead, tucking the blankets up around her. Sarah was il cold from the ride outside in the wind.

"I found your boat, Mr. Kleinschmidt. | saw alot of boats."
"Did you see the Stargazer 11?1 used to work oniit.”

"Asamatter of fact | did," shetold the younger man. "I need a boat that size. Why can't we ask the man
who ownsit, if you used to work on it?"

She stepped beside the cot, automatically checking the bandages. They didn't need changing yet, she
determined.

"l can'trisk it for him. They might be watching him anyway, looking for me."
Sarah nodded, saying nothing.
"But you saw the Ave Maria— you saw it?"

"Y ou can't operate the boat, Harmon," shetold him, looking a him evenly. "And even with the children
helping me, | can't operate something that big either. | need asmaller boat, like the Stargazer 11. 1 need a
place we can leave the horses, then | need away of getting usto the boat, though. Can you help me
there?'

"Yeah, but | just don't see why you don't want the Ave Maria. Why?"

Sarah stood up, walking behind a blanket suspended from arope she'd run across the opposite corner of
the house. She hadn't fdlt like undressing with Harmon Kleinschmidt being able to wake up at any
moment and watch her. Behind the blanket, she dug down into one of the duffel bags. Therewas a pair
of pink shorts she remembered that had gotten caught up with her blue jeans when she'd packed
hurriedly that first time they'd left the farmhouse in northeast Georgia, right after the bombing. Sheld been



tempted to throw the shorts away, but kept them in case the weather became hot. She studied the shorts
amoment. "Swimsuit," she muttered to hersdf. Then, Sarting to undress behind the screening blanket,
she said to Kleinschmidt, "What was it you were saying, Harmon?"

"Why not the Ave Maria? She'sagood ship.”

"She'stoo much of aship," Sarah said back to him, stripping off the T-shirt, then the bra, then putting
them on top of her skirt and her underpants. She pulled on the shorts, then the T-shirt again. "l can't
handleit, soif the Russanswere after us, | couldn't outrun them,” she said findly.

"All right— but you could get the horses on her."

"But I'm not taking the Ave Maria, Harmon. That'sfinad." She stepped into her track shoes, bending to tie
them, saying, "Michagl—carefully— get me that boning knife from the other duffel bag." Shelet her hair
down as she stepped from behind the blanket. The hell with not washing it, she thought— it'd be wet
soon enough.

"Momma, why are you wearing shorts? It's cold outside. Y ou wouldn't—"
She cut the boy off. "I don't fed like going for aswim in my blue jeans, Michadl."
"A swim, Mrs. Rourke?' Harmon Kleinschmidt asked.

"| asked mysdlf, Harmon, what would my husband do in astuation like this. Well, my husband isvery
good at things like this— alwayswas. | guessit isn't a secret anymorethat hewasinthe C.1.A., hewasa
surviva expert, and adoctor too. He's dlive somewhere. That's what the children and | are doing—
looking for him. I tell mysdlf he'slooking for us. | know heis" she automatically corrected hersdlf. "'If
John were doing this— that's my husband— well, he'd go back to the pier at night, go into the water,
swim up adongside one of the boats and stedl it. Hed take aknife," she said and raised the boning knife
to show Kleinschmidt as Michadl handed it to her. "And, | guesshed useit if he had to," she added.

"| can't let you do that, Mrs. Rourke."

"| fed old enough these days, Harmon. Just call me Sarah,” she smiled.
? Chapter 18

"Shit," Paul Rubenstein muttered. He hunched his collar up againgt the wind, asking half under his breeth,
"Why isit cold in St. Petersburg?' He looked around him, down &t the Harley between hislegs, at the
Schmeisser dung under hisright arm. He decided nothing in view could or would answer him. He stared
down at the road, watching the troops moving dong it. "Cubans," he muttered to himsdif.

Pushing hiswire-framed glasses up from the bridge of his nose, Rubengtein |et out the Harley's stand,
dismounted, and moved into the trees to get further off the road below and to avoid the wind. He
dropped to the ground, squatting there. He wished held started smoking again.

He could till seethe road through the trees, and he watched to make certain none of the troops moving
aong below him made any sudden moves toward the side of the road, indicating they'd somehow
detected his presence. He wished he spoke Spanish. Then perhapsif he got closer to them he could learn
something.



"Everybody can't be John Rourke," he said haf-aloud, smiling. He wondered for an instant what Rourke
was doing. Had he found Sarah and the children yet? If he hadn't, how long would he keep on looking?

Rubengtein studied the road, drawing casudly in the dirt between his legs with the point of the Gerber
MKkl knife Rourke had given him for the journey. He began mentally to tick off the Situation's pertinent
details, to help himsdlf to form aplan. He had been in the St. Petersburg areafor nearly three days. The
city itself was partialy destroyed; there were internment— concentration— campsal over. He studied
the facesindde, behind the wire fences. HEd convinced himself most of the people inade were old and
that most of them seemed to be Jewish like himself. It wasjust afedling, he knew. Maybe they weren't
Jawish; perhaps it was the armed guards and the barbed wire that made him think so— and he had seen
films of the camps during World War 11. That was enough. He decided some of them were Jewish at
leedt.

He had |eft his bike and dipped quietly through the streets at night past the Communist Cuban patrols.
The house his parents had lived in was gone. Therewas ahouse if aroof and three standing walls
counted, but there had been afire and obviouslooting. They were not there. He had checked throughout
the neighborhood, trying to remember which houses had belonged to friends of his parents from the few
times he had visited them there. He hadn't been certain of any of it, but none of the housesin the
neighborhood looked to be inhabited anymore, nor habitable.

"Gotta," he muttered, staring away from the road, looking at the meaninglesslines hed drawn in the dirt
with the long-bladed knife. There was one large camp, larger than many of the others combined.
Somewhereinside, he told himself, there would be someone who knew his parents, perhaps knew what
had happened to them. If they were dead, he wanted to know. For certain.

Concentration camps, he told himself, were made to keep peoplein, not out. The young man smiled.
Perhaps after he penetrated the main camp and learned what he could, he could free some of the
prisoners. Rourke would, he decided.

? Chapter 19

Rourkerolled the Harley Davidson to a stop in the sand. He could appreciate more reditically how
thinly spread the Russians must have been. The beach area had been fenced with barbed wire— held cut
that. But there were no guardsin sight. "Stupid,” he muttered.

"What did you say?' Sissy asked, Sitting behind him on the bike, her grip around his midsection relaxed
now that they had stopped.

"| said the Russians are stupid to leave the coast unguarded like this— good thing for us, though." Rourke
decided, and without much of avaid reason, he didn't like the girl.

"Oh," shesaid, noncommittaly, dmost inaudibly.

"Oh," he echoed, staring down at the surf. He could see alight, blinking from offshorein the twilight.
Rourke reached into the belt under his jacket where he'd temporarily stashed the Kel-Lite. He glanced
up and down the beach. Then Rourke moved the switch one position forward, pushing the button,
releasing it, then pushing it again. He made a series of dots and dashes and, after amoment, the light from
offshore, already seeming closer, signaled back in a predetermined pattern he/d worked out with Reed
by radio. He moved the switch on the flashlight back into the off pogition, then handed Sissy the light.
"Put that in the Side pocket over there."



"Where?'

"In the pack, Sissy— in the pack."

"All right," shesaid. "Wasthat the airplane?’

"Theamphibious plane, right.”

"Areyou going to leave your motorcycle behind?" she asked, her voice sounding strained to him.
Watching the approaching plane across the water, he decided she was probably wrestling with getting the
Kd-Lite back into the Lowe pack.

"No, I'm bringing the bike. They can get close enough | can get it up aramp and into the plane. Shouldn't
get the bike too wet. | can clean off the salt water as soon aswere airborne.”

"Can't you just get another motorcycle?' she asked.
"Why should I? There's nothing wrong with this.”
"But isntit alot of bother— I mean, cleaning it off, hauling it aboard? Why not just—"

"Did you like disposabl e things— when there were disposable things? Pens, cigarette lighters, thingslike
thet?"

"Yes, | suppose| did," she answered, her tone defensive Rourke thought.

"Good for you. | didn't." Rourke said nothing e se. Already, the amphibious, twin-engine aircraft was
closing on the surf. He gunned the Harley down the sandy embankment to meet it.
? Chapter 20

"Miami Beach was the home of so many capitaists— it is appropriate that | have taken the finest home
along the beach and made it headquartersfor the Peoplé's Army."

Natdia smiled, sudying Diego Santiago's fleshy, dightly swesting face. She remembered thefile. Diego
was correct, but Santiago was an assumed last name, ever since hisrise to prominence in the Cuban
Communist hierarchy.

"Generd Santiago?' she asked.
"S, Mgor Tiemerovna," he responded.

She smiled a him again, then looked out over the veranda and across the sand toward the inky blackness
ridged with white foam, the breakers. "All of this— doesn't it distract you? It would me, | confess," she
said and laughed alittle.

"Y ou would distract me, Senorita. | use this house becauseit is centrally located; it fillsmy needs. | svim.
It isthe only exercise my demanding schedule allows me. Perhaps, while you and Colond Miklov are
herewith us, you too can go for aswim. Itisrelaxing. | find it so at least." He smiled again, then, looking
at her glass, asked, "Morewine?'



She amiled. "A little, | suppose— but only alittle, Comrade Generd.”

"Y ou aretoo formal, Senorita. Thereisno need for abeautiful woman ever to be formal. Cal me Diego.
| ingg. Takeit asan order, if you like, from asuperior officer inan dlied army.”

She amiled, taking his outstretched right hand, feding it to be dightly clammy. Shewatched his eyes
watching her cleavage.

Sheleaned back in her chair, her hand dipping from Diego Santiago's hand, then resting on the white
tablecloth. She studied the hand, knowing, feding Santiago's eyes studying her. She had arrived with
Miklov, expecting nothing to do with Santiago until morning, feding emotionaly drained after her uncle's
revelation. She had fdlt tired, confused when Santiago's aide met them at the airport, announcing there
was aformal late supper being served in two hours. She glanced to her Rolex watch. It was nearly
eeven.

With Miklov, the aide had had them driven to Santiago's house dong the beach— another surprise. She
had brought formd attire— she ways did on an assgnment such asthis. While Miklov had changed,
she had showered, washed her hair, dried it, then dressed. Looking at hersdf in the full length mirror
before coming down to dinner she had done two things— dipped an ultralight, thin boot knifeinto a
garter holster on the inside of her left thigh, then checked her appearance. She wore ablack evening
gown, not too much jewelry, black shoes and asmall black bag— her COP derringer pistol wasin the
bag. Shedidn't worry that it would be discovered. If Santiago had reason to suspect her asKGB, hed
suspect her al the more without aweapon. And an obvious wegpon was always a good thing— it
sometimes ended a search quickly enough that a hidden weapon, like the knife on her thigh, would not be
found.

Now she moved uncomfortably in the chair, straightening her skirt, moving her eyesfrom her hand to her
shoes, then up her ankle to the hem of her dress. Santiago was talking to Miklov and shewastrying to
appear disinterested.

"| think, Colonel Miklov, that thereis no cause for darm for your superiors. It isonly naturd to assume
that two dynamic nations such as ours operating in such close proximity aswe do should, from timeto
time, become abrasive with one another. Y et it isthis very dynamism and this very strength which makes
usdlies. How isthe expression in English— the fortunes of war, no?"

Nataialooked up from the hem of her dress, seeing Diego Santiago's eyes watching her. "But, Comrade
Generd— Diego," she asked, her voice low, soft— and she intended it to sound that way. "If we are
both such worthy dlies, then why cannot we learn to function like well-oiled cogsin the Communist
machine— together?' Shelooked into the Cuban's eyes, smiling.

"My dear young woman— you are exquisitely beautiful and you are dso very intdligent. Y ou have
brought us exactly back to square one, have you not. Senorita, | am overwhelmed,” and Santiago bowed
toward her.

The skin on her shoulders, her throat— al the parts of her that were naked to Santiago's eyes— crawled
under his gaze, but she leaned forward, knowing he could look down her dress more easily. "Comrade
Generd," she amost whispered. "'l do not understand. This beautiful house, this dinner— | wasvery
fatigued when we arrived.”

"Perhapsthen aswim, as| suggested.” Then Santiago, asif he had forgotten Miklov existed, suddenly



remembered he did. "Y ou are welcometo join us, Colond.”

Miklov, gray, with tight jowls and dark eyes, smiled. "The young lady is correct. | too am tired, and I'm
afraid age precludes amidnight swim. | should bein bed. It hasbeen along day and | eagerly anticipate
our renewed discussions tomorrow.”

"Comrade Colonel," Santiago said, "tomorrow, | shal show you both the cream of the armed forces of
the Peopl€'s Democratic Republic of Cuba" Then, turning to Natdia, Santiago said, "But tonight,
Senorita, | will show you the ocean. In my humble role asleader of the Peoples Army, as| have
indicated to you, the water ismy one form of solace, of rest, of renewal. Perhaps, since these waters
touch my homeland of Cuba— perhaps| fed from them the renewal to go on, despite all obstacles. They
touch my home, my heart. Y ou can understand this, Senorita?"

"Yes," Nataiaanswered, watching his eyes.

"Youwill join methen for asvim?'

"S," sheanswered, amiling, watching hiseyes smiling. "That istheright word, yes?"
"Very right, Senorita," Santiago answered.

"Gentlemen,”" she began, standing. Both Miklov and Santiago stood then aswell. "Comrade Generd, |
shdl meet you—"

"On the beach in fifteen minutes— just beyond the veranda. That givesyou sufficient time?”

"Yes," shesmiled. Miklov moved her chair back as shewalked past the table, saying to her, "Good night,
Comrade Mgjor."

Sheturned, her eyesfocused on his. "Y es, Comrade Colondl." And then, as she passed Santiago, his
hand was out, asif to help her. She touched her left hand to it and dipped her eyes dightly. Hewas
shorter than she was, and she didn't wish him to become too aware of it.

"| shal bewith you, then," she said, softly, noncommittally. It was agame she had played before, and
sncerely wished shewould not have to play to the ending.

She walked away from the table, through the dining room and to the double oak doors. She stopped,
turning around, noticing Santiago's eyes on her— and Miklov'saswell. She did nothing, standing there a
moment, asif hesitant, then turned and walked through the open door and toward the circular aircase.
Santiago could perhaps still see her, she thought. She stopped at the base of the airs, her left hand
catching up the ankle-length skirt of her black dressjust above the knee, raising it to help her walk the
gairs, her right hand touching lightly at the railing of the banister. She ascended the stairs, hoping Santiago
were watching; she wanted him to have agood show.

She looked down behind her amoment, then continued her ascent to the upper landing, dropping her
skirt as she walked toward her room.

There was no need for akey, and none had been provided for her. She turned the knob on the door and
entered the room. She had determined earlier it was not video-monitored and assumed nothing had been
added to it since her absence. She closed the door behind her and leaned hard againgt it, staring down at



the blue carpet beneath her black shoes, sighing, breathing hard. "Pig,” she muttered, but so that only she
could hear it, in case there were indeed microphones hidden in the room which she had not detected.

Nataliaclosed the deadbolt from the inside and walked across the room, tossing her black purse with the
COP derringer on the bed.

She stopped in front of the full length mirror. " A midnight swim," she muttered.

She stood in front of the mirror. Behind it, she thought, there might be a camera, so she began to undress
asif for some unseen audience. She raised her handsto her hair, pulling the pinsthat bound it up at the
nape of her neck, letting it fall, then shaking it to her shoulders and past that. She hunched her shoulders
forward, her arms behind her as she fumbled for the zipper at the back of the black dress, getting the
hook and eye closure open.

She pulled the zipper dl the way past her waist, then hunched her shoulders again as she dipped the strap
that had held the dress up around her neck over her head, letting the front of the dress drop forward,
dropping the dress to the floor. She wore no bra, and as the dressfell, she moved her hands up, cupping
her breastsin them, then shifting her body to let the dressfall around her ankles. She pushed the dit,
lace-trimmed black dip down from her waist, past her hips, and down her thighsto around her ankles.
She stared at hersdlf in the mirror. She wore black, lace-trimmed bikini panties, and these she pushed
down with her thumbs, after removing the knife on the garter. She bent over, her thumbs hooked on each
gdeof the stocking on her right leg.

She pushed the | eft stocking down to her ankle, then the right, then stepped out of the dress, the dip, and
the panties and pulled her left leg up, rolling the dark nylon from her feet. She stood in front of the mirror,
asif surveying hersdlf, turning, looking at her legs, cupping her hands under her breasts.

Natalia decided enough was enough. She turned abruptly away from the mirror, then walked into the
bathroom. She assumed that if anything were fixed to provide a picture— short of fiber optics, evidence
of which she had seen none— it wasthe mirror. She sat on thetoilet, feding relatively safe.

Finished, she did what she normally would, then stood, walking back into the bedroom, to her suitcase.
There were two bathing suits there— both one-piece. She picked the black one rather than the tan,
flesh-colored one. She walked back toward the mirror, holding the suit up in front of her. She turned,
flashing her rear end toward the mirror, then walked back toward the bed, sitting on its edge. She put the
suit on ducking her head under the strap which would support the front of the suit from her neck.

She walked back to the mirror, adjusting the suit, intentional ly cupping her hands under her breasts as she
fitted the suit to her body. Shedid afull turnin the mirror, then walked away fromit, again feging enough
was enough.

She took awhite, hip-length beach jacket from her suitcase— she hadn't had the time to unpack.
Slipping it on, she belted it too tightly about her waist. Therewasapair of black, high-heeled sandalsin
the other suitcase; and, barefoot, she walked across the carpet, found the shoes and put them on.

Shewalked back to the mirror again. She pulled the earrings off, unclasped the necklace, then looked at
the gold Rolex on her wrist. Her timing was perfect— five minuteslate.

As she started across the room, she stopped, pausing beside the dresser, taking up a bottle of Chanel
No. 9. She used it on her neck and behind her left ear, then picked up the black bag she had tossed on



the bed. She opened the bag, took the COP pistol and broke it open, checking the four, 125-grain
jacketed hollow points there, then closed the pistol. She replaced it in the bag, then clutched the bag to
hersaf as she started toward the doorway. She sighed. It promised to be along night, she thought.

? Chapter 21

Sarah Rourke dipped down from the rough wooden pier and into the icy water. She pushed her dark
hair back from her eyes, looking around her, listening for sounds other than the lapping of the water
againg the pylons supporting the wooden wa kway above.

