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Prologue

 


“Hello, President Zhurukov,
thank you for meeting me,” President Chen said. Although China’s
first female president spoke fluent Russian, both parties agreed to
speak English, the language of their common enemy—the United States
of America.

The pair faced one another seated in
wingback chairs in front of a roaring fire in Zhurukov’s
study.

“Hello, President Chen. The
Iron Curtain collapsed decades ago, and yet we meet behind closed
doors. I must say, you’ve piqued my curiosity.” Zhurukov arched his
right eyebrow.

The most powerful man in Russia
presented China’s president with a bottle of his best vodka. He
immediately poured two glasses, then gestured for her to join him
for a drink.

“We need your help.” Chen
sipped the vodka, and it warmed her belly.

“The most populated country
on the planet needs the help of Mother Russia?” Zhurukov placed his
fingers on his chin, rubbing it in deep thought. Following the
Russian custom, he drank most of his vodka in one gulp.

“We need your help to take
over the United States of America.” Chen’s black slanted eyes
stared at Zhurukov to convey her seriousness. She needed to work
twice as hard as her male constituents to prove her worth, even
after her victorious election.

“How do you plan to
accomplish such a monumental task?” Zhurukov asked.

“The United States is
bankrupt beyond recovery. They ran their deficit up to infinity.
They print more money than they can back up in gold and issued
Treasury bills to raise money. China started buying all of the
zero-coupon T-bills years ago,” Chen explained.

“Zero coupon means they owe
you the interest at the end?” Zhurukov asked, confirming what he
already knew.

“Yes, many T-bills are due,
and they can’t pay. And what do you do when you can’t day your
debts?” Chen asked.

“The creditor takes
possession of the debtor’s assets.” Zhurukov shifted his eyes as
his mind comprehended the revelation.

“The United States owns
land, structures, and all of the gold in Fort Knox and the Federal
Reserve. But most of the real estate is owned by the Americans,”
Chen said.

“You are correct, but most
Americans mortgage their homes. The bank owns the property until
the mortgage is paid in full. If the payments cannot be made, the
bank repossesses the land and structure,” Zhurukov said.

“And who owns the banks?
The Federal Reserve took over all banks since so many failed during
the mortgage crises,” Chen said.

“The United States hands
over the banks to China, and you control the interest rates.”
Zhurukov marveled at the genius plan.

“I won’t even need to raise
the interest rates because the Americans cannot afford to pay their
mortgages. They have no money because the US Dollar becomes
worthless. They have no jobs because our Chinese companies will
only hire Chinese and Russians,” Chen said.

“The Chinese take over the
homes, jobs, and lives of the American People.”

“And the Russians as well.
We need your help. More importantly, we need your military
support.” Chen finished the last of her vodka and nudged the glass
towards Zhurukov to indicate her interest in another
round.

“Mother Russia helps China
invade the United States of America, in exchange for what?”
Zhurukov poured another round.

“The entire Eastern coast
of the United States.” Chen sipped the vodka and appreciated the
liquid courage to broach the subject of her controversial
plans.

“I like it.” Zhurukov
nodded his approval.

“We have a massive foothold
in the States already. Every Chinese restaurant and nail salon
across the nation is actually a sleeper cell awaiting instructions
for a hostile takeover,” Chen confessed.

“Brilliant, Miss Chen.
Russia invades the east coast, and China invades the west coast.
Then the Americans get squeezed into the middle.”

“Exactly, but I do have two
conditions,” Chen said.

“I’m listening.”

“China and Russia share the
use of NASA’s launch facilities.”

“Of course. We share the
facilities in Florida, California, and Texas equally. It only seems
fair. What else?” Zhurukov asked.

“China wants all of our
foreign nationals to be granted safe passage to the west coast,”
Chen said.

“I don’t see a problem with
that,” Zhurukov said.

“Including all of our
women. Millions of our Chinese baby girls were adopted by American
parents. Many of them are now grown women of child-bearing age. We
need them for breeding with our overabundant Chinese
men.”

“Ah, I see, with all of the
space on the west coast, you no longer need to enforce China’s
mandate of one child per couple.”

“Yes, I hated the policy
and never married because of it. I couldn’t bear to ever face the
possibility of giving up my child simply because she was born a
female. I decided to devote my life to politics in hopes of finding
a way to rid China of the horrific mandate.” Chen’s eyes moistened
from the confession.

“How do you propose we keep
the Americans out of our repossessed lands?” Zhurukov
asked.

