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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.

 


 


 


Can't Go Home Again

By Ian Brazee-Cannon

 


Debra Mucklow sat in the observation dome of
the RMSA exploratory craft Beyond Boundaries. She looked out
at the bleak, flat landscape of what had used to be called Kansas.
Now it was known as part of the Wastelands. At one time Debra knew
it as home. It had been twelve years since she last passed through
this area.

“And I thought eastern Colorado was barren,”
Dr. Olivia Stuart remarked as she joined Debra. “And there are
people living out there?”

“Yeah, even if it's not much of a life,”
Debra replied. “I wouldn't believe it if I wasn’t seeing it with my
own eyes, but things have gotten worse out here.”

“That’s why you requested to be part of this
expedition,” Olivia commented.

“I'm just caught off guard over how bad it
really is.”

“We're almost to our drop off point,” Olivia
explained. “Better get to your sled and be ready.”

*

The Beyond Boundaries, largest hover
vehicle of the Rocky Mountain States of America, was designed to be
a mobile homebase with a dozen or more missions using it as a hub.
Teams of scientists, explorers and diplomats lined up to take off
when they reached their destinations.

Over the last few days, the first teams had
departed. Debra rested on her hover sled, waiting for clearance.
Olivia stood nearby talking with the third member of their team,
Alistair Flynn. The three of them had a unique mission, which Debra
had fought hard to get approved.

“Hey beautiful,” Leslie Lennon said in
approach to Debra.

“It's going to be a long few weeks apart,”
Debra replied.

“I know. I'm worried about you though. Are
you sure you can handle going back?”

“I'm not the same confused child I was.
Besides, it's too late now. This is my mission and it's going to
happen.”

“There's a reason I love you.”

“Team D-7, prepare to disembark,” came the
announcement over the speaker system.

“That's us lover,” Debra said as she closed
in to kiss Leslie. The two kissed as the ramp lowered behind
them.

“Stay safe. We have a wedding to plan when we
get home after all,” Leslie said as Debra steered her sled to
exit.

“You too hot stuff,” Debra replied, letting
her sled slide down the ramp.

As their sleds moved from ramp to ground
Debra, Olivia and Alistair steered away from the Beyond
Boundaries and started accelerating.

“Last time I was here it was on the
Journeyman,” Debra said over the helmet comm units. “One of
the last generation of wheeled vehicles. I gotta say I much prefer
using a hover craft over this terrain.”

''You get your bearings yet?” Alistair
asked.

“Regretfully there's not much in the way of
landmarks,” Debra replied. “Keep an eye out for something beyond
dying grass. There should be some dilapidated structures around
here.”

“What about that?” Olivia asked, pointing
towards two bumps of cracked yellow plastic breaking through the
ground.

“The Golden Hills,” Debra said with a laugh.
“I know just where we are. That means...”

There was an awkward silence as the others
waited for Debra to finish her thought.

“We're making a small detour. We have a stop
to make that may give us some useful insight for what's to
come.”

Debra made a turn to the left and followed a
path that to the others seemed random. She came to a stop next to a
barren rocky field.

Debra took off her helmet and looked around.
“A lot of fresh graves here,” she remarked.

“Am I missing something?” Alistair asked.

“This is their graveyard,” Debra explained.
“Anything they do above ground is tenaciously camouflaged, even the
graves. If you've help dig enough of them, you learn what the fresh
ones look like.”

Debra got off her sled and walked towards a
slightly elevated area of the field. She knelt down and started to
brush some rocks aside. She would look at what was below them and
then move a meter or so before repeating the procedure. After doing
this six times she froze.

Olivia and Alistair walked over to join
her.

“Are you okay?” Olivia asked as they realized
Debra was crying.

“This is my family's area and this is my
mother's grave,” Debra explained. “The marker says she died just a
month ago. My baby brother and big sister died during this last
season, along with at least two siblings I never met. And those are
just the ones I've found so far.”

There was a long silence as Olivia put her
hand on Debra's right shoulder and Alistair did the same on her
left. Nothing was said as Debra silently cried.

*

“You sure you know where you're going,”
Alistair asked.

They had parked their sleds in the ruins of
what had once been a museum, where Debra ensured them no one would
find them. That was followed by Debra leading them on foot through
a forest of dilapidated structures into open fields.

“We're almost there,” Debra replied.
“Although none of the outer guard stations have been manned. We’re
going to make it farther in without confrontation than I
figured.”

“Is that good or bad?” Olivia asked.

“Not sure.”

