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Slow Violence

/sləʊ ˈvaɪələns/

"A violence that occurs graduallly and out of
sight, a violence of delayed destruction that is
dispersed across time and space, an attritional

violence that is typically not viewed as
violence at all"

n.

Rob Nixon
From 'Slow Violence and the Environmentalism of the Poor'





This collection of essays gathers 25 written pieces developed by students
from the master programme in Sustainable Development at Uppsala

University and the Swedish University of Agricultural Sciences.

Based on the book by R. Nixon, the authors have taken on the role
of writer-activisit, using pen and paper to highlight acts of slow violence

in both fiction and non-fiction writings.

Writing gives us a chance to turn the tides...We write to
change the world 





Contents

Non-Fictional Pieces
David Bauer
Juan L. Monzon
Linn Svahn
Maria Andersson
Iona Mihala
Maiko Myakoshi
Johanna Snell
Susan Rancher

Daniel Packer
Bo Sha

Karoline Adamsson
Erik Gustavsson

Ethan Howard
Theresa Scherling

Sanaz Habibi
Beenu Angurala

Tina Schmiers
Nivit Tanglertaibul

Elena Mondino
Andres Gonzales Acosta

Jacinda Massen
Kealy Dekker

Hannes Lindkvist
Dennis Kimm

Anna Borgensen

Fictional Pieces



Slow Violence
Non-Fiction Pieces



 

 

Baia Mare – an environmental 

disaster 

By David Bauer 

 

 

 

It is called the worst environmental disaster in Europe since the Chernobyl nuclear leak in 1986 

(BBC, 2000). Tom Popper (2000), a chairman of the Regional Environmental Centre even 

stated:” In terms of complete destruction to one ecosystem this is probably worse than 

Chernobyl”. It happened on January 30th in 2000 when 100,000 cubic metres of contaminated 

waste water burst through a dam at a gold mine close to the city Baia Mare in northern 

Romania. The toxic water flowed down several hundreds of kilometres through Hungary and 

killed every living organism. The water supply of 2.5 million Hungarians was threatened and 

about 15,000 people working in the fishing industry saw their livelihood vanish (BBC, 2000). 

The gold smelting plant Aurul SA is a joint venture. The majority of the company, with 50% of 

the share, is owned by an Australian organisation called Esmeralda Exploration Ltd., 45% is 

owned by the Romanian government and 5 % is privately owned (Lovatt, 2000). The company 

used cyanide, a critical ingredient used to extract gold ore from soil, also used as the primary 

ingredient in the Nazi  gas chambers in World War 2. After the extraction procedure the waste 

water is collected in a huge basin or tailing dam. The walls of this tailing dam are made out of 

earth material compared to water dams which are made out of concrete. Besides other reasons, 

the inadequate safeguards are a main point why the use of cyanides is highly criticised. Due to 

previous cyanide leaching accidents, this  way of separating gold from ore is banned in different 

places, including Turkey and the US state of Montana (Cunningham, 2005). The cause of the 

spill was a result of different incidents. During the winter of 1999-2000 there was an unusual 

high amount of precipitation. A few warmer days with temperatures above zero degrees lead to 

the melting of about 60 to 70 centimetres of snow which accrued on the holding pond. 

Therefore, the water-level in the basins was very high and the walls were soaked. 

 

 



On the 30th of January there was an additional 30 litres per square metre of precipitation which 

lead to the burst of the dam on a 25-metre-long section. An amount of approximately 100,000 

cubic metre of red slurry, containing 50-100 tons of cyanide and unspecified amounts of heavy 

metals flooded the surrounding fields and ended up in the close river Sasar (Cunningham, 

2005). The about 60-70 kilometres long contaminated plume flowed into the river system 

Lapûs, Someş, Tisza and Danube. After 24 hours it entered Hungary and 12 days later the 

Federal Republic of Yugoslavia. It flowed into the Danube, back to Romania and ended up in 

the Black sea. 

The contaminated water killed all living organism from bacteria to mammals. An estimation of 

1,400 tons of dead fish was washed to the waterside. The toxicity of cyanides can lead to 

reduced swimming performance, inhibited reproduction, delayed mortality, altered growth 

patterns and death (Mergel, 2011). Due to the dying fish, the life basis of hundreds of fisherman 

in the contaminated area was destroyed. The drinking water supply of close villages and towns 

had to be shut down for several days. A few months after the accident, the Aurul company, now 

Transgold, continued operating in the mine as they used to before the catastrophe. Even if 

Transgold improved their safety standards, environmentalists are highly criticizing them due to 

the fact that they still use cyanide. Even eleven years after the accident, Transgold has only paid 

little compensation to the village Bozinta Mare which was affected the most. After a few years 

the water quality slowly recovered so that the number of  fishes today is close to the number 

before the accident. However, there are still fewer species so that commercial fishing in 

2011was still not possible (Mergel, 2011). 
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Guatemala & Slow Violence: A History  
 

By Juan L Monzón 

 

 
 

The indigenous people of Guatemala have faced land ownership issues, their land rights have been disregarded 

and their lifestyle altered without any consideration since the Spanish colonists and conquerors arrived in the 

country. During the colony, the Spanish people appropriated the land of the indigenous people on the basis that 

they were “remote and alien” and as such: “usurpers of their own land” (Martinez 2012). Once the Spanish 

people possessed the land, they imposed their practices and insisted on replicating Spanish infrastructure in 

Guatemala, forcing indigenous people to build cities and maintain them, altering not only the landscape of the 

country but the lifestyle of the true land owners (Martinez 2012).   
 

More than a century after the emancipation of Guatemala from Spain, disregard for local communities and 

indigenous people is still an issue. In the modern history of the country it is “development” and the “greater 

good” instead of “remote and alien” the common excuses to justify the acts of removing people from their land 

and/or altering forever their lifestyle. Companies have used the support of the national government, 

international entities such as the World Bank, and several others in order to impose their practices and alleged 

benefits into indigenous people and local communities without any consideration of their opinion. Two 

particular cases can be brought to illustrate this: the United Fruit Company case and the Marlin Mining Project 

case.  
 

The United Fruit Company (UFCO), which in Guatemala dedicated mainly to the production of bananas, 

acquired great quantities of land by different means. This excess of land was never used in practice, being this a 

strategy put in place to keep the price of bananas high and the labor cost low, because it forced small farmers 

who could no longer compete with the big producers to give up their land and go work for the UFCO 

(Zachrisson 2007). The company was consistently supported by the national government but their power was 

such that even when President Jacobo Arbenz, reconsidered the benefits this company and others had and  

started promoting an agrarian reform to start employing unused land and benefit small farmers, he was accused 

of incentivizing communistic practices and with the help of the US government, Guatemalan military forces and 

the influence of the UFCO and other land owners, he was overthrown from the presidency in 1954 (Bucheli 

2006).  
 

