A dystopian story
[bookmark: _GoBack]This story is from a crafting point of view, the antithesis of most dystopian stories I have read or seen in movies. Many authors seem to approach this subject on a rather grand scale, looking at global or at least mass societal effects of taking a step too far with technology. To be specific, my inspiration was The Terminator movies and my aim was to create something which goes completely against that premise. The Terminator considers a global revolution brought on by the advancement of artificial intelligence, which results in the virtual annihilation of man as a species. I wanted to look at how we could bring about our destruction by our inherent avarice, and how the possible future consequences would affect one person, on one day of their lives. As I was writing I realised there are some stark similarities to the situation we’re actually living through now. 

As I limited the story to a personal level it concentrates particularly on the day to day issues of a university student, and I have tried to consider how some of the perennial problems of being a student are  exasperated by the harsh living conditions of worldwide water shortage which has caused the breakdown of society, but equally how there are other problems more related to the human condition that continue regardless of any outside influences. It can be summed up as a day on the life when living conditions are drastically altered from what we’re used to.
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Dry Earth
Golden rays of sunlight cascade onto a talcum beach
As the gentle lapping of the tide polishes pebbles at the shore,
But the promised perfection is out of reach,
A facade, an illusion, nature’s beauty corrupted by man’s hauteur.

The grey skies of war faded long ago,
Like those who caused our melancholy.
How could they make this, did they know?
Committing matricide their greatest folly.

Democracy lay broken and bleeding as they raped their way
Through the resources she provided,
How could they be blind to the consequence of the day 
They ignored her warnings as she chided?

Temperatures rose, water became poison,
Parched grass left livestock nothing to graze.
Scorched earth around that no crop grows on, 
The hoarding of the one percent brought the end of all our days.


But now as she slowly recovers from her wounds there is but one direction,
As the parasites that infest her body turned upon themselves.
Enslave, control, oppress, destroy, the worst human infection, 
The great divide, them and us, mother and children.



I’ve never been self indulgent or self pitying, but it’s difficult not to be when your own grandparents were partly responsible for the mess we’re in now. Not even just my grandparents, it goes back generations. I suppose it all started with the industrial revolution really, apologists say they were naïve to the damage heavy industry caused to The Earth but I don’t agree, I think they were blinkered. So eager to make technological advancements that they couldn’t see beyond the end of their own pencils. I decided to study history because I thought it might help me make sense of how we got here but the more I research the more I question the validity of the existence of human beings as a species at all. Maybe I should do philosophy instead! Our brains make us so powerful as a species but we’re fundamentally filled with vice, with greed and personal gain and I think that’s what will ultimately lead to our self destruction. Well done nature, you had a good go at it, but we’re as much a failed experiment as the various donators species that went before us and ended in extinction. I mean, it seems logical to me, we’ve always wondered about life on other planets and we’ve always been fairly sure that existence of life is dependent on availability of liquid water, yet at the same time we were poisoning our own water. Am I the greatest genius since Steven Hawking or what? Because if I’d have been around at the time I’m sure I could have drawn a parallel between the two fields of study. I guess I’m just feeling a bit down today, lectures weren’t great and my mind wandered. It was interesting to see how the water shortage in Cape Town in the early twenty first century seemed to be kept out of the news because they were a sign of what was to come for the rest of the world, the conspiracy theorists in class were lapping it up! I guess we’ll never really know but I’m sure it’ll give rise to yet more dissertations on The Illuminati. I’ve not decided on the subject for mine yet but I’ve I wonder if I could do one one our propensity as a species to continually short blame?! Would that be anthropology or psychology? Well I guess it would be a historic study anyway so it’s vaguely within my field. 

Hey, I’ve just thought; I’ve actually just looked back over this entry and its got me, how confused I must be. God knows what possessed me to write a poem but if you look at it I’ve considered in one way or another English literature, philosophy, anthropology and psychology. Pretty much anything but history really, I’m starting to see why my counsellor said it would be a good idea for me to write down my thoughts at the end of each day. I’m a bit of a mess, it seems! Really though, what’s the point? Woah, hang on, no, the point is the future. The only reason we’re been hanging on as we are is because some of our ancestors had the bravery and to be selfless, to recognise that it was too late for them but if we put our all into stopping the destruction things could be turned around for future generations. They’re the grandparents I’m descended from, the ones who recognised that we have to ignore our own petty wants because its our responsibility to try and correct the mistakes made by our forefathers. Things are shit now, fair enough. Life is hard, but life was hard for the millions of years of human existence before we got carried away, just in a different way. The point is for me to do my part, to go educate myself, have a family and then make sure my children are educated too. To do something positive towards healing the planet so we don’t go extinct, so we don’t turn out to be a failed experiment. So I need to keep studying and concentrate on my lessons because right now that’s my part in the great healing. It may be a small part in the grand scheme of things but but if enough of us join in we will turn things around, eventually. It works for bees, incidentally another form of life we almost killed off, yay mankind! 

OK, well my goal is to finish every day’s journal entry with something positive so I’d better stop here before I get self indulgent again. 


