CHAPTER 7

A Regular Day in The Trenches

...as his legs buckled due to exhaustion, he srumbled his way back home. Every breach
telt like inhaling lames. Inhale, exhale, inhale, exhale. No matter how painful breach-
ing felt, the boy had to keep going, had ro keep breathing. They were waiting for him,
They were all waiting for him. Only he could help chem. Only he wanes to help them.
As swear merged with rears under the indents of his eyes, the boy kepr going. He must
keep going, he cannot afford rest.

Finally, home is in sight, bur no one is there. Where are they? They are supposed
to be here! He came all this way! Through pain in limb and pain in heart, he came all
the way back. The promise he made ro them kepr him going all this rime.

And yer.

The boy faces ten little graves, Ten lictle graves for ven little children, who had ten

lltdf 'EII‘L'HJTIE-. ..E'Ln'.'l Lel) 1= I:HJ}' o ]'ETIF‘ thUEE 'EIITEJTIE- Come true.

But the bq.r:,' is too lare.
Martin Bell.
He broke his Pmmiﬁc.-.-

An alien sun rose to shine on an alien land. Martin Bell slowly opened his eyes o
meet the light. Another night, another terrible dream. As Marein pushed aside his
sheers, he fele they were drenched in swear, as was his pillow. Released from their
damp grip, Martin sar on his bed. The cool, alien morning air embraced his skin, Mar-
tin took a deep breath. With the exhale came along the fear he felr during his dreaming
hours. If anyone knew abour Martin's night terrors, they might ask questions, pick at
patches of skin thar are not yet wounds, yet are on the verge of tearing open. Martin
can't have that. Martin has no time. He had a promise to keep, And in order to keep
that promise, he had ro work. And there's plenty of work in the trenches. All Marein
needed was someone to show him the ropes.

As it on cue, a knock at the door. Martin realized he was still in his underwear and
scrambled to ger his uniform on. From the other end of the door, Billie could hear
hurried footsteps going from wall to wall. Every stumble was punctuated by a some-
whar apn[ngq:l:in:, mml:l].r pqnic]-:q:d “I'm mming!" Then, a hEE thud. Another stumble,
bur rhis one was louder. Billie chose ro assume Marrin was dressed ro the minimum
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standards of common decency and opened the door, Whar she saw was a young man
sitting on the floor. He rubbed the back of his head while sucking in air through grit-
ted reeth. Martin's uniform was on, but the buttons were misaligned. His shoes were
on CUTI‘bI:‘tl}'_. but the laces were a few steps away from b:cuming dangling tripping
hazards. Behind Martin, Billie saw sheets that were thumughl].r thrashed about. And
a half meter above Martin's bed, Billie saw an open window all Faggn:l up. The chil]].r
maorning air Prnhahl:,.r clashed witch all che l'n::ud].-' heat chac still |Enge1't|:| in Martin's
room. Billie could smell it roo bur felr it unnecessary ro menrion ir out loud.

With all these strokes of informarion, Billie painted a picrure of 2 man who sure
as hell hadn't dreamt abour anything fun. “Rough night?” she asked. Martin sheepishly
looked up at his best friend and shook his head. "INo, not at all. I'm okay. How did
you sleep?” Billie could've pointed out all the evidence stating the contrary, but if a bad
liar lies anyway, then that must mean they really want to hide something,. Billie chose
to ler it rest. For now.,

"1 slepr great! 1 mean, this place ain't exactly a five-sear hotel or anyrhing, bur che
beds are a lor sofrer than the ones we had back on Earch, Ready ro meer up wich Mari®
She asked the question while reaching for Marrin's hand, His sweary palm firmly
grasped Billie’s hand as he pulled himself up. "T sure am, Billie! Let’s go make some
m-:}nl.‘.}".

Oheside the Barrack of Team Hum stood a patient Mari Fujitarsu. She carefully
tucked away a strand of her jer-black hair. Her watch said it was exactly 8:30 in the
morning. A licele lare ro stare a shift for most, bur trainees always enjoyed a liccle leni-
ency. Especially back in the day, when crainees had ro cope with the facr they were
essentially prisoners of labor on an alien world. This coping usually lasted only a cou-
ple days. Or weeks, Or months, Or years. Six thousand two hundred and seventy
souls trapped inside the trenches. Some of them are coping better than you'd think.
Most are doing as well as you'd expect. Bur all of them are trying their best.

