
the Frontline 
 

The troops gathered in their usual meeting place, none the worse for wear although Boss had a limp 

this time.  There was the customary pleasantries and greetings until the captain rose up to address them. 

 “It's good to see you all again and to know that you've survived these latest missions,” said 

Jasper, codenamed Ruff.  “We've got a clear, full moon coming in a few hours which means the general 

is heading out there himself.  I want everything prepared and this excursion to proceed by the book.  

Princess, what's the word on the ground?” 

 Sandy sighed – they knew she hated that codename.  “The cy'otes are angry, sir.  Word is 

they've stopped the border raids and are preparing assassins instead.  They are aiming for the general.” 

 A mummer of concern rippled through those gathered. 

 “Steady soldiers,” said Ruff.  “Tweet, you have any report on their movements?” 

 Reginald nodded.  “Base camp has been established upriver but they are moving scouts down, 

sir.  Couple more weeks and there won't be a safe path available.” 

 “I'll tell the general and see how he wants to handle them.  Rascal, I'd like you to join me on this 

mission.  Give you a chance to redeem yourself.” 

 Bernard sat up a little straighter.  “Sir, yes sir.” 

 “You'll follow my order?  No question?” 

 “None, sir!” 

 “And you'll follow the general's orders?  You won't embarrass me in front of him?” 

 “Sir, no sir!” 

 “Good.  Princess, your squad is guarding base.” 

 Sandy saluted. 

 “Bray–” 

 “Keep the civilians safe?” 

 The captain nodded.  “Boss, I want you resting.  First opportunity you notify the general and get 

to the medic.” 

 He snorted.  “I hate that damn medic.  My wound isn't that bad.” 

 “But you don't need any infection.  I've given you an order, soldier.  Everyone else understand 

theirs?” 

 “Sir, yes sir!” they all replied. 

 “Then everyone get some rest.  We'll head out in four hours.” 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 “The general's out of the base.” 

 Sherman approached Wesley's position and stared down into the hallow.  “Who's with him?” 

 “The captain and the dumbass.” 

 “We should take them now,” said Jack when he joined the other two.  “They'll try to get the 

general back to base and we'll weaken his forces by one.” 

 Sherman slapped Jack.  “Idiot!  Don't you know why they love him?  He'll fight as hard for any 

of them as they would for him.” 

 “For every one of them we kill, he'll personally eliminate three of ours,” said Wesley.  “We stick 

to the Father's plan.” 

 “Shit!  We've been spotted,” said Sherman as he ducked down.  The other two followed suit as 

Ruff stared at their position.  Rascal did as well before they altered the general. 

 “He's got his weapon!  Fall back,” ordered Sherman and the cy'otes turned deeper into the 

woods. 



 “I told you he'd find out about our attack on the civilians,” swore Wesley. 

 “Yes, fine!  You were right!  We let Father know the general's going on the offense,” said 

Sherman as they ran away.  “We need allies.  Maybe the coons will help us out.” 

 “Savor each day, general,” said Jack.  “Soon this land will be ours again...” 

 

   *   *   * 

 

James fired his shotgun but he knew the coyotes were too far away already.  He hoped it scared them 

off enough they wouldn't bother the place again.  “Jasper!  Rascal!  Let's go home,” he said.  They both 

came up to James, their tails wagging as he bent down and petted them.  “You know, you two are the 

best farm dogs I've ever had.”  Together, the three of them hiked back toward the warm light of the 

house. 

 

THE END 


