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        13 Oct 2117 at 08:51

      

      

      
        
        THIS COMMUNICATION IS BEING SENT TO ALL SCREENS

      

      

      

      Attn. Citizen,

      To support and further the peace that the new government has achieved after the final suppression of the Great Unrest, the following policies will be implemented across The Society:

      

      I. HEALTH & WELFARE REQUIREMENTS: DN8, The Society’s own health and wellbeing pill, is to be taken by all citizens every day.

      

      During a series of medical trials in selected pockets of The Society, the introduction of DN8 has had a universally positive impact on citizens and their ability to contribute to the overall good of The Society.

      

      Due to these encouraging results, DN8 will now be prescribed to all citizens over the age of 11.

      

      Households will receive their first month’s supply within the next five days.

      

      II. THOUGHT REGULATION & RELIGIOUS RESTRICTION: Religion and anti-Society comments – written, spoken, or thought  – will not be tolerated.

      

      Thoughts will be monitored in public buildings and citizens are required to monitor one another and report all anti-Society activity.

      

      In addition, from 1st November, Cognitive Surveillance Officers (CSO’s) will be equipped with portable Cognitive Activity Surveillance Systems (CASS Monitors) for use in thought-monitoring on our streets.

      

      III. ASSEMBLY ATTENDANCE: All citizens must attend the Society Assembly on the last Saturday of every month.

      

      The event will be broadcast to all screens across The Society. For those who wish to attend in person, a limited number of tickets will also be made available to attend the Assembly live in Central Square.

      

      IV. SERVICE QUALIFICATIONS: All children will be given an 11+ examination to determine their ability to serve in The Society as Worker or Elite.

      

      Worker children will be barcoded and will begin employment.

      

      Elite children will remain in school until they are 16, when they will begin employment at The Telepathe.

      

      V. LAW OF CONTRIBUTION: Without exception, all citizens over the age of 11 must be in full time education or full time employment.

      

      It is imperative that all citizens familiarize themselves with the laws detailed above. Those who break the rules of The Society are considered enemies of The Society and will be arrested.

      

      All citizens must work together to ensure the safety and prosperity of The Society. The future of The Society and the pursuit of peace depend upon your cooperation.
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        Agent L. Sanford on behalf of The Society Party.
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      I’ve been lying in bed for half an hour, staring at the black mold on the ceiling, trying to motivate myself to get up. I can hear the TV downstairs. Mum has had it on all night. Between that and the sound of my sister Selena hacking and wheezing next to me, I’ve barely slept.

      Come on, Aura.

      I drag myself out of bed, get washed, and pull on my clothes – a brown dress, thick brown tights, and a brown cardigan. I am the height of workhouse chic.

      I brush my hair, tie the red mass up in a ponytail, and then dust some powder over my face to mimic the DN8-induced pallor I need to blend in as a Worker. The drug may have no effect on me whatsoever, but I need to look like it does.

      Downstairs, I see Mum is wrapped in a blanket on the couch, cradling a mug, her eyes fixed on the TV.

      It’s barely 6:00 a.m. The Announcement won’t come until lunchtime.

      “I didn’t hear you come to bed. Did you get any sleep?” I ask, trying to make my voice light.

      The room smells damp, mildewed, and decaying like the rest of the house. The place is a jumble of tatty furniture, threadbare carpets, and ceilings yellowed by years of nicotine abuse from former tenants.

      “Have you got a shift today?” she asks, ignoring my question.

      “I don’t know yet.”

      Even though I’m only sixteen years old, I’ve had semi-regular shifts in workhouses since my eleventh birthday, thanks to The Law of Contribution requiring employment for all citizens. It’s not paid work – or even consistent work – but we get a meal at lunchtime while we’re on shift and a parcel of food to bring home, so I take all the hours I can get.

      Somehow the corporations have managed to spin the whole ‘work-for-food-instead-of-money’ thing into a good PR story, “giving Workers a purpose instead of letting robots do all of the jobs.” They say it’s better than a free handout.

      “Well, maybe we'll both get one,” Mum says, turning up the volume on the TV.

      The presenters are discussing the executions scheduled for tonight's Assembly. According to their banter, there will be three. I don't know what Mum will do if Dad's name comes up this time.

      We've been waiting for it ever since they took him five years ago. It's the same every month: sick terror in the days leading up to the Announcement followed by sweet relief when he isn't named.

      Not that it means he's ever coming home.

      Sometimes I think it would be better to just get it over with. Then I feel disgusted at myself for thinking such a thing.

      I grab my coat from the back of the couch. “I’m going to the food bank. Shall I give Selena a shout?” I feel bad leaving Mum on her own.

      “No, let her sleep,” she says, tearing her attention away from the screen to look at me. Her eyes are red. “Tell Seb I said hi.”

      “I'll be back soon.” I kiss her on the cheek and go outside into the gray morning.

      We live on the outskirts of The Society, in the Old City. The place is falling to pieces and devoid of any of the high-tech advancements associated with the rest of The Society. It’s due to be demolished before the year is out.

      We’ve been in this particular house for three months now – a record for us – and the occasional nod or half-hearted hello is the only interaction we’ve had with our neighbors.

      I’m okay with that.

      It’s hard to tell how many families live on the block. People keep themselves well hidden. In The Society, you can’t trust anyone. The thought police are everywhere, and reporting anti-government thinking is a lucrative business.

      I walk quickly.

      Being out on the streets always makes me jittery, and Assembly Day is no different. Even with the extra noise and activity, I’m still on my guard. I don’t want to be noticed. I don’t want to be detained.

      Like every kid in The Society, I've heard the stories about the things that happen if you get detained. The worst ones are about the Chair: people with their skin burned off, their brains fried so badly they can no longer talk. I’m pretty sure the stories are made to frighten kids into submission, but I don’t want to find out the truth.

      The sky above me darkens as the big screen is flown in for tonight’s Assembly showing. The noise in the air is deafening.

      Up ahead, I can see that the line at the food bank is already out of the door. There are rich pickings here on Assembly Day, and everyone knows it – the Elite like to be seen giving something back when people are paying attention.

      When we were little, Dad would come home from the food bank on Assembly Day with all kinds of treats for Selena and me – biscuits, jam, salted peanuts – nothing you could make a proper meal with. If Mum were out, he'd let us have chocolate for breakfast, and she'd go mad at him when she got back.

