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I would like to dedicate this book to the Abenaki Nation. The more I researched your


culture and way of life, the more I wanted to learn. 
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Suppose the Red Army had not stopped at Berlin? Would it change our world? Suppose the Manhattan Project had never happened. Would it matter? What difference would it make if, perhaps, Russia had reached the Moon first? Then made it to Mars as well?

Let's take a step into an alternate reality. Consider for a moment what would happen if the first men on Mars returned home with something they hadn't bargained for: A microorganism that altered humans on the cellular level and gave them the ability to produce, for all intents and purposes, magic.

This is the world of our great great grandchildren - one step aside from our path. For over two centuries their Earth has been torn with wars, fear, and treachery. From 1903 to 2103 AD various political factions came to power, only to be toppled by stronger regimes. For a long time, it did look as if Communist Russia would fulfill its dream of world domination, and it ALMOST succeeded. The United States of America nearly fell during the American Socialist Revolution, which raged for 3 years. America was weakened by it, losing the East and West Coast, PLUS the western half of Alaska, to Socialist occupation. However, the remaining section of the U.S. still managed to retain its capitalist Democratic ideals and became known as Free America.

By 2028 the Russians had successfully colonized the Moon, and the world governments became weaker against Soviet domination. A decade of space exploration opened more possibilities and with the introduction of magic, brought on by an alien organism, uncertainty and war escalated. 

As fate would have it the magic is what saved the world from Soviet domination! Gulag prisoners, infused with these magical powers, overcame their guards and toppled the mightiest governmental power in the world. The Soviet Revolution spread across the globe, and by 2076 the Soviet Union was broken. The people who had magic abilities became known as "  Bloods".

During all the turmoil an idea, in the Unites States, was born. Various wealthy conglomerates wanted a way to protect their interests, and civilians, from Socialist control. Pooling their resources, a vast organization came into being - the Free America Civil Militia (FAC). 

After many misunderstandings and intense negotiations, the U.S. government and militaries came to an agreement with the FAC. Because of touchy political storms, there were areas where the government’s hands were tied. But, since they had no official ties to the government, the FAC could intervene, and often did, on a regular basis. Not only were the FAC "soldiers" highly trained, but some of them were also powerful "Bloods".

With headquarters, and substations, scattered strategically across Free America, the FAC helped keep the borders secure. Many brave men and women have dedicated their lives, and magic, to defend Free America - thanks to the FAC.

It is now the year 2120, and there are some worrisome developments in one of the SHA-held territories known as New Hampshire.
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PROLOGUE
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Life had never been pleasant, or easy, in the SHA (Socialist Held Area) Territories.  Working for the SHA government certainly was no walk in the park either.  In fact, by the year 2120, it had become increasingly unbearable, especially in the held area still called New Hampshire.  All forms of civil right rights had long been abolished.  Jobs were assigned by the SHA government, using a system of education/IQ tests/and family “loyalty”.  The caste system was used as well – people were forced into roles based on where they were born, and to whom.  Orphans were forced into the military for life, and mandatory enlistment was required for all citizens whether they could physically do it or not.  Even housing was determined by the government.  However, the wealthy could bribe their way into comfortable living, while the poor and destitute had no choice and found themselves living in communal housing or prisons.  Food/groceries of any kind/everyday living supplies were also regulated...only to be purchased (if one was able) on certain days.  Cash transactions were a long gone “luxury”, everything was done by a card which was used to track the unfortunate consumer.  If the government deemed said consumer was overstepping their set monetary allowance (set by the SHA of course) the offender was promptly arrested, and they vanished into some prison with all assets being seized.  Their family members would also vanish, but not always together.  There was one accepted religion, and that was regulated under tight control.  If you were caught, or suspected of, practicing a religion not officially recognized you were put to death as an example for any others pondering such a move.  Procreation was also tightly controlled and carried out under strict conditions with supervision.  Anyone giving birth covertly was arrested and both parents were put to death, while the orphan “vanished” into the orphanage system and military.  