Sheld conddered carrying the boning knifein her teeth— aside from piratesin movies, sheldd seen John
do that once, years ago. They'd been swimming with friends, and a child'sfoot had gotten entangled in
something bel ow the surface. John Rourke, seemingly without considering what to do at al, had smply
snatched a knife from somewhere, clamped it between histeeth, and jumped overboard, moments later
surfacing with the child— saving thelittle boy'slife.

But she decided againgt carrying the knifein her teeth, reasoning that if she accidentally dropped it, the
knifewould fal to the bottom and be lost.

She began to swim, having treaded water sufficiently long enough to get her body accustomed to the
cold. Sheld swum in high school and kept it up as asport over the years until she could amost outswim
John. As she moved as soundlesdy as possible through the water, she thought about that. She could
amost do it aswdl as John, her husband. Was that the problem? Sheld once been Sitting in her studio at
the farm house, John drinking coffee, watching her work. Sheld asked him to trade places with her, to sit
at her work table and try his hand at a sketch. He'd been reluctant, but she'd inssted and he had finally
agreed. He hadn't wanted to draw from imagination, but she'd inssted on that too. After ten minutes she
looked— againgt his protests— at the sketch. It was of two men, fighting in some jungle. The detail of
their muscles, limbs, the expressons on their faces, the detail of the foliage around them— all of it had
been dmost photographicaly perfect, asfar ashed gone. But he hadn't finished it.

Sheld begun to wonder then if there were anything John Rourke couldn't do when he half tried. But she
redlized Rourke never hdf tried. It was dways one hundred per cent with him.

She stopped, treading water again. The boat she wanted to sted was just ahead of her and, except for
the distant and shadowy form of a Soviet guard at the far end of the pier, there was no onein sight. She
tucked down under the water, swvimming toward the boat. The owner had a sense of humor, she thought.
The name on the boat was Ta-ob, "boat" spelled backwards.

With Michael and little Annie helping, she had gotten Harmon Kleinschmidt out of the farmhouse and on
Sam, John's horse. Michael had ridden with him, to aert her if the wounded Resistance fighter began to
pass out or fal from the saddle.

There was afarm some ten miles off where Kleinschmidt had friends— amanin his seventiesand his
wife, the woman perhapsin her late sixties. The man, Arlo Coin, had agreed to keep the horses and
agreed to use his pickup truck to get Sarah and the others near Savannah. He had converted the engine
to run on pure acohol, this distilled from weeds and grass on hisfarm. He had told Sarah he had been
doing it for years before the War and saw no problemswith keeping it up. Coin had insisted on helping
them once they'd hidden the truck, stating flatly that Kleinschmidt was too weak to walk unaided and too
heavy for Sarah or the children to handle. Sarah had agreed, but reluctantly. Then Kleinschmidt had told
her not to worry. Reaching under his coat he'd pulled arevolver. She remembered, as he showed it to
her, Coin saying, "Smith & Wesson .38/44 Heavy Duty— one of the best guns anybody ever made. Had



her since 1937. Never needed another."

Sarah stopped now, touching the hull of the Ta-ob under the water, then surfacing, taking in air. Despite
the swim, she was cold with just the shorts and T-shirt on. She waited in the water, listening for any sign
of someone on deck or in the cabin; there were no lights. She swam toward the bow, stopping, finding a
amall ladder dong the starboard side. She reached out, grabbing the first rung, then started up, the boning
knife securein aplagtic bag tied at her waist. As she stepped out of the water and stood crouched on the
ladder, the air temperature and the night wind chilled her even more.

She ripped the knife from the bag with her left hand; her right grasped to the railing on the side of the
ladder.

Then, the knife clenched in her |€ft fist, she peered up over the Side and into the boat. Nothing.

Sarah went up the rest of the ladder and siwung onto the deck, the knife transferred to her right hand
now. Still in acrouch to stay below the level of the sides of the boat, she moved &ft, finding the angular,
ladder-like steps leading bel ow. The transom was not locked. She assumed that was some Soviet edict,
allowing for easier ingpection of the boats at the pier. She started down the steps, into the darkness,
leaving the transom open a crack above her.

As she reached the below deck cabin, Sarah Rourke froze. Clearly she heard footsteps on the deck just
above her head. She shivered, but it wasn't the cold and the wetness of her improvised swimsuit. The
transom lid was opening.

? Chapter 22

Rourke, his coat off, his pistol belt and rifle on the floor beside him, leaned back in the leather easy chair
and looked down into the fireplace.

"Do you dways wear those gunsin that shoulder holster?1'd think they would fed just S0 heavy." Sissy
remarked.

Rourke didn't look away from thefire. "It fedds uncomfortable when you'refirst getting used to it, but I've
been wearing adouble holster for along time. | don't redlly noticeit anymore. It fedlsmore
uncomfortable to be unarmed,” Rourke added.

Helit acigar with his Zippo, then stood up, fedling like a caged animd. He wanted Chambersto show
up; he wanted Chambers to comprehend the magnitude of the impending Florida disaster; he wanted
Chambersto take the bal. Rourke would then get air transport to Florida, attempt to find Paul if there
wastime, help Paul find his parents, then get out. There were gill Sarah and the children to locate,
somewherein northern or east-central Georgia.

Rourke studied the flickering of the fire's flames. He knew what had to be done, but wondered if
Chambers would have the senseto do it. It was the only reason Rourke had decided to take the offered
flight to U.S. 1l headquarters near the Louisiana-Texas border.

Therewas a highly polished, twelve-inch Bowie knife on aplague over the mantle. Rourke studied it
intently. Double quillon guard of brass, this, too, highly polished. He reached up, feding the false edge—
it was sharp.

"Rourke— isit Doctor Rourke or Mr. Rourke?—! can never decide what | should call you, sir!™



Rourke turned around, noticing that the woman was dready standing. Slowly, eyeing Chambers, Rourke
sad, "Mr. President, it'sgood to see you again.

"And you must be Sissy Wiznewski. the seismologist who has some darming newsfor us," Chambers
said, taking afew stepstoward the girl. He shook her hand warmly.

Rourke watched, listened— he decided Samuel Chambers was a somewhat different man, perhaps now
more used to being President. But President of what, Rourke wondered?

"Tdl the President the darming news, Sissy," Rourke said, echoing Chambersstone.

"I don't know whereto begin."

"l do," Rourke interrupted, resenting the time being wasted. " She belonged to agroup of scientists
studying fault lines and earthquake activity in the Appaachian chain, part of acomparative survey with
the San Andreasfault line on the Continental and Pacific plates. Most of their instruments kept working
after the Night of the War. Correct meif | screw up anything,” Rourke said to Sissy, then continued to
address Chambers. "They began picking up readings on what appearsto be amassive artificially crested
fault line— probably aresult of the bombing on the Night of the War. Anytime now, certainly within the
next few days, there will be amassive quake, smilar to the one dong the San Andreasline that caused
Cdiforniato separate from the Continenta plate and fal into the sea. The FHorida Peninsulawill separate
from the Florida Panhandle. It's alead-pipe cinch according to her instruments.

"That cover it?' Rourke concluded.

"Moreor less.

"Mother of God!" Chambers sank down into the leather easy chair Rourke had vacated moments earlier.
Rourkelit acigar, snapping the butt of the old one into the fireplace after firing the fresh one withiit.
"That jus— just can't be," Chambers sighed, his voice a ssammering monotone.

"Here, Mr. President.” Sissy Wiznewski handed Chambers the one seismograph printout that she'd
carried under her coat when Rourke had rescued her from the Brigands. "If you have a science advisor
available, he could certainly confirm the readings. He might interpret them differently, but | don't see
wheretheresany choiceredly.”

"What do you mean?' Chamberslooked up a her, the linesin hisface deepened.

"Well, | mean, | don't want to presume—"

"Evacuate as much of Floridaas you can whiletheres till time, if therés il time," Rourke interjected.
"Yes, that'sit, redly— we haveto—"

"Wait," Chambersinterrupted. "Evacuate? Forida? The Cuban Communists contral it, how could we?'

"Therésaway, to do something at least,” Rourke began, stepping away from the mantle, standing in front



of Chambersschair.
"l don't—"

"Y ou don't have the airpower, and even if you did, you need atruce with the Communist Cubans. You
probably need their help.”

"Their hdp!"

"I think | know away we can get it— from the Russans.”

"You're crazy, Rourke. They want to see us dead.”

"Maybethey do," Rourke told him. "Maybe there's an advantage in this for them, too, though. If we don't
get some sort of truce for the duration of this thing— this should be the greatest loss of life in recorded
history, with the exception of the Night of the War itsdlf.”

Chambers, his eyes glassy and hard-set, stared up at Rourke. "What do we do?"

"Has Captain Reed told you theresatraitor in U.S. 117

"A traitor? What do you mean?"

"I'll explain, but right now in order to contact Genera Varakov, I've got to find the traitor— fast."
Rourke turned around, faced the hearth amoment. Then he snapped the glowing cigar butt into the fire,
The fire was undisturbed. Rourke hoped what he had said to Chambers had greater impact.

? Chapter 23

Sarah Rourke clutched the boning knife, drawing back astightly as possible against the starboard
bulkhead at the base of the steps. She could hear the transom lid creaking open above her at the head of
the steps. There was acold rush of air as the transom opened. A beam of light followed— not natural
light, she thought, but a flashlight. She watched, hardly daring to bregthe, feeling the water dripping down
from her hair, her blue T-shirt, her pink shorts.

Her eyes opened wider as the flashlight beam stopped, the light unwavering on a puddle of water on the
floor where she had just stood. She heard avoice from the top of the steps, aman's voice; but the words
were unintdligible to her— Russian. She didn't move.

The voice came again, but thistime in hating English. "Who isever down here, come out or | shoot you!"

She pressed her wet shoulder blades back harder against the bulkhead, wishing she'd brought agun,
perhaps wrapped the .45 automatic in plastic or something. "Who is ever here, come out. Now!"

Again, she remained motionless. She heard the voice— in Russan thistime— grunt aword. Shewas
happy she didn't know what the word meant. She could hear footsteps starting down the steps, toward
her.

Sarah raised the knife, not redlly thinking about it, but suddenly aware that she was holding it up, ready to
driveit down.



The footsteps stopped; she could see auniformed back, a Russian soldier's cap, the profile of ariflein
the hands. She tried to move the knife downward, but couldn't. The man's back was within inches of her.
She held her breath.

She watched, fedling as though she were witnessing a scene unfolding in amovie. He was turning around,
now facing her. Thelight wasin her eyes, and in the gray areabeyond the light she could barely discern
the features of the man belonging to the Russian voice. "Y our hands up!”

"No!" She screamed, hammering the knife down out of the shadow beyond the light. The knife droveinto
the front of the uniformed body, her right wrist feding as though it would bresk as the knife stopped.

Therewas aloud sound of metd faling to the deck between them— therifle, sheredized. Therewasa
hand coming &t her, the hand holding the flashlight moving too, the light weaving in acrazy pattern on the
cabin celling. Shefet the hand closing around her throat. She pulled back on the knife handle, dmost
fdling and losing her ba ance asthe knife pulled free from the soldier's chest. She could see the flashlight
moving, raising high, then coming down. She moved the knife again, punching it Sraight forward in her
hand.

The flashlight clattered to the deck; Sarah felt something warm and wet al over her right hand. She
reached up with her left hand, the soldier's right hand still on her throat. She was starting to black out,
trying to pry thefingersloose. Then she started to fal forward, the soldier's body under her inthe
darkness of the deck. Shelet go of the knife, fighting to breathe. He was strong.

With both hands she pried a hisfingers, the grip loosening alittle. She reached behind her, catching up
the flashlight, hammering the flashlight againgt the hand, the fingersfaling away from her throat.

The flashlight dipped from her fingers. As she picked it up, she saw red-fingerprints on thelens, like
something over an illuminated microscope. Her fingers were sticky with blood.

She started to get up, then stopped. Crouched, leaning againgt the bulkhead, she spoke: "God..."

She dropped the flashlight, closing her eyes. Her knife blade had diced down through the soldier's cheek
and imbedded in histhroat. Those dead eyes— she could till see them in the darkness, staring at her.

? Chapter 24

Nataliafound her way beyond the veranda to the beach, looking up and down itslength and not seeing

Diego Santiago. She smiled. It would have amused her if after she had intentionally solicited the swvim he
stood her up.

"Diego?' she sad, looking at the dark, white-crested surf. "Diego?' Therewas no answer.

She turned, starting back up the beach, then heard a shout from behind her and turned back to ook
toward the water. "Here, Natalia, here!™

Sheraised her right arm for along, lazy wave toward the figure she saw emerging from the surf, running
up the beach toward her. There was enough moonlight that she could see him well. It was Santiago, wet
from the swim, hisblack, curly hair plastered to hisforehead. He stopped ayard away from her.

"Turn around so | canlook at you," he commanded. She smiled. As sheturned afull 360 degrees, she



opened the white jacket belted around her waist; the jacket dropped from her shoulders and back to her
elbows as she faced him again. "Do you approve, Comrade Generd ?"

"Si— yes, | do indeed, Comrade Mgjor."

Santiago laughed and so did Natalia. He started toward her and she took a step nearer to him. Ashe
reached out his arms, she turned around. "Thank you," she said and shrugged the rest of the way out of
the white terry cloth jacket. There was awhite-painted metal chair afew feet away by the seawall and
she pointed toward it. "Would you?'

"Of course," Santiago said, his voice lessfilled with enthusiasm. She handed him the bag. He looked at
her. "Thisisvery heavy."

"l havemy guninit,” shetold him, smiling.

"Ha-hal Honest— | likethat." Santiago laughed, then strode across the sand. She watched him ashe set
the jacket and purse on the chair, then turned to face her.

"I will race you into the water!" she shouted, running across the sand, her shoes kicked away.

Natdia hit the water, hearing the heavy breathing of Santiago beside her. Throwing hersdlf into the surf as
the waves flowed around her legs, she then swam out over thefirst ridge of breskers. The water felt cold
to her. She hadn't swum in an ocean for more than ayear, she recalled. She turned toward the beach,
swimming until she could stand, then walking from the surf, hugging her hands againgt her elbows, seeing
Santiago coming out of the water afew feet away from her.

"Senorita Natalia, por favor...

She turned back and looked at him, brushing hair back from her forehead. "What isit, Diego?' Natdia
sad.

Hewaked toward her and thistime she did nothing, standing there, waiting for what she knew was
inevitable. "What isit, Diego?" she repeated.

"Areyou trying to seduce me, or to make me seduce you?' he asked, water dripping from his mustache
and from the dark hair on his chest.

"Dontbeslly," shetold him.

"Then why are you here with me, now?"'

"| likethe ocean," shetold him honestly. Then, looking into his eyes, she said softly, "I'm cold now."
Hetook a step closer and shelet him put hisarms around her, felt his hands on her wet back. She closed
her eyes as shefelt him kiss her. It was not as easy asit had been before, she thought, when she had only
been married but not yet inlove.

? Chapter 25

Rubenstein muttered, "God!" The thing crawling quickly around the base of the pam tree behind which
he was hidden |ooked to be the largest roach held ever seenin hislife. "Eyuck!" he hissed to himself.



He'd read an article once about roaches, and it surprised him not at al that they survived the Night of the
War. Some scientists theorized that if al other life on the planet were to be killed, roaches and rats might
gtill thrive. Thiswas awood roach or American cockroach, he thought.

Smiling, pushing his glasses up off the bridge of his nose, he saluted the creature, muttering, "My fellow
American..." He stared beyond the palm now where hisreal fellow Americans were. Some of the faces
he had observed for the last few hours were Higpanic-looking, probably anti-Communist Cubans, some
of the faces|ooked Centra European in origin; and some, he thought, were Jews, like himsdlf. The
barbed wire was the part that nauseated him, with people living behind it.

He had |eft the motorcycle about amile back in awooded area, then come the rest of the way on foot.
After scouting the perimeter of the camp, he had selected the spot least visible between the guard towers
and decided on it as his point of entry. He had brought the big Gerber knife, the Browning High Power
and the Schmei sser and spare loaded magazines for each of the guns.

He amiled, remembering how, just prior to leaving, Rourke had tried to talk him out of the Schmeisser.
"What are you going to do for spare parts? What about extra spare magazines? Y ou'd be better off with
something ese.” But, for once not taking Rourke's advice, Rubenstein had decided to keep the gun he
called the " Schmeisser"— despite the fact Rourke had told him repeatedly it was an MP-40. He was
familiar with it and liked the firepower it afforded.

Rubenstein studied the camp, smiling to himsalf— awesgpon originaly developed for the Nazi war
machine was now going to help him to break into a concentration camp and perhaps break some of the
inmates out.

It was agood hundred yards from the farthest edge of the tree line to the outer fence, Rubenstein
estimated. He had searched the St. Petersburg areaand found a deserted farm implements store, the
windows smashed and yet afew items remaining there. He had scanned the place for radiation with the
Geiger counter on hisHarley Davidson, then stolen apair of long-handled wire cutters. Rubenstein
remembered when he and Rourke had broken into the back room of the geologica supply store and
gtolen the flashlightsthat first night they had teamed up. Rourke had explained then that it was no longer
geding, it wasforaging.

Rubengtein smiled at the thought: he had foraged wire cutters.

Beyond the first wire fence was a barren patch, extending perhaps twenty-five yards. Rubenstein had
studied the ground through the armored Bushnell 8x30s he carried— identica to the ones Rourke used.
He could see no signs of recent digging, no signs of depressonsin the sparsaly grassed ground. He
hoped it was not mined.

At the end of the twenty-five yards of open ground was another fence, ten feet high, and this one might
be e ectrified. He wasn't certain; but the way no one of the guards ever walked closeto it made him
wonder. Beyond that was another ten feet or so of open ground, then a six-foot-high barbed wire fence.
Agang thisfence people were leaning, staring out. At what they stared he didn't know. He wondered if
they knew.

It had been dark for severd hours; he had observed the pattern of the guards.

He checked the Timex on hisleft wris— he'd decided to go exactly on the hour, and that was five more
minutes.



? Chapter 26

Sarah Rourke wished she had awatch. Shelooked up, trying to determine the time by the position of the
maoon, but couldn't. She dowed the boat, then brought it to astop, redlizing for thefirst time that had she
not killed the young Russian guard, he would likely have aerted the harbor patrol and she would never
have gotten far from the pier. She walked back to the aft portion of the boat. She had dragged the young
man's body up from below deck earlier, covering it with atarp she had found. That was nearly an hour
ago, and now as she drew back the tarp, sheimagined the skin to have grayed appreciably. But she
redized that if it had, it would have been impossible to tell in the moonlight. She reached down, trying to
touch the body where it was clothed, but her left hand brushed against the man's | eft hand as she tugged
at the inert form. She drew her hand back. The body was cold, unnaturally cold, like aturkey aready
plucked, frozen, and left to thaw— touching him felt like sticking her hand inside aturkey to take out the
giblets on Thanksgiving morning.

