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“Hurry, James or they'll leave without us!”

I felt my mother's grip on my wrist tighten as her pace 
quickened towards the platform. We made it to the 
elevator just as they were lifting the guardrails and I 
doubled over with exhaustion, my lungs heaving and 
hands on my knees. My balance was thrown off as the 
platform jolted to life and started to lower beneath the 
surface of the earth. The world was scorched as far as 
the eye could see and the heatwaves made everything 
seem as though it were all a dream...or at least how I 
wished that it was. The onset of the disaster was slow, 
but that didn't stop the majority of the population from
being caught off-guard. Despite constant 
announcements and door-knockers, people refused to 
believe that Earth would no longer be fit for sustaining 
human life.

Up until the moment my father had passed away, I too,
found it hard to believe, but seeing him lying lifeless in
his bed and being told it was a combination of 
heatstroke and dehydration made me realise how bad 
things really were. It must have been the same for 
everyone else too because we were all scattered. Those 
who could afford it had taken to the ships headed for 
space while the rest of us made our way underground 
to live our lives as best we could in the colonies that 
had been built.

A meeting was held about a week after moving into the
colony and we were introduced to those who oversaw 
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the daily tasks of the aspects of living underground. 
The adults were given jobs first depending on their 
lives above. My mother was a paramedic on the surface
and was assigned to be part of the medical staff in the 
colony. Among the various jobs given out, the time for 
the younger inhabitants had arrived. Those below the 
age of fourteen were given the simple task of assisting 
the adults in their roles, while those older were trained 
to be workers in the colony.

Life underground took some getting used to, but it 
wasn’t all that difficult. The world’s leaders had 
organised for colonies to be built knowing what was to 
come and made sure it was as comfortable as could be. 
Solar lighting had been installed with panels drawing 
in energy from above ground and as a backup a metal 
rod was installed in the ceiling of each colony which 
produced electricity from the atmosphere around it. 
Trees had been planted along with grass and different 
types of fruits and vegetables. Cabins were built from 
various materials, but wood seemed like the go-to 
resource. If it weren’t for the dirt and rock which 
surrounded us; I wouldn’t have been able to tell the 
difference between underground and the outside 
world.

I found the role I had been given suited me quite well 
and it wasn’t long before I was planting and harvesting
food for everyone. Some people had moved 
underground long before the majority of us had done 
so and were already living comfortable lives and 
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keeping things in good shape for the rest of us; one of 
those people was Carol. She was probably the most 
multi-talented person I had ever met. She was a teacher
at a university before moving underground and  was 
able to speak multiple languages. As a hobby she took 
up kickboxing and it was obvious she was tough. The 
look on her face whenever something challenging came
up showed she was enjoying herself.

“Come on, James! You can do better than that!” She 
would say.

I didn’t know what throwing heavy stones had to do 
with farming, but Carol must have seen the relevance 
and would always make me move larger and larger 
rocks to different places of the colony. Looking back, 
she probably thought it was fun to watch me struggle 
to do what came easily to her. When she wasn’t forcing
me to do unnecessary work she was teaching me how 
to plant and harvest the various crops we were 
growing. We would harvest the different crops on a 
rotational basis to allow the to grow and also to ration 
what we had more easily. We had other supplies 
brought down from the surface like canned food and 
livestock which each had their own separate areas. 
After each day of work I would walk over the small 
river which was flowed beneath the bridge on the way 
to the cabin where my mother and I lived. The water 
looked so refreshing and the temptation to go for a 
swim grew stronger each time I crossed over it. 
Coming out from one of the walls was a waterfall and 
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for the life of me, I couldn’t figure out how they 
managed to make a waterfall underground. 
One day during one of Carol’s grueling workouts I 
couldn’t help but stop and stare at the waterfall, 
wishing I could stand under it.

“It’s pretty incredible, isn’t it?” She said.

“How did they make it?” I asked.

“The engineers tapped into the reserve of water 
underground and installed a machine which keeps the 
water flowing. The waterfall is where it comes out.” 
She said.

I was amazed at how much they had thought this 
through, but then, we were meant to live the rest of our
lives underground so I guess it was to be expected. The
water always looked so inviting, especially when Carol
kept forcing these workouts on me. I couldn’t figure 
out why she was making me do them, but that 
changed one morning when I awoke to find her 
tending to the cows instead of the crops.

“This way, James!” She called.

“You probably wondered why I spent so much time 
making you workout, right?”

The look on my face said it all and I didn’t need to say 
anything. Carol gave me a smile and gestured to one of
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the cows standing nearby.

