zzzzzzzzSo they headed north towards the lodge. “3-clicks north!” , Buck exclaimed. “Head for the hills”, he said. They headed north towards the lodge. They headed to the lodge a log-cabin, the stake-out spot in the hills just east, to plan their next mission. Buck was smart, strong and very opportunistic. They were to take the town by storm. They planned to knock out the power-grid and make a full-scale power-outage. Buck pressed the button to set off the signal that signal the signal that would mean it all in this situation. The towns alarm sounded. They slowly but surely. They slowly made their way down the hill onto the road ahead leading to the town and the town’s transformer. They took a jeep and crashed it into the pole knocking out the all of the town’s power. There next opportunity would be the town and the bank so they eliminated the power-grid and they created a full-scale power-outage a distraction, by ramming the jeep into a telephone-pole. You could hear the explosion behind them in their footsteps. The two of them walked carefully and they avoided any distraction. They had enough will power and weapons to bring down a small army or a whole fortress. Through their trials and tribulations they had lost some battles, but were going to win the war. Rambo-style Fort Knox. Buck was a son of a gunny. His father always told him to fly alone and back each others play. But in this situation it was his problem and he’d to have a partner in his play. Never leave your brother in the field. Rads reached the town in a matter of minutes. Red loaded the hum-vee he had gotten from a bunker, in Oregon and Buck started the tank. They headed for the center of town. They were going to take the town by storm this-time Rambo-style. Complete-arsenals and one-man armies they were. Buck got out of the tank and up on a building, by the bank, and began lining up his assault rifles and arsenal of flash-bangs, grenades, sweepers and claymores. Red stood there handing the rifles and setting up a stake-out vantage point the bank was also their target for today. Red lined up his rifles his AR-33 and AK-47s and sniper rifles, then got back in his hum-vee. Red was an expert-marksman. Through their trails and tribulation they encountered many enemies, obstacles and entities. Today would be the day that they have waited for their entire lives. He positioned the guns at an angle he felt that would be the most advancing in their short arsenal. He would keep multiple rifles lined up so he didn’t have to reload and register his shot from an angle in which he desired most comfortably. Simultaneously he set the rifles up which he could fire smoothly avoiding and firm strongly without having to reload and register a third and final shot. If the gun or a rifle were to jam he would have a back up rifle at the same position which he would fire a warning shot to alert his buddy Buck of the situation. He was to have firm and strong discharges in order to avoid or alert his buddy. He could fire simultaneously avoiding any-distraction and avoiding any damage at all. Before firing he could make a clean-discharge of both while loading another to register a third and final shot from a firm stand-point; or three or four different vantage-points running back and forth momentarily. He also had seven sticks of dynamite, ten hand grenades and some old road flares he kept safe in his hand me down pouch which he kept with him at all times in case of an emergency where he had to use them as a distraction or this type of situation. Red headed off a gas-station. Rads finally reached the town’s center. Sounding the alarm once again would be a difficult task but they both proceeded with caution. Cops came crawling in from in-state and inter state. The whole county precinct and the task force. They set the City hall a flame and layed some road flares all over the park. Then torched the park with their flamethrowers and threw a couple of grenades then cross fired through the fire. Nothing could surpass their line. They held that line for the next few minutes. Then moved on towards the town. You could hear a cop car explode in the distance as they left through the chaos they had created. They both waited for a while but it would not stop so they left their point and headed back toward the center of the city where the bank was being surrounded by as many cops as you can count in your life-span. Enough cops to arrest a whole army of well-trained men. What they had to do now was simple and strategic to make a firm and strong standpoint. Sounding the alarm again they both immediately left and returned to their positions they had already setup. Red unpacked his arsenal his M-203 grenade-launcher and got out and blocked the entrance to the run-down convenient-store with his humvee.suckers. The cops were blocked from both entrances and the other-side of the already-burning business-row, as Buck lit-up the night-sky with flash-bangs and his flame-thrower. Buck threw a grenade and drove the tank right-through the wall of the bank and began loading money into the tank while Red was keeping them at bay. A town alarm sounded and the cops came swarming in “Smoke the bastards out”, Red yelled over the fire-fight. Buck threw some sweepers and drove the tank over the first-three cop-cars and got into-position. The tank only sustaining minimal damage because of Buck’s expertise. Red fired continiously for cover as Buck got back onto the building. Buck leaned against a wall and began torching cars and buildings creating chaos with his flame-thrower. It was all-out pandemonium Buck could hear the explosions of cars behind him, in the background, as he leaned-up against the wall. They both displayed their arsenals and took the city by storm. This will go down in history as the greatest stand. “Sianara suckers” you could hear as Buck left torching the city in a fernace behind him in the rubble. “3-clicks north” “head for the hills” Buck screamed over the fire-fight. They were not retreating they were making a good decision.  They both fled and foot towards the hills to the nearest undergrowth of brush. They wipped out their machetes and began cutting away at the overgrowth. They followed the trail towards the stake-out point which they had previously picked. Before they got there a pit bull stood firm in their way it stopped them dead clean in their path. With that in mind they turned back to their plan of engagement energy. Fire was also another method of energy. Buck began blowing away at the undergrowth with his flamethrower. He wanted to burn the town at stake. Then make a cloud of protection to fire strictly into. To keep their paths clean. Keep them busy for a while Buck their old army buddies stopped and picked them up they were finally free from all this pandemonium and chaos that they had left behind. They next morning you could see as the town was in complete catastrophe and devastation from the night before. “A man can create his own demise”,hitler Red said. Paul Hood said at the convention “You can’t create contention”. The night before they had understood the meaning of both those analogies. Their friend had an iquana he kept safe in the back seat of his Sedan which he had brought back from neighboring Baghdad. The iguana escaped and the dog went after it forgetting the men. The next morning a train had been derailed and there lye Don Juan with a sucker fully-lodged in his throat. They were both law-biding citizens. They had learned from their past experiences. That day would be remembered for along time to come. A remembrance was made and a memorial hung on the over-brush. That was the last time they both saw eachother. What they had done that day what would go down in history as the greatest stand any man had ever seen. A reason why for the system that had failed them and because of the country that had betrayed them and for the pain they had endured and kept inside and for the pain the had felt and the people that they had delt with.

