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Chapter One
 
 “Come on, it’s about to start!”
 “Settle down, I’m nearly there,” He responded to Myami as he struggled with my hands full of InstaGuac, a bag of chips and a six-pack of some new amber beer with an eye patched pirates’ face on it. 
 Laying the food on the coffee table, he squeezed into a spot on the couch between Myami and a few of our neighbors who packed in to watch the latest Myami creation on the HistoryDoc Channel.
 Perri, short for Peregrine, Peregrine Trent is the person of note.  Parents named him after some character in a popular British period piece show, not the bird.  His roommate Myami (named after the sunken city Miami) Alliegro, history enthusiast and Executive Producer at the HistoryDoc Network where he focuses on pre-Reconstruction history.  His family is descended from refugees who left Cuba after America invaded it in 2028 when the President sought to free Cuba from Communism, whether they wanted it or not.
 Tonight’s creation is the conclusion of a three-part series on the Philadelphia Trials where the last President of the old regime and members of his cabinet were put on trial for their crimes against the nation, and their summary punishments.  It’s not a new subject, everyone learned about these events in school but this is the centennial celebration of their overthrow and people make watching highlights of these events an annual tradition, like watching It’s a Wonderful Life at Christmas.
 The final episode features highlights on the trial of the worst of the worst, the top level of the administration who were, by far, responsible for some of the most grievous displays of inhumanity and cruelty this nation has seen since the Trail of Tears or when our nation rounded up Japanese-Americans and threw them in concentration camps for no reason.  It’s still cathartic as everyone in the Cities is descended from people who suffered under the regime.
 Last episode concluded with the trial of the woman in charge of the old Department of Homeland Security, Trinity Noel.  Trinity was a former beauty contestant and social media influencer, won her state contest but was always bitter about taking second in the Miss America contest to a native-born Hawaiian.  While in office her taste in luxury goods at taxpayer expense knew no limits and she’d often pose with the corpses of immigrants she had executed.  Her favorite role was as a game host where she pitted immigrants and criminals (she saw no difference) in a battle royale competition where the survivor was given a thousand dollars and a plane flight out of the country.
 Looking disheveled, her hair gray and no make up to cover her wrinkles she was defiant in court.  Her attorney argued that she was just following orders and doing what was right to make America a safer place and it was really Antifa who was behind the atrocities. She was found guilty of mass murder.  The panel of judges remarked that the level of death at her hands was greater than ten times the people who died in Stalin’s gulags.  Her punishment was that she was thrown in an arena with members of families who were tortured and murdered by her orders. 
 This episode, for the sake of time, didn’t air the full execution.  In an unused hockey rink, the ice melting, revealing the bare concrete underneath.  Trinity was shoved out of a gate, which was quickly closed and locked behind her.  She turned around and rushed for the door, but it refused to open for her.  On the other side of the rink a door opened.  About two dozen people, men and women walked out.  Some were holding pictures of the children Trinity had executed.  Others held baseball bats.  Trinity screamed at them, cursed them while they calmly walked closer to her.  She backed herself into the side of the rink and tried crawling up the plexiglass but couldn’t jump high enough to reach the top.  One bat hit her in the back of the legs and she fell to the ground.  The crowd surrounded her and the show cut to a commercial.
 Tonight’s episode began with the head of the nation’s health department, Richard Caitiff Jr.  Caitiff had been responsible for utterly destroying the American healthcare industry and replacing it with fake cures, quacks and pseudo-science.  When the world witnessed an epidemic spread of disease, Caitiff had pharmaceutical companies forcibly closed down, because in his mind, vaccines to prevent disease actually spread disease.  He remarked over and over again that all people needed to be safe from disease was exercise, healthy eating, prayer, and drinking raw milk.  People died by the millions.
 The prosecution had him charged with manslaughter on a mass scale.  It was believed fifty to seventy-five million people died of disease.  Not only were scientific medical treatments banned, so were minor preventive measures like wearing masks, believing that getting infected would improve the immune system and produce its own cure.