Twao pairs of ﬁ:nntst:ps apprua.chtd Mari. She could hear che pace was |:||.111-|:L-:r as
those approaching her were in a hurry. Mari looked up and immediarely had a frown
on her Face. Mot because Billie and Martin were lare. J"kgal'n, reainees have |¢ni.¢nq-'-
Bur while Billie looked well enough, her uniform tidy and her firearm safely resting
on her shoulder, Martin looked really disheveled,

“Good morning, Marrin, Why are you so messy right now?” Mari asked. Martin
stopped his stride. He looked at his jacket, his boots and then at Billie. He didn't say
anything, burt his eyes were practically asking Billie why he didn't tell him he looked
this mugh. Billie Just shruggn:d and said. "HE'!.-' | would've hE]Ptd. but we were in a
hurry, bud.”

Mlari ler our a deep sigh and walked over to Martin, "Come here, Martin,” She said.
“Let me help.” Martin looked ar Mari's hands as her fingers unburtoned his jacker and
propetly rucked in his shirt. She then went on to button up the jacker the right way
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and propetly lace Marrin's boots in a double knot. The speed ar which Mari did chis
implied experience with caring for athers. One could wonder why a girl looking this
young was taughe to care this much about those around her. Bur such questions are
not &0 i:aﬁ:il:r' answered, And such answers m[g]'lt not be zo EJ.Ei]'!," heard. So, for now,
]ﬂlﬁ FEIEHE On meore tilTI.I:I}" qut—stiuna. EIJL_].'I a5

"Thanks for hclping me, Mari! What're we gonna do now?"”

Mari stood to face Martin and Billie while dus.l:ing off her hands.

“Today, my dear trainees, you two will follow me as we take a look at everything
vou can do for The Company. We will go over the different acriviries, ler you do some
light work, and most importantly, I will show you where you get lunch. Sounds good?”

Martin and Billie nodded to say that it indeed sounded good. The trio took a short
hike to the frontline to start the tour in earnest.

Once there, Martin looked at the afrermarh of yesterday's specracle. Thousands of
Greyhide bodies laid soll beyond the trenches. Oil-like fluids had by now leaked out
of most of the carcasses, painting che landscape with big scrokes of black.

“Good thing those Greyhides don't rot. T don't wanna know whart thar could
smell like.” Billie said.

"Good thing indeed,” Mari replied. "Anyway, I assume you already saw what hap-
pens during dinner time, That's basically the only moment of the day where you will
see that much action. All other acrivities are much less explosive. Such as harvesting,
the activity you're looking at now.”

Mari gestured ar the people walking amongst the Greyhide corpses ourside che
outermose trench. Marrin and Billie saw how every cadaver was checked, tampered
with and loaded onro tloating carts. Mari resumed speaking.

"As you can see, our colleagues are picking up the bodies and checking in how
good of a condition they are. Once the severity of damage is ascertained, it is logged
nto the system thmugl': a tablet your cu]li:ag'u:s carry, and the bodies are put on the
carts for the next process.

Billie 5|ig|1tl1l|.r cocked her head as she smudied the entire process.

"Yo Mari, [ gor a question.”

"OF course, Billie, go ahead!”

"Ya just said the bodies are checked for how busred they are, righe®”

"I mean, that is not how I said it, but yes, the extent of deterioration is checked per
body.”

Billie's head turned to Mari, mouth slightly ajar and one eye squinted shur.

"I don't wanna sound like an ass or nothin’, but your colleagues used arrillery, like
ﬂ.ll.-tLli] 'I:xPlﬂii"ﬂ:'.'"u e} hla.'il.' thﬁﬂ PUPFEI.'."iu I:I'- TJ'IE Cumpnn}' nEEdﬁ- thﬂﬁl: GTE}’hidEE.
shouldn't we, like, not blow them to bits#” Mari snorred as she ler our a small chuckle.
“The way you say things is funny, Billie.”

Marrin nodded in agreement, a big smile adorning his face, Mari continued.
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