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Chapter 1

Life in Sector 7G

In Sector 7G, the main challenge was keeping yourself sane. Some pigs sang songs, others made up stories about better times. Something as simple as a fly could fuel an hour-long conversation; anything to stop yourself becoming completely apathetic, like most pigs. Half-deads, they called them, just staring off into space. The only thing that separated these kinds of pigs from the dead was a pulse.

Ruth was counting how many pigs she could see (382 so far) in an attempt to keep herself firmly planted in reality when she heard singing coming from behind her. A hopeful melody describing ceaseless wonders of ethereal beauty and some kind of magic that could mend a broken body and even a broken spirit.

“Erm, excuse me?” she enquired.

“Yes,” replied the mysterious singing pig.

“What is that song you were just singing?”


“Oh that. It’s just a song I made up about sunlight.”

“Sunlight?”

“You’ve never heard of it?”

“No, what is it?”

“Well, I don’t know. I know it’s bright but I’ve never actually seen it because it comes from outside.”

“Outside?”

“Oh, outside is an amazing, magical place where we will be free from our cages. Our pain and misery will fade away as we run forever in the amazing splendour of its endless wonders,” the pig explained as she let out a sigh of desperation.

“Where is this outside?” Ruth questioned. Her 
scepticism remained, as always, but the lure of hope was too strong.

“Beyond the walls.”

“Walls?”

“Giant things blocking us from the outside.”


“Huh, I always thought that it was just pigs in cages going on forever.”

“No, if you travel far enough you’ll reach them, then all you’ve got to do is get past the walls and you’ll be in the best place ever.”

“What exactly does this outside place look like?” Ruth questioned, hoping to get to the bottom of this and see if it was filled with holes like the other stories. A coherent narrative was far easier to trust.

“To tell you the truth, I don’t actually know what it looks like.”

Funny, the pigs always claim to have seen it or know exactly what the “magical place” looks like, Ruth thought to herself. “This kind of sounds like one of the stories pigs make up to keep themselves sane.” She wanted a reason to hope but had seen all the pigs around her become obsessed with some faraway land and end up half-deads.

“Trust me, it’s real.”

“How do you know it’s real if you’ve never even seen it?”

“One of the humans talked about it in the room I came from.”


“What! A human told you this!” Ruth squealed with joy as she tried to jump in excitement but found herself confined by the strict limitations of her cage’s size. “I always knew that there must be something more to this world and the humans have some kind of knowledge we don’t! How else would they be able to keep us locked up without special powers?”

“So you believe me?”

“Yes!” she cried. “I’ve never felt so happy. Wait, I just realised I barely know you! What’s your name? Mine’s Ruth.”

“I don’t have one, but it sounds like fun, so how do you get one?”

“It’s easy, all you have to do is think of something you like and that can be your name. I got mine from a pig I knew before she became a half-dead.”

“Okay, so my name can be anything I want it to be, like Sunflower?”

“Yeah, Sunflower’s good. What is Sunflower?”

“An outside thing.”

“You said you didn’t know anything else about outside. Do you know more?”


“No, sorry, it just came to me but if I remember anything else then I’ll tell you.”

“Thanks, wait, how come I never noticed you before? You’re in the cage right behind me.”
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