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My grandmother once told me our country used to be a democracy. Years ago, 

when she was a little girl, a man became president. He loved the power so much he kept 
it, killed his opponents and dared others to come forward. Those who did lost, and with it, 
our free will.  

The man declared himself a King, vowing to take care of the people who best 
served him. And he did keep his word–those who were loyal to him stayed in their own 
places of power, content to take orders from a megalomaniac. There were parties and 
festivals, food and drink and no expense spared.  

The King remained on his throne of gold, the years turning into a decade, then 
two and three and four. Eventually, the people in his new kingdom grew complacent, 
adapting to their circumstances. They couldn’t flee because these were their homes, they 
said, and fighting was out of the question. Families stayed together this way, they said, 
and they’d surely be rewarded for their loyalty. Many people in the kingdom died waiting.  

Eventually people accepted things the way they were, forgot how life used to be. 
And so the King continued on ruling, content to keep his power over the country. He 
went to war with other countries who dared threaten us, subduing them thanks to his 
plans and weapons. Attacks decimated over half of our own country, leaving much of 
what was once green and fruitful now barren and brown.  

He won, thanks to the money he pumped into his military. It was the best in the 
world, and it only took three years for everyone else in the world to realize it. Over half 
of the human population, on the entire earth, blown to smithereens. He rebuilt the 
kingdom on top of our old ruins, promising a glorious new era. Other countries would 
bow to us and fear his name. He was the King of our country, not the world, but he might 
as well have been. The smaller battles that broke out across the years never amounted to 
anything. No one could truly spar with him because they knew he’d bomb their entire 
civilizations off the map.  

It was a folk tale, this story of King Magnus Brighton. Stories our grandparents 
made up to get through their days, to scare the younger generation into behaving. I knew 



better, could read the papers and listen to the media. They only had positive things to say 
about how our King had saved us all, and continued to fight for our prosperity. People 
had jobs and homes, food on their table, so why would we possibly complain about being 
able to live our lives?  

My own father fought for King Magnus, gave his life to protect his country in the 
last war. When rebels attacked Brighton a little over a decade ago, my father volunteered, 
rather than be drafted. I remember the morning he left, the proud look on his face as he 
kissed my mother and me goodbye. He’d known exactly what he was walking into and 
still he’d kept a brave face. I hadn’t realized it at five years old, but at seventeen, I knew 
he’d been willing to die for his country that had given him so much.  

As soon as my mother received notice of my father’s death, she packed our things 
and we went all the way to the other side of what was left of the country. Mama said she 
couldn’t bear to be so close to the heart of the kingdom, but I knew there was something 
more. I had no idea what, of course, but I had been too devastated at the loss of my father 
to question it then and now it just seemed like a waste of time. Things were the way they 
were, and no amount of questioning or wondering would bring my dad back. I missed 
him everyday, as much as the day he’d left, but he was never coming back.  

My mother was the rule follower, hated it when I bent them by breaking curfew or 
grumbled about the overbearing soldiers. I couldn’t stand her smothering. The King 
probably couldn’t even be bothered to reach us way out here, but she didn’t want to take 
any chances.  

I don’t know why she bothered. Everyone out here was too busy working to 
worry about breaking the rules. It’s not like anyone had any real technology, anyways. 
We had the newspapers and TV, but no one had those fancy phones city people flaunted 
in those strange commercials we saw on a staticky TV. The wars had taken technology 
out in most of the rest of the world, leaving King Magnus once again ahead of the curve 
in luxury. In our tiny part of the world, most of us felt lucky to have what little we did, 
and dared not ask for anything more. 