      ‘It’s only once a month,’ he’d say.

      I miss him like crazy.

      One by one, people exit the dilapidated food bank building with their bags of food as the rest of us shuffle closer to the entrance, our stomachs growling.

      Three video drones circle overhead, showing the preamble for the Announcement to the waiting crowd.

      I’m almost across the threshold of the building when a black van pulls up. The silver emblem of The Society on the hood glints in the morning light.

      Cognitive Surveillance Officers. Cogs.

      The Society Rules require all public buildings and public modes of transport to have thought monitors installed, but we have CSOs to enforce the thought laws everywhere else.

      An army of man-machines, Cogs are built to inspire fear. They wear full body armor and helmets that obscure their faces, leaving only their mouths visible.

      People say that they're disfigured beneath their helmets, that their scars and self-inflicted wounds are like status symbols. I've never seen one of their faces before, and I hope I never do.

      The van driver kills the engine, and the line outside the food bank falls silent.

      In the quiet, I can hear everybody's thoughts in my head, people debating with themselves on whether to stick it out or go back home.

      I breathe and focus on my name.

      Aura, aura, aura, aura.

      It sounds like hippy-dippy nonsense, but it works to bring me back to myself.

      Hearing people's thoughts is kind of like having tinnitus. Over the years, I’ve gotten good at blocking out the noise. Now it’s mostly like opening and closing my eyes, but when I’m in a crowd like this with so many thoughts racing, it can be exhausting.

      I was four years old when I realized that hearing other people’s thoughts wasn’t normal. When I told Mum about it, she told me to never, ever mention it again to anyone, unless I wanted to end up as one of Dr. Aldrich’s science experiments.

      The threat was enough to shut me up. Dr. Aldrich was the inventor of the Chair.

      Seven years later, Mum also had my 11+ exam results altered when it turned out I wasn't just Elite.

      “You’re Gifted, Aura,” Dad would whisper when no one else was around.

      The comments on the bottom of my exam paper, which went along the lines of, ‘Highly unusual… Further tests required,’ were erased and replaced with, ‘Worker,’ so that nobody would find out my secret.

      I don't know how Mum did it. We haven’t spoken about it since.

      The van door opens, and a black-clad figure steps out. The Cog's heavy boots crunch on the gravel as he makes his way toward us. A knot of dread forms in the pit of my stomach as the stink of his rotting flesh hits me.

      “Barcodes,” he barks at us, asserting authority just because he can.

      We snap into action – like obedient dogs – rolling up our sleeves and holding out our arms so that he can scan the black lines tattooed on our wrists.

      For the zillionth time, I'm thankful that my mind passes for being Elite because it means that my thoughts are hidden from The Society's surveillance.

      The CASS monitor on the Cog’s belt, always scanning for any illegal thought activity, stays silent for now.

      “They gave me a temporary card because of my wrist,” says an old woman at the end of the line. Her left arm is in a plaster cast. “But I – I can’t find it in my bag.” Her voice is shaking.

      “You’re telling me you’re out on the streets illegally?” the Cog sneers at her.

      “I had it when I left the house – I swear, Officer,” she chokes out. With her good arm, she rakes through her tiny bag as if the missing card will suddenly appear.

      I try to keep my eyes on the pavement. It's starting to drizzle. I watch the rivulets of rainwater making their way into the drain. A lone pigeon struts along the curb, picking at crumbs, oblivious to the situation unfolding nearby.

      “I just need to get some food. My name’s Rhoda Atkins, 101 Barrack Road. You can look me up –”

      He laughs, rattling phlegm in the back of his throat. “What makes you think I give a toss who you are or what hovel you live in?”

      She doesn’t budge. Instead, she croaks, “Please, Officer –”

      She should know better than to beg.

      “Are you hard of hearing, or am I just not speaking clearly?” He grins maniacally at the rest of us before turning back to the woman. “Go. Back. Home. And. Get. Your. I.D.,” he says, enunciating each word. “Otherwise,” he raises his weapon slowly. “I’ll put a bullet between your eyes right now and leave you to rot right here on this pavement.”

      I’m thinking of marching over to her myself and dragging her home when she finally comes to her senses and shuffles away, muttering apologies.

      The Cog moves up the line and enters the food bank, but before we can relax in his absence, the ugly, guttural tone of a CASS monitor blares out from the building’s open door.

      We all freeze.

      It's a noise I hear in my nightmares.

      What sounds like a scuffle breaks out inside the food bank. Seconds later, a body is flung out onto the wet pavement. It's a boy, not much older than I am. His face is covered in blood.

      He tries to scramble to his feet, but the Cog who started the beating is right behind him, kicking him down again, out into the crowd. The boy lets out a groan as his body skids along the pavement, stopping right in front of me.

      I catch his eye, and my heart stops.

      I know him. I used to go to school with him.

      Matty-something.

      He was a shy kid, super-bright, always by himself. I always thought he'd turn out to be Elite.

      His eyes lock onto mine. He recognizes me too. His thoughts crash like waves into my head.

      He’s going to kill me.

      Help me.

      Please.

      I don’t want to die.

      “I want a volunteer!” The Cog addresses us all. “And if I don't get a volunteer, I'm going to start shooting.” He paces up and down the line as if he's briefing a troop of soldiers. Matty looks down at the ground, shaking in fear. The Cog renews his threat. “I'll count to ten.”

      The Cog’s count is met with silence. Matty looks up.

      The Cog laughs.

      “If that’s what you want,” he says, raising his gun and pointing it at a young woman at the end of the line.

      “No! Wait! I’ll volunteer!” The man next to her puts his hand in the air.

      Satisfied, the Cog lowers his gun. He takes a few steps backward and leans against his truck.

      “This scab is an enemy of The Society, and we need to give him a suitable punishment,” he says, flexing a black-gloved hand. “Got it?”

      The volunteer nods and approaches Matty.

      At first, he dances around him, unsure of himself, of where – or how – to strike. Matty has curled himself up into a ball, protecting his head with his arms.

      The first blow lands, and he cries out. The volunteer, suddenly confident, begins to hit him without mercy.

      Someone help me.

      I can’t get him out of my head. I feel his terror as if it’s my own.

      I want to help him, but I’m powerless.

      I hate being powerless.

