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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.

 


 


 


Calivada
Dreaming

By Debby Feo

 


Fred Selkerson and his PAaT5037, aka Pat37,
arrived at the Calivada Border Station. Fred had to present his
Passport and his Visitor Papers, including his Visa, to one of the
Guards-on-Duty, after going thru a bodyscan for weapons and a
MedScan for germs and viruses. Pat 37 had to go thru his own
Android-appropriate scans.

Before Pat37 could rejoin Fred, Fred had to
present his license allowing Fred to be assisted by an Android.
Fred's young age practically guaranteed his being able to bring an
Android, particularly a Personal Assistant/Teacher Android, into
the nation-state of Calivada. Other visitors were not always as
lucky, often having to leave their PA's at home (or in a Guarded
Border Storage locker), and then hire a Calivada-made Android at
the Border.

It also helped Fred's crossing into Calivada
that The Green States were trading partners with Calivada; and that
Fred had no intention of traveling to either Los Angeles or San
Diego, as both cities were becoming more and more chaotic and
dangerous.

"Are you planning to visit an orbiting Space
Platform?" The Guard-on-Duty asked Fred.

"I would like to," Fred responded. "I'm
currently on the Visitor Waitlist."

"You will need to have an updated medical
check, at least, if it's been more than a week since your last one.
In any case, you will be Medscanned again before boarding any
flight to a Platform. Also, you must not have broken any
rules/regulations once you enter Calivada, even if whatever you
have done does not revoke your Visa."

"Yes, thank you, I know," Fred answered. "My
PAaT keeps track of such details for me; and my Father's PA made
all travel arrangements."

"Hmmm, I see your Android
license is up-to-date; but you know that once you reach 18 years
old, you must hire one of our
Androids, since you have no recognized learning or
physical disabilities," the Guard reminded him.

"Yes, sir. I still have some time left,
before I have to do so."

"Well, don't forget!"

"I won't, and even if I do, my PAaT
won't."

"All right, you're done,"
the Guard said, handing Fred back his papers. "There is a Waiting
Lounge up that escalator for those bringing in Androids. You will
find a snack bar, comfortable chairs, vidscreens, and facilities.
Do not attempt to leave the Border Patrol Building without your
Android - you will be stopped!"

"Is there an Information Kiosk up there? Or
can you tell me where the moving walkway to the Pacific Grove
Bullet Station is?"

"There are Kiosks and Vendomats upstairs in
the Waiting Lounge," the Guard pointed. "Next!”

After Fred was reunited with Pat37, the pair
made their way to Moving Walkway #3 (MW3). Pat37 put himself into
the Android slot and was zoomed over to the Bullet Train Station
that had a train with a stop in Pacific Grove, Calivada.

The PacGrove Bullet train quickly covered
the miles between the Calivada’s northern border (with the Green
States of America) and the small city of Pacific Grove, with one
brief stop in the city of San Francisco. On his return trip, Fred
and Pat37 would get off in San Francisco, assuming that Fred was
approved for a flight up to one of the Orbital Space Platforms.
Residents of Calivada always got priority on those flights.

Pacific Grove had changed much over the
previous century, both physically and otherwise. The coastline had
changed with the rising ocean level, which left the beach area near
Pacific Grove even rockier than it had been. Erosion had also taken
away from the small city's land area. With the change in the coast
off Pacific Grove had also come a change in both marine and bird
life. Anything used to living on or near sand had had to relocate.
Those animals living among the sea rocks thrived, at least as long
as there were no harmful algal blooms (aka “red tides”) in the
area. Also, the use of offshore Wave Power devices caused some
upset among marine animals.

Pacific Grove was no longer called
"Butterfly Town, U.S.A.", as the monarch butterflies were becoming
increasingly rare throughout the continent of North America. It had
been decades since they migrated back and forth from the Rocky
Mountains to Pacific Grove to overwinter. Attempts were made to
reintroduce some Monarchs, but were only successful with the
non-migrating kind. Business that had depended on the twice-yearly
Monarch Migration had to change their focus to other attractions
unique to Pacific Grove and the area around it.