“This little lady needs some food. Can you fetch some 
hay for her?” She asked.

I nodded and went to the cabin which held all the 
supplies for livestock. It wasn’t far from where the 
cows were kept and when I opened the door I was 
welcomed with the calming smell of farmland. The 
bundles of hay in the corner gave off a sweet aroma 
that grew stronger as I approach them. I took a 
squatting position and grabbed one of them by the 
strap used to keep it together and lifted it onto my 
shoulder before taking the ration outside. Though it 
looked quite heavy, I managed to lift it with only 
marginal effort. When I returned to Carol she smiled 
and made a gesture to the cow nearby. I lifted the hay 
over the fence and placed it on the ground.

“Good. Don’t forget to remove the twine.” She 
continued as I followed her instruction, “Do you see 
why I got you to lift all those heavy stones?”

“I do. I definitely wouldn’t have been able to lift that 
hay without your workouts.” I said.

I could tell how much I had grown since I moved 
underground. It was hard to tell the days, but I 
assumed it had been about a year since the move and I 
grew accustomed to life within the colony. It wasn’t 
long; however, before our lives below ground started 
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to unravel. One day, while Carol and I were tending to 
the crops, we heard screams coming from one of the 
tunnels leading out of the colony. Everyone stopped 
what they were doing and looked towards where the 
noise was coming from thinking someone had been 
hurt. It happened from time to time, but these screams 
sounded different; they sounded desperate. 

“Someone, please help us!” A voice cried.

A number of people emerged from the dimly lit tunnel 
with one of them being carried by two people. Well, he 
wasn’t exactly an entire person; his body was missing a 
large portion of its left side. His arm was missing from 
the elbow down and his leg was just barely hanging on
either by the material of his clothes or whatever was 
left of his thigh. As they drew closer I started to 
recognise them as the colonies diggers. Those that 
witnessed the diggers’ arrival jumped into action the 
moment the initial shock of the scene subsided. Carol 
was the first to meet them at the entrance, followed by 
several other colonists. One of them had gone to fetch 
my mother who soon arrived to give directions. Within
a matter of moments she had taken the man to the 
medical cabin and slammed the door shut.

My body felt cold. I had never seen a person look like 
that before. A trail of blood was left behind and lead 
straight to where the man was taken. My vision began 
to blur and before I knew it, I was on the ground. I 
don’t know how long I was out for, but I was greeted 
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by Carol’s face when I woke.

“Seems you had a bit of a shock.” She said, handing me
some water.

“What happened to him?” I asked.

“They’re still to panicked to explain things clearly. 
Once he’s been stabilised, we can get a clearer 
explanation.”

I sat there on the grass in silence as I took everything in
and downed my water. What could have happened 
while they were out there that caused so much 
damage? Carol was crouched beside me in silence 
presumably contemplating the situation also before she
pat me on the back and let me have the rest of the day 
off to which I happily accepted.
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Chapter Two

“I’m telling you, there’s something out there!”

Everyone had gathered the following day to discuss 
what had happened to the diggers, but for those in 
charge seemed hesitant to believe them. Wasn’t the 
scene of a dying man enough proof for them? One-by-
one the diggers gave their account of what transpired 
and each one said the same thing: There was a monster
in the tunnels.

“If what you say is true, we will need to assign patrols 
to guard the colony and protect the diggers on further 
expeditions.” One leader said.

“We’ll have two people stationed within the colony 
and another two with the diggers.” Said another.

“Can we have four?” A digger said with a trembling 
voice.

“Four?! Are you really that frightened of some 
animal?” A third interjected.

“It’s not an animal! We all saw it! Those piercing red 
eyes and that horrible cry it makes. My blood curdles 
just thinking about it.”

The discussion went back and forth in the same 
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manner for what seemed like hours before they finally 
came to a compromise. The leaders settled upon 
sending three soldiers with the diggers leaving only 
one to protect the entrances. With only two ways in or 
out of the colony, one person should be enough to keep 
watch if they are positioned properly. Once the group 
disbanded, a message was sent to the closest army 
colony requesting four soldiers and a quote for their 
services.

“This could cost as quite a bit.” My mother said.

“Cost us? What use do we have for money?” I asked.

“Not money; supplies. Each colony grows different 
crops which gives us the option to trade with others.”

In exchange for four soldiers, our colony would have to
sacrifice our produce. It made sense, but how much 
would we need to give? It wasn’t long before we 
received a reply and the communications manager 
came to report on the arrangement.

