



Chapter I: Commercial Reformatory
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The country sure was beautiful.


I sighed to myself, wiping away the burn in my eyes from staring at the screen. It seemed like I had been looking at the computer monitor for days, staring at this one photo. Tall, graceful oaks, smothered in greens and grays formed a random sort of archway over a wild path. Flowers in yellows and blues and beaming purples dotted either side of that path and it's wandering, unmindful way. Lush green plants and vines crawled and snaked around on the floor of the wood, occasionally climbing up the face of a tree or so, and tangling itself in its leaves. Sunlight fell in a bright, shafty dapple to the ground, giving the already elaborate area an even more driftless effect. Where the path led, and even the horizon could not be seen, and I couldn't help but be curious as to what was at the other end of that course. 


A moderator was coming, I knew. He had not passed my desk in nearly thirty minutes. And in thirty minutes, I had not been doing anything beneficial for the plant. 


Quickly x-ing out the photo, I pulled up the program that regulates the timers for the "cookers", as us workers affectionately call the reactors, and began to look like I was working. Glancing down the line, I could see another Blue-Worker strolling casually alongside my row, noting his unit's progress. The white stripe across the chest of his shirt signified his status, monitor. Lucky for me, he's also my World Religions teacher. We're pretty close, a lot closer than the other students are to their teachers. Probably because I also had more of an interest in the subject he taught. It is amazing to me how humans have to have something to believe in that they are not even sure exists in order to be happy. 


Just as I began to start up "cooker" 47, Smithy (another nickname, given to him by his students) walked past my post and knocked me in the shoulder, jokingly. I smiled and got back to work. I had no idea (no one did) what we were making in the giant buildings that housed the cookers, but it was apparently pretty important to the world outside. 


That was something else I frequently thought about: We were not allowed to see the fruits of our labors, or permitted to know how the humans outside used them. From what I'd read on the internet, humans needed this material created in mass amounts on a daily basis. Not to say that I consider myself human (or anywhere near such an illustrious hierarchy!), but we don't need nuclear materials to keep us busy (except when they need to be made). At the rate we made the stuff, it was almost as if the outside humans ate it.


After a quick glance around the area outside my cubicle, I pulled up the photo again. The splendor of the simple scene always had a way of making my heart beat faster and my mind run a million fantasies a second. This, this very scene was somewhere outside the cement brick walls enclosing this space. Out there, on the real earth, it lay hidden in a forest, maybe behind a home or in some vast undiscovered jungle. No matter where it was placed, the thought that it really existed at all had sent my head reeling. The humans who ran the plant never allowed the workers, Blue or Red outside. It was completely forbidden, although no one was quite sure why that was, either. Most of our lives were not permitted to us. Half of everything we did had no purpose or reason known to us, and we were to complete it without complaint. All we did know was that what we were producing in this abnormally tremendous facility, under the rule of vague and scarcely seen humans (humans that were not embarrassed to be seen near us. Here is a bit about our perception of humans: From what we have witnessed inside these walls, based on how they treat is, humans should be considered lower than they consider us. My man-made people are subject to frequent beatings when something goes even slightly wrong. Humans hide themselves away in huge, lavish offices on the upper levels, and are only seen when there is discipline to make, or an order to give that they didn't trust the Red-Workers to hand out. These certain humans never seem to need this mystery product we work so hard to create, and it makes us suspicious as to what it may really be used for. All in all, humans are considered by my people to be cruel, arrogant, and controlling--capital over everything their slaves in the plants do.), had a great impact on the planet forbidden from us. 


Without warning, an unpleasant sound of metal upon metal grinding to a slow and painful halt, screamed in the giant room. As if in a trance, (but not at all) all the workers got up and walked as swiftly as they found it possible under the unfaltering gaze of the Reds scouting our progress from the balconies above. It was time for our break. Ten minutes we were allowed to eat, and after that, ten more minutes if we wanted to shower and get back to our stations. I fell in line quickly behind another female whom I didn't recognize, (which was no surprise, every worker, the higher standing Reds included, was used to having friends disappear on a regular basis, and having them replaced with someone from another division.) and followed her out the huge sliding doors to the long, foreboding hallway that would take us to whatever the humans had decided to have prepared for our consumption that day (probably something along the lines of random green leafy foods and a meat, with a refreshing glass of room temperature cloudy water. No one knew what they placed in our drinks, but it was rumored to either be vitamins, or some sort of super-agent that kept us from wanting to act up and revolt against our oppressors. I drank it anyway, and felt nothing of the sort. Everyday I planned out different ways to escape this prison. I didn't know anyone there as obsessed with this notion as myself.).


I followed the girl in the stream of nearly five hundred people through the doorway and out of the cubicle-laden room.
