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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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The day he surrendered to Captain Bryan
Howard was supposed to be the best day of young Robert Jenkins’
life, and maybe it was, but something never felt quite right to
him.

The young Captain, who had also once
been a member of the Rose Clan, had taken him back to a mobile
unit, and Robert couldn’t believe everything he saw. Wherever he
looked, there were soldiers, and these weren’t like the gang
members he was used to seeing; these people were heavily armed.
Robert had seen a few military style weapons in the Wastelands, but
nothing like what these people were carrying, and even though he
got a few weird looks, everyone was nice to him once Captain Howard
explained his situation.

“Go ahead,” Captain Howard had said,
pointing at what he had called a tub that was now filled with
steaming water and bubbles. Robert didn’t understand.

“You’ve never had a bath, have you?”
the Captain asked.

“I’ve heard of them,” Robert said,
“But, I’ve never seen anything like this…what am I supposed to
do?”

“You take your clothes off, and you get
in and soak. There’s more soap there and a wash cloth. You clean
yourself, and then you get out and dry off, and there’s some clean
clothes over there that you can put on.”

The idea of a clean body and clean
clothes was odd to him. He’d taken numerous showers, but most of
them had been very cold, so he’d gotten out as fast as he could,
and he’d often washed his clothes in a sink before, but Robert
could actually smell a fragrance coming from the clothes that were
sitting next to the toilet.

“You can stay in as long as you want,”
the Captain said with a smile.

Robert suddenly felt his stomach turn
and he started to tremble. “Where will you be?” he cautiously
asked.

“Outside,” the Captain said
with sudden seriousness. “Look, kid, I know what you’ve been
through. You’re safe here. No one is going to do what those
people did to you.” With
that, the Captain turned and left the bathroom. Robert eyed the
tub. He stuck his hand in to the water and was thrilled by the feel
of the hot soapy water on his skin. With a genuine smile, he
quickly took his clothes off and got in the tub. He had no idea how
long he was actually in the bath. He was sure it was at least half
an hour, and maybe even an hour, but it was the best feeling he
could ever remember…well, not as good of a feeling as kissing
Leslie, but it still felt good, and for possibly the first time in
his life, he was genuinely clean.

*

That had been two months previous. Now
he was in Denver, and the city was like nothing he could have
imagined when he had been living in the Wastelands.

Denver was clean, even shiny, he
thought. The buildings were all in good shape, as were the people.
There were no gangs running around trying to take things or kill
other people. All of these people were milling about going to jobs,
or restaurants, or Robert really had no idea where they might be
going. And even if they weren’t necessarily friendly to one
another, they weren’t actively hostile to each other. It was very
odd. He’d heard stories about cities, but the stories all sounded
like fairy tales, and now that he was actually in a city, he
realized that the stories didn’t do justice to the actual glory
that was a city.

A hissing noise above him made him look
up. There was what he guessed was a train running 200 feet above
the sidewalk. The train was as shiny as the rest of the city.
Everything was just so amazing.

“You never left Boise City, did you?”
Captain Howard asked.

“Few raids on some other towns,” Robert
answered, still trying to take in everything he was seeing. Every
time someone got too close, he reached for where the gun should
have been at his side, but he didn’t have a gun, and as far as he
could tell, none of the people around him had one. Even Captain
Howard had left his weapons at the base, or in his
apartment.

“I figured,” Captain Howard
said. “I’ve been all over now that I got away from
them, but I always love
to come to Denver.”

Robert nodded stupidly before he
realized that Captain Howard might not be looking at him. “I can
see why,” he finally said. “Are all of the cities like this?” His
hands spread in an effort to take in everything.

“No, Denver is the biggest city in the
Rocky Mountain States. There are bigger cities in other countries,
but this one’s still my favorite.”

Robert continued to nod, but then
stopped. Leslie would love to see all of this, he thought, and then
his heart sank.

“Are you married?”

The Captain paused for
several seconds. “No,” he finally answered. “Relationships haven’t
been easy for me. They did a lot of damage to me.”

Robert had noticed during his time with
Captain Howard that he rarely actually mentioned the Rose Clan by
name, and when he talked about them at all, he would usually use
the words they or them, and it often sounded like he was spitting
the word out. Robert completely understood.

“I get that,” Robert
answered.

“It doesn’t have to be that way for
you,” Captain Howard said, pausing in their walk and putting his
hand on Robert’s shoulder. “Some day you might find the perfect
woman for you. It just hasn’t happened for me yet.” There was
almost a sad tone to his voice, a tone that Robert couldn’t
remember ever hearing from him.

“I already met someone,” Robert said,
“But I left her there.”

Captain Howard squeezed his shoulder.
“Sorry to hear that, kid. I can’t imagine that you’ll ever go back
there.”