“In exchange for the soldiers, we request: One cow and
a bale of hay.”

They wanted a cow? I found it strange that another 
colony wouldn’t have any livestock and then began to 
wonder what the army colony and all the other 
colonies looked like. Did they have a similar layout to 
ours? Did they have a river or did they have water 
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running through to the cabins? My curiosity grew the 
more I thought about the different colonies and I 
decided to see as many as I could once the monster 
situation had been resolved. We were told the soldiers 
would be arriving within two days with transport 
required for the transport of the agreed upon items.

Things continued on as normal over the next two days 
with the exception of the diggers. They refused to 
travel back into the tunnels until support arrived and 
instead helped around the colony which I found to be 
very useful. Having the extra hands made things go 
faster and gave everyone more time to relax. At least, I 
thought we could relax. It may have been an 
unconscious fear I had because of what the diggers 
described, but I could have sworn I could hear faint 
noises coming from the tunnels. I was unable to match 
the sound to anything I had heard before; however I 
likened it to a like a raspy, high-pitched screech. There 
were times when I thought I heard the sound and I 
strained to listen closer, but the work of those around 
me made it hard to pick anything up. I tried not to let it
get to me and brushed it off as my overactive 
imagination.

The agreed upon day arrived for the exchange of 
soldiers and goods, but strangely they were running 
late. The base took a little over a day to travel to 
according to the communications team, but there was 
no sign of them. Contact was made with the base about
the exchange and we were told the soldiers had 
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already been dispatched and should have arrived or 
been very close to arriving. It was concluded that they 
ran into some sort of trouble with the transportation 
they were bringing and were told to standby while the 
base made efforts to locate the soldiers. About thirty 
minutes passed before the base made contact with us, 
but the news wasn’t promising.

“We couldn’t get a response from the team. We’ve 
dispatch another to search for them and we will contact
you when we know what’s happened.” The voice said 
through the speakers.

Waiting around doing nothing was useless so we 
returned to our jobs while everyone seemed to be 
taking quick glances at the tunnels hoping to see signs 
of the soldiers. It wasn’t until very late in the day that 
someone finally spotted someone. At the entrance of 
the colony a soldier could be seen sitting against the 
tunnel wall. He was hard to notice as the tunnel 
entrance obscured everything but part of his leg and 
boot. We found it odd they would just sit at the 
entrance without making themselves known, but we 
thought one of them was sent ahead to start guarding 
while the others took care of their transport issues.

“Something doesn’t seem right. The base said they 
couldn’t get in contact with them, but one of them is 
right there. Why isn’t he responding to their calls?” 
Carol noted.
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She put down her tools and made her way over to the 
seated soldier. As she passed the threshold she was 
able to see why he had been leaning against the wall 
and why he continued to ignore the base’s calls. She 
signaled for one of the members of the colony to come 
over and upon arrival, turned away and vomited. After
he collected himself, he ran to the medical cabin, only 
to emerge moments later with a bed-sheet. In his 
hurried state, his foot caught part of the sheet causing 
him to trip; however, he quickly scurried back to his 
feet and made his way back to Carol and the soldier. I 
was unable to clearly see what they were doing as the 
tunnel obscured most of what was happening, but the 
pair soon came back into the colony holding the soldier
with the sheet blanketing his entire body. The 
whiteness of the sheet was quickly being tarnished by 
blood which seemed to be coming from his entire 
body. The man stumbled and quickly regained his 
balance; however, the soldier’s arm fell to the side of 
his body causing Carol to step on it, tearing it from his 
body. She fell to the ground, dropping the soldier 
followed by the man who was caught by surprise. The 
soldier’s body tumbled, rolling out of the bloodied 
sheet to reveal what was underneath.

What we saw of the soldier was much worse than what
had happened to the digger. He was missing most of 
his leg and there were several chunks missing from his 
sides and large gashes across what was left of his torso.
His arm laid several feet away from the rest of his body
and Carol hurriedly retrieved it before covering the 
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body. The pair returned to carrying the body and took 
it to the medical cabin. Those that doubted the digger’s
fears had no reason to question them anymore. If 
soldiers trained to protect others were being killed then
there was definitely something within the tunnels far 
more monstrous than we could have imagined.

