
Chapter 5 
 

“The Party seeks power entirely for its own sake. We are not interested in the good of others; we 

are interested solely in power, pure power.”  –George Orwell in 1984 

 

The Sovereign Regime sees human beings as trite, trivial peons who are seriously 
lacking in intelligence. Come to think of it, they believe they are superior to the human race, 
not even considering us in the same category as they are, as if we weren’t human at all. Fact: 
All jobs and work assignments are handed out by the SR for wherever they have a need. And 
forget about job security. A person can be transferred, moved, fired, and/or excommunicated 
for any reason whatsoever. My father labored in the meat packing industry for about seven 
years when he was abruptly given his walking papers one day. He had to scrounge for work 
assignments on the down low with help from friends until he was re-assigned by the SR. He 
said he didn’t really mind; as he put it, he was not super excited about getting up every 
morning and wrapping dead animal carcasses, but I could tell it took a toll on him regardless. 
He was the head of our family and wanted and needed to provide for us; it was a livelihood 
for him and essential to his well being. When the SR decided to remember him, he was 
moved on to laboring for the Department of Water and Electric, and things seemed to go 
well for a while. If you mind your own business, keep your head down, and don’t rock the 
boat, you can pray and hope that you will hold on to the crappy work assignment the SR 
doles out. 

Besides everything else about us, our identity chip contains our daily movements for 
every second of our day. If anyone wants to know what I am doing at any given moment, or 
what I was doing two years ago on March 7th, they just key in the first six digits of my 
passcode, and the information pops up on their scanner, whether it be sleeping, driving, 
taking a piss, whatever. All scanners are programmed for a person’s historical agenda. 
However, if you don’t have their passcode, then you won’t know. Only the omnipotent SR 
knows where everyone is and what everyone is doing without needing any codes.  

When I was in eighth denomination (or eighth grade back in the stone age), when 
puberty was running rampant, a guy named Mickey ran a small-time passcode business out 
of the custodian’s closet on the second floor of the Hall of Academics. Come to think of it, he 
was the custodian. Whenever I saw a pack of twittering girls blushing and dance-running 
away from the closet, I knew what was up with that. Some tweenie girl had spent a week’s 
allowance credits on a crush’s passcode so she could keep tabs on him 24/7.  

Mickey could get just about anyone’s passcode; he even got the headmaster’s at one 
point. I remember flirting with the idea of getting the passcode of the chick I was whipped 
over, but I just couldn’t bring myself to muster up the oomph to buy it. The problem wasn’t 
Mickey’s asking prices or a lack of money, it just seemed intrusive for some reason, even at 
that somewhat innocent age. I could wind up with a busted heart after finding out that she 
was French kissing some other dude. Sometimes ignorance really is bliss.  

You can’t actually see what people are doing, thank God; all you can see is just a list of 
daily movements, including timeframes, on any scanner, with the current activity listed at 
the top. Only the omniscient SR can see everyone all the time; they don’t care about 
ignorance.  

 



* * * * 
When we got to my domicile, my mom was cooking dinner and my sister was 

braiding her hair. “Mmm…smells delish,” I kissed mom on the cheek. “The freeloading 
moocher is eating with us again,” I hooked a thumb over my shoulder in Alex’s direction. 
“Hope that’s cool.”  

“Of course.” My mom smiled. She noticed the wicked gleam in my eyes at once and 
quipped, “Who are you trying to annoy now?”  

I avoided her question and glanced over at Alex, who was watching my sister 
intricately braid her golden hair into a crown atop her head. I’ve seen that dopey look before. 
My sister was gorgeous.  

“Dude, let’s convene in my room.” I gestured with my head for him to follow me, 
ignoring my mom’s question. He threw me a cocky grin, knowing I had noticed his drooling 
over my sister, and he even did a little skip hop to boot on the way to my room. I mock- 
skipped and kicked the door shut with my heel, rolling my eyes at Alex and shaking my head 
in mock disdain.  

He threw himself down on my bunk while I dropped into my rolling black desk chair. 
The camera in the ceiling corner of my room had a pair of plaid boxer shorts thrown over it, 
and the SR hadn’t broken down my door yet, so they stayed put.  

“What you gonna do with all our cuffs?” Alex motioned to his inventions piled on the 
corner of my desk. 