“We set up borders to keep
them between Las Vegas and Chicago. The Southerners may head south
to Mexico. But with the wall President Addison built, I’ll doubt if
the Mexicans will accept Americans. The Northerners will probably
flee towards Canada. Or they can find their way into the vast
nothingness of Free Middle America,” Chen said.

“How ironic to think that
the Americans will be treated as they treated Native Americans
centuries ago. It’s Karma.” Zhurukov nodded his approval of the
dramatic irony.

“And now we use your
Iron Curtains to border
our new Eastern and Western Territories. We build a hybrid of the
Great Wall of China and the Berlin Wall to trap Americans in the
middle,” Chen said.

“How do we invade the
United States? It’ll be a massive undertaking to pour the troops
over from both of our nations.”

“We’ll build a Superhighway
from Moscow to New York City. It will cross through Siberia and
into the Bering Straits by Alaska. Then we’ll invade through
Canada.” Chen explained.

“To Iron Curtains.”
Zhurukov raised his newly poured shot of vodka into the
air.

“To Iron Curtains.” Chen
clinked her vodka-filled glass with Zhurukov’s to toast their plans
to take over the United States of America.

“Do svi
danya,” Zhurukov
said.

“Sayonara,”
Chen said.

“Good-bye, United States of
America.”


Chapter One

 


“This breaking news just
in,” Fox News commentator, Shepard Smith, said. Gabriella, Gabby
for short, stood at the luggage carousel at the Chicago Midway
International Airport waiting for her suitcase. Turning towards one
of the airport’s numerous flat screen televisions, she studied the
colorful screen with piqued interest.

Shepard continued, “Construction of
the Superhighway is well underway. The new Superhighway will
connect Moscow to New York City. The longest bridge in history will
connect Siberia to Alaska across the Bering Straits.”

Oh, just what I need, a way
to drive thousands of miles to Russia. Zhurukov, here I
come. Gabby inherited her sarcastic nature
from her father, Archie—short for Archibald.

Speaking of her father, she needed to
call her parents to let them know she’d arrived safely in Chicago
for her campus tour of Northwestern University. It was a big deal
for her to fly to Chicago alone. But she was seventeen after all. A
Senior at Bishop Kenny High School in Jacksonville, Florida, she’d
just begun her last year at the top of her class.

Rummaging through her oversized,
cobalt-blue, Louis Vuitton handbag, she pulled out her iPhone. Her
long blonde hair fell from the bun tied loosely with a scrunchie.
Sighing, she blew her long bangs out of her face and was glad her
mother didn’t see her dressed casually in skinny jeans, Gator
t-shirt, and flip flops. Her campus tour didn’t start until later,
and she had time to change after she checked into the dorm room
generously provided by Northwestern.

Hitting her mother’s contact on her
phone, she waited for it to ring.

“Gabby? Is everything
okay?” her mother, Tiffany, asked.

“Hi, Mom, everything is
fine. Just getting my luggage at the airport.” Her small fuchsia
rolling suitcase turned the corner of the luggage carousel. She
grabbed it with her free hand, thrilled that she’d have all of her
crap for her weekend campus tour.

“Why did you check your
luggage for just two nights? How much crap did you bring?”
Tiffany’s nagging reached far.

When was she going to let
her baby girl grow up?

“Mooooommm.” Gabby rolled
her eyes with the perfection of a teenager with
attitude.

“How are you getting to
Northwestern? Do you have enough money? Did you bring your
windbreaker? You know they don’t call Chicago the ‘windy city’ for
nothing. Why are you even visiting that college when you’re a
die-hard Gator fan?” Her mother droned on.

Gabby pulled the phone away from her
ear to avoid another minute of nagging. Yes, she was a rabid Gator
fan and had her heart set on the University of Florida since she
was two. She even wore her Gator cheerleading outfit to her first
Gator football game. But she knew Northwestern would offer her a
full ride. And right now, the thought of being a two hour plane
ride away from her parents had some appeal, compared to the ninety
minute drive from Jacksonville to UF’s campus in Gainesville,
Florida.

“Gabby? Are you still
there? Did you pull the phone away from your ear again? I should
call you on face time so I can see you.”

“Yes, Mom. I just want to
explore my options. Northwestern has a great law school,
too.”

“But UF’s tax law program
is the best in the country. And…” her mother sniffled through the
phone, “…and it’s closer. We can come see you for every home Gator
football game in The Swamp.”