      People are pouring out of the food bank to watch. I let them push in front of me. Now I’m at the back of the crowd with a barrier of sweaty, dirty bodies between Matty and me.

      Events like this are a daily occurrence in The Society. I should be used to them by now, but I think if I get used to them, then the bad guys will have really won. Life shouldn’t be like this.

      Someone grabs my arm and pulls me back, into the food bank, away from the chaos.

      Seb.

      “Are you okay?” he asks.

      I wipe the rain from my face and try to calm myself down.

      I've known Seb since we were kids. We're the same age. We were equals before the 11+ exam. Before the men in white coats inserted memory disks into our brains and categorized us.

      Like all Elites, Seb got to stay in school until he was sixteen, before starting work for the government at The Telepathe.

      He's a Clinical Research Agent – a medic – now, and he's the one person without a barcode that I talk to. I don't see him often, but we chat online, and he's here at the food bank every month, handing out parcels.

      “That was Matty,” I whisper, knowing that he knows Matty from school too.

      “I know,” he says, pulling out a chair. “Take a seat. They're going to be a while.”

      I sit, dripping rain onto the floor, and watch as he collects tins and packets of food to fill up a bag for me to take home.

      “He recognized me,” I say. “He looked right at me.”

      Seb runs a hand through his hair, “Me too.”

      He pulls up a chair opposite me and hands me the bag of food.

      “Thanks.”

      He opens his mouth as if he’s going to say something and then stops.

      “What is it?”

      He looks behind him, making sure that we’re still alone. “There’s a van leaving from The Creek tonight.”

      At first, I think I haven't heard him right.

      The Creek is the wasteland that separates the Old City from the border. It's so far from the bright lights of Central Square that unless the inhabitants cause trouble for The Society at large, they're left to get on with their misery.

      There's only one reason Seb would be telling me this.

      “Seb – ”

      “You could get out,” he says.

      My eyes dart around the food bank. The fresh blood smeared across the floor is like a warning. I can't believe Seb is saying this out loud. Defecting is as much an offense against The Society as anti-government thinking.

      Still, we were all going to go once. Before they took Dad. I used to hear him and Mum talking about a camp somewhere in the forest.

      I hold out my arm to Seb, and he scans my barcode in exchange for the food. "Wouldn't you miss me?" I ask, forcing a grin.

      “I’m being serious, Aura.”

      “Really? Because you sound completely nuts.”

      The crowd is still cheering outside. It’s an ugly sound. I can’t hear Matty’s pleas in my head anymore.

      “Do you know something?" I ask, searching his face for clues. "Are we in danger?”

      He chews his bottom lip. “I just know that you could get away from all of this.”

      Years ago, I promised myself that I wouldn't listen to my friends' or my family's thoughts, figuring that if I did, I'd be no different from the CASS monitors I despised. It would be a betrayal of trust, like reading a private journal. But sometimes, it sure is tempting.

      “Are you leaving too?”

      “I can’t.”

      Can't – or won't. Seb is Elite, so he has a comfortable life here.

      “Mum will never leave. Not with Dad still here.” I shut my eyes as I realize what my words really mean. Not until Dad is dead.

      I shake my head, trying to erase the thought.

      “You can persuade her.”

      “Even if I could, we don’t have the money.”

      He puts a hand in the inside pocket of his coat and pulls out a vial full of tiny iridescent blue pills. He hands it to me.

      “Seb?” I hiss. “What are you thinking?”

      I turn the vial over in my hand, and the little pills sparkle like jewels.

      DN8.

      “Where did you get these?”

      DN8 is the flagship product of Calvin Aldrich’s company, Edcal Pharmaceuticals. The drug is provided by the government as a “health and wellbeing pill” to stop us all from keeling over due to lack of nutrients – at least, that’s what the adverts say.

      Dad had other theories before they took him.

      He believed that DN8 regulates Workers' thought patterns, making them compliant with whatever the government wants.

      Everyone in The Society is supposed to take one pill each day, though the Elite often save theirs up to binge when they want to let their hair down.

      “That bottle is worth a ticket across the border twenty times over,” Seb says.

      Could we do it? Could I persuade Mum?

      I think of Reece. My best friend. He left for the border with his mum and his older brother over a year ago. I have no idea if he made it.

      My phone vibrates in my pocket, snapping me out of my reverie.

      I check the screen and thud back into reality.

      It’s a job alert.

      “I’ve got a shift at Purity Healthcare.” I hand the vial back to Seb. “If I get caught with these, I’ll be shot.”

      He’s about to say something else when people begin to drift back into the building.

      He slips the bottle back into his inside pocket.

      “There's a van leaving at 10:00 p.m. You know how to reach me if you change your mind.” He stands up, signaling that it’s time for me to go.

      “I won’t – but thanks for looking out for me.”

      He looks disappointed. Worried. “Always.”

      I head back out into the rain.

      The Cog is tossing Matty's unconscious body into the van. The "volunteer" is dripping in sweat and looking around at the thinning crowd as if he's coming out of a trance. I'm not sure if he realizes yet what just happened.

      On my way to the bus stop, I pass Barrack Road. I leave the bag of food Seb gave me at Number 101 – my own little act of rebellion in a world gone mad.
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      The Work Alarm is ringing through the streets when I step into place at the shuttle stop with the other Workers.

      It’s 7:00 a.m. already.

      I'm just in time.

      The shuttle glides into view – a big sixty-seater – its sleek black façade out of place amongst the crumbling buildings on the block. The doors open with a hiss and we troop toward them, scanning our barcodes on the ID panel as we enter.

      As usual, the Elite seats at the front of the shuttle are empty, and the back of the shuttle is already full of Workers. There are no more seats available, so I stand, gripping the handrail. The doors snap shut.

      “For your security, your thoughts are being monitored,” the familiar message warns.

      We sweep through the Old City streets, passing derelict buildings and an occasional dead body left by the CSOs to decay in the elements as a warning to others about what happens when The Society gets crossed.

      The scenery improves as we leave the Old City behind.

      A so-called Smart City, The Society has been constructed in a series of concentric circles. This driverless shuttle travels all the way through it to get to the workhouses on the other side.

      Concrete and cement are replaced by swaths of shiny green plastic and colorful polyurethane flowers as we approach the Artificial Gardens. Here, a gargantuan portrait of President Robert Wolfe appears on the roadside, as if welcoming worthy strangers into his lands.