 Somewhere along the way, Caitiff had a change of heart and came to accept that maybe he was wrong about his naturalistic path to disease prevention and cure, and pled guilty to the charges.  Taken aback by this admission of guilt the justices got together in their quarters and came out with their decision on his punishment.  They decided that Richard Caitiff Jr. should be required to take every vaccine available, in one setting.  The justices rejected the notion that really large needles should be used as unnecessarily cruel.
 The following scene was Caitiff in a chair with both his sleeves rolled up.  Doctors administered shot after shot.  Empty plastic syringes filled the medical waste basket.  In the end, a swab of alcohol was applied, as well as a few small adhesive bandages.  Caitliff was considered a free man after that.  A picture of Caitliff was presented on the screen.  He died 18 years later, of natural causes.
 After a commercial break the episode returned with the world’s richest man, Blaine Eze.  He was mocked for being co-President and his responsibility was to break the poor and destroy American institutions in order to cleanse America of bureaucracy and restore America to a time when government was small and people were considered a commodity to be used and discarded.  It was said he’d binge on prescription drugs and just took glee every time he ordered a department shut down, or have mass layoffs.  He’d cut billions in funding for programs that helped the poor, just to redirect them to his own pocket, quickly becoming the world’s first trillionaire.
 In court he wasn’t the jovial jackass that he enjoyed being, maybe it was the withdrawal effect from his drug addiction, or that his expensive suits were replaced with an orange jumpsuit that made him look smaller, but all he did in court was look down at the ground and remain silent as his large team of well-paid attorneys gave a passionate defense blaming social media, a drug addiction and disabilities which he never had for his behavior.  Needless to say the panel of judges, all of which who were victims of the judicial purge, weren’t buying his sob story.
 The judges came back after a short recess and adjusted their black robes and read out their decision somberly.  Unanimously he was found guilty of corruption, pilfering and embezzling hundreds of billions from the American people helping to create mass poverty in the nation.  Blaine just sighed, maybe out of boredom, maybe due to a lack of recognition that he’d finally be held responsible for his irresponsible behavior for once.  The head Justice read out his punishment, “Blaine Eze, you’ve been found guilty of gross corruption on a massive scale.  We sentence you to fulfill your life’s ambition, a one-way flight to Mars.”
 Blaine actually looked up, slightly interested.
 A quick cut scene of the rocket, his rocket from the nation’s only space corporation (after he had all the others nationalized for the sake of national security), launched into space never to be heard from again.  Or so we thought.  A robotic craft was sent up years ago to find the rocket and found that it never made it to Mars, but was aimlessly drifting in space.  Entering the capsule, it found a very frozen Blaine Eze.  Perhaps all those cuts to working standards and safety requirements rendered it a very short flight for the world’s former richest man.
 The living room applauded in cheers.  Myami hadn’t let out any details that there would be new discoveries in the documentary.  The documentary took a break from broadcasting for the required hourly news break, something about scientific updates and local events going on.  We took this time to fill up on drinks and compliment Myami for making this years viewing a lot more interesting.  
 The televison switched to some commercials involving children’s stuffed animals called Unstuffed Animals.  Some toy called Run Over Raccoon featuring a tire track on his body and anatomically correct organs that you could pull out of his corpse.  Honestly, who would buy that morbid shit for their kid?
 During this time Myami regaled us about how strenuous it was to get the rest of the Board of Directors to agree to finance a rocket to find Eze’s missing rocket as it was a big chunk of their budget.  Other directors wanted their pet projects to go forward but enough eventually agreed that it was worth the expense to see that dead guy’s face one more time.  Once it was put up to a company wide vote the employees agreed to the funding with more than 90% voting yes.
 For three whole months he was a nervous wreck, you’d never know it because there isn’t a moment when he doesn’t look pleased about something.  But the entire company kept it under wraps even when the promos for the episode aired, none gave out any details.
