[bookmark: _GoBack]The Palace Plotters
Chapter 1: Alber

Watching them haul the broken body of the young man up the stairs that led to the top of a meticulously constructed wooden platform, Alber tried to keep his expression blank. Inside his head he struck away thought after thought. He tried not to appear distracted to the surrounding members of the regime. 
The people in power, and those who worked directly for them, were set apart from the area designated for the lower caste. Alber hated to label them as such. They were people, the same as him, they had just been offered less opportunities within the regime.
The lower caste surged forward to the gates and the soldiers forming a barrier in front of the platform. They screamed the worst kind of abuse at the man who, hunched and crooked, slumped in a heap in the centre of the platform where the guards had thrown him. He didn’t retaliate, there was no fight left in him now.
Surprisingly to Alber, despite their low status, the angry crowd of the underclass, were fiercely protective of the regime. They obviously didn’t understand that it was the regime that kept them living on next to nothing. They admired the power, the control, in charge of their country. They thought that the old ways where people were free to do as they pleased, were inferior. They liked the order and were threatened by anyone who challenged it.
The people in power, were kept at a distance. Higher up in a seated area, they watched in disgusted silence for the most part. Alber outwardly blended in, inwardly he felt nothing but pity for this poor victim of the regime. 
Alber’s thoughts selfishly returned to himself, how easy it could be for him to be in the position that the man was in. He tried his best not to shudder as the soldiers parted in the middle, creating enough space for the final punishment to take place. 
Each member of the lower-caste crowd, had come prepared with a stone the size of their hand. Some stones had sharp, jagged edges, some were completely smooth, all had the same target. 
As one, they stepped slightly forwards to get a better aim, then began to pelt the man with their carefully chosen objects of death. 
The man was unable to defend himself, all of the old torture methods, as well as plenty of new ones, had already been used on him. He was so weak that he couldn’t even lift up his arms to shield his face and head.
Blood trickled from an eye socket and dribbled from a corner of his mouth. It was hard for Alber’s mind not to return to the inevitable thought-pattern that watching this form of punishment led to. 
‘This is what they did to father.’
For all of the modern technology at the regime’s disposal, it was the old ways, punishments, laws and attitudes, that the regime grounded its principles on. 