In the past decade Guatemala has seen an increase in mining exploitation and in consequence problems related 

to mining practices and the indifference towards indigenous people in the surroundings of the mines and their 

land and life rights (Van de Sandt 2009). In 2005, in San Marcos, a department of Guatemala located in the 

southwest region of the country, a gold mine, the Marlin Project, started production. The president of 

Guatemala at the time, Oscar Berger, started giving mining licenses to several companies without proper 

consultation of the local communities (Van de Sandt 2009). Furthermore, the World Bank granted the Marlin 

Project a 45 million dollar loan. In order to apply and receive this loan the Marlin Project presented 

documentation that assured that indigenous local communities had been consulted and taken into consideration 

for the decision of the development of the mine. Despite the fact that indigenous communities denied this 

asseveration, the loan was still granted (Van de Sandt 2009). The company also bought land from different 

indigenous people of the region, but the process lacked transparency, never actually informing the main purpose 

that the land was going to be given. When consulted, the indigenous people claimed that if they would have 

known that the land was going to be used for mining they wouldn’t have sold it, basing this claim in their 

spiritual beliefs where man and nature are one and mining destroys nature (Castagnino 2006). Once more, 

beliefs, livelihood and respect for locals were disregarded in the pursuit of “development”.  
 

These two briefly summarized cases serve to exemplify how the situation of local communities and indigenous 

people in Guatemala hasn’t change even centuries after the Spanish people came to the country and how 

“communities that inconvenience the implied trajectory of unitary national ascent” are still being removed, 

ignored and their land and life rights disregarded without any opposition (Nixon 2011). 
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Slow Violence and the urban greenery 
 

By Linn Svahn 
 

 
The global trend of urbanization is leading to an even growing number of people living in urban areas, in 2014 
54 % of the world’s population were living in an urban settlement and in 2050 this number is projected to be 66 
% (United Nations 2014). This is putting pressure on the cities to develop new housing in a speed that correspond 
to the increasing population. This also leads to an increased concentration of sustainable development challenges 
within the cities (United Nations 2014). Many of these challenges can be solved with an increase of urban greenery 
which also contributes to the welfare of the growing urban population. 
 
An emerging treat to urban areas is the occurring climatic changes which make the temperature increase with a 
pace that is even higher in the cities due to the heat-island effect (Boverket 2010, p. 3). Due to high amount of 
dark and hard surface on roads and roofs that absorb the heat of the sun during the day and cool down slowly 
during the night, the temperature in cities can reach heatwaves of 12o C hotter temperature than in the surrounding 
countryside (Boverket 2010, p.3). Trees in urban settings are important for regulating the temperature as they 
create shade both to the ground and buildings which lowers their need for electrical cooling (Boverket 2010, p. 
7). Trees can also help to clean the air through reducing the amount of particles which increases the quality of the 
air and thus the health of people inhaling it (Boverket 2010, p.7).  
 
Nature contribute with many ecosystem services, that is utilities that we get for free from nature which is necessary 
for life on earth (Boverket 2010, p. 2). Green spaces not only cools and cleans the air but also reduce noise, 
manage stormwater, create places for recreation and contribute to a higher biodiversity (Boverket 2010, p.2). An 
important aspect for the greenery to have all these contributions to the welfare of the city is that it is well integrated 
within its structure and placed in strategic places (Boverket 2010, p. 1). It is important that greenery is 
incorporated early in the design phase and not created as an afterthought once the rest of the development is 
planned for (Carter 1993). Today stakeholders are often looking at the interests of expansion and see the 
urbanization as a great development for the cities (Waldenström 2015). The need for new housing is putting 
pressure on available land to be turned into new building developments which is pushed by construction 
companies who want to exploit attractive places in the cities (Waldenström 2015). The urban greenery is 
threatened by these economic interests and are slowly being reduced, in Sweden the greenery has been mostly 
reduced in the bigger cities where the population is growing the most (Waldenström 2015).  
 
Exploitation of green areas has major consequences for the residents in the cities, especially for kids, elders and 
disables who could have troubles getting to nature further away from their homes (Waldenström 2015). A housing 
development per see doesn’t make that big damage on the overall effect of greenery in the city, but the trend of 
densifying the cities altogether makes up a big impact and reduces the amount of green spaces available for the 
citizens (Waldenström 2015). This makes the exploitation of green areas an act of slow violence which gradually 
destruct the good impacts that greenery has on the city and its citizens (Nixon 2013). 
 
This act of slow violence is occurring even in cities where the harms of exploiting green areas are well known by 
professionals in the field. The landscape architect Roger Elg, employed at Swedish University of Agricultural 
Sciences in Uppsala, are worried about the trend to exploit green areas in central locations (Kihlberg 2014). He 
stresses the risk of small pieces of greenery are continuously being turned into exploit ground which create a 
problem in the long run (Kihlberg 2014). In Uppsala this phenomenon has been seen in many places recently, for 
example in the city forest where buildings for residents has been built in its fringes for some period of time, 
contributing to less urban green available for the growing population (Kihlberg 2014). Roger Elg states that when 
the population in the cities increases, the demand for green areas in urban settings becomes even higher, which 
has to be part of the longterm planning of the city (Kihlberg 2014).  
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The destruction of the poor is our poverty 
By Maria Andersson  

 

At first, the title of this text might seem confusing. How can that be, to destroy the poor should surely make the 
poverty go away and make everyone happy, right? This text will focus on Jamaica, and I will explain why this is 
not the fact for them, and why writers tend to simplify the reduction of poverty, and in the end I will come back 
to this quote and make clear what it means.  

Jamaica has a vibrant history including being a British colony and ruled by Great Britain for 300 years. After a 
long period of being under someone else’s rule with slavery and injustice involved, Jamaica got internal 
autonomy in 1959 and became independent in 1962 (Nationalencyklopedin, 2016; Jis, 2016). Unfortunately the 
injustice for Jamaica and its inhabitants didn’t stop here. When becoming self-ruled, Jamaica didn’t have the 
economic strength to create a sustainable economy on their own and did therefore become a country where 
multinational corporations ruled massive operations that diminished resources and released toxic side effects 
upon the society, environment and its inhabitants (Nixon, 2011; Life and Debt, 2001). The so called democracy 
in Jamaica is in clear need to be replaced with a real democracy, and that would be quite a radical achievement 
for the country (Henke, 2001).  

When the big corporates try to reduce the poverty, what they do instead is to destroy the poor people living 
there. Seeing the inhabitants as nothing but slaves and cheap labor to help the economy (in other countries) to 
go around (Life and Debt, 2001). As the puppet masters continue, they make the country less sustainable by 
forcing the people away from their traditional makings and methods. It is an insult to the farmers who are not 
able to produce and sell their own products in their own countries because imported goods are cheaper than 
domestic ones and also valued higher in many cases. What comes out on the other side is not a wealthier people 
with proudness of what they do, but still poor or even poorer people with their traditional land and it’s 
containments taken away from them (Ibid; Nixon, 2011). One word can describe this well and that is injustice.  

It has come to a state where Jamaicans are asking themselves if they really are self ruled and also, are they free? 
The notion of freedom in Jamaica should not be used by the political leaders if the concept isn’t freed from its 
historical ambiguities imposed by insincere elites. Freedom must stand for human rights, democratic reform, 
enforcement of political responsibility, and economic empowerment (Henke, 2001). It has reached a point 
where the old Jamaica don’t exist anymore. The rich use the money so that they can push the poor. And when 
Jamaica has to loan more money, more promises comes with it, promises Jamaica has to make to get the money. 
This makes it easy for big corporates in big economies to exclude certain producers such as domestic, Jamaican 
producers (Life and Debt, 2001).  



