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By the year 2031, the United States is no longer the superpower it used to be. It has been taken over by an autocratic, theocratic government, which threw out the original constitution. They’ve instituted a national religion, shut off all immigration and all non-whites, immigrants or any who refuse to accept the new national religion, are encouraged to leave the country or be forced into labor camps. Millions have migrated to other countries, leaving a vast labor shortage and economic ruin. What’s left of the country is on the brink of total collapse. In some regions, it already has.
Fugitives in a New United States

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

In the Beginning
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Doctor James Naismith is on the run with a bounty on his head. He is of Pakistani origin; his parents having immigrated to the United States in 2007 when he and his sisters were very young, and immigration for well-educated people was relatively smooth. James and his sisters grew up in a moderate neighborhood. He went to college and medical school at a semi-prestigious university and had become an OBGYN doctor in a state that had allowed abortions until 2029. His father had also been a doctor and had been in high demand.

That was the year that the United States became a failed democracy and reverted to an autocratic theocracy run by white Christian nationalists. The old Republican political party had succumbed to its base and has been taken over by the evangelicals. In 2024, the U.S. elected a hardline conservative president who slowly eroded civil rights for anyone not of the White Anglo Saxon Protestant faiths. 

The new president had the majority of the congress and most of the supreme court justices on his side and between them all, starting in 2025, he started stripping away women’s rights, voting rights, and many other freedoms originally granted by the Bill of Rights and subsequent amendments to the constitution.

Freedom of the press became a laughable joke. Independent news media companies were shut down and foreign journalists were banned from the country. Immigration was shut down entirely by 2027 and all non-natural born citizens were either deported or rounded up and moved to camps reminiscent of what the U.S. did to the Japanese in WWII. This act included all naturalized citizens and green card holders. Visas and green cards were revoked as well. Caucasian naturalized citizens were given some preferential treatment but if any had brown or dark skin, they were just given somewhat better jobs than the green card holders by the work camp managers.

Any white, native-born citizens, who refused to practice the nationalized Christian faith were also rounded up and given the choice to leave the country or be put in the camps. It didn’t matter what country they went to; they had to go or be forced into the work camps with all the other undesirables.

Dr. James, as he is fondly called by his patients, was raised a Muslim by his parents, along with his two sisters, who are either dead or in a camp in northern Virginia now. 

Islam is outlawed in the new country as is any other religion other than their version of protestant Christianity. Catholics are tolerated but only as second-class citizens. Churches and associated school properties across the country now belong to the new government. The same for the Mormons and any other Christian offshoots. They were all strongly encouraged to convert to the new evangelical religion of the country or become second-class citizens. All of their church-owned properties were forfeited to the new government as well.

Any Christians who were not white were given a choice, leave the country or end up in a work camp. White Christians who had been members of any offshoot churches not tolerated by the new government were strongly encouraged to convert to their brand of Protestantism or leave but it was not mandated like the other undesirables. They were just told that they could not practice their old faith openly or risk the camps.

Needless to say, to be of any Christian faith other than the officially recognized religion in the new country led to a life of extreme prejudice and poverty. Those of other Christian faiths were not allowed to own property and were banned from any decent paying work.

It was in this nationwide chaos that Dr. Naismith continued taking care of his patients for as long as he could, even though it had been against the law to perform abortions in the United States since 2026. 

Once the law passed, he kept at it, always in the shadows and always on the move. He carried a minimal kit with him so he could travel light. Whenever he treated someone, he left immediately afterwards to get as far away as possible before the local militias and secret police came looking for him.

He had some close calls these last few years but he managed to stay hidden for now. He was lucky because there is a strong underground network of people around the country who still believe that this new government is wrong and are in rebellion against it. 

This rebel group runs an underground transfer network that helps people like Dr. Naismith and others move from place to place to avoid the government and the new secret police forces under The Department of Homeland Security.
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Dr. James had just left a neighborhood makeshift women’s clinic in an industrial backend area of Brooklyn, NY, where he had been helping several women hiding in abandoned buildings. Most of them were from central and south America originally and had come across the southern border in the early 2020’s during the height of the immigration surge back. Now they were on the run to avoid being rounded up and sent to the nearest work camp.

Their families, or what was left of them anyway, were also there. Like Dr. James, they were constantly on the move to avoid the authorities. Dr. James would always do his best with what he had, but sometimes, he had to turn away the worst cases because he didn’t have what he needed to treat them; clinics with imaging equipment, surgery rooms, etc. He had just his medical bag, actually a medical back pack, and a few medicines bartered off the black market.

He had most of what he needed and occasionally the help of a nurse, who was usually also on the run, to do simple DNC’s or minor baby health checkups but, with no lab facilities available, it was all he could do. In the first months after the coup, he had access to closed clinics provided by the underground but as Homeland Security started to step things up, they were all but demolished across the country now. When he had access, he was able to perform C-sections and small surgeries but that was rare now.

Such is his life after 2029. He knows that someday his luck will run out and they will probably shoot him when they catch him, but he accepts that. His parents died during the initial roundups of those deemed undesirable in the United States. He is also on the list to be deported or picked up and he went into hiding as soon as he found out.

His parents were supposedly killed while resisting internment in the local work camp; at least, that’s what he’d been told. Dr. James blamed himself for not being there to protect them, but he had been living in another part of the country at the time and couldn’t get back to them. His two sisters had been picked up and were now reported to be in a work camp in northern Virginia.