“I really have to go, Mom.
I’m taking an Uber to Northwestern. Yes, I have enough money, and
yes, I’m putting on my windbreaker now. Bye, Ma.”

“Call me after the tour. I
love you, baby girl.”

Breathing a sigh of relief, she tossed
her iPhone back into her handbag and wheeled her suitcase towards
the ‘ground transportation’ sign. A hot man holding a sign caught
her attention. One, because he was super cute with overgrown curly
jet-black hair, and two, because he held up a sign which read,
‘Gabriella Gardner.’

“Uh, hello, I’m Gabriella,
but everyone calls me Gabby,” she said, getting lost in his
ice-blue eyes. He reminded her of Kit Harrington who played Jon
Snow in Game of Thrones.

“Hi, Gabby. I’m sorry I’m
late. Traffic is a …pain. I’m here to escort Northwestern’s top
recruit to campus. My name is Colby,” he said with a thick Southern
drawl. He wore a big cowboy hat, skinny jeans, and cowboy
boots.

“I didn’t realize anyone
was meeting me. You almost missed me. I was about to order an
Uber.” Blushing, she had to look down before she got sucked into
his total hotness.

“You didn’t get my email? I
sent it two hours ago. But you were probably already on your flight
here. Do you want to check your phone to vouch for me?”

Her mother’s warnings about ‘going off
with strange men’ echoed in her mind. But she ignored them. A
stranger wouldn’t know her name and that she was touring
Northwestern.

Shaking her head, she said, “No,
that’s okay, I trust you. Besides, you’re obviously a Southerner,
too. Texas, right?”

Grabbing her suitcase, he wheeled it
for her. “Yes, ma’am. That obvious, huh? I thought you were from
Florida.”

Laughing, she said, “Yeah, but North
Florida is practically South Georgia. And you’ll have your work cut
out to woo me away from the University of Florida.”

“I’ll do my best. My Jeep
is this way.” He gestured towards the parking garage
sign.

 


* * * *

 


“I assume you’re a student
at Northwestern?” Gabby asked from the passenger seat of Colby’s
Gator-blue Jeep Wrangler destined for downtown Chicago.

“Yes, ma’am, first year law
student. Oil drilling is big in Texas. Lots of work for lawyers
with land, drilling, mineral rights, and such. My father said he
would rather pay me than some fancy lawyer. So he sent me to law
school. Keeps the money in the family. Mind if we take a short
detour? There’s something really cool to see.” An ice-blue eye
winked at her.

Warning bells rang in her head, but
those eyes were so trusting, too trusting. “Sure.”

He exited the interstate and drove
west. A gigantic wall appeared on the horizon. The concrete wall
stood at least fifty feet tall.

“What in tarnation is
that?” Cringing, she kicked herself for getting sucked into his
Southern slang.

Laughing he said,
“You are from the
South, no doubt about it. It went up practically overnight. It’s
the wall surrounding the new Superhighway. S’pose to keep the
ruckus down from all those cars and eighteen wheelers driving on
the new highway.”

“Didn’t they just start
construction? That’s what I heard on Fox news.”

“They brought in lots of
cheap Chinese labor. Pisses me off. Pardon the language, Miss
Gabby. Given all the unemployed Americans, why did the government
hire ferners instead?”

“Ferners? Don’t you mean, foreigners?”

“Yeah, ferners. That’s what I
said.”

“It looks more like the
Great Wall of China. Why are the walls so tall?”


Chapter Two

 


“How was the
ter?” Colby’s
southern ‘ter’ referred to her campus tour. Waiting for her just outside
of the auditorium, he’d since changed into a black, long-sleeve
dress shirt with a boa hanging from the collar and a different pair
of cowboy boots—black. He looked ready for a night out on the
town.

“The campus is beautiful.
I’m surprised there were so many other high school seniors here.”
Still wearing skinny jeans, against her mother’s advice, she’d
since added her new Northwestern hoodie. But she traded her flip
flops for black ballet slippers and fit in with all of the other
wanna-be college freshman.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t stay,
but I had classes and all. You don’t want to miss a second of law
school. It’s tough enough without falling behind.”

“What classes are you
taking?”

“Corporate law,
environmental law, and the toughest class there is—tax
law.”

Her ears perked at the mention of tax
law. “I’m planning on getting my LLM in tax. I want to work in
estates and trusts.”