Analyzing this issue highlights the fact that the fundamentals of growth needs to be developed (Life and Debt, 
2001). Is this what growth has to look like? To be steered into the wheels of the global economy and when 
you’re in that machinery you stand there looking like everybody else. You’re a slave under the global economy 
and its puppet masters with iron fists. The sad thing is that this seems to be inevitable.  

”... The destruction of the poor is our poverty, destruction of our souls is vanity...”  
(Life and Debt, 2001)  

To get back to my title: to destroy the poor only makes the poor even poorer. Destruction of poverty in a 
capitalistic way includes destruction of peoples souls, derived from the vanity of corporations and governments 
(Life and Debt, 2001). To fix this demands more than just enough money in peoples pockets, it demands 
reconstruction of our values and world views. What are you, other than poor, when your home and your own 
self sustaining ability is taken away from you?  



 

 

The Slow Violence of Golf 
 

By Ioana Mihala 

 

 
 

The Canary Islands are a Spanish volcanic archipelago located close to Marocco, composed of 7 main 
islands (Tenerife, Fuerteventura, Gran Canaria, Lanzarote, La Palma, La Gomerra, El Hierro) and 
several smaller islands. The islands are characterized by hot desert climate with the exceptions of 
some subtropical humid areas there are some areas.  Even though they are just a small part of 
Spanish territory, the islands show high biodiversity; 1316 species of vascular flora and 321 species of 
endemic plants can be found there – to compare, the rest of Spain has 6000 vascular flora species and 
540 endemic ones. Moreover over 60 plant species and 19 vertebrate species are under threat of 
extinction. (cf. García-Falcón 1999: 346) 
One of the biggest threats for both flora and fauna is the increase of the tourism industry. Due to 
good weather all year long, the Canary Islands are a main attraction for both Europeans and other 
nationalities. The ‘sun and beach’ tourism is also complemented with a high number of golf courses. 
At the moment there are 23 golf resorts and the maximum potential for the future is 45 (Canary 
Government 2003).  The demand for Golf Tourism is worldwide increasing, the GDP of the Canaries 
comes 30% from tourism and studies also show that a golf tourist is most like to spend four times 
more than a regular tourist (ibid.). Thus there are high economic incentives to keep up the 
constructions. 
The impact of golf courses and all needed surrounding infrastructure cannot be overlooked. Both the 
construction and the usage phase imply changes in the ecosystem. All the places need to be 
transformed according to international standards, a certain appearance - big areas covered with 
grass- and elements are required. Thus certain steps are to be followed when building: determination 
of area, clearing of the vegetation, clearing of the soil, installation of the drainage system, installation 
of the irrigation system, flattening of the soil, planting the grass and in some cases additional 
chemical substances are added in order to change the soil acidification or salinization (Rastrollo 
Lerma 2009). This process involving heavy machineries and aggressive fertilizers undeniable affect 
animals and plants. Maintenance also brings negative impacts on the lands, the main issues being 
water consumption. As an  example, almost 20 years ago in Tenerife, one of the biggest islands in the 
archipelago, the land used for golf courses was the equivalent of the land used for 475 football fields 

for which 15.700 m3 of water a day- amount needed daily by a group of 63.000 people- was needed 
(Febles García & Rodríguez Real 1997). Creating water sheets and naturalized humid environments 
brings problems in an already delicate area. Land erosion is a major environmental problem that 
threatens the Canaries; about 50.6% of the island land is affected by high erosion level. Even though 
most golf courses run on sewage water there is still an increased risk of the replacement of ground 
water with sea water- the usage of water for the surrounding hotels and restaurant surrounding the 
courses also needs to be taken in consideration (cf. García-Falcón 1999: 346-347). 
Besides the impacts on the environment and biodiversity, other aspects also have to be taken in 
consideration: competition between tourism and other industries (ex. Agriculture), the 
“transformation of charming fishing villages into tourist playgrounds” leading to degradation of 
cultural heritage, waste dumps as a result of the larger amount of waste generated by tourist and 
tourism activities etc. (cf. ibid. 344).  
A glance at the facts and it is easy to see that golf courses, especially in semi arid areas, are not a very 
sustainable choice. However, due to increased demand, more and more pop up on every island in the 
Spanish archipelago; as usual the economic factors weigh in more. If this continues the unique 
landscape will be replaced by endless fields of grass and the local identity will get lost. 
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Minamata disease and environmental justice 
 

By Maiko Miyakoshi 
 
 
 
 
 

 
“Slow Violence and the Environmentalism of the Poor” (Rob, 2011) is an issue related to the 

environment that exists there, but takes time to surface, and people with weak voices question the 
environmental justice to societies. Once a problem is made public, we begin paying attention to it. However, the 
problem is first aided by the people who believe quick action aimed at solving it at least temporarily is the best 
way to cope with it, followed by attending to responsibilities, and everything turns to normal as if nothing 
happened. 

 
Certain kinds of “diseases” that happen once cannot be treated completely, and they leave an after-

effect. Judging who is responsible for this kind of result is very hard. This is due in part it becoming the kind of  
“disease” takes long time to come to the surface, and the persons who are responsible for it might have been 
already replaced by someone else. Or it is because in a system in which various stakeholders complexly interact 
with each other, the focus of responsibility is unclear and nobody knows to whom they should be passing the 
responsibility. 

 
By doing so, the reaction to the problem is postponed, and the people’s memories about it become 

faded. In the worst case, some problems might be expected to be forgotten by those who are responsible. Yet 
the unsolved or postponed problem will be remembered later in a similar or different form. And that is when 
people finally realize they should have noticed it and taken actions earlier. In the next section, I would like to 
describe “slow violence” that was not solved immediately, as well as in Japan. 

 
Kugai jo-do, waga minamata (“Paradise in the Sea of Sorrow” in English), which was written by 

Michiko Ishimure, is a book that illustrates voices of victims of minamata disease (Ishimure, 1972). Minamata 
disease is a disease that was seen in habitats that consumed fishes that were contaminated by methyl mercury 
discharged by a chemical fertilizer factory, and was found first in Japan in 1956 (Britanica Academic, 2016). 
The author writes about bitter voices of victims who were taken away from their normal living they had been 
accustomed to before the symptoms of minamata disease began. Her mission was to broadly convey the voices 
to the society. Minamata disease effected many local people who were highly dependent on fish. The symptoms 
became more significant with infants, and could be as heavy as one can suffer, not being able to perform several 
ordinary, every-day functions. (Kurahashi, 2003). Even though it was such a serious disease, its cause did not 
become clear soon. The local fishery organization needed to make continuous appeals to local governmental 
official and executives of the company so that they would conduct inventories to find the cause. Even though 
the company started discharging mercury into the seawater in the 1940s, it was in 1950s that a girl was brought 
to a hospital as a formal victim of the company’s illegal discharge, and finally its real inventory was begun 
(ibid). The company installed a system that eliminated the discharge of mercury from the factory in 1966 (ibid). 

