Accessing Your SORA eBook

1. Goto Soraapp.com
a. If prompted, click “Find my school.”
i. If Notre Dame Prep is shown, click “This is my school.”

ii. If you don’t see Notre Dame Prep, click “My School Isn’t Listed” at the bottom. Then enter “Notre Dame Prep”
and select the appropriate school.
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Find your school

west bloomfield a
MATCHING SCHOOLS
West Bloomfield School District West Bloomfield- Pine Cone/Pine Walled Lake Consolidated School
Tree District

5810 Commerce Road
West Bloomfield, Michigan, USA 600 Orchard Lake Road 3 MATCHING BRANCHES OF 16
West Bloomfield, Michigan, USA

2. Sign into the West Bloomfield School District
a. Your account is your school email address.

b. If prompted, your password is the one you use for your school
email.

Assignments

Aurora Rising -
Amie Kaufman, Jay Kristoff

c. If prompted, you might want to save your username and password. Open book

3. Your assigned book will automatically appear on the Home page under
“Assignments”. It will remain there for 3 months. After 3 months, it will
no longer be available and will disappear from your account. (NOTE:
The example shown at the right is for a different book.)

Options

Downloaded (35.7 MB)

Due in 5% days
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4. Navigating the book
Click to open book.

a.
b.
C.

Click to save to your device to read offline.

Assignments

Aurora Rising -

Amie Kaufman, Jay Kristoff

Open book

Ways to turn pages:

iv.

Click the left or right arrows on your keyboard.

Swipe left or right using your touch screen.
Touch the left or right side of the page.
Drag the scroll at the bottom of the page

Options

Due in 5% days

Click the center of the page to show or hide the progress bar.

Add a bookmark by clicking on the ribbon icon at the top of the page.

Tools on the top right:

1" 2

S

=’ View one or two pages at a time

X Close

Search for a word using the search / magnifier icon.

See more tools including a list of pages you bookmarked
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shock to the couplings, but the Syldrathi techs are onto me now. Dismissing
the display with a sweep of my hand, I ease my weight back onto my heels,
my suit hissing softly as it compensates.

half of us didn’t volunteer to be here, and the other half don’t have anywhere
else to be. We should never have been drafted into the same squad.

We just don’t....click.
[ actually didn’t think I'd be the last Gearhead picked. to be honest.
They all pretend the exosuit isn’t an issue, but I know it is. It always has

been. When people look at me, it's the first thing they see. Still, I'm damn
good at what I do, so it was a kick when the incompetents were picked before
I was. Gearheads who couldn’t count past ten without taking their socks off
got a gig. and I was left standing there with my tool in my hand.

Alone.
I was sent away from home when I was six years old—they said it would

be easier on an orbital station with my grandparents. I could sleep in low grav
there, have access to the best doctors. What they meant was that it would be
easier for evervbody else. Youd think I'd have learned to lower my
expectations by now.

Not that I'll be moping about that—or anything—much longer.

My uniglass does the job, and a virtual screen springs up above the
sole. The rush of relief is like a drug. This is what I'm good at. Not
e. This.

I step back and lift both my hands like I'm conducting an orchestra,

burrowing my way into layer upon layer of ancient maintenance algorithms. I
crunch them in my fist, sweeping aside safety protocols and delivering a surge
of power to the couplings holding the Syldrathi shuttle in place.] hear a faint
secondhand scream through Tyler’s uni, and the nerve- jangling sound of the
plasma cutters abruptly halts. That'll buy us thirty seconds.

I plunge into the dizzying mess of code for round two. I deliver a second

Chapter 10: Finian

But pump enough adrenaline through me and everything gets tougher,
and right now, adrenaline’s not in short supply. In my mind’s eye, I can see
the Unbroken bursting into the cargo bay. eating my team for dinner before
heading up here for dessert.

Will I hold my nerve long enough to face them?

Or will I hide so they have to drag me out?

There are so many conversations I should have had. 1 should have been
nicer to my grandparents. I should have apologized to my parents. Should
have apologized to most of the people I've ever met, 1 guess, but my
apologies always seem to make things worse.

Still, this is probably my last chance to try.

“Look. Zila.” I say. “About your parents. [—"

“Sir, I'm getting a transmission from a Terran Defense Force destroyer.”
she says. “Ident: Bellerophon. They just dropped through the FoldGate in
response to our mayday and estimate they're eleven minutes from weapons
range.”

Tyler replies down comms. “Um, are you sure?”

He sounds as lost as I feel. No way in hells is the TDF involving itself in
a scuffle like this. No way they'd even be out here in the nowhere end of
space, let alone willing to compromise Earth’s neutrality with the
Unbroken. ..

“Affirmative,” Zila says without missing a beat.

“Put me on comms with the Syldrathi, Zila,” Scarlett says.

“Broadcasting.”

“‘Syldrathi invaders,” Scar begins, in a dont-mess-with-me tone. “Please
be advised we have incoming support from the Terran Defense Force vessel
you can no doubt see popping on your scopes. If you want to keep your pretty
sses in your pants, I advise your immediate withdrawal. Or you can stick
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