This was the world of Joel Calem, an SHA government IT expert who was also involved in cybersecurity.  Through coercive tactics, both physical and psychological, the SHA government made sure Joel was a loyal government “employee”.  They had ensured this by imprisoning his entire family in 2118, so he would remain quiet about their technology.  Until recently Joel had no idea what had happened to his family.  It turned out that after the mass arrest, every single one of them, right down to the 1-year-old cousin, had been put to death.  

Joel’s only true friend, Gary Davis, was a nuclear engineer involved in counter-espionage. So, naturally, when he finally learned of the mass executions he secretly “fed” Joel all the pertinent information.  This bit of news was the final straw, as far as Joel was concerned, and he decided it was high time he defected to FAM (Free America).  After all, he now had top-secret information that the FAM government truly needed.  The information included but was not limited to: the location of various top SHA government officials, plans that could potentially counter nuclear and biological weapons, and plans for weaponizing Nanos – which were already in the basic stages of implementation, although just ‘how’ the SHA government obtained Nanos was a mystery even to Gary. Especially since the SHA publicly condemned the use of Nanos as a sinful practice and an abomination.  Joel also managed to find top secret documents talking about a sentient drone by the name of Lenore, who was currently in the custody/guardianship of a former FAM military snipe known only as Cutter.  Lenore’s predecessors were famous the world over, because of their tireless attempts to help with that nuclear disaster at the tip of Southern Japan.  However, not much was known about Lenore, so finding the detailed documentation on her did concern him a great deal.    

Gary understood his friend’s need to defect, and he wanted the man to stay simply because he couldn’t go with him.  Oh...he WANTED to leave, but he had a large, rather extensive, family – 50-strong as a matter of fact.  And his twin sister was pregnant with twins!  He simply couldn’t risk their lives, as Gary knew what the government would do to them without hesitation.  The only solution Gary could come up with was to persuade Joel to go on ‘one last camping hiking trip’ up into the White Mountain National Forest.  Maybe he could persuade his friend to stay, while they also found a way to smuggle the information out.

Joel did agree to the proposed adventure, having already secretly sent out the call for help along channels that only he was privy to.  It helped to have contacts within the mysterious Ghost Brigade, so he knew asking for the Earth Warrior to assist in an *important discovery* would alert the Ghost Brigade to trouble and the ball would get rolling.  He also hid the documents in a place he was positive the legendary woman would easily locate.

Thus, both men set out for a long overdue adventure into the White Mountain National Forest.  One friend was confident that a defection could be averted while a plan to smuggle out the precious documents could be found.  If not...well...accidents did happen.  The other friend was equally confident help would arrive in due time.
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CHAPTER 1
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One lone Ghost Brigade relay station, cleverly hidden near Conway, New Hampshire, caught a brief and rather hasty emergency transmission.  Since the transmission was activated using the skip frequency, known only to the Ghost Brigade, the operator understood that this was a genuine distress call.

Frowning in thought the operator contacted her superior, stationed in yet a different sector (out of an abundance of caution mind you), for his decision on the call.  Recognizing the coded message for what it truly meant, he sent in highly skilled spies to check over the current situation.  After a tense few hours, word was sent back that the Ghost Brigade was in over their heads and would need serious sneaky backup.  They strongly recommended asking Black Hand for assistance in the matter.  Yes, the Black Hand organization had gained traction in the Eastern SHA territories and took great pride in thwarting that government whenever possible.

Black Hand also sent in their best local spies to ascertain what was possibly happening, and it did not take them long to fully understand what was going on.  This was *serious*!  It was unanimously decided, by both Black Hand and Ghost Brigade, to send word on to the next contact, while Black Hand helped begin the groundwork.