With his persona non-grata status, he had no way to travel publicly without being picked up by authorities. Dr. James did try to reach his sisters but stopped when they managed to sneak a letter out and told him to stay away and run. He has been on the run ever since. 

Living the life of a fugitive was not what he had envisioned when he graduated from medical school.

Dr. Naismith had been accepted for a residency at a good hospital in California and had moved to Los Angeles to start his new career before things got bad. While he was there, the country fell apart before he tried to find a way back to the east coast. He would never forgive himself for being so selfish and not being there to protect his parents and sisters.

It wasn’t too hard to get hooked up with the local underground network in southern California once he went on the run. A doctor with his skills was considered a valuable commodity. His stay there didn’t last very long because the Western regions of California, Oregon and Washington state, although some of the last holdouts against the Christian coup of the government in D.C., didn’t stand long against the large National Guard offensive sent to bring them into line.

A large portion of the white population in this region had supported the takeover and helped the soldiers anyway they could during the rebellion. Especially when it came to rounding up all the undesirable peoples and transporting them to the new work camps. 

Dr. James had seen the work camps from a distance and they were squalid. Hundreds of people living in tents and makeshift wooden buildings, water and food supplied by the government. All able-bodied people of working age, 14 years and up, were transported and guarded every day, except Sundays, to work on construction projects, domestic jobs for the rich white citizens or whatever else the new government wanted them to do. If they refused, they were punished by beatings, loss of rations, and other cruelties. Some were outright killed as there were no longer any laws being enforced regarding the treatment of the detainee’s outside of the cities. If someone was killed, the perpetrators were lauded as heroes in the rural communities. Sanitation was bad and disease was frequent but the new white rulers didn’t care as long as nothing left the confines of the camp. Medical services were nearly non-existent, leading to a lot of suffering and death.

Dr. James had, by now, traveled the length and breadth of the country trying to stay ahead of the authorities in the last couple of years and he was getting tired. It is hard to live and help people when you always have to look over your shoulder and around every corner every minute of your day. He never knew when he would have to move. Anytime day or night, word would come that they were close and he needed to go.

Off he would go in some sort of transport if he was lucky, or if not, he would have to head out on foot. He was always on the lookout for anyone or anything suspicious. 

That was the other part of the new government’s policies. They offered cash rewards for information leading to the capture of any fugitives or undesirables by the authorities. Depending on the fugitives, the reward could be substantial and Dr. James’s bounty was very high now. 

Such was the life for all of those on the run in the new United States. Hounded by nearly everyone and never truly knowing who you could trust. Dr. James had gotten to know a handful of people he could count on during his travels. Word travels on the grapevine in the underground, especially regarding people like him. Dr. James was usually welcomed wherever he went and taken care of as best as they could with what little they had so he would want to return whenever possible.

That was another byproduct of this coup. When the new government took over in 2029, they tried to continue bullying other countries around the world like before but, very few would have much to do with them anymore and nearly all the corporations who wouldn’t support the new government left the country and took everything with them. They relocated to more business-friendly countries and never looked back. While this was happening, the U.S. became a pariah around the world and the economy bottomed out.

The United States had transformed from a manufacturing powerhouse in the mid to late 20th century into a service economy by 2020’s and did not have the capacity to take care of its people when the crash came in 2029. Now, most of the white citizens who weren’t working for the government, were out of work and blaming the undesirables in the work camps. But they still wouldn’t step up and do any menial work that required them to get their hands dirty. That was what the undesirables were for.

Agriculture officials in Washington D.C. have been working on getting the heartland back up and running to provide food for the people but it is going slow. Manufacturing is also starting slowly as there is no more money to invest in the infrastructure, start up new factories or rebuild the old ones. Hence the labor camps. The government is desperate to get the economy back up to where it used to be at any cost.

The world has condemned the United States for its human rights abuses, comparing them to China and Russia but they don’t care. It’s all about the money for what’s left of the wealthy class and government officials. 

The wealthy Christians who inherited the mantle of government are without any support from other countries outside the U.S. and not enough supporting taxpayers to cover the expenses of running a country.
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Dr. Naismith had finished up a couple of hours ago and was now in the care of the local resistance in Brooklyn. The rebels were trying to get him out of the city by way of the subway tunnels, most of which weren’t being used anymore.

As the small group traveled through the old tunnels, the nurse who had been helping Dr. James stopped long enough to shake his hand and wish him good luck. She was headed in a different direction and would be traveling down a different tunnel now.

He also wished her good luck and safe travels as she headed down the other side tunnel, soon lost in the dark, murky light. His group leader motioned for them all to hurry up. They had a rendezvous to keep in order for him to make it out safely in the next leg of his journey.

After about another hours’ worth of walking, dodging rats and muck, the group reached their destination. A man stepped out of a side tunnel and gave the correct call sign. As the group walked over to greet him, he quickly waved them into his tunnel out of sight. He needed Dr. James and anyone else who was going with him to come quickly now to avoid being seen.

Dr. James was traveling alone as he was wont to do most of the time, so he stepped out and quietly said, “Thank you” to the group for helping him again. He didn’t know when or if he would be back so he just waved good bye and walked behind his new guide. Dr. James didn’t know this man but as he knew the right call sign, he felt like he could trust him to a degree. Just in case, he kept a hand on his long belt knife as he walked down the tunnel. 