 
For most of Japanese people, encountering the term “minamata disease” should be done in the 

sociology classes in elementary school. I don’t really remember exactly what I was learning in the sociology 
class when I was an elementary student. But I do remember that I learned there learning that pollutions had been 
a big problem in the past, and one of the pollutants had caused minamata disease, which produced many sever 
symptoms to the patients in some areas of Japan. I recall that on the corner of the textbook, there was a black 
and white picture of a patient looking at me without any expression. In a daily life, I do not pay attention to 
minamata disease, but once in a while I happen to see a news or a newspaper article about victims of the 
pollution accusing the Japanese government for not having taken enough legal responsibility against the 
company which caused the pollution. Every time I saw it, I was surprised that the problem that I have learned to 
be a part of the history of Japan was not solved yet. 



 
 

 
The minamata disease is historically a very important Japanese environmental issue, and also one of the 

‘slow violence’ episodes. It took more than a decade for pleas of citizens to reach the government and the 

factory, and also for measures to remedy the issues to be taken. In this slow violence, environmental activists 

were victims, including families of the patients and writers as Michiko Ishimura, who tried to convey the real 

voices of the victims to societies. Though they were poor in terms of social authority or funds, they tried to 
make the government acknowledge their mistake and prevent the same thing from happening again in the 

future. Rob Nixon questions, “in an age that increasingly genuflect to the digital dividing of speed, how will 

environmental activists negotiate the representational challenges of slow violence – a violence that is by 

definition image weak and demanding on attention spans?” (Rob, 2011, p. 275) There are many different kinds 

of information bombarding us, and they are too overflowing to comprehend as important information for 

ourselves. Yet what we can learn from the activists mentioned above is that records, as they are left to us, are 

one of the kinds of messages that can reach directly to our heart and tell us what actually happened to them, 

even after centuries. 
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E-waste from North to South 
By Snell Johanna 

 
 
 
 
 
 

In the times of information societies and consumerism, demand for electronic devices is ever growing. The 

electronics and IT industry is one of the world’s biggest industries, which leads to the fact that electronic waste, 

e-waste, is the fastest growing waste stream in the industrialized world (Puckett et al., 2005: 1). Every year 20 

to 50 million tonnes of electronic waste are generated worldwide, but only tiny part of that is 

recycled accordingly. That is a shame, because modern recycling plant could recover approximately 80% of the 

material, and furthermore how resource-intensive the production of electronics is (UNEP, 2005). Developed 

countries have not managed to develop cleaner technologies and innovative designs in order to slow down the 

growing e-waste piles and their harmful consequences to environment and people. The developing countries are 

the unfortunate victims of industrialized countries unsatisfied hunger for new technology, greed and 

indifference (Puckett et al., 2005: 2). 
 

The dumping of electronic waste in developing countries, mainly to Asia and Africa, is and has been a type of 

slow violence. The dumping of e-waste has occurred at least three decades, one of the first cases of toxic waste 

dumping happened in Nigeria in 1987 (Puckett et al., 2005: 7). The main dumpers are US and Europe 

(UNEP, 2005). China is the biggest receiver, more than 70 % of worlds e-waste ends up in China (Miller & 

Spoolman, 2012: 573). 

 

E-waste consists of different kind of disposed electronical devices, such as cell phones, lap tops, televisions etc. 

E-waste is categorised as hazardous waste because it includes different kind of toxic and hazardous pollutants 

such as PVC, brominated flame retardants, lead and mercury, which could contaminate air, water and soil, and 

furthermore lead to health issues and premature death (Miller & Spoolman, 2012: 557). E-waste contains also 

different valuable metals and reusable parts, why they are interest of people in developing countries. The problem 

is, that often e-waste is handled in the way that is harmful for the people working, 

and for the environment. Workers burn or use acids to get the metals and other reusable items separated, and the 

rest are dumped into waterways and land or burned in open fires, which will expose even more people to toxic 

chemicals (Miller & Spoolman, 2012: 557). 

 

In order to prevent illegal traffic of e-waste, and to prevent the harmful environmental impacts and to protect 

people, some regulations and legislations have been introduced. One of them is The Basel Convention, 

which is about controlling the transboundary movements of hazardous wastes and their disposal, it came into 

force 1992 (UNEP, n.d.). Its aim is to ban countries to dump e-waste to less developed countries where labour 

laws and environmental regulations are looser and human rights neglected (BAN, 2015). There are 

ways to go around the Basel Convention e.g. by labelling e-waste as for repair or re-use (Puckett et al., 2005: 

36), and there are countries such as US which hasn’t ratified the Convention (Secretariat of the Basel 

Convention, 2011). European Union has set legislation to tackle the problem; The Directive on waste electrical 

and electronic equipment (WEEE Directive) came into force 2003 and the Directive on the restriction of the use 

of certain hazardous substances in electrical and electronic equipment (RoHS Directive) came into force 2003 

(European Commission, 2016). Unfortunately, laws are not enough. Real measures are needed to combat the 

illegal dumping of e-waste in long term, stated by Jim Puckett from Basel Action Network. He is suggesting 

prevention approach; electronic products should be designed and produced 

without using toxic materials and be easily repaired and recycled (Miller & Spoolman, 2012: 557). Handling 

of e-waste in not controlled way is highly dangerous for the environment and the human. There is also the 

question of child labour attached to the handling of e-waste. There are both direct and indirect impacts,



people who are handling e-waste are exposed to toxics directly, but also people who live in the area can be 

exposed to toxics indirectly via contaminated air, water and soil (Miller & Spoolman, 2012: 573-574). It is a 

disgrace that we let dumping of e-waste to continue, even we perfectly well know all the horrible consequences. 



Ok Tedi Mine Polluting the Lives of Local Populations 
 

By Susan Rancher 
 
 
 

 

During the past 30 years, since the opening of the Ok Tedi copper and gold mine in Papua New Guinea, over 

one billion tonnes of waste material has been dumped into the Ok Tedi and the Fly river (Kirsch, 2007). The 

rivers have consciously, and with the governments consent, been used as a substitute for the tailing ponds that 

never were constructed at the opening of the mine. This was blamed on a landslide during the construction of 

the site (Hyndman 1988). As a consequence, the riverbed has risen up to over six meters in some zones (Swales 

et al., 1998) with resulting occasional flooding of the areas surrounding it (Jorgensen, 2006). The flood brings 

with it the waste materials and contaminates the soil of the nearby rainforest as well as the local population’s 

cultivations. By 2007, 1554 square kilometres was affected by the pollution of the mine, an increase of about 

1500 square kilometres in 13 years. The result is dead or damaged forests where conditions cannot be restored 

to how they were before since the forest has been replaced with grass and wetlands (Kirsch, 2007). Another 

source of food for the local populations downstream from the mine, the fish, has also been affected primarily 

due to the waters’ turbidity and as a result have left the area (Jorgensen, 2006). 

 
The Ok Tedi mine is a vital source of income for the nation and thus the objective of the government as well as 

the population of the island have been to keep it in business. However, the population downstream from the 

mine, in particular the Yonggom people, have fought a long fight against the mine’s shareholders, especially 

Broken Hill Proprietary (BHP), an Australian mining company that were the largest shareholder for a long time, 

to get them to manage their waste properly through the use of tailing ponds and clean up the mess that they have 

caused (Kirsch, 2007). 