Sarah leaned over therail. She knew that Mr. Coin, Kleinschmidt, and her two children were waiting
farther down the beach, and she wanted to berid of the body before the children saw. Michagl had killed
aman, with the same knife— but she didn't want Michael or Annieto seethis. She turned and |ooked
back at the body, then shook her head, imagining that the left hand had moved. She hadn't closed the
eyes and she should have. They were open, gaping, like fish eyes.

Thefish, shethought. She was feeding him to thefish.

She leaned down, again trying to grasp the body to pull it toward the portside rail, and again touching the
dead hand. She turned, quickly, bending over the railing, vomiting into the water. She wiped the back of
her hand across her mouth, fegling colder now in the damp shorts and T-shirt than she had felt before.

She bent down to the dead man again, thistime grabbing his arms, her hands touching his— but she held
them anyway. She pulled the heavy body toward the portside railing, stopping at the bulkhead benegth it,
then wrapping her arms around the dead man's chest. As she hauled him up, she could only see the back
of hishead. She pulled, shoved, twisted, then positioned the body beside therailing.

Sarah had the sudden, horrible thought that if she didn't have the body weighted it would float to the
surface. But she couldn't see hersdlf putting the body down, then getting it up and over to therailing
again. She stood the dead soldier up beside the rail, then pushed his body forward, and asthe head and
upper trunk swung out over the water, she could see the man'sface.

She screamed as shelet go of the body; it tumbled into the darkness of the water.
Sarah Rourke stood there amoment, her body shaking.

"Got to get going,” she muttered to herself. She peered over into the dark water and thought she saw
him, the eyes staring up at her. Then she turned and ran forward toward the controls, dmost dipping on
the blood-stained deck.

? Chapter 27

Paul Rubengtein glanced at hiswristwatch. Running in alow crouch, he started out of the palms and
toward the first of the ten-foot wire fences, the Schmeisser dung from hisright shoulder, the wirecutters
in hisleft hand. He was dightly winded by the time held crossed the distance to the first fence. And ashe
reached it he dropped into a degper crouch, glancing quickly from side to side, the wire cutters aready
moving in his hands. Starting at the bottom of the fence he clipped asingle cut, approximately four feet



high. Because of the heaviness of the wire, another cut was needed. He cut horizontally across the top of
thefirgt cut, then pulled the barbed wire outward, toward him, dipping through in the darkness and
pulling the "gate" in the wire closed behind him. He glanced toward the guard towers, then hit thedirt,
flattening himsdlf, the Schmeisser out in hisright hand. A searchlight beam crossed over the ground less
than afoot away from him.

The searchlight moved on, and so did Rubengtein, running acrossthe grassy area, zigzagging just in case
there were aminefied, hoping by some miracle hewould missthem dl by not running in agtraight line.
He reached the opposite fence line, breathless again. He started to reach his hand toward it, then
stopped, his hand recoiling. There was arat on the ground less than afoot from him, the body
haf-burned.

"Electrified," he cursed to himsaf.

Rubengtein glanced from side to side, quickly trying to determine whether to go back or whether there
were some other way to crossthefence. "Damnit!" he muttered, then snatched at the big Gerber knife
and started digging in the mixed dirt and sand. He couldn't go through the fence, couldn't go over it— so
he'd go under it. He glanced up, flattening himsdf on the ground, sucking in his breath, amost touching
the fence with his bare hand. The searchlight moved down the center of the open space between the
fences, missing him by inches. As soon asit passed, keeping himsdlf aslow to the ground as possible, he
began againto dig.

For once he was grateful he wasn't as big or as broad-shouldered as Rourke, he thought. He scooped
dirt with his hands, widening the hole under the fence. The searchlight was making another passand he
flattened himsdf to the ground, as close to the fence as possible, thistime noticing the searchlight that
scanned, more frequently and more rapidly, the ground between this fence and the interior fence. That, at
least, was not eectrified. With the hour, al the prisonersin the compound had been herded insde the
tents under which they were sheltered, and the compound grounds were empty of life. But earlier he had
seen hands, faces— dl touching that fence. It was possible, he thought, as he began again to dig, that the
smdller fence was eectrified after the compound was cleared, but he had to take the chance.

The smdl trench under the fence seemed wide enough now and, dipping into position, just missing
another pass of the searchlight, he started through on his back. His shirt pulled out of his pants, and he
fet the dirt againgt the skin at the small of his back.

He pushed on, then stopped— the front of his shirt was stuck on abarb in the lowest strand of wire.
Perhaps there was no power in the lowest strand, he thought; perhaps the materia in the shirt just hadn't
made the right contact. He didn't know. He sucked his ssomach in lest his skin touch the barb.
Rubenstein looked from side to side, past the fence and back toward hisfeet, seeing the searchlight
garting again. It would pass over hisfeet, reved his presence.

Therewasasick feding ingde him, hismind racing to find away out. He had to gamble, he thought. He
touched, gingerly with his shirt-deeved elbow, at the wire. Nothing happened. Rubenstein reached out
with both hands, freeing the shirt front from the barb, then pushed through, under the wire, the searchlight
sweeping over the ground as his feet moved into the shadow. He was through!

The young man got to hisfeet, fill in acrouch. He stared back at the wire amoment, then reached into
the pockets of hisleather jacket. There was nothing he could use, but he had to know. Taking the
wirecutters, he reached under the fence's lowest strand, using the cutters like adave hand in alaboratory,
picking up the dead rat and diding it under the fence toward him. He looked at the charred creature, and



his mouth turned down &t the cornersin disgust. He hated the things. He lifted the rat with the tips of the
cutters and tossed the aready-dead body against the wire second from the bottom of the fence. Then he
drew back, hisright arm going up toward hisface. The body clung to the wire amoment, smoking,
eectrica sparksflying. Paul's somach churned and he felt like throwing up, but instead watched the
searchlight asit swept toward him; then he darted across the few feet of ground to the low fence, hiding
besdeit, gambling it wasn't eectrified as he touched the cutters to the lowest strand, then the one above
it.

"Thank God," he whispered, letting out along sigh. Asthelight passed inches from where he crouched,
he began to cut the wire, using the same pattern he had before, cutting up approximately four feet, then
across gpproximately three feet.

Looking over his shoulder, the wire cuttersin hisleft hand now, he folded back the fence section and
garted through, into the compound.

Hefolded the fence section back, in acrouch, the pistol grip of the Schmeisser in hisright fist, the muzzle
moving from side to sSide as he surveyed the compound. He could see a guard— one only— walking
dowly around the grounds, fifty yards from where he was. Rubengtein. still holding the wirecutters,
started toward the nearest tent in alow, dead run. He pushed hisway inside the tent.

Paul Rubengtein stopped, the smdll that led his nogtrils nausegting him, abuzzing sound inthe air as
flies swarmed throughout the tent. He looked in the faces of the people under the glow of the single
ydlow light hanging from adrop cord in the center of the tent, the flies and moths buzzing closetoit. The
faceswere young, old, al of them weary, some of them deeping, flies crawling acrossthem. Therewasa
child, moaning beside a deeping woman. He stepped closer to them, and he kicked away the mouse
nibbling at the child'sleg.

Paul Rubengtein stood there amoment, tearswelling up in his eyes, his glasses seaming alittle. In that
ingtant, he was thankful for the guns he carried, for the things heéld learned that had kept him from a
gmilar fate. He was grateful to Rourke for teaching him how to survive after the Night of the War.

The phrase, "My felow Americans.. ." and how he'd thought of it earlier asthe roach climbed around the
palm tree beyond the fences, came to his mind. Rubenstein stood there, crying, hisright fist wrapped
tightly on the Schmeisser.

? Chapter 28

Sarah Rourke stood at the whed of the fishing boat, glancing shoreward, trying to seeif she could il
locate Mr. Coin in the darkness. She couldn't. "It was rough, wasn't it, Mrs. Rourke?' Harmon
Kleinschmidt asked her.

She looked down at the young man seated at her feet as she stood before the controls.

Before she answered him, she looked back to the stern— on the tarp that covered the blood from the
dead soldier she could see Michagl and Annie, dready dozing.

Shelooked down at Kleinschmidt, saying, "My nameis Sarah. Y ou don't need to call me Mrs.
Rourke— I'm not that much older than you are. Y es, it was rough, | suppose.”

"l saw them bloodstains. Y ou had to kill somebody, didn't you?"



"| thought gentlemen didn't ask questionslike that.”
"l an't agentleman that much— and you sure ain't either, Sarah.”

She looked away from the waters ahead of her, and down at the young man again. "What do you mean?"'
she asked, still cold in her wet things despite the blanket wrapped around her now.

"I'll just come right out with it. What you told me, | don't think it'sfair to you or them kidsto go on doin’
what you're doin’. Y ou need aman to take care of al of you. | guess|'m sort of volunteerin'. | like you—
alot— Sarah."

Her cheeksfet hot. She didn't know what to say to the man— the boy, she thought. He wasn't more
than twenty-five, if that.

"That's sweet of you, Harmon."

"Ain't sweet of me, Sarah. | meanwhat | say."

"A lot of menfed that way about somebody who's helped them, like anurse for example.”

"Itantthat," hetold her flatly.

"Well, you just rest,”" she began.

I'm sick of restin— sick of thiswhole War, the whole damned thing.”

"Soam|," shesaid, honedtly. "l killed aman with aknifejust alittle bit ago. My boy, Michad, killed a
man. I'vekilled other people since the Night of the War. Weve been cold, sick, wet, dirty; weve gone
without deep. All of it."

"I hear that northeastern Canada didn't get hit much. Fellal met had come down from there, missed the
Commiesall theway. New Y ork City he heard was dl gone, but up in northeastern Canadait was till
like before. Ain't nothin' there the Communists would want, | guess— too cold. But aman could have a
good life up there, with the right woman, with kids like them.”

Sarah looked down at him and wished he weren't Sitting so closeto her feet. "How far istheidand?’

"Y ou gtill on the compass heading | worked out?"

"Uh-huh."

"Maybe twenty minutes or s0. Just keep them runnin' lights out so the patrol boats don't spot us. | figure
we could take this boat and make it pretty far up into Canada— leave all thisbehind us.”

"What about the Resistance, the men in prison you told me about?' Sarah said softly.

"I don't know.., don't guess I'll help them any by gettin' myself killed. | did my share. Soundslike you've
done your share too since the War began.”

"My hushand is out there somewhere, looking for us.”



"Y ou don't know that. He might be dead. If heisalive, might figure you and the kids were dead— maybe
took up with another woman."

"Maybe," Sarah answered. "Maybe dl of that. But if hesdive, he'slooking for me. And the only thing
that's kept me going istdling mysdf hesdive."

"What if | tell you hel's dead probably; or what if | tell you he's so busy stayin' dive himsdf that he can't
look for you? What if—"

"What if the War had never happened?' She looked back across the bow, searching the shadowy,
moonlit horizon for some sign of the offshoreidand.

"How come he was away from you when it happened? None of my business, | know that. But how
come?!

"We—" she began. "We'd been separated. Nothing formal. Just couldn't get dong the last few years. He
came back, just before the War. We made up, decided to try again. It was my fault, really. He wanted to
cancel the job he had in Canada and stay home. | told him | needed the time to get my head clear, to
think, so we could start again. The night the War happened he should have been on hisway back.”

llDri\,irg?l
"No, by air."

"Ain't nothin' left of Atlanta, Sarah, if he landed there. | heard lots of commercid airliners crashed when
they ran out of fuel with nowhereto land, or just got blown out of the sky when they flew too closeto a
missile or an air burst. He's dead— got to be.”

"Y ou don't know my husband,” shetold Kleinschmidt. "Heisn't like anybody you ever met.”
"He's some kind of super guy or somethin'?"

"Inaway, | guessheis. You can seeit in Michael. | wouldn't have expected aboy three times Michad's
ageto do what he'sdone. It's not normal.”

"What do you mean?' Kleinschmidt asked.

A cloud passed in front of the moon. She could no longer see Kleinschmidt's young, tired face when she
looked down by her feet where he sat, propped against the bulkhead. " John Rourke is— he's dways
been so much larger than life. HE's amost perfect, really. He seemsto know everything, to be able to do
anything, to solve any problem. Heisn't likeyou," she told Kleinschmidt. Then, under her breath, so no
one but hersalf would hear, she added, "Or me."

? Chapter 29

Rubenstein moved from tent to tent, after having thrown up once heéd gotten outside thefirst tent, more
careful to avoid silhouetting himsdlf againgt the light. He talked to an older man who'd been awake,
swatting flies away from afestering wound on hisleft leg. The lights were kept on in the tentsto make
certain no one stood up during the night and to make visua inspection of the tents easier when the guards
looked in. There were no sanitary facilities, no facilitiesfor child care, and some of the guards, the old



man had confessed, enjoyed beating people. Some of the other guards had seemed like decent men, the
old man had told him, but they did nothing when the other guards began their beatings.

The old man had never heard of retired Air Force Colond David Rubenstein or hiswife.

Paul stopped now outside atent, the fifth so far. Shaking his head, he forced hisway insde, keeping low
to avoid profiling himsdf in the yellow light. The stench in thistent was either not so bad, or he had
become accustomed to it— he wasn't sure which. There were more children here, faces drawn, eyes
sunken, bellies swollen. The old man— Rubenstein hadn't asked his name and the man hadn't
volunteered it had said most of the older people gave the bulk of their food to the children and the recent
mothers; and the food alotment for each adult per day was a cup of ceredl, as much bad water asyou
wanted to drink, and twice aweek fish or meat. The cered had weevilsinit, the fish and meat usualy
smelled rancid. A lot of the people around the camp had dysentery, the old man had said.

Rubengtein passed through the tent, looking for his parents, looking for afamiliar face, not sureif hed
recognize any of his parents friends. There was awoman at the far end of the tent, holding achild in her
arms, the child's breathing labored. She was awake and as he passed her, she whispered, "Who are
you?"

"My nameis Paul Rubengtein," hetold her, glancing around the tent.
"Why areyou here?'

"I'm looking for my parents. Do you know them? My father hasafull head of white hair, hisfirst nameis
David. My mother'sfirst nameis Rebecca. Rubenstein. He was a Colond in the Air Force before he
retired.”

"He wouldn't be here, then," the woman said.
Rubenstein sucked in his bregth, wondering what the woman meant, afraid to ask.

"Hejust wouldn't be here. | was supposed to be someplace e setoo,” she said, brushing afly away from
her child'slips. "But | was pregnant and they didn't want me aong, so they left me. | lost the baby,” she
said, her voice even. "l don't know what they did with my baby afterward. They never told me about
him— he was aboy. My husband Ralph would have been proud of the boy— handsome. Ralph, he'sin
the Air Force too, that's why they took him. Some kind of specia camp near Miami for military people
and their families. | hope they don't hurt Ralph. | would have named my baby Raph Jr., after my
husband. He was a beautiful boy. I don't know what they did with him. | would have named him Ralph,
you know."

Rubenstein looked &t her, whispered. "I'm sorry,” then left the tent. He crouched outside by theflap,
crying quietly. "Goddamn them,”" he muttered.

It was garting to rain and in the distance below the dark rain clouds he could see atiny knife edge of
sunlight, reddish tinged. The camp would soon be awake and he had to get out before he got caught. He
looked back toward the tent. He could hear the woman talking to herself.

He decided something, then. He was going to go to Miami, find his parents at whatever hellhole camp
they werein, if they were dill dive. But first he was going to do something here. He didn't know what
yet. There was the Army Intelligence contact. Maybe he could help, Rubenstein thought.



Paul pulled himsdf back againgt the tent. He heard something, the rumble of an engine. Helooked to his
right— therewasa U.S. military jegp coming, three Cubansriding in it. The rain was coming down in
sheets now, and the wind was picking up. Rubenstein pushed his glasses back from the bridge of his
nose, brushed histhinning black hair back from his high forehead.

He pulled back the bolt on the Schmeisser, giving it asolid pat.

Paul Rubengtein raised himself to hisfeet, sanding amost directly in front of the jeep, the headlights
beaming just to hisleft. At thetop of hislungs, the young man shouted. "Eat lead, you bastards" and he
queezed the trigger of the Schmeisser.

"Trigger control,” he shouted, reiterating Rourke's constant warning to him, working thetrigger out and in,
keeping to three-round bursts from the thirty-round magazine. The driver of the jeep dumped forward
across the whed, then the man beside him, the third man in the back raising apistal to fire. Rubenstein
pumped the Schmeisser's trigger again, emptying three rounds into the man's chest. The man fell back,
rolling down into the mud.

Rubenstein ran beside the jeep, the vehicle going off at acrazy angleinto one of the tents.

The young man jumped for it, hisleft foot on the running board, hisright hand loosing the Schmei sser,
pushing the dead driver from behind the whed. Sliding in, he kicked the dead man's feet away from the

pedals.

Rubenstein ground the vehicle to ahdt, noticing now for thefirg timethat there was agray light diffused
over the camp. It was dawn. He rolled the body of the passenger, then the driver, out of the right side of
the jeep, shifting the vehicle into reverse. People streamed from their tents. As he skidded thejeep
around, damming on the brakes as he fumbled the transmission into first, he could see guards running
toward him from the far end of the camp.

Hisjaw was s, hislips curled back from histeeth, as he ssomped on the gas pedd, driving forward. The
puddles dashed up on him as he raced through the mud. Some of the prisoners of the camp threw
themselves toward the advancing Cuban guards.

"No!" Rubenstein shouted, the guards machine-gunning the women, the old people.

Rubengtein buttoned out the magazine on the Schmeisser with hisleft hand, replacing it with afresh one,
the windshield of the jegp down in front of him. He rested the blue-black submachine gun along the
dashboard and started firing again.

There were dozens of guards, he thought, all of them armed with assault rifles or pistols, streaming from
metal huts. They were half-dressed, shouting, firing a him. Rubenstein kept shooting. He glanced to his
|eft— there was a Communist Cuban guard running beside the jeep, hands outstretched, reaching for
him.

Rubenstein balanced the steering wheel with hisleft knee, snatching the wire cutters from his belt,
ramming the eighteen inches of stedl behind him and out, then looked back. The Cuban soldier fell, the
wirecuttersimbedded in his chest.

A smile crossed Rubengtein's lips as he ssomped the clutch and upshifted, the jegp now speeding past the



tents, the huts, the angry, shouting guards and their guns.

Rubengtein triggered another burst from the Schmelisser, getting aman who looked like an officer. The
young man hoped he was the camp commandant.