Following the established lines of communication, which by 2120 had been streamlined into a swift relay, word got to the Watcher at the FAC Armory, which was now well established as being unofficially/officially on the heavily guarded grounds of the Wright Patt Airforce Base.  From there the Armory contact sent the urgent “request” to FAC Central.  Noting how it was worded, Commander Tilman realized that it had very possibly originated with a contact that 1st Lieutenant McMahon knew personally.  After all the message specifically asked for the Earth Warrior.  Even Mack agreed that this felt deadly serious.

Heeding the rather weary summons from not just Administrator Rech, but also her Training Center’s communication department, 1st Lieutenant Kele-de (Kai) McMahon, Earth Warrior (amongst other things) dropped what she was doing, which was helping the main village with the greenhouses...she had been mostly digging and transporting valuable medicinal plants from the land...they wished to have as many samples as possible growing in the greenhouses as a precaution for the lean winter times.  The old medicine man had a feeling the coming winter was going to be a rough one, and it was possible that the dreaded flu virus would come visiting once again.  Best to be prepared and ready.

Pausing to wash her hands, Kai hurried into the communication department still drying her hands, along with telling Thunder that Little Wolf was not lost, he was up visiting Stormborn and Nodin.  Blinking at the somber expressions of those awaiting her presence, the *young* warrior merely shrugged.

“If you do not want to be flattened by the flu this winter, the greenhouses needed stocking up with the appropriate precautions.  You know the vaccines don’t work on the Tzi Shu, and some of the people who live here in the center...while we Bloods go merely along with nary a sneeze.  You also know our work extends beyond the Training Center.  So...what’s up?”

Listening to the message, Kai pursed her mouth in deep thought before finally acknowledging she knew the defector, Joel Calem, or rather she knew his mother.  But all contact with her had suddenly ceased, without explanation, approximately two years ago.  Someone in Central Intelligence, listening in on the open comm link, was heard to let out what seemed like a sad sigh.

“Lieutenant McMahon, I regret to inform you that Mrs. Tessa Calem was executed around two years ago.  Sources indicate the entire family, minus Joel Calem, were rounded up and subsequently executed.  It’s a known favored coercion tactic of the SHA government.  Please accept our condolences on the loss of a personal friend.”

Frankly, everyone was a bit concerned by the sudden flat expression in Kai’s normally bright blue eyes. The Lieutenant never took a friend’s death lightly, and everyone knew for a fact the death of Falcon still weighed heavily on her mind.  This knowledge was reinforced by how she threw herself into caring for the clan villages when not on duty.  It had been Falcon’s self-proclaimed honorary duty to help with the running of things.  And that special shelter built near his grave?  Kai had built it by herself, refusing any help.  So now this...Administrator Rech took a deep breath as she quickly scribbled down some details to investigate.  Someone was going to pay dearly for the death of Tessa Calem, and it was probably going to be dealt with by Kai and company!

Granted Kai was angry, so everyone’s certainty on that fact was correct.  However, she kept her cool if the questions she began firing off were any indication.

“What is the atmosphere?” (Code for ‘is the regional TI aware?’ TI= Thaumatic Institute)  

However, the video conference with Central did not make it easy, when that proposed potential entry point into enemy territory was nixed.  

“Sorry, Lieutenant,” came the heavy reply “the NHTI,” (New Hampshire Thaumatic Institute) “is on internal lockdown.  The Head of TI sensed major trouble brewing and has shut off all entry into the facility.  He sends assurances, however, that they are physically, and psychically, safe.  You’ll have to use other avenues to your target.”

After a lengthy discussion with Central Tactical Advisors, which also involved Specialists Mattern and Barnes, Kai brought up the question as to whether there was any recent intel on the cultural situation in New Hampshire.  Major Wendy Fuller, Psych officer, held up thick reports from Ghost Brigade, Black Hand, and FAC spies outlining the psychological coercion and militant enforcement keeping people where the SHA government deemed they must live, and what their stations in life were to be.

