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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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A
Cavallo

By Debby Feo

 


 


The day after visiting the
Calivada Space Platform #3, Fred Selkerson and his Personal
Assistant and Teacher android PAaT5037, aka Pat37, did some
site-seeing in San Francisco. They even took a SolBus
(Solar-powered Bus - actually a misnomer, because there was very
little sunshine left over the City) to the New Golden Gate
Bridge.

The Bridge was no longer in
use by the general public, most people took hovercrafts,
helicopters, or bullet-trains to get to what little was left of the
Golden Gate National Recreation Area. The New Bridge was the old
Bridge, but lengthened and raised up because of rising water.
People who wanted to see Alcatraz Island had to be proficient
skin-divers (or wear one of the rumored Calivada Underwater Stealth
Diving Suits, with jet thrusters). The only way to get across the
New Golden Gate Bridge was on horseback - generally, not real
horses, as they were potentially dangerous (since few people ever
learned to ride); but instead Cavalli, or android horses, much
easier to ride, as they were programmed to ensure a rider's
safety.

Unfortunately, as far as Pat37 was
concerned, not all the rides on that particular tour were on
Cavalli. Instead of Cavalli413, Pat37 was given a real horse, aka
Fortune Tree!

"Sir," Pat37 said to his
Master Fred, before he got on the horse. "I believe a mistake has
been made. This is not a Cavalli.”

Fred, in a hurry to
experience riding, answered him gruffly: "Just get on what you were
given. Hurry up, the Tourbot is leaving, he's way ahead of us! I
won't be able to hear what he says."

"Yes, Sir, as you wish," Pat37
responded.

All went well until the other side of
the Bridge was reached. At that point, the riders were allowed to
explore on their own, for a few hours.

"Let's go!" Fred said,
urging his Cavalli, aka Cavalli228, into a gallop.

While Cavalli would do what
their riders requested, as long as there was no danger, the real
horse that Pat37 was on was not a programmed android. The horse
decided to get rid of Pat37, so that she could have some fun, not
to mention eat some real grass that she spotted in the
distance.

"Where are you going, Pat37?" Fred
yelled. "Come back here! I want to go this way." Fred ended up
following Pat37 and his rebellious mount.

Meanwhile, the horse was
doing her best to "knock" Pat37 off, or get rid of Pat37 some other
way. After going under several low-lying branches, and bucking a
few times, the horse ran down to the shore and was going to try to
lose Pat37 in the water. Just as the horse looked like she was
going to roll over in the water, Fred and Cavalli228 interrupted
that plan. Cavalli228 tried to herd the horse back to shore, with
his rider Fred just holding on to the saddle horn.

"What are you all doing? I can't swim!
Help!"

Cavalli228's Asimov Rules
finally took precedent. The android horse got Fred safely back on
land. In the meantime, the real horse, Fortune, gave up on the
water as a means to lose Pat37.

Once back on shore, Fortune
gave Cavalli228 a few, swift kicks, barely missing Fred's real
legs. After the kicks, the horse added a few bites, with no affect
to Cavalli228, pain-wise. Then, the horse took off again, with
Cavalli228 in pursuit. Fred had given up on holding the reins or
trying to direct his "horse" altogether.

When Fortune jumped over a
gulch, she finally managed to unseat Pat37. Pat37 ended up on the
bottom, with his head jammed between some rocks - much the worse
for wear!

Cavalli228 sent an immediate distress
signal back to "Base" and did not attempt to jump over the gulch,
with a Human astride.

Fortune had succeeded in
unmounting her rider, and was calmly munching on some grass on the
other side of the gulch.

Fred quickly got off Cavalli228, vowing
never to go "horse"-riding again.

The sound of whirring got louder and
louder. Flying Rescuebots and a human Ranger, in a hovercraft, soon
arrived.

Fred was fuming: "Your
horses went crazy! My PAaT is down there! My horse went into the
water following that one!" Fred said, pointing at the munching
horse. "I could have drowned! I have no underwater suit on, and I
certainly can't walk around underwater!"

The Ranger tried to calm
Fred down, while the Rescuebots pulled Pat37 out of the gulch. The
android was obviously beyond repair - with its head smashed in!
Fred was literally red, when he saw Pat37, what was left of
him!

Vidcalls began between
Fred, his father, the father's lawyer, and the Ranger. More calls
followed, as more lawyers became involved.

In the end, Fred was comped
the best local hotel room, and assigned a top-of-the-line Android
Personal Assistant, to be picked up in Vegas in a few days. In
addition to travel costs, Fred would receive a free, week's
Penthouse stay at the oldest hotel in Vegas, the Flamingo, while he
waited for the rental android (and got used to it), to be provided
free for Fred's use while in Calivada. Fortunately, Fred still had
some exploring that he wanted to do, including seeing
Vegas.

"How are you doing, Son," Fred's father
later asked.

"After that ride,
everything aches! And now I have to use some rental Android," Fred
complained. "This suite is okay, although not as technologically
advanced as I'm used to. It doesn't even have a VR wall. The food
is just mediocre. As Grandma Jeanne would say: "Obviously prepared
by robots."

"How much longer do you plan to stay in
Vegas?"

"I want to take the Safari
Ride, the Monterey Experience (I never did get to the Aquarium.),
and the Melting Glaciers ride, at least. I'd also like to go to one
of those old-fashioned, chorus girls shows. I'm trying to find out
from the concierge which one is the best."

"Well, don't stay away too
long. Your mother misses you," Fred's father recommended. "Isn't
there some kind of Mars experience for those who can't afford to go
there?"