 Another commercial, something about fruit themed gender specific clothing called Berry Babies.  A blue one saying, “I’m just a blue baby,” a pink was, “I’m just a straw baby,” and a purple one saying, “I’m just a grape baby.”  Don’t know why the documentary channel has so many kid oriented advertising, probably because students are encouraged to watch the channel for extra credit in school
 Finally the parade of commercials ended and it was time for the big guy himself, the one who took a nation that was a democratic republic for more than 250 years and turned it into a military dictatorship, the President gave himself the title of general, that oversaw the worst atrocities in our nation’s histories, a pandemic that killed millions, a massive starvation that killed millions more, and the countless number of executions all in the name of making the country great again.
 He was old, really old, older than most people live.  When he was legally the President, he was already the oldest man to serve as President.  When he declared a permanent national emergency and suspended all future elections, he was also the oldest, and last President to occupy the executive branch.
 There had been ample documentaries done about the last President.  He’s called many things, the last President, the tyrant, the dictator and so on, but nobody speaks his name.  It was never a law that his name should be erased and never spoken again, it was just something the people collectively agreed on.  Even in this documentary, when the panel of justices says his name, the name is edited out, and the mouths on the justices are blurred so nobody could even read the lips to know what name is being said.  An entire generation was born, never knowing his name.
 For the sake of time, the list of crimes read by the justices was sped up.  The ex-dictator just sat in his chair, orange jumpsuit on, arms crossed with a scowl on his pale face (his make-up being denied to him in jail).  When the judges finished and asked how he pled, he just shit his pants and smiled.  His defense attorney, visibly repulsed by the additional bad smell, stood and said, “Not guilty.”
 Because of the long list of charges, the trial went on for weeks.  The documentary cut it down to minutes by presenting a montage.  The prosecution presented fact after fact, had eyewitnesses from his own administration including his Vice President, testify against him.  Many times throughout the trial the dictator could be seen sleeping, often heard snoring when experts and eyewitnesses were giving testimony.
 When the defense gave its argument, it largely centered around the fact that the tyrant as lost all mental cognition, that his brain is so degraded through dementia and from the effects of untreated syphilis, that he’s unfit to stand trial.  The former President stood up and loudly objected and said he is still the smartest person in this room, his mind has never been stronger, and that he has “done amazing” on mental cognition tests, better than anyone has ever done.  He ordered the justices to disregard his incompetent, moron of an attorney and that he is innocent of all charges in this witch hunt.
 The justices agreed and continued with the trial.  The attorney sat down and provided no defense of his client as the tyrant insisted to defend himself because he knew law more than any, in his words, “gutless lawyers or woke judges.”  For his credit, the former President has been in court countless times through his lifetime dodging charges of fraud, embezzlement, rape and libel, that he was quite versed in providing a legal defense.
 The documentary provided another montage of the trial.  A lot of it had to do with him calling witnesses and berating them.  Countless times he was threatened with contempt of court.  Eventually he ran out of witnesses and expert to verbally harass, and then took a long nap while the prosecutor gave his final words.  They couldn’t wake the tyrant from his nap and proceeded without him.
 The head judge said, “Mr . . . ”
 *Blink*
 “What the fuck just happened?  Seriously, what the fuck just happened?”  Okay, Myami does get upset.
 The television screen went blank, but the counter that shows how much time we watched is still counting like nothing went wrong.  Myami keeps shouting at the controls and the tv doesn’t respond, because as far as the television is concerned, it’s not broken. No broken tv, means no replacement. If that counter keeps on recording then we’re still earning cred and having two televisions on and paying cred is a financial crime, so we’re stuck with a blank screen.
 One of the neighbors, Chrystal spoke up, “I think your television is toast, no point yelling at it.  You’ll just have to take it in tomorrow so they can give you a new one.”
 “I know that Chrystal, but the show is going on now,” responded Myami.  “Perri, your family has a ton of stuff in the storage room.  Go see if they have an old tv that we can hook up.”
 He tried to object, we already knew the ending, but this was his baby he worked on and he was too consumed with trying to swear at the television in different languages in the hopes that one of the languages would produce a response.