“I’m sorry, Wild Child,” Wendy softly concluded “but it looks like you’ll have to ghost in this time.”

While Major Duncan Onoda was positively grim over the thought of Kai once again slipping into enemy territory, she, on the other hand, seemed to take it calmly...even though her pretty blue eyes had grown colder with each piece of information concerning New Hampshire.

A plan was forming in her head, and Kai finally spoke up declaring she would need a two-part extrication team.  But first, more answers were required.  Duncan could not have been any prouder of his beloved friend, as she began gathering delicate data.

To make things easier in the planning a large map of New Hampshire was supplied by compiling old maps supplemented by a certain spy satellite who had been diligently mapping that area for any major changes.  Kai set about making strategic marks.

“We know he lives near the White Mountain National Forest range.... here.” Kai tapped on Conway, NH.  “Which is not far from the forest...park...range...whatever the SHA is now calling it.”  Kai nodded and grinned because she knew something about the young man.  “Him living there actually makes a lot of sense as Joel has been an avid hiker, rock climber, and daredevil since he was around 12 years old.  I remember a covert visit with his mother, and I was there just in time to see him stumbling into the apartment with a broken arm.  One of the few times Mrs. Calem ever asked me to do a healing.  She was terrified to take him to the government-run hospital, for fear of being blamed and punished for her son being injured.  Now...what we need is a secure camping spot where we can be hidden.”

Cutter, who had been quietly sitting in the back of the room, had to smile and rose to his feet.  While he was generally stationed at the remote Vermont FAC substation (when not on missions with the 1st Lieutenant) he, somehow (a secret he would never divulge) had an even more detailed map of the area they were concerned about.  “I know the perfect place,” he drawled and reached over Kai’s shoulder to tap on a certain spot “it’s on the outskirts of North Conway, New Hampshire...hell it is right near the edge of the White Mountain National Forest.  See this marked of an inverted V?  THAT is the Abenaki Shop and Camp.  Now, granted, this is early in the season, but it is not unheard of for them to open a few cabins for the heartier adventurers.  I know the local Abenaki...they will keep us a secret.  This won’t be difficult as the various SHA government agencies do not dare interfere with the Abenaki affairs.  The Elder who runs the camp is a special friend of mine...he will be delighted to help.

Ja’an piped up to declare he was going in with Kai, and no one could stop him.  Although he did add, with a mischievous grin, that Major Onoda needed to go in as well.

“After all, you both went East into enemy territory some years ago.”

“Ja’an,” Kai gently remarked “this time it is a political extrication, not a TI one.”

Duncan held up a hand to pause what seemed like would devolve into a meeting of the minds.

“I am going with you,” he firmly stated “I have been taking soft assignments and it is high time I get back into the field...leave the soft ones for the newbies.  We have them well-trained now, so they can handle it.  Count me in.”

The main concern for Kai, before deciding on teams, was the method of approach.  Choppers, on foot, the long and a bit risky way of using rivers and streams, parachuting in after dark...what?  Duncan letting out the yell “No horses or the deal is off!” provoked peals of laughter from Kai.  Major Stous was very pleased to hear “her” Wild Child laughing.  Reports of her rarely smiling, much less even a laugh, had been coming in ever since the demise of Falcon...and the subsequent mission into Old Dayton, back in 2018.  Maybe this rescue/extrication mission was just what was needed for the Earth Warrior....and her team.

“Wait,” Kai thoughtfully mused, after Duncan finally was able to explain his aversion to using horses during a mission, “I have an idea!”

Connecting the Armory to the now extensive video conference, Kai learned that her friend TT (her nickname for Sergeant Theresa Jones) had a cover identity as a trucker in a shell company run by the FAC, as part of the networking/spy department.  TT had been happily transporting goods (amongst other things) into enemy territory for almost two years now.

