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Everything I knew would soon fall to
pieces.

And it was all my fault.

 


The sun beat down on me as if it wanted me to
merge with the patchy asphalt beneath my feet. My lungs could only
pick up the sweltering, dry oxygen floating about and dancing
around me as if I'd no other option but to die from suffocation.
But I did, and I always have.

The work doors in the center of my lonely
town stood erect before me, and every inch of my skin longed for
the cool touch of its air-conditioned rooms and somewhat-comfy
chairs as my blistering bare feet nearly gave out on me. It was a
mile walk from the shack I called home with five other brothers and
sisters, but it was necessary. We worked. That was the only option
in this world, besides death.

I pushed the door open with all sixty pounds
of my body and nearly face-planted on the floor, but I held myself
up, changing my stance.

"WELCOME," the two robots at the door said in
unison as I shoved the door shut. "IDENTIFICATION PLEASE."

From the ripped pocket of my best blouse, I
produced my microchip, which I refused to place inside my body like
many others agreed to. It wasn't mandatory, but it was highly
suggested, especially with how many holes are in the average
person's clothing. It could get lost so easily.

But I was always careful and always kept it
in the same place. I even made a small pocket inside the pocket
from a tatter of one of my dresses just to keep it safe. It was my
lifeline, as it was with the rest of my family. They couldn't
afford for my chip to disappear.

I forked the tiny square over, the thing the
size of the nail on my index finger, and the robot to my right
scanned it, the color red washing over it in haywire lines. The
light turned green and the robots both stood up, staring at each
other until the next worker walks through the doors. It was only
ten o'clock, my shift second. The first shifts had begun to stand
to leave, dreading returning home. Home is where poverty lingered
and tainted their lives.
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