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Chapter Eight: The Outside
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"Move along!" the officer said.

He was just doing his job. Since the flash freeze, the city had a curfew, and he had to reinforce it.

"Come on!" the teenager cried out. "We are trying to get to the food bank before it closes!"

"You heard him!" the other officer yelled. "There is a curfew!"

"It's been three years!" one of the other teens yelled.

"Do you want to be caught out here when the sun goes down?" the first officer asked.

"Come on Angela," her friend pulled on her worn jacket. "He is right."

Angela nodded and followed behind her friend.

The city was no place for anyone once the sun went down. Even though it had been three years since the flash freeze suddenly blanketed the whole city of Houston, there were still many buildings that were deserted, and other places were completely destroyed by the sudden freeze that killed instantly.

There was no warning before the ice storm, nothing to prepare the thousands of people that it was coming. One moment, it was nearly ninety degrees; the next second, it was below freezing and dropped so low that anyone caught outside instantly froze.

Windows shattered, cars froze instantly, and the loss of life was in the hundreds within the first ten minutes; it lasted four days, but the loss of life was in the thousands.

Angela lost her little sister and her mother: many more lost family members and even limbs. The government said it was a once-in-a-lifetime event, something like a miniature ice age. Food was scarce, and water was even scarcer.

Those who survived huddled together underground as the city above ground had become a warzone. Gangs fought for territory, and the police and army were no match, so the curfew was put into effect immediately.

While the sun was up, the police and military watched the main roads, and the work crew that chiseled ice off of buildings and tried to repair what they could, but once the sun went down, all military and police were called back, giving free rein to the gangs.

"Hurry Angela!" Clyde yelled.

They ran down into the underground tunnels. The gate was about to close; anyone left outside was going to be left to fend for themselves until the morning.
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