 
Chapter Two
 
 Storage, 80 stories down into the basement.  Nobody ever goes down here because any time anything is old, broken, or boring it’s just stuffed down the chute to be recycled into something new, working and exciting.  Storage is just crap left over from our grandparents who held onto things because they had sentimental value, were family heirlooms, or just something they held onto because that’s all they had when the world went to shit and all people could think about was staying alive.
 Perri has no idea what’s down here.  He can’t ever recall being down here.  Perri doesn’t think his parents wanted anything to do with what was down here because all they ever heard from their parents was how horrible everything was.  Why go down 80 stories just to get to see horrors with your own eyes?  On tv it’s different, it’s on a screen along with cheesy rom coms, cherubic cartoon characters, and advertisements about dead stuffed animals with their guts you can play with.  You’d suppose that made it easier to deny and escape uncomfortable realities, so you can enjoy the one that you’re in.
 Elevator doors open into a dark passageway that begins to light up as the motion sensors detect my existence.  What a waste a time.  Five minutes just to get down here, five minutes to find your storage room, at least the tv is still paying me to be down here.
 Here it is, 8012, floor 80, room 12.  No finger pad, not even a lock, just an antiquated door knob.  He assumes the people who built the storage areas didn’t think anybody would care enough to steal someone else’s old junk, not that anyone even needs to steal anymore.  Who knows, maybe there’s something in here an antique dealer would buy.  There’s still old people around who reminensce about old junk from the bad times, probably in the hopes to remember some happy part of their childhood.  
 He turned the handle, the door opened and the motion of the door triggers the light.  Just as he thought, a bunch of junk, some old furniture and stacks of cardboard boxes.  What’s the point?  By the time I find a tv in all this crap the show is going to be over anyway, but I said I would and a good citizen never lies, except on Prank TV, Candid Pranks, Extreme Pranks, Pranks Live! And the game show, Who’s Lying?, but nobody would actually steal anything anymore, new things are practically free and old stuff is just garbage.
 It’s such a waste making the effort to life heavy boxes just to move heavy boxes a couple of feet.  In the gym, no problem, that’s more cred in my pocket, this is just wasted effort, but doubt I’ll get so jacked that someone will think I earn my cred by staying in the gym for hours on end.  Really I’m just more mad that my grandparents hoarded all this crap and my parents didn’t unload it at the first chance they had.  Honestly though, I ignored it all too.
 Made it to the back of the wall and surprise, no television.  Wasted effort, got a little sweaty, got very dusty and I smell like old things.  Show is over by now anyway, beer and food are probably gone, and then I have to endure questions about what took me so damn long.  Myami has never been down here, his grandparents came from Cuba with nothing so why bother with storage, we’d just have to move boxes of whatever crap this is.  What is this crap?
 He kicked a random box, kicked another one too just to show the other boxes that he’ll kick any other boxes if they need convincing that he’s pissed about them being there.  He tore off the flap of one of them, the adhesive of the glue having retired years ago.
 Lifting the flap, then the other flap, then the other flaps.  Inside was just what he expected, worthless shit saved by old people who probably had no other possessions.  He opened the box, the one still smarting from his well-placed kick.  More of the same.  Two, three other boxes, more of the same, just more books.  Antiquated books, made from paper and smelling of apartments where old people haven’t opened the windows in years.
 “No fucking wonder my parents didn’t sell this garbage, who the fuck would want this?”  His anger grew knowing that he wasted his time with things that should have been sent down the recycle chute decades ago.  He might be embarrassed that he swore this much had anyone been listening, there were just perfectly good beers going flat while he was in some dank dungeon battling dust monsters for zero treasure.
 He grabbed a book on the top of the pile.  Figures he might as well show Myami and the rest of the floor why he was down there in the hopes that he may garner some sympathy.  They may forgive him for having parents that didn’t have spare televisions if they saw a book in his hand.
