NEW WORLD ORDER

By: Cimmaron Spirit

“Every generation needs a new revolution.”

-Thomas Jefferson

Chapter Seven: Revolution

New York City, October 15, 2032

*
*
*
The days were beginning to shorten, and slowly, ever so slowly, the world was preparing for the cold winter months that were to follow. Furs on Staten Island were doing their best, Blitz could see from his vantage point on the top of a five story building in the center of the island: they were boarding up the few buildings that remained somewhat close to habitable, mostly with pieces of buildings that were not; gathering some wood, just to have a supply ready in case it was really needed; finding the best food to keep for the winter. Some Furry’s had been able to do some gardening when Staten Island was first used and it has spread from their: it wasn’t like many would starve, but still, the winter was guessed to be harder and colder than usual (if the thickness some of the pelts that had been growing on some furs was any indication), so the anxiety of finding enough food was always a challenge.
The Forces of Freedom were not immune either to the coming winter. Despite the underground location of their headquarters, they had managed a crude but effective greenhouse system, so they wouldn’t starve, but it would be miserable later on. It was known that the FOF would and will give food to those who need it, and by February many furs will be clamoring for help, and the FOF will help, no matter the food they had.
The stallion sighed. He knew he was lucky, now being a full-fledged commander in the rebel group. But no matter his position, Blitz knew that he was little better off than many of the others. He hadn’t before had to experience a winter as a fur, but now here he was, in Staten Island, where he had only adventured occasionally before he was transformed seven months ago, as a mercenary in the pay of the North American Union.
“Blitz!” shouted a voice behind him, with some annoyance and urgency. The equine turned to see the German shepherd Zeeme, a rifle slung over his shoulder, and besides a red armband, as nude as a feral, much like Blitz himself, calling him. The canine, the head of propaganda for the FOF, even before he transformed into a Furry, was now himself a full-fledged commander. The past few months had seen a massive increase in the size of the rebel group, and experienced members where seeing themselves climb rapidly up the chain of command.
“What is it?” he called back, placing his hands on his muscular hips.

“Day dreaming again, ya big hunk?” the canine dramatically espoused, rolling his eyes. “I’ve called you several times now! Churchill has called a meeting of the commanders.”

Blitz nodded, and followed Zeeme off the roof top, down through the creaking, aged building, and down to the street level. The two walked along, toward the headquarters of the Forces of Freedom. 
However, something seemed wrong to the stallion, his ears twitching, and strange scents in his nostrils putting him on edge. The hunting senses that he had honed as a human was amplified as a fur, and it was sending up warning signals now.

“Something wrong Blitz?” asked Zeeme, noticing the hesitation in the stallion’s steps.
Blitz didn’t respond, but instead grabbed one of the Berretta’s on his hip, and motioned Zeeme to find cover. The canine dashed into one of the many non-descript doorways that lined the street, while Blitz slipped around the corner to enter a darkened alley.
Blitz’s hunches proved correct when, not moment later, a column of black clad humans marched down the street toward where the main entrance to the FOF HQ was. The stallion grunted angrily, as the heavy boots of the fifty or so Union Guards, the paramilitary branch of the North American Union, clomped down the abandoned street. Blitz glanced to see that the German shepherd was watching the Guards march down the street with wide eyes. Had they seen the two furs just moments before, armed and walking down the street… well, maybe it was better not to think about it.
The soldiers continued down the street, before they were finally out of sight. Blitz cautiously stepped out, before giving Zeeme the all clear. The German shepherd bolted to the stallion, and the two shared a moment of panic, relief and then realization. The two looked down the road toward where the Forces of Freedom was located, and raced down the street, knowing that the massing of humans could only mean one thing: that the NAU was going to destroy the FOF here.
Blitz and Zeeme grabbed and armed their weapons: the horse by grabbing his two pistols and the canine pulling the bolt on his rifle, loading a round in the chamber. The two dashed around the corner, and saw the humans battering down the old door that was the opening to the outside world. As soon as the door shattered, the black clad storm troopers dashing in, shooting their weapons and shouting, and being met by return fire, slowing the flow of humans to raid the HQ to a trickle, before slowing it down altogether.
Blitz dived behind some rubble, and quickly aimed at one of the Union Guards and pulled the trigger, making the solider he aimed at grab his chest and fell to the ground. Before the humans could react, the stallion had already knocked down three more one after another, while Zeeme knocked down two himself. The Guards, stunned by the attack to their flank, turned to try to deal with the threat. Several turned to start firing where the bullets were coming from, bullets ricocheting off the metal and digging into the piles of brick and wood. Blitz and Zeeme continued firing, though it was difficult to hit any more of the guards, as they had found cover for themselves. 
Blitz motioned to Zeeme, who was slapping another clip into his gun, pointed to the building behind them, and motioning the pre-arranged hand signal for “get help”. The canine nodded, and quietly and quickly slipped out of the firing range, and broke one of the basement windows to get into the abandoned building, the front for one of the multiple emergency exits for the headquarters.
Blitz turned back and continued firing. Moments later more gunshots started ringing out from the other side of the road, so the Union Guards were being fired upon from three sides. And soon Zeeme returned with more fighters, who took up positions beside Blitz, and continued firing.

