AA. You told me to write i€\ could. 'm sorTy its taken this Ionﬂ.

This place is & prison. We cannot lkave. Those outside this dUﬂﬂeon must not know.
ﬁlwatjs rmore workers., Hundreds. Thousands. The fc‘ac’ror\j expands. The factors shifts. |
heard the overseers, Thetj say it is one of 3Ny, Connected by the Janus Doors. what
do +h9_3 rmean? The walls move. Too rnany foors. Too rany rooms. Cant keep frack,
wo‘r‘n‘tns seems real. My stormach churns and | vomit dai.ltj. 'Theﬁ inject our meals. Just
enouSh, Just enouﬂh to keep us alive and useful. The noise is o\ea&"en'mﬂ -~ the sound of

machines and screams,

N
And the toil never ends. People work themsehes to death, And then are fed to that

infernal machine, we make eve_rtj*rh‘mﬁ. Food. TOSS- Clothes,

And weapons. Uniike any \ could iragine. Terrible, ferrible weapons.

we are allowed four hours for sleep but | often wake to the sound of Harvestmen.
The scrapmﬂ of metal on metal, in the mom\n& we sometimes £ind someone m'\SSmﬁ. we
dare not question it Meed fo keep our head down, cant look them in the eyee.

The\:j arent human, Mot awjmore.

Maybe we arent, either.,



