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      “The Pyramid has ruined my life,” Freya Moore sighed, moving her phone from one ear to the other.

      “What are you trying to say?” a feminine voice on the other end of the phone call replied. It was hollow and distant, as if she might not have been quite as interested in the answer.

      “Juliet, you know how much my parents’ relationship has been affected by all of this. It’s impossible to get rid of this disease,” Freya attempted to explain to Juliet, her best friend from the past eight years.

      It pained her to discuss it, but if she could somehow gain Juliet’s interest in the subject, along with a modicum of understanding, it’d be worth it.

      “It made my dad cheat on my mom with another woman, You don’t think that’s bad enough? And instead of making it work, they…”

      She trailed off, and there was a pregnant pause. The silence across the atmosphere felt oppressive enough to touch.

      “Your mom hooked up with someone else?” Juliet interjected, finishing Freya’s sentence, but turning it into a question.

      “Love her for that,” Freya said sarcastically and rolled her eyes. “And to top things off, my brother got hooked on drugs and became depressed. He was already struggling, but that just broke him. He felt so helpless, and now, I’ve seen him on that app more and more often, too.”

      “Yeah, I feel terrible for Cyrus.” Juliet now sounded genuinely sympathetic.

      As if Cyrus’ plight, in some way, trumped her parents’. Another moment of silence made the sound of the inevitable digital hum of the cell phones so much clearer. Freya felt compelled to ask if her friend was still on the line when Juliet cut in again.

      “So, did you get the intern position at the Pyramid?” she asked. “That could change things, and also give you some purpose.”

      “I don’t know, haven’t checked my mail yet. If I get it, then it will be the perfect birthday present.” She smiled to herself. The best gift is the one you give to yourself, she thought. “I hope I get it. I really need to bring the Pyramid down,” Freya continued, her smile vanishing when she pronounced the name of the social media platform.

      Suddenly, a knock fell upon the door of her room.

      “Freya, can we talk?” Her mother’s voice sounded anxious. The way it always sounded these days. “Also, some mail came for you.”

      “Jules, I’ll talk to you later,” Freya said, and once her friend said goodbye, she turned off her cell.

      She carelessly tossed the old thing onto her bed; it bounced against the pink fluffy duvet cover and slowly slid to the carpeted floor. Freya stood still for a moment and contemplated the perfectly engineered piece of technology as it laid facing up. The screen was dark, like one giant lifeless eye staring up at the ceiling, where a huge poster of her favorite band had once hung. Ancient residue from all the tape was still clearly visible. A distant memory of her rebellious youth, when the images of tattooed men with long hair and nose rings stood as a sharp contrast to the pink door that separated her childhood room from the rest of the house.

      Freya squinted at the phone and clicked her tongue. As if she were expecting it to call out to her. Begging for her to pick it up. To unlock the untold treasures and promises that the digital world had to offer. She smirked and tapped the doorknob a couple of times before she decided on what to do next.

      Do I really need my phone for this? she thought. Let’s see what life has in store for me instead. Maybe something that I’ve been wanting for the past few months.

      With determination, she grabbed the worn brass colored doorknob — it, too, a jarring contrast to the cheery pink door, and exited.

      “Is everything okay, Mom?” Freya asked as she strode through the kitchen and grabbed her mail from the island in the center of the room.

      It’d been weird to call her that at first, she still remembered. It’d actually taken her a few years to go from Mr. and Mrs. Moore to Mom and Dad, but in the end, it had been worth it. The first day Freya had called the Moores their parents, their eyes lined up with tears, and their smiles were the biggest she’d ever seen. Jumping from foster home to foster home ever since she had memories, life had been hard, but when she finally landed with the Moores, she knew she was home. It had just been harder to admit it out loud after so many failures.

      Her mother smiled sadly. “Yes, I think so…”

      She could sense the hesitation in her mother’s already contemplative voice. It made Freya do a double take, having decided to ignore her at first and proceed with her own business. The apparent emotion in the voice made her question if her mother had done something out of the ordinary. There was a sound of guilt hanging in the air of the stark white kitchen with its dark marble countertops.

      Her mother tapped the countertop of the island in an anxious rhythm. Her jagged, broken fingernails created an odd beat as they struck the crafted marble. Freya looked at her with a raised eyebrow, waiting with bated breath for the words to come.