“Maybe you can help me. But
not now, a bunch of us tour guides are taking our recruits out for
a night on the town. I’ll walk you to your room so you can…” Eying
her from head to toe, he finished, “…change clothes if you want
to.”

Walking to her temporary dorm, she
contemplated what to wear. Luckily, she’d packed five outfits to
choose from.

“I’ll wait downstairs. Take
your time. I know women folk take forever to get all gussied up. He
sat on one of the sofas in the dorm’s lobby and was instantly
sucked into the White Sox game on a flat screen television with
half a dozen other male students.

Hurrying upstairs, she decided on a
quick shower without washing her hair. Remembering the shower flip
flops her mother had suggested, she hosed off in record time.
Wrapped in a towel, she brushed out her long blonde hair and
applied a dozen different facial creams to preemptively ward off
wrinkles. Rolling her black tights up her legs, she wiggled them
over her hips and topped them with a black miniskirt. Then she
added fuchsia everything—party top, gigantic hoop earrings,
bracelets, and pumps. She loved the new style of wearing bright
colored heels with black tights.

Only forty minutes later, she emerged
downstairs and gathered with other baseball fans around the flat
screen. Thunderous applause emerged from the men on the sofa, and
they gave each other high-fives.

“I gather they
won.”

“Yes, they beat the
Yankees in Yankee
Stadium. Our other, and favorite, Chicago team, the Cubs, have a
home game tomorrow afternoon. They’re playing here at Wrigley
field. When do you go back? You should come to the
game.”

“That sounds like fun. I’d
love to go to a game. But I must warn you, I’m a Cardinal fan.” She
boasted her grandfather’s favorite baseball team.

“I’ll pretend I didn’t hear
that. But the Cubs are playing the Mariners, so you can be a Cubs
fan for one game, right?” Colby’s right eyebrow arched.

“Sure.” She found her
suitemates and quickly exchanged cell phone numbers and Instagram
info.

One of the other tour
guides stood on a chair and said, “Welcome future Northwestern
students. Today’s tour is officially over. Tonight’s activities are
not part of the campus tour and are completely optional.
Northwestern does not condone underage drinking. But I am going to
accidentally leave
several fake IDs on the coffee table.” He stepped down and turned
his back to the underage drinkers.

Gabby immediately spotted an ID with a
tall, blue-eyed blonde and snatched it. The others followed her
lead.

Her mother’s standard warnings rang
through her head.

 


Don’t do drugs.

Don’t drink and
drive.

Don’t get
pregnant.

Don’t get Aids.

 


How much trouble could she
get into using a fake ID?


Chapter Three

 


After piling into the L train, the
entourage arrived at the Berghoff.

Gabby felt the upbeat vibe of
Chicago’s favorite after-work establishment. This local institution
attracted an older, pin-stripe-wearing crowd. It boasted Chicago
liquor license No. 1, the first issued at the end of prohibition.
The Berghoff featured twenty-foot ceilings, a checked linoleum
floor, and sepia photographs of Old Chicago.

They didn’t hover around the hostess
station long. A young lady wearing all black, which matched her
long black hair, quickly escorted them to a table. Bar menus,
already on the table, offered tapas and appetizers to soak up the
alcohol.

“What are you drinking,
Miss?” The waitress wore the same black attire as the hostess, the
standard uniform for Berghoff employees.

“I’ll have a Skinny Girl,
Cosmopolitan.” Feeling sophisticated, Gabby sat back in her chair,
and waited to be carded. But the wait proved unnecessary when the
waitress took the rest of the drink orders around the
table.

“They didn’t even card us,”
Gabby whispered to her new Chinese-American friend,
Sadie.

“Because they don’t care if
anyone wants to pay $15 for a drink. Besides, look at the crowd. It
looks like everyone just got off work, from real jobs, and came here for Happy
Hour.” Sadie waved around the crowded room.

“What are you majoring in?”
Gabby asked.

“I plan to double major in
Finance and International Business. Then law school of course,
International Law. Since I’m fluent in Chinese and Mandarin, I’m
being recruited heavily by all the Ivy League schools. But between
you and me, I’ve my heart set on UCLA. How could I not want to live
in California? You?”

Gabby felt inferior for the first time
in her life. Her top of her class status wouldn’t matter once her
collegiate years began.

“Accounting—Tax
specialty—then Law School for my JD and LLM. I’m fluent in German.
I’ve my heart set on the University of Florida. It’s also near the
beach, but on the east coast.”