 He slammed the door behind him and stomped back to the elevator where he promptly jabbed the number 80 button like it personally offended him.  He stabbed it again in case it didn’t realize it personally offended him, and the door slowly closed.
      
 
Chapter Three
 
 Perri pressed his thumb against the doorpad and the door gave the satisfy ‘whoosh’ sound reminiscent of a 1960s sci-fi show that cost him 10 cred, Myami got one that has a parrot saying a random phrase.  Stepping in looking at his book he announced, “Sorry guys, no . . . ”  He looked up and saw the apartment was empty and the tv’s blank screen staring at him.
 Walking in the FridgeNote 3.0 awakened from its slumber and eagerly spoke its announcement: “Hey Perri, we went over to Dean’s to watch the rest of the show.  Come over whenever.”
 “Whenever?  Like we couldn’t have gone whenever before I was sent on a scavenger hunt?”
 Perri swiped the message ending FridgeNote 3.0's moment of importance and opened up the fridge to grab one of the few remaining pirate ales with Perri noticing the label, “Pieces of 8 Golden Lager” and the pirate saying “Grab this booty!”
 “Stupid,” he thought as he popped off the cap with a magnetic bottle opener hanging on the side of the fridge and kicked the door close with spin that would impress zero figure skaters.
  Flopping himself on the couch he looked over at the television, the counter still ticking away and took a swig of his wheat grog slightly impressed by the pirate’s offering but still thinking it tastes like every wheat beer he’s had.  Putting the beer on the coffee table he laid back and contemplated the ceiling for a moment then realized he still had the book in his hand.
 “The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (Tom Sawyer’s Comrade) by Mark Twain, illustrated.”  He sniffed the book pondering the musty, grassy smell that he wasn’t familiar with, and with nothing better to do, as he was too irritated with his friends still, he opened the book and flipped to the first chapter.
 “You don’t know about me without you have read a book by the name of The Adventures of Tom Sawyer; but that ain’t no matter.  That book was made by Mr. Mark Twain and he told the truth, mainly.  There was things which he stretched, but mainly he told the truth.  That is nothing.  I never seen anybody but lied one time or another, without it was Aunt Polly, or the widow, or maybe Mary.”
 “What an odd book,” thought Perri slightly amused by this Huckleberry character addressing the reader and talking in an unfamiliar dialect.  Perri flipped to an earlier page to see the year 1885 written on the title page.  “People did have peculiar accents and dialects back in the day.”
 He read on, bemused by the particular, hard to understand speech with words fairly similar to words spoken today, and words that refer to Jim that is completely foreign to him, and words that only make sense when said phonetically.  He pictured straw hats, the half a mile wide Mississippi river, starry skies, quaint medieval villages and what roasting a whole fish might smell like.  Then he heard the sound of a parrot asking for a cracker and the illusion of an Ozark river ride melted and the sterile reality of walls and electronics came back to life.
 “Where have you been?  We watched the rest of the documentary then saw Death Commando 4, and you never showed up?” Myami said in a perplexed breath.
 Perri looked at his book, having read three quarters of it in what only seemed to be a moment.  A full beer, warm beer on the table and the television giving a blank stare.  “I was reading?” he responded telling Myami and asking himself.
 “Reading?  Since when do you read?”
 “Since . . . since now?” Perri went to tell him about his spelunking adventure in storage, how he picked up a random book and just started reading.  “Guess time got away from me.”  He went to tell him about the book he read and the story.
 “Oh yeah, Mark Twain, or Samuel Clemens IRL,” remarked Myami in a pleased look of remembrance.  “Considered one of the best American authors of all time.  Good choice.  Never read any myself, but he was very popular in his time.  Never thought I’d see a book, a paper book, outside of a museum.  Anyway, going to bed and get up early for work so I can check out the ratings.  Have fun with your book, grandpa, and be sure to milk the cows and feed the horses.”
 As Myami walked away laughing to himself like he said something unusually clever Perri looked at his book and thought about putting it away for the night.  Just another chapter, then I’ll call it a night.”