“Really Nature Girl,” TT’s nickname for Kai “I have been having a blast running things right past the enemy’s noses.  Our resident mad scientist, James, has been tweaking some things on my Beastie.  He just added a hidden compartment with some equipment I have been itchin’ ta try.  Matter of fact this call is fortuitous.... ah have a scheduled delivery run of survival camping and survival hiking supplies to the New Hampshire Park Ranger Headquarters...which is right by the White Mountain National Forest!  Ah happily volunteer as a diversion for your extrication team!  Just yell out when ya want me to head in that direction...hell the trailer is ready to roll!”

Tigger was adamant that no other pilot was to take Kai and her extrication team into enemy territory...Kai was HER commanding officer; she’d been personally assigned to the commander and there was no way she would even hear of the woman getting into enemy territory by some other method.  And that was that!

More coded messages were sent, via a certain spy satellite...who seemed oddly pleased with the task, and it was arranged that Black Hand operatives would meet the insertion team at the Abenaki Campsite and from there take them into Conway to the defector’s apartment complex.  Now *all* Kai had to do was decide on a team formation and cover plan.  Naturally, she pulled her Uncle Mack (also known as Colonel McMahon), Commander Tilman, Major Onoda, and Specialist officers Patricia Mattern and Ginger Barnes into a quick conference on the matter.  She saw no harm, or shame, in listening to those who had experience in building specialized teams.  Granted Kai had pulled off extrications many times in the past, solo mostly or tapped to be on teams because of her kill count.  But this time...a special friend could be in trouble, so experts in the field must be consulted!

Within an hour it was decided they needed two teams.  Alpha team over the border for the extrication part of the mission, and a Beta team on their side...to handle communications, tactics, and, as Cadwell solemnly put it...just in case.

11 people were called upon:

	Ja’an – Dine warrior/tracker

	Samir Cooper – Blood Hunter/Tracker

	Master Sergeant David “Cutter” Gearradair – Special Operations expert/Sniper.  Naturally, Lenore, his eerily sentient Drone would come along as well.  They were a team.

	Major Duncan Onoda – Extrication specialist (amongst other things)

	Counselor Mike Jackson – Counselor, Ghost Brigade mercenary, Black Hand contact (amongst other things.)

	Sergeant Byron Swafford -Fire Support, sniper, field chef.

	Sergeant Pamela Swan – Fire Support, Weapons.

	Specialist 3 Jeanne McClure – Linguistics & Communication Officer

	Chief Warrant Officer Richard Cadwell – Medical & Technical Officer.  2nd in Command in the field.

	Specialist 3 Ginger Barnes – Tactical Officer interning.

	Specialist 4 Patricia Mattern- Chief Tactical Officer









Once that was decided upon, Kai had to split them into two teams and justify the choices.

TEAM ALPHA


	Kai – of course.  Blood Hunter, Earth Warrior, Millennium Blood – Elementalist.

	Ja’an – expert hand-to-hand fighter, expert bowman, and tracker. 

	Samir Cooper – Blood Hunter/Tracker. A seasoned fighter with excellent instincts.

	Major Duncan Onoda – Extrication Specialist, Political Expert, Expert marksman, Elementalist.

	Counselor Mike Jackson – Ghost Brigade mercenary, Black Hand contact, special forces contact.  Kai privately felt that there was far more to this talented man but would wait for him to bring it up.  Besides, he and Lenore got along so well that the sentient drone referred to him as ‘brother’.  He could help her with over-the-border communications.

	Master Sergeant David “Cutter” Gearradair – Special operations expert/sniper.  AND he had hiked all of the trails in the White Mountain National Forest, so he had first-hand knowledge of the terrain.  PLUS had contacts with the Abenaki Nation.

	Thunder – of course.  Where his human went, he went!

	Spike – as if anyone was going to argue with a half-grown mutant grizzly!  Besides he had expertly demonstrated, on several occasions, his ability to accurately read minds -even from a distance- and report the results back to Kai using a rather unusual telepathic link.  