      “You see… I… um…,” her mother stammered.

      Her eyes darted erratically from side to side in an unfocused manner. As if she’d expected something to appear and stop her from delivering the message.

      “Your dad is getting married.” She finally sighed.

      For a moment, Freya couldn’t quite fathom what her mother had said, as if the words coming out of her mouth hadn’t made sense. A mess of guttural sounds without real meaning, but when she observed her mother, the realization dawned on her. The way her eyes gradually became used to the dark. The words began to step out of the distortion, coming into focus and making sense.

      She looked away, at her mother’s fingers still tapping against the white swirling patterns on the dark, polished stone, and then up at her face. Her blue eyes were wet with tears; they reflected the LED lights of the spots placed in neat rows on the ceiling. The pain was evident in them as her lower lip trembled.

      “What?” Freya felt a pang of the shock reverberate through her body. The news made her muscles twitch as she tried to regain control of her body. “He’s remarrying?” She turned away from the situation, moved toward the sink, and turned on the faucet. “Damn, he really is something. It hasn’t even been a month since your divorce, and he’s getting married again?”

      She put her hand under the running water before realizing that she wasn’t holding a glass. The Pyramid had ruined the only good thing she’d found in her life, making things worse each minute, and she didn’t know what to do.

      “Yeah, well, he called last night and wanted his children to know about it.” Her mother moved toward her with a glass. “I know, you want me to be strong.” Her voice was cracking, but she tried to stay in control. “But Freya, I’m just extremely tired of feeling rejected.”

      “I know, Mom.” Freya took the glass and put a hand on her mother’s arm. “I know. I just don’t get how he thought this was an appropriate time to do this.”

      Freya could hear the anger in her own voice. How it trembled ever so slightly. She wanted to scream the words, but then thought better of it. Who would it help at this point? She might feel better. Like her body releasing the pressure of intense hatred, but what good would it do to spit venom over her douche of a father to his former wife? Shouting at the choir, it would be.

      She then realized the water was still running, and she quickly swept the glass under the tap, and then went over to hug her mom’s fragile body. Her tiny frame felt bony as Freya wrapped her arms around it, trying hard to not spill the water down her back. It was as if all the tragic events recently had worn her down, turned her into a shell of her former self.

      She let go of the hug and handed her mother the glass of water.

      “Drink up, Mom,” she said. “It’ll calm your nerves.”

      Her mother did as she was told, and then placed the glass on the island. That was when Freya noticed that it was one of the promotional Dawn of the Dead glasses her father had brought home from Burger King years ago. Painted yellow eyes looked back at her from their perch on the island counter. She always hated that movie, but still loved the image imprinted on the glass in bright colors. Now, like the memory of her father, they seemed dull and tarnished.

      Freya grabbed a soft pack of Newport and tapped the top on her hand until a cigarette emerged like a rabbit from its burrow. She handed it to her mother, then went for the mail.

      Among the slim envelopes with tiny plastic windows — obviously containing offers for free credit cards and insurance proposals — she found the one she had eagerly waited for. A standard white envelope, with the Pyramid logo clearly visible.

      She turned it over and broke the seal in order to slip out the letter, and began to read the words in clean crisp font.

      Congratulations, you have been selected as an intern. Your superiors will decide your permanent employment after a period of time…

      Something like that. It felt less important what the actual wording was. The important part was what the gist of it meant.

      She smiled. It was done.

      “Mom,” she said and searched for a lighter. “The Pyramid accepted me as an intern, according to the letter. I start on Monday.”

      Her mother smiled through bloodshot eyes while fishing for a lighter with trembling hands.

      “That’s amazing, sweetie, so proud of you,” she replied hesitantly and lit the cigarette, then proceeded to hold out the bright flame toward Freya.

      Freya looked at her mother as she inhaled the fresh smoke from the newly lit cigarette. The once proud person who used to be the archetype of the perfect, ideal parent, now reduced to a husk, a shadow of a real person. One incapable of caring for herself. Her pain was so clear in everything she did, the way her eyes were never quite dry from the tears she shed daily, the way she would stop in the middle of every task she performed. Confusion surrounded her like a wet blanket thrown over her shoulders, not comforting or warm, instead oppressive and weighted, like the thoughts that sent her spiraling deeper into the abyss.