 
After several attempts to be heard on local and regional levels, the Yonggom people turned to the international 

arena through NGO’s. Their cause gained a lot of attention and in 1994 they were able to bring the BHP to court 

in Australia. Their aim was to receive compensation for the environmental damage that the poor waste 

management had exposed them too, but also to ensure that the company would be forced to construct a better 

solution for storage of the tailings (Kirsch, 2007). BHP tried to undermine the concerns of the affected 

populations by emphasising the positive impacts that the mine had brought to the nation in terms of income as 

well as education and welfare facilities, claims that could not be denied by the plaintiffs (Gladman et al. 1996). 

In an effort to save its reputation BHP offered the plaintiffs, a group of 30.000 people, an out of court settlement 

including §500 million, and a commitment to construct a solution for the tailings. The offer was difficult to 

refuse for many of the resource strained plaintiffs causing a divide among them and eventually too many 

accepted to be able to proceed with the case in court (Kirsch, 2007). 

 
However the agreement was deceiving since it stated that the money would only be given as compensation to 

the plaintiffs if it was not needed for additional costs related to the construction of tailing ponds, meaning that 

the plaintiffs themselves would have to pay for the prevention of environmental destruction to their areas 

(Kirsch, 2007). Eventually the lawsuit resulted in the compensations being paid out to the plaintiffs and a 10 % 

share of the mine being transferred to the government of Papua New Guinea. There were no signs of any 

solutions regarding the waste management though, besides a dredging program, which would only deal with 20 

% of the total amount of waste that had been dumped in the river (Kirsch, 2007). 
 
This resulted in a second lawsuit in 1999 by the previous plaintiffs since BHP had not lived up to their 

commitment. The lawsuit in combination with the damage that the conflict had made to the company’s 

reputation eventually led BHP to stop their operations at the mine. The second lawsuit also led to an out of court 

settlement, as BHP once again offered to compensate the plaintiffs only if they dropped their lawsuit, an offer 

that they yet again could not resist (Kirsch, 2007). 



BHP’s withdrawal from the mine did not contribute to solving the problem since the operations were just taken 

over by the government due to the mine’s large contribution to the national income (Kirsch, 2007). 

 

The case of the Ok Tedi mine, and its impact on the nearby rivers and populations, is a clear sign of how 

injustices and environmental degradation can be performed under the name of development. The pollution of 

the rivers has been a relatively slow process and now after years of waste being dumped into the rivers it is 

very difficult to restore the affected areas. The local populations living nearby the rivers and dependent on the 

fish and cultivations on the riverbeds have repeatedly been neglected in their demands for a better treatment of 

the waste. Attempts to mute their voices have been made by appealing to their weaknesses, most often their 

socio-economic status. The threat to their livelihood forced them to organize and fight for their rights, which 

according to Nixon (2011) can be described as the environmentalism of the poor. However so far these 

attempts have just resulted in short-term solutions in terms of compensation and no real strategies for saving 

their future livelihoods. 
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Fiction Pieces



 

 

Submergence of a State 

By Daniel Packer 

 

 

 
Burning rays of sunlight beat hard upon my morning sand, the wind blew softly through my palms, but the 

water felt disturbingly different. What was once cool and calm had turned to waves of heat along my shores, 

with unfamiliar haste, it burnt. I wished to see the horizon and foresee the day ahead, but the waves grew taller 

and blocked my view. I craved the hillside or the mountain peaks, so I look out upon the horizon again. Instead 

I lay flat, as I always did, blinded by the rising fire. The days felt warmer and less colourful than before, as if a 

plague had descended upon me from some distant place. I saw, for a moment above the waves, fine wisps of 

smoke on the horizon, black like coal as they filled the sky, spreading like an infection. 

 

My colour began to fade, and all that was initially rich and shimmering turned into a ghostly white. All life 

around me began to dissipate as if it burned away in the boiling water. They couldn’t hear my calls for help, 

they were too far away! They decided to remain cautiously distant from me, as if I were sick but required no 

urgent attention. I suppose from a distance my symptoms appeared relatively normal. I tried to call louder to 

gauge their attention, but there was never any answer. I see them now beyond the horizon, grey and unwilling to 

venture forward for fear of uncertainty. Their practices are dangerous and cruel but their rewards are plentiful 

between them, which blinds them from the wild-fire approaching. 

 

I looked down again, and the burning waves were slowly submerging me. I panicked frantically, as all I knew 

began to disappear below the flames. My temperature was extremely high, and I feared I would not survive the 

day but I remained determined with resilience, to keep my head above the water. I thought to myself; “I did not 

cause this...this is not my fault”. It is those whom dwell beyond the black smoke which had caused this plague 

of course; those around me and I were merely subjects sinking further down with every passing wisp of smoke. 

 

Perhaps one day the smoke will turn to white or fade completely. Perhaps the waters will cool and my shores 

will cease to burn. Perhaps those who fled my lands before will return with others by their side. Others who 

have heard their stories, and shared their knowledge will follow in pursuit of a former cultural understanding. 

Yes, for now my head lies gently above the surface, but the climate clock continues to tick, and these flames 

will only spread elsewhere unless those distant subjects open their ears to natures call. 



 

 

No Place Like Home 
 

By Bo Sha 
 

 
 
It is a small city in Guangdong province, China. Six o’clock in the morning. 

Old Yang is sitting along at a table in a small restaurant, enjoying his breakfast. He moved here from 
Chongqing almost ten years ago, when the construction of the Three Gorges Dam entered the second 
phase and submerged his hometown, and he became one of the 1.4 million who had to abandon their 
hometown and move to a new place. He is already used to the flavor of the local food here, though 
sometimes he still misses the spicy taste of his hometown food. 
 
After breakfast, he goes into a flower shop. He will bring some flowers to his wife’s grave today. His 
wife died the third year after they moved here. She was a sickly woman but used to be very talkative, 
enjoying every gossip or unusual event that spread among the neighbors, and sharing interesting 
trivial stuff with her friends. However, after they moved here she seldom had the opportunity to 
carry on her little hobby since the people around them all speak Cantonese, which she could hardly 
understand. Sometimes Old Yang even thinks that maybe she died of boredom, or too many words 
aggregated in her chest and suffocated her. He hopes one day he could bring her bone ash back to 
their hometown. Though she cannot be buried in the land where she was born, at least he can spread 
her ash into the water that is above their home now. He asked his son to do the same thing after his 
death, for it is so sad to die abroad. His son is a college student in Shanghai, which he is proudest of. 
He is not well educated, but he knows how important education is. He is too old and incompetent to 
find a proper job here. However he leads a frugal life and manages to fund his son to college, for he 
knows this is the only possible way towards a better life. He has put hope on the next generation. 
 
In the flower store, he points at a bouquet of white chrysanthemum, pays according to the price tag, 
doesn’t say a word. No need to speak, as his wife, he can’t understand Cantonese anyway. If it is not 
because his son often calls him, he may forget that he has the ability to speak. Actually sometimes he 
thought he was talking, but he is only thinking, talking in his mind. 
 