Dr. James had killed people while defending himself from those who had tried to capture or kill him because of his skin color and religion. He hated the thought that, as a doctor, he was supposed to save lives, not take them. All he ever wanted to do was help people. Now he was on the run, trying to help those he could while trying to stay alive. His major concern was for his two sisters living in a labor camp in northern Virginia that he had vowed to rescue as soon as he could.

The man kept up a brisk pace as they continued through the current tunnel. Dr. James wanted to ask how much further but gleaned that this man did not want to chitchat, so he kept quiet and followed as close as he dared so as not to lose sight of his guide in the murky light.

Pretty soon, the murky tunnel started to get brighter ahead and he breathed a little sigh of relief but was still wary of his guide and what may lay ahead. The man continued without a word towards the light. Since there was no change in the man’s body language, Dr. James kept his hand on the hilt of his knife just in case of an ambush.

They reached the end of the tunnel and the man let out a bird whistle from the old train platform they were on. Another whistle came back from the dark and a small handful of people came out onto the platform from the other side. Dr. James recognized a couple of them from his previous trips up here.

One of the women he knew smiled at him, and James relaxed a little bit, then walked over to greet her. His guide up to that point stood aside without another word, and Dr. James wondered just how safe was he? Had he been compromised by this man? As he greeted his friend, he kept an eye on his guide for anything else that might give him any worry.

When he finished pleasantries with his friend Deanna, he asked her “Who is he?” 

She told him, “We found him wandering the tunnels a little while back and he has turned out to be a very reliable, quiet person that won’t talk about his past. He’s proved himself trustworthy by guiding expeditions to scavenge for useful things and scout for any Homeland Security incursions. He is also a good fighter and so far, hasn’t given us any reason to doubt him.” She looked over at the man and chuckled, “He is a little spooky though.”

Deanna asked, “Are you ready for the next leg of your journey out of the city?” 

Dr. James replied, “Yes, more than ready.” He thought to himself, “I don’t like tunnels and dark, enclosed spaces so the sooner we are out of here the better.” She waved everyone together and they headed down the next tunnel towards the lights.

As they headed out, Dr. James looked back and saw the quiet spooky man bringing up the rear. The man didn’t smile but he did nod his head in greeting so he felt a little better but decided that he would remain vigilante until he was somewhere he felt safer. Hopefully soon. 

Dr. Naismith was trying to get to upstate New York, or what was left of it. From there, he could travel relatively safely over to New Hampshire where he knew some people. Once in upstate New York, he could refresh his supplies and get some rest before figuring out how to get there safely.

The landscape changed constantly with regard to how and where Homeland Security was operating. They were getting more organized now after a couple of years of fits and starts while rounding up all of the easy captures. Now that they were concentrating more on the stragglers and fugitives, Dr. James had to be more careful and gather as much intelligence as he could about where they were operating before making any decisions about where to go next. Those choices were becoming less and less available as time went on.

He had decided a little while ago that it was time to regroup up in the known safe havens in Northern New England. He knew a lot of places he could hide for a time with more people ready to assist him. 

Some of the local folks had started out helping refugees get across the Canadian border right after the new government took over. That became harder as Homeland Security started increasing patrols and searches around the border regions. They wanted to be in control of who was allowed across the border, usually after a stint in a labor camp.

The underground groups worked to assist people across the border without being seen and provided safe havens wherever they could. Especially since the Canadians had closed their borders to the United States and only traded with Europe, Asia and Africa now. Alaska was given to the Canadians during the trade wars of the late 2020’s. The United States had been forced to cede the state and its military bases over to them in exchange for desperately needed humanitarian aid and to prevent the Russians from establishing a foothold in North America.

If anyone is caught trying to cross into Canada illegally, they are likely to be shot on sight by the U.S. border patrol. The Canadians will just arrest you, which is a far better prospect than remaining in the U.S.

Dr. James’s ultimate plan is to rescue his sisters in Virginia and find their way up north into Canada without getting caught. He would rather they be arrested and jailed in Canada than killed in the United States, or in the case of his sisters, likely something even worse than death. He has tried not to think about the cruelties his sister’s may already have been subjected to.

He was thinking about all of this again as they trudged up the tunnel. They were headed upwards now so he knew they were close to the end of the tunnels and maybe some fresh air. He would take a gloomy wet night outside rather than being stuck in these tunnels any longer.   

Soon, they came to the end of the tunnel. A scout was sent ahead to see if anyone was waiting for them unexpectantly. As they waited, Dr. James started to get more nervous and fidgety. Deanna grabbed his hand and tried to calm him down a little as they waited. 

She was a single woman he had met over two years ago as part of the resistance network set up to move people across the border. When he showed up, he had provided some medical treatments for them and some refugees, after which Dr. James became a very welcome sight whenever he came through again.

She was a Wiccan as were most of her group. They had practiced their faith quietly in the mountains around upstate New York for decades before the crash. Now they were outlaws for not converting to Christianity and labeled as witches. A sure death sentence if caught by Christian fanatics or a labor camp with mandatory Christian indoctrination classes if caught by Homeland Security.

Dr. James was single and rather dashing when cleaned up, so he was welcome here in more ways than one. Not that he took advantage of that blessing but he didn’t turn down a clean bed and a warm woman to keep him company when offered. 

