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An introduction to The
Divided States of America:

No one can say with any reasonable
certainty when the United States of America began to fall apart.
Many point to the presidential election of 2016, but most believe
the breakup started long before this. Now, in the year 2110, the
former United States is made up of 13 nation-states and The
Wastelands. Some of the nation-states have prospered under
self-rule, while others have declined. Some nation-states are very
accepting of outsiders, while others trust no one…sometimes not
even their fellow citizens. There is chaos in some places, and
order in others…sometimes too much order.

The first state to break away from the
USA was, not unexpectedly, Texas, and from there, things continued
to spiral out of control as the national government tried to hold
on to control that the state governments wanted back, and
eventually, the federal government was no longer able to control
the states, and the break-up came about.

Some of the nation-states kept the
name “America” in their new names. Some did this as a tribute to
where they had come from, while others did it to remind their
citizens of what they were breaking away from. Others adopted new
names, or took on names that were given to them.

Borders in some areas are heavily
patrolled, even walled in places, while other borders have no
protection at all…mostly it depends on the views of the new
government and its citizens, even though sometimes those two groups
still don’t agree. Let’s face it, greed and independence are bred
into the human race, and even allying with others that have similar
viewpoints does not necessarily mean that they will always get
along.

If you’re interested in
learning more, please click 
http://www.nomadicdeliriumpress.com/dividedstates.pdf
to see a map of the new nation-states and to read
a little about each of them.

 


 


 


Fight or Flight

By J Alan Erwine

 


Robert Jenkins cowered in the corner of
the disheveled building, sweat pouring from every pore. His grungy
clothes were even dirtier than normal as he desperately tried to
catch his breath. The patrol had almost caught him, and he knew
what would happen. If he was lucky, a life in a Rocky Mountain
States of America prison, but if the patrol had been too busy, or
didn’t feel like following the “rules,” he’d be just another dead
kid from the Wastelands left on the side of a street in Campo,
Colorado.

The Rocky Mountain States were supposed
to be so great, at least that’s what he’d heard, but what he had
seen so far in Campo, abandoned buildings, dust, and high winds,
reminded him a lot of Boise City in what used to be Oklahoma, but
that had been long before Robert had been born. Now Boise City was
just a series of ruins run by various gangs. His, the Rose Clan,
had sent him to Colorado. He was supposed to make his way to
Springfield, where he was supposed to steal some resources. That
had been the plan, anyway. That had been when there were four of
them. Jackson got fried in an electric fence while crossing the
border. Evans was shot dead by some random hunter who thought he
was a dear, or some shit like that. And Billings got hit by a truck
just outside of Campo. They hadn’t seen any traffic since they’d
entered Colorado, so Billings had thought it would be safe to walk
down the middle of what had been Highway 287…maybe it was still
called that in Colorado. In what used to be Oklahoma, it was just
called The Road, a place where the gangs could try to take out the
occasional truck going between the Rocky Mountain States and Texas,
and those were few and far between.

Billings had been walking down the
middle of the Highway when the truck came out of nowhere and took
him out at 200 miles per hour. Now Robert was left alone to
complete a mission that would probably require at least two of
them, but if he returned to the Rose Clan empty handed, Jim Bob,
the head of his clan would probably have him killed.

“Talk about lose-lose,” he mumbled to
himself, and then quickly put his hand over his mouth as he heard a
noise outside the “door.” The boarded over relic of a door had
offered no resistance to his entering, and he’d hoped that he’d put
everything back into place so that no one would notice that there
might be someone inside.

But now the movement had stopped right
outside of the door. Robert thought he could hear breathing, but
maybe it was just his own.

*

The pain was excruciating, and blood
poured profusely from his cut arm.

“Now you’re one of us,” Jim Bob said
from his “throne.” The throne was a large purple plush chair that
was torn open in several places with stuffing coming out of it. The
chair sat on top of several old orange crates that looked like they
were about to crumble under the weight of the chair. It wasn’t Jim
Bob’s weight for sure. Like everyone else in the Rose Clan, Jim Bob
was very thin. There wasn’t much food to eat in Boise City, and
starvation had finally forced Robert to join a clan. The Rose Clan
had seemed the friendliest, but now as the blood poured from his
arm on to the dust of the floor, he wasn’t sure he’d made the right
choice. “Once it heels, it will look like a rose, a symbol of your
belonging to us.”

“You don’t regret your choice, do you?”
a woman said. She was standing to his right, and he was pretty sure
she was a woman. She was super skinny and had no curves that he’d
learned to associate with women. She had long hair, but so did most
of the men, and while her voice sounded somewhat feminine, it still
had a huskiness to it. In reality, it didn’t seem to matter. Just
the pain mattered.

“No, I don’t regret it,” he managed to
say, choking back tears. He was thirteen, he couldn’t cry in front
of these people.

“Ma’am.”

“Excuse me?”

“You needed to say, no, I don’t regret
it, ma’am.”

Robert stared at the, what was now
obviously a woman, with a look of confusion.

“I’m Jim Bob’s third wife, so you need
to show me respect.”

“Ok,” he said, and then quickly added
“Ma’am.”

“The only way out of this clan,” Jim
Bob said, “Is by dying. Boise City is ours for the taking, and I
plan on taking it. Robert, you get to be a part of that. I know
you’ve been on the streets for a while, and I’m hoping your
knowledge will help us.”