 
Chapter Four
 
 The door to the delivery chute opens and a long cylinder torpedoes through landing on the floor.  Perri discovers himself on the couch with a closed book on his chest slightly disoriented. Looking at the book he remembers telling himself a few times that he would just read one more chapter until he ran out of chapters and rested his eyes for a moment promising himself that he’d get off the couch and never did.
 Dragging his legs over the side of the couch he sits up and holds his head pondering how much sleep he actually ended up getting and telling himself it wasn’t enough and he’d be away if he just had one or maybe ten more hours of sleep.  “Jeeves, time?” He asked the air and a snooty British voice responded, “7:15 sir, AM.”  “Jeeves, brew me some Cauxfee, extra caffeine.”
 Instantly the coffee, or Cauxfee pot started to brew a mixture of ground date pits, powdered mushroom and herbs to make something that nobody over fifty would recognize as coffee.  However, with a twenty-year drought wiping out much of the world’s coffee growing region, it was this or tea.  Regardless, it got the job done and the commercials are very convincing as nobody wants to look like a coffee drinker with the yellow teeth, baggy eyes and headaches coffee drinkers would get.
 While the Cauxfee brewed, Perri grabbed the cylinder on the floor.  Addressed to Myami he opened it up anyway.  A black shiny tube slowly extracted itself from the cardboard tube and Perri unfurled it.  Internal pins locked into place and Perri had his new television.  Attached to the screen was a note, “Thank you for your purchase of a Millivue Television with Flexiglass technology. Please insert your old Millivue Television into the tube provided and return for recycling.”
 Perri went to the old television, counter still running, and pressed a red button in the back and heard the invisible pins unlock then rolled the television up and stuffed it into the tube.  While placing the new Millivue Television with Flexiglass into its new home Myami walked out of his bedroom.
 “Ah, the new tv.  Took awhile explaining our situation to the tech guys.  In the end they figured a sale is a sale and sent a new one and shaved off some of the price for our inconvenience.”
 Myami then grabbed the return sticker off the note and slapped it on the tube and shoved it in the recycle chute like he was returning Excalibur back into the stone, poured himself some Cauxfee and sat on the couch to test out the new television.
 “And there it is!” Myami voiced with excitement as Perri poured himself a cup of sludge in his “I serve my robot overlords” Cauxfee mug.  Myami turned it to one of the cartoon channels for the older audience and on the screen was a new episode of “Cats with Stashes.”  “Cats with Stashes” was about cartoon cats with moustaches like Tom Cat Selleck, Danny Calico, and Eddie Purrphy based upon 21st century actors who also had great moustaches.  In this episode, criminals were selling black market catnip laced with a drug that was causing cats to lose their whiskers, err, moustaches.  Surprisingly, a very popular show, especially with stoners.
 Perri looked over and saw the counter on the television resuming its cred count where the previous one had been before it was shut off.  Life had returned to normal for apartment 8020 in the Feinberg Building in the Philadelphia District of Rust City.
 
Chapter Five
 
 After the slightly more eventful morning than usual, Perri and Myami part ways at the MagLev lines.  Myami heads north, passing through the great dome of the Manhattan District, home of Rust City’s entertainment and fashion industries.  Perri’s tube ride is much shorter to Pittsburgh. Most areas in Rust City refer to districts where new, futuristic versions of old cities were built to house refugees of once great cities were flooded or destroyed by natural, or intentional means.  Pittsburgh, while revamped, chose to keep the blue collar, industrial vibes that built much of the old America, and rebuilt the new America on the East Coast.
 Perri hopped off the MagLev and hopped back onto a light rail that dropped him off at Asimov Industries Robot Maintenance Building #2, which handles Dumb-bot repair, as opposed to Asimov Industries Robot Maintenance Building #1, which handles Jeeves-bot repair.  Jeeves-bots simply being a more aesthetic robot with better interactive programming for dealing with people, while Dumb-bots handled tasks that humans would have referred to as unskilled labor back in the day.  Perri’s exciting job involved replacing broken or worn parts with new parts, then shipping them back out to their fulfilling career as a sorter at a recycling plant, a produce picker, Scavbot, or any other job that most people never bother noticing anymore.