The Schmeisser was shot dry and he dropped it beside him on the front seet, snatching the worn blue
Browning High Power into hisright fist, thumbing back the hammer, firing thefirst round into the face of a
Cuban soldier who'd thrown himsealf up on the hood of the jeep.

The soldier fell away; there was a scream asthe jegp rolled over something. Rubengtein didn't care what
it was,

The High Power blazing in hisright hand, he fought the whed of the jegp with hisleft, bringing the vehicle
into asharp left turn, the jeep amost flipping over on him as he gunned it forward. Holding the pistol
awkwardly, he rammed the stick into third gear, the engine noise so loud he could barely hear the shouts
now.

Two Cuban soldiers were running for him, the gate a hundred yards ahead. Rubenstein rammed the
Browning straight out in hisright hand, firing once, then once again, the nearer of the two men throwing
his handsto hisface as he fell. The second man, unhit, dove into the jeep, his hands reaching out for
Rubengtein's throat. Rubengtein tried bringing the gun up to fire, but the man wasin the way, his hands
tightening on Rubenstein's throat as the jeep swerved out of control.

Rubenstein dropped the Browning, clawing a the Cuban'sface, getting hisfingersinto the man's mouth
by the left cheek, then ripping as hard as he could.

The man'sface split on theleft Side, the fingers released from Rubengtein's throat, and Rubenstein
grasped the 9mm pistol. He snapped back the trigger, the muzzle flush againgt the Communist soldier's
chest, the scream from the torn face ringing loud in Rubengtein's ears as the man fdll back, into the mud.

Rubengtein cut the whed right just intime, the | eft fender crashing into arow of packing crates that
tumbled into the mud. The High Power clenched in hisright fist, Rubenstein cut the whedl harder right,
with lessthan fifty yardsto go until he reached the main gate. A dozen guards stood by the gate shooting
ahim.

Paul jammed the Browning High Power into histrouser band, then fumbled on the seet for the
Schmeisser. He buttoned out the empty magazine, bal ancing the steering whed with hisleft knee again as
he changed sticksin the submachine gun. He smacked back the bolt, bringing the muzzle of the weapon
up over the hood, hisleft fist locked on the whed again. He didn't shoot.

The distance to the gate was now twenty-five yards. He hoped he remembered what Rourke had told
him about practica firing range. Twenty yards, the guards at the gate till firing. Fifteen yardsand
Rubenstein began pumping the trigger, two-round burststhistime, firing at the grestest concentration of
the guards. One man went down, then another. The guards ran as the jeep rammed toward them.

Rubenstein kept up asteady stream of two-round bursts, nailing another guard. He punched hisfoot al
the way down on the gas pedal asthe jegp homed toward the gate, shouting to himself, "Now!" The front
end of the vehicle crashed against the wood and barbed wire gate, shattering it. The jeep stuttered a
moment, then pushed ahead. Rubenstein brought the SMG back up, firing it out as he cut the whed into a
sharp right onto the road.



As he sped past the concentration camp, the noise of gunfire from behind him had dl but stopped. He
looked to hisright, toward the camp. He could see men, women, and children; heimagined he saw the
old man with the festering leg wound who had told him so much, the young woman with the dead baby.
Rubensgtein began to cry, tdling himself it wasthe wind of the dipstream around the vehicledoing it to his

eyes.

Every person in the camp compound was waving hisarmsin theair, cheering.
? Chapter 30

Natalia stood under the water of the shower, the water hot against her body. She'd wanted to wash
away more than the sand, sheredlized. She turned off the water after running it cold for amoment, then
stepped out. She grabbed atowd and wrapped it around her hair, then another towel and wrapped it
around her body. Her feet till dightly wet as she walked out of the bathroom, across the carpeted
bedroom and to the double glass doors at the far end. There she stepped out onto the small bal cony
overlooking the sea. She was disappointed. She had missed the sunrise.

It was cold, but she stood there amoment, then walked back inside, towding hersalf dry and pulling on
an ankle-length white robe. Shetook a cigarette from the dresser and lit it, inhaling deeply. Then, the
towd dtill wrapped around her hair, she walked back out on the balcony, standing by the railing, staring
at the beach and the ocean beyond.

It had been a night she wanted quickly to forget. She understood why Diego Santiago was the way he
was with awoman. She didn't think it was that she had so excited him. It was a problem that only a man
could have, she thought. He had apologized, then fallen silent. She had rubbed his body, kissed him, tried
to soothe him afterward. And she felt now that he trusted her, feding somehow she knew a guilty secret.

She had washed her thighs three times, but the memory of what had happened to Santiago before hed
been able to do what held wanted to her il lingered. Shewould have fet sorry for him normaly, she
thought. But hewas such alie, such afake, she thought. The "macho” generd was like ayoung boy.

She was glad nothing had happened with him-because she hadn't wanted it. In the days with Karamatsov
she had sometimes used her body to gain information. But she had never liked it, even though VIadmir
had told her he would not blame her for whatever she did.

When Santiago kissed her, she had thought only of Rourke, wished it were Rourke, and afterward
known that with Rourke it would have been so much different. She hugged her arms about her againgt the
chill of thewind, looking skyward, thinking it was perhaps going to rain.

"John," she whispered.

Rourke had killed Karamatsov, but for her, as her uncle had explained it. Should she keep the vow sheld
made and kill Rourke?

The uncertainty inside was destroying her, Natadiathought. But more than ever now, she knew, sheloved
the American. She wondered, absently, if he had yet found hiswife and children. Somehow it would be
eader to know he was with them. Then he would have no reason to think of her and she would know for
hersdf that he was out of reach.

Natdiasmiled, thinking of Rourke, knowing thet if she wereto fight something thet lived only in Rourke's



heart she could never win.
? Chapter 31

John Rourke downed haf the tumbler of whiskey, looked at hiswatch, then walked from the table and to
the curtained window. He drew back the curtain, squinting againgt the sunlight. There were dark clouds
on the horizon, but above them the sun was bright. He threw the curtains open, and light filled the room.

Hewaked acrossit again, snapping off the lamp which had illuminated the table through the night and
early morning. Helooked a Chambers, then at Sissy Wiznewski.

"I don't know which one of them isthe Communist agent. The information in their filesistoo ambiguous.”
"It'sdl we have," Chambers said, hisvoice sounding old.

"I know that." Rourke nodded. "I trust Reed. | don't think he'sthe traitor. Couldn't be just asmal fish—
gotta be somebody with accessto practicaly everything you do."

"Why haven't they attacked here?' the girl asked. Chambers shrugged his shoulders. Rourke answered
for him: "To mount afull scale attack here would be time-consuming, expensive, and use alot of troops
the Russians can't spare. Aslong asthey have President Chambers under amicroscope, know his every
move, it doesn't bother them. It'samost better than capturing him. If they captured him, somebody dse
would assume the leadership function and they'd be in the dark asto what U.S. 11 is planning or doing.
Thisway, they know everything. Once we find thetraitor, it'll be adifferent story. | think thisareawill be
too hot for you." He turned to Chambers. "Y ou'll haveto leave here, go into hiding somewhereese” He
turned and looked back at the girl. "Thistraitor, whoever heis, isthe reason they've left this place done.
In apinch, they could probably have used the spy they haveto nate the President anyway. Got the
best of both worlds. The KGB people aren't fools enough to cut off their nose to spite their face.”

"You're surethereésatraitor here?' Chambers groaned.

"Hasto be. Thereésonly oneway | can seeto flush him out, too. Thebest ruseisnoruseat al. | want
youto cal an emergency mesting.”

"Why didn't you ever run for President, Mr. Rourke? I'd have voted for you,” Chambers smiled.

Rourke smiled back. "Better thingsto do,” he said.
? Chapter 32

Sarah Rourke stood on the beach, the blanket over her shoulders, her body till cold. Harmon
Kleinschmidt's arm also was around her shoulders— to support himsdlf as he stood, shetold hersdlf.
Michael and Annie were standing afew feet in front of her. She glanced over her shoulder, & the fishing
boat beached in the surf.

She turned back to look up the beach toward the rocks beyond. She'd been following the movement
there for some time and now, findly, the people who had been watching her were coming down.

Unarmed, Sarah took a step forward, Kleinschmidt moving beside her.

"Here they come, Sarah," hetold her.



She only nodded, watching. About two dozen women were walking across the beach, some of them
holding pistols, some with rifles. One woman had ababy suckling her |eft breast and she hed apigtal in
her right hand. There were children, too, about Michadl and Annie's ages. And most of the women
looked young.

Michael looked at her and Sarah nodded, saying, "It'sal right, Michagl. Here are children for you and
Annieto play with. Youll see” She saw him gtaring at Kleinschmidt, the dark eyes boring toward the
man holding her, the jaw set like John's was so often.

"See, Sarah— children for your kidsto play with whilewe wait here."

"Wat?'

"l want you to come with me, Sarah. | mean that. I'll convince you I'm right.”

"Hey, Harmon!" A woman holding ababy in one hand and a pistal in the other shouted a him. She
stopped, her bare toes moving in the sand as she stood.

"Hey, Mary Beth— this heré's Sarah, the children are Michagl and Annie— good kids, too."
Sarah watched Michad looking a Kleinschmidt, not liking what she saw in hiseyes.
"I'll get somebody to take the boat out and scuttle her,” Mary Beth said.

"No you dont," Sarah told her. "I'm just ataxi service. Harmon was wounded, | brought him here. |
hope nobody mindsif | say for alittle while, let my children rest alittle. But then I'm leaving.”

"Weé're both leaving,” Harmon entered.
Sarah looked up at him, watching his eyes. She didn't know if sheliked what she saw there.

"Then you get it down into the shalows dong the beach there." Mary Beth pointed to the left with her
pistal. "And get her moored and camouflage it. Them Russians see aboat here, they're gonna come
lookin' for usfor sure.”

"Agreed,” Sarah shouted back.

"Come on then,” Mary Beth said, smiling for thefirst time. "I'll give you a hand and waich the kids. Some
of the girls here can help you with Harmon, gettin' him up to the cave. Then | guesswe can dl giveyou a
hand with the boat. Come on." She started toward Michael and Annie, Michael's arm going around his
gger's shoulders, hisfeet moving back across the sand. Mary Beth looked at Michadl and Annie, " Suit
yourself, boy. Just follow everybody esethen.”

"See," Harmon Kleinschmidt whispered. "1t's gonna befine.”

Sarah just looked at him. He wasthe only fully grown man on the idand and couldn't take more than two
steps without someone holding him up. She shook her head, shivering alittle, not thinking it was going to
befineat dl.

? Chapter 33



John Rourke waited in the shadows by the corner of the building, watching. Chambers had called the
emergency meeting, not announcing Rourke's arriva but did reved the presence of Sissy Wiznewski.
Chambers had announced to his advisersthat disaster in Foridawasimminent; he told them everything
that had nothing to do with Rourke's plan to flush the traitor. Prior to the meeting, Chambers had selected
eleven men, Rourke making the twelfth. The eeven had been chosen from Army Intelligence, men
Chambers knew Reed persondly trusted.

The meeting findly broke up. Rourke waited. On mere chance, he had sdlected to follow Randall
Soames, commander of the Texas Volunteer Militia. Each of the other men would aso follow one of the
advisers. If someone |eft the compound, it would be amost adead giveaway that this person were the
traitor, Rourke had determined.

As he studied the compound, looking for some sgn of Soames, Rourke wished it were merely assmple
asfinding thetraitor. But once the traitor was recognized, it would be necessary to follow himto his
contact, hisradio, whatever means he used to notify the Soviets. And through that chain Rourke could
contact Varakov. Already time was running out and there wasllittle hope of an evacuation, however
limited.

Rourke turned up the collar of his coat, the wind cold on his neck. He'd Ieft the pistol belt with the
Python and the CAR-15 with hisbike. As he closed the leather jacket he checked the twin Detonics .45s
inthe double Aless rig under the coat— they were secure, with spare magazines for the pistols on his
trouser belt in friction retention speed pouches.

Cold till, Rourke hunkered back into the niche in the wal beside which he stood, then stopped. Randdll
Soames, dressed inapair of Levis, ablack Stetson and awestern-style plaid shirt, was walking across
the compound toward the gates. It was dmost too easy, Rourke thought. As soon as Soames
disappeared through the gates, Rourke took off at a dead run after him, reaching the gates, nodding to
the guard there and looking down the road. Soames was walking. Rourke turned to the guard. Both the
I ntelligence people and the M Ps were under Reed. "Did he say where he was going, Corpord?"

"No, sr— just for awalk, | guess. He doesthat alot, but so do some of the others.”

"How long ishe usudly gone?'

"You're Mr. Rourke, aren't you?'

"That'sright, son," Rourketold him.

"Maybe hdf an hour. But if he were going anyplace on foot, the only place he could make in that amount
of time and get back would be the town. 1t's abandoned now, and there wouldn't be time for him to do
anything except turn around and walk right back.”

"He dwayswaksthat way?' Rourke said, pointing down the road.

"L eastways every timel've seen him, gr.”

"Thanks, Corpord." Rourke smiled, starting down the road after Soames, hugging the compound wall

until the man disappeared over therise. Then he started running as fast as he could, getting to theriseand
dropping down beside the road.



Randall Soameswasn't walking quickly, wasn't turning around— nothing suspicious. Rourke waited.
Maybe al Soames was doing was going for awak— for aman his age he looked reasonably fit, and
riding adesk al day could make any man antsy. He watched Soames pass over the next rise— there
wasn't even aweapon visible. Rourke couldn't see anyone going out these days unarmed unless he were
acompletefoal.

Rourke ran ahead to the next rise, barely catching sight of Soames as he finally looked behind him, then
pushed hisway into astand of trees. Rourke watched, waiting, thinking that aradio might be concedled
inthe trees there. But as Rourke started to push himself up, to move over therise toward the trees,
Soames regppeared, pushing asmall motorcycle. A smile crossed Rourkeslips, then the corners of his
mouth turned down. It was asmall Honda, the kind that had been made years earlier and designed for
compactness— the handlebars folded down for easy storage. He remembered reading about the small
cycle. Top speed was about thirty-five miles per hour he recaled.

Soames |looked from side to side a ong the road, then mounted the cycle, sarting it and continuing down
the road toward the abandoned town.

Rourke redlized now how Soames made hiswalk so quickly and made it appear he had no timeto do
anything if he did walk down to the town. It had to be risky keeping the cycle stowed there, Rourke
thought. But being aspy was not exactly safe either, he knew.

There was nothing to do now but run. Rourke pushed himsdlf to hisfeet and took off dong therise,
wishing hed somehow had the foresight to stash his own motorcycle nearby, or that he could risk aradio
cal-in and get transportation. But he had no ideawhat frequency Soames's Soviet contact might be on,
and had eschewed the use of aradio. So heran, stripping the leather jacket from his back and holding it
bunchedin hisleft fidt.

He had to gamble that Soames would be headed for the town and stay on or near the road. The small
bike Soames rode wouldn't handle the terrain off the road— or at least Rourke hoped it wouldn't. The
road, he remembered from the map he had studied earlier, zig-zagged following the terrain, and Rourke
ran cross-country now to intercept the road.

He skidded down alow embankment, rolling behind some scrub brush, low against the ground, the road
below him as Soames moved dong it on the small bike. As Soames passed, Rourke pushed himsdlf up,
running across the road and through the grassy field beyond, to intercept the road again just before it
turned into the town. Hisface and neck streaming swest, hisarms back and out like a distance runner
going for the tape, Rourke ran on, not daring to lose sight of Randall Soames.

Rourke stopped again, diving haf into aditch along the roads de as Soames rounded a curve.

The commander of the Texas paramilitary forces sopped the bike, looking behind him, then from sdeto
sde. Rourke, peering through the tall grass, could see a smile crossing Soamess face. The bike Sarted
up again, down the road and into the town.

Rourke pushed himsdf up, jumping the ditch into the road, then crossing it and running pardld toit,
hoping he wasin the rider's blind spot should Soames look back. Rourke reached the building at the
nearest edge of the abandoned town.

Thetown-limits sgn was down, but he estimated from the buildings and the sireets, that it had been a
town of three or four thousand before the Night of the War.



He peered around the corner of the abandoned fire station behind which he stood, watching as Soames
turned the motorcycle down the street at the farthest edge of the town.

Rourke began again to run, hislungs aching from it. Too many cigars, he thought.

He passed thefirst block, running across the intersecting street; he then passed broken store windows, a
mailbox knocked over apparently by acar in haste to evacuate the city, afire hydrant with the caps off
and afew drops of water gill dribbling from it. He reached the next intersection, glanced down it to make
certain Soames wasn't suckering him, hadn't doubled back. Then he ran down the next block.

There was abroad expanse of burnt-out lawn, a Baptist church at the far end, the church untouched.
Rourke stopped amoment, catching his breeth, staring at the church. "Why wasn't it vanddized?' he
asked himself aoud, then shook his head and began to run again, reaching the end of the block.

There was one more block to go before the street down which Soames had turned. Rourke, his arms out
a hissde again, ran it dead out, haf collapsing against the side of the corner building— ared estate
development firm— then peering around the corner.

Rourke's heart sank amoment. Soames was nowherein sight, but at the end of the street, approximately
two blocks down, was an uncharacteristically elaborate athletic field and stadium.

Rourke stared at it. The stadium looked to have cost more than dl the other buildingsin the town
combined.

Rourke reached up under hisleft armpit, snatching one of the twin Detonics pistols from the Aless
shoulder holsters. He thumbed back the hammer, pushing up the frame-mounted thumb safety. Bending
into his stride, he began to run again, hugging the side of the buildings he passed, getting acrossthe dley,
then to the next street and into the next block. He dowed, the athletic field less than two hundred yards
away; and beyond the cinder track, with some of the painted whitelinesin thefield till visble, wasthe
Sadium.

Something ingde Rourke told him Soames was there. The wind was blowing cold again. He pulled the
waist-length brown leather jacket back on. Then, at adow trot, started across the athletic field, snatching
the second Detonics from under hisright arm into hisleft hand, thumbing back the hammer and crooking
his thumb around to push up the safety.

Rourke stopped beside the stadium entrance, examining the dust on the concrete surface, asmile
crossing hislips. Faintly, he could detect atire tread in the blown sand.

Rourke started through the entranceway, and as he reached the end of the long tunnel, he scanned the
bowl of the stadium itself, squinting againgt the sunlight despite the dark glasses hewore. A amile crossed
hislips again. Apparently the games held at the stadium had once been broadcast over local radio. There
was alow-gain antenna beside the booth on the far, topside of the arena, the sort of antennathat could
be used to transmit to amore powerful receiver-sender fifty milesor so away.

There was no sign of Soames or his bike.