      Instead of entering the Gardens, we head into a tunnel, which takes us down below street level to continue our journey underground.

      Shuttles can travel over a mile in ten seconds on this section of the route, and the initial acceleration almost makes me lose my footing. I widen my stance and grip the handrail more tightly to steady myself.

      For a few moments, before the shuttle's digital windows come to life, we are cocooned in darkness, and then the video feed of the city above us begins to play.

      The Artificial Gardens whiz by in a blur of color before The Neighborhood flashes into view.

      President Wolfe’s Neighborhood project has already relocated the Workers who serve the Elite to this part of the city. The baristas, the personal shoppers, the Botox clinicians – they now live in sensor-enabled identikit houses with ‘modern surveillance and a phone app to optimize your living experience,' according to the ads.

      All of their activity is tracked and reported back to the analysts at The Telepathe. The app tells them when to eat, when to sleep, when to wake up, when to go to work. They don't need a Work Alarm here.

      Eventually, everyone left in the Old City will be moved into The Neighborhood. Once the Old City is demolished, there’ll be nowhere to hide.

      The shuttle pauses at the underground stop in The Neighborhood and more passengers join us. They wear neatly-pressed uniforms and an air of arrogance that comes from having paid jobs to go to.

      I roll my eyes at their attitude. I’m sure the time will come when they’re competing with Artificial Intelligence for their jobs like the rest of us.

      After The Neighborhood stop, the shuttle races along beneath the Golden Belt, which is home to exclusive boutiques, high-end eateries, private schools and hospitals, the state-run TV station, and the sprawling gated community known as the Inner Sanctum.

      This is where the Elite and their families reside.

      The Inner Sanctum has always been a source of wonder to me. Seb doesn’t brag about his new home, but I’ve seen the pictures online. It’s hard to believe that real people live in such unparalleled luxury.

      The Elite want for nothing, and in return, they live to serve The Society and further its agenda. I guess for them, luxury is a reasonable trade-off for freedom.

      It could have been my life, if not for Mum’s interference with my 11+.

      I cast the thought aside. My life as a Worker may be pretty bleak, but at least I’m not aiding and abetting The Society.

      The shuttle stops again. There’s a line of Workers from the night shift waiting to board.

      “Alight here for the Golden Belt. Please take all of your belongings with you.”

      The doors open, letting in a gust of air, and the passengers from The Neighborhood get out. I watch as they march off into the underground station.

      The shuttle pulls away again.

      The next stop will be Central Square – the heart of The Society and home of The Telepathe.

      The pixels in the digital windows glitter as the crystal and chrome exterior of The Telepathe rushes into view. Central Square looks deserted now, but by this evening, it will be transformed, teeming with the lucky thousands who have managed to get tickets for the Assembly while everyone else is watching at the big screens or at home on TV. The screenings are compulsory; no one misses an Assembly.

      The shuttle pushes on for another ten minutes or so before starting to decelerate.

      When we resurface onto street level, the bright lights of The Society are behind us. Soon the road turns into a dirt track.

      “Alight here for Purity Healthcare Systems. Please take all of your belongings with you.”

      Most of the workhouses are owned by corporations: Cellectra, Purity Healthcare, Clinic Inc., and Beautopia, to name a few. There are hundreds scattered around this part of the Old City, far from the Inner Sanctum and Central Square. Out of sight, out of mind, so to speak.

      The Purity Healthcare workhouse, a windowless room about half the size of a basketball court, isn’t particularly big.

      Three ceiling fans covered with layers of dirt hum quietly above two dozen sewing machines in the filthy room. Two cutting machines sit in a corner gathering dust. I think “Purity” must have been having a laugh when they came up with their name.

      The sewing machines at each workstation have little benches for the operators, with piles of white fabric set by the side.

      We scan in with our barcodes, toss our phones into a big plastic box, and find a workstation, wary of the two Cogs standing guard at each end of the room.

      Our job is to make bed sheets, pillowcases, and uniforms, cutting and stitching from the moment we arrive to the moment we leave.

      During the workday, we’re allotted a two-minute bathroom break and a ten-minute lunch break. Lunch is served at our workstations, usually a hunk of bread and a mug of soup.

      Today our schedule will be different because of the Announcement. We'll be given a hot meal in the kitchen while we watch the broadcast.

      By the time we file into the kitchen at lunchtime, my fingers are numb, and my back aches.

      Each of us grabs a bowl from a stack at the beginning of the line and fills it with a ladle full of stew from the big stainless steel urn at the end of the counter. We carry our meals to a long wooden table while the supervisor, Mrs. Proctor, wheels a TV into the middle of the room. It splutters to life, and we all fall silent.

      It’s time.

      The Society logo appears onscreen, and the music starts to play.

      I think of Mum, and wonder where she’s watching. I hope she’s at home with Selena.

      The presenter's face fills the screen, all white teeth and red lipstick. She touches her ear, listening to a message from the producer, nodding somberly, drawing out the tension. They like the Announcements to have a touch of drama.

      Dad said once that when he was a kid, the talent shows used to announce their winners like this.

      The executions are our entertainment now.

      The first mug shot appears onscreen. It’s an old man – older than Dad. I take a breath.

      “Christopher Martin, 69, has been found guilty of loitering after curfew and resisting arrest,” says the presenter.

      The kitchen remains silent. I wonder if any of the Workers here are like me, waiting to hear the fate of a loved one.

      The second mug shot is of a boy who looks to be about my age. It’s rare that a young person is executed. They’re more valuable as research subjects.

      “Adam Reeves, 17, has been found guilty of possessing Liceptopan with the intent to supply.”

      The presenter explains the charges for the benefit of her viewers: “Liceptopan, an illegal substance also known as ‘Ice,’ can cause damage to the brain and central nervous system and has been linked to Alzheimer’s Disease and stroke.”

      There’s a longer dramatic pause before the final photograph is revealed.

      I hold my breath.

      My knuckles are white, where they grip the edge of the table.

      The third picture appears onscreen, and there's a moan from the corner of the room, followed by a clang as a spoon drops onto the tiled floor.

      The Cogs raise their guns, and everyone turns to the source of the sound – a dark-haired girl whose eyes are fixed firmly on her shaking hands.

      “Maria Emery, 43, has been found guilty of possessing and circulating religious texts.”

