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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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“This never would have happened if we
hadn’t left the United States,” Alexander Jenkins
shouted.

Many members of the Green Congress
shook their heads before Speaker of the Month Robert Nesmith spoke
up. “Alexander, there was no longer a United States for us to
leave. We had no choice but to form our own government.”

Everyone could see Jenkins clenching
his fists. “Shouldn’t it be, Mr. Jenkins, not Alexander. I’m an
elected official.”

Robert motioned to everyone in the
Congress. “We’re all elected officials, Alexander, and it was
agreed in the early constitution that we would do everything we
could to end the separation of the elected from the electors, and
have less formality in our meetings.”

“Poppycock,” Jenkins said in his old
fashioned way. “Nobody but you ridiculous Greens would agree to
something like that.”

Robert sighed, “There were a few
dissenters when the government was first being organized, but
majority ruled. Alexander, you know all of this. Why are you
suddenly making such a big deal out of things that happened decades
ago?”

“Because we need a new government…a
better government.”

“Almost every year you, or someone
else, puts that on the ballot, the people vote it
down…dramatically.”

Jenkins sighed. “Only because there are
so many more people in the west.”

“It is a democracy,” Robert said. “Even
most of the people in the east agree with the policies that were
set forth by our founders, and in the last five years, we’ve made
great strides in boosting energy reserves for the east, which had
always been their greatest concern.”

“Yeah,” Alexander said, “But you’ve
taken away all of our civil liberties.”

This brought an outburst from most of
the other members of the congress. Robert just stared up at the
empty gallery, briefly wondering when they were going to finish
construction.

After a few minutes, Robert held up his
hands. “Please everyone. Please.”

Once order was restored, he continued.
“Even the most radical voters tend to agree that you still have
more civil liberties than you did in the old country.”

“But not as much as we
could.”

“Put something on the table for us,
Alexander. Let’s work together to solve the problems you have with
the government. We’re all here to listen to you, and to help out
however we can.”

Alexander laughed. “Does that even
sound like government? All of you have seen videos and tri-ds of
how things were done in the old country. Does anything we’re doing
here even remotely resemble that?”

“And what happened to that government,
Alexander?”

There was no answer. Alexander finally
sat down and the next issue of increasing composting for
fertilization needs came to the table. Alexander just sat in his
reclining chair, glaring at Robert.

*

The day was sunny, and the air smelled
very fresh as Robert and his chief aid, Rebecca left the
congressional building. Small crowds of people walked about,
jabbering in happy tones. Birds sang, and even a rabbit and a
squirrel fought over a piece of food left on the ground. Robert
thought to himself that overall, things were good in the Green
States of America, maybe not as good as they could be, but still
good.

He took a look at the bicycles lined up
on the racks at the side of the road, and shook his head. “I think
I’d rather walk instead.” The Congressional Apartments were only a
mile and a half away, and the weather was nice enough that he felt
the walk would be better than the ride. And if the weather was bad
the next morning, it wasn’t that big of a deal because there would
be plenty of bikes at the Apartments that he could use to get to
work.

The two walked quietly for more than
half a mile, enjoying the relative quiet of the “street;” a street
that had been converted into a walking path with trees lining what
would have been the yellow dividing line in the old country. Cars
had been banished to the tracts of highway between the cities, and
even there they were becoming more and more scarce as the citizens
started to rely more and more on the bullet trains that ran from
city to city. Why drive when you could sit back and have a train
get you there, and get you there even faster than a car could?
Still, some people held onto their need for cars, especially the
citizens in the eastern part of the nation, citizens that often
seemed to have more in common with the Free States of America, a
small nation that was made up of what had been known in the old
country as Montana and Idaho.

You can’t make everyone happy, Robert
thought.

“We’re being followed,” Rebecca
suddenly said.

Robert laughed. “There’s always
security around us, somewhere. You worry too much,
Rebecca.”

“No,” she said, gently touching his
arm. “It’s not security. The other side of the street about ten
meters behind us.”

Robert nodded his understanding before
pointing at a bird that was passing over them towards where their
pursuers supposedly were. Robert turned to follow the bird and saw
three men walking together. It appeared like they were walking at
the same pace that he and Rebecca were walking, and even though he
didn’t notice the men looking at them, they still seemed like they
were paying attention to what they were doing.

“You might be right,” he finally said.
“I wonder why…”

“Dissidents?”

Robert laughed. “There are some people
that are unhappy. There always are, but we haven’t seen any actual
dissidents since the very beginning.”

“Things can change,” she
answered.

“True,” he said as they reached
Congressional Apartments. “Maybe we should bike to work in the
morning.”

