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 ‘storytelling  at its most seductive … fast-paced, utterly absorbing’  Sunday Morning Post  
         
             

         
 
         ‘strange and captivating’ Carousel
         
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘poignant  and chilling’ Kliatt
         
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘original and disturbing  dystopian fantasy told in a smart and sympathetic  teen voice … shouldn’t be missed.’ Booklist
         
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘This  riveting dystopia will stun readers with its resemblance  to the Jewish Holocaust.’ School Library Journal
         
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘In  this powerful debut novel, Adlington deftly sketches in the background to Pelly D’s increasingly  totalitarian world, whilst allowing her  sparky heroine centre stage.’ Books for Keeps
         
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘An  impacting page turner that will leave you gasping for H20.’ Writeaway.org
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            Factory

         
 
         the last birthday i ever had, years ago, was the one where i got shot instead of presents. 
         
 
         
             
            

         
 
         silence fell after the gunman fired. cherries fell too, fat and juicy in the snow. i heard boots crunching closer as the man came to see how well he’d done.
         
 
         i shake my head. 
         
 
         those thoughts creep in a place i’m not ready to remember yet, and let’s face it – where i come from there aren’t any cherries, it never snows and remembering’s Against The Rules. 
         
 
          i come from a bad  place. they  wanted to keep me there but i had other plans. plans are Against The Rules, of course, in fact, everything’s Against The Rules. the crazy thing is (and am i the only one who’s ever noticed?) there are no Rules where i come from, not ones they tell you about anyway. you only find out what the Rules are when you break them.iknow what you’re thinking! you’re thinking, that’s not so bad if you’re smart. you’re thinking, why not watch and see what other workers get punished for, then say, whoa, best i don’t do the same. that’s what you might think if you’d never worked in Factory before. get this: here in Factory, even though the Rules don’t exist they change all the time. somehow Director always has a Rule ready to be broken whenever he feels in a punishing mood. 
         
 
         Director likes Rules. he also likes nice food, fine wines and working out with weights so he’s a lean, mean shouting machine. Director thinks he’s young and handsome. is he young? i’ve forgotten how to count things like that. is he handsome? hardsome more like. Supervisor fancies him almost as much as he fancies himself. she tries to smile at him and looks to see how many buttons are undone on his shirt. while Director’s up on his platform, Supervisor walks Factory floor. Supervisor doesn’t have crinkly white Hygie socks like us workers. she walks softly softly in her no-sound slippers and you can only tell she’s there when she hisses on your neck, letting you know you’re almost breaking a Rule just by being alive. when her breath hangs in the air you feel so tense you could crack like a bent bone. you wait there wondering, should i stand still? – cos maybe standing still’s Against The Rules. then you think, should i keep on working? only maybe that’s Against The Rules too. 
         
 
         
         
 
         Supervisor’s good at punishing people: smack’em, whack’em, watch’em cry. one time a girl was hit so hard her eye fell out. i don’t know if they put it back in again and i don’t know what Rule the girl broke. there just isn’t room for someone to know everything, unless you’re Director of course, cos he knows how to brush his own teeth, gloss his own hair, and how to send a spot of spit down from his platform on to whatever lucky worker’s walking below. oh yeah, Director knows he’s A1 Ace Supremo. except when Bossman calls. 
         
 
         Bossman’s the baddest man, and he comes here once a year. Director shivers when the Bossman’s shadow’s near. maybe he wishes he had a hood to hide his face like i do. he shakes Bossman’s gold-shiny hand and waits, and we wait too. will Bossman be pleased …? will he smile his special Bossman smile and pull that envelope from his pocket? yes! he does! we’re all ready to flop with relief. Director tears the envelope and looks inside. it’s arrived! an invitation to Bossman’s birthday. unlike me he gets one every year. 
         
 
         Director loves parties, especially this birthday party. even before the big day he drinks so much wine his eyes almost pop out of his orange-tanned face, and when he makes it back to Factory after the fun, he’ll have a hoarse voice and maybe a couple of hickeys on his neck. some years he brings back strings of silver/red streamers. one year he almost didn’t show up at all, but that was too good to be true. he was back three days later complaining of a monster headache. 
         
 
         this year Director’s more excited than ever about Bossman’s birthday. he presses his belly against the platform rails and boasts he’s got an invite to the biggest party on the planet. bet you wish you could go! ha ha ha you can’t. you’d kill it dead anyway, you funless lumps of mud. d’you think it would hurt to maybe crack your faces to smile every once in a while? c’mon, let’s have some music, you soulless little shitzers! sing! 
         