Dr. James was not a practicing Muslim anymore because of all of the trauma he had endured since his parents were killed. He had given up on God out of frustration with everything that was happening to him and the good people he met in his travels. He lived life one day at a time and took what little kindness and pleasures that were offered when they were offered because as he told himself every morning, “This this might be my last day.”

The scout returned and reported that it looked like the coast was clear but the strongest should lead the way just in case of trouble. Deanna agreed and the spooky guide stepped up from the rear to join the lead group. The non-fighters, along with Dr. James, waited a little more and followed behind in single file bringing up the rear.

Once they all cleared the tunnel, clean air assailed James’s senses and he slowed to take a breath. As he did, there was a commotion from the leaders up ahead. Lookouts had spied a small patrol of Homeland Security police in the area where they had intended to pass, so they needed to plot a new route out of the city.

Deanna was a part of that planning committee so she left him to join the others. Dr. James decided that a sit down on a rock in the outside air would feel good right about now and he found the nearest concrete block at the end of the tunnel to wait. He was pretty nervous, but it wasn’t like this was the first time he’d had to change course in one of his journeys. He decided it would be best to rest while he could and wait it out.
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As Dr. James rested on the block, he took stock of where he was and where he needed to go. Right now, this subway tunnel came out in an urban area on the north side of New York City. The tracks ran by a little park and across the street was a row of brownstones. Everything had a very rundown look to it and he didn’t see any people in the streets. Which was probably a good thing for them, he thought, even though it was pretty late at night by now.

While Dr. James waited for his friend Deanna to return from her meeting with the leaders, he started to think about his future. Obviously, anything he planned would involve his sisters once he rescued them. Rescue being the key word. He just wasn’t sure how he was going to accomplish that part yet.

How he planned to rescue his sisters get them across the border into Canada remained to be seen. First, he had to rest and resupply before heading south to Virginia. He chided himself, saying “Baby steps James, baby steps. All will come,” he thought. He just had to have faith that things would work out. As he shook himself back into awareness, he said “In sha’Allah” quietly to himself and looked around once again.

Everyone else was taking advantage of the respite as well while they were waiting for the next move. Some were laying down taking cat naps. Others were sitting together chatting with one another. As far as they knew, Dr. James was just another refugee so they left him alone.

Very soon Deanna returned to say that they had worked out an alternative route to get them to safety. It would take a little longer but it should be safe, for now. They had to get moving quickly as they needed to be out of the city before sunrise.

With that, everyone started rousing to get ready for the next leg of their journey. The folks who looked like militia fighters took the lead with a small rear guard. Dr. James, Deanna, and the few other non-combatants made up the middle of the column.

They headed out of the tunnel area into the small street park, trying not to bunch up too much to arouse suspicions if anyone were looking out their windows this late at night. No one had seen any lights in any of the windows yet, but extreme caution was the word now until they got past this residential area.

Everyone wore dark, non-descript, camouflage clothing of one kind or another, which helped them blend in with the trees and bushes in the little park. As they headed out, they stayed as far away from any working street lights as possible. So far, so good.

As they all passed through the park and the next few blocks, the neighborhoods started to become more suburban. The group stuck to the alleyways as much as possible on their way through. They were all on heavy alert now for the slightest odd noise or lights. Some of them had been through here before but that didn’t make it any easier.

If anything, it made it more stressful because someone might spot them and note that they have seen groups of people passing through here before. The next thing you know, the police would be all over them. As the group continued on, they maintained their spacing and kept each other within sight so as not to lose anyone in the dark.

Eventually, they passed beyond the little borough and made it out to the old thruway. Now they could pick up the pace and travel a little faster. Running alongside the old freeway system towards upstate New York offered a little more openness and security. The farther north they traveled, the less people they had to worry about spotting them, especially during the witching hours, as Deanna liked to joke about. 

They all ran at a slow jog to make time. Stopping every little while to drink some water and catch their breaths. 10 minutes and they were at it again. This was the life for fugitives. A very physical life of running and hiding from the authorities. No one could afford to be a slacker. Slackers ended up in the camps or dead somewhere. The oldest in this group were in their early forties and very fit for their age. They had to be in order to do this kind of work.

Dr. James remembered reading in college that native tribesmen were noted runners and could run all day due to their stamina. Slow trots like they were doing now were sustainable as long as you stayed hydrated and stopped for protein occasionally. Now this group was emulating those indigenous people in order to stay alive and remain free.

The group trotted on into the early morning until the sun started to rise. As light started to blanket the countryside, they veered away from the sides of the highway and headed into the woods. There were paths in the woods that were familiar to the leaders so they continued north until the big city was nothing but a glow on the horizon to the south.
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They were largely out of danger for the moment and needed to take a break before changing course for the mountains in the north east. Everyone gathered around into a clearing in this particular patch of woods and broke off to use the bathroom and grab some rations from their rucksacks. The militia leader told them all to stay close and take a twenty-to-thirty-minute break before they moved on again.

Dr. James settled down on the ground next to Deanna and grabbed some protein bars and water from his bag. While he was eating and resting, he asked, “How’ve you been since the last time I was up this way?” 

She talked about a couple of her acquaintances who had been caught a bit ago and sent to the camps and she was sad about that, as she would be for any of them. No one had been killed since the last time they had seen each other so that was a good thing. They chitchatted some more before it was time to get going again.

