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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.

 


 


 


​
BKX: Tuskegee

By William Landis

 


The Choir leader sang:

There are times when
adversity

seems to over take your
life.

Doubts and fears seems to cloud your
mind

and confusion's all inside.

But there's a message for you my
friend

and I know this word is
true,

just have the faith of a mustard
seed

and there's nothing you cannot
do.

 


Choir leader: If you have the
faith

Choir: you can move
mountains.

Choir leader: just keep the
faith

Choir: nothing is
impossible.

Choir leader: hold on to your
faith

Choir: you shall overcome

Choir leader: according to your
faith

Choir: just believe and it shall be
done.

 


“All of this pomp and circumstance,”
Kevin whispered to Kobe. “For this guy to come in, and gut the
university’s science department.”

“I don’t care what he does,” Kobe said,
nearing the end of the song. “Just so they don’t get in the way of
my research project.”

Kobe hated coming to the weekly
services. It took him out of the field and out of the laboratory.
He could usually find an excuse to get out of it, but not this
week, it was something special. The new chancellor was giving his
speech, and he wanted everyone there to hear it. A member of the
board of trustees got up to introduce the chancellor.

“I would like to thank the
gospel choir for that wonderful rendition of Faith by Richard Smallwood,” the
trustee said, into the microphone at the podium. “At this evening’s
convocation, we are honored to have Tuskegee University’s new
chancellor here to address the university for the first time. Dr.
Cleo Kennedy earned his bachelor’s degree from Bob Jones University
where he started at quarterback for four years on the football
team, and he holds a P.H.D from Liberty University. He served as
professor at Gammon Theological Seminary. Dr. Kennedy comes to us
after serving as a research fellow at the Confederate States’
Creationist Museum. Give a round of applause for Tuskegee
University’s new chancellor, Dr. Cleo Kennedy.”

The chapel erupted in applause as Dr.
Kennedy walked into the pulpit. He was wearing crimson. and gold
academic robes, and he walked with an overly confident swag. He
walked up and embraced the trustee in a hug before approaching the
pulpit.

“Let the church say amen.” Dr. Kennedy
said looking at the congregation.

“Amen!!!” the congregation
responded.

“Yes,” Dr. Kennedy said, satisfied. “It
is truly an honor to be before you today, not only in this sacred
house of worship, but also on these hallowed grounds of learning.
You know there is one thing that this institution’s founder, Booker
T Washington, and all the former slaves had that made a place like
this possible. That thing is faith. Over the years of this
institution’s existence, it has drifted away from faith, and
horrible things have happened. Take for instance the Tuskegee
Syphilis experiment. That is the kind of thing that happens when
you allow secular science to lead you. I came by to let you know
that this storied institution must turn back to faith.”

The congregation erupted in
cheers.

“That is why the Confederate States
commission on education appointed me,” Dr. Kennedy said, banging on
the podium. “To bring faith back to Tuskegee. This university has
prided itself on its success in science, and its initiatives to use
it to find solutions to the world’s problems, but I can tell you
that the only thing that can solve the problems of our society is
faith. The illnesses that afflict us are the Lords punishment of
us, for turning away from Him.”

The whole congregation stood to its
feet, and applauded.

“It all starts here,” Dr. Kennedy said,
pointing to the podium. “It starts at Tuskegee.”

Kobe listened to Dr. Kennedy, he was a
great speaker, but his charisma wasn’t enough. Why didn’t he
mention the things happening to black people in the Confederate
states? The lynchings, burning crosses, and disenfranchisement. It
was as if he used faith as a scapegoat to deflect the
responsibility of leaders, such as himself, to act.

“The history of this school is of
science,” Dr. Kennedy continued. “The scientists here, have
attempted to play God. We must put a stop to that. We must let God
have His way; He knows best.”

The congregation applauded almost
roaring at this point.

“This is a new day at Tuskegee.” Dr.
Kennedy bellowed, banging on the podium.

 


“Well that was interesting,” Kevin said
to Kobe, as they walked out the front of the university
chapel.

“Yes it was,” Kobe replied, rolling his
eyes. “But what does it actually mean?”

“I really don’t know,” Kevin responded.
“But he has already closed the psychology department.”

“Why the psychology department?” Kobe
asked confused.

“Well apparently,” Kevin said.
“Psychology is a useless discipline. The Confederate States
believes all mental health issues can be solved with prayer, the
same way homosexuality can be fixed.”

They walked past the cemetery that
Booker T Washington and George Washington Carver were buried in.
The wind rustled the brown leaves of the fall, and with each step
they took, acorns crunched beneath their feet.

“I don’t like the way things are
going,” Kobe said. “They have already defunded biology, and
chemistry. The only thing stopping them from going after
agriculture is its practicality. I guess after my presentation
tonight that may change.”

“That’s right,” Kevin said excited.
“Your presentation and initiation are tonight, so you’re still
going to try to shake things up.”

“Yes, I think I am.” Kobe said, looking
towards the cemetery. “You qualify for the honor society; I can’t
believe they won’t let you in. “

“I know that’s right,” Kevin said,
shaking his head. “My GPA is higher than yours, I`m doing ground
breaking research, but hey, I`m Muslim. You would think a merit
based organization would be only concerned with merit.”