 
         he makes us sing the same tune over and over and no one complains, cos we all remember the time when Bottle Seal 55 forgot the words to Director’s favourite song, oh yeah. let’s just say she won’t be singing any more, or talking, or working, or breathing even, so now i’m the new Bottle Seal 55. 
         
 
         no i’m not! i forgot! 
         
 
         they’ll have to get a new ’55 cos i’m not going to be what they tell me to be ever again. now i’m the girl with the Plan, the girl-who-can, the girl who’s breaking the biggest Rule of all. get this – i’m leaving. i’ve always known i’d go, as sure as high tide follows low. you see, there’s something i’ve got to do. 
         
 
         girl, you ain’t got to do nothing, is what Packer 67 always told me. an’ if you have, she said, it’s this: look small and think small. work your shift, eat your food before some starving shitzer eats it for you, sleep your sleep, then get up and do it all over again. 
         
 
         i do look small. 
         
 
         i bend my shoulders and pull my  Hygie hood over my face. i don’t talk much,  pretending i’ve got nothing to say. at the end of every shift i peel off the Hygie gloves and rub my hands with Stingo. oh, Stingo! the only smell you’ll ever smell in Factory … thick germ-killer cream that pops your blisters and crusts your skin. don’t ever put Stingo in your eyes cos it bites like the nippers of a thousand becano bugs. Director’s always complaining about the price of it, and boy do we get through a lot. do you realize how much a multi-box of Stingo costs? he bawls at us, only he doesn’t call it Stingo. he calls it 
         
 
         HyperantibacterialviraleliminatorsolutionA. try saying that when you’ve just been punched in the teeth. i can’t. i look at my Stingo-smeared hands and wonder what it would be like to have proper fingers, not these white sticks that are blue-black with cold at the ends. Director has lovely hands. once a week he orders Packer 109 up to his platform. he sprays liquid Stingo in the air and puts a towel over his face while she kneels at his feet. he likes that. she doesn’t. 
         
 
         what’s he making you do to him? we whisper, under the eversteady hum of the chill machine. do you have to, you know, touch him? 
         
 
         Packer 109 scratches her head. the bristles poke out through ridges of red-raw Stingo sores. no, she says. i don’t do that, i just do his nails. see – he’s got his own fancy nail file with his own fancy letters on it. she passes it round so we can admire the gold letters: A. L. i get his nails done real nice with this, says Packer 109 in a voice that’s long since bled dry of bitterness. i just trim his nails and condition his cuticles. 
         
 
         again i look at my fingers. what are cuticles? does she mean these strips of dead skin that flap around the blister lumps? i’d bite them off if they didn’t taste of Stingo. Label-glue 11 says they put Stingo in the food, but that’s doop talk: they don’t really put that shitzer stuff in the grub, whatever the goss-roster says. our Rule about food, the Rule Director doesn’t need to tell us about, the Rule that never changes whatever the day, whatever the menu, our Rule is: eat your food before someone else does. but like i said, i’m a girl who breaks Rules. i don’t eat all my food. 
         
 
         huh, strange, you might say. 
         
 
         no, not strange – clever. wait and see. 
         
 
         i don’t eat all my food and i don’t give it to Label-glue 11 either. i know she’s as hollow inside as the rest of us, only i need my food for the Plan, oh yes, my Plan about leaving. what a beautiful word LEAVING is. i don’t care what anyone says, the world is full of beautiful things if you only know how to look for them. look long, look right and you’ll find beautiful. you won’t find my food though, cos i hid it. Label-glue 11’s always looking. she’d lick crumbs off the floor if anyone was mad enough to drop them, but it’s not like a few extra pieces of bread are going to save her. nothing will, especially not the white Hygie mask she wears to stop the glue glutting her head. it’s safe, she boasts, pointing to the label at the back of the mask. see, it says extra-super-strong protection. 
         
 
         sure you’ll be safe, i agree, except we all know Director wouldn’t dream of visiting the Glue Department even with a mask on. and anyway, i can read better than Label-glue 11. it doesn’t seem right to tell her the label only says: 
         
 
         Made in Meander. Size Small. 
         
 
         so, no point in giving Label-glue 11 my bread. she’s done for. her brain’s fried. i remember what fried means. i remember fat eggs cracking in a pan, yellow in the middle, white round the yellow and crispy brown on the outside. i can almost smell the ‘fried’ things too. (can you have smell memories? i think i would if i wasn’t Stingo’d up to the eyeballs.) Label-glue 11 isn’t that sort of fried. she’s brain-fried high … fly up to the sky … or up to the ceiling at any rate. in Factory you can’t get to the sky cos the roof gets in the way. i tell you what – the roof IS the sky, here in Factory. 
         