Kai had ruefully pointed out during the team choices, that they were damn lucky a certain 


spunky Chihuahua was off visiting Stormborn.  Or they’d have to contend with a 5-pound dog who insisted he was, instead, a full-grown wolf!

TEAM BETA

	Chief Warrant Officer Richard Cadwell – Medical & Technical Officer.  2nd in Command – just in case scenario.

	Specialist 3 Jeanne McClure – Communications and Linguistics Officer.  She would be monitoring the airways and translating where necessary.  Coordinating with the tactical officers, and with Lenore.

	Specialist 3 Ginger Barnes – Tactical Officer who would be managing operations for the Beta team – while learning from the best.

	Specialist 4 Patricia Mattern – Tactical Officer – Coordinating for Alpha team while stationed on FAM side of the border and mentoring Barnes.

	Sergeant Byron Swafford – Fire Support.  He would be in charge of monitoring the border,  AND he stoutly insisted upon being the field chef.  No sense in eating awful rations with him around!

	Sergeant Pamela Swan – Fire Support and would ensure that the Beta team, plus the arriving platoon set to do alleged field exercises, would be secure.  Would be taking orders from Sergeant Swafford (even though Kai, and Cadwell, felt that would be interesting to watch go down.)


Now to get everyone to the border next to Bradford, Vermont.  The town had graciously agreed to host an FAC semi-annual survival drill at the Bradford Town Forest/Park.
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CHAPTER 2
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Cutter arrived in Bradford, Vermont via a private chopper, and was somewhat surprised to note a troop chopper awaiting him with 1st Lieutenant Kele-de McMahon standing ramrod straight by it...with her arms at parade rest.  And...oh my...wearing a full battle uniform with the sleeves precisely folded up to her biceps AND mirrored sunglasses.  She meant business!  

Lenore softly commented, for his ears only, “I have never witnessed such a grim expression on her countenance before.  This cannot be our Wild Child.  When did she turn into a scary-looking officer?”

“A lot has gone down in the past two years,” Cutter carefully replied as he accepted all his gear from the chopper pilot “the Colonel said she’s been tough on everyone including herself...and now this.”

“She still blames herself,” Lenore knowingly remarked “it is difficult to balance duty with sorrow.”

Cutter gave his sentient drone a quick glance before coming to a halt in front of Kai, dropping his gear and snapping a smart salute.

“Master Sergeant David Gearradair reporting for duty, Ma’am!”

Lenore hovered next to her human with a “Corporal Lenore Gearradair reporting for duty, Ma’am!”

Kai twitched a smile and returned the salute, then motioned at the open side door of the larger chopper.

“Get in you two...we have work to do.”

In the tree-lined border were several hidden figures watching the interaction.  One of the spies pointed out the drone, which their superiors REALLY wanted to snatch.  However, observing the man next to her they knew it would be an unwise, and rather lethal, attempt.  One observer had been watching Kai and suddenly grabbed a companion’s arm in rapt excitement.  

“It’s the Earth Warrior!”

“How can you tell?”

“Long red braided hair, according to reports she NEVER wears it up in a bun but always in a braid, bright blue eyes...she just took those shades off, and red tattoos on her forearms.  Spies report her having them on both arms.  AND look at what is peeking out from the deck...a large wolf...it is said she goes everywhere.... will you look at that!  The wolf just changed into a Jack Russell Terrier.  So it’s true...”

Thunder had shifted because he sensed they were being watched, and WHERE the people were hiding.  As he launched himself out of the chopper Kai caught him by the collar in a move too fast for anyone to register and held on tight as he yelled his defiance.  At least he wasn’t shifting back and forth between all his forms and screaming at the top of his lungs the entire time he struggled to get free to get the “bad people”.

“Enila,” Kai murmured “enila enila,” (‘be quiet’) “we WANT them to see us...at least for the moment.  It is our cover story...but thank you for the ruckus dear heart, now they know we’re here for the alleged survival drill.”