"Yes, I saw a brochure about it, but
I'd rather do the real trip, maybe next summer?" Fred
responded.

"Makes sense," Fred's
father agreed. "Oh, isn't there a Wild West Experience?"

"Also yes, but I've no desire to go
anywhere near that one - there are Cavalli involved!"

"Of course," his father replied.
"Actually, I'm thinking of going to the Fall Vegas Bridge
Tournament. What do you think?"

"Um, there's a whole Bridge
Casino opening in August, I believe," said Fred.

"That's the place I was thinking of.
See what you can find out about it, would you?" Fred's father
asked.

"I will," Fred promised.
"I'm getting hungry, so I'm going to go find a buffet. I may also
try my luck at one of the gaming tables."

"All right, take care, Fred. Your mom
sends her love," Fred’s father replied. “Oh, don’t get swindled by
any of those casino games. The odds are usually in favor of the
casinos.”

“Yes, Dad, I know. If I do
gamble, it will be just for fun.”

 


Several days later, there was a knock
on Fred’s Penthouse door.

“Mr. Selkerson, I have your temporary
Personal Assistant,” a voice outside said.

“Just a moment,” Fred
replied, putting on a Vegas sweatshirt.

Fred opened the door and saw the usual
bellboy (who had directed the others to Fred’s room), an
official-looking man, and what was presumably an android, with a
number badge PA4551R on his shirt.

“Please come in,” Fred said.

Introductions were made and
Fred was given a vidcoin with the android’s user’s
manual.

“If you have any questions, here’s my
card,” the Robots R’ Us representative said.

“What’s his name?” Fred
asked.

“I can be called by any name you would
prefer,” the android answered.

“Ok, I’ll call you Cassidy,
seems fitting, under the circumstances,” Fred said.

“Cassidy it is,” said the Robots R’ Us
representative, who then took his leave.

 


“Have a seat, Cassidy,”
Fred said to the temporary android. “I’m going to take a look at
your manual. Oh, you can take off that badge. I’ll store it with
the manual, when I’m finished viewing it.”

Fred went out onto the Penthouse’s
balcony and inserted the vidcoin into a player located on the arm
of the most comfortable lounge chair.

Afterwards, Fred went back
inside.

“Standard PA stuff, we shouldn’t have
any problems,” Fred said to the newly named Cassidy.

“Yes, Sir. I do not anticipate any
problems,” Cassidy replied. “Is there anything you would like me to
do for you?”

“Yes, can you go down to
the lobby and get me a lightweight jacket to wear. Also, can you
find out more about the upcoming Fall Vegas Bridge Tournament, for
my Father?”

“Certainly. I will go right
now.”

“Great. Oh, and find out if
there are any tickets left for the dinner show here. You can come
if you want. It’s an Oldies but Goodies show. I believe there is an
Android Elvis in it.”

“Yes, Sir.”

 


“Do you know how to drive a jeep?” Fred
asked Cassidy the next day.

“Yes, Sir, I can drive a wheeled
vehicle with a standard transmission.”

“Good, I rented one to do
some exploring, but you’ll have to get me a Dust Mask.”

“I believe those come standard, with a
jeep rental,” said Cassidy. “When would you like to leave? Should I
request a picnic lunch for you?”

“I’d like to leave soon,
and a picnic lunch would be great.”

 


Fred and Cassidy headed out, in the
jeep, into the desert surrounding the city of Las Vegas. Fred had
no particular destination in mind, just “Out there”.

After an hour of heading out, Cassidy
remarked.

“Sir, we are being
followed.”

“I told you – stop calling me “Sir” –
it makes me feel old. What do you mean, being followed?”

“An unknown hovercraft is
now following us. The hovercraft is not registered. Perhaps it
belongs to someone from Utah or Arizona, who intends harm to you.
Should I initiate evasive maneuvers?”

“Someone who intends me
harm?”

“Yes…Fred, there are occasionally
raiders from other nation-states, who try to rob tourists who have
come to visit Las Vegas, and its environs.”

“Well, let’s hope that’s
not who’s following us; but I doubt it. Anyways, I’m ready to stop
for lunch, so let’s do that. Over there, under that overhang, where
there’s some shade. Then, we should head back. I’ve had enough of
this “whole lot of nothing” out here.”

Cassidy parked the jeep
under part of the overhang, set up some small, folding camping
chairs, and got the lunch ready for Fred.

 


Soon the mysterious hovercraft came
into view.

“Fred, I have the capability to protect
you, with force, if needed,” Cassidy informed Fred.

“Thank you, Cassidy.
Hopefully that won’t be necessary.”

Both remained silent as two men
alighted from the stopped hovercraft.

 


“Hello there, young man. What are you
doing out here, so far from town?”

“Just checking out the
desert,” was Fred’s response. “I was getting tired of Vegas. Who
are you?”

“Hate cities,” said the
older man, dressed in old-fashioned cowboy wear (including a large
white cowboy hat), but with the obligatory Dust Mask. “My son,
Jason, and I have a small ranch, over yonder. We heard your jeep
and decided to come check to make sure you weren’t lost. My name’s
Larry Sheerson,” the older man said, extending a hand in
friendship. After which, the son also extended his hand.

“Pleasure to meet you, and
your son. I am Fred Selkerson and this is my android Cassidy, who
claims to be quite capable of ensuring my safety,” Fred made sure
to add.

“Good thing to have out
here, some protection. Every so often, we get some real Bad Guys,
around here, just out to cause trouble. As you can see, we’ve both
got replica Smith and Wessons, for safety purposes, and some other
weapons in the hovercraft.”

“Very cool! Could I
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