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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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"Suck it up, buttercup."

Rick Moreno looked sideways at his
partner, his face deliberately devoid of expression. He let the
words wash through him, knowing from bitter experience it was best
not to let Mitch's comments get under his skin. If he got angry
about things Mitch said, he'd be annoyed a hundred times a day. And
Rick was tired of being angry.

As always, there had been the
shallowest of reasons for Mitch’s reflexive outburst. Rick had only
asked if they really had to patrol the same uneventful stretch as
yesterday, all over again.

"It is a dull patrol. You gotta admit
that." He motioned through the windshield at the never-ending
vertical expanse of white-painted concrete: the Texas Wall. "Don't
you get bored of looking at it?"

Mitch Olaski grinned, sunlight glinting
off his tinted glasses as he drove the patrol vehicle. No
self-driving trucks for the Texas Border Patrol, no sir. None of
that foreign filth allowed in the great independent nation of the
Republic of Texas. Just old-fashioned gas guzzlers driven by
regular good ol' boys.

"I think it's the most beautiful thing
I ever saw. Tall and wide and covered in motion sensors. It's the
greatest thing the Lone Star Republic ever built. Fills my heart
with joy on a daily basis."

The track running parallel to the Wall
in Cameron County was dusty and filled with potholes. Rick gritted
his teeth as the truck lurched through a particularly bad patch.
Yeah, it was the track's condition making him grit his teeth. That
was it.

"Kinda sick of it, myself," Rick
muttered.

"Y'all need to be more patriotic,
Ricardo, as an agent of the Border Patrol."

"Rick," he replied reflexively. He
winced, knowing how Mitch would respond.

"Ain't your name, Ricardo. You ain't a
Texian and you shouldn't try to pretend."

Quietly, he answered, "I'm not
pretending to be anything. You can see I'm not Texian by heritage.
But everyone calls me Rick. It's my nickname."

"Shouldn't be such a delicate
snowflake, Ricardo. Don't suit a man in this line of
work."

Rick bit his tongue. It was pointless
to argue with Mitch. He had an answer for everything, and all his
answers made Rick's skin crawl.

#

Rick stared at the view
leading away from the Wall instead: dry, cracked earth dotted with
brittle-looking brush and the occasional desiccated tree.
Chaparral, his mother
called the brushlands, but the term was nothing but a
strange-sounding word in a foreign language to Rick. He had never
learned more than a handful of Spanish words and
phrases.

These days there was barely enough
water to sustain the live oaks, and the remorseless heat was
causing a new fungus to spread like wildfire, killing off the
mesquite. Sometimes, Rick liked to bait Mitch, asking him what was
causing the climate change in southern Texas. Mitch had a variety
of answers, none of which made a lick of sense. His latest had been
"China."

Rick thought it must be exhausting
finding so many different types of "other" to blame.

The drought was perpetual and there was
no more federal relief to lighten the load. There was no more
federal anything.

Mitch gestured over his shoulder with a
thumb, grimacing at something in his rear-view mirror. "Hate those
damned things."

Rick twisted his head back to take in
the eastern side of the panorama. Brownsville, shabby and
sweltering in the furnace of the Texian summer, lay behind them.
Above and beyond the city of a quarter million souls hovered a thin
line of black specks.

Nile drones. Unmanned,
self-guiding aircraft with fuselages the size of lawnmowers,
carrying packages of toys and groceries from the warehouses of
the 'We'll sell you anything!'
Nile Company to houses and businesses in the
northern nations. They flew over the international waters of the
Gulf of Mexico, going around the Texan coastline.

Mitch liked to take potshots at the
drones during his rest breaks.

"Texas chose not to let them fly over
its territory," pointed out Rick. "It's only reasonable they take
another route."

"Don't trust 'em," spat Mitch. "Never
will."

Rick didn't bother to reply. As far as
he'd ever been able to tell, Mitch didn't trust anything or
anyone.

#

"Let's take a break," suggested Rick.
"There are no alert signals from the Wall."

Mitch pulled the truck over without
much of an argument. He knew as well as Rick did that there hadn't
been an illegal crossing in four months, and that attempt had been
made much further west up the Rio Grande valley where the Wall was
shorter and less intensively monitored.

The patrol didn't have many breaches to
investigate these days. It was as if the drybacks didn't want to
enter Texas anymore.

"She's a beauty."

Rick regarded Mitch levelly as he swung
his legs out of the cabin and clambered down. Mitch was already out
of the vehicle, smiling a satisfied smile as he basked in the
nearby sight of the eighty-foot-tall wall. Razor-wire on the top
glistened in the heat shimmer.

"So much better than the one Trump
tried to build," continued the sunburned patrol agent proudly. "A
real marvel. And no one can deny it works."

Rick blinked slowly. He briefly
considered asking why the wall had been constructed along Texas's
southern border rather than its northern one; the north had been
the source of much of the larger influx of economic and
environmental migrants ever since the catastrophic re-emergence of
the super-dustbowl and the long, slow collapse of human
civilization in the heart of the North American continent. But he
already knew the answer: the immigrants from the north had the
right skin color.

Instead, he commented idly, "That
amount of concrete, don't you think it could've been used to build
something more useful, like homes or hospitals?"

