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One

Tonay 15 MY LAST DAY A5 ViIoLET LastTing,

The strects of the Marsh are quier chis early in the
morning, just the plodding steps of a donkey and the clinking
of glass bortles as a milk carr rolls by, | chrow off my sheets
and slip on my bathrobe over my nighrdress. The robe is a
hand-me-down from my mocher, dark blue and worn ar the
elhows, It wsed o be huge on me, the sleeves hanging past my
fingeroips, the hem dragging on the floor. ve grown into i
over the past few years—it fits me now the way it used ro fin
her. [ lowve it. It's one of the few rrems | was allowed to bring
with me ro Southgare, [ was lucky 1o be able to bring as many
as | did. The other chree holding facilivies are stricter abour
personal items; Northgare doesn' allow them at all,

| press my face against the wrought-iron bars on my
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window—they are arched and curl into the shape of roses, as
if by making a pretty pattern, they can prerend chey're some-
thing cheyre not.

The dirt streers of the Marsh glow dull EI!-'I.I in the early-
micsrning lighe: [ean almost imagine they're made of somerhing
regal. The streets are what give the Marsh its name—all the
stone and concrete and asphalt wenr oo the wealchier circles of
the city, so the Marsh was left with a thick brown mud thar
smedls briny and sulfuric.

Merves fluteer like ciny wings in my chest, Twill get to see
my family roday, for the first cime in four years. My mocher,
and Ochee, and lirtle Hazel. She's probably not so litele any-
miore. | wonder if they even want to see me, if Pve become like
a steanger to them. Have 1 changed from who T used o be?
I'm not sure iF [ can remember who [ oused oo be, Whar if they
don’ even recognize me?

Anxiety thrums inside me as che sun rises slowly over
the Grear Wall off in the distance, the one thar encircles the
entire Lone City. The wall chat proteces us from the violent
ocean ourside. That keeps us safe. 1love sunrises, even more
than sunsers, There's something so exciting abour the world
-:,!I::II'I'IiI'IE to life in 2 thousand colors, 1% h-:lF-uful. T"m Hl:‘uj |
gt to see this one, ribbons of pink and lavender shot through
with steeams of red and gold. 1 wonder if Tl ger 1o see any
sunrises when | scare my new life in the Jewel,

Somerimes, Twish [ badn't been borm a surrogare,

WHEN PATIEMCE COMES FOR ME, I'M CURLED UF ON MY
b, seill in my bathrobe, memorizing my room. It sn't much,
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just a small bed, a closer, and a faded wooden dresser. My
cello is propped in one corner, On top of the dresser is a vase
of flowers char gets changed every other day, a brush, a comb,
some hair ribbons, and an old chain with my fathers wedding
ring on it. My mother made me take it afrer che doctors diag-
nosed me, be fare the Regimentals came and ook me away,

[ wonder if she's massed i, afrer all this time. | wonder i
she's missed me, the way 've missed her, A knot tightens in
the pit of my stomach.

The room hasn't changed much since T came here four
vears age. Mo pictures. Mo mirrer. Mirrors aren't allowed in
the holding facilities. The only addition has been my cello—
not even mine, really, simoe i belongs to Souchgare. | wonder
who will use it once I'm gone. It's funny, but as dull and
impersomal as this roeom s, | chink Il miss i

“How are you holding up, deariez™ Patience asks. She's
always calling us things like char, “dearic™ and "sweetheare™
and “lamb.” Like shes afraid of wsing our actual names.
Mavbe she just doesn’t want to get attached. She's been the
hend careraker ar Southgae fnra I vimie, She's prodably seen
hundreds of girls pass through this room.

“1'm H-k:g:.',":' I lie. There™ o nse in I_.Jllil'lg her how 1 really
feel—like my skin is icching from the inside our and cheres a
weight deep in the darkest, lowest part of me.

Her eyes scan me from head o roe, and she purses her
lips, Patience is o plomp woman with gray streaks in ber wispy
brown hair, and her face is so easily readable, | can goess what
she's going to say next betore she actually says .