 Work began as work usually does, clock in with your thumb print, move to your repair station and wait for a robot to come down the assembly line with a work order.  Typical work orders just involve taking off a worn or broken limb and popping a new one in its place.  The plug and play robot architecture made repairs a breeze.  Old parts were tossed in a bin for recycling and a Scavbot would drive up and replace your discard box with a new discard box.
 Some jobs were harder than others, that’s why Perri worked as a Class A technician needing to replace multiple parts, diagnosing which chips needed to be replaced or whatever.  But typically it was simply a menial chore of taking off one part, replacing it with a new part, giving it a light acid spray to clean it up, then ship it down the conveyor so the Dumb-bot can resume its thankless career siphoning dirt off a sidewalk or whatever.
 It was boring, but it was a job and since everyone had to have a job, he was thankful that he spent the extra time in tech school so he could deal with the silent stare of a broken robot than the dull stare of a bored shopper, trying to determine which shade of white he wanted his new shirt to be. At least the variety of robots and the occasional complexity of repair made the four hours work day speed along.  However, today just seemed to drag on.   Dumb-bot after Dumb-bot, same old, same old.  It wasn’t until his supervisor approached him and tapped him on the shoulder did he realize he was just blankly staring at a window cleaning robot for the past half an hour.
 “Everything okay Perri?”
 “Yeah, sorry.  Mind was somewhere else for a moment.”
 Perri pondered what exactly was he thinking about when he was staring at a window cleaning robot for an uncomfortably long amount of time.  Meanwhile, his supervisor rambled on about how he sometimes just stares out the window for a while and daydreams about something.  Perri just let him ramble as the supervisor has a knack for getting people to work by using any long pause in the work day to engage someone in conversation.  The supervisor, Perri never actually knew his name despite working with him for years, was the sort who could talk for a long time without actually saying something the least bit interesting, but he was a nice enough fellow so people just let him ramble on.
 “....because Death Commando 4 showed us the tender side of Hawk I think it opened up a lot of questions about where exactly did he have time for a family, and will his son continue his work?  So maybe a Death Commando 5 will include some back story, or maybe pass the torch onto his son.  Did you see it last night?  Perri?”
 “No, sorry, I was reading last night.  Missed it.”
 “Reading?”
 The supervisor was actually at a loss of words for a moment, perhaps the first moment in a long time that actually prevented a stream of verbosity to meet an abrupt conclusion and call it a night.  The supervisor looked at his watch, a fancy one with a lot of dials including one that informed him of the barometric pressure that never came in handy, but made him feel a lot more official, and concluded that the day was nearly done so he had some supervisor stuff to attend to.  He bid Perri a good day, and Perri just nodded in return.
 Perri turned around, quickly figured he needed to replace a few of the clogged nozzles in the window cleaning bot, gave it an acid spray, and sent it on it’s way and closed down for the day.
 “Reading?”
 He thought it would have been a question he would have asked anyone but himself a few days ago.  Nobody reads unless they have to, school books, technical manuals, but certainly not for entertainment when there was hundreds of channels on televison, or an entire metropolis of activities and events to keep one occupied.  But sitting at home on a couch, ignoring a perfectly good televison in order to be antisocial and unproductive with your time?  That does sound odd, and unlike him.  Unlike the Perri of just last week who would binge watch some new show, take in some new experience at a VR lounge, or catch a mechanical slaughter at the BattleBot Arena.
 But he spent hours sitting on a couch, looking at little black text and dreaming of a world that didn’t exist on a television screen.  And he wanted to do it again.  So when he returned back to the Feinburg Building in the Philadelphia District he didn’t press the round elevator button with a bright 80 on it, he pressed the one that sent him back to the dingy storage basement where recently kicked boxes hopefully didn’t hold a grudge and searched for another book to read.
 
Chapter