 
         NO! you see how i did it again? i forgot i’ve got the REAL sky now, the one they don’t tell you about. the one you have to stretch your neck and unroll your shoulders to see. 
         
 
         i’m OUTSIDE. 
         
 
         oh yes, sweet pain of pins-and-needles, i don’t look small any more and i never, not really, not deep in my roots, i never thought small. now i’ve got my Plan to prove it. i thought of the Plan when i heard it was time for Bossman’s biggest-ever birthday party. there i was, just minding my own business working as usual, with Bottle Seal 54 on one side and Bottle Seal 56 on the other, and it suddenly came to me: i want a birthday party too. i can’t exactly remember what a birthday party is, but i know i had one once, quite a few of them in fact, plus i know i was about to have one the day the gunshots cracked over the treetops and made snow shiver. why not have another one? 
         
 
         lots of reasons why not, anyone sensible would say. none of us workers ever have birthdays, not once not never. you just can’t. apart from the Rules, birthdays need things like friends and presents, which are hugely not-gettable in Factory. so my brain got busy building a Plan while my hands were sealing up bottles. believe me, i could screw on those lids in my sleep, so don’t go thinking it was an accident that by the end of the shift there was one bottle-top missing. i had it hidden in my Hygie suit, with the rest of my treasures. by then i’d figured out that if there aren’t birthdays in Factory, then I’d have to get away. 
         
 
         no way! no one escapes! that’s what we all thought. workers come in but they never go out. the doors have machines that only let the right people leave and the windows are too high to reach. one time, a girl from the Glue Department got so crazy she tried to escape and even Director looked shocked by the mess he made of her as punishment. but she only tried to escape. i’m not into trying. from now on i’m into DOING. at least, i think i am. i’ve never had to do much before, apart from the same stuff everyone does, you know – the work, eat, sleep stuff. how hard can this doing thing be? Director does stuff every day. people outside do too. Bossman certainly does stuff, in fact, he does whatever he wants. no one knows everything that Bossman does, cos he keeps it sssh-secret, as quiet as snow. 
         
 
         even the moons do stuff. they make tides, pulling the sea closer and pushing it away. when they pull and push together it makes the high swells, the happentide and oppentide, ebb and flow, come and go. 
         
 
         now i’m outside i gaze up at the moons. they look funny without a skylight in the way; all wrong now they’re not smeared in grime or edged with mildew, or blotted with a red triangle that says NO EXIT. just before the rain comes and the grey squashes me down, just before then, the moons glow ghostie-like in the sky. i touch them with my Stingo-stung fingers. 
         
 
         ride the tide, Luka, say the moons to me now. time to go.
         
 
         i know.
         
 
         i’m like a tide: i’ve come from a bad place and now i’m going away from it. 
         
 
         ssh! if you’re really quiet you’ll hear me creeping in the shadows. 
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            
               [image: ]
               

            
 
            Landfall I

         
 
         The New Frontier was drowned in rain and shadows.
 
         One day on the edge of deep winter a ship was pulled towards shore on the swell of a sturdy two-moon happentide. It was the vintage ocean liner Marie-Cloud and it was making landfall a day early. Out on deck sailors struggled with wet ropes, trying to slow the vessel as it surged towards Santanna port. Snug on the Top Class promenade deck, two sisters were waiting for their first view of the Frontier. Tanka turned away from her reflection in the rain-stabbed window.
         
 
         ‘You got me out of the pool for this? I can’t see any land!’
         
 
         Kat sighed. ‘I heard the announcement: Santanna’s on the horizon.’
         
 
         ‘Are you sure it’s not one of the Captain’s hilarious jokes, like when she told us we’d enjoy the voyage?’
         
 
         Kat smiled. ‘Over there, look.’
 
         ‘It’s a cloud.’
 
         ‘No, I can see buildings on the dock.’
 
         ‘It’s a building-shaped cloud. C’mon, Kat, I want to go pack.’
         
 
          
         ‘Your bag’s already chocker with free towels and bubblies!’
         
 
         Tanka grinned. ‘There’s always Aunt Milli’s cabin to raid – a girl can never have too many freebies. And if you want a much nicer view, come and watch Zee Homarlo’s latest movie with me again. Boy, does that guy have a bod worth ogling!’
         
