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To give the reader more of a sample, I’ve moved the front matter to the end.


Barbecue

The southwest desert on a clear night in December is cold, and the sun disappears quickly. Even the more popular camping areas in the wilderness are deserted at this time of year. The less popular ones, those that are more remote and accessible only by four wheel drive, are absolutely abandoned. 

However, some campers are hard corps. 

In one of those more remote sites, two men spent a day hiking nearby hills and exploring various arroyos. Late in the afternoon, they were getting their gear situated for the evening. It was the same routine campers always followed in this part of the wilderness. Explore and hike. Eat a bite. Then settle in for the evening to talk for awhile.

Just after sundown, Dave set up his cot at the rear of the pickup, then rolled out his sleeping mat on top of it. After he put his sleeping bag down and rolled it out on the mat, he went to the front of the pickup and retrieved his quilted down jacket. It was a shade of khaki, a little darker than his cargo pants and a little lighter than his shirt. 

He shrugged it on and thought about zipping it up but decided to wait. It wasn’t that cold yet. 

Robert had been busy on the other side of the pickup as well. When it came time, he would roll out his sleeping mat next to the front tire on the passenger side of the pickup. The wind generally came from that direction through the night. He would put his blanket roll on top of the mat. 

He never used a sleeping bag. Too bulky. When he was ready for bed, if he thought it was necessary, he would take off his blue jean jacket and roll it up for a pillow. But for now he was wearing it against the chill in the air. 

He glanced at Dave, who had just put on his down jacket. Robert shook his head. That jacket was too warm. Later the man would sweat and be colder than he would have been with only a shirt. No telling what it might take to get him warmed up again.

He shrugged and moved off to dig a fire pit. All that coat stuff, it wasn’t his business. Live and learn. 

He put in a good pit, about two feet across and two feet deep, then scouted around for some deadfall. Finally he built a fire and settled in. There were lawn chairs in the back of the pickup under the shell. Maybe Dave would bring them over. But the ground was all right too. 

Dave came over and settled near the fire as well. He drew up his right knee, then crossed his left leg under it. He pressed his left hand against the ground to his side and draped his right forearm over his right knee. He leaned his head back to look at the night sky. “Sure is pretty, isn’t it?”
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