


The conflict came out of nowhere. Details are sketchy, with 
few left alive when it began. Those who survived remem-
ber a hot summer of protests.  The usual sort. Austerity, 
poverty, wars, taxes, education. A kaleidoscope of issues. 
Diverse groups filling every imaginable niche.

Left, right, green, orange. Symbols that meant something 
back then descended on town centres, village greens. 
Poured onto the streets of major cities. A rainbow river of 
flags and placards.

Of course, not everyone demonstrated. Not at first. 
Demonstrations were something minorities did. Even if 
they represented a bigger social or political group, most 
preferred to watch. Analyse. Discuss in cafes.  People had 
jobs to go to, colleges to attends. 

Major demos got on TV. You could sit at home in peace. 
Watch the excitement unfold thanks to twenty-four-hour 
rolling coverage. 

The hot summer dragged. Things escalated rather than 
dying down with the change of the seasons. More people 
mobilised every day. School teachers, doctors, students, 

office workers. Folks stopped going to their jobs. No more 
get up, have breakfast, meetings, lunches. You left home 
each morning to join a march. Ingratiate with the buzz; the 
resentment and the anger.

Many politicians joined those on the streets. They’d 
distanced themselves from the people for too long. 
Leaving their constituency offices, they too blended in with 
the rest. 

Laws for organised protests could no longer be upheld. 
Even if you did fill out the correct forms, they’d be nowhere 
to take them. Institutions disappeared. Bureaucracy 
crumbled. 

At some point, clashes between the police and the 
protesters also stopped. From then on it was protesters 
against protesters. The police fading into whatever group 
they preferred.   Anyway, when it was clear the police were 
no more, the army was deployed.   

You see, a cabal remained.  The elite. Those with the 
most to lose. They sent in the troops. Tanks and other 
armoured vehicles roamed the lanes. Cascading into car 
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parks, smashing their way into giant shopping centres.
Like I said, all these years later the details are sketchy. 

Memories cannot be relied upon, tales become tall. The 
accepted narrative around these parts is that the media, 
and hence the news, stopped broadcasting six months 
after the troubles began. Instead, you relied on chatter via 
apps and blogs, but who could you trust?

Even those communications were intermittent. And con-
nectivity to the web declined over time, till it too ceased 
altogether.

Sitting at home meant you would starve.  You had to join 
in somehow. Find out what was going on. Neighbours, for 
so many years ignorant of each other’s existence, were 
forced to introduce themselves. Safety in numbers, to 
venture out into the chaos. 

Rumour: the army is airlifting people to safety over at the 
old council building. Another rumour: anyone seen in the 
streets will be shot. Another rumour: many of the soldiers 
aren’t even soldiers, they’re just people who have killed 
soldiers and stolen their fatigues and guns. 

Mutinies were common. Soldiers refused orders and 
chose to offer their services to civilians. Hired protection 
led to the dispersal of incredible weapons, from the hands 
of the few to the many. Even the most desperate souls 
procured deadly machines. Weaponised drones, grenade 
launchers, sound-bombs which deafened whole suburbs. 

Roads scattered with corpses. Heads on stakes. 
Black Dust was the end and the beginning. Sickening. 

Worse than anything else. The fighting in the cities and 
towns had to stop somehow. This was the answer.

Missiles fell at daybreak. Tower blocks fell.  Out of this 
devastation, the Black Dust rose. It filled our skies. Killed 
birds and plants and everyone you’d ever known.

END
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