      The slow sludge of the girl’s thoughts is almost audible.

      She knows the woman in the photo.

      I’ve seen about 40 public Announcements in my life, and this is the first time I’ve been in the same room as someone who has had a loved one in the execution lineup.

      Yet all I can think is ‘it’s not him.’

      For another month, Mum and Selena and I have hope.

      “Do we have a problem?” Mrs. Proctor asks the girl. The girl shakes her head, trying to cover her shock.

      Mrs. Proctor signals to the Cogs to remove the girl from the room. An outburst like that can't be ignored. They'll punish her when the workday ends.

      We finish our meal, and Mrs. Proctor turns off the TV, signaling that the break is over.

      “You and you.” She points to me and the blond-haired boy sitting next to me. "Clean up in here. The rest of you get back to work."

      I fill the sink with lukewarm water while Blonde Boy collects the bowls. I can’t wait to get home now. Mum will be in a good mood. We can have a game of cards and stay up late listening to stories about when she and Dad met.

      While I'm daydreaming over the dishwater, I notice the Cogs outside sucking on e-cigarettes. The window is open slightly, and I can hear snippets of their conversation. My ears prick up when I hear them mention the Old City.

      "… Jax," one of them says. When I hear my last name, I turn to the window, assuming they're talking to me – but they're not even looking my way.

      Blonde Boy piles the bowls into the water with a big slosh, and I miss what's being said.

      I glare at him.

      “… Alice… No harm to come to her visibly…” one of the Cogs is saying. There’s laughter and the sound of something being dropped into the trash.

      I put the clean bowls on the draining board for Blonde Boy to dry and put away. He seems to make a point of banging them down onto the shelves. The clatter drowns out the Cog’s conversation.

      I’m down to the last bowl.

      “…9 o’clock… Six of us…”

      My heart is pounding now.

      There’s going to be a raid.

      At our house.

      That’s why Seb was trying to get me to leave.

      I need to get out of here. I need to warn Mum.

      I consider finding a pair of scissors and gouging my arms, getting taken to a Clinic Inc. – but there’s no certainty that they wouldn’t just let me bleed out here.

      The red fire alarm in the corner of the kitchen catches my eye.

      Blonde Boy holds his hand out for the last bowl, and I fold the tea towels, my mind racing. I can't set it off in here. He would know it was me.

      The Cogs come back into the kitchen. “Back to work,” one of them grunts.

      We shuffle back into the sewing room, and I do a quick scan of the area on the way to my workstation.

      There are four fire alarms in here, one set into the wall between the lockers and the toilet cubicle. Can I trigger it without anyone seeing me?

      “There’s more cloth in the storeroom,” Mrs. Proctor calls out, noticing that I’m not working.

      “Yes, Mrs. Proctor.”

      I make my way to the storeroom and flip on the light. There's another girl here.

      She turns, startled, and drops something.

      It’s the girl who dropped the spoon. I can see from the way her eyes are dilated that she’s high on Ice.

      “What are you doing here in the dark?” I ask.

      Then I notice the matches she’s dropped.

      If I thought my plan was half-baked, hers is worse.

      “There are Cogs out there! Are you insane?”

      Suddenly she grabs me, putting a knife to my neck. It’s just a rusty little thing, the type of knife you’d use to peel carrots or potatoes, but it’s enough to end me.

      “You breathe a word of this, and I swear I'll gut you,” she slurs, her breath hot on my ear.

      “What are you going to do if someone comes in here before the fire alarm goes off?” I ask through gritted teeth. I can feel the blunt edge of the blade digging into my throat.

      “That was my mum on the screen. I need to get home for my dad,” she mumbles, struggling to get the words out.

      “Then let me help you.”

      Her grip on me loosens. She steps back.

      “How?”

      I rub my neck where the blade was. "I have a toilet break in an hour, and there's a fire alarm right outside of the cubicle. If you can get Mrs. Proctor to the opposite side of the room, I'll make sure that alarm goes off."

      She wipes her bloodshot eyes with her sleeve. “Why would you help me?”

      “Because I need to get out of here too.” I pick up a pile of cloth and turn to go.

      “Wait,” she says, grabbing for my arm, missing by a mile. “How are you not tripping every CASS monitor in here?”

      I swallow. I can’t exactly say ‘because I’m not really a Worker,’ now can I?

      “Look, do you want my help or not?” I ask, instead.

      She searches my face for clues, then seems to think better of it. “I’m Tia. Tia Emery.”

      “Aura Jax.”

      We return to work. For the next hour, I can feel Tia staring at me, watching every move I make.

      The two Cogs are in the room with us again – one stationed by the door leading to the kitchen, and the other by the exit. Every half hour, Mrs. Proctor does a circuit of the room to inspect our work before going back to her desk and tapping away on her laptop.

      At 3:30 p.m., I put down my cloth and slip my scissors into the pocket of my cardigan. Nobody but Tia gives me a second glance as I cross the room to go to the restroom. I hold my wrist over the barcode scanner at the door, and it slides open. Once I'm inside, I count to 100 before flushing, running the taps, and using the hand dryer.

      My heart is thumping in my chest.

      I leave the bathroom and quickly scan the room. The Cogs haven't moved. Mrs. Proctor is over at the far side of the room, inspecting Tia's work. I catch Tia's eye, and she gives me a slight nod.

      As I walk past the alarm, I press my index finger into the middle of the glass.

      There’s a satisfying little crunch as the seal breaks.

      A pause.

      Then the piercing shriek of the alarm.
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      Scissors and pins scatter across the workroom floor, and the Cogs spring into action, shouting at us to put our hands on our heads where they can see them.

      “Stop what you’re doing!” Mrs. Proctor bellows over the cacophony. “Make your way outside!”

      Everyone, including Proctor and the Cogs, is covering their ears, trying to block out the hellish noise. I hang back, moving toward the storeroom, letting the other workers push past me.

      When the second Cog is out of the door, I back into the storeroom and pull the door closed behind me. No one sees.

      My accomplice is already here.

      “How exactly do we get out?” she shouts over the racket.

      “Follow my lead.”

      I grab my scissors and stab at the thin glass of the storeroom window. The sound of the alarm drowns out the noise of its shattering. I climb onto a stool beneath the window and pull myself up and out, landing with a soft thump on the muddy ground outside.

