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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.
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As Debra
surveyed the area, a chill breeze blew up from the Potomac River,
causing the silky pink leaves of the cherry blossom trees to dance
around her. She replaced her viewing scope into its pocket of her
utility vest. There were few people in the area walking down the
path, as most of the tourists stayed up near the reflecting pools,
where all the big attractions were. Few came to Historic Town USA,
formally known as Washington DC, to walk around the outer areas.
With the high cost of admission, most people did not waste time.
The crowds congregated in the Historic Mall area, in hopes of
getting into the museums or the Old Country Presidents’ Memorial,
which always had large lines and wait times.

“They really are very beautiful,” Serenity commented as she
reached out to allow several of the petals to gently land in her
open hand. “I keep trying to purchase some for my own, but when
Yarrow Solutions bought up the city, they made sure to take control
of the trees and made it so they and only they may legally own and
grow Cherry Blossom trees in Corprotopia. All patrol robots are
programmed to destroy any illegal Cherry Blossoms outside of HT USA
without question.”

Marco, dressed
as always in his tan suit with its Griffin/P logo showing him to be
an employee of the Payne Household, nodded solemnly in silent reply
to his boss.

The three of
them walked slowly along the path, acting as casual as
possible.

“Not the most subtle of dropoff locations,” Debra observed,
motioning over to the white slanted dome structure that dominated
the sunken island that was their final destination. The southern
half of the island, which still had an active golf course on it
even after all these years, had not been sabotaged to collapse and
remained above water. All the old highways that crossed the island
had been destroyed during the century old attack. Yarrow Solutions
decided to not rebuild any bridges to the island, meaning that all
who golfed there came over by boat, as there was a no fly zone
policy in effect for all manner of air crafts.

“The remains of the Jefferson Memorial are the perfect place
for a discrete drop off,” Serenity explained. “The population at
large believes the place to be mildly interesting, but rarely worth
the effort and cost of renting out a row boat to visit. It is
mostly history students who go there just to say they’ve been. They
sell full sets of photos of every angle of the building, both
inside and out from a hundred years ago, before the river was
allowed to overwhelm the island. Since everything I do is written
off as being extravagant for the sake of extravagance, no one is
going to think twice about us going out there.”

Debra shook her
head and said, “We’ll be out in the open the whole trip there and
the structure itself would be a perfect place for an
ambush.”

“I
agree,” Marco replied. “It is highly risky.”

“And I assure you both, it’ll be worth the risk,” Serenity
countered. “With all the pieces that are in motion right now, we
cannot sit still. Big events are on the horizon, and we can’t
afford to be on the sideline.”

Both Debra and
Marco knew their employer’s stubborn nature, but they also knew
part of the job now that she had entrusted them with the greater
truth about what was really going among the Nation States, was to
be there to give advice as well as be ready to back her up in
whatever action she decided to take. Since the chaotic and deadly
events during their time in Colorado, there was a cloud of cautious
suspicion in every trip they took now. The feeling of danger
waiting around every corner was impossible to escape.

Debra moved her
hand down to caress Leslie, her custom Bowman Pallas pistol that
was always with her. Serenity had made sure to have Debra
registered as her official personal security, allowing her to carry
a firearm in the city. There were perks to being connected to one
of the wealthiest women in the world.

“Despite all your hype, I’ve gotten the impression you’re not
completely sure what this package really is,” Debra commented
bluntly.

Serenity looked
over at Debra with a knowing smile, “No idea at all really, but the
source is one I trust as much as I do you two, and he says what
we’re picking up is game changing. I do love the sense of mystery
to it all.”

“Let’s hurry then and get this over with,” Debra
suggested.

Serenity lifted
up her vinyl bag with the colorful Historic Town USA logo with its
overpriced knick-knack in it and said, “I am ready to
go.”

Debra and Marco
exchanged amused, knowing glances before following after their
employer to the docks.

*

The waters were
calm as Marco rowed the boat casually around the Potomac River
Tidal Basin.

Serenity acted
the full on tourist as she took pictures with her interactive
sunglasses and made random remarks such as, “They should really
invest in more colorful birds for this area. These ducks are like
what I see everywhere else.”

As Serenity
continued to loudly play the role of ditzy-rich girl with such
statements, both Debra and Marco had to hold in their laughter as
they gave their boss dirty looks.

After a bit of
pretend sightseeing, they made their way over to the sunken
structure.

The Jefferson
Memorial had been built with a series of ionic order columns fully
encircling the marble structure. When the island was sunk, many of
those columns broke and several others had been removed in order to
gain access into the main structure of the memorial. Of the twelve
columns that had originally been part of the front entryway, only
three on the right side and two on the left were still standing.
With the missing columns, there was enough room for a simple
rowboat to make passage into the basic structure of the
memorial.

Approximately
half of the visible building was underwater, with the lower areas
where the gift shop had been fully flooded. The memorial had
settled with a noticeable downward slanting to the right. Most days
there was enough clearance for the small personal rowboats to
enter.

“Just remember that we should try to become more developed,
more enlightened with our visit here,” Serenity commented as their
boat passed into the main chamber of the memorial.

The interior
was eerily empty, with the 19 foot tall bronze statue of Jefferson
having long ago been removed and added to the better guarded Old
Country Presidents’ Memorial, formerly known as the Lincoln
Memorial, along with anything else of any material
worth.

Debra turned on
the attached spotlight on the bow of the boat and started to slowly
move the light around the darkened structure.

“What are we looking for now?” Debra asked quietly, fully
aware of her echo.

“The words ‘more developed, more enlightened’,” Serenity
replied with an amused tone. “It is part of a quote of Jefferson’s
that is on one of these walls.”

Debra turned her attention to the engravings on several of
the walls. Time and vandals had not been kind to the structure.
There were thousands of divots in the marble from where people had
carved themselves a small souvenir, despite the signed agreement
that was part of renting a boat. Many of the quotes were missing a
great deal of their lettering, with one reading
‘rig among th erty, and the pur of ine,
that to se ts nmen are itut among We ... nly lish and declare,
that’ with the rest of the quote lost underneath the
water.

“That is not going to be easy to find,”
Debra commented as she shifted the light to another section of wall
covered with writing. “When all you can make out is gibberish like
‘in hand it t p gress man mind,’ it is going to be a challenge to
make sense of any of it.”

“Wait, that fits,” Serenity said as she
focused on that area of the wall. “Part of the full quote is
’progress of the human mind’. “Yes, look at that next line, ‘re
elope m lig ned’. I’m sure that’s it. That’s where we need to
be.”

“It’s all gibberish to me,” Debra
commented.

Serenity looked over the wall as their rowboat pulled up next
to it.

“We’re here,” Debra remarked. “Now
what?”

“That’s where it gets tricky,” Serenity
replied with an amused smile. “I get to go for a hopefully brief
swim.”

Serenity stood up and stripped off her loose fitting clothes,
once naked she dove into the water.

As
Marco and Debra waited anxiously for their employer to resurface, a
second boat entered the memorial. Debra stood up and let her hand
fall to Leslie and casually
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