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Author’s Note
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‘Toby’s Day’ (part of ‘The Hive’) is a story written by Alp Mortal and Chambers Mars, writing as Carter Seagrove.

In the story ‘The Hive’, Toby is sent off to find help, following the uprising in Homestead. 

In that story, Toby’s journey and the events that unfold when he gets to Noble City, are not part of the original story because they warrant a story all to themselves (what might have been two chapters turned into a story of 30k words!). Therefore, while it is not essential to read ‘Toby’s Day’ before reading ‘The Hive’, a reader would be advised to read ‘The Hive’ before reading ‘Toby’s Day’.

In ‘Toby’s Day’, Toby journeys to Noble City, seeking help, carrying with him Ali Ben’s medallion as proof of the horrifying truth – that the cleaners are all dead. He is fortunate enough to encounter a woman, Anita, who is intimately linked to the story of the cleaners. She is horrified by what Toby tells her. Together, they must garner the remaining forces of the Mbathwi and overthrow Noble’s corrupt regime before there is any hope of help being offered to Homestead.

Struggling to convince anyone to act, Anita and Toby venture into the heart of the ruling elite’s enclave, where Toby meets Rifka and Yves. Again, their hopes of finding help are virtually dashed until Rifka breaks ranks and a rebel Mbathwi girl – Lissa – volunteers for the daring plan to overthrow Guardian and the Council.

With seemingly insurmountable odds stacked against them, Toby, Lissa, and a ragtag bunch of other Mbathwians attempt the impossible – to penetrate the palace defences and bring down a centuries-old regime that is as corrupt as it is cruel.

In the final reckoning, everyone has to decide which side they are fighting for, including Yves, the sole survivor of the great city’s founding father – Noble Scholar.

The outcome is not certain until the final sortie against the Council.

‘Toby’s Day’ is a necessary annexe to the main story (‘The Hive’) and there is the distinct possibility that we will write further stories from the Noble Scholar universe.

We sincerely hope that you enjoy reading this story as much as we enjoyed writing it.

Alp Mortal & Chambers Mars

Writing as Carter Seagrove

Synopsis of The Hive

Homestead is the last bastion of human civilisation.

Life in Homestead is dull, monotonous, and dominated by The Hive – the massive cryogenic facility in which half the population spends half the year, to preserve scant resources.

At sixteen years of age, every young man and woman is paired and told simply -

“You will grow to love each other; you will care for each other; you will produce children together.”

Those on the outside serve The Hive, patiently waiting for the one day, every six months, when they are reunited with their partners, albeit briefly, before entering cryo themselves for the next six months. This cycle is all anyone has ever known.

Dull, monotonous, and harsh.

Except, not everyone follows the rules.

David and Peter have a secret – they’re in love. Toby has a secret – he mates with anyone pining for their loved one. Management has a secret – a diabolical, immoral, and potential lethal secret. Should anyone find out what it is, all hell will break loose ...

Ronan, a maintenance operative and one of the very few that gets to go to the very top of The Hive, sees something beyond the city wall, and it poses a question, challenging the status quo ... Are we the lone survivors of the holocaust after all?

A chance discovery by Peter, allied with Ronan’s suspicion, sets wheels in motion.

Born into servitude, believing there is nothing beyond the wall, accepting nothing will ever change, insurgence is the furthest thing from anyone’s mind until, one day, a line is crossed, and the terrible truth is exposed, with catastrophic and far-reaching consequences for everyone.

It is nothing compared to what they find outside the wall.
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Chapter One - A long and winding road
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“Toby; come with me ... We have to get to the cemetery.”

They took a different route, keeping out of sight for the main part. It was a longer route but avoided the main areas. At one point, they ran along the edge of the new conduit and Peter realised that it was carrying the electricity cables for the lighting in the tunnel.

“How long have we been duped?”

“Peter?”

“Nothing; you’ve got to get to the town, Toby – I don’t trust anyone else to go.”

“What do I do when I get there?”

“Avoid anyone who looks to be in charge; find someone who looks like one of the cleaners – give them the note. Try and find someone who knew Ali Ben ... I’d go myself, Toby-”

“It’s okay; I know. What they did to Ronan wasn’t right.”

When they came to the open ground that separated the compound proper and the cemetery, they ran as if their lives depended on it. When they sank down behind the wall to catch their breath, Peter made Toby check the bag.

“It’s gonna take a few hours to get there; maybe there’s a road hidden the other side of the scrub – Ronan and I didn’t have time to look for it. Take it steady.”

“I got this; don’t worry. Make them pay for Ronan.”

Nothing else needed to be said. They manhandled the door open and slipped inside. They ran along the corridor; nothing appeared to have been moved. The outer door was open just as he and Ronan had left it.

“Thank god; I hope this means they don’t know that we know about this. Please be careful, Toby.”

“I will – now go.”

They hugged before Toby slipped away, picking a path between the lethal thorn bushes. He turned and raised his hand before he disappeared out of sight.

oOo

“I can’t believe what they did to Ronan – this is all wrong!!” Anger drove him on through the worst of the bushes, making him impervious to the stings of the cuts.

After blundering his way through the scrub, tears filling his eyes, and sobs making him heave, he stumbled across the vague outline of the twin tracks, after which, progress was swift, and soon he dropped down beneath the edge of the plateau, out of sight of the wall. For the first time in his life, he looked up and did not see the wall, looming above him – so benevolent, it always seemed – until now. And he realised he had never been so far away from another person. It made him shiver and admit to himself out loud,

“I hate being by myself; I know that ...”

