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  This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to persons living or dead are purely coincidental.




  




  





  Introduction




  





  This story was written for an anthology workshop organized by Dean Wesley Smith and Kristine Katherine Rusch in February 2014. The theme for the anthology was Risk Takers, meaning stories about people taking extreme risks, and it had to involve some sort of game element.




  I decided to incorporate the game of cribbage, a game my father taught my brother and I from an early age, and to honor my father’s military service with the Canadian Army in World War II where he learned the game.




  My father served with the artillery but I decided to use the bomb disposal unit of the Royal Canadian Army Engineers as my subject since they faced incredible risks deactivating and disposing of unexploded ordinance during the war.




  What you are about to read is the result of my efforts. And the story that was published in Fiction River Volume 12– Risk Takers in March 2015.




  Think of these veterans as you read the story and when the opportunity arises thank them for their service.




  In case you’re wondering the term Muggins Rules is a unique aspect of the game of crib wherein if a player fails to peg all the points in their hand another player may “steal” them by uttering the term, “Muggins”. Check out how this rule applies in this tale of war and sacrifice.




  





  Muggins Rules




  





  Lieutenant Gus Aimes came to attention when Colonel Marks entered the platoon’s field tent unannounced. For the first time since the supply company erected the temporary structure to house his platoon, Gus was able to ignore the stale odor permeating the heavy, moldy-smelling canvas. He doubted the Germans would miss such a large tent with their eighty-eight millimeter guns just because the canvas tent was dyed forest green. It seemed a ridiculous precaution but he supposed canary yellow would have been worse.




  The colonel had been assigned as Battalion Commander two days before the D-Day jump off so Gus didn’t know much about the old man.




  The unofficial title of old man for a battalion commander didn’t refer to the age of the present occupant of the position; instead it symbolized the respect the men under the colonel’s command had for the officer’s rank. During wartime a colonel held the power of life and death, so trusting the old man was very important to men on the front lines.




  As a bomb disposal platoon, trusting the man next to you, never mind your officers, was critical to morale and a soldier’s continued good health.




  “Lieutenant.” Colonel Marks spoke gruffly then returned the salute with a slight nod of his head. Gus moved to the at-ease position with his hands folded behind his back his legs spread apart.




  The colonel scanned the interior of the dimly lit tent, the heavy fabric filtering out most of the sunlight on this very warm day. The stuffy air inside the tent meant the men had difficulty sleeping at night.
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