 “DEZIRI! BREAKFAST!!” the last words I hear as I climb out my window, and race as quietly as I can, out of our compound. Honestly, the less of me they see, the better. Besides, it’s the first day of school; the start of the rest of my life. Wow… no pressure or anything. You see, school here doesn’t start until you turn nineteen. Why? You might ask, well, some countries have the parents chose, others let their kids aspire to perspire, but here, WE DREAM…Literally! On the night of your nineteenth birthday, you have a dream that shows you what you are made to do, and there’s something for everybody. “LOOK ROAD OH”, shouts a skier I almost run into. “Eh-oh”, I shout in response. ERIA-NIGE… Life here is probably way different than you’d imagine. With motors and skyes speeding across the bridges and everyone else zooming along, it’s easy to get swept up in the chaos of it all. “Good morn Tito, don’t remember us having a goal together today, what brings you here?” shouts Larwo from Bakers’ pile, much to the hearing out every pile in hearing distance. You see, everyday is in goals, and the people here are quite dedicated. You’d think the excitement would wear off, what with that it’s the same sequence on repeat every day. This is probably the most organised and automated country you’d ever see. All offices are on Office pile, and all bakeries- well, you get the picture. It’s so much so that we call every section a pile, and each pile is far off from the next, they are only connected by bridges. 
I heave a sigh as I come onto School pile; honestly, my anxiety is through the roof right now. Walking down this bridge is giving me major flashbacks to that night, the night that everything fell apart. Growing up, I’ve kinda always had a knack for, well… everything. I’m good at singing, I’m a decent artist, I write, you name the art form, I was good. A jack of all trades, master of none, if you would. And therein lay the problem. I haven’t ever been passionate about any one thing in particular, so, no one was more grateful than I that we all got the Dream, until my nineteenth birthday, the night I was to step into the real world. Trust my luck to fail me when it truly mattered. I had no dream. I wasn’t made to do anything. In a world where everyone was built sure, where everyone fit, I didn’t.
So, standing here, in front of the next few years of my life, ‘Nige College’, I can only hope that time goes by as fast as po- “HEY! WATCH OUT!!!” before I can turn to see what to watch out for, it slams into me, and we both hit the ground. “Oww”, I hiss in pain as I straighten the elbow that took the weight of the fall, “I am so sorry”, I hear it say as she struggles onto her feet. I finally take a look at my assailant, “Are you okay? I am soooo sorry”, she says as she offers me one of her dainty little hands. Even with her hair slightly disheveled from the fall, her doe-brown eyes somber with regret, and her smile softened in weariness, she still outshines the sun behind her. I take her hand, getting up. “It’s fine”, I dust myself off and slowly make my way into the school. I hear her rush to pick her things and make her way in after me. “Are you sure you’re alright, though?” she inquires, eyeing my elbow that I had been nursing unconsciously with my other hand and I notice her accent for the first time, “Yeah, I’m alright”. “Umm, okay, well, I’m Anelise, again, so sorry, still trying to get used to these skates, apparently it’s the best way to get around, around here”, she carries on sheepishly, “I’m from Akore, it’s really far from here and very different too, but I have family here, so I wanted to come live here for a while, anyways, are you from around here?”. Honestly, I’m half wondering why she’s still talking to me at all. “Yes, I am”, I reply curtly. “Oh great, and your name is…”, she presses “Deziri”, I reply as we come up to a large number of people I can guess are also new students, from all the excited chatter, roaming eyes and shameless pointing happening. “Well, that’s a pretty name, nice to meet you Deziri”, Anelise whispers as a couple of adult come up to the group and all the chatter dies down. The smallest of the women takes to the little podium to addresses us.
“Good morning students, and welcome to Nige College. I am Dean Maka, the Dean of students, and these are some of the faces you will be seeing during your time here. As we all know, this school is where you are trained to live up to your potential, so, we are not here to tell you what to do, we are only here to guide you on your road to greatness. So, the school majors are dependent on the various categories of dreams, so, if you would form a line in front of Mr. Bellbub over there, he can refer you to your head of faculty, who will take over from there. And for the few special ones amongst you, who don’t quite have it figured out yet, you should also get in line; we are here to guide you as well”. I feel the tension leave my entire body at that. We all move into line and of course, Anelise continues to stick to me. “So, what was your dream?” I guess my body stiffens at that because she quickly adds, “You wanna know mine?” I hum in response. “It was, and I’m not at all kidding, you and I becoming best friends”, I feel her smiling at the back of my head. Oh goody!
