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This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.
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Chapter Eight: A Day in The Life
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Francis woke up to the sound of her alarm going off, something that happened at exactly seven a.m. every morning.

She took a deep breath and started her day. When Francis looked in the mirror at herself, she always saw the familiar face staring back at her. Like many of the other people in this town, Francis was starting to forget.

They forgot simple things, like their lives, before all of this happened. Francis forgot what her husband’s face looked like and the names of her kids. She taught a class in high school but couldn’t remember her profession before she was cloned before her original body had been torn apart piece by piece.

Francis was starting to like the other faculty members, people she was beginning to call by their names instead of nodding her head. Even though they could hear each other’s thoughts and feel what they felt, they had all decided not to talk out loud to each other.

Talking out loud made the process of the huge lie become a reality. Sure, they talked about regular stuff, like work and lake life, while they were in large groups, but that’s what they were programmed to do. No, they never talked about their new lives, the fake lives they had been given.

Francis started to wonder if her husband walked by her when she was in the grocery store. Would she recognize him? They all wondered why whoever had done this to them hadn’t just erased all their memories, but it was starting to become clear to all of them: This was the reason they hadn’t done it. They wanted the clones to forget on their own.
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