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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.

 


 


 


Path to a New
Life

By Ian Brazee-Cannon

 


Even after the fragmentation of the
United States of America, New Orleans had kept its reputation as a
party town. Even as more and more of it disappeared into the Gulf
of Mexico every year, it still attracted people from all over the
world. It was one of the few cities in the Confederate States to
allow open travel. Because of this, the city had been surrounded by
a highly monitored wall, which was mostly ignored by the parade of
tourists and festivity attendees.

With the rise in
popularity of pit fighting in the Confederate States, New Orleans
took the mantle of host for
the big championship tournaments. An impressive pit fighting
complex was built, housing a half dozen standard fighting pits with
a massive Confederate Pride Petroleum Champion Pit Stadium in the
center of it all.

Marco stood at the present
coastline. Back when it was part of the United States, work had
begun redoing the levee system with plans made to fully fix up the
flood control measures. The fracturing of the states left
the job unfinished and the
newly formed Confederate States had no way to fund the project. The
coastline of Louisiana suffered for this, losing good
chunks of land every year to
the ocean. Where Marco stood had been a good walk to the beach a
century ago. The ruins of several outlying houses were slowly being
torn away by an ever-encroaching tide.

Marco had made waves in
the pit fighting community. He was undefeated and had qualified for
the Grand Tournament in record time. He knew that many of the past
champions were looking forward to their
chance to put him in his
place. They were openly trash-talking him, making claims that he was all hype and had yet
to go up against any “real
fighters”. When asked to
reply to such comments, Marco kept it simple often just stating
“All we can do is wait and see.”

The viciousness of pit fighting too
often led to brutal assaults in the pits. Unlike most of the
fighters to make it to this level, Marco had yet to permanently
injure or kill an opponent. That led to many considering his
reputation to be over hyped. It was one argument he never tried to
counter. He felt it best to let everyone make their
assumptions.

Now he stood in the rain before his
first tournament match looking out at the vast field of water,
picturing what lay beyond.

In the last few years he
had traveled all over the Confederate
States as a pit fighter, even once getting to travel to Appalachia
for a special exhibition. While there he never once was left
without a chaperone escort. For an
orphaned kid of the streets, it was a major adventure to get out of
the middle of nowhere Mississippi. His plans, however, consisted of
going even farther. For that he needed money.

Here he was away from the crowds and
spectacle. Here he could find peace of mind.

Marco held tightly to the faded denim
backpack. It had seen better days and was highly patched. It and
its contents were his only real possessions. It was all he felt he
needed.

Marco put the pack on his back, took
in a deep breath and started going through one his practice
routines. This had become his go to form of relaxation. Over the
next week or so he doubted he would have another chance to escape
the madness.

*

The roar of the crowd echoed through
the theater. Marco stood just outside the arena with his manager
Emmett Rowan and his fight team.

“Let’s try to put on
a show today, Marco,” Emmett said. “This is the big leagues and
they want a show. Take your time and give
‘em what they came for.”

“Right.”

“..from the primitive depths of
Mississippi comes a new fighter to these tournaments, the kid
simply known as Marco.”

“That’s your cue.”

Marco made his way to the pit as the
crowd cheered and booed at him. He climbed over the wall and took
the customary walk around the pit, waving to the
audience.

“From the heartland of Georgia, a
returning favorite, Kanye Didas.”

A black man in his
twenties emerged from the
other side of the arena to a loud cheer. As he walked towards the
pit he turned his head back and forth, nodding as he walked. As he
made his walk around the pit, he paused and looked out at the
crowd.

“I am the greatest fighter ever,”
Kanye proclaimed. “I am a fighting prodigy. Today you will be
privileged to witness my skills.”

The crowd cheered loudly at
this.

Each fighter got to their side of the
pit. The fight attendant climbed out of the pit and took his place
in the observation station above the pit.

Kanye was noticeably larger than
Marco.

The buzz of the match siren sounded,
the crowd quieted down as they anticipated the first
move.

Kanye gave
Marco his well-known frowny face look, that was supposed to have an
intimidating effect. Instead of making him look mean, Marco always
felt the look reflected more a sense of cluelessness than anything
else.

The two fighters rounded the pit walls
slowly, keeping their eyes on each other.

“You afraid
boy?” Kanye asked. “I
am a real fighter. I am a living legend. I cannot be
defeated.”

Rarely did Marco exchange
taunts in the pit, but he was aware that
Kanye’s greatest weakness was his
ego.

“Didn’t you fail to qualify here last
year after Taramark took you down in record time?” Marco stated.
“Do you wish for me to beat that record? Because I could you
know.”

Kanye lunged
with his full force at Marco, who gracefully step to the side and
planted a firm hit on Kanye’s
back. Kanye was knocked face
first into the ground, quickly being engulfed in a cloud of
dirt.

A round of cheers and boos
followed.