“I’ll do everything I can,” he said,
and just as Jim Bob was about to say something, he added,
“Sir.”

“What happened to your parents?” the
manly-woman asked.

“I don’t know, ma’am. They went out to
get food four years ago, and they never came back. I’ve been on my
own since then.”

“Probably dead,” Jim Bob said with no
compassion whatsoever. Death was common in the Wastelands, and
everyone expected it every day, so grief wasn’t something they
allowed themselves to feel for long, but Robert had never given up
hope that his parents might come back some day.

“Yes, sir,” Robert answered. The pain
of hearing the words briefly overpowered the pain in his arm, but
he wasn’t going to let any of it show to these people, even if he
was supposed to be one of them now.

*

Six months later, Robert found himself
standing over the body of a man. He would guess the man was in his
late twenties, but age was difficult to tell in the Wastelands,
where life tended to be short, and people aged fast.

The man was a member of a rival clan,
Robert couldn’t remember which one, and they knew he was guarding a
fairly large cache of food. Billings had distracted him, and then
Robert had snuck up behind him and stabbed him in the back,
straight through the heart, or so he thought.

It wasn’t the quick death that Robert
had expected. The man had grunted in pain before he turned and
grabbed Robert by the throat. Robert stared into his eyes as blood
began to ooze from the man’s mouth. Then the man collapsed, but he
still didn’t die right away. He writhed on the ground for what
seemed like an hour, but it was probably more like thirty seconds,
and then he finally died.

“Nice one,” Billings said, patting
Robert on the back. Robert just stared down at the dead body. A few
moments earlier, the man had had plans for his life. They might
have been simple plans, but there were still things he wanted to
do. He might have had a family, and there might even be a kid
waiting at home that would never see his dad again. Robert knew how
that felt, and he also knew that he had ended everything that this
man had been, or would ever be.

“You ok?” Billings asked.

“Yeah,” Robert said, shaking his head
to clear his thoughts. “I’ve just never…I mean, I hadn’t…never
mind, let’s get the food and get out of here.”

*

“To our heroes!” Jim Bob shouted from
his throne that had been moved to the head of a large banquet
table. Robert wasn’t sure where the table had come from, but there
he was sitting at it. Most of the Clan members, the ones that
weren’t on patrol or on guard duty, sat on various dirty rugs or at
disheveled tables, but Jim Bob, his family, a few of the most
important members of the clan, as well as Robert and Billings sat
at the banquet table in the large room that Robert had heard had
once been a warehouse. All of them, everyone at the banquet table,
and everyone else around the room had gorged themselves on the food
that he and Billings had brought back to the base.

Robert had never had wine, and he was
pretty sure that he was more than a little drunk, and he was ok
with it. For the first time in many years, he actually felt
happy.

A gentle hand on his shoulder slowly
drew him away from what he liked to think of as his drunken
revelry. “Come with me,” a voice said. Robert wasn’t sure who it
was, and he wasn’t sure if he could focus well enough to figure it
out, but he could see that the person’s other hand was on Billings’
shoulder, and the person, Robert thought it was a man, was
escorting them out of the room.

They were taken to a smaller room where
several other of the young clan members were already waiting, then
the door locked behind them.

“What the hell?” Robert
asked.

Billings shook his head. “Don’t worry
about it.”

“We’re heroes,” Robert
said, or at least he thought he said it. He was slurring his words
so badly; he couldn’t really say for sure. “We should be in
there celebrating.”

Billings shook his head at him.
“Believe me, we shouldn’t be in there.”

Robert noticed that Billings seemed
quite sober. Why wouldn’t he have been drinking? “We should be the
guests of honor, and we were,” Robert said, waving his arms with
what he knew was way too much expression.

“No,” Billings said, and he pointed at
the other people in the room.

Robert looked around. Almost everyone
fifteen and under from the clan was in the room with
them.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

“It’s a sex thing,” Billings
said.

“You mean,” Robert said, trying to
point at the locked door, “That they’re all in there,
having…having…having…” He suddenly said very quietly. “Having
sex?”

Billings nodded.

“But where’s Blake and Lesley and…” he
trailed off. He couldn’t think of any more names at the
moment.

Billings just pointed at the
door.

“You mean they’re having…with the
adults?”

Billings nodded. “All of
the pretty ones between nine and fifteen get to stay.”

“Shit,” Robert said, suddenly feeling
very sober. “Glad I’m ugly.”

*

The wind was blowing hot and dusty,
with the temperature easily topping 100. Robert could feel the
sweat pouring down his face, but he really didn’t care. He loved
being out of the clan quarters and on a mission. He wouldn’t really
say that the adults in his clan were abusive, but if he didn’t do
exactly what was expected of him, they would definitely beat him.
He didn’t think it was abusive, but it was really all he’d known
since his parents. They’d never abused him, but they were his
parents, so why would they? Being out of the clan quarters always
gave him a taste of freedom, and he knew that someday he’d escape.
He didn’t know where he’d go, but he was sure he would get away
from the clan, maybe even out of The Wastelands…but that was stupid
talk. What could a dumb kid from The Wastelands do in the real
world? Plus, Jim Bob had told him that no one ever gets out of The
Wastelands. The other nations didn’t want people like us, and
they’d kill us rather than have us dirty up their precious
lives.















































































































cover.jpg
e

=23

Fight or Flight

A Divided States of America Story






