
    Year 10, Month 14, Day 36

 Hour 8
 
Every day is a pattern. Everything happens like it is supposed to. Everything is where it should 

be. Always. Always the same, never different. If it’s different then it is wrong. There are such 

words as, “amiss”, and,”fishy”, but they are never used. What’s the point of having them if 

nothing of the sort ever happens? I don’t know. I don’t want to know. If I knew that, I’d be dead. 

In fact, if I knew anything I shouldn’t, I’d be dead. A lot of people die this way. Mainly because 

here, you cannot forget, and they will not forgive.

 
Hour 8½ 

Simon didn’t sleep well last night, he spent the night with father. Although I think he quite 

enjoyed the company. He’s been feeling a bit lonely because Mother’s on a business trip until 

she gets home at exactly Hour five, tomorrow to do the wipe on time. Any later, and she will 

have the hoverbus driver killed. I always thought killing people was harsh but she said it was the 

way of the world. She has demonstrated this a lot. I never cared for her. 

 
Hour 10
 

I called my friend Ellie today. At least, I think she’s my friend. This note told me so, but 

we are not allowed to have friends normally. Her mother said she didn’t know who I was and 

that Ellie, disgracefully, had not done her chores by Hour 10. I shared her loathing. Afterwards, I 

hung up the phone and did my homework. I must have had the wipe, last night and written that 

note beforehand. I don’t know what I see in Ellie. She must have been nice. I think I’m going to 

clean mother’s office now.

 Hour 15¼ 

I’m scared. I found something; something unnerving. They’ve been hiding things from 

us. I found a button behind some books on mother’s bookshelf and was teleported… 



somewhere, I’m not quite sure. It looks like a big plain room with not much in it. I don’t know 

how to get back, I’m scared. 

 
Hour ?
 
There is no clock in this room, book, so I have no time to tell, but I found it. It. On the vircom. It’s 

a file, with my picture, Ellie’s and Simon’s too. Even father’s. Information is streaming with little 

contrast on the screen. I think Mother goes here sometimes, maybe a lot. I never see her work 

though. I wonder what she does? Whatever it is, I don’t like it. There are no doors and windows 

to this room, just the vircom on a desk, and a chair next to it. I’m scared, I’m hungry. I want to go 

home.

 
Year 11, Month 1, Day 1
 
Hour 1
 

I’m frightened, there are noises in the room. I’m under the desk. Mother can’t be home 

yet, It’s too early. There are three people out there, I can see six feet under the crack. I wish I 

knew who they were. Is this my house? I don’t know, I’m scared. I think I understand now. We 

know only what we need to know. My memories, fabricated. My life, formulated. Probably 

everyone’s, except mother and those people. I wonder how long this has been going on f

 

Oh no, they found me. 

 
    Year 11, Month 1, Day 1
 
Hour 8
 
Every day is a pattern. Everything happens like it is supposed to. Everything is where it should 

be. Always. Always the same, never different. If it’s different then it is wrong. There are such 

words as, “amiss”, and,”fishy”, but they are never used. What’s the point of having them if 



nothing of the sort ever happens? I don’t know. I don’t want to know. If I knew that, I’d be dead. 

In fact, if I knew anything I shouldn’t, I’d be dead. A lot of people die this way. Mainly because 

here, you cannot forget, and they will not forgive.

 
They never will.


