
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


Mission Alternate

By Dana Bell

 


 


 


Published by Nomadic Delirium Press at
Smashwords

 


 


 


This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person.
If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


 


 


Copyright 2019 by Nomadic Delirium
Press

All stories are copyrighted in the
names of their respective authors

 


 


 


All rights reserved. No part of this
book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic, mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by
any informational storage and retrieval system, without the written
consent of the publisher, except by a reviewer who wishes to quote
brief passes in connection with a review written for inclusion in a
magazine, newspaper, broadcast, etc.

 


 


 


Nomadic Delirium Press

Aurora, Colorado

 


 


 


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.

 


 


 


Mission Alternate

By Dana Bell

 


Swan boats circled the pond, powered by
faceless gray robots. Happy laughter floated over the water and I
sat down to watch, like I did every day during lunch. So many came
here just to ride them, a left over piece of history, like just the
Tea Party ship, the Old North Church and the all the little
cemeteries filled with past important people tucked neatly between
the buildings.

I nibbled on my bagel, filled with
cream cheese and fruit, sipping hot tea, the one item the British
taxed and caused a huge rebellion. No doubt instigated by the
Adams, but being so long ago, the complete list of participants had
been lost.

We have no doubt some of our ancestors
were involved, but they never admitted it. If they had, we’d have
some standing. As it is, we are simply known as the distant cousins
of the new royal family, the Adams. They hold all the high
positions and run the space program.

The space program. Part of me is still
fuming about that. Stuck here on Earth when I should have been part
of the Mars Colonization Project they are putting together in
Maine. Seems they found the notes of some late Twentieth Century
scientist and used those to put the mission together.

Tears trickled down my cheeks and I
wiped them away, hoping no one had noticed. Not that anyone would
actually ask. It would be impolite.

Finishing my lunch, I put my trash in
the receptacle and returned to the office. A major trade deal was
in the works with Canada and I had to make certain it went through
without any issues. So far, all had gone well.

“Cherrie,” my boss, Mr.
Newton, stuck his head out of the corner office. “Would you come
here for a moment?”

Never good when the boss wants to talk
to you. I took a deep breath, trying to figure out what I could
have done that warranted his attention. I smoothed my dark blue
skirt as the door slid shut behind me and I waited, feeling like a
minute man waiting for the red coats to arrive.

“Here.” He handed me a hand
written message. They’re very rare and are used only for special
occasions. Most just send speed messages via the comps.

Dear Cherrie
Metcalf,

We are sorry you were
disqualified for the Mars Mission and are offering you an alternate
position. Your cousin Samuel John Adams insisted it be given to
you. Please join us at your convenience at the training center near
Rockport, Maine.

Sincerely,

Captain Rodrick
Masters

I blinked trying to understand what had
just happened. There had to be a mistake. I’d been turned
down.

“You should leave
immediately.” Mr. Newton pointed toward the door. “I have a
well-qualified intern who can monitor the Canadian
deal.”

Not trusting my voice, I nodded and
left, staring at the words changing my life. While not actually
getting to go, I had a place to be an alternate if something
happened. Question was how many people stood in line before
me?

*

Arriving in Rockport three days later,
a member of the Mars Mission staff met me at the station. He had a
cheerful grin on his face and his brown hair stuck up in a single
spike across this skull. “Saw the style on an old TV show,” he
explained at my unasked question. “Thought it suited me. I’m Lt.
Taz Pearson.”

“It’s interesting.” I
wondered what old TV show he referred to. We’d found caches of them
some time back hidden away in underground caves or mines. From what
I’d heard, some had been retrieved from the Wastelands.

“Ain’t it?” He pranced ahead
and placed my luggage in an odd transport. “Golf cart,” he
explained taking the driver’s seat. “Best way to get
around.”

Gingerly I sat, hoping it wouldn’t mess
up my hair style. My long black hair hung down to my shoulders and
only slightly moved when he powered the cart up. “Launch control is
an old light house. It’s sits near the ocean, which is where the
flight path will start.”

“So if anything goes wrong,
it’ll blow up over the water.”

He shrugged, looking at ease in his
blue uniform with red piping. “I suppose. Not my job to
know.”

“Just the Adams and their
corporation.”

“Well, they are the most
important family.” They’d held power for the past hundred
years.

If you say
so. I found them to be annoying myself and
couldn’t figure out why a distant cousin would want me as an
alternate for one of the most important missions ever
launched.

“You related?”

“Distantly. The Metcalfs and
the Adams go back to before the founding of the old United
States.”

“Like the blue blood family
who lives further north in a little village no one ever talks
about.”

“Something like that.” I
knew who the Lt. meant. I’d heard enough ghoulish stories about
them growing up. “I’m sure all they want is to be left
alone.”

“Probably.” The officer
stopped the golf cart in front of a huge structure reaching far up
into the blue cloudless sky. It had white on the bottom, red in the
middle and blue at the very top. “I hear lighthouses used to guide
ships home.”

“So say the history books.”
I got out and reached for my bags.

“I’ll take those to your
quarters for you.” He pointed with his chin. “You’ll be staying in
the main house, second floor. Mrs. Hopkins the housekeeper will
direct you to your room.”

“Where are those on the
mission staying?”

“Main hanger near the ship.
You can almost see it from here.”

Shielding my brown eyes, my view
traveled down the slope to the level plain and beyond it the cold
waters of the Atlantic. A cylinder sat on a platform, its silver
nose pointed to the sky. Around the bottom, shapes moved and I
assumed the flight crew worked diligently to make certain the
historic flight happened without incident.

“They’re waiting for you.”
Lt. Pearson gave me a half salute and headed toward the main house.
I’d bet it belonged to the Adams.

With a sigh, I opened the lighthouse
door. I was greeted by a female soldier, who handed me my badge and
pointed to the lift. I took my place and it rose through the air.
Part of me felt disappointed. I would have liked to have climbed
circular stairs. It stopped on a level below the top.

“There you are, Cherrie.”
Samuel Adams stepped away from the viewer and shook my hand. “Thank
you for coming.”

“The note I received,” I
began.

“I know you didn’t expect
it.” He led the way to the viewer. “Both our families have been
part of so much history, it seemed only fitting you should be
here.”

“Not that I’ll get to go.” I
couldn’t keep the bitterness out of my tone.

“Probably not, but we wanted
you here.”

“So what do I get to do,
stand around and pretend I’m a part of this project?”

“Not exactly.” He motioned
for me to follow him. Once inside a small office, he pulled out a
book and handed it to me. “I want you to take a look at this. From
your records you have a high success rate in making
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