The program for the dreamless is pretty full, we all get to sit in at each faculty and pick up interests. It’s so hectic all of the time, rushing all over the place, not to mention the pressure of making the choice, but I’ve had Annie, as I’ve started calling her. Honestly except for her happy-go-lucky lifestyle, sunny disposition and annoyingly perfect hair all of the time, she’s actually a pretty solid person, so she’s kinda grown on me. But for some reason, the uncertainty, constant change, and fact that literally the entire world is moving forward but we’re stuck, none of it seems to get to her so, I can’t help but feel so alone. Not to mention Mama and Baba, they try so hard to disguise it but I can imagine how disappointed they must feel.
But then again, we have Mr. Bellbub, who is, as Annie loves to remind me, literally an epitome of hope. He’d say “You are the only ones who get to choose your future, the universe trusts you enough to let you pick, not to mention it’s fun too, you can literally be whatever you want to be, so, shoulders high, chin up”, “Of course you believe all that nonsense”, a voice behind me says, interrupting Anelise’s pep talk. I’d seen him before, he’s in my class, but he’d never speak unless spoken to and skipped school most of the time. “I don’t believe this conversation has anything to do with you Lucas”. Annie looked like steam would shoot out of her ears any second now. “Well, you are right”, he says matter-of-factly, “but we all know, this is all a scheme to tire us out, until we either fall off the wagon or cave and just pick a random major that we’d end up regretting, and living in quiet misery with forever”. You know that feeling where someone literally reads your mind. I stare at this stranger as he stands here with his defiant smirk and lazy demeanor, different from me in every possible way but, he gets it! “Well, you aren’t exactly doing much to break the stereotype now, are you?” Annie retorts. His smirks grows as he straightens from the locker he was leaning on, “Oh, but I am”, and with that, he walks away. 
Annie had literally spent the rest of the afternoon convincing me not to pay any heed to Lucas in the slightest, but as I went on for the next couple of days, I couldn’t shake the feeling that he had meant what he said. What would give him that much confidence to make such an assertion? And of course, I let my curiousity get the best of me “Hey Lucas”, “Hey, Where’s your side kick?” he asks, looking around mockingly. “She’s not- Look I need to talk to you”, I say exasperatedly. “Okay, what?” he asks. “The other day, you said you were doing something that would break the stereotype”. “Uh-huh?” “Well, what is it?” I persist. He clears his throat rather loudly “Umm, don’t you think that’s my personal business?” he asks, clearly enjoying this, and so, I decide to call his bluff. “Well, I’m pretty sure you didn’t very obviously flaunt your plan in my face without a reason, now did you?” Smirk be gone. “And I have a hunch that whatever it is, you needed me to take the bait, but of course discreetly”, Gotcha. “Well you can’t prove anything right now”. “Okay fine, please just tell me”. His smirk returns, triumphant. “Alright, so there’s an underground scene where apparently dreams can be bought, and I belong to a club where they try to get dreamless student through”, my eyes must have doubled in size right about now. “How’s that even possible? And also, even if that were true, it can’t be cheap, how can anyone even afford that?” “Well, for those that can’t afford to pay, our club has sponsors; all we have to do is get other people interested, hence, you”. “Okay, so how do I join the club?” “You’ll meet Alpha B, He’s the leader” As incredulous as this all sounds, if there is a 0.000001 chance that it isn’t, I will take that chance.
“You wanna what?!” “Shh, can you take it down a thousand? The entire school can hear you”, Annie doesn’t seem to be taking this very well. “Is this really necessary?” she exasperates. “Yes”, I respond curtly “But why? I thought you were feeling better these days”. Something inside me snaps. “Feeling better? I’ve been drowning in my own mind, barely getting through my days, I’m sorry Annie, but not all of us are okay with complacency”. I hear it as soon as it leaves my lips, but it’s too late now, I think to myself as I leave her standing there.