Mitch took out a packet of chewing
tobacco and busied himself getting a wad ready. "Don't be
ungrateful, Ricardo. Border security gives you a job."

"Yes, it does, and I
am grateful for the
salary." He resisted the urge to point out how useful his college
education had turned out to be. Five years in the patrol and Rick
was still a junior-level agent. The salary he was on, he had only
paid off a hundredth of his student debt. He wondered if he'd have
to pass on his college loans to his as-yet-unborn children for them
to finish paying.

"You're better off than
some."

Rick felt his jaw muscles tighten. But
that was all the reaction Mitch earned. Rick's mask held. "Yes,
there are many not as fortunate as me." Again, he left much unsaid.
Like how his family were Tejano and had only lived in Cameron
County for six hundred years. They had seen the anglos arrive. They
had seen the first, brief Republic of Texas. They had lived through
the centuries of the United States. They had still been there for
the founding of the second republic.

Rick wondered when the Olaski clan had
arrived in Texas. A few decades back? Yeah, why would Tejanos be
entitled to a share of the anglos' stolen wealth?

He imagined saying these things out
loud. He imagined Mitch purple in the face, swinging a
punch.

Rick settled for asking, "Ever hear how
St. Petersburg was built in the eighteenth century? The Russians
used slave labor. So many slaves died in the city's construction,
they started calling it the City Built on Bones."

"There's that fancy education of yours
showing again. Y'all got a point to make or do you like the sound
of your own voice?" Rick couldn’t tell whether Mitch was genuinely
annoyed or simply going through the motions.

"I'm just thinking about how the wind
blows hard around the foundation blocks on the Wall and the sun
bakes down on it and sometimes the concrete chips away. I looked at
a base block once, up close. Swear to God I saw a bone in there. A
long bone, like a femur. It's the kind of thing that gives a man
pause."

"Animal bone. Probably a
coati."

Rick blinked in the glare of the fierce
sun. "A coati?"

"Yeah, they're big critters. And the
contractors weren't too picky on what got thrown into the
mix."

"Haven't seen a coati round these parts
in a long time."

Silence thickened between
them.

"How's your mother?" asked Mitch
unexpectedly.

"She's fine." Rick's reply came out
harsher than he'd intended. He strode to the back of the truck and
wrenched one of his sodas out of the cooler.

Mitch's surprised voice carried around
the bulletproof bulk of the vehicle. "The hell's up with
you?"

#

"You turn up for work looking like
that?"

Rick stared back at Mitch, silently
daring the man to say more. The briefing room fell quiet, other
patrolmen carefully not looking their way. Morning light through
the Brownsville Station windows lit everything in a pale golden
glow.

The bandages felt tight about his left
forearm. Painkillers had numbed the ache of the knife wounds but
Rick could still feel the tightness where his skin was glued
together. With the short sleeves of a Patrol uniform, the bandages
were clearly visible.

There were similar patches of tightness
on his face. His lip was a swollen mess and he was having a hard
time seeing out of his right eye.

Mitch mumbled something about Rick
being a disgrace to the uniform and how he should stay home if he
couldn't keep out of trouble. But Rick was already walking past the
shaven-headed man, taking his seat for the morning
meeting.

He didn't speak to Mitch until they
were on the road, forty minutes later.

#

"So, you were in a fight,
then?"

"I was jumped."

Mitch was at the wheel again. He always
insisted on driving. "And you didn't do nothing wrong." It was more
a statement than a question.

"I was taking medicine to
my madre, walking
along Kopernik Boulevard. Four white guys started shouting at
me."

"Oh, they were 'white guys,' huh? Not
'guys?' And you think I'm the racist." Not getting a response,
Mitch added, "You can walk away, you know. When people shout at
you."

"I tried. They wouldn't let
me."

"Shoulda told them you worked for the
Republic."

"I did. That seemed to make them even
more mad."

Rick didn't say anything else until the
truck reached the Wall and the dirt track that ran parallel to
it.

"Twenty years ago, you know what they
called Brownsville? They called it Browntown. On account of how
almost everyone was Mexican-American. Spanish was the most common
language. Now, it's the same as every other Texian city. Malls and
chicken fried steak as far as the eye can see, and Spanish is
banned."

Mitch frowned. "No need to speak
Spanish when everyone's Texian."

"Do you ever wonder where they went,
Mitch? The thousands of people who didn't look like
you."

The blunt-nosed man wouldn't look Rick
in the eye. "People move on. Wall needed a lot of construction
workers. Stands to reason people would migrate where they were
needed for each section, as it was put together. They went farther
and farther west, way I heard it."

"They never came back."

Mitch scratched at his peeling nose,
his other hand loosely gripping the wheel as the truck juddered on
the track. "Yeah, well, construction's a dangerous job."

#

The motion sensors were picking up
something strange, so they drove to the tower controlling the units
with the strongest readings. All Rick could make out on his
handheld pad was that there was some kind of ground disturbance in
the vicinity of the Wall.

Mitch made it clear he thought someone
was starting a tunnel.

Rick jumped down from the cabin of the
patrol truck and picked his way between waist-high prickly pears
and scrawny blackbrush bushes. His boots scrunched on loose gravel
as he made his way over to the tower's entrance. Catclaw vines hung
over the doorway, hooks
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