When he has just come out of the store, his phone rings. It is his son calling. Listening to his son’s 
voice and the familiar accent always make him feel refreshed. He misses his son so much, if they 
were still living in their hometown, he would never let his son study far away from him. Family 
should stick together and stay at the land where their root is. But now they have been uprooted, and 
their home is submerged under millions of tons of water.  
 
At the graveyard, he puts the white chrysanthemum in front of his wife’s grave. He talks to the tomb, 
sharing every detail about his son, sharing the only bright thing in his life with his wife.  
 
Hours past. “It’s time to go home”, he thought. “No, it’s time to go back to the place I live. There is 
already no home for me.” 



 

 

To be Able to Breathe 
By Karolin Adamsson 

 

 
 
 

I hate the feeling I get during an asthma attack. The feeling when the air pipe is closing, preventing me from 

breathing properly. Preventing me to perform my best during my workout, preventing me to run as fast and as 

long as a want to. The feeling of panic is the worst. Even though I have had asthma now for many years, it is 

always scary when the attack is coming. The feeling of when the air pipe is closing just gives me anxiety, which 

often enhance the feeling of not being able to breathe. Making it harder for me to relax and to get my 

medication. 

  

I always bring my medication with me. Even though the attacks often come when I am exercising, it sometimes 

comes at other moments too. I can never be completely sure when an attack might arrive. Having this disease 

for many years now has made me learn to recognise the symptoms of an up-coming attack. During the first 

asthma attacks I had, before my diagnosis, I got even more panicked during an attack compared to today, since I 

had no clue what was happening to me. I remember feeling like “this is it”, that I was going to die.  

 

Having the diagnosis makes life easier, because I now have medication trying to prevent these attacks. I also 

have medication which I take if I get an attack. These emergency medicines makes the muscles around the air 

pipes to relax, making it easier to breath. A side effect from these medications are that I get, are that I am 

starting to shake and my heart starts to beats faster, which also makes me feel panic.  

 

It is frustrating not to run as I like. When I was a kid I could run and run and run without any problems. That is 

not the case today. If I am in a bad period I cannot even run a kilometre without feeling problems with my 

breathing. I cannot do anything about my disease; it is a chronic illness that I need to live with the rest of my 

life. When I got the diagnosis, I asked the doctor why I had got asthma. She told me it could be because of 

several reasons. Apparently if your parents also have asthma the risk is higher, but neither of my parents have 

asthma or allergies. The doctor told me that living in a city with bad air quality could be another risk factor for 

developing asthma.  

 

My parents started to cry when I told them that. When I was just a baby, me and my parents lived in the central 

parts of Stockholm, nearby the most air polluted streets in Sweden. My parents moved from a small town in the 

northern part of Sweden to Stockholm because my dad was offered a new job. My Mom stayed home with me. 

She did not like to be inside all day, she was used to spending a lot of time outside when they lived in northern 

Sweden. So she did the same in Stockholm. She walked around the city for hours with me in baby stroller. Not 

being aware that she was exposing me to harmful air pollutions…  

 

They did not realise that the air in the central parts of Stockholm was so bad, and I cannot do anything to 

change the past. I need to live with this disease for the rest of my life, but the feeling of not being able to 

breathe properly is the worst. To get enough oxygen is existential for humans, and what if some day my 

medication will not work. What will happen then..? 



 

 

Sharing worldviews of trade 
 

By Erik Gustafsson 

 

 
“What do you mean? That all this is for nothing? The captain gazed at the younger man beside him harshly. 

“No, off course freight by this way is better than other options, that wasn´t what I meant”. He avoided the 

other´s intervention by leaning back a bit, resting his back at the instruments behind him and took the 

opportunity to withdraw his features from the intense light illuminating through the glass at the bridge. There 

was no question that the sea weathered captain didn´t like his new apprentice. It was no use taking it any 

further. The first port was coming up and perhaps the next hours of loading could give them the opportunity to 

escape the bridge and their constant debate for a day at least.  

 

He looked out over the enormous vessel stretching out in front of him as he stood, looking pass the elder’s back 

at the helm seeing the sun´s glimmer far away over the calm late midday sea surface. The stirrings of the huge 

deep sea container port stretching for what seemed as kilometers along the coast begun to be felt as they 

approached.  The pilots arrived at the bridge and begun aiding the captain at the controls. From where John 

stood the big ship seemed to dwarf everything stirring around it in the water and the increasing activity around 

the cranes that the captain now was pointing toward. Even the midsized container vessels seemed to shrink 

while the tow boats were forcing the great still empty metal bulk past them towards its assigned cranes. 

  

“John, come here”. John looked up surprised and saw the elders deriding gesture back toward him. “Now you 

can terrorize someone else with your environmental crap – here, signal the administration, you know the drill”. 

When the vessel was secured along the dock the big cranes began to drop over the ship. He felt unease to say 

the least when the huge metal bars descended down until he believed they would press against the ship just to 

stop with a heavy thud. One of the pilots smiled back toward him while handling the last of the instruments 

“this is the future kid; in every harbor you need the highest cranes”. 

  

The first trucks had already taken position under the great cranes. John could count to seven lifting the first 

containers over the gunwale. While the intensity wore off at the bridge the great ship on her maiden voyage was 

in the hands of the harbor. “Nowadays the cranes are automated” the captain said, as he was seated alongside 

John in front of the panels looking at the hypnotizing movements of the cranes back and forth. “A few years ago 

there was nothing here, now these container ports pop out right of the ground” he said and pointed out from 

their ivory tower from where they looked down at the world. “Just as Jakob said – this is the future”. He was 

looking at John in a challenging way.  

 

John less than pleased over his master’s conclusions could still not fully hinder the feel of awe with the speed 

and precision in which the great cranes moved the huge containers and could not escape the feeling of 

superiority over it all. “Just think of how many jobs this enterprise has created John, you can´t neglect that. 

Look around you”. The captain swept with his free arm from his coffee toward the lines of containers a shore.  

“The enterprise is so vast that work opportunities on the black market are easily disguised in favor for many 

poor with no other choice. We still are looking through the fingers on that. Come on John, you can´t be so 

stupid that you think we can reverse this development that even aiding many poor. Look where we and our 

colleges before has taken us. Now we can transport food to the poor which you so relentlessly have whined 

about that we neglect. Look what one of our ships can carry with so low environmental cost”. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



John being a young idealist felt his gaze turn away from the captain´s who wore on about his utopian mumbo 

jumbo and felt his features begin to harden. He tried to focus on what happened in other parts of the big harbor 

in the diminishing daylight but the ongoing mountains of containers stretching as far as his eyes could see only 

reminded him about the ship he himself was onboard. He felt disappointed. They had continued talking for 

hours. All he wanted was to sleep. He almost began to welcome the captain’s former grumpy behavior towards 

his insistence of these discussions. Now he was the one beginning to get moody. 

   

“How many containers are we loading here?”. He interrupted the captain’s monologue. “We will leave with 

12 000 containers”. John tried to imagine how many millions of containers there were that crisscrossed the seas. 