“Keep your door locked,” she
answered.

“I always do,” he said. “Even if we’ve
built something better, the shadow of America will hang over us for
a very long time.”

*

The next day’s congressional meeting
was a quiet one with everything proceeding as it should. Robert did
take notice of the fact that Alexander wasn’t there.

Several bills were introduced, with
most of them being approved in quick voting. He was about to call
for lunch when the east doors to the chamber opened and six men
walked in. Robert didn’t recognize any of them, but it wasn’t odd
for people to walk through the congressional room, especially with
the gallery being closed for construction. Still, there was
something about these men that bothered him. They seemed to be
walking in step with each other, and although they weren’t all
wearing identical clothes, their outfits were all very
similar.

Robert reached for his gavel, and as he
did, the man at the front of the line reached for his wrist and
seemed to push something.

Gunfire erupted outside of the congress
room, and all six men pulled guns from under their coats
simultaneously.

“Everyone stays where you are, and
nobody gets hurt,” the man at the front said, waving his gun around
before it stopped, pointed right at Robert. It was an AK-47, Robert
thought, but he didn’t know for sure. In all honesty, it could have
been any kind of assault rifle. Robert wouldn’t have known the
difference.

“What’s the meaning of this?” he
finally asked, trying to sound braver than he actually
felt.

“It’s about change,” the man pointing
the gun at him said. Although he was wearing a bandana, Robert
could see that he was a black man, a man who seemed to be in very
good shape, and a man who seemed to have a lot of confidence in his
guns.

The man motioned to one of the others,
and the one he pointed at approached Robert and dropped a stack of
papers on the desk in front of him. Robert studied this man as
well. Also wearing a bandana, he could tell the man was white, and
he guessed fairly young because he could see pimples peppering the
man’s forehead. Several ratty strands of blonde hair fell into the
young man’s eyes.

The six men spread out through the
chamber, making sure the three exits were blocked, and making sure
they could see as many of the congressional members as possible.
Robert guessed that they didn’t know about the exit behind the
Speaker of the Month’s chair, but he wasn’t about to use it. He
couldn’t leave everyone else here alone. That might get the rest of
them killed.

As the men spread out, he
cautiously reached down and picked up the papers.
A Separatist’s Manifesto read the front page in large letters, wasting an entire page
just for the title. Robert dropped the cover sheet onto his desk
and began to read through the rest of the text, a wry smile
appearing the further he read.

“Something funny?” the black man, who
Robert now identified as the leader asked.

Robert held up the stack of papers.
“This is funny,” he said. “I see all kinds of demands about setting
up your own government in the east, but I don’t see anything that
tells me how you’re planning on running that
government.”

“That’s not for you to know,” the man
said.

“Why not? There are several claims in
here about what this government would do, and even claims about
some things you plan for running the government, but there’s
nothing concrete. It’s just dreams.”

The man paused and then said, “You only
need to know what you need to know.”

Robert set the papers down and nodded.
“You don’t actually know what your wannabe government’s plans are,
do you? You’re just the hired brawn.”

“We’re all part of the government,” the
man answered. “It’s not like this stinking green
government.”

Robert just nodded again.

The two stared at each other for more
than a minute, while no one else in the room moved.

Finally, Robert, still smiling, said,
“Are we waiting for something?”

“Yeah,” the man answered. “For you to
give in.”

Robert shook his head. “First of all, I
don’t have the authority to give you what you want, and second of
all, if you think killing us will get you your own government, then
you’re deluded. The Green States would never cave into terrorist
demands.”

Robert sat down, grabbed a datapad off
of his desk, and then reclined his chair and began to read a novel
that he was in the middle of. The other members of congress sat
down, if they weren’t already seated, and all of them tried to take
on a casual air. The dissidents didn’t seem to know what to
do.

“Pull up a chair,” Robert said. “Seems
like we’re going to be here for a while. I’m Robert, by the way,
and I didn’t catch your name…”

The leader stared for several seconds
and then fired his gun into the air. The members of congress,
including Robert, coward down somewhat in their chairs, but as
Robert went back to his reading, the others tried to relax
again.

"I don’t think you understand what’s
going on here,” the leader said.

“Oh, I understand completely. You six
have guns. We don’t. You six are standing. We’re not. You six have
demands that we can’t meet. Did I miss anything?”

“You have no choice but to meet our
demands.”

“There’s always a choice.”

The leader shook his head. Robert
imagined that if he could see the man’s face, he would have a look
of complete bafflement. “No, you have to give into us. We don’t
want to be a part of your stupid green nation anymore.”

“Why?” Robert asked. “Does the cleaner
air bother
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