Marco turned to
watch Kanye. Getting to his
feet, Kanye’s front side was
covered in the light brown dirt, contrasting with his dark body,
looking almost as if he were shedding a layer of skin.
Kanye never had known how to hide
his anger. His mad smirk only seemed to emphasize the aura of
cluelessness. Marco had to wonder if the man knew how ridiculous
his expressions made him look.

“That was a
mistake,” Kanye said
as he approached Marco.

“Yes, you made a mistake,” Marco
replied. “Nice to see you are man enough to admit it.”

Kanye let
loose several powerful punches. They were strikes that could have
caused serious injuries if they made contact. Marco however had
little trouble dodging them.

A swift hit to
Kanye’s chest sent him once more to
the ground, this time on his back.

Marco backed away as per the
rules.

Kanye got
back to his feet, this time clearly disoriented. His eyes were
glossed over. In an awkward lumber, Kanye
rushed towards Marco and ended up flat on his
back once more.

When
Kanye found himself unable to get to
his feet in the allotted time, Marco moved in to position and
pinned him.

The match was won. The crowd cheered
and booed, trash was thrown. Marco waited for the pit attendant to
drop into the pit and officially declare him the winner.

Marco found the racial
slurs coming from some of Kanye’s fans puzzling, as both he and Kanye
were black men. For him it didn’t matter. Long
ago he learned to ignore insults. Whether it was one person or a
large crowd, he knew to not respond.

While climbing out of the pit Emmett
took his arm and said, “You didn’t break the record, but you did
come close. One of your better shows for a quickie like
that.”

Marco made no reply.
Emmett kept trying to focus on training
Marco to be a showman, something
which Marco had no desire to be. He
had tried to play to the crowd, but it never took. He could keep a
fight going far longer than it should, but found such playing
around pointless and greatly disliked it.

“We’re off to a good start. I think
you’ll face some real challenges in the next few days though. There
are some serious fighters here, with skills rivaling
yours.”

That much Marco already knew. He had
studied the bigger name fighters that he might end up going up
against. There were a few who left him uncertain of
victory.

“Now go shower up. I’ve had Dylan pick
out your outfit for tonight.”

“What’s going on tonight?”

“First night of the tournament is the
big Good Luck Feast. All the fighters are there to interact with
the higher profile guests. It’s a big publicity affair. The wealthy
and famous come to be seen with the competitors before they get too
beat up. They let some local families, especially ones with
children, attend in order to make it look like they care about the
community.”

“Sounds like a horrible
time.”

“Figured you’d say that. Doesn’t
matter. You will be there and you will be pleasant to everyone
there. Smile, sign some autographs, give the whole ‘small talk’
thing a try.”

“I guess.”

*

The outfit Emmett’s
assistant had picked was an uncomfortable affair. The long, stiff,
tight sleeves limited Marco’s arm movement. The starched high
collar kept rubbing against his cheeks as he turned his head,
feeling like it was cutting
into him. It may have been considered stylish, but fashion was
something that had never made any sense to Marco.

The competitors were gathered in a
large backroom where they were told the time frame of events for
the evening, given their table assignments and told the rules they
were to follow. They were then led through a series of tables with
Tournament posters where they took turns signing dozens of posters,
followed by a room where several group pictures of them were taken
before they were allowed to go into the ballroom and line up before
the guests entered.

*

Marco stood in line with
the other fighters, giving the polite “thank
you” to the fans as was
fitting. He tried to seem enthusiastic, never understanding the
fighters who embraced the life. His lack of energy for such
gatherings was obviously picked up by the crowds, who flocked more
to the fighters who engaged
in meaningless theatrics and pompous ego inflation.

“A fighter who seems to be enjoying
all this as much as I am,” said a well-dressed raven haired young
woman, not much older than Marco, who was approaching.

Marco was unsure if this was mockery
or an honest attempt at conversation.

“I dislike being on display.
“

“Odd choice of a career
then.”

“It is where my skills
lie.”

“And you are skilled. In general, I
find these displays disturbing and mindlessly brutal. I saw
something unique watching you. Your heart’s not in the fighting.
You’re here for a different reason than all these
others.”

Marco had to take a moment to examine
the woman. Her style was highly formal, undeniably professional and
clearly wealthy. Her posture was strong, displaying high confidence
and even a level of skill in how she held herself. He doubted she
was a deadly fighter, but most likely she knew how to take care of
herself.

Those like her too often
showed a lack of respect for his style of fighting. They considered
him weak and cowardly for not being more brutish
in his matches.

And she clearly was
insightful.

“Life does not always take a person
down the most pleasant of paths.”

“Oh, a philosopher as well. You seem
like a man I want to get to know better.”

“Well, thank you.”

“I am so jealous of the lucky guests
who are going to share your table tonight,” She said as she walked
away.

Marco stood uncomfortably for the rest
of the time.
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Feel free to visit our blog and share your
opinions about the stories and poems we’ve published. You can also
keep up on future Nomadic Delirium Press releases:






cover.jpg
£ o ®
g,_,___ 7 e O
a : et / Nof