*Are yvou sure chat’s whar vou wane to wear?™
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I noed, rubbing the soft fabric of the bathrobe berween my
thumb and forefinger, and scoot off the bed. There are perks
tr being a surrogate. We ger to dress how we want, eat whart
we want, sleep late on the weekends, We get an education. A
pood educarion. We ger fresh food and water, we always have
electricity, and we never have to work. We never have to know
poverty—and che carctakers tell us we'll have more once we
start living in the Jewel,

Except frecdom. They never seem to mention that.

Patience bustles our of the room and 1 follow behind her.
The halls of Southgare Holding Facility are pancled in reak
and rosewond; artwork hangs on che walls, smudges of color
thar don't depicr anything real. All the doors are exactly alike,
but T know which one we're going to. Patience only wakes yon
up if vou have a doctor’s appointment, if there’s an emergency,
of if it your Reckoning Day, There's only one other girl cn
this floor besides me who's going oo the Aucrion comorrow.
My best friend. Raven,

Her door s open, and shes already dressed, inoa pair
of high-waisted rtan panes and a whire V-neck. I can’r say if
Eaven is prectier than me, because | haven™t seen my reflec-
ion in four vears. Bue Tean say thar she is one of the mos
beautiful surrogares in Scuchgare. We both have black hair,
but Raven’s is cropped short, stick straight and glossy—mine
falls in waves down my back. Her skin s a rich caramel color,
with eyes nearly as dark as her hair, shaped like almonds and
ger in a perfect oval face. She’s taller chan me, which is sayving
a lor. My skin is ivory, an odd contrast with my hair color,
and my eves are violet. | don’t need a micror to tell me that.
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Theyre whar [ was named for.

“Big day, huh?" Raven says to me, stepping inte the hall
to joam us. =I5 that whar vou're wearnings™

[ignore her secomnd question. “Tomorrow will be bigger,”

“Yeah, but we can’t choose our outfits tomorrow, Or
the day after that. Or . . . well, ever again,” She tucks her
hair behind her ears, *1 hope whoever buvs me lets me wear
pants.”

“Iwouldn't ger vour hopes up, dearie,” Patience says.

[ hiave o agres with her. The Jewel doesn't seem like the
rvpe of place where women wear panes, unless maybe they're
servants who work in the unseen places. Bven if we get sold
toa merchane family from the Bank, dresses will probably be
the required atvire,

The Lone Crry is divided into five circles, each separared
by a wall, and all of them but the Marsh have nicknames
based on cheir indusery, The Marsh s che ourer circle, the
poorest. We don’t have industry, we just house most of the
laborers who work in the other circles, The fourch circle is the
Farm, where all the food is grown. Then the Smoke, where
the factories are. The second circle is called the Bank, because
ir"s where all the merchanes have their shops, And then theres
the inmer circle, or the Jewel, The heare of che ciry, Where the
r|::l:|-'i'||1'!.' '|'iw_'$- .I’LI'nJ. '.'.-|'||_'m, i'|'[||:r FOIMOrrOWw, Hi'l'mr'l i'||'uJ. 1 wﬂ]
live as well.

We follow Patience down the wide wooden stairs. Scents
from che kitchen waft up the staircase, fresh-baked bread and
cinnamoen. It reminds me of when my mother woukd make
sticky buns on my birchday, a luxury we could almose never
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afford. 1 can have them whenever | wane now, but chey don’t
taste the same.

We pass one of the classrooms—ithe door s open and
I pause for 2 moment to watch., The girls are young, prob-
ably only eleven or twelve, Mew, Like | was once. Back when
angury was just a word, before anyone explained 1o me that 1
was special, char all the gids ar Southgate were, Thar thanks
t same genetic quick, we had the ability to save the rovaley.