The attacks became more frequent as time went on and 
those living within the colony were killed by whatever 
lurked within the depths of the tunnels. The creatures 
began to enter the colony and the initial attack 
produced the most amount of casualties. Carol was one
of the first to go as she stayed behind to help those that 
struggled to escape. As our numbers dwindled we 
found refuge inside the cool-room of the kitchen area. 
There were enough of us to keep each other warm 
while we waited out the attacks. Those who survived 
were too frightened to leave the solace of the cool-room
and chose to live inside for as long as they could. My 
mother noticed something about the monsters that the 
rest of us failed to realise: they only came into the 
colony when the temperature rose about twenty-eight 
degrees Celsius.

Each colony had thermometers installed throughout 
for to ensure their crops had the right conditions to 
grow and the inhabitants could be comfortable, but 
eventually we started using them as indicators of time. 
It wasn’t long; however, before everyone I had come to
know and love was dead. Those who chose to live out 
their days within the cool-room slowly passed away 
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from hypothermia and despite my mother’s warnings 
they refused to leave. During the final attack, it was 
just my mother, myself and one of the diggers. I was 
the first into the cool-room, followed shortly after by 
my mother, but the digger had tripped. The next thing 
I saw was a large black figure rush by and grab him by 
the leg. He screamed the most terrible scream as flesh 
ripped from his body and he was thrown into the air. 
His body landed nearby with a thud and my mother 
seized the opportunity to bring him to safety.

“I’ll be right back. I need to stop the bleeding.” She 
said as she placed him against the wall.

Before I could say anything, she had slammed the door
shut and made a mad dash for the medical cabin. I 
waited for her return, but she never came back and I 
was left to watch as my last connection to human life 
slowly faded away. I made attempts to stem the 
bleeding, but nothing helped and he soon took his last 
breath.
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Chapter Three

I am alone. It’s been countless years since I last had 
contact with another human with all attempts to find 
others being sidelined as I struggle to search for what I 
need to survive. I had grown several inches taller and I 
noticed my jawline had become more defined before it 
became overrun with facial hair. Life had become 
simple when I knew how to avoid becoming monster 
food, but I had become careless and found myself 
pressed against the wall of the tunnels trying not to be 
noticed by one of them.  I could feel the adrenaline 
start to pump through my body and my breathing 
became disjointed and hard to control. Fear was 
quickly grabbing hold of my thoughts and I could feel 
sweat beginning to pour from my body. I could see it 
directly ahead and I made myself as small as possible 
by crouching down; but those eyes, could I really 
expect to elude their gaze? The monster answered my 
thoughts with a spine-tingling gurgle, which signalled 
a discovery. Time seemed to slow as I considered 
whether to stay or make an attempt to escape to safety 
when I heard another sound from the other end of the 
tunnel. More of them had seen me and I had to make 
an attempt to escape or become torn to shreds. From 
my crouched position, I took a deep breath and pushed
as hard as I could, bouncing into the direction of the 
colony. The gurgles behind me became voracious and 
an unintelligible sound escaped my throat as I became 
consumed with terror. I didn’t bother looking back to 
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see the nightmare behind me, that would only slow me
down. Instead, I pushed on and soon found the lights 
of the colony slowly coming into view. I commanded 
my body to use every last bit of strength it had left and 
passed the threshold of the tunnel and into the colony, 
but I wasn’t safe yet.

The warmth from the lights above made me realise just
how careless I had been with my time. The familiar 
smell and feeling of the colony dampened some of my 
fear and not long after entering had I spotted the cabin 
which contained the cool-room. I willed my body to 
move faster with only marginal success. I soon noticed 
more piercing gazes from the other end of the colony 
starting to emerge from the tunnel which eradicated 
what little comfort I had regained upon entering the 
colony. My eyes began to burn when my sweat had 
dripped into my eyes forcing me to unintentionally 
close them. I hurriedly wiped them, not slowing my 
pace and my frustration boiled within as I next felt my 
legs beginning to fail me. Still, I pressed on and grit my
teeth as I traversed the last few metres to the cabin. I 
felt a cool breeze welcome me upon entering the cabin 
and realised I had left the cool-room door open. The 
first step I took inside the cool-room caused me to slip 
as the floor had become wet from leaving the door 
open. My body slid a small distance before it stopped 
and I scrambled to my feet and putting all of my 
weight behind it, slammed the door shut, locking it. I 
cowered in one of the corners farthest from the door 
and waited out the monsters’ onslaught.
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Everyday is more of the same thing: I wait for the 
temperature to drop, fix the mess the creatures made, 
hide in the cool-room when they return, then rinse and 
repeat. They continually destroyed the resources I had 
within the colony which meant I had to venture deeper
into the tunnels in search of other colonies for supplies.
Initially, I found it easy to complain about their attacks,
but I had grown to realise my whining wasn’t going to 
achieve anything and instead focused on doing what I 
needed to survive. It had been years since I last had 
contact with another human and every colony I found 
since then was completely empty. This is my life now, 
and whether I like it or not, I have to take care of 
everything by myself. I just wish I were able to find a 
survivor. I wouldn't care who it is, just their company 
would be enough to give me the strength of will to 
carry on. It would give what little I can do a purpose. I 
would fight to live so I could protect and help whoever
it is that's with me. It's hard – this life – and I rarely see 
the point in going on.