Out loud Kai pretended to scold the “dog” for misbehaving, much to the amusement of Gray Wolf Platoon (inside the large chopper) ...and Cutter’s amusement.  He knew the *game* those two were playing.  Sliding the side door shut, and patting the pilot’s shoulder to indicate everyone was secured, Kai finally turned to give Cutter one of her rare, as of late, mischievous grins.

“They were in the tree line.”

“So Lenore said when we disembarked.  You going to report it?”

Shrugging just once, Kai pointed to the cockpit where the co-pilot was busily sending a coded message.

“Beat us to it.  They are letting the Bradford town government know and the VTI (Vermont Thaumatic Institute), AND the FAC Substation located just a few miles from here.  I am guessing we should add border patrol exercises.

Gray Wolf Commander (Captain Pete Chadsworth) volunteered to divide his platoon into teams for the now joint exercise.  “Just thought I’d put my two cents worth in,” he grinned as their chopper made their way to the park “we were arriving to help secure the area for you, and what the heck my platoon needs something to keep them on their toes. Purple Platoon will probably run circles around them though.”  Several in his command loudly protested and threw lightweight objects at him in fun.

As they circled the area set aside for their field exercises, Cutter quietly noted how Tigger’s chopper was concealed under a unique covering...which was designed to make it appear there was just an ordinary chopper under it.

“Nanotechnology from the armory?”

Kai shrugged as she led Cutter into the secured administrative tent.  “We can speak freely now, Specialist McClure consulted with CTI (Chicago Thaumatic Institute) and they have a marvelous new invention. It sets up a barrier where no one can eavesdrop.  Sort of a blanket effect really.  As soon as the entire camp is settled then McClure will up the frequency.  Funny thing though...it does not affect our scrambled communication links.”

Duncan wandered up to slap Cutter on one shoulder and hand him a large mug of coffee.

“We tried explaining to her how the technology works,” he chuckled “but you know our Wild Child.”

“Hey, I use technology!”  Kai protested with her big blue-eyed routine.

That caused a ripple of laughter throughout the large tent, everyone knew of the love/hate relationship the 1st Lieutenant had with technology.  Something she seemed to have inherited from her great great-great-grandmother.  CTI couldn’t explain how sometimes technology would just “fritz” out if Kai so much as walked past the various equipment.  They were still shocked the woman could use her military-grade laptop, and operate vehicles, without them dying on her.

“So,” Cutter asked after draining his coffee mug, and refilling it “what exactly are we waiting for?  We are all here now.”

“Oh,” came a casual reply from the kitchen area and Mike strolled in carrying a platter of honeyed ham with pineapple.  “we’re just waiting for our satellite to indicate TT has come back over the border.  She’ll meet us at the secured warehouse complex further North of here when communications informs her that we are on the way.  Hey Commander, you should see the feast Swafford has whipped up.”

People scrambled to go help bring food to the dining hall, while Lenore squealed with excitement to see her “big brother”.  Mike had to grin over how she did her version of a hug while chattering away telling him how things were going at their North Vermont substation.  Since he had no family to speak of, other than his FAC family and the Ghost Brigade, he felt that she was the best little sister a guy could ask for.

Cutter blinked a few times then began firing off questions as to why TT was in enemy territory.

“Relax,” Specialist Patricia Mattern laughed “TT is making a bonified delivery of survival equipment and supplies to the White Mountain National Forest Park Rangers Headquarters.  She is well documented as one gutsy female trucker who makes delivery runs into Socialist Territory regularly.  She has all the necessary documentation and letters of verification for working as an independent trucker for the Dim Cludwyr Ffin Company -DCF for short.” (Translated from Welsh as - No Border Haulers).  “Which,” Patricia added with an amused twinkle in her hazel eyes “just so happens to be a shell company over in Wales which is secretly owned by the FAC.  There are small hubs all
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