      Dusk is falling. The cold air is a welcome change from the hot, stuffy workhouse. I fill my lungs, trying to clear my head. My ears are ringing from the alarm.

      Tia drops down next to me and follows me as I crawl to the edge of the building.

      “I don’t feel so good,” she grumbles.

      The alarm has stopped ringing, and I can see that Mrs. Proctor is in deep discussion with one of the Cogs. There must be 100 workers in neat rows waiting to go back inside.

      It's dark enough that if we stay low and stick to the perimeter, we can get out through the workhouse gates without being seen, but right now, there's a black Society truck parked between us and the gates, being loaded up with boxes.

      Tia groans.

      She’s doubled over, a pool of vomit beside her.

      “How much did you take?” I ask.

      “Enough,” she says, wiping her mouth.

      Ice doesn't regulate thoughts like DN8 – it just slows the processes down so much that CASS monitors can't pick them up. The after-effects are like the symptoms of a bad hangover – headaches, nausea, dehydration, dizziness, tiredness – Tia looks terrible. The Ice must be wearing off.

      I turn my attention back to the truck. Box after box is being piled into the back. I wish they would hurry up.

      “We got tickets for the live Assembly in Central Square yesterday morning,” Tia says. “Dad was convinced it was because Mum was going to be executed.” Her voice cracks. “I told him it’s just a lottery, but once he said it, I couldn’t get it out of my head. And then when I got the shift here today… I didn’t think I’d be safe around the Cogs unless I made myself brain-dead with a load of Ice. It still didn’t work.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “What about you?” she asks. “Why do you need to get out of here?”

      “There’s going to be a raid at my house tonight,” I tell her. “I heard the Cogs talking.”

      The workmen loading the boxes close the doors of the truck and walk back to the workhouse toward Proctor and the Cogs.

      “About time,” I say under my breath.

      “Now?” Tia says.

      I’m about to give her the nod when I see a light flicker on inside of the truck.

      The driver is still in there.

      “Wait –”

      Before I can stop her, she darts past me, a dark shape making a run toward the fence.

      Tia, no!

      She's almost even with the truck when it starts up. The headlights come on, spotlighting her for everyone to see. Mrs. Proctor shouts something, and everyone turns.

      Tia doesn’t stop running. One of the Cogs raises his weapon.

      A shot rings out.

      He misses.

      Tia turns for a second, then moves faster, momentarily disappearing behind the truck.

      There’s a strange electricity in the air. We’re willing her on, all of us brown-clad workers, pinning our hopes for our lives on this terrified young girl running for her own life.

      When she reappears, I see that she’s almost through the gates. I’m starting to believe that she’ll get away.

      I clench my fists.

      If she can get to the trees, she might make it. The Cog aims again, and a second shot rings out.

      No.

      This one is on target.

      Tia is down.

      It’s over.

      “I think we have our perp,” the Cog shouts, his voice echoing across the forecourt. “Get the rest of them inside and put them back to work.”
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      They don't bother to move Tia's body. The truck drives around her, and the Workers file back inside to business as usual. It makes me sick, but there's no time to get sentimental. I have to get out of here.

      When I’m sure that the coast is clear, I make my move. On unsteady legs, I tear across the courtyard Tia crossed, through the gates, and along the dirt road, not slowing down until I reach the shuttle stop.

      In my mind, all I can see is Tia, face down in the dirt, and Matty, beaten to within an inch of his life.

      Somehow I make it home.

      From the outside, the house looks exactly as I left it this morning. The curtains are closed tight. The living room light is on, and the front door – a mess of peeling paint and bird poop – is intact.

      Suddenly, an image of the house, ransacked, flits into my mind’s eye: I see a flash – almost like a memory – of upturned furniture, broken glass, our stuff strewn across the floor.

      Just as quickly as the image comes, it’s gone, and I unlock the door, shaken.

      The normality of the scene inside makes me do a double-take. The front room has been tidied; the blanket is gone from the couch; the bowls are laid out for supper. There's a casserole dish in the middle of the table and half a loaf of bread.

      Selena is seated at the table, and Mum is brushing her hair.

      It almost looks homey.

      I watch them for a moment, wishing that I didn’t have to turn the world upside down again with my news.

      My sister Selena is twelve years old and skinny as a rake, with long auburn hair that runs down her back like a waterfall. Her birth was never registered because Mum and Dad were terrified that she’d turn out like me, so as far as the government is aware, she doesn’t exist.

      I often think of the life we could have had if I were a normal Elite girl rather than a freak of nature. Selena would have had the best healthcare, the best food, designer clothes, and a warm, comfortable home. Instead, she has a prison sentence.

      “Aura, you’re early!” Mum looks up, smiling. “We were going to wait for you.”

      She’s beautiful, my mum. She has blonde hair and green eyes that light up when she smiles, which doesn’t happen often enough. Even when Dad was around, she seemed to have a black cloud hanging over her, as if she was always expecting the worst.

      Mum lifts the lid from the casserole dish, and a savory aroma spills out.

      “You can thank Cellectra for the spread. I got a two-hour shift at the last minute," she says, filling the first bowl with stew. "I hope you're hungry."

      “Where are your food parcels?” Selena asks, looking expectantly at my empty hands.

      “Aura?” Mum asks, setting the bowl on the table.

      “We need to leave,” I say, sitting down opposite them. “Before 9 o’clock.”

      Mum stops what she’s doing. “What? Why?”

      Because the worst is going to happen.

      “There’s a raid tonight. They’re coming for you, Mum.”

      My words hang in the air, terrifying and unreal.

      “What do you mean?” she asks. “How do you know?”

      “I heard the Cogs talking when I was in the kitchen at the workhouse. I got home as fast as I could.”

      The color drains from Mum’s face.

      “I saw Seb this morning. He said there’s a van leaving from The Creek tonight. I think he knew – I think he was trying to warn me.” I sound breathless, hysterical.

      “We’ll pack some things, find somewhere to bed down,” Mum says, pacing around the room.

      “Somewhere to bed down?” I snap. “Didn’t you hear what I said? We’ve got about two hours. We could get out of The Society altogether tonight!”

      “Do you have any idea how much it costs to get across the border?”

      “Seb can help us,” I say, remembering the DN8.