The giels are seared ar desks with small buckets beside
them, and a I'||,::l.|'|:|.' folded bandkerchief nexr o each ane. Five
red building blocks are spread out inoa line in frone of every
girl, A careraker sits ar o large desk, taking noves—Dbehind her
om the chalkboard s wricten the word GREEMN. Thev're being
tested on the first Augury, Color, 1 half smile, hali wince,
remembering all che times [ ook chis test. | warch the girl
closest to me, turning an imaginary block in my hands as she
turns a brighe red one in hers,

Crice o see i as it 65, Teice to see it i your snind. Thrice
to bend it to yorr will,

Veins of gwreen spread from where her [Fr‘lp;l_lr:-; tanch the
block, creeping across the red surface like vines, The girls
eves are screwed in concentration, fighting the pain, and
if she can hold on just a fow seconds longer, [ know she'll
hawve done it. But the pain wins, and she ¢ries our and drops
the block, red winning over green, then grabs the bucket,
coughing up a mixture of blood and saliva. A thin trickle
of blood runs from her nose and she wipes it away wich che
hand kerchief.

Isigh. The first Augury is che easiest of the chiree, bur shes
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only managed o change two of her blocks, Irs going to be
a very long day for her.

*Violer,”™ Raven calls, and [ hurry to catch ap.

The dining room is only half full—most of the girls are
already in class. When Raven and [ encer, all calking stops,
spoons and cups are pot down, and every girl in the dining
room stands, crosses two fingers on her right hand, and
presses them againsg her heare. I tradition on Reckoning
Day, acknowledging the surrogares who will be leaving for the
Auction. Pve done it myself every vear but this feels strange,
having it direcred ar me. A lump forms in my throar and my
eyes itch. T can feel Raven rense beside me. A lor of the girls
saluring us are going oo the Auction themselves tomorrow,

We take a sear at our usual table, in a corner by the win-
dows. 1 bire my lip, realizing chat, in a very short amoune of
time, it won't be “our™ table anymore, This is my last breakfas
ar Souchgate, Tomorrow, Il be on a train,

Once we're seated, the rest of the room sits, and conver-
sation stares again but in low whispers.,

“1 know it's a sign of respect,”™ Raven murters, “But T don's
like being on this side of 1"

A voung carerker named Mercy burries over with o silver
pot of coffee.

“Caeod luck tomerrow,” she savs ina shy voice. T barely
manage a smibe. Raven doesn't say anything. Mercys face
goes slightly pink. “What can [ bring you for breakfas?™

*Two fried egps, hash browns, toasc with butter and
strawberey fam, and bacon, well done bt noe burnt.” Baven
ractles off her breakfast lise quickly, like she's hoping oo erip
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Mercy up. Which she probably s, Raven likes messing with
peophe, especially when she's nervons,

Mercy just smiles and bobs her head. *And for you,
Vicler =™

“Fruir salad,” | sav. Mercy scuttles off into che kitchen.
“Are you really going toear all thar?™ Task Raven, =1 feel like
my stomach shrank overnight.”

“You are sich o worrier,” she says, adding rwo heaped
spoonfuls of sugar 1o her coffee. *1 swear, yvou'll give vourself
an uleee™

I take a sip of coffee and warch the other girls in che din-
iI'|g IERIEIN | ]:..'i.pl.'b;,!'i:jll].' 1hu (TR 5] ﬁl:-il'lg T 1E'|1_' ﬁ.ul.:'l i, ﬁ-:l:n"lu ::lf
them look the way | feel, like they'd be happy oo crawl back
into bed and hide under the covers, but other girls are chat-
tering with excicement. | never quite understood those girls,
the ones who bought ineo all che caretakers' lines abour how
important we are, how we are fulfilling a long and noble
rraditicn. T once asked Patience why we couldn’t come home
after weve given birth, and she said, = You are too precious o
the rovaley. They wish o take ¢are of vou for the rest of your
life, 't char wonderful? They have such generous heares.”

Isaid T'd rather have my family than the rovaley’s gener-
psity. Patience didn't like thar very much.

A :.--:||.|I'|§|;_|.'I"I r'|'||::l|_|$'!.'-|l::l|:-k'i11}|; !.;i|‘| at A hED |‘|_'|'!.I I:ﬂ!lh._: 3.|_;||.|du|'||'!.'
crics out in pain and surprise as her water glass curns o ice.
She drops it and it shareers on the floor. Her nose starts 1o
bleed, and she grabs a napkin and runs out of the diming room
as a caretaker hurries over with a dustpan,

“I'm glad thar doecsnt happen anymore,” Raven savs.
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