Rourke walked up the low, broad concrete stepsinto the grandstand, then started aong the
circumference of the stadium toward the booth and the antenna.



One Detonics .45 in each hand, Rourke moved dowly ahead, looking from side to side. He no longer
cared if Soames detected his presence— because there was nowhere the spy could go. Soames could
smash hisradio, but that was unlikely. Rather than going cold, out of contact with his Soviet masters, hed
likely try to make afight of it. Perhgps Soames had wegpons stashed somewhere in the stadium; perhaps
there had been aweagpon conced ed on his body— a holster that carried a snubby revolver or medium
frame auto in the top of his cowboy boot. It didn't matter, Rourke thought.

Rourke stopped halfway around the stadium, beside the broadcast booth. The antennawas corroded,
weather-stained, but a new-looking, amost shiny coax cable ran from it, through what seemed to be a
freshly drilled holein the concrete below the grandstand.

Rourke turned around, his eyes searching for the nearest steps down into the stadium complex beneath
the stands. He found them, then started walking toward them. He stopped at the head of the steps,
looking at thetwin pistolsin his hands, holding them asif weighing them.

Both pistolsin front of him, elbows tucked close a his sides— hethought if he could see himsdlf held be
reminiscent of acowboy in aslent picture— he started down the steps, into the darkness of the shadow
there.

Rourke stopped hafway down the steps. With the back of his right hand he pushed the sunglasses up off
the bridge of hisnose and into his hair. He started walking again.

Rourke stopped, hisleft foot on the last step, hisright foot on the concrete walkway of the tunnel. He
held hisbreeth, listening. Voices. He heard two voices, the words unintelligible but distinct enough that
Rourke could tdl they werein English. They were coming from the farthest end of the tunndl.

Rourke began walking, hugging hisbody againgt the rough concrete wdll, the pistal in hisright hand held
high, theonein hisleft hed flat dong hisleft thigh.

He could hear the voices more clearly. He stopped, seeing the darker blackness of the new coax cable
leading down from above, then snaking ahead into the shadow a ong the tunnel and toward itsend.
Rourke shifted the Detonicsin hisright hand into his belt, taking the sunglasses off his head, putting them
intheir case under his coat. Hisright fist clenched around the pistol again and he moved dowly,
cautioudy aheed.

The voices were clear enough now to be understood, at least in part. One of them belonged to Soames:
"l don't care, Veskovitch. Why worry? All that damned earthquake is going to do iskill more Americans
and kill abunch of them danged Cubans. | don't think your folks give a shit about them anyway."

"Y ou werewise to come,” the other voice— Veskovitch, Rourke assumed— began. "But you are
wrong. We must contact headquarters. Thisis an important development. There may be valued Soviet
personnd working in Horidaat thisvery moment. They at least must be gotten out. It isnot your
respongbility, nor isit mine, to determine who should live and die. Y ou speak of adisaster which could
take millions of lives. Do you wish this on your conscience?

Rourke, standing in the darkness along the wall, smiled. The Soviet agent, probably KGB, was sounding
amost humanitarian. Soames sounded like abloodthirsty anima. Rourke moved ahead, more dowly
now, cautioudly, not being able to see more than six feet ahead into the shadows.



He stopped, holding his breath, cursing mentaly, then reached down and rubbed hisright shin. There had
to be aramp down into the tunndl. He had just bumped his shin againgt Soames's motorcycle. Rourke
shoved the Detonics from hisright hand into histrouser band, then using the Safariland stainless handcuff
key from hiskey ring, he found the valve stem on the rear tire and deflated it. He didn't want Soames
using the bikefor agetaway.

Pocketing the key ring, Rourke snatched the Detonics from hisbelt again. A pistol in each hand once
more, he sidestepped the bike, then pressed against the concrete tunnel wall and moved ahead again.

The voices were louder now. "WEell, go on then and call Varakov or whoever getsit— but let ‘em know |
brought it to you."

"You are till worried Generd Varakov will comefor you, perhaps sometimein the middle of the night,
and kill you for molesting achild. Hedid not like you. Y ou were afraid of him and he knew that."

"Shut up,”" Soames snapped.

Rourke took two steps ahead, into the small cone of yellow light from the niche in the tunnel wall just
ahead, then turned, both gunsleveled, looking into the tiny room.

"I'll go dong with that, Scames— but you two shut up,” Rourke whispered, the safety catches down on
both pistols as he aimed one at Soames and one at VVeskovitch.

"Wm—"
"Moveand | kill you," Rourke interrupted.

Soames darted for the radio, a move Rourke hadn't anticipated from the paramilitary commander.
Rourke fired the Detonicsin hisright hand, the dug tearing into Soamess I eft side, kicking the man back
agang thefar wall.

But VVeskovitch was coming toward him, apigtol in hisright hand, the gun firing.

Rourkefired the Detonicsin hisleft hand, but Veskovitch was dready on him, the 185-grain .45 ACP
dug tearing into VVeskovitch's left leg. Therewasaloud cry of pain and anguish. The pistal in
Veskovitch'sright hand discharged and Rourke could fed heat againgt his own left hand, glancing down
toit, as he smacked the .45 in hisright down across the KGB man's neck. There was no wound in the
hand, but the bullet had passed close, Rourke redlized, perhapsjust barely grazing his skin.

The Russan'sleft fist was circling upward and Rourke's right forearm blocked it. The Russian was
screaming, "The radio, Soames— smash it!”

Hisleft knee smashing up into the Russian's gunhand, Rourke looked over the KGB man's back. He
could see Soames staggering away from the far wall, apistol in hisright hand aimed at the radio.

Rourke tried bringing hisright hand into position to shoot, but the Russian grappling with him shoved
againg him and the .45 discharged into the concrete over their heads, the dug ricocheting maddeningly
off the concrete walls. Rourke backhanded the Detonicsin hisleft hand across the KGB man'sface,
knocking him away.



Then Rourke brought down the Detonics pistol in hisright hand, raising the left one into position aswell,
both pistols discharging s multaneoudy, both dugs driving into Soamess center of mass. The Texas
commander fell back, the Detective Speciad .38 in hisright hand discharging into the floor at hisfest.

The echo of the gunshots till reverberating in the tiny room, amost deafeningly, Rourke wheded right.
The KGB man wasraising hispistol tofire.

No timeto swing hisguns on line, Rourke hurtled himself sdeways toward the Russian. Both Rourke's
pistols clattered to the floor as hisleft hand reached for the KGB man's gunhand, hisright hand going for
the throat.

The agent's pistal discharged and for thefirst time, his earsringing with the sound, Rourke noticed it— a
Detonics .45, like hisown, but blued. Rourke's left hand on the KGB man'swrist, he dammed the
gunhand down, the pistal firing again.

Rourke moved his hand from the Russan'sthroat and smashed hisright fist acrossthe man's jaw.

The Russian's head snapped back and Rourke moved up on his haunches, straddling the KGB man's
body. He studied the eyes— the lids were closed, not fluttering. Rourke, prying the man'sfingersfrom
the blue Detonics .45 then, bent low, trying to fed for breath. Rourke touched hisfingersto the Russan's
neck, then to the man'swrist. He raised the head dightly. However held hit the man, the neck had
snapped and the Russian was dead. He hadn't wanted that.

Rourke thumbed up the safety on the blue Detonics and rammed the pistol into his belt, intending to keep
it. Hefound his own pistals, then walked the few steps to Soames. Despite three hits from Rourke's .45s,
the paramilitary leader was till breathing.

Gently, Rourke rolled Soames over. The wounds would make him die, but not for severa minutesif his
congtitution were strong, Rourke determined. " Soames, how do you make your contacts?"

"Gotohdl...

Rourke thumbed down the safety on the Detonicsin hisright hand, touching the muzzleto the traitor's | eft
cheekbone. Almost softly, Rourketold him, "I can either et you die comfortably or painfully, Soames.

Y ou know I'm adoctor. I've got asmall emergency kit under my coat,” Rourkelied. "l can giveyou a
shot.” There was an emergency kit with syringes, but back on hisbicycle. "Morphine? Sound good? Y ou
could linger for hours" Rourke lied again. He thumbed up the safety on the Detonics and shoved it inthe
holster under hisleft armpit, then did the same on the second pistol, placing it in the holster under hisright
am.

Asif hewere uncaring, Rourke took the blue Detonics that had belonged to the KGB man and studied it,
dumping the half-spent magazine, clearing the chamber. The pistol wasin pristine condition, till wearing
the origina checkered walnut grips. He made amenta note to check the body and the room for spare
magazi nes which were interchangeable with hisown guns.

"Well?' Rourke studied Soamess face— it was white, drained. Soames had afew minutes at most to live
and Rourke hoped Soames didn't know it. "Diein pain or get the morphine shot?"

"Gimmethe shot,” Soames grunted.



"Theradio firs. Tell me how to make the contact. | try it, it works, then the shot.”

"All right, dl right,” Soames said through gritted teeth. " Songbird to Condor One, request— request
relay.” Soames coughed.

"What relay?" Rourke asked, trying to keep hisvoice cam. Blood spurted from Soames's mouth when
he coughed.

"Request— relay— nineteen. Getsyou—"

"Through," Rourke finished, then bent over Randal Soames, thumbing the lids on the dead eyes closed.
Rourke stood up. He walked over to theradio and flicked it on. He assumed they were using English on
the radio— that way, if the signal were intercepted it would attract |ess attention. Rourke picked up the
microphone, staring at it amoment, then at the men to whom the radio had been so important. " Songbird
to Condor One," he cdled. "Requesting relay nineteen, over."

In amoment the radio crackled and there was a voice. "Relay nineteen through to Condor One— stand

by:

Rourkelit one of hissmall cigars. He had no intention of going anywhere.
? Chapter 34

"Harmon maybeisdoin' theright thing," Mary Beth muttered, her eyes seemingly focused on thefirein
the center of the cavefloor.

"What do you mean?' Sarah Rourke asked, naked under her blanket, trying to warm herself and rid her
bones of the chill they'd felt ever sncethe swim that previous night.

"With goin' up to Canada— dl our men are gonna be dead by tomorrow afternoon. Some Army
Intelligence fellathat brings us supplies was out and left just before you and Harmon got here. He says
the execution is on for tomorrow. To show the Resistance what'll happen if they keep up fightin'."
Sarah sat there slently like the rest of the women in the cave. Harmon Kleinschmidt was deeping farther
back in the cave in what seemed like an additional chamber. Some of the women were half undressed,
gpparently none of them worried that Harmon would wake up and see them. Sarah huddled in her
blanket. "Aren't you going to try to do something to save your husbands, your boyfriends?' she asked
findly.

"Likewhat, lady?' Mary Beth asked her, staring up and across thefire into Sarah's eyes.

"Like" Sarah paused, "like arescue attempt.” Sarah concluded lamely.

"Kleinschmidt can't do nothin'. Hes gonnabelaid up for along time."”

"Well, we don't necessarily need aman to do it. We could do it ourselves."

"We?' Mary Beth asked.

"Well, | meant the women— not me personally. WWomen could rescue them; you don't need aman to



lead you."

"Y ou volunteerin?' Mary Beth's smile was something Sarah didn't like.
"Wadll, | don't redly know any—"

"What | thought. Wind isdl," Mary Beth snapped, looking back into thefire.,

Sarah Rourke could fedl her cheeks getting hot. Perhaps afever, she thought— from the cold of the
water. But maybe something else, she redlized.

"All right," Sarah said, her voice low, so soft she could amost barely hear it hersdlf. "All right,” she said
again, louder. "I'll doit. If you need someonetoleadit, I'll doiit."

"What?'

"Il doit," she said, standing up, catching at the blanket and pulling it around her. Shefelt foolish suddenly
and gtarted toward the far end of the cave to find dry clothes. It was no time to lounge around talking
with the girls. Somehow that made her fed morefoolish now. "I'll do it," she said again without bothering

to turn around. She wished, silently, that she knew how.
? Chapter 35

Rourke sat at the radio, speaking dowly into the microphone, "Thisis John Rourke. Tell Generd
Varakov | want to spesk with him. It'simportant, more important than he could redize.

Rourke stopped talking, listening to the static on the receiver. Then there was avoice, barely audiblein
the transmission, because it was at low power and relayed severd times, bad aswdll. "One moment.”
The air went dead. Rourke waited, stubbing out his cigar, then lighting another one, rolling the dark
tobacco into the left side of hismouth. He studied the receiver. It was powered by storage batteries and
these were charged, apparently, by afoot-powered treadle off in the corner.

"ThisisVarakov. Rourke?'

"Thisis Rourke, General. Can we speek fredy?!

There was a pause for amoment. He wondered if Varakov thought that perhaps he had called to discuss
the death of Karamatsov which both Varakov and Rourke had caused.

"l suppose s0," Varakov said. Rourke remembered the voice from thetimein Texas, as he had rescued
Chambers and forced Karamatsov to walk him out.

"I have what | think you will agreeis grievous news— and, frankly, | need your help," Rourke began.
Therewas along pause, then: "My hdp?"
Rourke smply said, "Yes, because | think | understand you, and | respect you. | need your help.”

There was another long pause, then the tired voice came over the static of the speaker. "Tell methis
thing, Rourke. | will only promiseto listen.”



"Agreed, gr," Rourke said dowly. He started at the beginning, how he had rescued Sissy Wiznewski
from the Brigands, what she had told him regarding the artificidly created fault line that would very soon
preci pitate the earthquake which would sever Florida from the U.S. mainland, about the hundreds of
thousands of livesthat would be lost. Finally, before he concluded, Rourke added, "Maybe | have you
figured wrong, but | don't think so. Can you hdp?"

Therewasalong silence, and for amoment Rourke thought something had gone wrong with the
transmisson. "Thisisal true— you give me your word on thisthing?'

"To the best of my knowledge, Generd, yes."

"Y ou have seen this seismographic evidence with your own eyes?'

"One sheet. Therest waslost with her bike."

"You areaman of science. Thisispossble?’

" think s0," Rourke admitted.

"You ask that | make atruce, between your U.S. |1 forces and the Soviets?!

"Temporary, of course.”

"Of course. What about the Cubans? Y ou serioudy think that they will believe you— or me?”

"If we can get them to take it serioudy enough, they'll evacuate themselves | suppose. Then your people
and mine can movein and evacuatethe civilians.

"Why should | do thisthing?"

"I don't know," Rourke said honestly, staring at the speaker above theradio asif he could somehow see
Varakov'sfaceinit. "l don't know," Rourke repeated.

"But you think that | will?*
"Yes. If youcan, | think that you will."

"Nataiaisthere, on amisson with Colonel Miklov to negotiate with the Cubanos over afew minor
difficulties. | can contact her, have her break the news to the Cuban commander. But you must do two

things"

"What?' Rourke said dowly.

"| think this woman— Wiznewski with the strange first name— must go to FHorida, show the piece of
paper, talk to the Cuban commander. And perhaps you should go, too. If thisis necessary, you promise
me that you will not board a plane to evacuate until Mg or Tiemerovna has boarded as well? Agreed?!
"Why do you say that?"

"Shewill stay to help in the evacuation— you know that."



"| suppose Nadiawould,” Rourke commented into the microphone, his mind suddenly filled with her
image— the dark hair, the bright blue eyes, the softness of her, the courage, too. "Y es, shewould. |
agree. | do not leave without her. And | suppose it would be necessary for the girl to go there. But as
soon asthey are convinced, | must get put in contact with your emergency commanders and the Cubans.
My friend Paul Rubenstein isin Horidanow. I'm not certain exactly where."

"The Jew?1 think | know. We thought &t first it was you." Varakov outlined to Rourke a Soviet
intelligence report on a single-handed attack on a Cuban detention camp. The young man had fought "like
alion," and mogt of the internees a the camp were Jews. "It must be Rubenstein. Y es, we will help you
to find him— in exchange for your shepherding Mgor Tiemerovna."

"ShewasaCaptain,” Rourke said.
"| promoted her— for bravery. Y ou understand?’

Rourke smiled, wishing for amoment he could see the old man's face, wondering what it looked like
now. Were the eyes sad, was there till humor there?

"Yes, General. How do we contact each other? | can bring this radio to headquarterswith me.”

Therewasapause. "Yes. | would speak with this Mr. Chambers and arrange the details of the truce. Did
you—" Rourke smiled. "Soames? The child molester? Did | kill him?"

"Yes... | assume.. " Thevoicetrailed off.
"Y our man Veskovitch was very brave and died well. If he had afamily—" Rourke | et the sentence hang.

"I will seethat they know. Good-bye for now, Rourke." The radio went dead. Rourke sat there by the
ydlow light, not saying anything, not thinking anything. Therewas a picture now, vivid in hismind, and he
amost wanted it to go away. It was an indefinite and changing picture. Sometimes aface, sometimesa
way of standing or walking— and sometimes, if avoice could be pictured, it wasavoice. Natalia They
were to meet again, he knew.

? Chapter 36

"Thefact is, Generd Santiago, that if these misdirected actions of your line commanders near the border
continue, it will do nothing to further the cause of harmonious relations between your people and ours,”
Miklov said in perfect Spanish. Then he leaned back from across the table, seemingly studying the Cuban
commander's face across the highly polished wood separating them.

Natalia had played tennis often before the Night of the War. But she had aways more enjoyed watching
it well-played by two worthwhile adversaries. As she turned her head now to look at Santiago, shefelt a
gmilar feding. It was up to Santiago either to volley the ball Miklov had served or lose the maich.

"But according to the reports of my line commanders, Colonel Miklov, there have been no such incidents
beyond the course of norma patrolling or pursuit of an escaping Resistance fighter and the like. There
have been no intentional incursgonsinto your country's space.”

Natalialooked back a Miklov, smiling. "But Generd Santiago must realize that whatever the cause for
border incursions, that again they do little to promote harmonious relations. It ismy hope that such



incursions can be stopped completely and thisis my purpose here— to discuss these matters and work
out amutudly equitable solution.”

Natalia began to turn to Santiago, but then her eyes drifted across the room to awhite-coated,
dark-skinned steward entering the room. The man stopped beside Santiago and placed asilver tray on
the table before him. Santiago unfolded a note on the tray, nodded to the steward, and returned the note
to thetray. The steward picked up the tray and left. Santiago |ooked a her amoment, then said, "My
dear Mgor Tiemerovna, there is aradio-telephone message for you. Y ou may takeit on the telephonein
your roomif youwish."

"Thank you." Natdia stood and both Santiago and Miklov began to rise. "Please, gentlemen,” she
murmured, sweeping past the end of the table and touching the fingers of her left hand to Santiago's
epaul etted shoulder as she walked by.