      There had been a time when this woman would do anything for her children so they could have a perfect and healthy life. So, they were cared for, clean and proper. It seemed like another life, another time. Seeing her like this, the victim of drastic changes, made Freya sick to her stomach. This was a person she no longer knew.

      Her parents had divorced over a month ago, and since then, her mother had brought several strangers into her bed. Men she had met over various dating apps and then, without vetting them properly, taken home. It made Freya’s head spin. Her mother acted like a teenager, experimenting with random strangers, while her father was getting married for the second time.

      This was not the future she had envisioned, but she knew where it stemmed from. She often blamed herself for leaving, for taking that trip to Istanbul and making their parents doubt themselves. She had received a call from Cyrus while she was there and had to rush home as fast as possible, hoping the cheating was only something in Cyrus’ head, and not something real. But when she returned, her life had been turned upside down. She still remembered the moment Cyrus had said the dreaded words as it’d been yesterday, “I think they might divorce.”

      Everything in her life had been beautiful before the Pyramid, she could see that now, even though she could never get back those perfect mornings. Life would never go back to normal. But she couldn’t blame herself; the Pyramid was the one to blame.

      Monday is going to change the direction of my life, Freya thought as she looked at her own reflection in the kitchen window, looking out over the busy street outside.

      She watched the figure looking back at her, mechanically moving the cigarette from her fingers to her lips. A gaunt, pale looking figure with sunken eyes stared back at her. The LED lights overhead made her appear hollow, like the stylized zombie figurine sitting still on the counter. A shadow of her. One that only showed the negative aspects of her. Not the strong and vengeful woman she truly was.

      You have to make sure you stay strong, she told the reflection, and it winked back at her.
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      “I loved my home,” Kairi Harridan mumbled softly to her reflection in the window. Her visage looked back at her through the fog of dirt and grime. I did, right? Or was it merely the peace and tranquility it offered me?

      Her steel gray eyes stared back at her, seemingly peering through her with cold and emotionless sharpness. Like two daggers made from tempered steel, unbreakable. The reflection refused to answer her, mostly because there were no answers to give. The home, those four walls that had surrounded her like a protective barrier, keeping all manner of evil out… It was a safe haven, but that might be all it was. She tried to picture it, but only standard stock photo images appeared in her mind.

      She turned and walked down the hallway, her brown nightgown flowing behind her in a majestic fashion, like the perfect portrayal of a lady in a Victorian tale. Even though she had everything a mundane could desire, she still felt lonely in her mansion on the hill. There were servants at her beck and call at all times, but still, no one to relax her empty soul.

      The grand hallway she strode down effortlessly reminded her of this fact. Empty eyes stared down at her from large portraits. They smiled at her, but not a single one of them meant the inanimate facial expression. Instead, it became a mocking leer from dead people she didn’t know.

      It was almost midnight as she lied down to sleep on her oversized bed, but she couldn’t find any sleep. She stared at the heavy drapes, pulled tightly around her, that kept the outside at bay, watched as the wind stirred them slightly. Just as she kept the dark of night out, it refused to find her, like the two were separated from one another by the fabric, for sleep remained elusive. The fact tensed her soul; the harder she attempted to sleep, shutting her eyes tighter and tighter, the more vivid the visions and memories became.

      The memories of how she had wronged others for her own pleasure. The images dizzied her mind and made her want to scream in hopes that it would release the anxiety built up inside. She gasped instead, not finding the strength to let her lungs expel the emotion, to have it leave her sick body. She needed to get away from it all and isolate somewhere far away. Maybe one day, she would find the tranquility her unconsciousness desperately sought, but at this moment, it was too late; her ambitions had shaken the world in chaos. She stood at a point of no return. 

      Her attempt at allowing her soul to escape her body was interrupted by a soft knock on her bedroom door. Kairi blinked a couple of times, listened intently to make sure she had heard it right. When the tentative knock came again, this time so softly that it was barely audible, she swung her legs over the side of the mattress, allowing them to appear through the drapes. The cold made the tiny hairs stand on end. She twisted her black hair into a sloppy makeshift braid over her left shoulder, and then, with trepidation, placed her bare feet on the weathered hardwood floor in order to see who had graced her with their presence at this time.

      A petite woman with red hair stood at the other side of the heavy door and entered the room with a tray in her hands.