This is the kind of place that you don’t need anyone to tell you, you just know it’s sketchy. The fact that I didn’t even know that there was a pile way out here alone is sketchy, not to mention the sketchy-looking people, and no kidding, the animals here look sketchy as well. “Hey, this is some weird place, huh?” I joke. No response, Weird. We go into a really eerily looking building, to the front of an office with a big waiting area. Lucas turns to me for the first time since we came onto this pile “Wait right here”. Without his usual smirk, he looks a little… “Wait, where are you going?” I inquire, grabbing onto his arm. He looks at my arm on his and then at me, a chill runs down my spine, SINISTER, that’s the word. I take my hand back, all I can think is how no one knows my whereabouts. Before I can take out my phone, “It’s time”. I gulp hard and walk toward the office and open the door…There’s no way. He’s a part of all this? “Hello Deziri, nice to meet you”. I stare at Mr. Bellbub like he’s grown a second head. “You’re probably wondering what’s going on, seeing as I’m the head of the dreamless faculty, well honestly, if either of us believed the things I said, neither of us would be here. Why should everyone get a chance at a future? Only the passionate can achieve anything anyways, so, are you?”
I don’t respond. “For you to get your dream, we need you to get three of your classmates, all your picks, who have no appreciation for their priviledge, and bring them to us” “What?”, I stand there frozen. “Okay, I’ll let you in on a little secret, this is the way Eria-nige maintains order, we make sure the weak never make it far enough to mess up the order. All the people you see on this pile, were brought here by people like you who were granted this opportu-” “No”, I whisper. As he spoke, my heart dropped further and further, it feels like every truth I’ve ever known has been deemed a lie. I don’t even realise when the tears drop from my eyes. “What?” “I said no, I will not be a part of this, makeshift paradise of lies, what gives me the right to pick and choose? What gives you the right?” I scream, “Well, I’m sorry you feel that way but I can’t have you out in our world like that, you would upset the order”, he pulls out a gun with a silencer, and aims at me. I tremble at the thought of what’s to come. “It’s a real shame though; I thought all of us they dared to call dreamless thought alike” 
A loud bang, followed by deafening silence, I stand, frozen, with my eyes screwed shut; waiting for my brain to register the impending pain but, it never comes. I open my eyes and the first thing I see is Bellbub struggling with two policemen. But after a second I see her, holding on to me. “Annie?” she shudders harshly and we slip to our knees; she finally turns her tear-filled eyes to me, as a red pool slowly forms around us, and my brain finally registers; Pain. It feels like my chest is about to burst open, my eyes sting with hot tears. Everything seems to be happening in slow motion, like the whole world is holding its breath. I open my mouth to scream but nothing comes out, and then, all at once, a burst of sound. “ANNIE!!! No, you can’t, how are you even here?” I cry, “I followed you, and called the police when I saw you go into this pile”, she rushes through, breathing heavily through the pain. She’s still smiling. How is she still smiling? I push down on the streaming injury, but it’s too much, there’s too much blood. “HELP! HELP!!! My friend’s hurt please”, I scream at the top of my lungs but there’s no one in sight. I feel her hand come over mine, “I did it”, she whispers. “What?” I ask, “I made my dream come true, see?” she coughs harshly. “What can bring us closer than me taking a bullet for you?” she winces as she tries to laugh; my eyes brim with fresh tears “That’s not even a little bit funny”. “It really is”, she smiles faintly, as her tear-filled eyes grow vacant. “No, An-, Annie please, please don’t die”, I beg, taking out my phone. “My friend’s been shot, please come quickly”, I hear myself scream and rush through the directions to emergency response, her entire body quaking as her breath begins to cease. A lump in my throat threatens to suffocate me. “This is it”, she whispers, I shake my head rigorously. “D-Deziri listen, all that you are, is a-all that you need, write your own story”, I nod vehemently, swallowing hard as I hold back the tears and force on a smile. “You are my best friend, I love you Annie”, I kiss her forehead as I watch the lights drain from her eyes until they are no more than two brilliantly blue marbles. The flood gates are thrown open wide, as I gather her limp body into my arms, and hold on for dear life.
Eria-nige, there’s more to us than meets the eye, darkness that we hide. Like Annie, I will be the light, this will be my story, for the rest of my life.