Drinks arrived, and everyone pounced
on their tasty beverages.

Colby stood, clinked his glass with a
spoon, and toasted Northwestern’s mascot, “To the
Wildcats.”

Everyone toasted and cheered, “Goooo,
Wildcats!”

Gabby sipped her pink
Cosmo. Its coolness refreshed her as she tasted her first alcoholic
drink, ever.
Euphoria filled her, and her head swam already. Just the one. One to be cool with
the other recruits, but more than that was bad news. She didn’t
want to make a fool of herself.

Alternating with gulps of ice water,
she savored her Cosmo while the others quickly ordered another
round, everyone except her and Sadie.

The red headed French girl, Simone,
stood and teetered on her Christian Dior high heels. “I need a
toilet. Come on girls.” Waving at Gabby and Sadie, Simone grabbed
her Louis Vuitton purse.

“Girls must go to the
bathroom in groups,” Gabby whispered to Sadie.

The underage trio left the table and
walked past the bar to the ladies’ room. Sadie stopped and watched
the stock market tickers scroll across the bottom of the flat
screen on MSNBC. The numbers mesmerized her.

Gabby read the main screen and
gasped.

 


Thirty-year fixed-mortgage
rates reach double digits for the first time since the
eighties.



So much for talking her parents into
buying her a condo for college. The dorms it would be, or whatever
her imminent scholarship provided for housing.

“Hyper Inflation,” Sadie
whispered. “My parents knew it was coming. Their chain of nail
salons was affected when the bank jacked up the rates on their
five-year adjustable loan. They showed them. They sold some of
their zero-coupon bonds with the treasury and paid off their
loans.”

“My parents locked into
their jumbo mortgage at 3.5% fixed.” Gabby took the opportunity to
speak intelligently and brag about her parents at the same
time.

“It’s going to get worse,
much worse for Americans anyway.” Sadie’s tone sounded
omniscient.

Worse for
Americans?


Chapter Four

 


Gabby woke up the next morning in the
quad dorm room. Her memories of the night before included lots of
dancing and cute guys. Especially the sweet, Colby from Texas who
seemed a little awkward on the dance floor with techno music and
cowboy boots. He’d probably be more comfortable line dancing to
country music.

Simone’s moaning from the bathroom
echoed, “Oh, I’m so stupid.”

Gabby jumped out of bed to help her
new friend. Finding her sitting on the bathroom floor hugging the
toilet, Gabby applauded herself for drinking water the rest of the
night.

Bleah.

Simone puked.

Gabby pulled back her new friend’s
long, red hair, then secured it with a scrunchie. Grabbing a wash
cloth from the bathroom vanity, she ran cold water on it and
promptly applied it to Simone’s sweaty forehead.

“I’m so stupid,” Simone
whined, more to herself than to Gabby.

“It’s okay. Your first
taste of freedom,” she chuckled, trying to make light of her sick
friend’s plight.

“I just wanted to fit in. I
feel so out of place in America.”

“Be proud of your French
heritage. Own it. You’re beautiful. Plus, your French accent makes
men, especially American men, swoon.” Gabby knew her kind words
would make her mother proud. That, and being smart enough to keep
her wits about her at all times.

“You’re so sweet. Most
pretty girls in America are mean, jealous bitches.” She heaved into
the toilette again. Simone’s words, although muffled by her
upheaving, rang true. Teenage girls can be mean, jealous
bitches.

“I know, but not all of us
are mean. Not to defend those that are, but if a girl is mean it’s
because she’s insecure. They need to put others down to make themselves
feel better. Instead of hating them, just ignore them and pity
their vain, shallow existence.” Gabby rubbed the washcloth on
Simone’s head and helped her out of the bathroom stall.

“You’re sweet
and wise. I’m glad I met
you.” Simone stood and faced her reflection.

“Brush your teeth, then
take a shower. It’ll make you feel better. Then you should eat
something. I’ll bring up some croissants from the cafeteria.” Gabby
removed the scrunchie from Simone’s hair and let the long, red
locks cascade down her back.

Nodding she said, “I just want go
home. I thought I’d like going to college in America. Partly
because that’s what my parents want. But I can’t imagine living
here. I love France too much.”

“France is beautiful. I
understand, but I’ll be sad when you leave. Are you at least
staying for the baseball game this afternoon? It sounds like fun.”
Gabby picked up the brush and stroked her friend’s long
hair.