The Monterey Bay Aquarium had been
reconfigured (and much enlarged) with the rising ocean level, and
was mostly supported on huge pilings, set deep into the sea floor.
Many endangered and extinct-in-the-wild species were housed within
the Aquarium, with DNA samples stored (at the Smithsonian, in the
former U.S. Capital city of Washington D.C.) for future cloning, as
needed. Representative marine animals were sent to various
nation-states for safekeeping, so that extinction was postponed, as
long as possible. Of course, not every species could be saved.

The use of both personal hovercrafts,
helicopters, and the building of the Calivada-wide, bullet-train
transportation system overcame the necessity for travel on the
potentially dangerous Calivada Highway #1.

The "Big One" earthquake had yet to occur,
although there were still multiple smaller earthquakes. The former
U.S. state of California was still attached to the North American
continent. Scientists continued to warn of the imminence of the
"Big One", but most people just ignored them.

Fred and Pat37 had booked
adjoining rooms in one of the many bed-and-breakfast inns in
Pacific Grove; although, of course, Pat37 had no use for the
breakfast. Pat37 could pretend to eat, even swallow, but that necessitated the
removal of the undigested food, at a later time, from his faux
stomach. Pat37 only had need, periodically of a solar-recharging
station.

As the years went by, and the ozone layer
grew thicker, it took longer to recharge solely by the use of the
Sun; thus batteries were constantly being upgraded in terms of
reliability and fast-recharging ability. Eventually, Pat37 would
need to be returned to the factory where he had been made, to be
retrofitted with one of these new batteries. At that point in time,
Fred would acquire a more up-to-date Personal Assistant (aka PA).
Since Fred had finished his Senior Exams, before embarking on his
trip to Calivada, he no longer really needed to own a PAaT. At one
point during their travels, while waiting at a bullet-train
station, Fred had taken part in a discussion with Pat37:

"Sir," Pat37 said. "You are aware that soon
you will need to trade me in for a PA?"

"Yes, Pat 37, I know," Fred replied. "I'd
just rather not think about it."

"Why is that, Sir?"

"Well, even though you Androids are
well-programmed, it still takes time for you to learn all of my
habits, and such. I'd just as soon rather not have to go thru
another adjustment period," said Fred.

"Sir, I will transfer all of my knowledge
over to your new PA, so the adjustment period should be brief,"
Pat37 promised.

"That's what all PAaT's say. It's not
true!"

"Sir, I would never lie to you. Lying in not
a part of my programming."

"Well, I wouldn't call it lying, exactly,
just underestimating," Fred answered.

"I will endeavor, Sir, to not
underestimate," Pat37 said.

"Yes, yes, just like all PAaT's," Fred
sighed.

"Sir, have you been unsatisfied with my
performance?"

"Not at all. I will give you glowing
recommendations; but can we change the subject?"

"Certainly, Sir, as you wish," Pat37
replied.

Like most Humans used to having Android
assistants, Fred sometimes wished he could travel about on his own;
but there would be no way that Fred's father would let that happen
(particularly outside their country), since Fred would not truly be
considered to be an adult until he reached the age of 25. This was
still the traditional age for being able to conduct legal matters
as an adult. Each previous generation had fought against this
tradition, but unless legally emancipated thru a lengthy legal
procedure, the ageism had not changed, at least in the Green States
of America; whereas in other nation-states children were treated as
adults at a much younger age. Some of the more "lawless"
nation-states, and in The Wastelands, people were forced to "grow
up" much sooner.

One Pacific Grove tourist attraction, Point
Pinos Lighthouse, was still in operation; but it was closer to the
rocky coast, as opposed to being located within a former golf
course (former hole #16). The original lighthouse building had to
be surrounded by a protective dome, in order to preserve the
original siding; thus diminishing the light from its rotating lens,
but it had become merely symbolic, decades before.

Fred's father had asked Fred to keep an eye
out for any souvenirs from the old Pacific Grove Golf Links. Fred's
father was quite fond of playing
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