 
         ‘I’d rather salt my gills in seawater. Anyway, you said you’d watch for the shore with me.’
         
 
         ‘I came, I saw, I got bored.’
 
         ‘Maybe it’ll look better when the sun comes out,’ Kat said valiantly.
         
 
         ‘If the sun ever comes out.’
         
 
         ‘It’s sunny in all the brochures.’
 
         ‘Yeah, and one of these days you’ll tell me it’s scientifically proven that clouds have silver linings. Can’t you get it into your thick head that the blurb on the immigration pack was just one big con to get people to up sticks from the civilized side of the world where we have cities and sunshine and little luxuries like culture.’
         
 
         ‘They have cities here …’
 
         ‘Towns, Kat, they have towns. Probably rows of mud huts where you have to pump your own water and wash in buckets.’
         
 
          
         ‘It won’t be like that …’
 
         ‘Wanna bet?’
 
         ‘It’s an energetic new colony full of bright ideas for the future …’
         
 
         ‘Yeah, sure. And according to Uncle Prester we’re going to be met by crowds of happy smiley people who want to be our friends and share local produce with us. If that actually is the dock, then all I can see are soggy sailor-types, and they are one hundred per cent low on thrill-factor.’
         
 
         ‘You’re expecting half-naked men tossing flower petals and sugar candy?’
         
 
         ‘Now you’re talking!’
 
         ‘It’s too cold for naked.’
 
         In the Top Class quarters of the Marie-Cloud the temperature was set to ‘deliciously warm’, just like their homeland on the far continent. The New Frontier was a long way north-west from the sun-baked bliss of the five cities. It suffered from strange phenomena called snow and cold – two very good reasons for never going near the place, Tanka thought.
         
 
         ‘Fresh new place, fresh new start,’ Uncle Prester said, and Kat agreed. The New Frontier was a land of peace and prosperity which had never known war … unlike the cities.
         
 
          
         ‘Hey – bright light!’
 
         The clouds never parted, but a sudden strong light glared over the waves. It came from the tall tower of the Linveki Hydro factory, soaring above the squat port of Santanna. Brilliant at the top of the tower was the silver/red sign of the Atsumisi – a welcome sight after three long weeks at sea. Both sisters rubbed the silver/red IDs meshed on to the back of their hands. This was a reflex action every time they saw the proud emblem of the Atsumisi gene clan. They could barely remember a time when they hadn’t had the distinctive wetware grafted on to their skin. It automatically set them above the other gene clans – the Mazzini and the grossly inferior Galrezi.
         
 
         ‘Hey,’ said Tanka, seeing the factory. ‘Is that the place where they make Blue Mountain water?’
         
 
         ‘I told you we’d see it when we arrived.’
 
         ‘Oh, Blue Mountain brand – hand me a bottle and all is forgiven!’ Just saying the words made Tanka think of lazy days by the pool back home, swigging on glassfuls of purest Blue. ‘Huh. No prizes for guessing where they get all the water,’ she sneered, as the silver/red sign was swallowed by rain again.
         
 
         ‘It’s not just bottled rain! It comes from a secret mountain source, actually.’
         
 
          
         ‘Doop! You can’t believe everything you read on the label! I bet there’s no secret source, plus those mountains aren’t even blue.’ That much was true. The far-off mountains were definitely a dull scabby grey.
         
 
         ‘There must be other ones, proper blue ones like on the labels. Besides, they’re still mountains.’
         
 
         There were no mountains back on their home continent, just wonderful stretches of blue sky and avenues of sandy-coloured buildings shaded by yellow-flowered cimarron trees. Mountains were no use to Tanka, since she couldn’t flirt with them or drink them. She left Kat to admire the scenery and padded across the thick carpet of the promenade deck to the drinks machine. One flash of her ID authorized credit. She ordered a couple of bottles of water, feeling the fizz right to the tips of her gills as she gulped it down. Drinking Blue Mountain was the next best thing to being underwater … not to mention the fact that Linveki Hydro were running a promotion offer, where one lucky bottle-top advertised the chance to meet the hunky Zee Homarlo himself.
         
 
         ‘Face it, sis, Blue Mountain’s all one big con too. One big, delicious, thirst-quenching con, with the tantalizing prospect of maybe winning a hot date with movie man of the millennium.’ Tanka stopped, slapped in the face by a sudden, horrific thought. ‘They will get Homarlo flicks in Meander town, won’t they? I mean, we’re not moving to a total backwater, are we?’
         