After the monsters finished banging on the cool-room 
door, I allowed myself to get comfortable. I opened up 
a dry compartment I had built into the back wall to 
store blankets and other things for long stays. The 
compartment was made from bits and pieces I found 
lying around the colony, it was crude but it got the job 
done and certainly helped keep me warm. Sleeping in 
a room that is a steady five degrees can get quite cold 
which gave me the need for something to keep me 
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warm that wasn't chilled from being in the cool-room 
and didn't require me to leave its safety. I always 
found it convenient to hide in these rooms. When 
searching the other colonies, if they were powered they
usually had some sort of food and drink stored inside. 
When I came across those finds I felt as if my body 
began to glow and my mood was lifted. Unfortunately,
all I had available to me this time were some sorry 
excuse for carrots and a little water, but that would 
have to do for the time being. The first bite of the carrot
caused my stomach to immediately cry out for more 
and I realised how hungry I had been. The fear of 
being torn to shreds pushed everything aside and 
getting to safety became the number one focus. I had 
eaten a couple of the carrots before the fatigue of 
running and panicking had finally caught up to me 
causing me to drift into a restless sleep; although, I 
wouldn’t realise I had fallen asleep until I awoke the 
next day.

When I woke up, my face was on the cold floor and my
body shivering. I had been meaning to move one of the
beds into the room considering how much time I spent 
sleeping on the floor; however, my mind always 
became preoccupied with the aftermath of the 
monsters and I often forgot to do it. When I got up, my 
hand slipped giving way underneath me and my face 
to hit the floor with a cold thud - I had been drooling 
again. I managed to find my footing before I forced my 
‘frozen’ body to waddle over to the door to have a look
through the peep hole. The thermometer had reached 
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twenty-three degrees, but I was unable to tell whether 
it was rising or falling and decided to give it a little 
while before leaving to make sure it was going down. 
The next time I checked it was at eighteen, perfect! I 
unlatched the lock and heaved the door open. Due to 
my carelessness, I didn’t get the chance to switch off 
the sunlights before hiding, but as far as I could tell 
nothing bad had come of it.

I stepped over the threshold of the cool-room, closing 
the door behind me and drew in the warmth that 
welcomed me. The chairs and table had been thrown 
across the room and a few of the plates had been 
smashed. I sighed, knowing too well what the rest of 
my time outside would involve. I turned the table 
right-side-up onto its legs and placed it back where it 
was before my 'guests' had arrived and then moved 
onto the chairs. A chair had one of the legs snapped 
and for a brief moment anger rushed through me 
before I stopped and regained my composure. Why did
that make me angry? It wasn't as if I had someone else 
with me who needed the chair. Why did I even persist 
in having more than one of anything? I only needed 
one bed, one chair and one plate with each piece of 
cutlery. I knew, somewhere within me it was because I 
still had hope that one day I would find someone to 
take away the misery of being alone.

I made my way outside and took in all the damage that
had been done to the grounds. I tried my best not to 
get discouraged as I continued on to the tool shed and 
assessed what needed the most attention. I wasn't sure 
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if the creatures were able to break through wooden 
doors, but I still locked the doors to each cabin after I 
was done with it. I don't know what I would do if my 
farming tools were destroyed or taken from me and I 
would prefer not to go venturing too far away from the
comfort of my home. When I had unlocked the door, I 
smiled when I saw that everything was in its rightful 
place and ready for another day of hard work. I 
changed my shoes and filled my canteen with water 
before grabbing all the tools I needed. I always 
dreaded having to clean up the mess the monsters 
made whenever they arrived, but for some strange 
reason, whenever I was in this shed, I felt happy. I 
attributed the feeling to the memories I had of Carol 
and everything she had taught me. These tools were 
the closest things I had to remind me of her and I 
would always cherish what I had been able to do with 
their help. Once I had gathered my things, I stepped 
outside, took a deep breath and said, “Let's do this!”
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