“You would think so,” Kobe said
agreeing. “But I think it’s just a Confederate States thing, all
the chapters in the other nation states don`t care. I know a Jewish
guy at Prairie View A&M over in Texas, that got
initiated.”

“Well I just picked a rotten place to
be born.” Kevin muttered.

“It sure is,” Kobe agreed. “A rotten
place to not be a Christian and to be a scientist.”

“Luckily you are only one of those
things,” Kevin said, with a grin.

“You wouldn’t think so,” Kobe said.
“It’s like you question anything around here, they treat you like
you’re the devil himself. I thought it would be different here. I
was expecting this kind of ignorance growing up in Little Rock, but
I was expecting much better at a university. We should
transfer.”

“Where?” Kevin asked, with a
laugh.

“Well,” Kobe said, scratching his head.
“We can go to Cornell, up there in Corprotopia. They love
scientists there.”

“Corprotopia, are you crazy?” Kevin
said. “Yes, they are more science friendly, but do you see how
their government treats people. Look, I can’t even vote here, but I
know I am better off here than up there. Just relax man; we are
both doing great here. I`m making insecticides, to kill bugs, that
keep developing resistance to insecticides. You’re on the team
that’s about to develop a new Sweet Potato cultivar. If we stay on
the path that we are on, we are going to be rich, do you know why?
Because we are surrounded by idiots, and when idiots screw things
up they pay guys like us to fix their problems.”

“You may be right,” Kobe said, nodding
his head. “But we are on a destructive path, someone’s got to speak
up.”

They walked past the statue of Booker T
Washington, removing a veil from over the eyes of a freed
slave.

“I don’t like the sound of that.” Kevin
said. “You’re about to get initiated into one of the most
prestigious scientific organizations in the Confederate States, all
you have to do is lay low, and your life is set. Don’t risk that by
trying to teach ignorant people stuff they don’t want to
know.”

“I would feel ashamed of myself if I
didn’t.” Kobe said. “We are scientists, and this is what we
do.”

“That’s true,” Kevin said. “Just
promise me you won’t take this too far and ruin your opportunities.
How do you plan on telling the truth?”

“The presentation tonight.” Kobe said
matter of factly.

“Of all the times,” Kevin said. “You
want to do it, at the moment you could ruin the biggest opportunity
of your life.”

“Name a better time,” Kobe
said.

“How about never.” Kevin
said.

“Trust me man.” Kobe said.

“Do you bro,” Kevin said, as they
approached the road. “Where is it going to be at
anyway?”

“The Oaks” Kobe said, pointing into the
direction he was going.

“Wish I could come with you man,” Kevin
said. “But you know I’ve already got enough stacked against me not
being Christian. To be a part of this would make things tougher on
me.”

“I totally understand.” Kobe
said.

“Good luck bro.” Kevin said, holding
his fist up.

“Thanks man.” Kobe said, bumping it
with his.

The two parted ways; now that Kobe was
alone, he was nervous knowing that his presentation was drawing
closer. The anxiety boiled the blood in his veins; he was prepared,
but was nervous about how the audience would react. Would they boo
him? Question what he was presenting? Would they deny him entry
into the organization?

Through the darkness, the house known
as the Oaks appeared. The ancient bricks and dark wood house
blended in with the shadows, if not for the light that shone
through its windows. The building that represented the legacy of
the institution, and it was an honor to be invited to it for any
reason. He walked up the staircase, and knocked on the door. The
door swung open.

“We have been waiting, Mr. Griffin.”
The woman who answered said.

She was taller, rather curvy, had long
curly hair, and wore a low cut blouse. She turned and walked into
the house. Kobe followed her as they walked into the parlor.
Waiting inside was a group of what looked like a mix of professors
and students. The woman took a seat at a table of
professors.

“Mr. Griffin you can upload your
presentation there.” She said pointing to laptop, which was
connected to a projector.

Kobe walked over and scanned his finger
on the biometric scanner. All of his files appeared on the laptop
and he clicked on his presentation. He signaled to Dr. Lewis that
he was ready.

“Good evening, everyone,” she stood and
said.

The room got quiet and everyone looked
towards her.

“As most of you know, I am Dr. Keisha
Lewis,” she continued. “Advisor of the Beta Kappa Chi Scientific
Honor society. Beta Kappa Chi was founded in 1923 at Lincoln
University as the first scientific honor society for African
Americans. Chapters were established at multiple historically black
colleges and universities with the mission to promote high
scholarship in pure and applied sciences. Today we have a nominee
for membership, Mr. Kobe Griffin. Mr. Griffin has met the standards
for joining our organization through high academic achievement, and
applied research in agronomy. Tonight he will present to us on the
topic: The Legacy of Dr. George Washington Carver: how we have
failed him. Afterwards, based on his presentation, we will vote to
initiate him. Mr. Griffin, begin when you are ready.”

“Thank you Dr. Lewis.” Kobe said. “It
is an honor to speak before this distinguished group today. I come
here not only to gain admission to this organization but to also
appeal to this organization’s membership to be a source of reason
in our society. We can think back to one of the heroes of this
institution, Dr. George Washington Carver. The research he did on
sweet potatoes in his day built the foundation for the work that I
am doing currently, but today I would like to talk about the
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