 
         ‘Sheesh, they probably just sit around a fire at night roasting nuts and telling stories to pass the time. Of course they have movies, mush-head! Same as anywhere. It’s a different continent, not a whole new world.’
         
 
         Tanka muttered something about it feeling like the end of the world. Nothing would reconcile her to the fact that they were leaving civilized city life, all because Aunt Millijue had a job offer she couldn’t refuse and Uncle Prester was determined to go with her. Worse still, the only way to reach the New Frontier was by crossing the great Santanna Ocean, and it didn’t take long for that novelty to wear off. Sailing through a tempest had done little to sweeten Tanka’s mood about the change of continents. An electrical storm had chased the Marie-Cloud through dark days and nights, shattering the sky with a violence that had both girls trembling from childhood memories of bomb blasts and raid sirens. That had been when the seasickness was most vicious; when Tanka had begged for death (or at least a temporary non-disfiguring coma).
         
 
         Have a pill, Kat had suggested, since this was Tanka’s usual remedy for any complaint, from migraine to missing homework. Tanka had moaned that there was no pill on the planet big enough to stop her body turning inside out, and would Kat please cremate her, along with her entire Collector’s Edition of Zee Homarlo movie disks?
         
 
         Kat had been more than delighted at the idea of Zee Homarlo going up in smoke, but she’d pressed Tanka to swallow the nice handful of pills before she died, saying that the pink ones really were very good, and kind of sugary too. Tanka had wanted to know when Kat had left off believing that pills were bunkum pseudo-science designed to fleece gullible neurotics. That’s not important right now, Kat said then, passing her sister a bottle of Blue Mountain to wash the medicine down.
         
 
         How come you’re not sick? Tanka had groaned.
         
 
         Mind over matter, was Kat’s sensible reply.
         
 
         She was far too organized to be sick. She had Tanka to look after, for one thing, not to mention Uncle Prester and Aunt Millijue, groaning in the cabin next door. P and M Jones weren’t real relatives, just foster-parents. They hadn’t exactly planned on adopting two girls, but the war ten years before had left orphans in unlikely places, Tanka and Kat included. Millijue wasn’t exactly motherly – she’d never even applied to have children of her own – while Prester was more interested in history files than real-life problems.
         
 
         In fact, it was quiet, clever Kat who kept the whole Jones family organized. It was Kat who’d booked the ship tickets, arranged the upgrades, and sublet the city apartment. Kat’s last day in the city had been spent double-checking bill payments with the power board and fobbing off legions of Tanka’s left-behind boyfriends. There’d barely been time to say goodbye to the city – just a few slow minutes walking out into the lazy plaza heat, where the cimarron fruit fell fat on the ground to rot at the feet of General Insidian’s giant statue.
         
 
         Back in the bad old days there’d been fierce competition between the three different gene clans – the Atsumisi, Mazzini and Galrezi. Rivalry hadn’t been helped by a severe drought that had everyone gasping for more water. Sly propaganda set the gene clans against each other, with citizens soon starting to judge one another on the colour of their hand IDs. The red-stamped Atsumisi jostled for the best resources and the most respect. Stunned, the blue-hued Mazzini and green Galrezi barely had time to object before all five cities were scrambling to arms in a bitter civil war. His hand clenched in a dominating fist, General Insidian had led factions of Atsumisi to a supreme victory over the Mazzini and Galrezi, dominating all five cities for ten long years, as well as forging links with the far-off New Frontier.
         
 
         Kat and Tanka had grown up in City Five, which had suffered some of the worst war damage. The General had pledged to rebuild everything bigger and better than before, but now his statue was wreathed in black plastic flowers of mourning because he was dead. Kat liked to remind herself of this fact. Even though she was lucky to be branded Atsumisi there was something not-quite-likable about the slack-jowled General. He was one thing about City Five she wouldn’t miss.
         
 
         At the same time she said goodbye to the demolition sites, the buildings pocked with ancient bullet holes, and the clogged-up bomb craters. Long shadows still stretched across the city landscape from the war ten years before, no matter how hard the building crews worked.
         
 
         Tanka never worried her head about war, even though she’d lived through it. For Tanka, ten days ago was ancient, let alone ten years. She occasionally met lads in the old ruins for a bit of dusty cuddling, but apart from that she somehow managed to walk from mall to pool to school oblivious to everything that wasn’t BOY or NEW.
         
 
         Kat was oh-so-ready to feel the same way. She knew there’d be no shadows in the New Frontier, far from the old war zones. Clouds maybe – but not shadows!
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