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  Going Harvey in the Big House




  by Douglas Smith




  Big G’s first thought each wake time was how much he missed his drawer in his old sector of the House. His new cube was too big.




  Rubbing his eyes with a beefy hand, he sat up on his sleep shelf, ducking his head needlessly from habit born of years of waking in a drawer. Triggered by his movement, the ceiling tiles glowed to full brightness.




  Big G looked around his cube. Dull green walls. A floor covered with a grey coarse carpet. His private in-chute and dis-chute in the opposite wall, with a hidden compartment big enough to make his few personal items seem lonely lying inside. He shook his head. All of this luxury still made him uneasy.




  But what bothered him most was the size of the cube. Six and a half feet long, and five feet wide, with a ceiling so far overhead that he had to stand to touch it.




  He sighed. Too much space. It wasn’t right.




  Sometimes now, he’d wake in sleep time, reach out, and feel nothing. He’d panic then, flinging out his arms and legs, snapping his neck back, only to thump his head and crack his knuckles on the walls beside him.




  Falling reflex. That’s what Tapper, his partner, called it. From when our ancestors built the House generations ago to shelter us from the poisons of the Outside. The Builders would fall sometimes, Tapper said, and they’d throw out their arms and legs, trying to catch a girder or a beam to save themselves.




  Tapper used to work in Archives, so he had lots of stories of Outside and the Builders and the House. Big G didn’t know about those things. He just knew his new cube made him nervous.




  But the Inners had made him a Smoother, and the Inners were the direct descendants of the Builders. The House protects the People, and the Inners protect the House. And Smoothers were the arms and legs of that protection. Smoothers needed to be respected and feared, so the Inners gave them cubes. Big cubes.




  His ID chip pulsed in his head, signalling an incoming call. Grabbing his specs from where they hung above his sleep shelf, he slipped them over his eyes. The word “Dispatch” flashed in red on the left lens. He touched a finger—the one with his Smoother chip imbedded in the tip—to a stud on the temple of the specs.




  “Yeah?” he answered, sounding groggy even to himself.




  “What ‘yeah’?” snapped the voice in his ear. It was Marker. Marker was an asshole, even for Dispatch.




  Big G bit back a retort, glad that ID chips could only transmit basic biometrics, and not thoughts. Still, it wouldn’t do for his readings to show him getting angry. He swallowed hard. “I mean, Smoother on shift, sir.”




  “Better be. Got a Harvey for you and Tapper. Here’re the cords.” The coordinates for the Harvey’s location in the House flashed on his lens as they stored themselves in his specs: Sector E7-S8, Block D32-W26-S33, Cube U19-N7-W28.




  The com light winked out, as Marker ended the call without another word. Big G sighed. He’d pissed off a Dispatcher. “Got off on the wrong floor with ‘im,” Tapper would say. Plus he’d been stuck with a Harvey. Great start to the shift.




  Beside his sleep shelf stood the flush. Despite protests from his bladder, he just stared at the facility with distaste. His own flush. Before, he’d shared one with his whole block, lining up to use it or to dump his bag. He even missed the smell. Now he only had to bag up for time outside his cube.




  Tossing the specs back onto their hook, Big G got up to use the flush. The sleep shelf folded up into the wall, making the room seem even larger.




  A soft “hiss-plop” signalled his tube of glop arriving in his in-chute, prompted by his use of the flush. He squeezed the glop into his mouth, enjoying its familiar chalky taste. After his promotion, he’d tried other flavours available to Smoothers, but had quickly gone back to the standard citizen issue.




  Glop should taste like glop, he’d told Tapper. Tapper had laughed. “Think it’s standard issue? The citizens get No-aggra in their glop. We don’t. The Inners want us aggressive,” he’d said. “And happy,” he’d added, making a gesture at his crotch.




  Big G finished his tube and dropped it into the dis-chute, reminding himself to request a conjugal visit for his next off-shift. Another benefit of being a Smoother.




  After wiping depil cream on and off his face and head, he took a quick buzz bath, passing the electrostatic wand over himself. He bagged up and shrugged into his red one-piece. Yeah, his cube was too big, but he still grinned when he put on his reds. Red said Smoother. Red said, “Don’t mess with me.”




  He retrieved his specs and stepped onto the flow disk in front of his door. Calling up the Harvey’s cords on his specs, he spoke the “Go” command. As the disk received the destination from the specs, the door to his cube “shooshed” open, and the smells and sounds of the House assailed him.




  ~*~*~




  A rhythmic pulse on her chip awakened Laryn. One slow, two fast. She sat up on her sleep shelf, fully alert. Her illegal trojan programs were warning her of a status change for one of her people. Brushing long dark hair out of her eyes with thin fingers, Laryn donned her specs and spoke the display command.




  And swore. Another recent recruit for the Movement had gone Harvey. A Smoother team was already on its way.




  After ensuring that her trojans had given the call to the right team, she flagged the file for tracking. She would watch the progress of this one until she went on-shift in an hour.




  Laryn sat back, biting her lip, no longer able to ignore the pattern. This Harvey pushed the regression rate in new recruits to over thirty percent. Has humanity lost so much, she thought? Is it already too late for us?
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