Natalia crossed the room, feeling Santiago's eyes on her, then opened the double doors and walked
through the doorway, closing them behind her. She leaned against the door amoment, looking down at
the carpet beneath her feet. The caller had to be Varakov, she knew. She pushed away from the door
and started toward the stairs, running up to the second floor of the house, then to the door of her room,
quickly opening it. She walked insde and closed the door behind her. Sitting on the edge of the bed,
smoothing her skirt under her, shelifted the telephone receiver, pulling off an earring as she brought the
earpiece up. "ThisisMgor Tiemerovna," she said into the receiver.

"Natalia, listen carefully,” her uncle's voice began. "Rourke caled me— the news he had was important.
He used one of our own radio recaivers. That is not important, though. Listen carefully.”

Nataialooked down at her lap, then past the hem of her light blue skirt, dong her bare legs and to her
feet, then aong the blue carpet and toward the glass doors leading onto the balcony and past the open
curtains. She could just see the ocean beyond. " John Rourke,” she whispered into the telephone. She
heard her uncletdling her of the impending destruction of Forida, the meeting she had to arrange under a
flag of truce for Rourke and the Wiznewski woman with General Santiago. She heard dll of it, but the
words that most stayed with her were, "John Rourke." Shewould see him again....

For several minutes after the conversation with her uncle she lay back acrossthe bed. It wasincredibly
new to her, the ideathat she could love someone and yet debate whether or not she should try to kill him.
? Chapter 37

"I don't know what the hdll you'retalkin' about, fella," the red-faced, beer-bellied man told Rubengtein,
then turned back to work on his boat.

"Captain Reed gave me your name, Tolliver. He said you were the man down here."

"I don't know no Captain Reed. Now get out of here!™

Paul Rubengtein, the sun glaring down on him, hislegs tensed, redized then hed been baling hisfists
opened and closed. He reached out with hisleft hand and grabbed the florid-faced Tolliver by the left
shoulder and spun him around, hisright fist flashing out and catching the larger man &t the base of the
chin, the man faling back acrossthe front of his boat.

Tolliver pushed himsdf up onto his ebows, squinting at Rubenstein. "Who the hdll are you, boy?"



"| told you," Rubengtein said, hisvoice low. "My nameis Paul Rubengtein. I'm just aguy who needs your
help. | know Captain Reed of U.S. I1. He gave me your name when | told him | was coming down here.
Now you're bigger than | am, probably stronger, but believe me, | can be meaner— | learned since the
Night of the War. Now," Rubenstein shouted, "I need your help!”

"Doin' what?'

"Y ou ever go down by the camp— the big one?"

IIM wmlll

"I'm going to break everybody out of there— and you're going to help me.”

"Yourefull of shit, boy."

Rubenstein glanced over his shoulder, saw no one by the sandy cove where held found Tolliver working
on his beached boat. Then Rubenstein reached under hisleather jacket and pulled out the Browning High
Power, shoving the muzzle less than two inches from Talliver's nose. The hammer went back with an
audible double click. "If you can deep nights seeing those people in there, then whatever | could do to

you would be afavor. Y ou ether help me round up some peoplein the Resistance to get those folks out
of there, or I'm killing you where you stand.”

"Y ou'rethe one caused dl that fracas there thismorning, ain't you?'
Rubenstein nodded, then said, 'Y esh— | am.”

"Put the gun away. Why the hell didn't you say so in thefirst place. I'll help, then we can dl get ourselves
killed together. Never fancied much dying done, if you get my drift.”

Rubengtein raised the safety on the Browning and started to shift it down when there was a blur in front
of hiseyes. Talliver'sright fist moved and Rubengtein fell back into the sand, starting to grab for hisgun.

"Now takeit easy, fella. That was just to make us even. Y ou shoot me, and you'll never find the
Resistance people.”

And Tolliver'sbig florid face creased into a smile, and he stuck out hisright hand.

Rubbing hisjaw with hisleft hand, Rubenstein looked &t the bigger man— then they both started to

laugh.
? Chapter 38

Rourke opened the hatch on the DC-7 and looked out across the airfield. He could tell General Santiago
by the ensgniaon the collars of his G.1.-style fatigues; but the only face Rourke recognized was that of
Natadia. Helooked at her eyes, saw the recognition there and then threw down the ladder.

"Comeon, Sssy," hesad to the girl tanding alittle behind him.
Rourke started down the ladder to the runway, helping the girl. As Rourke turned to start acrossthefield

toward Santiago and Nataia, he stopped, his hands frozen away from his body, frozen in the movement
of sweeping up toward the twin Detonics pistols under his coat. There was a semicircle of men, Cuban



soldiers, with AK-47sin their hands, their muzzles pointed at him.

Rourke looked beyond the emotionless faces of the soldiers and acrossthe airfield. Santiago seemed to
be poorly disguising asmile— but Rourke couldn't read Natdias eyes. There was a command shouted
by Santiago, the words something Rourke recognized. "Arrest that man. Seize that woman and the
arplaneandits pilot— immediately!"

Rourke cocked hishead dightly toward Natalia as she took Santiago's arm, hugging it to her it seemed.
Her eyesjust stared ahead. Coldly, Rourke thought.

"What's happening?' Sissy Wiznewski asked, her voice low, trembling.

Rourke reached out— watching the soldiers watching him— and took her hand, saying to her, "I'll let
you know as soon as | find out mysdlf. It wasn't Natalia's way, Rourke thought— not to go against her
uncles wishes, not to use the Communist Cubans as an instrument for her own revenge.

Hetried to read the woman's face from the distance separating them. He'd been told there was a Colonel
Miklov there with Natdia. But he saw no Russian officer, not even someonein civilian clothes.

A man Rourke judged as asquad leader stepped toward him, saying in bad English, "'l will take your
guns”

Rourke again glanced toward Natalia— nothing. He decided to gamble, reaching dowly under his coat
with firgt hisleft, then hisright hand, taking the Detonics pistols and handing them buitt first to the squad
leader. Since the man hadn't asked for his knife, Rourke didn't volunteer it.

"Y ou will comewith me,” the man said. Rourke started to walk ahead, still holding Sissy'shand. "The
woman— she will seethe generd.”

Rourke eyed the soldier, then looked over the man's shoulder toward Natalia. He thought he caught an
amost imperceptible nod. But it could have been hisimagination, or wishful thinking he thought. He
gambled again. "Sissy, it'll bedl right, | think. Just do agood job convincing the generd that the quakes
arered. Don't worry," he added. Then Rourke let go of her hand and started ahead, the soldiersfalingin
ranks around him. He saw the squad |eader from the corner of his eye, handing the twin Detonics pistols
to Santiago. Rourke saw Natalialooking down at the gunsin Santiago's hands, saw her lips move, saying
something. Then Santiago— with amogt ridiculous formality, Rourke thought— bowed and offered the
pistolsto Natdia. Shetook them, smiling, and for thefirst time he could hear her.

Nataiawaslaughing.
? Chapter 39

Paul Rubenstein looked across the hood of the jeep, then at the florid-faced Talliver beside him behind
the whedl. "That's adeath camp,” Rubenstein said dowly, staring now past the hood of the jegp and to
the lower ground and the road and the camp beyond it.

"The commandant has areputation for being anti-Jewish.”

"They put an anti-Semitein charge of adetention camp in an areawith alarge Jewish population,”
Rubengtein interrupted. " Then they know what's going on, the Communist Cuban government.”



"Some say the commandant down there, Captain Guttierez, didikes the Jews dmost as much asthe
anti-Castro Cubans. He's been exterminating every one of them he can find."

"Why have you waited to do something?" Rubenstein asked him.
"Simple— you'll seein aminute— look." And Tolliver pointed over his shoulder.

Rubengtein, his palms sweeting, turned around and looked behind the jeep. Tolliver's number-one man,
Peddro Garcia, afree Cuban, had goneto get the rest of the Resistance force. Rubenstein's heart sank.
Two men gpproximately his own age, awoman of about twenty and aboy of maybe sixteen.

Tolliver, hisvoice lower than Rubenstein had heard it before, sghed hard. "That'swhy, Rubengtein. Two
men, awoman, aboy, me, and Pedro— that'sit. Now you. Y ou still want to do thisthing?”

Rubenstein turned around in the jegp's front passenger seat, started down over the hood toward the
camp. "Hell yes," he rasped, the steadiness of hisown voice surprisng him. "Yes| do."

Rubengtein felt the ground shaking, then looked a Talliver. The man said, "Somelittle quakeslike that
have been coming the last week or s0. Don't know why. Thisain't earthquake country.”

The trembling in the ground stopped and Rubenstein smply said, "L et'swork out the details, then get
darted.”

"We're gonnawait until dark, right?" Tolliver queried.

Rubengtein thought amoment. He'd learned from Rourke to trust your vibes, your own sense and what
they added up to, whatever the othersfelt. "No... " he began distractedly. "No— they won't expect an
assault indaylight. | just don't think we've got the time to wait. Well go soon.”

Rubenstein was il watching the camp. He wondered how soon was soon enough.
? Chapter 40

Nataiawaked from her room and aong the railing overlooking the first floor of the house. She stopped,
garing at nothing, thinking of Rourke. Santiago had been easy to read. She amiled to hersdlf. The
Communist Cuban general had used Varakov'swarning of theimpending natural disaster, the coming of
Rourke and Sissy Wiznewski— al of it as an excuse to see some sort of plot. For that reason when he
had sent his men to arrest Colonel Miklov and Miklov went for agun, she had disarmed Miklov and
turned him over to Santiago. This action had pleased Santiago; she had pleased Santiago. That she
despised him— mentaly shrank from histouch, from his sare— was nothing of which the Cuban was
aware. He thought, she knew, that somehow hethrilled her. And so— she smiled at the thought— she
wasfree, still armed and able to move. Sissy Wiznewski wasin Santiago's office trying to convince him
of the redlity of the massive quake. Rourke and Miklov were imprisoned in the basement that had been
converted to accommodate prisoners Santiago personally wished to interrogate— and to torture.

She smoothed her hands against her thighs, then reached down to the floor beside her booted feet for the
large black purse. She opened it, then looked insde. Her own COP .357 Magnum four-shot derringer
pistal, the two stainless stedl .45 automatics Rourke habitually carried, her lipstick, and a change of
underwear— these itemsfilled the bag.

Shrugging her shoulders, she turned from the railing and started down the gairs, smiling at the Seward as



he seemed to glide past Santiago's office doors. She stopped at the doors, the bag over her left shoulder,
then knocked with her right hand. "It is Natalia, Diego," she said as sweetly as she could.

She heard an answering voice from inside, then opened the right-hand door and walked inside. Santiago
stood, smiling. Sissy Wiznewski was aready standing, the look on her face that of a schoolgirl who had
just failed her most important find examination.

"Thisisdl rubbish," Santiago pronounced with an air of authority. "This busness of earthquakesis
nothing more than a plot to cause usto evacuate Florida so Varakov's troops can invade here. Y ou were
wise to abandon your KGB friends and join us, my dear.”

Smiling, she walked across the room, glancing at the seismic chart on the conference table, then at the
frightened eyes of Sissy Wiznewski. "Yes," she murmured, reaching down and kissing Santiago's cheek
as he sat down again.

As she drew her mouth away, she moved her left hand upward, the COP pigtal in it, pressing the muzzle
againg Santiago's eft temple. "But, my Generd,, it istrue— and you will now do exactly as| say or the
top of your head will soon decorate the celling above where you sit. For asmal gun, | till have one of
the most powerful .357 Magnum loadingsin it— the 125-grain Jacketed Hollow Point. Do you know
guns? A pity if you don't, but tests conducted for American police departmentsindicated thiswas
perhaps the most effective .357 Magnum loading available. Want to see?!

Santiago turned his head dightly and she looked into hiseyes, smiling. Y ou tricked me," he said.

"That, darling, should be obviousto even you," she cooed. "Now, you will cal out to have Colonel
Miklov sent up— immediately. The guardswill wait outside the door for him. After Colond Miklov
arrives, | will free Rourke. Already, though, you will have issued ordersto your commandersinitiating the
truce. And you will issue ordersfor the radio signd to be given that the U.S. 11 and Soviet planes may
land, aswell asissue ordersto your line commandersto begin evacuating civilians. Including the
concentration camp near the airport. Everyone. And, my dear Diego, if you are very good, you too can
leave after everyonedsehas.”

Shelooked at Sissy Wiznewski and asked matter-of-factly, "How soon?"

"The— the general said there had been some small earthquiakes reported for the last five days around the
area. I'd say it'samatter of hours, if that.”

Natadiasmiled a the girl, then turned back to General Santiago. "For your own sake, Diego, | Sncerely
hope thereis enough time | eft.”

She pressed the muzzle of the COP pistal tight againgt his head. "Make your firgt cal, darling.”
? Chapter 41

"What the hell is going on down there?" Talliver snapped, dropping to the ground behind apam trunk,
Rubengtein dropping down beside him, the Schmeisser in hisright hand.

"It looks like they're getting out of the camp— but why? What's going on?' Rubenstein riveted hiseyesto
the camp. The guards were running from their posts; the officers were running too. Rubenstein |ooked
overhead. Planes of every description imaginable werefilling the Sky from the west. "Those are American
planed”



"Commies use ones they found on the ground alot.”
"No— they're coming from the west, maybe Texas or Louisana."
"You'redreamin' kid," Tolliver sngpped.

"No! Look— more of them!" The droning sound in the air was as loud as anything Rubenstein could ever
recall having heard. The sky wasfilled, the ground darkening under the shadows of the aircraft. The
ground began to tremble under him, but thistime more violently than before.

Rubensgtein stood up, Tolliver trying to pull him down, the young man shaking away Tolliver'shand. "It's
an earthquake. Some of those planes arelanding.” He looked down toward the camp. The Cuban guards
and officers were fleeing, the gates of the compound wide open. "They're evacuating. There's gonnabe
an earthquake."

"Yourenuts, kid."

Rubenstein looked down to Tolliver, started to say something, but then the ground shook hard and
Rubenstein jumped away as a crack e ghteen inches wide began splitting acrossthe ground. Thenapam
treefdl, just missng Pedro Garciaand the other Resistance people.

"A damned earthquake!"

Asif to underscore Tolliver's shout, the ground began shaking harder, so hard Paul Rubenstein fell to the
dirt on hishands and knees. "Oh my God!" he said.
? Chapter 42

John Rourke sat in the detention cell, hisfeet up on the edge of the cot, his eyesfocused on the guard
gtting at thefar end of the cell just beyond the bars. Rourke mentally shrugged. Held waited long enough.
He pamed out the A.G. Russdll black chrome Sting I A with hisleft hand. He had not been searched.

"Guard," herasped in English.
The Communist Cuban guard stood on the other side of thebars. "S?"

"That's perfect,” Rourke smiled. Hisleft hand whipped forward, the Sting in hispam, point firg, salling
from his hand, acrossthe six feet or so to the wide bars, the shining black knife impacting square into the
center of the guard's chest. Rourke was on hisfeet, diving toward the bars, his hands out, catching the
guard before he fell and snatching the key ring. Rourke | et the body fal to the basement floor ashe
reached around, fumbling for the right key. He found it and unlocked the cage, swinging the door out as
far asit could with the body there, then going through.

He reached down, grabbing hisknife, wiping the blade clean on the guard's uniform, then sheathing it. As
he reached down for the Communist's AK-47, Rourke froze, afamiliar voice behind him saying, "Wait,
John!"

Rourke turned, dowly rising to hisfull height. His eyestightly focused on Nataia, every outline of her tall,
lithe body visible under the black jumpsuit she wore. And in her hands were histwin Detonics pistols, the
hammers back.



"Well what isit?Y ou going to kill me?*

"Why did you kill Vladmir?'

Rourke saw no reason to lie— to lie wasn't hisway. "He was an animd, he would have killed you."
"My uncletold you this?'

"Yes." He hestated. "But it was something | could see. Did he hurt you?”

"In many ways"

"Did | hurt you?'

"Only because you had no choice, because you have honor."

"I'm sorry,” Rourke said softly.

The woman's eyes shifted amoment, down to her hands, then she took asmall step closer to him, rolling
over the pistolsin her hands, presenting them buitt first. "The earthquake— it has already started on the
Gulf Coadt. Thereislittletime.”

"l know," hetold her, hisvoice low.

"Hold me, John— just for amoment.... Please.”

The gunstill in hishands, Rourke folded Nataiainto hisarms, fedling her dark hair againgt his stubbled
face. "l can't say everything will bedl right, can 1?'

"No," he heard the girl whisper. "Never lieto me, John. Then | would dig, | think."

She stepped back from him, and he set the pistols down on the small table beside the cell door. It wasn't
something held intended to do, he thought, even ashe did it.

His hands grasped her by her elbows, then he drew her toward him, looking down into her eyes. Then he
kissed her lips, his mouth crushing down on hers, her body pressed tight against him. Ashe held her, he
could hear and fed her breathing. "1 love you,” she whispered.

Rourke started to open his mouth, but the woman in hisarmstouched her fingersto hislips. "No—" She
sad nothing dse.

Rourke looked a her amoment, then smiled. "All right," he said dowly, then bent to pick up hisguns.
"Y ou checked them?"

"Y es. There are five rounds in the magazine, one in the chamber. Just like you carry them.”
Rourke left the pistols cocked and locked in hisfists as he started away from the cell door, Natdia

beside him in amoment with the dead guard's AK-47. "What's the Stuation?' he asked her asthey
reached the base of the stairs.



"Miklov— heisagood man— has my pistol to Santiago's head. | forced Santiago to begin the
evacuation, and to begin the truce so our planes and yours can land. The girl, Sissy, iswith Miklov. She
will be safe”

Rourke turned and looked at Natdia, stopping in mid-stride. "Back there, 1.."
"I undergtand you better than you think," she said, smiling alittle.
"I know that," hetold her, then started up the sairstwo at atime.

Rourke kicked open the door into the main part of the house, the doorway leading into the hal. Men
were running in every direction, armed men, servants, none of them giving Rourke and Natdiaas much
as asecond glance. And suddenly below hisfeet, Rourke could fed the floor tarting to shake. He
glanced toward the high ceiling extending upward above the second floor. There was a chanddlier
there— crysta, Rourke thought absently. And suddenly it started to shake.

Rourke turned, pushing Natalia back into the basement doorway, shielding her with hisbody. The floor
shook hard and there was a sound like an explosion as Rourke glanced behind him and toward the high
ceiling. The chandelier crashed to the floor, shattering.

There was a gunshot then, loud but muffled, followed by awoman's scream.
Nataialooked up into Rourke's eyes. "That was Sissy— Santiago!"