      “Miss, you have a telegram,” the woman said, bewildered at bothering her mistress this late at night. “And someone named Henry is waiting for you downstairs.”

      “Oh, you mean Henry Cooper, Silvia?” Kairi asked as she held out her hand to grab the telegram.

      “Yes, miss,” Silvia replied and stared dead ahead without emotion. “He says there is an urgent matter to discuss.”

      There always is, Kairi thought, but flashed a smile at the woman, who didn’t seem to pay attention.

      “Alright, I’m coming,” she said, tapping the telegram on the side of the tray.

      She looked back at her comfortable bed, then made her way toward the large walk-in closet on the other side of the room.

      “Have you ever wondered what it would feel like to slow down time?” she asked as she rifled through her wardrobe. “To the extent that particles moved with the sheerest delicacy, the sound of pounding hearts dissolved in bliss, and the urge of irresistible violence mutated?”

      She found the appropriate evening gown and slipped into it while Silvia arranged her shoes.

      “I don’t know, miss,” Silvia replied and picked up a brush for Kairi’s hair. “Maybe there are good ways to achieve the same goals, more positive ways.”

      Kairi stayed silent, considering the thought. Silvia had a tendency to give non-answers, but she couldn’t quite figure out if this was one or not. If the mousy little creature had really understood what Kairi was saying and replied with an intelligent statement. She had nothing else to say.

      Once Silvia was finished, Kairi rose to observe her dress, a black number with some length to it in the back. She slung a white shawl over her shoulders and turned to see how it all came together. Maybe a bit overdressed for Henry Cooper, but if there was anything Kairi knew better than anybody else, it was how to make an impression.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      There is art behind every action; nothing is a result from nothing. There is always something that leads to another. This was how the human world came into existence, from nothingness to endlessness. The drive to evolve this world came from the human idea to better their reality. They made utensils, buildings, gadgets, and the fastest modes of communication. They improved education, traveled to space, and finally, went to the moon. With these leaps and bounds in progression, the world transited through various phases, from simple conflict to war, and in the end, to finding mutual common grounds. A common enemy to fight.

      “You look beautiful, as always,” Henry commented as Kairi walked down the large spiral staircase.

      “Thank you, Henry,” Kairi said with a sincere smile, careful to take each step with measured accuracy so as not to trip on her heels. “Navy blue really suits you.”

      Henry Copper was an average white man, with blonde hair and blue eyes that one might feel drawn into. Kairi would’ve described him as striking rather than every day handsome. Like a stock photo of a generic good-looking man in a frame purchased from Target.

      She guided him into the grand parlor, and he let her take the lead as she showed him to one of the large baroque couches. Kairi took the seat across from him.

      “Well, Ms. Kairi,” Henry said, unbuttoning his jacket and leaning back on the couch. It elongated his body at an impossible angle. His red power tie hung limply down his torso. “I’m convinced you have heard all the recent adjustments our security team has made in screening the new algorithm,” he appraised her with a knowing smile. “It has achieved the level of manipulation that you desired in the population,” he continued when she didn’t react to his words. “That’s why I’ve brought you the recent reports.” He passed on a large manila envelope to Kairi.

      Silently, she went through the recent cases of destruction, and how the Pyramid was slowly numbing the mind of humans, incapacitating their abilities to think for themselves and make informed decisions. 

      “This is amazing, Henry,” Kairi responded as she placed the open folder on the glass table between them. “Good work, but I’m sure there is another matter that you wish to discuss.” Kairi eyed the man sitting with a relaxed attitude before her. “It makes no sense that you would deliver these files at this hour,” she added, and then she leaned toward him, hands clasped together in a non-threatening way. “It could have waited until the morning.”

      “Indeed,” Henry said and shifted uneasily in his seat. “There is something significant, and perhaps urgent, that I wish to discuss. There are some artifacts that we have discovered in the archives. I’m sure you’re aware that we’ve been reorganizing them, and I’ve had a team work there for a few weeks now. We’d found a few other things of interest, but nothing major. This time, my team is fairly certain that we’ve found something of significant value… and with a history behind it. But in order to figure out if this is the case, we need your permission to access the forbidden files.”

      There was a brief silence as Kairi digested the revelation Henry laid before her. They had concealed and locked away everything that Cabal had retrieved over the years. How could some artifacts, pieces of history buried away behind barracks, have suddenly appeared in the company?

