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Monday morning was always a day that reminded James Dickson of the stack realization that he had been unemployed for about a year now. The alarm bell rang, signifying time to wake up from a deep slumber. The echoes of the dream still lingered at the edge of his vision. What was the dream about? He tried to remember, but as always could not recall anything. He glanced at his watch and immediately sprang from his bed and rushed to his bathroom.

Breakfast was made up of a thin porridge with a crust of biscuit. A quick glance at the watch told him he had thirty minutes to get to the interview. He dressed and looked at his reflection in the mirror. It was the look of a well groomed young man, beard trimmed elegantly. He found his key and locked his door. On his way out, he saw his co-tenant with whom he shared the two bedroom house. 

“Good morning, Sam.” 

James hollered out to the old soldier or so he claimed as he walked out of the house. The early morning mist was still heavy in the air as he reached the main road. The community he lived in was sparsely populated with finely constructed buildings. His neighbours were very friendly, but kept to themselves which was a good thing.

He hailed a taxi and told the driver to alight at the Sinapi junction. As the car raced along the road, he gazed across the road and saw a kaleidoscope of individuals carrying their wares to the market. Monday was a market day for the town of Soadey. The town boasted of modern buildings and fairly well constructed roads. It was a hustle in the early morning as traders jostled each other to get a few coins from their customers. His mind wondered to the many children hawking in the streets. 

“Please sir, we have arrived.” The driver prompted him and he instantly snapped from his reverie. 

He paid the driver and thanked him. At last, he had arrived at the Danmark Ltd. The building was elegantly constructed with polished tinted glass. He pushed the glass door in front of him and immediately approached the receptionist. She was smartly dressed in a black suit. He greeted her and asked of where the interview was being conducted and was directed. He met a throng of individuals sitting on benches in the room. Faces turned to stare at him as he silently closed the door. He mouthed a silent greeting to them and took his seat beside a lady. 
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