They gathered up their gear and prepared to head out. As she was shouldering her pack, Deanna stepped close and gave Dr. James a coy smile, quietly saying, “You are welcome to stay at my house again once we arrive”. 

He smiled and replied “I would love to.” He remembered the times they had spent together before on previous trips up here so he wasn’t too surprised about the invitation. He was just glad that she hadn’t taken up with anyone else since he had visited last. That could be awkward and he didn’t do awkward.

Dr. James had always been a bit of a loner, which was why he hadn’t gotten married before. His parents had been dismayed by his solitary lifestyle as, like all parents from the old country, they wanted to have grandchildren to take care of.

With all of the chaos in the country and across the world now, he didn’t think he would ever settle down. Maybe someday if he ever found a safe place to live with his sisters but that was way off into an imaginary future right now.

The group made it to a parking lot in a deserted area of a small town and loaded themselves into a commercial truck that had been parked there waiting for them. This afforded them some cover and speed to reach their destination in the mountains. There weren’t supposed to be any checkpoints on the highway to worry about, yet.

After a few hours, they arrived at their drop off point at a secluded highway rest area. They trekked back out into the woods again, only now in a more northeasterly direction away from any main roads. With it being broad daylight, they needed to stay hidden from sight as much as possible. Heading in the direction they were going, that wouldn’t be nearly as hard as it was in the city. There were a lot more forests to travel in now going upwards into the Adirondack mountains.

Up in the far remote areas of the Adirondack’s, this resistance group lived scattered amongst the mountains, lakes and rivers of far northern New York state and the western Vermont border areas. All the while helping people cross the border or to get elsewhere safely without the authorities catching them. They felt that this was their mission in life and would continue until they couldn’t anymore. Hopefully passing this on to their children and so on.

All afternoon they traveled the paths through the woods heading into the mountains. The scouts kept reporting all clear and they continued on until just after sunset. As they settled down to take another thirty-minute break, everyone was bone tired. They all looked like they were near the end of their endurance. Dr. James made the rounds to see if anyone needed him for anything but everyone was fine, just tired.

He came back to sit alongside Deanna once again and asked, “How are you holding up? 

She replied “I don’t think I have it in me to make these kinds of trips anymore. I’m going to see about changing positions in the group when we make it back home. I want to work at helping people cross the border instead of helping with rescues in the cities,” she said with a tired smile.

Dr. James agreed with her, “Maybe it is time to find a safer vocation and I am also thinking about my future.” He had told her about his sisters before but now he told her that he was going to concentrate on rescuing them and bringing them up north to cross the border once and for all. He just had to come up with a plan to get that done.

She smiled knowingly, and said “I will support you anyway I can once we get home and you have a chance to research a plan.” As they continued talking about it, the call came around to head out again. Everyone grabbed their gear and continued up the trails ahead. As pitch darkness started to fall around them, they went back to walking in single file and keeping in sight of the person ahead and behind.

They had long since left any cities or large towns behind and the trails were getting steeper as they climbed further up. They finally arrived at a large lake about eleven pm or so and skirted around the east side until they could continue north. 

Most of the people in this area lived on the west side of the lake closer to the interstate so they were relatively safe going this way. They traveled through the night once again but by this time, James was getting pretty tired after having no sleep for the last two days. He told himself, “I can’t continue this lifestyle for much longer as it will eventually kill me at an early age. If not by getting caught, by sheer exhaustion from trips like this one.”

They continued walking until the word was passed back that they were almost home. Just another couple of hours. Everyone started to lighten up. People were starting to relax and chat with each other when the leader passed back for everyone to be quiet. They weren’t home yet and anything could go wrong. James echoed that sentiment in his head. You were never safe in this new world. He had found that out the hard way in other places he had been around the country.

Dr. James never relaxed entirely. He knew that you could not afford to let your guard down for even a minute these days. Homeland Security was getting better at finding people every year and punishing them when caught. This was another good reason to get out of this God’s cursed country now before he became another casualty. He knew it was only a matter of time.

Before long, as he was musing about all of the misery and death, they arrived at their destination point. Everyone would be splitting off into smaller groups of twos and threes now to find their way to their homes up in the mountains. Dr. James waited for his cue before following Deanna and another young lady in the group. As they started out, James realized that he was so tired from the trip and no sleep, he had lost track of time. They had been on the road for two days solid now and he would be glad for a shower, a good meal and a clean, soft bed to sleep in for a few hours.
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As folks started to head off into the woods, a local perimeter watch ran up the path from town and told everyone to stop. He said, “Grab anyone that just left and bring them back as I have really bad news to tell everyone.”

As everyone gathered around, he told them, “While you were gone, Homeland Security raided the area with a large contingent of troops and grabbed everyone they could find for interrogation and possible relocation to work camps. A lot of the houses were burned to the ground and it isn’t safe anywhere near the area now. The troops are still going house to house up in the more remote areas looking for possible fugitives. Those either on the list of wanted people or those they suspect maybe harboring fugitives. Anyone found not listed on the national database of registered people in the area are being arrested and sent to a camp, along with any undesirables.”

“No one in your small group is safe now. All of you are known collaborators with the rebels and you will be arrested if found.” 

His advice was for everyone to scatter to anywhere but this part of New York State until things settled down. If anyone had relatives in Vermont, Massachusetts, or anywhere east of here, this would be a good time to pay them a visit. For others, what remained of the resistance would try to get them out of here to another safe area of the country.