      “Who found these artifacts?” Kairi raised her brow in an inquisitive fashion.

      It wasn’t the first time that some of Cabal’s artifacts were found in their possession. Some of them had been concealed and hidden, others long forgotten, but it was known for them to be found every now and again. Some of them didn’t mean or matter much, but others… Others could change the course of the world.

      “Well, um…” Henry began to hem and haw. “We’re not a hundred percent sure. Someone on the team left it on my desk, but they came in when I wasn’t around, and even though I asked, I haven’t found out who it was yet.”

      “Interesting. Can you have the artifacts delivered to my office by tomorrow morning?” Kairi asked as she relaxed her body and got ready to get up from her seat.

      “Sure, Kairi.”

      “Perfect, thank you so much, Henry.” Kairi rose from her seat, gesturing for Henry to do the same. “Walk with me for a bit.”

      Henry nodded and followed her out through the grand windows and onto the elaborate balcony that faced the busy suburban streets.

      A few people walked up and down the streets, ignoring those around them, eyes glued to the screens before them.

      “Look at that,” Kairi said and held out her hand toward the mindless shadows of humans strolling aimlessly. “This is what we did when we rolled out the Pyramid.”

      “I am well aware,” Henry replied and leaned against the stone railing. “Our team has done great work here. These people are completely ignoring everything that is going on around them. More interested in stopping and taking selfies.”

      A young mother with a stroller stopped in front of a poster, and then leaned over to take a picture of herself in front of it.

      Kairi grinned. “You think they’re mindless now? Just wait until the next phase begins.”

      Henry bit his lower lip at her words, watching her eyes turn dark with vengeance. 
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      The history and association between Cabal and the Pyramid ran deep. It came about around the beginning of civilization as an ancient corporation, although the word didn’t exist yet. Throughout the years, they managed to work around various mediums to make society run the way they saw fit, and to fulfill their own vendetta.

      At the beginning of time, the world ran based on prophecies, black magic, and other mystical beliefs that benefitted this mysterious and clandestine collaboration. Through academic evolution, their perspective of control changed, or to be more specific, their idea of how to best control the minds of the people, shifted. As an example, during the industrial revolution, they backed capitalism in the pursuit of keeping their pockets lined. During the postmodern era, they used social media as a mean to control a mechanism that, at first glance, appeared liberating, but instead, instilled rebellious ideologies.

      Swiftly and inconspicuously, Cabal became the biggest corporation behind the Pyramid. They were not just aiding the usual militia or rebellion against society as a whole, but in fact, were an ominous entity that wanted to run the world. With heightened pride in being the most stable organization, their views did not intervene with the boundaries of society, yet still dominated everyone’s ideologies. They used secrecy and privacy to slowly integrate the world. Their only goal… was world domination.

      Just like the Illuminati, Cabal kept everything hidden and sacrificed the traitors, or whatever threats might come their way. They even got to the point of leading an army, owning a state, and becoming a political party. Still, every version of a cover they had found still gave away their true intent in one way or another. So, what the organization liked the most about the modern era was their ability to conceal themselves behind the web while running their businesses from an island only a few privileged members knew about. They also had their headquarters, hidden deep in the desert, where no one could find them.

      The utter satisfaction to dominate every organization with one click progressed as the group grew. With time, Cabal found and began to pull the strings of the social media giant, the Pyramid. An engineered application set to strive for world peace, protect opinions, but instead, a rebellion rose. They found a way beyond laws, the army, racial discrimination, sexual restriction, and geographical outreach. A common ground that gave access to everyone.

      The Pyramid.
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      The room was always full when the social and internal affairs teams came together to read the devastating circumstantial shifts that people suffered at the hands of the Pyramid. There were bodies everywhere, and a constant mumbling of voices in the background. Like the backdrop of waves crashing against a cliff. People went over documents and reports, everyone with their own idea and opinion of what was transpiring and why.

      Michael Knoll, the assistant manager of the social team, was a tiny clean-cut man with narrow shoulders and slim fingers. He looked like a person who had never done a day’s grunt work in his life. His slim features made him cut the archetypical IT figure as he stood silhouetted against the large glass windows of the offices.