“I dunno. I just want them, in case….ya know?” I grabbed the three cuffs that I had 
asked my buddies to give me after our adventure the other night and threw them in my 
center desk drawer.  

“Paranoid much?” He grabbed my pillow and folded it under his head.  
“They worked, didn’t they foo?” I pointed out, “You and Cory were in the clear. 

Unlike Josiah and me….” 
Before he could challenge me, I said, “If we’re gonna do this, then I need you, Cory, 

and Zan,” ticking each off on my fingers. “You and Cory are the brainiacs with the tech 
side–you know I am technologically challenged–and Zan…well Zan is Zan.” I folded my 
hands behind my head.  

Alex just laughed, long, drawn out, and tired. I felt he was just humoring me at this 
point. “Right, mm hmmm. I’ll just comlink them now and have their asses hauled over here 
to this clandestine pow-wow.” 

I was starting to doubt myself, feeling like I was a little loopy (was it the Neerbeer?). 
Without thinking, I glanced at the boxer shorts over the camera.  

“I am actually dead serious about this, Alex. “ He sat up so fast it caused me to jump.  
“What planet do you live on?” He cut me off with a sharp edge to his voice that I had 

never heard before. “Can we stay in reality, dude? Cuz I am starting to get weirded out by 
your revolution banter.” He flopped back on my bed, staring at the ceiling and pulling his 
lower lip. He softened his tone. “It’s not that I am an SR sympathizer–psssh, I hate them, but 
we can’t just march into their base camp and sign up. You and I have family, man. Well, you 
do, not me,” he corrected himself, “but I consider your folks to be my parents, ya know. I 
know Cory only lives with his super old Grandma, but Zan definitely has fam.”  

“I help you d’feat the SR,” a small voice said from my doorway. Alex and I whipped 
our heads around to see Josiah peeking out from behind the doorjamb. He had opened my 
door all quiet-like and had been listening in without either one of us hearing him. 



“C’mere buddy,” I kicked Alex’s big size twelves out of the way and sat down on the 
edge of the bed. Josiah ambled over to me, and I enveloped him in a bear hug. “You certainly 
have the ‘encroaching upon enemy territory undetected’ training mastered,” I complimented 
him with a smile. “You sure you don’t have any Native American blood running through 
your veins? All you need is a pair of moccasins and you will be dead silent when you sneak 
up on the SR.”  

“Tru dat!” He grinned. He had been studying about Native Americans at the Hall of 
Academics. “Will you help me later with my math homework?” 

“Of course, after dinner,” I held out my fist for a bump. “What are they having you 
slave away at these days?” I asked him.  

“Profits,” Josiah answered. 
“Wasn’t that like, Mohammed?” Alex had my model airplane in his hands and was 

doing loop de loops over his head, making vroom, vroom sounds.  
“That’s history, idiot. Give me that, ya derp,” I grabbed the dusty plane from him and 

put it back on my shelf. He spread his hands wide with an expression of “And??” 
Josiah repeated in a low, menacing voice, “I will help you defeat the SR….” I covered 

his mouth, grinning.  
Alex laughed, “Persistent little bugger.” He sat up on my bunk. 
“Mom and dad need you around, but tell ya what,” I said, “I will keep you in the mix 

with all my covert plans, how’s that?” He nodded his head enthusiastically, fingering the 
brass bracelet on my wrist that he had made me for my birthday last year.  

“Yo, stop tantalizing the poor kid,” Alex slapped the back of my head.  
“Mom says you and Alex have to come eat now,” Josiah ordered over his shoulder as 

he marched like an SR soldier out of my room. I smacked Alex back.  
Alex is an orphan; his dad was a known SR rebel who died in Camp back when Alex 

was a baby. I’m not sure what happened to his mom. I don’t ask, and he doesn’t talk about 

her. He and I have been blood brothers since we met in first denomination. He has eaten 

evening meals at our house several times a week for as long as I can remember, even though 

he always crashes at Cory’s dwelling. Yeah, he thinks he’s tough, a know-it-all, loud, and an 

occasionally sentimental guy who questions everything, but he is very loyal to his close 

friends. I wanna burn the cargo shorts he always wears and he could wash his hair more 

often instead of hiding it under a vintage Dodgers baseball cap, but I would move mountains 

for the guy. Loyalty is the unwritten code that governs friendships in my generation. It is 

unspoken, but nevertheless it always stands at attention, front and center. And my world 

needs more of it, no question about it. 


