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​Back to the Old Ways
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Captain Christopher Chases Crows and his team had crossed the border into the Wastelands through the gate in the wall that separated Council Bluffs, Iowa from Omaha, of what had been Nebraska, however, Omaha was nothing like it had once been. Although there was still some sense of civilization here, as compared to most of the rest of the Wastelands, most of the larger buildings had fallen, and now there were scattered settlements of Wastelands tribes that inhabited the city in the hopes of trading with the Indian Nations, and while there was some trade, there was more hostility between the Wastelands tribes than anything else.

None of this mattered to Christopher, Omaha wasn’t their final destination. Their heavily armored troop transport drove through what remained of the streets of Omaha and headed towards what had once been an interstate, but was now not much more than broken rock and dirt. Christopher and his team needed to go much deeper into the Wastelands, and the danger that held.

The twins, Joseph and Jimmy Long Bow, occasionally fired warning shots over the heads of Wastelanders that came too close to the transport. The Black Elk, as their transport was known, had more important things to do than deal with people looking for handouts, not because Christopher and his crew didn’t care about the people, but rather because they had nothing to hand out. They were on a mission to accomplish one thing, and that one thing would take them past even what had been Lincoln, Nebraska.

The Black Elk rolled down the remains of what had been the highway, occasionally having to engage the hover engines to get across areas, especially bridges, that had been destroyed during the wars that created the Wastelands, or during later pointless battles between the Wastelands tribes.

They rolled through the remains of Lincoln, and just kept on rolling. They kept going until they were five miles east of Hastings. There they pulled off the highway and rolled The Black Elk into some trees.

Christopher stood outside of the parked armored transport with the twins, while the other seven men in their group fanned out to make sure their position was secure.

“It’s not perfect,” Christopher said, his braids bouncing on his uniform as he looked around, “But it should do for now.”

Joseph pointed at the highway. “Will we be able to get back to the highway in time when the truck comes?”

Jimmy laughed. “With the way Eric drives, we’ll probably get there before the truck even leaves Hastings.”

Joseph laughed and Christopher chuckled slightly. He knew just how dangerous things were going to be. The others did too, but this wasn’t Christopher’s first trip into the Wastelands. For the rest of his team, they’d never left the Indian Nations before.

“No sign of any activity,” Eric Wong reported with a salute as the rest of the team reported back in. Eric was the only non-Indian on the team, but it didn’t matter to Christopher. Some members of the government didn’t like having non-Indians around anymore, but he didn’t have time for that. It was one of the main reasons why he’d pushed so hard for this mission. Racism didn’t have a place in the Indian Nations, and he didn’t think it had a place anywhere else.

“Good,” Christopher said. “Break out the rations, and send three men up to the edge of the highway. I’ll join them in a few minutes and we’ll wait.”

*
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Christopher took another look through the binoculars. A large truck with massive wheels was headed down the highway. A quick check told him it was two miles away. Time to move.

He left the other three troopers at the side of the highway and headed back to The Black Elk. Everyone else was already armored up and loading in. Things were about to get serious.

As the truck approached, The Black Elk rolled onto the highway in front of it, blocking any chance of getting through. As the truck rolled to a stop, the three troopers already at the highway came out of hiding while the rest of the team except for Eric jumped out of The Black Elk. Eric moved up to the massive gun turret on the top of The Black Elk.

Christopher approached the truck with his gun drawn. He carried a Crazy Horse, as they were known in the Indian Nations, and it was clear that the driver of the truck recognized the weapon. If Christopher chose to, he could fire the weapon straight through the engine of the truck and straight through the driver as well, with plenty of momentum to spare. It was a dangerous weapon, and very few were skilled enough to carry one. Christopher was, by far, the best in the world with the weapon.

The driver held his hands up. Two of Christopher’s troops ran up to the door. One opened it, while the other held his gun on the driver. Christopher’s aim never wavered.

“Out,” Christopher yelled. The driver did as he was told. Both troops jumped into the cab of the truck and threw open the door at the back, two armed men fired, but they weren’t quick enough as their shots went wide. The two Indian Nation troops shot both men dead.

Christopher lowered his gun, and approached the driver.

“What are you carrying?”

“Who are you?” the driver, a tall skinny white man with greasy shoulder length hair asked.

“I’m the one asking the questions,” Christopher said.

“You have no jurisdiction here,” the driver said, although it was clear his courage was failing him.

Christopher put his Crazy Horse to the man’s head. “This is the Wastelands. No one has jurisdiction here, so no one’s going to care if I blow your greasy head off your neck.”

The driver swallowed hard twice before he said, “Just grains and vegetables.”

Christopher smirked at him. “Really. Boys, open it up.”

The driver shook his head, “You can’t do that!”

“Really,” Christopher smiled. “And who’s going to stop me?”

He pointed at Joseph and Jimmy. “Watch him,” he said, pointing at the driver, as he walked to the back of the truck.

The other troopers were just smashing the last lock, and then one of them pulled the doors open. Inside were twenty men, chained together and chained to the wall. All of them were emaciated and obviously dehydrated.

Christopher shook his head. He walked to where Joseph and Jimmy could see him, and motioned to them. The twins pointed their machineguns at the driver and said, “Walk.” The driver did as he was told.

Christopher went back to the chained men and did a quick count, there was one Hispanic, two whites, and seventeen blacks.

When the twins and the driver got to the back of the truck, Christopher said, “Grains and vegetables? Then would you mind explaining this?”

The driver looked around several times before he finally said, “We’re going to give them a better life.”

“This is better?” Christopher shouted, much angrier than he’d realized he would be.

“The Wastelands are a horrible place,” the driver said.

“So, you’re making these people into slaves?”

“Well,” the guard stammered. “No, not exactly. They’ll be given good jobs. Their families wanted this. It’s better. Really. It is. What do you know?”

Christopher took a threatening step towards the man. “I know that our satellites have tracked more than a dozen of these trucks taking people to the Confederate States, and our agents there assure us that these people aren’t being given good jobs. Maybe those three,” Christopher said, pointing towards the Hispanic and the two whites, “Will be given something livable, but the others...”

“It’s for the best,” the man said again. “Their families wanted this. They did.”

Christopher shook his head. Quietly, he said, “Joseph, Jimmy,” and he pointed to some bushes off the road.

The twins grabbed the driver and took him off the road towards the bushes.

“You can’t do this,” the man screamed. “You can’t do this...” he screamed again as the twins shoved him down behind the bushes.

“Get these people out of here and into The Black Elk,” Christopher said. “And get them some food and water.” He turned to the twenty men. “You’re safe now. We’re going to take you to the Indian Nations and you’ll be granted sanctuary.”

There was a single shot from behind the bushes. Christopher walked off the highway towards the twins. When he walked behind the bushes, he found the diver laying there, a hole in the ground right next to his head. The man was sobbing uncontrollably and there was a massive wet spot on his pants and a foul smell.

“Get up, and get the hell out of here,” Christopher said.

Once back on The Black Elk, Christopher told Eric, “Take us back to Cedar Rapids.”

*
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Christopher had been seated before the Tribal Council for almost two hours. Dressed in his best dress uniform, he had answered question after question, although the Council seemed to keep going back to the same few questions, and he kept giving the same answers.

“The United States don’t exist anymore. Why should we get involved with what another country is doing?”

“Slavery is wrong, and we have a moral obligation to stop it. Plus exploiting the tribes of the Wastelands is something that we especially should try to put a stop to.”

Each time there were mumbled agreements and disagreements. Christopher could never tell which way the argument was going to go.

“The Confederate States represent a sovereign government. What right do we have to get involved with their governmental decisions.”
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