Shaking her head, she said, “My flight
is this afternoon. I just hope I can make it.”

“We’ll get you there on
time. Promise you’ll keep in touch.” Gabby hugged her.

“You’re the best, Gabby.
I’ll miss you.”

Later, she helped Simone
into an Uber. Sympathy rang through Gabby. She felt horrible for
her friend having to endure a transatlantic flight with an awful
hangover. But something ominous filled her with jealousy. Simone
was not only going home, but getting safely out of the United States.
Why was that such a good thing?


Chapter Five

 


Are you ready for some
baseball? Colby’s text pinged on Gabby’s
iPhone.

Yes. I’ll meet you
downstairs. Gabby replied. She studied her
reflection in the full-length mirror. Her skinny jeans and fuchsia
converse high tops comforted her. The Chicago Cubs jersey she’d
bought in the gift shop was a little big, but its thick polyester
blend would keep out the wind which was sure to wreak havoc during
the game.

Walking into the dorm lobby, she
spotted Colby immediately. His black, curly locks were capped with
a Cubs baseball cap. His Cubs jersey was untucked from his tight
fitting Levis, and boots still donned his feet.

“There you are.” He gave
her a quick hug like they were the best of friends after dancing
the night before. Turning, he asked, “Where are the other
girls?”

“Sadie wanted to study, and
Simone is on her way back to France, homesick already.”

“So it’s just the two of
us? That’s all right by me. I get you all to myself. Nice jersey by
the way.” He winked his approval.

“Thanks, Sadie helped me
pick it out from the bookstore. They sell a lot more stuff than
just books. Then she scolded me for using cash. She told me to
hoard my dollars. In fact, she suggested I buy Chinese
currency.”

“What in tarnation would
you need that for? But then again, I don’t understand all
that fern currency gibberish.”

Not bothering to correct him, she
chuckled and found his Texas accent refreshing.

They rode the crowded L train to
Wrigley Field.

“What about tickets?” Gabby
asked, following Colby through the crowd to Wrigley
Field.

“We scalp ’em, of course.
May need to wait until the game starts, better prices that way.” He
placed his hand on the small of her back to secure their staying
together through the crowds.

The crowd thickened near the stadium
as the fans entered through the gates. Colby stopped and held up
two fingers, signaling that he needed two tickets. “Now look for
someone holding up two tickets and keep your money in your purse,
except for a twenty so the seller will think it’s all the money you
have.”

“Sounds like you’ve done
this before.” Gabby winked at Colby’s frugality.

“You need two tickets? I’ve
got two seats behind the home dugout,” a ticket scalper
asked.

“Nice. What do you want for
them?”

“Forty each.”

“All I have is a twenty.”
Gabby waved her bill.

“I can do thirty each.” The
scalper sighed and dropped his head.

“Sorry, all I have is
twenty. I’ll just wait until the game starts. I’m a college student
on a budget.” Gabby walked towards someone else holding up two
tickets.

“Fine, here.” The scalper
handed them two tickets and took each of their twenties.

Gabby waited until the scalper walked
away, then she jumped and said, “Yippee! How did I do?” She turned
to Colby to gauge his reaction.

His grin stretched across his handsome
face. “Way to go, Gabby.” He hugged her. “Now let’s go and see a
ball game.” He extended his elbow for her to take.

She tucked her arm into his offered
elbow and leaned into him. “That was fun, and way too
easy.”

He led them into the stadium, then
they showed their tickets for the gate attendants to
scan.

“You’re a natural. Let’s
find our seats and get some overpriced, ballpark food.” He handed a
lady a five in exchange for a program and score card.

She followed Colby, who followed the
signs, to their assigned section behind the Cubs’ dugout. “You can
probably get some autographs from the ball players.” Colby pointed
to the players hanging out by the dugout signing
programs.

They found their seats and settled
in.

“Ice cold beer,” a man
holding a wooden drink rack of beverages hollered.

Colby held up two fingers and passed a
twenty down the aisle. Two beers were passed back with little
change.

“Here ya go. Is this your
first beer at a ball game?”

Nodding, she sipped the cold draft
beer and ignored the warnings from her mother about underage
drinking and strange men.

Excitement filled her, and Gabby
enjoyed her first Cubs game. Grabbing the scorecard from Colby, she
said, “My grandpa taught me to keep score by hand.” She filled in
the teams’ lineup.

After singing the national anthem, the
umpire hollered, “Play ball.”