A massive roar echoed through the air moments later, which appeared to be three attack helicopters, which started blazing away with their Gatling guns at the positions that revealed themselves. Furs screamed as the rapid fire guns soon knocked down dozens in a grizzly bloodbath, and Blitz squirmed away, bullets stitching past his head. On the rooftop behind the helicopters, a bear and a lion rose holding large tubes, firing rockets at the helicopters, making one explode in midair, and a second spiral down to the street, a fireball marking its funeral pyre.
Furs cheered and yipped and growled, as the last helicopter circled around to break off. But another bazooka launch made the helicopter smoke, before it faded from sight. Blitz rose then, and waved to the furs that were behind him, who all leaped up and over the rubble and brickwork, and charged at the human’s, now reduced to a token force. But the black clad human’s fought with savagery, and a Rottweiler’s head exploded into a red mist, making the canine fall to the ground. In return, the human who killed the dog was himself shot down a minute later.

Soon the battle was over. The last of the Union Guards, not already dead or wounded, surrendered to the overwhelming power of the furry freedom fighters. Blitz sighed, adrenaline pumping through his blood stream.

“Good job men!” a deep and gruff voice called out from behind the stallion, who turned to see the old bulldog Churchill come up, with his own submachine gun and a cigar clinched between his teeth. “The North American Union thinks they can continue to push us around, and ignore us as long as we are out of the way. The battle you just fought showed that they can no longer come out and do this! The dastardly attack made by the Union Guards here today will not go unpunished, and the time has come for us to rise up, and overthrow the Fascist dictatorship that says we are inferior, second class citizens! But are we?”

“No!” cried and roared the furs, weapons raised.

“Can they push us around anymore?” Churchill called again.

“NO!” the answer even more loudly came back.

“Then our time has come! The Forces of Freedom are now beginning the revolution, and it is time for us to reclaim the lives that we had before we were transformed! Normal, ordinary lives, working, playing and raising a family, before we were transformed! Before we were forced to their concentration camps! Before they took away everything but us! Onward, comrades! Onward to freedom and liberty!”
The riled up furs cheered more and more, showing their support to the idea. Churchill and several other commanders started directing the furs around, to prepare for the attack to free New York City from the NAU.

Blitz stood confused though. Sure, they beat back the human’s already, but how did that mean that they could go and quickly take on the entire North American Union? The stallion tried to figure it out, but couldn’t decipher what had just happened. Blitz decided that maybe it would be best to go along, to figure it out later. But before he went far, he noticed another stallion, though without the red armband of the FOF, and he was wearing a trench coat, wave to Blitz urgently. The black horse stepped to the corner toward the other stallion, a light brown Clydesdale.

The larger and stronger draft horse pulled the smaller stallion around the corner out of the sight of the other furs around them.

“What do you…” Blitz started before he was shushed, the larger equine looking around quickly. 

“I’m sorry, I don’t have much time, but I have to tell you this quickly, Blitzkrieg,” the stallion whispered. “You see, this is a lie. The revolution is not ready, but Churchill is getting orders to go ahead and do this. The attack by the Union Guards was staged, as Churchill knew enough ahead of time to make sure they would be suppressed, and the helicopters shot down, etc. etc.”

“You mean this is like a larger conspiracy?” Blitz asked, and the stallion nodded.

“A much, much larger conspiracy. One that involves every human and furry government and rebel group around the world.” He looked around again, twitching slightly. “You’re the only one that can be entrusted with this information, as you’ll know what to do about it.”
The stallion turned quickly and started to walk away, but Blitz dashed in front of the Clydesdale, grabbing him by the jacket. “What do you mean, I do about it? What can I do about it? You gave no more information to deal with it!”

The Clyde looked around again, and sighed, before reaching into a pocket and pulling out a small piece of paper filled with two sets of numbers, and handed to the other stallion. “This can help you some, but you have to do the rest on your own.” The draft horse then turned around the corner and nearly ran away. Blitz tried to go after him, but as he turned the corner, there was no one there.

“What are you doing Blitz?” asked a familiar canine voice behind him. The stallion turned to see Zeeme, this time with the donkey Xaie, behind him.

“Nothing,” he replied, slipping the piece of paper into one of his gun holsters. The other two furs turned around, and lead Blitz toward the boats, originally used by the Union Guards to ferry men to Staten Island for the attack, and now to be used to bring the furs to the rest of New York. Staged or not, planned or unplanned, it was still going ahead.

The revolution, contrived or spontaneous, had begun.