Dr. James looked at Deanna and quietly asked her, “What do you plan to do?” He knew that she didn’t have any family around anymore. Her husband had left years ago over religious differences and her kids were gone as well. They had gone with their dad when he divorced her. The other young lady also didn’t have anyone here because she had originally arrived on the run from an abusive boyfriend and stayed. She had been too afraid to start another relationship after that episode in her life.

Everyone started talking at once amongst themselves. Some had family members up here and wanted to know their status. Others were wondering where they were going to go. As the noise started to get louder, their leader once again, told everyone “Quiet down. We don’t need to attract any attention to ourselves.”

He told everyone to separate into groups. Those who had family here and were worried about them, step to one side. Those who had family that they could go to outside the area fall out to different group. For those who had no one and nowhere to go, stay put until they could sort out what to do next.

Deanna wanted to know if they had raided her small house up in the mountains and the young man didn’t know. He just repeated what he had said earlier. All he knew was that Homeland Security was searching every house they could find and no one was safe anywhere around here anymore.

Deanna looked at Dr. James and asked him, “What do you think?” He said “It wouldn’t be a good idea to take any chances. We need to get somewhere out of sight quickly before someone gives us away under extreme coercion.” That meant torture but he didn’t want to tell them that. He had seen the results of Homeland Securities intense interrogations and it hadn’t been pretty. He had treated patients at other places that had been tortured by them.

What to do was the question. James needed rest before he could go too much farther but now, he had nowhere to go. It was beginning to look like his rest would be somewhere deep in the mountains before heading east to northern New England. Maybe he could scare up a good meal but even that was looking iffy.

Then there was the matter of the Deanna and Theresa, the young lady he barely knew. Now they didn’t have anywhere to go either and James wasn’t sure he was up to taking care of them, not that they needed much from him. They were pretty capable on their own but still, he felt a little responsible. After all, he was the reason they had made this trip to the city. Although, he reasoned, if they hadn’t made this trip, they might have gotten captured in the initial raid. Maybe “Allah” was looking out for them.

As they were discussing what to do, the young man recognized Dr. James and came over to say hello. He seems that the doctor had treated him for a cut on his last trip and he remembered him. He asked the doctor, “What are your plans?” 

Dr. James told him, “That’s what we are discussing. I’m not sure what my next step is going to be and the other two are working that out.”

The kid said, “I know somebody who could help you and any others here who don’t have anywhere else to go. If it’s alright, I can sneak back down the mountain and bring him up to meet you.” 

This raised an immediate alarm bell with James. With his already paranoid nature, this was a red flag given what was going on right now. He started to say no when the group militia leader came over to see what was going on. He asked if they had made a decision on where they were going to go yet.

The young watch guard repeated what he had told Dr. James’s little squad and the militia leader asked him “Who are you talking about?” When the young man told him, the militia leader gruffly asked him, “where is he right now?” 

The young man said, “I can take you to him.” At this, the militia leader said “No, it isn’t safe enough. As for bringing him up here, maybe, but me and a couple of my trusted soldiers will go with you just in case of trouble.”

When he heard this, the young man started to get nervous, which James’s thought was a dead giveaway that this kid was a bounty hunter. He was looking to cash in on them. The militia leader apparently noticed the change as well and told him, “Stay here and help keep watch, me and my most trusted men will go find this man and bring him here, if we can. It will give us a chance to recon the area to see if we can find out how many troops we are up against.”

The young man looked dejected but agreed to stay behind and help provide security, not that he was being given much choice. The militia leader went over to talk to his men and in a couple of minutes, three of them stepped out and got ready to hit the trail. The others gathered around the young man and escorted him out to a perimeter spot where they could keep an eye on him.

One of the men going down the trail was the spooky man from the city tunnels. When he looked up at Dr. James’s little group, he nodded his head again, only more pronounced than the last time, as if to say, “I got you, I will take care of you.” Then they headed down the trail towards the little village in the valley below.

As they left, the people in the other group who had somewhere else they could go, gathered up their gear and started heading out. They came by and wished Deanna and Dr. James good luck as they walked off into the woods. It was getting close to daybreak by now. Dr. James was beyond tired by now and needed to find a place to rest. He asked one of the militia guards if he could lay down somewhere while they waited for the others to return. The man told him, “Sure thing Doc, just tell me where you’ll be so we can keep an eye on you. You are a little bit of a celebrity up here and we want to take good care of you.”

He asked Deanna and Theresa, “Have you decided what you want to do?” Deanna looked at Theresa and then back at James and said “Not yet. I want to wait until Mike (the militia leader), returns, or not, before I make a decision.” James nodded and excused himself to find a place to lay down for a power nap. 

Deanna asked, “May I come with you?” Theresa wasn’t sure what to do but asked to tag along too until a better idea came up. 

The three of them went over to a small spot under a tree and scraped away the pine cones and sticks to lay down. Dr. James had a small blanket that he carried for just such situations and spread it out under the tree. It was just large enough for two. 

Deanna asked, “Can I lay down next to you for a little while?” 

Dr. James replied “Sure, no problem.” 

Theresa also had a poncho that she broke out and laid down on the other side of them. Dr. James waved at the militia guard to let him know where they were and laid down with Deanna curled up next to him.