      “And what then? Where do we go once we get out?” she says, stopping in front of me. “And what about your sister? She’s not well. On this side of the border, we have food, a roof over our heads, the Internet, the TV…”

      This makes me snort. “So that’s why you don’t want to go? You want to watch Dad die on TV?” The cruel words tumble out before I can stop them.

      She slaps me, and I recoil.

      “Pack some things,” she says. “Hide the laptop.”

      I storm up the stairs with Selena following close behind.

      “What was all that about? Did you have to be so mean to her?” Selena asks, pulling our rucksacks out of the wardrobe. She starts stuffing clothes into hers. She knows the drill. Since Dad's arrest, we've moved around a lot.

      My cheek is still stinging. “Shut up, Selena.”

      My voice is drowned out by the sound of a vehicle roaring into the street.

      We freeze.

      I hear muffled male voices and the sound of an engine outside.

      It can’t be.

      I look at the time. 7:05 p.m. It’s too soon.

      “Girls! You need to hurry,” Mum shouts up the stairs. Her voice sounds strangled.

      I open the bedroom curtain a fraction. Tendrils of fear curl up in my stomach at the silver Society emblem on the hood of the black government truck.

      The side door slides open. A team of six heavily-armed Cogs jumps out of the truck, their black boots, guns, and helmets glittering beneath the streetlights.

      “What is it? What’s happening?” Selena asks, trying to peer past me.

      “They’re here.” I grab the laptop off the bed and shove it into my rucksack. Everything else can wait. “Let’s go.”

      We tear down the stairs to see Mum hovering in the shadows by the front window. She’s turned off the main lights. The only light left downstairs is coming from a small table lamp.

      She doesn’t have a bag packed yet.

      “I've got the laptop,” I tell her. “We can head out back and come back later for our things.”

      She doesn’t budge. She looks at Selena and me as if she’s trying to memorize our faces.

      Something isn’t right.

      “Mum? Come on, let’s go!” I move toward the back door with Selena.

      “I can’t come with you,” she says, walking toward us.

      I can’t believe what I’m hearing. “What?”

      “It’s me they’re here for. If they don’t find me, they’ll come after us all.”

      “No,” Selena says, beside me.

      “I love you, beautiful girl,” Mum says, kissing her on the forehead.

      “Don’t do this,” Selena sobs. "Stay with us."

      “We’re not leaving without you,” I tell Mum.

      “Take this,” Mum says, ignoring me and handing Selena a small silver tablet. Liceptopan. Ice. “Swallow it down.”

      Once she’s satisfied that Selena has taken the pill, she turns back to me. “I need you to look after this for me,” she says, pressing a silver locket into my hand.

      “What is it?” I open the clasp to find a tiny gold memory disk inside.

      My skin starts to crawl.

      It can’t be.

      Memory disks are inserted into our brains during the 11+ exam so that our memories can be used as evidence against us if we commit a thought crime. The disks are not supposed to come back out.

      “Whose is this?”

      “It’s mine –”

      “You had yourself hacked?” I hiss.

      “I don’t want anyone else to see them. Promise me, Aura.”

      I snap the locket shut. “Why?”

      “They’re things I needed to get out of my head,” she says, glancing towards the front door. “You need to go.”

      “Mum –”

      Her eyes are glassy with unshed tears. “We don’t have time to argue. I can’t let them get to you. I won’t.” She hands me a pillbox. “For Selena.”

      The dull thud of the Cogs kicking against the front door echoes through the house.

      I wrap my arms around Mum, not wanting to let go.

      “You’re stronger than you know, Aura. Remember, you’re a Jax,” she whispers. “Now go. Keep your sister safe. Promise me.”

      The wooden door starts to splinter, and she pulls away from me.

      We can’t wait any longer.

      “I promise.”

      In a daze, I take Selena's hand, and we run through the tiny kitchen and out into the alleyway, locking the door behind us.

      “I don’t want to leave her,” Selena says, leaning against the overflowing dumpster at the back of the house. Her voice is already starting to slur.

      “Neither do I.”

      Out in the darkness, we can see through the gap in the kitchen curtains into the house. Mum is seated at the table, illuminated in the lamplight.

      I know we should run, get as far away from here as possible, and come back when they’ve gone, but I can’t tear myself away.

      My hesitation is a mistake.

      I hear heavy boots, low voices, and the crackle of a CASS monitor heading our way.

      They’re coming to check on the back of the house.

      And now there’s no time to run.

      I grab Selena and pull her down behind the dumpster, squeezing in between the hard plastic and the brick wall.

      The footsteps get closer.

      A pair of flashlight beams search the area, and a startled rat darts out across the alleyway into a hole in the wall.

      The footsteps stop.

      The smell of garbage mingles with the smell of rotting meat, and Selena squeezes my hand tight, her eyes wide with fear.

      There are two Cogs right alongside us at the back door.

      If they shine their flashlights behind the dumpster...

      I shut my eyes and pray.

      There’s a crack as the Cogs at the front of the house breach the door. Then, impossibly close, a thud and a bang, as the back door is kicked in too.

      They haven’t seen us.

      I let myself breathe as the two Cogs barrel into the kitchen, but I daren’t move from the cover of the dumpster.

      I adjust my position and crouch beneath the kitchen window to see what is happening.

      The Cogs at the front of the house are moving in, over the rubble.

      Inside, the main lights come on, and I see that there’s someone else with the Cogs, a tall, thin man in an expensive-looking gray suit.

      His voice carries out of the house on the night air. “Alice Jax,” he says to Mum, walking over to the table and pulling out a chair. “Or should I say, ‘Rosalie’?”

      Rosalie? What is he talking about?

      “My name is Alice,” she says.

      He lets out a soft laugh, ignoring her statement. “We’ve been searching for you for a long time.”

      He sits down, facing her. The Cogs stand in a line against the back wall, guns raised.

      “I’m sorry; have we interrupted your dinner?” The man in the suit sticks his finger into the bowl of stew Mum had set down earlier, brings his finger back to his mouth, licks it.

      “Too salty,” he says. “Did you make it yourself?”

      He pauses as if he's waiting for Mum to answer.

      She doesn’t.

      “The thing about salt is that when you use too much of it, you develop a taste for it, and eventually you can't taste the beauty of the food you're eating.”

      He tears off some bread, dips it into the stew, puts it into his mouth, and chews. Mum glances around the room.

      “My paperwork says that ‘Alice Jax’ has a daughter,” he says, swallowing. “Aurora. Sixteen… Where is she?”

