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


The Day They Came

The day they came for us was a real mess. The sky was drizzling, and it had been for days. Like it couldn’t quite make up its mind to just let go and rain. The pit patter patter pit all but drove us nuts as we sat in the quonset hut and waited. 

Waited for what? 

Whatever came next. 

New arrivals. One or more of us to be called out or moved. What else were we gonna do? We were picked up, delivered here, and dumped through an imaginary chute. No instructions. No locked doors. And no possible way we were gonna risk walking out into an area they controlled.

They had to know that. And that’s probably why there were no instructions and no locked doors.

The actual waiting wasn't so bad, really. I mean, it’s only waiting. 

There were regular meals twice a day and otherwise we seldom knew there was anyone out there. A sound I can’t describe came at the back door and we knew it signaled food. We just knew. 

We shared a small bathroom, but it was set off behind an old door back in the corner for some privacy. We kept it pretty clean. There was no shower, so we weren’t the prettiest smelling bunch, but we covered as best we could. 

By the time they came for us, there were only five of us left. Well, four really. I mean, when I said there were five, that included the woman, Jamie.

That last day was pretty typical. Just more waiting.

Some of us were reading a bit for awhile. One guy inspected every inch of the quonset hut as if he was going to find something he hadn’t seen before. 

And then around mid-morning the odd sound came at the back door and we ate. 

No matter who got to the door first at meal times, Jamie, the woman, was always next in line. That became the routine in the space of one meal. We were men and she was a woman, period, so she got the first meal. So whoever got to the door first automatically handed her the first meal. 

In hindsight, we should have noticed that and insisted on everyone being treated fairly. Aren’t women always saying they want to be treated as equals? Some even say right out that they don’t want special treatment. A few of them even mean it.
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