Theresa cuddled up along her other side for warmth and they all took a little nap together. Dr. James went out like a light but not before he listened for Deanna’s breathing to slow down as she went to sleep on his shoulder. His last thoughts before nodding off were how much he liked having Deanna this close after being so alone so much.
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On the Run
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Dr. James had been asleep for a little over an hour when the militia member walked over and gently nudged his foot. It startled him from his deep sleep and as he looked up with eyes wide, the man said, “Mike is back and he wants to talk to you guys.”

James started to stir, which woke up Deanna, who then shook Theresa. They got up, shook off their exhausted sleep and Deanna said, “I need to use the bathroom,” which seemed like a good idea for all three of them.

After they returned, they grabbed their gear and walked out to the little clearing where the militia members were gathered around another stranger. Deanna recognized him and started to walk up to him but the man shook his head no slightly as if to tell her, “You don’t know me.” She stepped back and grabbed Dr. James’s arm to wait quietly for further developments.

The man introduced himself as “Mr. Smith,” an obvious false name, but James didn’t care as he understood the reason for subterfuge. With everything that was going on here locally, this man wasn’t taking any chances.

The man proceeded to update them on the situation in the area. As they already knew, Homeland Security was raiding their village in the valley, going store to store and house to house in residential neighborhoods and outlying homes in the mountains around the whole valley. The nearby rural farms and homes would be next. 

If they suspected anyone, they were tossing the homes for information and burning some as a lesson to others. They had information that people in the area were part of the resistance against the new government and anyone was to be arrested if the slightest evidence were found in any of their homes and businesses.

Those who could, were fleeing to the mountains with whatever they could carry on their backs. All roads were now blockaded with checkpoints. Some of the troops were now starting to follow the trails up into the mountains to try and catch any who have fled. 

“My advice is for everyone here to head east now before they find this clearing. The militia members will cover your backtrail and try to lead the troops away in a different direction.” He explained, “We don’t have the weapons or manpower to take on this many government troops, so we will try to draw them off to allow as many as possible to escape and then scatter ourselves.”

Deanna asked, “Has my house had been discovered yet? “If not, would it be safe to head over there to pick up some supplies before leaving?” 

Mr. Smith said “No, there are no safe places anymore.  The woods and areas around the village are crawling with Homeland Security troops. Best to go now and try to find supplies along the way. Warnings are already going out ahead of you on the secure channels of our short-wave radios and the Ham radio stations before we shut down. All of those who have already fled are passing the word along as they can.”

Dr. James was taking this all in and remaining quiet. He had seen this before and knew what to expect. He was sort of prepared. He just needed some more water and food for the trail. A clean change of clothes would be nice but, maybe he would get lucky on the way. Sympathetic people had been helpful to him in the past so all he could do was pray for a little deliverance.

He looked at Theresa and asked her, “What do you want to do?” He knew Deanna would probably go with him to show him the way across the mountains. 

Theresa hesitated for a minute, then asked “Would it be all right if I come with you guys?” 

James looked at Deanna who replied, “Absolutely, you’re more than welcome to come along. You will have to keep up though. We will have our hands full getting across the mountains”

Deanna turned back to talking to Mr. Smith while Dr. James started discussing a little of what to expect on the trip. Deanna turned back around and told them, “Mike’s crew will share their water and some trail food with everyone to get us all started but that will have to last until we find some more along the way. Given our situation, I have no idea when that might be. Everything in this part of the country is in absolute chaos with this sudden raid.”

Deanna knew the back trails out of here as she had lived up here all her life. She assured James and Theresa that she would be fine to lead them out and over to safety across the Adirondak’s. She did ask around if anyone had any recent weather reports as sudden storms were notorious this time of year, especially up in the high country. 

“It is late May right now and it can still be chilly up there at night.” She asked Dr. James and Theresa, “Do you both have any warm clothing as you will likely be needing some?”

James did but Theresa did not beyond what she was wearing and that might be a problem. No one here had any to give her either. Deanna said “We’ll just have to deal with that as needed.” 

There was no way they would remain free if they tried to get anything from down in the valley. Mr. Smith told them all, “I barely made it up here myself without being discovered”. 

Mike agreed, “It won’t be safe to go down to the village until the storm troopers have left. But they are sure to leave a small contingent behind and leave the checkpoints up for a few weeks as well.”

“Once the majority of the troops have left, we will try and sneak back into town to grab some food and other necessities but until then, we are all on the run up here in the woods.” 

Mike’s people had caches buried around the area that they could tap into but these stashes just held food, water and ammunition for the most part. Not much help for any of fugitives like Deanna, Dr. James and Theresa.

The militia members stepped up to share what provisions they could amongst the remaining fugitives with apologies that they didn’t have more. 

Deanna told them, “It’s okay, I understand.” She had known most of them since they were kids, so she knew how they felt. She said “I hope to be able to return home someday soon. I will make it up to you with a big feast once you have chased all of the ‘Storm Troopers’ out of our valley.” They all laughed and told her they would do their best to get rid of them for her.
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Over the mountains and through the woods
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Once the three of them were all set to go, Deanna waved good bye to her friends and neighbors, then set off down what was little more than a deer trail through the trees and brush. As it was nearly mid-morning now, she needed to set a fast pace without exhausting them too badly. She knew that Dr. James was just about at his end with little to no sleep in the last couple of days, not that she and Theresa had that much more. That little power nap they had this morning wouldn’t last them too long.