As their path took them through an open area
with the remains of what looked to be a barn, Debra froze.

“What's going...”Alistair started.

“Shh,” Debra singled. “The wind is... No,
wrong check point... I saw a possum lick the cold stone.”

Alistair and Olivia could not help but stare
at Debra in puzzlement.

Three figures rose out of the ground with
rifles pointed at them.

“Ya think we're stupid?” One of the figures
said. “How'd a bunch of Illuminatis get an ol' pass code?”

Debra gave the man a good once over. While
his hair was a darker brown now and longer than he used to wear it,
the left side had what could only be called a 'wildness' to it that
Debra remembered well.

“As I recall, Noah, I originally informed you
of that set of pass codes,” Debra stated. “I've been gone a little
while now and not been updated on the codes.”

Noah's eyes squinted to focus on Debra. “Do I
know ya?”

“You could say that. You even proclaimed your
undying love for me when you were five.”

“Debbie?”

“I go by Debra now.”

Noah's face morphed from confusion to
realization then into panic. The other two men became uneasy, all
attention focused on Debra, as they waited for orders.

“Ya can't be 'ere,” Noah said. “It's shoot ta
kill on sight for ya.”

“Dad's command, I take it.”

“Get go'in now and we'll forget we saw
ya.”

“Actually, you will take my companions and
myself to see my father,” Debra proclaimed. “Or I can just take
them there.”

Debra stood still as from her sides Alistair
and Olivia advance in a blur of motion. Each pressed their
activated pacification rod into the chest of the man in front of
them.

As the two men collapsed to the ground, Debra
said, “After all you are our captive now.”

Noah handed his rifle to Debra and raised his
hands.

*

Debra had no problem remembering the way to
her father's place. As a child, she had been taught to find the
entryway in all conditions. She still had nightmares related to
those teaching sessions.

The noticeably lower amount of checkpoints
stuck out in Debra's mind. There had only been one more small unit
they had to deal with. Now at the porthole to her childhood home,
there was only one guard on duty.

“Hello Chuck,” Debra said to the old man as
he drew his rifle to the ready. “Good to see you're still alive.
Now back away, I need to see my father.”

“Debbie?” Chuck replied. He made no motion as
Debra lifted the hatch and disappeared into the opening.

“T'is gonna be interesting,” Noah said
looking to Chuck as he followed.

*

Debra stood in the living quarters of the
bunker. Not much had changed. The couch was covered with more
patchwork to it and there was a buildup of clutter which had never
been tolerated in her youth. This was her father's social area as
well as where he often conducted business.

The air had a stale aroma resulting from
overused filters for the air circulation system that had been
reused decades past their designed allowance.

Debra walked to the center of the room and
stood as the others gathered around.

“Richard Mucklow, your presence is
requested,” Debra called out.

From a back bedroom came a rustling. There
was no hiding the tension as all waited for the inevitable.

The man that stumbled into the living area
was almost not recognizable to Debra. He had lost a lot of weight
and all his hair. His handmade blouse, stained and torn, still had
the elaborate embroidery that had been his display of authority,
just now it hung loosely on his diminished frame.

“Hello Papa,” Debra said, her voice soft and
vulnerable.

Richard Mucklow looked over those gathered in
his bunker. Chuck and Noah shied away from his glare. Olivia held a
queer smile of amusement on her face. Alistair stood solemnly
waiting.

Debra took in a deep breath, pulling herself
back together. She knew this meeting would be hard. Part of her
actually believed she had grown beyond his influence. The memory of
anxiety over him being displeased flooded her. She fought the need
to hide in the background, remaining at the forefront of the
group.

“Richard Mucklow, I am here as a
representative of the Rocky Mountain States of America,” Debra
started to say.

“Hummph,” Mucklow moaned. “Why'd ya not shoot
em?”

“That's not going to be the way this goes
down father.”

“Ya ain't my kin,” Mucklow growled. “I ain't
related to Illuminati. Be glad ya ain't been shot yet and leave
while ya can.”

Mucklow turned, clearly headed back to the
bedroom.

“No,” Debra said. Her voice filled with a
harshness no one in the room had ever heard from her before. “You
will turn around, take a seat and listen to what I have to
say.”

“Or what?”

“Last time I saw you, you were rolling around
on the ground spasming because you were too stupid and stubborn to
be civil to outsiders. We don't need to try and repeat that.”

Mucklow turned. His eyes were narrowed in
rage. His right hand went to his unshaven face and scratched his
chin.

Without warning he jumped to where Debra was
standing and grabbed her by the neck with his left hand. His
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