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I woke up this morning, the sky was cloudy, no solar power yet. Good thing, I always bring extra blankets, and dress in layers. There's more of us every day. I had a nice place, once three bedrooms, second floor, and even had a balcony. Now just like so many others. We live in tents, cars, or doorways. Some even sleep in shelters if they have room. Not the one we wanted; it is however, the one we have now. The election was rigged; we knew it everyone did. New regime, new threats, new laws all created for the rich winners of the new power holders. Just like everyone else, I’m now another countless Nomad. Moving from site to site, always have to be careful if you speak too loud, they come, and take you away. No one sees you again, we heard rumors, some even are true. They send you to prisons in other countries. Usually they end up working, or torturing you to death, it’s worse for women everyone's seen it. Can’t even practice your own religion anymore, or they send the religious reformers to take you to the reconditioning centers, so you come out worshiping the elected leader as the new god. We meet in secret, or practice in our own tents, and cars, “What no one sees, no one tells,” as they say.

Now, I've been doing this for too long. The only thing saving me, and my family, I get a small check once a month, along with an allotment for food, and some for-medication coverage. We take care of each other out here, you have no car, someone gives you a ride. You buy them something they like, it's a give, and take. Bartering is the new way. Sometimes you even get someone from the ever-diminishing middle class, or visitors from another country camps near you. They know, they see us eating one can of cooked soup between two, or three people. They always come over on their last night to ask if they can give you a meal for the night. Even nicer sometimes you get a priest who’s hiding due to his nonbelief in this false god leader, they usually offer pillows, blankets, or comforters to keep you warm at night. Proves there is still a real god. Gives you the strength to keep believing and going on. 

Hate it when the trust fund babies camp all they do is laugh about suicide you know, “That type of person all scraggily, and dirty they’re the one’s that do it the most. Too bad,” they laugh, and trash talk everyone around them. We hear them, they make sure of it. We ignore them. They’re just ignorant, childish drones. It is funny though to watch them pack up and leave like there’s a fire up their ass when they hear a screaming match between two people. No back bones, just ignorant that’s all. We understand
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