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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.

 


 


 


​ What Lies in the
Wastelands

By Ian Brazee-Cannon

 


The black scar stretched across the
Wastelands. Once it was known as Interstate 70. It had served as a
quick path of travel, linking east to west. Over the decades since
the devastation left by the Secession Wars, nature has boldly
fought to reclaim the endless miles of asphalt. In most areas, some
form of vegetation had broken through, leaving the path rough and
disfigured, barely recognizable as being man-made. The vehicles
that had once rushed along the highway mindlessly, would find the
present state destructive.

The RMSA Journeyman wheeled its way over the
chunks of displaced concrete. The land explorer's giant rubber
wheels found little challenge in overcoming the debris. Its sleek
silver frame reflected its surroundings, somewhat camouflaging the
vehicle as it made its trek.

Captain Renee Sinclair sat at her
station staring at the viewscreen. The area beyond the road was
flat and empty. The vegetation that grew there was all brown and
stunted. No trees or large bushes to be found. Scattered ruins of
old buildings, destroyed and abandoned during the war not quite a
century before, were all that broke the barren
landscape.

“What a bleak environment,” the Captain
remarked. “Any sign of a good place for our basecamp?”

“I'm getting promising readings for an
area about three kilometers down the road,” Dr. Jamie Seibert
replied.

Vehicle operator/Engineer Kushal
Ellington added, “We wouldn't be able to go much farther, as the
engines will need a break soon. These rough roads are heating the
system up fiercely. Besides, I'm about ready to get out and stretch
as it is.”

“Heat, radiation and air quality are
all within acceptable levels in this area, so we'll be able to move
around in our standard work suits,” Jamie stated.

Within an hour, the
Journeyman was parked in
a good-sized clearing as the three member scientific team went
about setting up their equipment.

“Rovers one through four are out
getting samples, with number five here on guard duty,” Kushal
reported. “So far everything seems to be on track.”

“Help Jamie finish calibrating the
turbines and I'll get the mapping drones lined up,” the Captain
replied.

“It doesn't smell right out here,”
Kushal remarked.

“What did you expect?” Jamie replied.
“You are too used to the smell of the cities.”

“I did the survival training and I've
gotten out to the mountains many times. I know what nature smells
like.”

“No, he has a point,” the Captain
interrupted. “It smells...”

“Dead,” Kushal finished.

An uncomfortable silence lingered until
the three of them quietly got back to their work.

*

As the sun was setting, the team found
themselves sitting around a fire pit having their evening
meal.

“Good to see the survival training in
use,” the Captain remarked. “Starting a fire in controlled
situations is not the same as doing it out here. I'm
impressed.”

Jamie smiled and replied, “There is
nothing special about it. It is simple science after all. Hardest
part was finding usable wood. We are burning the skeletal remains
of what I believe used to be a store of convenience.”

“I'm just enjoying the practical use of
our training.”

“Tomorrow we should start with...”
Kushal began to speak when a buzz of alarm roared through the
area.

“That's Rover 5's perimeter alert,” the
Captain said jumping to her feet, pacification rod in hand. Adam
and Jamie joined her. The three of them stood back to back looking
into the darkness.

“I'm not seeing anything,” Kushal
whispered.

“Rover 5 report status,” the Captain
said into her wrist controls.

“Looks like we got three not too bright
trespassers, drawing 'tention to themselves with a shiny ride
reflect'in their campfire like a beacon to all o us,” came a voice.
“There's ten guns aimed at ya little group and we took out ya
machine. Best to put down them sissy sticks if ya want ta stay
livin.”

“And how do we know you're not just one
man trying to con us?”

“Love me them smart ladies. Okay boys,
show em we're here.”

A series of ten shoots came in quick
session from all around them.

The Captain touched her
wrist controls and said “Journeyman
lock down level red.”

There was a sizzle of electricity
followed by two distinct screams of pains.

“What the hell'd you do?”

“Sounds like a couple of your people
were near our vehicle. I recommend that they leave it alone unless
they desire to get hurt worse.”

“You're ask'in for some pain lady. Put
down your toys and raise your hands or I swear ya gonna get
shot.”

The Captain slowly placed her
pacification rod on the ground with Kushal and Jamie following her
lead.

“I do not like this Captain,” Jamie
remarked.

“Neither do I, but we don't have much
of a choice.”

A dozen men stepped out of the darkness
from all directions, ten of them holding projectile firing
rifles.

“Now I'm guessin this lady here's in
charge o ya all,” a tall man said as he approached the Captain. He
was dressed in loose fitting, clearly handmade clothes. A holster
with a pistol in it was strapped to his chest. “Noah, you know what
to do.”

A boy no older than 15, dressed in the
same style of loose fitting clothes, dropped a duffle bag on the
ground, then reached around and put the pacification rods in it. He
then started to frisk the scientists, removing any pieces of
equipment he found and throwing them in the bag.

“Now turn off ya ride's defenses so we
can get to work on see'in what we got there.”

“No.”

“Scuse me?”

“I said 'no'. You do understand the
meaning of the word?”

“Don't be a bitch now. Turn it off or
there'll be pain.”

“Not going to happen,” the
Captain explained. “The RMSA has guidelines in place to make sure
dangerous primitives do not get ahold of our technology. I cannot
deactivate the security protocols on my own. It will take
contacting command and proving I am not under duress, and trust me
when I say they will know. At this point keeping the
Journeyman out of your
hands is worth more than our lives.”