      The assembled crowd of employees lowered their voices to a low murmur as Michael cleared his throat and looked at them. In his skinny hands, he held the latest report by Socio-wave, the leading social media magazine. It was a tradition he had started as soon as he assumed the position of assistant manager. He felt it kept his crew on their toes, and also kept the company in tune with various trends, as well as proof of their impact.

      “Well,” he started to say in his reedy voice that sounded like fingernails on a chalkboard — a reference that most of the employees were too young to understand. “It says here that the famous Pyramid health fitness model, Alain the Fitness Bunny, has gained immense popularity. This is due to her consciously being aware of her active lifestyle and constantly posting about it. What sets her apart from many of the other health influencers out there is that she earned a Masters in Nutrition, and she based her entire social media account around the importance of a healthy lifestyle. Not the first one to do so, but the first one to actively post about her own posting. Her feed is filled with practical workout routines, inspirational pictures of her clients’ transformations, positive quotes, and Monday motivation. With several fantastic fitness programs, she has also worked as a trainer in the Fitness Freaks Gym upstate.” Michael paused and waited for the inevitable next stage.

      “As time went by,” he continued as the team waited with bated breath. “She grabbed a lot of attention. Celebrities reached out to her, many TV shows casted her, the magazines posted articles about her achievements, and even universities invited her to give seminars on physical well-being. It’s like living the perfect life in the modern era.” He paused again and looked at the group, who were all intently waiting for the shoe to drop. “However,” Michael continued after the appropriate amount of time had passed, “as time went by, her feed slowly changed. Her followers noticed that her confidence dropped. Her focus on nutrition decreased, and there were several videos posted of her binging on unhealthy snacks. In the end, she stopped monitoring her fats and carbs completely. This caused a great deal of concern among her followers, especially the most ardent and dedicated ones. They would comment on her posts and send her direct messages. On several occasions, they would send emails or personal letters in an attempt to reach out, but to no avail. In time, the posts just became worse and worse, more self-destructive and, in the end, Alain lost her charm. With that, the sole purpose of her Pyramid account was lost, too. Her interaction with followers, her family, friends, and loved ones simply stopped.

      “This drastic change from being a social media sensation to a shadow of her former glory led people to assume that she must have experienced some form of heartbreak. That a partner had left her in abject misery. Some speculated that someone close to her had passed away, and surprisingly, based on her workouts and body portrayal, most believed that she started using steroids or drugs. However, it will forever stay a mystery as to what happened to her. How could a person lose herself so drastically?” 

      His voice cracked ever so slightly, quietly yet audibly, enough for others to notice. The murmuring became louder as the staff looked at each other with concern. 

      “Don’t you think we’ve gone too far?” Dan Camper, the head manager of the social media team, rose from his seat and gave voice to what all those assembled were thinking.

      “Well,” Tara Styles, the senior data analyst in charge, cut in before Michael had a chance to reply. “Alain left the Pyramid, and no one really knows where she went after that. There has been no trace of her after she made her final post. She became a lost sensation, a social media mystery. We tried tracking her down through various channels, even contacted the authorities, but it feels like she just picked up and went completely off the grid.”

      “Yeah, I don’t think anyone can find her now,” Soha Rabir, an intern, rose from her seat and chimed in. “We have come too far to change our direction now.”

      The murmur died down, and people began fidgeting with an uneasiness only present in the truly guilty. Most of them looked at their hands because they agreed with her. The power of being controlled by social media had caused many people to lose their ability to generate independent thoughts. Just like how Alain lost her cause and replaced it with fame and greed. The negative shift in dreams and goals had caused a plague amongst the youth.

      “Look at all the social outlets in the world today.” Dan took the floor again. “They are filled with people who barely associate with one another.” 

      There was a hint of disgust in his voice, and he eyed his colleagues with contempt.

      “Well, this was supposed to happen.” Soha had not taken her seat, but remained standing. “We sold individualism, and now, people prefer their own company, and with that, the ability to flaunt independence and a free lifestyle. We are simply doing what we’ve been told.”

      She addressed the crowd as her voice turned into more of a mumble toward the end.

      “This is ridiculous!” Dan threw his hands in the air and left the room while shaking his head.

      He balled his hands into fists. The palms were sweaty, and his mind constantly begged him to cry out all the distress and disgust he was feeling. That was not how things worked around here… One needed to be more innovative than that and play it cool. One needed to slowly pave a broken way through the muddled landscape of labyrinthine cubicles.
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new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
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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