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New South Wales, Australia
8.15am
The heat beating down on the RV brought Bruce to a clammy and unwanted awakening. He’d become accustomed to sleeping in thick canvas tenting, a far more comfortable experience than the modern enclosed ways of sleeping outdoors these days. The thick canvas stopped the sun super heating the tent, and the air flow kept it fresh and comfortable. Bruce groaned as he sat up on the bed. He was in a thirty seven foot RV, a motor home, shared with four other survivors.
Bruce wiped his brow, sweat had already begun dripping down his face. He was dehydrated from the many beers the night before. Opening the curtains nearest him, Bruce peered out across the open plain, along the line of vehicles. This was their regular routine for nights now, simply park up in a line on whichever road they were driving, in as open an area as possible. The beers the night before were considered by most of the group to be vital to the morale of the survivors. Bruce, who had fallen into the role of leader, told everyone to treat each day like a road trip.
He peered through the window then shuffled around, peering out of the other windows. All he could see was a line of vehicles behind him, and sand and asphalt to the side and front of him. Bruce got to the main door of the vehicle and slid across the three bolts that were spaced evenly top to bottom. The security of an RV may have been good enough to keep out the odd thief, but that was then and this was now. All of their vehicles had received substantial armour and safeguards.
The door of the lead vehicle swung open and Bruce stumbled out, he was wearing torn jeans, a faded Motorhead t-shirt and flip flops. Bruce liked to think of himself as a rock star on tour whenever he could, it kept him from depression. He unzipped his trousers and sighed as he finally began to water the sand. Looking down the line of vehicles, he could already see several people following his example.
“Morning, boss!” shouted Dylan.
Bruce looked back to his friend who was sitting in a camping chair on the roof of their RV. All of the larger vehicles in the convoy now had roof hatches and ladders to them. Each night, every other vehicle would post a watch on the roof. In total, the convoy consisted of six RV’s, four 4x4’s that were all Land Cruisers, and a Road Train. The Road Train truck had been converted to an RV by having a caravan body fitted onto the back, but it still towed fuel containers. Fuel was highly important to their way of life, but fortunately it was still available in large quantities. The survivors took any fuel they could at every opportunity.
“Gooday fool!” shouted Bruce.
“Hey Bruce, want some breakfast?” shouted Brooke from their vehicle.
“Yeh, bacon and eggs!” shouted Bruce.
She laughed, but it was far from a new joke by the fatigued leader. They tried to continue a life of fun and camaraderie, but it was many of the little things in life they now missed, largely many of the perishable goods.
“How’s some beef jerky and a coffee suit you?” asked Brooke.
“Have to do won’t it!” shouted Bruce.
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