      My stomach lurches.

      Mum still doesn’t answer.

      The man pulls out a handkerchief and dabs at his mouth. “I asked you a question.”

      She doesn’t say a word. One of the Cogs marches over and grabs her by the hair, moving to slam her head into the table.

      “Enough, Officer,” says the man in the suit. “There’s no need for any of that.”

      “I hate them,” Selena murmurs beside me.

      The Cog lets go, and the man leans back in his chair. Mum slumps a little in her seat.

      “Where is your daughter, Rosalie?” he asks again, inspecting his nails.

      Selena squeezes my hand.

      I’ve bitten down on my lip so hard that I’ve broken the skin. I taste blood.

      “Aurora is still at work,” Mum finally says. Her voice is bitter, defiant.

      He takes a phone from the inside of his coat and puts it down on the table. He taps on it with one finger, picking his teeth with his other hand.

      “It appears that her barcode was scanned nearly an hour ago on a shuttle heading away from her shift assignment.” He looks up, eyes flickering around the room. “Maybe she'll be back before we leave.”

      Mum doesn’t respond. The man stands up, towering over her. “Search the place,” he orders the Cogs. “We're looking for laptops, phones, tablets – and a piece of clothing from the daughter. We'll need her scent in case I need to send in a Tek pack.”

      Mum clenches her hands into fists.

      Teks are electronic dogs used for tracking. They record video with their eyes and sound with their ears, and their inbuilt CASS monitors record atypical thought. We need to be out of here before they arrive.

      The man leans against the wall, inspecting his phone as the Cogs tear the house apart, tipping furniture and smashing dishes onto the floor until it looks just like my earlier vision. He's a picture of eerie calm amid the chaos.

      There’s a crash above us as one of the upstairs rooms is ransacked.

      Then it's all over.

      The Cogs troop back down the stairs.

      They're done.

      The man walks back to the table and clears his throat. “Rosalie Cohen, aka, ‘Alice Jax,’ we are here to arrest you for crimes against The Society,” he says. “You are to be taken to a holding facility where you will be questioned and processed.”

      Selena and I can only watch from our hiding place as Mum stands up and holds her hands out in front of her, waiting to be handcuffed.

      She doesn’t struggle.

      They place a black hood over her head and lead her out of the house into the night. A sob escapes from my throat.

      The wind blows into the empty house through the shattered front door, and the truck speeds away, taking her with it.
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      I’m numb. I want to wake up and discover that this is just a nightmare, but Selena’s sobbing body next to me reminds me that I need to be strong.

      I stand, pushing the dumpster away, and we creep back into the house, shutting the smashed back door behind us. I’ve been crouched in the same position so long that pins and needles run through my legs.

      In the front room, the broken door bangs against its frame. The floor is strewn with papers, smashed dishes, and shards of glass.

      I pick my way across the debris and push the door closed. Through the cracks in the broken wood, I can see that the street outside is empty.

      Selena sits on the couch, hugging herself. Her eyes are a little clearer now. The small dose of Ice is starting to wear off.

      “Here,” I say, handing her the pillbox. “You need to take another one before we go.”

      She studies it, turning it over in her hand. “Why did that man call her ‘Rosalie?’”

      I wondered the same thing. “I don’t know.”

      “Will she be executed?”

      I can’t bring myself to lie to her and give her any hope. “I don’t know.”

      Once Mum is processed, her crimes will be detailed on The Telepathe website for everybody to see, but by then, Selena and I will be gone.

      We can't stay where we are for long if we want to avoid the Teks. The last thing we need is a pack of dogs on our trail who can capture our escape on camera.

      I pull the laptop out of my rucksack and fire it up.

      “I’m scared, Aura,” Selena says.

      I swallow, fighting down my panic. "I'm going to contact Seb. He can help us."

      I carry the laptop to the sofa and sit down beside her. “Why don’t you go and get changed? We need to look like we’re going to watch the Assembly,” I say. “There’s a lace dress in my closet that should fit you.”

      She wipes her eyes. “Okay.”

      She heads upstairs, and I open up Labyrinth to log onto ChatDust, hoping that Seb will appear.

      The government believes that everything their citizens think, and say, and do, is accessible to them – and mostly, they're right – but if you're desperate, there are ways around their all-seeing eye.

      Before his Vocation Party last year, Seb installed Labyrinth on my laptop so that we could communicate online if we ever really needed to.

      The anonymous browser bounces our connection through a series of volunteer nodes before exiting to the Internet, bypassing the government's filters and masking the connection.

      It isn’t perfect, but at the moment, The Telepathe can only decrypt random unlucky users rather than specific users on demand. I’m pretty sure that won’t be the case for long.

      Every so often, Seb and I abandon our old chat accounts and create new ones, trading usernames, chat servers, and digital fingerprints at the food bank so we can find each other online.

      It's still a huge risk, but right now, I'm out of options.

      A notification appears in my ChatDust window.

      
        
        D3888AGXX-A is online.

      

      

      It’s Seb.

      
        
        D3888AGXX-A is typing.

        >D3888AGXX-A: YOU OKAY?

        >Saturna1ia7: YOUR OFFER. AM I TOO LATE?

        D3888AGXX-A is typing.

        >D3888AGXX-A: GIVE ME A SEC.

      

      

      If Seb can't help us, our options are limited. The border is a no-go without payment. My mind spins with the need for a backup plan. We'll have to hide out at The Creek. We'll have to find somewhere to bed down. We'll have to beg for what we need to survive.

      I can’t put Selena through that.

      
        
        D3888AGXX-A is typing.

        >D3888AGXX-A: WITH YOU IN 5.

      

      

      I let out a long sigh of relief.

      
        
        >Saturna1ia7: THANK YOU.

        D3888AGXX-A is typing.

        >D3888AGXX-A: CALEB. THE CREEK. 10 PM.

        D3888AGXX-A is typing.

        >D3888AGXX-A: STAY SAFE.

        >Saturna1ia7: I WILL.

        D3888AGXX-A has left the conversation.

      

      

      There’s nothing to do now but wait – and hope that Seb gets here before the Tek pack does.

      I delete the conversation and use another ID to log onto the SpyMe forum.

      People use SpyMe to swap dirt on their neighbors. If they come up with anything juicy that they can report to the government, it can lead to a cash reward.
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Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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