Robert thought about it for a long time
and then quietly said, “Maybe I will…”

*

“Going somewhere?” a voice asked out of
the darkness.

Robert stopped in his tracks. He
thought Captain Howard was asleep in his room. He certainly hadn’t
expected him to be in the living room of his apartment.

“Lights, fifty percent,” a voice called
out of the darkness and the lights came on at half strength.
“Robert, where do you think you’re going?”

Robert tried to hide the assault rifle
behind his back, which was a ridiculous thing to do, since Robert
still hadn’t gained much weight since coming to the Rocky Mountain
States.

“I was…I was…I…” he just stopped. There
wasn’t much he could say.

“That gun is keyed to my DNA…it
wouldn’t do you any good, and what in the hell do you need an
assault rifle for in Denver?”

Robert could hear a tinge of anger in
Captain Howard’s voice, and it was the first time that he could
remember ever hearing anything like it. “I didn’t…I didn’t…” Words
just wouldn’t come to Robert. He was even more tongue tied than
he’d been when trying to talk to Leslie.

He felt his heart sink
again.

Captain Howard stood up and slowly
approached Robert. He was definitely angry, Robert could tell, but
it was obvious that he wasn’t trying to scare him. He held out his
hands, and Robert reluctantly handed over the rifle. Obviously it
wouldn’t have done him any good anyway. There had to be another
way.

“Robert, where were you going with my
gun?”

“I…”

“Boise City?”

Robert looked away. There was really
nothing he could say.

“What do you think you’re
going to be able to do against them?”

“With your gun, I…” he knew it sounded
foolish.

“You might have been able to take some
of them out, but there’s no way you could have taken all of them
out.”

“I know, but Leslie…”

“Do you really love her,
kid?”

Robert looked down. He could feel tears
coming to his eyes, and he didn’t want to look up because he didn’t
want Captain Howard to see them. He just nodded.

“And you’re determined to get her
back?”

Robert just nodded again

“You know that you’re probably going to
die doing something like this?”

“Not if you help me,” Robert suddenly
blurted out, and then he felt even more foolish.

Captain Howard bent down in front of
him and gently grabbed his chin. “Robert, I’m a member of the Rocky
Mountain Military, I can’t go vigilante.”

“But, doesn’t the military have to try
to maintain order? Couldn’t your unit attack the Rose
Clan.”

The Captain shook his head. “It doesn’t
work like that. We can’t attack into the Wastelands.”

“I understand,” Robert said, even
though he really didn’t. Holding back more tears, he slowly turned
and headed back towards his room.

“Robert,” Captain Howard said, and
Robert stopped walking, but he didn’t answer, and he didn’t turn.
“You’re determined to go get her out, aren’t you?”

“I have to,” Robert said, “I can’t
leave her there. She’s all I have.”

“Get some sleep,” the Captain said,
“And give me a few days to figure some things out.”

*

A week later, Robert found
himself sitting in the passenger’s seat of the Captain’s car.
They’d been speeding down what he said was I-70, and now they were
pulling off of the highway into a small town that looked like it
hadn’t left the 20th
century.

They pulled into the parking lot of a
McDonalds, and Robert was suddenly very excited. It was the first
fast food he’d had after Captain Howard had rescued him, and he
really thought he was addicted.

Seeing the expression on Robert’s face,
Captain Howard laughed. “We’ll grab lunch in a bit,” he said, “But
for now, welcome to Limon, and right over there,” he said pointing
at a tall darker skinned man with long braids falling over his
shoulders, who was leaning against a shiny black car, “Is the
reason that we’re here.”

“Huh?” Robert asked.

“That, my young friend, is Christopher
Chases Crows, a former Captain in the Indian Nations
military.”

“Huh?” Robert said again.

“Now, he and his team are
mercenaries, dedicated to trying to bring order to parts of the
Wastelands. I’ve spoken with him, and he’s willing to help you get
into Boise City and try
to rescue Leslie.”

Robert noticed the Captain’s emphasis
on the word try, but he didn’t care, and for that matter, McDonalds
didn’t even matter anymore. He was going to be heading back into
the Wastelands, and he was going to have hired guns with him. Now
he was convinced that he would rescue Leslie, or he’d die
trying.

Christopher Chases Crows walked over to
the car once Captain Howard had lowered his window. As the Indian
mercenary leaned against the car door, Captain Howard held up a
finger as he pulled something out of his pocket. It was a black
sphere, and Robert had no idea what it might be. The Captain pushed
a button on the sphere, and it let out a small whine. Once the
whine had stopped, the Captain spoke, “Scrambler,” he said to
Robert. “In case anyone might be trying to listen in.”

“I don’t understand,” Robert
said.

“This meeting is against the military
code of conduct. I could be court martialed for this.”

“Oh,” was all Robert could
say.

“Yeah…oh…”

“Bryan, good to see you again,”
Christopher
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