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They found her at the beach, as we always find them: naked, silent, and apprehensive at approach. I was not with the Patrol when they loaded her into the truck, but I have been on teams that found Found. Like all the others she was silent as they pulled her into the truck, and did not speak as they took her back to the Camp. She has not spoken since then. 
I came to the improvised ward we have set up in the hotel, hoping for the worst. That she would finally speak—of some horror that she had experienced, some world she could not speak of and therefore could not speak at all. But no. She gazed at me with silent incomprehension, nonrecognition, sullen resignation to whatever happened.
I ask her caretakers if it is any different with her. No, they will tell me, I knew, and they do. There is no sign of violence anywhere on her body, not even frostbite from swimming in the lake. I ask, red-faced, and yes: even the scar she once had on her thigh is gone. I point this out to them, and they are sadly not surprised. All of them are like this.
Nor can any explain it, for the Found do not communicate at all. They will obey orders, certainly—simple, clear ones. Solve tasks requiring thought, yes. But not a word. A deaf man on the staff has tried to teach them ASL for years, and nothing. Before we started rationing pencils, another member of the staff would put them in the Founds’ hands and tried to get them to write, or draw, or anything. Nothing. They do not even cry out in pain.
There are those on the Council who think taking care of the Found is a unacceptable waste of resources. Others say the Found should be used as laborers, for if they will not be cured they might as well help us, and there are so few of us left. Others think they should be subjects for experiments for subjects, that we could find how, when finding them nude in Winter like we always do, they seem to suffer nothing from the cold.
Still others demand that the Found be shot, on the basis that even those who had disappeared without deserting we no longer could trust to even be within the Camp, for who knew what had happened to them while gone. One man compared the Found to wild animals in a whiny voice—I don’t know, Timmy, you never knew where they’ve been. I decided I would punch him at next Meeting. It would be worth the Patrol duty.
To no one’s surprise, my vote on the issue will be changing. We may be the last of humanity, I plan to say. Let’s not lose the last of our humanity. Yes, I am biased. But so are we all.
They let me stay alone with her. I do not know
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