The first seven innings flew by, and
they stood for the seventh inning stretch.

The Jumbotron flickered, then the
announcer said, “We interrupt this ball game for an important
announcement from the President of the United States
America.”

Gabby turned to Colby and met with an
arched eyebrow, shrugged shoulders, and a curious gaze.

The Jumbotron flickered again.
President David Addison’s image appeared on the Jumbotron. He sat
behind his desk in the oval office.

“My fellow Americans, it is
with my deepest regret that I must inform you...” He paused with
pursed lips and a somber expression. “It is with deepest regret
that I must announce the surrender of our country,” President
Addison said.


Chapter Six

 


The crowd moaned with
desperation. Gabby leaned into Colby for his strength.
Did she hear that correctly? Did President
Addison just surrender the United States? To Whom?

President Addison continued with tears
in his eyes. “In order to save millions of American lives, we have
agreed to a peaceful surrender to China and Russia. Their forces
have traveled the Superhighway to invade our country. In a few
moments, Chinese president, Miss Chen, will discuss the details of
our peaceful surrender.” Addison’s voice broke, and the Jumbotron
flickered off.

Colby grabbed Gabby’s arm and led her
out of their row and down the stairs of the stadium. “Come on,
let’s get out of here, quick.”

“But the details of the
surrender, shouldn’t we stay and listen?”

He whispered, “We need supplies, food,
water, and gas. Let’s go before everyone else gets the same
idea.”

She grabbed her phone to call her
parents. But the phone glared, ‘No Service.’ Probably because
everyone immediately went to use their phones to discuss this
moment in history—the United States surrendered.

They took the L train back to campus
and stopped immediately at a grocery store. They quickly filled
their cart. Gabby remembered her hurricane preparedness from living
in Florida and knew the important things to get—water,
nonperishable items, and C batteries for flashlights. They filled
their cart and headed to the checkout counter. Just in time, crowds
flooded the store, and items flew off the shelves in
minutes.

Luckily her credit card
worked. Sadie’s advice earlier that day repeated in her
mind. Hoard your cash and buy Chinese
currency. How did she know? She was
Chinese after all.

They filled Colby’s Jeep with their
supplies, then drove back to the dorms somberly.

He stopped at the dorm’s entrance and
said, “Quickly, grab your bag from your room. I’ll get gas and be
back in a few minutes to pick you up. Bring warm clothes, pillows,
and blankets.”

Gabby got out and rushed up the stairs
to her room. Sadie’s stuff was gone, but she left a note and
envelope on the dresser addressed to Gabby.

Here is all the Chinese
Renminbi I have. Get over the wall to Free Middle America as soon
as possible. Stick with your cowboy, Colby. Good luck.

Free Middle America?
What the hell was she talking about? Then she
remembered the announcement. She turned on the television, already
set to Fox News. The headlines read, ‘United States surrenders.’

While she waited for Miss Chen to
speak, she stripped the beds of sheets, pillows, and blankets. She
packed the important belongings in her suitcase, leaving frivolous
items behind. She grabbed all the toilet paper from the
bathroom.

Miss Chen appeared on the screen.
Gabby gasped because President’s Chen sat in the Oval office behind
President Addison’s desk. The Russian and Chinese flag now hung
behind her.

“Citizens of the United
States. Your country has peacefully surrendered to the Republic of
China and Russia. We will divide the country into three unequal
parts. China now owns the west coast, Russia, the east, and the
Americans are safe in the middle.”

Gabby gasped and dropped her armful of
toilet paper. One of the rolls fell and unwound under the recently
stripped bed.

“Here is a map of the new
United States,” Miss Chen said. A map appeared on a side-by-side
screen. Crooked red lines vertically dissected the United States
into three parts. The eastern third, just west of Chicago, went
down past Chicago, then veered off to the east and cut through
Kentucky. Then the line jutted out to the west and captured the
Mississippi River, in favor of the Russians, all the way to New
Orleans and its port. St. Louis remained with Free Middle America,
but Chicago fell to the Russians. The irony wasn’t lost on Gabby.
What was once the Gateway to the West, represented by the St. Louis
Arch, was now the gateway to Free Middle America.

On the west coast, Washington, Oregon,
and California were now occupied by the Chinese. They also took
Arizona and Las Vegas. The biggest free state was Texas. Gabby
immediately thought of Colby’s family being safe. Then she focused
on Florida.

My parents! They’re
trapped in the new Russian territory!
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