The Russian girl was dready running across the central hall, jumping to clear the debris of the chanddlier,
Rourke running behind her. She stopped in front of the double doorsleading into Santiago's office, then
lashed out with her 1eft boot, the doors splintering agpart. Rourke was beside her, shouldering through as
she stlepped into the doorway. They both stopped. Sissy Wiznewski was standing in the middle of the
floor, her hands to her open mouth, her eyeswide. On the floor beside her were two men— one of them
was Miklov, Rourke assumed. There was aknife sticking out, highin his chest, just below the throat. The
second body belonged to Santiago. Rourke could tell from the uniform, but only that. Where the face had
been there was now only ared, pulpy mass. There was adark object in the center of the mass. Rourke
had no ideawhat had happened to the other eye.

? Chapter 43

Rourke dashed down the front steps of the house, the Detonics pistolsin both hands firing into the Cuban
troopsin front of him. He dropped to one knee, snatching up an AK-47 from one of the dead soldiers,
then bumping the selector to full auto and spraying the Soviet-built assault rifle ahead of him, hearing
Nataia opening up beside him. "The half track— therel" Rourke shouted, starting down the steps.

He could hear Natdia, behind him now, screaming to the Wiznewski girl, "' Sissy, get those guns and
ammunition belts— hurry!"

Rourke reached the truck, snapping the butt of the AK-47 up into the jaw of a Communist Cuban soldier
hanging onto the running board. Then he climbed up, into the cab, reloading the Detonics pistols and
leaning the AK-47 beside him againgt the seat. He turned the key, the half-track truck's engine rumbling
tolife. "Come on!" he shouted.

Nataiabacked her way down the steps, firing the AK-47 in witheringly accurate three-round bursts as



the Cubans started after her. Rourke swung open the cab door, snatching the AK-47 from beside him,
half-stepping out onto the running board. Hefired the assault rifle, nailing two Cuban soldiers running up
for Nataiafrom her left flank. "Come on!"

Sissy Wiznewski, her armsladen with rifles, belts with spare magazines festooned around her shoulder,
was stumbling toward the truck. Rourke jumped to the driveway, fedling the ground tremble under his
fedt.

He grabbed an armful of the guns and pushed the girl up into the truck cab.

AsRourke turned, shouting again to Natalia, "Now! Come on!" helooked up. The sky overhead was
dark, amost green in color, and he could fed rain on hisface.

Helooked down, firing a burst from the AK-47, Natalia beside him now. "Get into the cab. We haveto
makeit to the airfield— comeon!”

He shoved Natdiain, climbing back behind the whedl. The door till open, he released the emergency
brake, gunning the engine as he let out the clutch. The half-track lurched ahead dong the grave drive.

The cab door dammed as Rourke cut the whedl into a hard right, atruck blocking his path. He took the
haf-track up over asmall rock barrier and onto the lawn of the estate, then acrossit, Nataliafiring out
the opposite window. He could hear the Russian coaching the Wiznewski girl in how to change
magazines for the AK-47s. Rourke cut the whed hard left, shouting, "Hold on!" He turned the truck from
the grass and back onto the gravel driveway, toward the closed iron grillwork gates at the far end. The
shaking of the ground was something inescagpable now— he could fed it even asthe half-track lurched
ahead.

Rourke fumbled for the windshield wiper switch. Therain was sarting to fal in sheets now. The double
iron gates were just yards ahead and Rourke, double-clutching to upshift and get some speed, shouted to
the women, "Get your heads down— were going through!”

Lessthan ayard from the gates the brick support columns began to crumble as the ground running aong
sde the driveway started to crack. Rourke hammered his right foot down on the accelerator, released,
double-clutched, and upshifted, then ssomped the accelerator again. The crack in front of them widened.
He had no choice but to drive over it.

He could fed the front tires go into the crack, hear the engine groaning, then fed the haf-track bump and
lurch ahead. He stomped down hard on the gas peda asthe front of the truck smashed into the gates, the
brick support columns aready crumbling down on the cab, the windshield cracking acrossits entire

length.

The gates split open and Rourke cut the whedl into asharp right dong the road paralding the estate. He
glanced to hisright at Natdia, her hair streaming rain water as she leaned from the cab window firing a
their pursuers.

He could see the crack in the ground widening and running a ongside them now, seeming to move faster
than they were.

"I've got to outrun that fissure!" Rourke shouted over the roar of the engine and the howling of thewind
andrain. "Natdia, get back insde!" Rourke lessened his pressure on the gas peda, worked the clutch



and shifted into fourth, the engine whining. He shot aglance to hisright. He was gaining on the widening
fissurein the earth; but silently he wondered if he could passit beforeit cut the road ahead of him and
blocked his only chance of escape— the airfield ten miles away.

? Chapter 44

Sarah Rourke could just seethe faces of her children, Michael and Annie, in the back of the fisherman's
boat, packed there with Harmon Kleinschmidit, two of the women, and the dozen or so other children.
Sarah had reasoned that once the attack against the Soviet prison compound had taken place, theidand
would no longer be safe. Mary Beth had surprisingly, she thought, agreed with her.

Mary Beth was at the whedl of the boat Sarah had stolen earlier, taking it coastward. And again, Sarah
smiled at the thought, she was wearing borrowed clothing. She had reasoned that the best way to reach
the prison and free the men who were to be executed that day was to appear asinnocuous as possible.

Most of the women were wearing dresses; some of them, herself included, had bundles wrapped up to

look like babies. Insde Sarah's was a borrowed MAC-10 .45 caliber submachine gun. Under the long,
ankle-length skirt of the borrowed dress she wore, the .45 Colt automatic was strapped to her left thigh
with eadtic.

Mary Beth had beached the boat, and Sarah and the seven other women had fought their way through
the surf. The tides were high, and the wind strong for some reason. From the shore there had been atwo
milewak into town, and a Sarah's urging the women had split up into three groups to attract less
attention to themselves and to avoid blowing the entire operation should one group be captured.

Now, as Sarah rocked the imaginary baby in her arms a half-block from the factory gates— the factory
that was now a prison— she looked at the borrowed watch on her wrist. If a Soviet officer did not come
aong in another five minutes, she would haveto scrap plan"A" asshecadledit and goto plan"B." The
second plan called for an assault by herself and the rest of the women on the prison gates. It was suicide.

She sucked in her breath. There was a Soviet officer walking with a noncommissioned officer, turning
into the street and walking toward her. She quietly wondered if shed have the nerve. Still rocking the
swaddled submachine gun in her arms, singing to it softly as she moved, she walked toward the Soviet
officer.

She had no ideawhat rank he was, but since he was older-looking, she assumed the rank was high
enough that hislife would be important— she hoped so, at lesst.

She stopped, standing afew feet to the right and ahead of the Soviet officer and the soldier with him.
lls'r?l

The officer stopped talking to the soldier, stopped walking and turned to face her. He nodded. "'If you
need help with your child, madam, there are doctorsin the city who will offer what medica aid they can.
The nearest facility is—" and he started to gesture down the block behind him.

"No, sr," Sarah told him, forcing asmile: "It isn't that. But it hasto do with my baby. Please, would you
look a him?" She hoped to apped to the officer's vanity, to hisego. The hel plesswoman asking his
advice— she hoped he saw it that way. She was committed now. There waslittle time before the
execution was to take place.

The officer |looked to the soldier beside him, shaking his head, saying something in Russan. "Very well,
madam. But | fail to see...”



She gtarted walking dowly toward him, watched the soldier's eyes, watched them shift as she moved her
"baby" in her amsinto a better position. The Soviet soldier started to open his mouth and Sarah swung
the "infant” into pogition, letting the faded blue blanket fal to the ground at her feet. The MAC-10 swung
inafiring pogtion, the ubby muzzle aimed at the soldier, her right first finger twitching againgt the trigger,
thesoldier fdling.

Sarah, her feet braced gpart, turned the muzzle of the weapon against the officer, whispering, "I'll kill you
too if you move."

There were soldiers running up from the prison gates, the gates open, and she turned back to the Soviet
officer. "What isyour name?"

"l am Mgor Borozeni."

"Mgor," she began, not attempting to pronounce the last name, "tell those soldiersto stop wherethey are
and drop their guns, or you're dead.”

The Russian officer smiled, beginning to laugh. "Madam, | am not so important that | can be used as any
sort of bargaining—"

Sarah fired aburst into the cobbled street in front of the officer's gleaming boots, then looked up into his
eyes. "For your sake you'd better be."

The mgor shouted something in guttural Russian and the soldiers stopped in their tracks. Sarah smiled at
him. " See— you're more important than you thought. Doesn't that make you fed good?*

The Soviet mgjor had ceased to smile.

"Let'sgo," shesaid. Asthe mgor began waking ahead of her in the direction in which she'd gestured
with the submachine gun, the other women started coming from the doorways and dleys, their gunsin
their hands, advancing toward the Soviet soldiers and the open prison gates. Sarah's ssomach churned.
She had just murdered a man— for al she knew agood man, perfectly innocent, not trying to harm her.

She promised hersalf she would vomit later— there was no time now.

The soldiers parted in awavein front of her, one of them moving and gunfire— from Mary Beth—
cutting him down. "Nobody should try that again,” Sarah screamed,” or he getskilled!" Then, on second
thought, she shouted to the major afew paces ahead of her, his hands upraised, "Mgjor, repedat that in
Russan. And remember that if anyonetries anything, you diefirs— | swear it." She heard the conviction
in her own voice, redizing that she actualy meant what she said.

The mgor passed through the gates, Sarah afew paces behind him. There were at least fifty Soviet
soldiersthere, al with guns, but Sarah kept waking.

Themgor said, "What isit you want, madam? Surely, you cannot—"

"You'reright," sheinterrupted. "That'swhat | want. Those fifteen Resstance fighters. Get them out here,
let them take arms, and we leave— nobody gets hurt.”



The mgor stopped, not turning around, but looking over his shoulder at her. "Y ou areinsane!”
"Don't you forget it, either, Mgor," shetold him, her voice trembling dightly.

"If you makeit away from here dive, madam, | will find you," the mgor said, hisvoice velvety with
hatred, she thought.

"Y ou know you won't. If | thought that I'd kill you. Now givethe orders."

"l— | cannot. | am not the commandant here."

"Givethe orders— now!"

Helooked at her again over hisright shoulder, then just nodded.

The mgor shouted something in Russian. None of the soldiers moved. Then, hisface reddening, he
shouted again, louder. One soldier, then another started moving, and soon the ranks of Soviet soldiers
opened and beyond them she could see the fifteen men, faces drawn, clothes torn and incredibly filthy.
She listened as the mgor barked another command, then saw the first Russian soldier hand over his
weapon to the Resi stance man nearest him.

She dmost fainted with relief. She shouted then, "No killing unlesswe haveto!™

The haggard Resistance fighter turned, glared at her amoment, then lowered the muzzle of therifle, just
nodding. In amoment, the other fourteen men had armed themsalves. "Order us atruck, Mgor,” shetold
the officer ill ganding, hands up, in front of her.

"No!"

"Magor, plesse. I'll kill you," she said softly.

He turned and looked over his shoulder at her again, then nodded. She heard him shouting in Russian,
then in amoment heard the sound of an engine arting. She shouted, "Mary Beth, get everybody on
board. Have them keep their gunstrained on the courtyard here-and no shooting unless the Russians start
it!"

She watched over the mgor's shoulders as the truck loaded, Mary Beth at the whed.

Sarah said softly, "All right, Mg or, you come with us. Behave and you'll come out of thisalive and
unharmed. | promise.”

He turned and looked at her. "And what if | do not?

"This"" She gestured with the muzzle of the submachine gun in her hands.

"Agreed,” he amost whispered, hisvoicetight, as though he were about to choke on the words.
"Thank you." Sarah Rourke smiled.

In another two minutes, she judged, she and the mgjor had boarded the truck, the mgjor sitting between



her and Mary Beth behind the whed. She said to themagjor, "I know they'll follow us, but say something
to makethem follow at adistance. Tdl them I'll kill you if | see anyonefollowing us."

"Would you, madam?' he asked her.
"Of course," shesaid withasmile.

The mgor shouted in Russian and the Soviet troops by the gates fanned back. Mary Beth started the
truck forward, then between the gates. It was starting to rain and Mary Beth had the windshield wipers
going asthetruck cleared the gates and turned into the street beyond. Then she cut a hard Ieft into the
intersection.

"Step onit, Mary Beth!" Sarah shouted.
"You'l never escape,”" the mgor told her, smiling.

"Better hopewe do, Mgjor," she answered, looking out the window behind her into the road. Whatever
the mgjor had said was working, she thought, and there were no Soviet vehiclesin sight.

But she had learned well since the Night of the War. The Sovietswere there, on parallel Streets, waiting
to make their move or caling in helicoptersto keep the truck under observation. And now that she had
gotten the fifteen Resistance men out of the prison, shefelt asick fedling in the pit of her somach. She
had no further plan— the rest of the way would have to be on guts and luck.

? Chapter 45

Paul Rubenstein looked down at the ground below the low-flying aircraft. There were cracksin the
ground-widening, it seemed, by theingtant. Rain wasfaling in sheets and he slently prayed for the pilot.
With Tolliver and Pedro Garcia and the others, Rubenstein had fought al the way to the airport, the other
camps having spilled open astheir Cuban Communist guards and warders had fled for their lives.
Hundreds of men, women, and children were freed.

Many of the Cuban troops had fled by boat, the crafts visible as Rubenstein and the others had moved
aong the highway. Then Rubenstein had dropped off, going overland to retrieve his Harley, cutting back
to the road again just ahead of the comparatively dow going convoy of every sort of land vehicle
imaginable. Men hung on the outsides of the trucks, rode on the hoods of the cars and on the rooftops. It
had taken two hours to reach the airport, and the airport itself was the greatest scene of mass confusion
the young Rubenstein had ever witnessed. Cuban planes wereloading Cubans, Soviet and American
planes were loading the American refugees, some of the people from the camps having to be forced
aboard the Soviet planes. The ground's trembling had been incessant, the cracks appearing everywhere
inthe runway surfaces.

And then Rubenstein had spotted Captain Reed, working to load one of the American planesimpressed
into the evacuation. Rubenstein had threaded his bike across the runways and buttonholed Reed,
demanding to know what was happening.

And when Reed had told him, Rubengtein's heart sank. The tremors were the beginning of one massive
quake that would cause the entire Florida Peninsulato separate from the rest of the Continental United
States— what was left of it at least. Rubenstein had amost throttled Reed, demanding some kind of
planeto get him to Miami where his parents were. Then Rubenstein had learned about Rourke. Rourke
and the woman seismol ogist who had first brought the news of the impending disaster had goneto Miami



to convince the Cuban commander of the redlity of the impending disaster. Although Reed assumed they
had been successful since the evacuation had been ordered, there had been no word from him since.

Again, Rubenstein had demanded a plane. Reed had agreed. There was a Six passenger Beechcraft
Baron specidly dtered to add dmost another fifty miles per hour to its airgpeed, the plane Reed himsdlf
hed arrived in.

And now, as Rubenstein watched the ground cracking bel ow the plane, watched the pilot manipulating
the controls, and watched the sheets of rain, he wondered if by the time they reached Miami there would
be a Miami to reach. Rourke was there, his mother and father were there. Even Natdiawas there, Reed
hed told Rubengtein.

If Rourke died and he, Rubenstein, somehow survived, he would be honor bound, he knew, to continue
the search for Rourke'swife, and the two children.

And what would he do, Rubenstein wondered, if the plane could land? Would he offload the Harley
Davidson Reed and the pilot had grudgingly helped him get aboard? Would he somehow be ableto find
his parents, or John Rourke, or Natdia— but then smply die with them as the earthquake continued and
the entire peninsulawent under the waves?

A chill ran up Rubengtein's spine. It would be better to die— despite the chill, despite the sweeting of his
pams— than to live and never have tried to rescue the people— He stopped, asmile crossing hislipsas
he pushed hiswire-framed glasses up on the bridge of hisnose. "The people | love," he murmured softly.
? Chapter 46

The main runway was beginning to crack. Rourke snatched the young child from the refugee woman's
arms and handed the little girl aboard the DC-9, then helped the woman to follow. He should never have
let Natalia go, he thought. They had reached the airfield, the evacuation already under way and most of
the Cuban personnd ading in the civilian evacuation or too busy trying to save their own livesto offer
resstance. Rourke and Natalia had gotten Sissy Wiznewski on one of thefirst planesto take off after
they had reached the field, then Nataia had gone off to aid aparty of refugees, Rourke working with a
Soviet captain and an American mgor to bring some order to the airfield and speed up the take-offs.
More planes hovered overhead, ready to land as they made awide circle of thefield. It wasamiracle
that so far there had been no mid-air collisions.

Heloaded the last child aboard the aircraft, then the little boy's crying mother, then dapped his right hand
againgt the fuselage as the crewman by the door started closing up. Rourke snatched the borrowed
walkie-talkie from his hip pocket. "Rourke to tower— DC-9 ready for take-off pattern!”

"Tower here. Roger on that."

Rourke shoved the radio into his pocket, then turned around scanning the field for Natalia. The rain was
pouring down, and as the propellers of a plane passing aong the runway near him accelerated, therain
lashed at Rourke's face. Pushing his streaming wet hair back from his forehead, he started to run,
Sdetracking asmall, twin engine plane that was landing. He looked from side to sde dong the runway's
length. There were more planes |oading refugees at the far end of thefield, and Rourke started running
toward them. It was more than the promise held made Varakov, to see Natalia get away dive. But
Rourke forced the thoughts from his mind as he ran on, doshing through puddles on the runway, thewind
blowing therain at near gale force now, gusts buffeting his body as he dodged incoming and outgoing
planes, making hisway acrossthefidd.



Rourke reached the planes still loading, but Natdiawas nowhere in sight. He grabbed a passing Soviet
airman by the collar, shouting in Russian, "The Russ an woman— whereis she?'

The man looked uncomprehending a moment, a strong gust of wind lashing them both, catching the
Soviet arman's hat and blowing it acrossthefidd. "Wait," the young man sammered. "A beautiful
woman— dark hair, blue eyes?'

"Y es— where?' Rourke shouted over the wind.

"There, | think!" The airman pointed toward the airfield control center, acomplex of low buildings about
five hundred yards away, nearer the water beyond the airfield than the runways.

Rourke started running, shouting over his shoulder, "Thank you!" but the young airman was aready
turned around, hel ping awoman |oad a baby aboard the nearest aircraft.

? Chapter 47

They were out of the city and there was no sign of Soviet pursuit. Sarah Rourke thought she knew why.
The ground under the truck was shaking, and the rain was falling so heavily its color reminded her of
gtaring through a cheaply made plastic drinking glass. It was dmost impossible to see anything.