Right now, she needed to guide them as far east as she could before they could afford to take any breaks and rest. She was also worried about food as they didn’t have anything more than trail food and protein bars to last a couple of days. But right now, getting as far away from here as possible without a trace was first and foremost.

Deanna led off at a brisk pace on the little narrow trail. She told them both to try watch their steps so as not to step in any mud or soft earth to make it harder to track them. She thought to herself, “If can teach them how to leave as little trace as possible, we just might fool any city cops. Hopefully there won’t be any really good trackers following us but I don’t want to take any chances.”

She taught them how to wind through the trees and brush and to gently push away any small branches rather than breaking them off as they passed through. Broken branches were easier to spot for anyone with any tracking skills. She did her best as quickly as possible along the way to teach them how to evade average trackers.

As they kept going, James could feel his energy levels ebbing pretty low and wondered if he would be able to keep up for much longer. He noticed that Theresa, who was walking ahead of him, seemed to be faring better than he was. She was a few years younger than him and he admired her stamina. He also wondered how Deanna was doing? He thought she was close to his age, but he wasn’t really sure just how old. They hadn’t spent much time talking about details like that the last time he had been up here. She seemed to be doing okay though as she maintained a steady pace without seeming to flag.

They kept going until about noontime until they came to the opening of a mountain canyon with rock walls on both sides. Deanna called a halt and told them, “Let’s take a break here and eat something now because we might have to break into a run up ahead once we get into this canyon. I didn’t want to take any chances of someone seeing us in the canyon from above.” She advised, “Stay close to the walls and move as fast as you can without stirring up any dust or make any loud noises. There are more deep woods to hide in further into the valley once we reach the other side of this canyon.”

While they were taking their small break, Theresa asked Deanna, “How do you know about all of these trails through the mountains so far from your house?” 

Deanna replied “My Wiccan coven made it a point to travel all through the mountains around here before the crash as part of our religion. We believe in living with nature and learning as much as possible about the natural world around us. My friends and I went on many camping trips hiking all through the mountains around here.”

As she was getting them ready to go again, Deanna asked them “Are you all okay?” She was looking at Dr. James as she asked. 

James replied “I am fine for now. But I would like to make camp early today, if it is safe enough. We need to eat and get as much sleep as we can if we are to make it through the day tomorrow. We will need to set up a night watch though.” 

Given how tired they all were, he suggested no more than two-hour shifts to avoid falling asleep while on watch. The women agreed and they started out again.

Within minutes they came up on the canyon opening Deanna had told them about. It opened up into a wide chasm with sheer granite walls on either side all the way to the top. She motioned for them to stay close to the wall on the right and to be very quiet. She whispered, “Run as fast as you can while trying to step softly. Any loud, sudden noise can trigger a rock slide, which would alert anyone above us that we are down here.”

They started their run down the canyon, looking up whenever they could. No one wanted to be caught by a falling rock or Homeland Security at this point. Deanna kept the lead and continued to look for anything amiss ahead of them such as strange tracks, rocks out of place, dust up ahead or pebbles falling from above. She wasn’t too worried about her charges behind her. They weren’t too bad for city people, although Dr. James did have some experience being on the run. She admired him for keeping up as well as he had so far, given that he had traveled farther than she and her group had when they picked him up in the city a couple of days ago.

Deanna reminisced a little while she was trotting down the canyon path. When Dr. James had visited their village the last time, he had been brought in from the west, first by boat across Lake Erie and then through the countryside below Buffalo, New York to their village near the Canadian border. When he arrived, it had been by car and he was well rested and ready to go to work helping the women around the area who needed his special skills. He also had basic medical skills so he stitched up a few cuts, diagnosed a few other maladies as best as he could and dispensed medicines as he had available.

As a lifelong resident of her village, and living alone in her cabin up in the woods, she didn’t have to think too hard about inviting him to stay with her while he was attending to everyone. She didn’t get too attached during their time together as she knew that once he left, she likely would never see him again. 

“But he is a looker and I have fond memories of our time together,” she remembered with a small smile.

She had been very surprised when the word came around last week, that a volunteer party was needed to go down and rescue their favorite doctor from the city. They had made this trip a few times before for other people so she was one of the first to volunteer when she heard that it was for Dr. James.

Now, as they were on the run together, she realized that she didn’t want to lose him again. She thought to herself, “I will do whatever it takes to make sure we make it somewhere safe together.” Deanna was pretty sure that once they reached a safe haven, Theresa would go her own way and then it would be just her and James to figure out what came next.

They stayed in the shadows whenever possible, working their way through the canyon. Everyone was doing their best to stay as quiet as they could. Deanna had told them that the way through was almost a mile long. Since it was near midday, Deanna was more concerned about being spotted by any Homeland Security troops that may know about this canyon than anything else.

They were nearly through when some gravel fell down from above and Deanna raised a closed fist to stop and remain still. As they stopped even breathing at this point, she waited to see if she could see or hear anything more. They waited for what seemed like an eternity before Deanna gave them a hand wave to motion them forward again, but at a dead slow pace so as not to make a sound. She slowly put one boot in front of the other between breaths and listened for any strange sounds. Every couple of steps, she would stop, look and listen. 

After moving about twenty feet, Deanna spied the woods ahead. She decided to hide in case they were walking into a trap. If there was going to be an ambush, it would likely be there at the edge of the woods. She came up behind a large outcropping in the wall of the canyon and motioned for them to hug the wall and get down on the
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