He had always been needy for attention – perhaps more accurately, reassurance. Throughout kindergarten, he’d held the nurse’s hand all day; at night, alone in his bed cot, he’d often snuck into the bed cot beside his and cuddled up with whoever was beside him. As he’d gotten older, joking around was the best mask – it made him popular so he was never short of friends.

With the sun overhead, it was hot and tiring. He crisscrossed the scarp slope and found himself on the valley floor. He crawled into some shade and rested, drinking a little water. He felt calmer; anger had turned into determination; it was enough to neutralise the fear, the fear of being outside, alone, and suddenly responsible for bringing help.

“I can do this ...”

He’d always bragged he could do anything – after learning to swim, he had been the first one to dive in; the only one to escape Marshal’s beating for playing truant by faking an illness and getting two days in the sickbay. He’d never been shy of volunteering to clear up after art class, knowing he would be praised and handed a chit for extra ice cream – ice cream he would use to bribe anyone to sit with him and play nought and crosses. The first to announce that he had pubic hair and knew how to wank – and happy to show anyone who asked.

Fourteen to sixteen had been a living hell of raging hormones and few opportunities to exorcise the nightly demons.

“Thank fuck for Denise ...”

He hadn’t been conscious of when he had started to think about her as someone more than just another one of the gaggle of girls who always seemed to be vying for his attention. Except she had been – was - different. She’d taken the trouble and the time to get to know him, and when he’d tried it on, she’d slapped his face.

“Not until you get us assigned.”

“How the hell am I meant to do that?!”

“You’re always bragging you can do anything, Toby – prove it ...”

He hadn’t even known how the system worked. It had consumed him until he’d found himself on detention – again – and while waiting in Manager’s office to hear his latest punishment, he’d spied the file on the man’s desk – ‘Current Assignments’. A little editing had brought about the desired result. A fact he had managed to keep to himself until it had been announced and they had been given their wrist bands. He’d looked round to find her face in the sea of teens, and winked. She’d blushed to her roots, and had smiled broadly, and when she had lowered her eyes, he’d known then that their life together was not going to be at all bad.

“I love you, Denise ...”

He roused himself, cupping his hand to pour some water into it to wash his face and cool his neck.

Crawling out from under the stone, he tasted the salt in the air. Standing up, he walked a little further on and turned to the south. He fancied he could see the sea and the white horses rearing up as the waves crested before crashing on the shore – he knew it was fanciful but the taste of salt was unmistakable.

“When it’s all over ...”

Looking around out of habit, he squared his shoulders and jogged off.

“This has got to be it ...”

The path was straight and led in the direction of the town that he’d seen from the top of the scarp slope, that and the forest of wind turbines.

The desolation made him afraid – there was no wall looming up in front of him as there had been for the last twenty-six years – looming, yes, but also a permanent fixture – strangely maternal, never paternal. His eyes could not comprehend the distances or perspectives. He’d never had to focus on things so far away. It hurt until he was used to it.

The absence of a single natural sound unnerved him – there was nothing except for the whisper of the breeze through the gaps in the low outcrops of rocks, and the sandpaperish roar of the sand as it scoured the bleached stones, carving weird shapes that looked like skulls, not that he’d ever seen a human skull, only the pictures in their dumb biology class, which gave him nightmares.

He jogged on until he came to the first little stream; it gave him a reason to smile for the first time in so long. Hot, dusty and sweating freely, he ripped off his clothes and threw himself into the clear water, whooping with joy as the cold water made him catch his breath. He scrubbed himself as best as he could all over, washing his hair, teaselling out the knots with his fingers. Once he was clean, he waded to the opposite side to lie down on one of the broad, flat stones by the bank, and dry off in the sun.

The heat was a balm, and the idea of laying in the sun and pretending that it was Founders’ Day or a study day, so seductive – so much easier than believing that his world was falling apart. The only comfort, the fact that Denise was out of harm’s way.

He allowed himself fifteen minutes to dry off. When he got up, he put his trousers, socks and shoes back on but left the shirt off, craving the heat on his skin, and the freedom. Out of some fantastical idea that he could be a descendant of the soldier in the film, he rummaged in the bag and found the medallion, and slipped the thong over his head. He felt six inches taller. He jogged off, keeping a decent pace, finding the crunch of the grit under his feet strangely meditative.

When it was clear that he wouldn’t make the town before nightfall, he crawled under one of the larger bridges, ate his snacks, drank his cha, and wrapped himself in his blanket and lay down to sleep, praying his dream was like the film where the children found the windmill, rather than the film where the man was shipwrecked and went mad because he had no fire to make smoke and signal to the ships on the horizon.

He always had to wonder why they showed that film.

oOo

When morning came, he woke up and, for a few seconds, he imagined he was in his bed – in someone’s bed. The kink in his neck soon dispelled the illusion. None the more for that, he found his toothbrush and cleaned his teeth, and washed his face. Marion had put some of her supplements in the bag. He crushed some of the orange pills and mixed the powder with water and some broken crackers and let it steep, slurping up the overly sweet disgusting mess, pretending it was like the porridge they had as kids.

As he chugged down the cha to wash the dregs of the powder down his throat, he caught a movement out of the corner of his eye. He turned his head slowly, keeping his hands very still. Feet away was a lizard, a beautiful, speckled lizard with orange bands around its body. He was mesmerised. It was the first living thing he had ever seen in his life. He was desperate not to scare it away, but he knew he had to get moving.

“Sorry, Mr Lizard – next time ...”

He moved and the lizard darted away.

During the first hour of the day, he scoured the rocks for more signs of life, being rewarded by sightings everywhere
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