"Mary Beth! Stop the truck!”

The woman behind the whedl looked a her and hit the brakes, the truck skidding dightly, then grinding to
astop.

Sarah Rourke turned out the window and looked into the rain again, then looked back at Mary Beth,
saying, "Y ou want to get them into hiding, where that fisherman took your children. But he was taking my
children up the coast so we could get away. I'm leaving you now."

"You'recrazy. Youll get killed out there done." Mary Beth caled over therain.

Sarah smiled. "No | won't."

She started out of the truck cab, therain lashing at her, the long skirt of the dress plastered against her
legs. "Get down!" she shouted to the Soviet mgjor, gesturing with the MAC-10.

The man looked at her amoment, then started out of the truck. "What are you doing, Sarah?' Mary Beth
screamed.

"l made this man apromise. | want to seeit gets kept and nobody killshim.”

Therewas acar coming down the highway-Russan, she thought. The car was swerving, the driver
coming too fast in the rain. Sarah pressed herself againgt the side of the truck as the car skidded out of
the oncoming lanes and across, narrowly missing the front of the truck and damming into a utility pole.

Sarah gestured with the MA C-10 and the Soviet mgjor ran beside her toward the car.

It was arecent, model, an American Ford. The two Soviet soldiersinsde it were dead. She turned to the
magjor. "Get the bodies out— and no funny business.”



The Russian looked a her. "All right.”

Sarah reached under her sodden dress, snatching the .45 automatic bound to her thigh, then cocking the
hammer to full stand.

She pointed the gun at the mgjor, the Russian clearing the body from the back seat and placing it beside
the man aready on the ground.

"Mary Beth— the gun!" Sarah held the MAC-10 out at arm'slength in her |eft hand.
In amoment, Mary Beth was beside her. Y ou know what you're doin?"
"Uh-huh," Sarah answered. "Good luck to you all. Get out of here.”

From the corner of her eye, she watched as Mary Beth ran back toward the truck, then climbed into the
cab, the truck starting away.

Sarah turned and looked at the Mgor. ™Y ou've been wearing apistol dl thistime, haven't you?' And she
eyed the holster on hisbelt.

"Not very efficient of you, madam.”

Taking astep closer to him, she said quietly, rain streaming down from her hair and across her face,
"Takeit out and tossit into the bushes.”

"Yes," he answered, taking the gun dowly from the holster, eyeing her amoment, then tossing it away.
"Now get your shoulder to that car; get behind the whed or something. | want it away from that pole.”
"It will not drive, probably.”

She started to speak, then the major interrupted her. "I know— I'd better hope that it drives." The mgjor
dowly climbed behind the whedl of the car. There was a groaning noise, but then after severa fase garts,
the engine turned over and she gestured to the major to back the car up. She kept the gun pointed at his
head.

Sarah thought for an instant he was going to try to make a break, but the car stopped, and as she
stepped back from the door he climbed out. "I can't believeit,” he smiled. "Luck iswith you today. The
car drives”

"Now stand over there, by the utility pole," she ordered.

"For you to shoot me?"

"Y ou'd better hope—" She stopped, hardly believing the sound coming from her own throat— laughter.
The mgor was smiling, then he too began to laugh. He stepped back, dowly, gtill facing her and, ashe
reached the utility pole, she started into the car, behind the whed.

"Madam!”



Shelooked into hisface. Heraised hisright hand and saluted her, bowing dightly.
"To another campaign, madam!™

Sarah Rourke set the pistol down on the seat, put the gear selector into drive and started off the road
shoulder, the rear whedl's skidding in the mud. She could seethe mgor, in the rearview mirror as she
garted onto the highway, gtill standing therein the rain beside the bent utility pole. The car sputtered, the
windshield was cracked, and there was blood on the dashboard, but the car seemed to run adequately.

Silently, she hoped the mgor madeit dive.
? Chapter 48

Rourke reached the blown-open front doors of the termina complex, kicking aside ahuge shard of
broken glass as he ran through the puddled doorway and inside. What was Natdia doing here? he asked
himsdlf. But as he turned the corner into the main halway, there was no time to search hismind for an
answe.

He stopped dead in histracks. There were three dozen peoplein the room at the end of the hallway: men
and women, some old, some Rourke's own age or so.

And Nataiawas there, holding her tiny derringer pistol in her outsiretched right hand. There werefive
Communist Cuban guards and one officer.

Rourke flattened himsdlf against the wall of the corridor and inched ahead, trying to make something of
the Spanish coming from insdetheroom. "... Thisisimmaterid to me, senorita. Until asecure Cuban
arcraft can be landed, these prisonerswill remain with me. | do not carefor the idea of shooting aKGB
officer, even asdlf-proclaimed one. However, if you do not, for the last time, step aside and leave this
room immediately, my men will openfire. If you care so much for these American military personnd and
their wives, then | should think you would not wish to risk their being killed while my men are shooting at
you."

Then Rourke's face creased into asmile. Natdias quiet, ato voice, the Spanish perfect, began, "Captain,
asdefrom thefact that | outrank you, | aso will shoot you in the faceif you do not order your guardsto
put down their arms. Many of these people, if they ever were American military personnd, arelikely
retired. Thereisno rea American military any more. Any purposes you might haveto interrogate these
people do not take precedence over the humane purpose of alowing them to be evacuated before this
entireairfied istorn to pieces. Now," she said as she gestured with the pistol, "stand out of my way or
dig”

Rourke shook his head, stepping away from the corridor wall, firing one of the Detonics pistolsinto an
overstudded chair midway between where he stood and the entrance to the room at the end of the hall.
"Hold it— nobody moved" he shouted in English, adding, " Sus mannos arribal™

The Communist Cuban officer did just what Rourke had hoped, and turned to face his new chalenger.
Asthe captain moved, Nataliamoved, the pistol in her hand flush against the side of the officer's head.
"Now, Captain,” Rourke snapped in English. "I believe the young lady asked you and your men to do

something. Order your men to drop their guns. Now!"

Natdia, her voicelow, in English thistime, said, "Or | will kill you, Captain.”



The captain didn't move for along moment, Rourke holding both Detonics pistols on the five guards, their
AK-47s4ill onlineagaing him.

"Do asthey say," the officer shouted in Spanish. The guards then, one by one dropped their riflesto the
floor.

"Now the pistal belts," Rourke commanded.
The Cuban officer nodded, and his men began to drop their pistol beltsto the floor.
"Natalia, take the Captain's pigal.”

Rourke started forward, the floor beginning again to shake under him. Rourke, jostled to the corridor
wall, pushed himsdlf to the doors of the room, then stepped inside, the shaking of the floor more violent.
Helooked at the Communist Cuban officer and muttered, "If | had the time right now, I'd beet the shit
out of you. You're going to wait for a Cuban plane to take you back with your prisoners. Y ou think
anybody out there caresif thiswhole peninsula goesinto the sea? Can you imagine the tidal wave thet'll
hit Havana?'

Rourke backhanded the Cuban officer across the mouth with hisleft hand, the pistol jammed into his belt.
"ldiot!" Rourke shouted.

"Comeon," he said, starting the nearest of the refugees through the doorway. Then he turned to the
Cuban guards, two of them holding up the officer, his mouth bleeding at the left corner. Y ou guys too—
no sensedying!”

There was awhite-haired older man near him and Rourke snatched up one of the AK-47s, saying, "Can
you handle one of these, Sr?"

"l sure can, son," the old man said, prodding the muzzle at the nearest guard.

There was asudden violent shaking of the ground beneeth them, the walls of the building and the floor
under their feet beginning to crack. "Get out of here!" Rourke hollered, grabbing Natdias hand and
garting to run with her, the refugees behind them. Rourke, still holding Natalias hand, turned the corner
into the entrance halway, the roof starting to cave in, Rourke bending into his stride and hitting the
shattered doorway and running out onto the airfidld. He shot a glance behind him, over hisleft shoulder.
He could see the white-haired man, awoman with him, the rest of the refugees, and even the Cubans
running for their lives.

Rourke scanned the runway from side to side. In the minutes spent inside the building, the volume of the
rain had increased, the cracksin the runway surfaces had broadened, and dl but afew of the planes had
cleared the field. There seemed to be no more aircraft coming in for landing.

There was only one plane not in motion, the DC-3 Rourke and Sissy Wiznewski had origindly landed in.
Rourke recognized the markings. "Over therel" Rourke shouted, starting to run toward it, still holding
Natdiaby the hand, one of the Detonics pistolsin hisright fist. Therain wasfaling so heavily he could
barely see asheran. He heard Natadia scream, turned and saw her faling. He caught her, the ground
beneath them shaking so violently that Rourke too amost lost his balance.



Helet go of the Russian girl'shand. He and Natdia helped the older refugees, some of the Cuban guards
doing the same. The plane was il fifty yards away, Rourke gauged. And there was a crack, broadening
amost imperceptibly, but expanding nonethel ess. The crack was between them and the plane. Rourke
gtarted running again, helping an old woman across the fied. There was only one plane on thefield now,
the DC-3, and one plane waslanding. It was atwin-engine Beech-craft. Almost absentmindedly, Rourke
noticed it from the corner of hisright eye.

“Idiot," hethought.

The old woman started to collapse. Her cheeks were red with the exertion. Rourke jammed the Detonics
into hisbelt beside the first gun, then swept the old woman up into hisarms, running as best he could,
jumping over the crack in the runway.

Hisfeet doshed through the deep puddles, the wind lashing therain againgt hisface. He heard himsalf
shouting as he saw the DC-3's cargo door starting to close. "Wait! Wait! Don't leavel”

Then Rourke could see Natdia, just ahead of him, her dark hair plastered to the sides of her head,
sprinting across the field, waving her asamstoward the plane.

The plane was aready taxiing, but as Nataliaran toward it, blocking its take-off path with her body, the
plane suddenly stopped.

In amoment, Rourke was beside the fusdage, the cargo door opening, hands reaching down from insgde
as he handed up the old woman. He thought he heard her whisper, "God blessyou, son.”

Rourke turned around, seeing the white-haired old man with the AK-47, and beside him one of the
Cuban guards, the two of them struggling an old woman aboard the aircraft. Natalia helped an old man
clamber aboard.

Rourke looked back to the plane. "Not enough room!" the crewman in the cargo door was shouting. "l
can't take four of you— too much weight!™

Rourke started to turn around, his eyes meeting Natalia's. She nodded.

Thoughts raced through Rourke's mind— Sarah, the children. If he died, what would become of them?
Then helooked beyond Natdia. "The damned plane over there! The Beechcraft! Come on!™

He started away from the plane. The white-haired man who'd carried the AK-47 and hiswife were done
with Rourke and Natalia on the runway. Rourke had wanted it to be one of the Cuban guards, perhaps
the Cuban officer. He started to shout something to the old man, but the man said, "It'sal right."

Rourke started to shout, "No!" He stood there, then signaled to the crewman in the door of the DC-3.
"Comeon!" he shouted to Natdlia, to the old man and hiswife. Rourke was aready running acrossthe
field toward the Beechcraft.

Rourke shouted behind him, "I'll get to the plane firs— stop them! Natalia, stay with them,” and Rourke
bent low, the rain pouring down on him as he went into adead run toward the small plane a thefar sde
of therunway.

The plane was taxiing, but Rourke couldn't be certain if it wasjust jockeying around the field or readying



for take-off again. "Wait!" Rourke shouted. "Wait!"

Rourke kept running, snatching at the twin Detonics pistols rammed into his belt.

The ground was shaking o violently he could hardly move without faling; the cracksin the runway were
widening. The plane was moving aong the runway— away from him. Rourke raised both pistolsinto the
rain-filled air and sarted firing them.

One shoat, then another, then another, then two more. The plane wasn't dowing. Rourke kept firing.
Another shot, then two rounds, then two more. He lost count, the one gun coming up empty, then the
second pistol. But the plane was stopping.

Rourke jammed the guns, the actions till locked back, into his bdlt, then tried running faster toward the
plane. The passenger door over the starboard wing opened. Rourke amost collapsed in relief. " Paul!
Paul!"

He could see Rubengtein, climbing down from the wing, running acrossthefield toward him. Asthetwo
men met, Rourke sank forward, Rubengtein's outstretched arms catching at him.

"John! Thank God it'syou!"”
"Paul— what the hell are you doing here?"
"My parents, John— I've gottafind them."

"l was going to stay and look for you," Rourke said. "Try," he said as he swallowed hard, getting his
breath, "try somehow to get the plane to set me down near St. Petersburg if it's till there”

"I dont think itis. My parents, though— they're here, | think."
"They may have gotten out aready,” Rourke gasped.
"I've gotta know, John!"

Rourke just nodded, getting to hisfeet again. "1 must get Nataliaand an older man and hiswife out. Use
your plane.”

"Wha?'
"Therel" and Rourke pointed behind him.

The ground was starting to break up now, the runway buckling in huge chunks. Paul Rubengtein didn't
say anything. He started to run acrossthe airfield, jumping the cracks, toward Natdiaand the
white-haired man and hiswife. Rourke stood there, the rain pouring down on him, the wind rising so that
he could barely stand erect againgt it.

Then Rourke started to run. Twenty-five yards ahead of him, he watched as Paul Rubenstein swept the
older woman into hisarms, kissing her, watched as the white-haired man hugged Rubengtein. Rourke
watched as Natalia stepped back; then a smile cameto her lips.



Rourke stopped running. "Jesus,”" he whispered. Somehow, out of al the refugees, the old man with the
full shock of white hair and the woman with him were Paul Rubengtein's mother and father. Suddenly,
Nataliawas there, standing on her toes beside him, her lipscloseto hisear. "John, | understand what is
driving you, now— I do." And she kissed Rourke's cheek.

Rourke looked down at the Russian girl, then shouted acrossthe field, "Come on Paul!™

Rourke grabbed Natalia's hand, then started toward the Beechcraft, reaching the open doorway,
clambering up into the plane, bypassing the pilot. He spotted Rubenstein's motorcycle and whipped out
hisknife, cutting away the gear Strapped to it. Herolled it toward the door. He shouted out to Paul, "Get
you anew one, buddy. Never take theweight.”

"Right!" Rubenstein hel ped Rourke offload the bike.

In moments, Natalia had gotten Paul's mother and father aboard the plane. Rubengtein himsdlf wasthe
last to board.

Rourke shouted to the pilot, " Get thisthing going!"

"WEIl never get out of here," the pilot shouted. Rourke climbed forward, looking over the man's
shoulder. The runway was sarting to split down the middle, the rain pouring down more heavily, the wind
sock over the control tower spinning maddeningly. The ground was shaking beneath the plane. At the far
edge of the field, Rourke could see awall of water rising as ahuge section of runway dipped acrossthe
beach areaiinto the ocean.

"Bullshit!"
Rourke shoved the pilot out of the way and dipped behind the controls, "Paul, get in there as co-pilot!"
"l cantfly."

"I'll teach you— youl'l loveit!" Rourke shouted, throttling up the portside engine, then the starboard.
Rourke touched hisfingersto hislips, then to the control whed!.

"Hang on! Herewe go."

Rourke started the plane across what was left of the runway, zigzagging despite the wind, trying to find a
space clear enough of the massive, ever-widening cracksfor atake-off.

"All right, now or never!" Rourke shouted. To hisright beyond thetip of the starboard wing, therewasa
massivewall of water risng, the entire airfield starting to come gpart and fal into the ocean.

Rourke throttled out and the plane lurched ahead, pumping over acrack in the runway, settling down on
the runway surface again. Rourke glanced to hisright. The water was rushing toward them, the runway
half submerged, waves starting to dosh in front of the aircraft. "Now!" Rourke shouted, pulling up,
throttling out, the plane risng unsteadily. The runway and the water now roared acrossit asit dropped
off below them.

The control tower loomed up ahead and Rourke fought the controls, working the ailerons, trying to bank
the plane to starboard to miss the control tower with the portside wing tip. "Pray!" Rourke shouted,



fedling Nataias hand on histhigh as he cut the controls, seeing the control tower drop off to hisleft, the
building dready starting to collapse.

As Rourke leveled off the twin Beechcraft, he looked down. Where there had seconds before been an
airport runway, now there was ocean, waves surging asfar as he could see.

? Chapter 49

Sarah Rourke skidded the car to a hdt. The brakes were bad, she thought, but at least it had gotten her
to the beach. She could see the fisherman start toward her with the children from the rocks by the beach
as she exited the car.

Sheran acrossthe rain-flooded highway, dropping to her kneesin the water, hugging Michael and Annie
to her.

She looked up at the fisherman. "Thank you. | just couldn't have gone back with them."
"I know, lady. That Kleinschmidt isagood fella, but comes on heavy. Hey—"

What wasit, she thought. "I don't understand.”

"Y our name Sarah?'

"Yes, | thought you—" but she stopped. Sheld sent the children down with Mary Beth, had never seen
the fisherman from less than adistance of severa hundred feet.

"l just put it together— you and them kids. Sarah and Michagl and Annie," he said.
"Who?' Sarah started up to her feet, pushing the wet hair back from her eyes.

"He's gone now. Went to Texas there by the Louisiana border to U.S. |1 headquarters. Some kind of
mission. Name of John Rourke. Waslookin' for you."

Sarah dropped back to her kneesin the rain-flooded highway, hugging her wet children to her. "Daddy's
divel" John, shethought. John...

She could tell the difference. Now not only was there rain water running down her cheeks, but tears.
Sarah Rourke looked up at the fisherman. "After | get the horses, how far isit?'
"I don't follow you, lady.”

"To Texas, | mean." She hugged Michagl and Annie again, not hearing if he had answered her or not.
? Chapter 50

John Rourke stood in the rain. HE'd landed the Beech-craft because the plane had dmost been out of
fuel. Asbest held been able to judge from the maps, the plane was about twenty-five milesfrom
Chambersand U.S. Il headquarters.

Paul was sitting in the plane, talking to his parents, the pilot had gone to find some kind of transportation.
The radio wasn't working well, too much dtatic.



Beside Rourke stood Mgjor Natdia Tiemerovna. "The truce will be over soon, John— it isover now, |
think."

"At least it showed we're till human beings, didn't it?" Rourke said quietly, hisleft hand cupped over his
dark tobacco cigar, hisright arm around Natdia.

"You will go onlooking?' she asked.

"Wes"

"Where do you plan to go?'

"The Carolinas, maybe Georgia by Savannah. She was likely headed that way."
"I hope you find her— and the children.”

Rourke looked at the Russian woman. Rainwater streamed down her face— and his. "Thank you,
Natdia"

The woman smiled, then lowered her eyes. She stood beside Rourke in the pouring down rain.

TheEnd