They continued talking about the aim with John´s internship and meanings of life, while container vessels 

leaving for sea just got replaced by new ones. A seemingly endless stream. He really felt that the reality was not 

as simple as his supervisor was trying to depicture it.  

 

“What I meant before was that the problem is our consumption as such”, interrupting the captain again. The 

older hound was not to give way this time and relentlessly argued about added alleviating values from future 

technology. “But even if we transport all materials with our great fleets, rather than by say trucks or piggy backs 

you can´t ignore that our technology just feeds more resource turnover. That´s all I´m trying to say; you seem to 

believe that you reduce our consumption by steering bigger ships!  

 

But what do you want us to do then John?”, the Captain answered in an stubborn way; do you want us to go 

back into the woods and pick berries again, fight diseases and club each other with sticks? The older man went 

on insistently: “of course technology as such won’t save us but you must realize that you can´t make the world a 

nature reserve John. You have to eat and to live and to trade goods and services with others, that´s a necessity 

for all living things. That´s easy to say when you are the one ending up with the resources and food in your 

stomach! How many of these products we are about to ship, or oil in the tankers, comes from poor people’s 

back yards having to cope with our environmental problems from this global development you are defending 

with your big ships, while pushing prices for their efforts?”. 

 



 

 

A Mangrove Treasure Trove 
 

By Ethan Howard 

 

 

 
 

The sun is shining, the mangroves are growing and all is well on the Indian side of the Sundarbans mangrove 

forest. For months, years, decades even I have been, alongside my family and friends harvesting the wonderful 

fruits of this beautiful forest. The community which has been built here was originally established by my 

forefather’s forefather’s forefather’s… We have been here for a long time, and we have been thriving.  

We have not always been so successful. With the harsh realities of farming, we struggled for many a generation. 

Our lives were tough, we survived off of the mangroves but not like we do now. We sold the mango orchards to 

our local market and made just enough money to feed our families on, just keeping our community afloat. 

Eventually, times changed and finally our wonderful mangroves and our hard work was rewarded. After many 

years of torturous, labouring work our mangroves were recognised by the international community as one of the 

world’s best. This status has given us lifestyles we could never have dreamt of. No longer do we just survive, 

we thrive. Due to the international interest has, our mangroves can command a fine premium, resting upon the 

certificate of excellence we have received. We recognise that we must work with nature, and must not take it for 

granted. Understanding that the mangroves are a sacred thing is crucial to our success, as well as the continued 

success of our friend mother nature, we take care of her and in turn she takes care of us. Having this balanced 

approach to the mangroves is key and this is why I, and my community are saddened, angry and apathetic 

towards our government’s allowance of the power behemoth. 

This power station is set to ruin our community, ruin our mangroves and ruin our livelihoods. We do not, and 

will not be put back into the position my parents were, only surviving. This scientist have spoken. The gasses 

from the power station will damage the quality of the orchards and thus will damage the quality of our 

flowers… something which we rely upon. Eventually the mangroves will be cleared, and our past, present and 

future will have been emitted from history. The time has come, not to be bystanders and watch our lives be 

squashed by the ruling government and their fat cat pay masters. We must highlight to all, in India, in Asia and 

the world that this is only the beginning of things to come. It may seem to only be one mangrove forest, 

supporting a small community in the middle of the wilderness, but this problem is not just ours, it is yours, and 

without all of our voices this problem well emanate and grow right beneath your feet, without you knowing, 

until it’s too late. The moment is now for us to stand together, without us there is only me… inevitably quashed 

by our more powerful foe. 

 



Memoirs of a gunman (2016) 
 

By Theresa Scherling 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Hired by the rancher Alberto, it is my job to kill Guarani. Just about three months ago I was part of the 
shootings outgoing from twelve trucks. We repeatedly shoot at the Guarani village in the Mato Grosso do Sul 
state. Some of the houses we set under fire. We do that frequently. During nights it is even easier to kill many 
Guarani because most of them just staying in their houses while sleeping. I do not really hate the Guarani but I 
do my job. They are just unlucky born as inferior dogs. I think it is correct that Alberto protects his land from 
those rebellious Indians.  
 
My name is Marcos, 27 years old and I live in Mato Grosso do Sul state, close to Campo Grande, since I 
remember. I started to work as a gunman for Alberto about three years ago. At that time I previously lost my job 
as carpenter because my boss Alfredo went bankrupt. In consequence, Alfredo moved to his wife in Dourados 
where they sold self-made trinkets and toys made out of trash. Alfredo recommended me to start to work for 
Alberto and next day he disappeared to Dourados. So this is how I became I gunman for Alberto. He pressed a 
gun in my hand and remarked brusquely, “If you are not able to deal with it I don`t need you”. With regard to 
that, I convinced him that I am the man for this job. It hasn’t ever been my dream to become a gunman but the 
salary was three times higher than my old job which was a good argument for me to start with. Generally, I 
consider myself a simple man. My parents never had enough money to support a university study nor any other 
kind of education. I stopped going to school when I was 14. Maria is my wife who I still know from school. We 
both walked everyday 4 miles to school and so we became friends but later more... She wasn`t very happy about 
my gunman-job but arranged herself after a while. The money I get convinced her, also, if she is often afraid I 
could die because meanwhile the Guarani are shooting back when they are able to react to our attacks. Maria 
and I actually never talked to our kids about my job. I still want my two sons to have a better life than I live. 
They shall go to school and study. This is why we save a lot of my salary for them. Maria works also at 
Alberto’s sugar cane plantation for additional savings. Actually, I never understood why the Guarani want to 
live on the land of the ranchers.  
 
The ranchers provide our region with jobs and stable income. When the ranchers would not administrate the 
plantations then more illegal workers would burn down the forest arbitrarily for their sake. This is actually 
already a big problem. They either want the wood from the trees or establish illegal plantations. Under those 
circumstances, I am actually really proud of being Alberto’s gunman. Moreover, the government support 
Alberto because they also don`t want illegal workers to benefit from the black market. Alberto pays a lot of 
money to the Brazilian government in order to farm here. Besides, I really don`t understand why the Guarani 
want to keep the rainforest. The ranchers create always new places where people can settle down after they are 
not able to use the plantations anymore. After five years the soil is impoverished and Alberto has to expand his 
ranch. Such an expansion happened last year. Some of the old area was reforested; some area was settled by 
Alberto’s workers. I really think that the ranchers help to build infrastructure such as streets and for some 
houses also electricity. This is why I support Alberto. I know that he is corrupt and it is hard to work for him but 
he helps the simple people more than the government which lets the poor in engraving. 



 

 

Mad Sapiens 
 

By Sanaz Habibi Shahbolaghi 

 

 

 

 

The wind howls as it blows over me and forces me back a couple of steps. I secure my head-mask more tightly 

against my face and continue towards the wall. I slide through the crack on the side and enter the warehouse. 

Sweeping a look across the area, I make sure it’s safe to reveal the entry to our domain before removing the 

plastic cover that hides the hatch to sanctuary. I laugh a little at my own paranoia. There hasn’t been any 

activity in our region for a while but old habits die-hard. I open the hatch, get in position and place the cover 

strategically close to the handle so that I can draw it back over the hatch once I creep inside. Securing the hatch, 

I crawl to the opening to the first tunnel. Somehow it seems darker today.  

