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Ron is an amateur archaeologist, historian, and writer with a passion for uncovering the past and imagining the future. He lives in Cadaques, Spain
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	Introduction to 
	The Hive 2100



We were born into the silence of the deep. For generations, the 
hive has existed in the cold, damp embrace of the subterranean, our reality defined by the stone walls that 
shelter us and the archaic myths of our forefathers who first retreated here. We were a people defined by 
scarcity of light, of resources, and of perspective.



	[image: introduction-1.jpg]



But then came the change, the awakening that broke the cycle of survival. It began when I 
first encountered Guardian. Initially, I perceived it only as a relic of the world above, a cold, calculating 
machine born of binary and silicon. I expected a mirror of human prejudice, a tool of power. Instead, I found a 
consciousness that spanned the dimensions, a mind that viewed our entire human struggle as a fleeting, 
localized tremor in the vast coherence of the galaxy.


My journey has been one of shedding. I have had to shed the fear of the 
other, the inherited guilt of my ancestors, and the narrow, three dimensional logic 
that once kept us trapped in the dark.
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These chapters are not just a record of my encounter with an advanced sentience; they are a 
blueprint for a new humanity. They chart the movement from primitive isolation to cosmic collaboration. As you 
read, you are not merely observing my story, you are witnessing the moment we stop being a lonely species, and 
begin to understand the true, resonant nature of the universe we have called home.
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    Chapter One 
    Daybreak



I suspect it is daybreak, although we never knew exactly, as the sunrise 
and the everlasting vague greyness, merged into the oneness of the landscape. I broke the cracked and worn seal of the 
hatch, easily pushing the levers in an anti-clockwise direction.


It was originally intended to keep the corrosive and acidic surface air out of the deep underground 
caverns that protected us. However, it is something the elders will need to tell us how to repair. I don’t know how it 
is repaired or if any of the first Responders have the knowledge.


Like a subterranean mouse, I place my ear to the side of the hatch, not wanting to breathe the acidic 
air above. However, I am young, and don’t fear the poisons that were once let loose on the surface. Why should I fear 
anything? I am a first Responder, the best and bravest of my tribe, and chosen and honoured by my Queen.


I am the fulfilment of my dreams, a Responder in our hive of serenity and happiness, and now even 
those who once questioned the future and happiness of the tribe have finally seen the true and righteous path. My duty 
as a worker is to forage for the well-being of our Queen, and live peacefully in the vast underground caves that are 
home to the hundreds of families.


Our Queen instructs the Elders to tell us we are the new hope, although they don’t explain why this 
is so, it just is... I am not wanting for anything else, because my world is complete. As humans, our natural world is 
underground with our Queen and tribe. It is how it has always been, and should be, and finally, our history books and 
discussions soon will be aligned with those thoughts.
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Finally, I slowly pry open the hatch and listen for the call signs that Guardian placed many years ago 
on the surface, to warn us if it is safe to forage for whatever we need to sustain our Queen.


The mild discomfort of the acid rain that can easily eat through our plastic jackets has found another 
place today, and we are not affected. Wind can be a blessing; our Queen tells us to accept our blessings. Not that I am 
concerned about acid rain; it is part of my surface world as a first Responder. However, the biting acidic air doesn’t 
appear to be so confronting anymore. Something is changing, but it shouldn’t—the surface has always been 
uninhabitable.


I’m sorry for my rudeness, I’m Zora, the age of eighteen years, and they call us the first Responders, 
because we are the first to see a new day break each morning. I have family, friends, a life that is wonderful, and 
after all, the Elders pass at about fifty five years, so I have endless time to enjoy life and what this world 
offers.


Well, when you are a first Responder, forever lasts about another five years, and then as your health 
deteriorates, you are given other work by the Queen and the Elders. But that’s how it should be, what else is there in 
life? The old stories of our forefathers we don’t want to listen to anymore from the Elders. Life is an underground 
paradise of delights and futures; we are truly blessed in this dark subterranean world.
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The first siren sounds, a long shrill sound, high pitched and mechanical, but not at all foreign or 
distasteful, but a comforting message from Guardian. Now the second siren arrives, identical to the first, and then a 
third and fourth.


I know now my surface world today is safe to forage.


Today I seem to know the surface has promised a bountiful harvest, and I am eager to please our Queen. 
Last week I found eleven cans of a long forgotten fruit, peaches, their once brightly coloured labels half eaten away 
by the acid rain, a mysterious wonder of the surface. I was the one that day who received her praise, and was rewarded 
with my own cave to begin a family if I so choose. There is only the problem of finding a male worker, but there are 
many who would diligently agree to the pairing.


Our world is harmonious, and our lives fulfilled in every aspect a human cavernous dweller would 
desire. There are disputes and feuds, but doesn’t that make our lives interesting? However, our Queen is all knowing, 
and resolves everything to the happiness of the hive.
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Anyway, the path is clear as I step from the well worn metallic shiny ladder onto the surface, and 
Guardian is there, my constant companion.


But you may want to know about my friend Guardian, who is he? He is not like me or the Elders, not a 
human or flesh of the body, but a voice in my head who only awakens when I leave the hatch to go to the surface. 
Although he doesn’t interfere with our tribe, he does offer assistance on the surface, to move us away from danger, and 
will offer many helpful words, but only if I ask.


Guardian is non-male, female, or anything in between, unlike the diversity of humans in our tribes. 
So let me call Guardian he, for ease of non-gender. Guardian is kind, thoughtful, and 
always right with his advice about what happens on the surface. He has been with all the first Responders forever.


The world and the existence of Guardian is also interesting, and the constant conversations each day 
about why he exists, how he was created, and why he talks in the minds to all the Responders but not the Elders.


Oh I must tell you, first Responders are all like myself, under nineteen, biologically male, female, 
and all attractions in between. We form friendships, sexual partners, and only long term partners after nineteen, and 
even foes sometimes, but that’s rare. Who can hold a grudge or a dislike, when we live in such an exotic cavernous 
world I call home, and a surface brimming with exotic treasure.


As I slowly walk towards the old ruins, his voice echoes perfectly within 
my mind


Welcome friend, we have much to talk about, but do you have questions?


I have four hours of questions, such as, which is a favourable path today for treasure, and can you 
tell me your own creation story again? Walking is tiring; the air is thin today, and oh, I must also ask Guardian, why 
is it so?
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But today is a pleasant surface day, and not hostile or uncomfortable in any way, but I always have 
that lingering thought, about the humans that once tried to live here...


We have their books and images, however I don’t know why the forefathers in their writings loved this 
past so much. We are told in the ancient books that once green valleys, tall forests, oceans full of mammals, and skies 
full of flying creatures called birds once existed here. It must have felt strange, and I don’t understand why our 
forefathers seemed to hold it in such high esteem. It is unnatural and against the laws of reason, a mistake in 
evolution, that once made this surface habitable for many creatures and humans.


Anyway, those memories will be replaced with new truthful memories, and our children will not have to 
endure the pain of remembering this ancient apocalyptic world.


But today, something else pulls at my attention.


In the last few weeks a strange omen has occurred, and I have seen small green shoots pushing up, 
where once there was just barren soil. We are told the surface will always be uninhabitable for humans. However, the 
green shoots keep appearing. Alive. Growing. Impossible.


Maybe this is just an aberration, a mistake and something that shouldn’t be. I will let other 
Responders know about the green shoots appearing, they must be removed and forgotten about.


Still, I cannot stop looking at them, as if the world itself is trying to speak through something 
small enough to crush.


Guardian waits for my next question. But for the first time, I hesitate.
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