“Damn it all ya bitch. Why'd ya have to
make it difficult.” The man moved over to the Captain and put one
of his hands around her neck. “Maybe I just need to show ya I
mean... What the hell is this?”

The man released his hand and looked at
the Captain in puzzlement.

“She got an Adam's apple.”

The Captain released a slight laugh at
the looks of disgust and puzzlement from the gathered
men.

“She's a he?” Noah exclaimed. “But the
hair and face? And those are clearly titties.”

“Maybe you'd like to check in my
pants?”

Noah backed away, his face turning
red.

The man in charge raised his hand in
frustration.

“Let's just get them to
Mucklow.”

*

The three scientists were led at
gunpoint farther away from the road. They passed through a
collection of collapsed buildings, none of which were
habitable.

“Where are they taking us?” Kushal
asked quietly. “We found no signs of a working civilization in this
area.”

“I would guess bunkers” Jamie
answered.

“You think we're dealing with a prepper
group?” The Captain asked.

“Most likely. Keep an eye for buried
entry ways once we are through the remains of this
town.”

“What are preppers?”

“People who believed that various
catastrophes were going to happen and would often go to extreme
levels of preparation,” the Captain explained. “Underground bunkers
stocked with decades of supplies was not uncommon for them. Many
were militant, extreme anti-government types who believed in some
fairly outrageous conspiracies.”

“From what I have seen, chances are
good those are the kind we are dealing with,” Jamie
added.

It was not long before they were
approaching an open hatchway in a field behind a pile of wood and
bricks that was once a house. Two guards stood behind the open
hatch and four of their armed escorts and the tall man in charge
entered ahead of them.

Inside the bunker, the three scientists
found themselves led into a large room where the tall man was
talking with a chubby shorter man who was dressed in a tighter
fitting shirt with a series of decorative designs stitched into it.
Behind them in what appeared to be a kitchen unit, three women, one
middle age and two teenagers, were active with food preparations.
All three wore plan white dresses.

After a brief exchange, the chubby man
turned towards the scientists. He gave them a simple once
over.

“So, these are the agents of the
Illuminati come to bring us into the New World Order,” the chubby
man said.

“My guess is you are the one
they call Mucklow,” the Captain replied. “I am Dr. Renee Sinclair,
Captain of the Rocky Mountain States of America research
vehicle Journeyman. Your people's hostile actions...”

“What kind of society would put a dude
suffering from mental illness in the position of Captain?” Mucklow
asked. “I mean if you're so confused to not know what sex ya are,
who would listened to a thing ya say?”

“I'm not going to debate gender
identity with a...”

“Shut up sissy. Then we got the
Muslim.”

Kushal looked puzzled and then replied,
“I'm guessing you're referring to me. To clarify I am of Indian
decent, with grandparents who were Hindu and Buddhists. I myself am
agnostic. Not sure what any of that...”

“We got a confession of Satanism at
least. Good to know where ya stand,” Mucklow looked to Jamie. “We
sure this one's a woman?”

“My birth gender is immaterial to the
situation. I have six doctorates and have...”

“Oh great, a know it all,” Mucklow
moaned. “Damn it Chuck, not a one of them worth keeping. All
they'll do is spread dangerous ideas if we kept them around, like
those jackasses from the Great Lakes tried. Best to make a public
execution of em in the morning. Can't afford any confusion among
our people.”

The Captain replied, “You have no right
to commit such...”

“Shut up sissy boy. You're in my
territory here and I have the right to do whatever I
decide.

“Now take these three to the cells and
send word that we're gonna have a mandatory public gathering in the
clearing an hour after sunrise.”

*

The cells were cement rooms built into
the ground with reused prison doors as ceiling. Inside the cells
were two simple wood beds and a drainage vent. They were clearly
designed with no concern regarding comfort, nor to be used for long
term incarceration.

Sitting on Kushal 's shoulders, Jamie
was right up against the bars and able to see the area around the
cells.

Dropping to the floor Jamie said, “Two
guards on watch, with a twenty-meter perimeter, following no manner
of organized patrol. Cell door is secured with a basic mechanical
lock system.”

“And it looks like we have about two
hours before sunrise,” Kushal commented.

“So, the main issue would be retrieving
my wrist control unit from those morons,” the Captain commented.
“So, let's do some brainstorming on this.”

“Hello,” came a faint whisper. “Are ya
down there?”

“Where else would we be?” Kushal
replied.

One of the teenage girls from Mucklow's
place peeked into the cage. Her attention was clearly divided
between looking into the cell and keeping an eye out for the
guards.

“Ya all from a city, right?”

“Yes.”

“If'in I can help ya get way, can ya
take me with ya?”

“Can we trust you?”

“The real lady wit ya said she got a
lot o education. That some'in I canna get 'ere, but I
want.”

The three scientists crowded together
and started talking in whispers.

“What do you think?” The Captain
asked.

“I can't see any gain for her in lying
to us,” Kushal replied.

“She would be our best chance at
retrieving the equipment,” Jamie added.

“We have a very short time frame,”
Kushal reminded. “I say we take a chance with her.”

“I agree,” Jamie stated.

The Captain turned to look up at the
girl. There was no sign of her.

“Damn it,” the Captain mumbled. “Anyone
up there?”
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