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“Ready!”

Ramon Garcia heard the voice, but he still couldn’t believe it was really happening. He thought of the construction site where he had been arrested, the lunch pail still sitting beside his boots, and the last voicemail from his daughter asking when he would be home. Yes, he had broken the law by entering the country, but so many had done the same in the past and nothing had happened; they just sort of blended in. Then, when the man they called the King came back into power, he cracked down on illegal immigrants somewhat, but after the overthrow, things changed.

Illegal immigrants were given two weeks to self-deport or face more than deportation: they would be sent to relocation camps. Ramon thought he wouldn’t be caught, but he was. He was arrested at work and taken to a migrant relocation camp in the middle of a Florida swamp, along with thousands of others from around the world who had come to the country seeking better lives. At the camp, he was treated as less than human. He was hit, kicked, and spit on. The soldiers were handpicked by the King because they supported his methods, would follow orders, and, most importantly, would never talk about what happened there.

While many citizens thought the way the King handled illegal immigrants was cruel, the King’s supporters, the ones who had voted for him before the overthrow, seemed to enjoy the cruelty the migrants faced because the King had told them all the migrants were murderers, rapists, drug dealers, and worse. Many would laugh when they saw the number of migrants processed each day and believed they deserved what happened to them. They even bought and wore shirts and hats with the King’s name on them; some wore merchandise bearing the name of the camps with pride.

People were told the migrants would be sent to their home countries, and like everything else the King and the state media told them, they believed it. They thought what was happening at the relocation camps was a good thing and would help the country. For the first few months, migrants were deported, but after a while many countries said they had taken all the migrants they could. So the King came up with another idea, one he could keep secret because all the independent media outlets had been shut down on day one of the overthrow. Most people believed the migrants were simply being sent home because that’s what they saw on the new state television stations and the highly regulated internet.

“Aim!”

The voice again. It was starting to sink in. This was really happening. A few weeks earlier, the King had announced to his staff that illegals could face the death penalty if they stayed in the country, but most thought he wouldn’t really do it, until he did.

With no independent media outlets to report on the conditions at the relocation camps, all people saw and heard was what the King wanted them to see. The King made sure everyone working at the camps was not only loyal, but also aware of what would happen to them and their families if they told anyone about the real activities taking place there.

“Fire!”

Ramon closed his eyes and heard the shots. He felt sharp pains in his chest but didn’t live long enough to finish the thought that his daughter would never know where he had gone.

Soldiers came and unlatched the body from the cross-shaped stand it had been attached to, then dragged it away. It was the first of the day, but many more would come before the day was done.

Some would be illegal migrants; others would be citizens convicted in the King’s court system for crimes like murder, rape, drug dealing, and other offenses. But many would be processed because they had spoken out against the King or were simply people the King didn’t like.

Even though security at the camps was tight and steps were taken to hide what was really happening, a few reports of the executions began to surface. Whenever information about the activities at the camps surfaced, the King sent his best federal agents to find the people responsible and had them sent to a relocation camp. Some were deported to another country, while others never even saw the inside of a relocation camp. They were disposed of immediately, without a trial.

The King sat at his desk smiling. The numbers coming in each day made him happy, but the results from yesterday were particularly pleasing to him: 150 scum, as he called them, had been terminated for various reasons. One case made him smile most of all. A senator who had opposed him before the overthrow had finally been taken care of very discreetly. In the King’s mind, he knew someone would probably find out, but he wasn’t worried because anyone who did would know better than to speak out. They knew what he would do, so they would simply pretend not to know anything.

While the number of people murdered in the relocation camps was in the thousands, the King knew he couldn’t dispose of everyone. Someone else in another country had tried to eliminate everyone he didn’t like several decades before, and the truth had come out because the number of people missing was so high it couldn’t be ignored. The King wanted to get rid of more, but he knew he had to continue the charade of the relocation camps being just one stop in the process of deporting both illegal immigrants and people he simply didn’t like. He had to dispose of the worst of his enemies and deport the majority of the rest. If someone never showed up anywhere else in the world, the King blamed the countries that were stopovers for those being deported. As he had always done, he blamed others.
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