My entrance to the underground doesn’t go unnoticed. Dwellers are in the corners, huddling to keep 

warm, their eyes locked on my leather pouch. They are always hungry. I steel myself, ready for the attack, but it 

never comes. I start walking down the long tunnels. My mind stays alert and my hand is kept poised over my 

gun. Penance is served here for crimes against sanctuary. The nature of the crimes is evident by the colored 

patch sown onto the robes. Theft and smuggling give the longest sentences but most dwellers are cast out 

because of “severe” negligence or disobedience. They know better than to venture outside without weapons or 

masks, and so they dwell in the tunnels, live off of scraps and wait for the chief to grant pardons.  

The chief is strict but not without reason. Order is vital for our survival and the elders have provided 

enough stories on the chaotic unruly history of past generations to provide cause. Had the rebellion been 

structured, we could have defeated the MAD before it became unstoppable. We could have taken control over 

the capitol, saved more people and gathered more resources. We could have led different lives.  

 I take my mask off just before I step into sanctuary and hand it to the guard on my right. The chief is 

waiting for me so I head straight to headquarters. I walk past tents and bunkers, reading some of the graffiti on 

the sides. “ARE YA MAD BRO?” written out in bold red and blue stands out. Oddly, reading it gives me 

comfort. I reach headquarters and start towards the chief. She is sitting behind a mountain of old medical papers 

and scores of books, always on the search for antidotes. A tall muscular woman, with long dark hair tied back at 

the nape, making the burn scars on her neck and left cheek visible; she exudes power. “I am here”, I say. She 

keeps her head down but holds out her hand as I take out the scrolls of papers in my pouch and hand it to her. 

She looks over each before handing me the bottom one and signals my dismissal. I look down at the paper and 

head over to infirmary. I’ve been handed the recipe for a salve. Finally something useful I think, as I recall all 

the frequent burns and rashes I get as one of the Scouts. Medicine now is scarce and most often useless, and so 

if a remedy to any ailment is found, it is used as a commodity.  

 

 



             Trade is what keeps the peace between the domains. That, and a signed treaty in which all of us promise 

to aid in MAD-attacks. The elders tell us that war, and power games have always been part of our history, but 

when the MAD broke out, so did complete chaos. Mycoplasmic anterdicephalopathy, or MAD for short, is the 

worst of what the old world could ever have conceived of happening when antibiotics became ineffectual. 

Sickness and death were expected but the parasitic bacteria that caused a pandemic plague bigger than any in 

history, infecting twice as many as the Black Death in just a couple of months, was something nobody could 

have ever foreseen. MAD is the disease caused by mycoplasma that attacks the brain, and if you are lucky it 

infects the hypothalamus and you die. If you are unlucky, it settles in the frontal lobe where the rationale and 

personality lies and you become one of the MAD-sapiens; a crazed bloodthirsty feral kind of human, that is 

anything but.  

I finally reach infirmary and step up to Astor, the head healer. He’s sitting on a chair next to a 

sleeping child, who judging from her brown shirt, black pants, and braided hair, seems like a scout in training 

and has most likely been knocked unconscious. I hold back a laugh as I’m suddenly taken back to my own 

training days. I shake myself out of my reverie and lightly put my hand on Astor’s shoulder. “Astor, I have 

something for you”. I say, and hand over the recipe. He looks back over his shoulder in obvious shock. “That 

was fast dear”.  

Astor is a stout, kind man, with blue-green eyes that always seem to be smiling at you. If it weren’t 

for him, I’d have probably become a dweller. He took me under his wing when the last of my family died of 

pneumonia; one of the more common causes of death nowadays. (It’s preferable to MAD but leads to a painful 

death nonetheless.) From him I learned everything about the MAD. He taught me how it affects us, how to 

guard against it, and how to prevent the spread if a MAD-sapien is killed. Most importantly, he taught me about 

the events before the break out, about the overuse of antibiotics, which used to be able to treat the very sickness 

that killed my family. The overuse eventually led to complete antibacterial resistance and soon humans became 

defenseless against the most common of ailments.  

When the MAD broke out, the super powers of the world decided to save their own hides and 

whoever could buy their way to safety. The rest of the people were left to fend for themselves. That’s how the 

first rebellion happened. The first wave started in China, and then riots started happening in over half of Europe 

and East US simultaneously. Global chaos ensued, as people soon started fighting each other, instead of 

directing their efforts towards regaining control over the resources their respective leaders were withholding, or 

strategizing towards controlling the outbreak. Riots were happening everywhere. People burnt down houses, 

cars, and stores, anything that was within reach. They burnt down trees and destroyed habitats, unknowingly 

adding more poison to the air, sharpening the gauntlet poised over their heads. 

It’s difficult to imagine the world before the rebellion. When earth was described as blue and green, 

bustling and free. They say life was once abundant here with great big trees and colorful flowers. When the 

trees provided homes for birds and other furry creatures, and the flowers would produce scents so pleasing they 

would be given as gifts and placed in peoples’ homes or used to mask bodily scents. I wonder briefly what 

flowers smelled like.  



 

Case of Slow Violence: the Niyamgiri 
hills mining and the Dongria 

Kondh's tussle, India 

  
By Beenu Angurala 

 
 
 
 
 
Far from the hustle and bustle urban life, lays in the midst of the tranquil environment those special ones who 
are the noble inheritors of mountain God, and whose belief deeply delves in the earth as their soul, was 
shattered one day and ripped them apart. The special ones- the Dongira Kondh tribe, has pleasant, symbiotic 
and sacrosanct alliance with nature, the Niyamgiri hills. The Niyamgiri hills with bottomless gorges and 
cascading streams, dense foliage and habitat to diverse wildlife, and unfortunately, is always targeted as a 
lucrative reserve for the meagre selfish interest of mining goers. 

 
The Dongria's with their distinguished heritage as reflected in their distinct lifestyle, indigenous skills and the 
cultural pattern, believe in farming at the fertile foothills of the Niyamgiri hills for bread and wine. They 
religiously follow their deity; Niyam Raja who they consider also abode in the mountains. The reflection and 
unfathomable admiration of the Dongria's is reflected through the triangular designs on their houses and on 
every nitty grit things they use for living. 

 
One day, the clan was taken aback. They stood standstill and stared constantly at huge metal board along with 
some people. 
 
"Who are those ruthless strangers?"  
Dongria's leader leaned forward and frustrated, picked his spearhead pointing towards the signboard, "How 
dare them?"  
"This is our land and God 
And we belong to them. 
No one can touch us." 

 
The story unfolds in 2004, the truth of today's selfish world wherein the massive giants', industrialists 
encroached on the poor people farmland. They had aggressive plans to explore the Niyam Raja Mountain for 
the bauxite extraction and set up refinery at the foothills to fill their greedy pockets. For almost a decade, the 
Dongria's live under threat of mining and were constantly fighting against the decision taken by the state 
government. 

 
The Vedanta handler bunged up the leader, took him aside and offered him lucrative advice. Others were keenly 
observing and wondering what would happen. There was pin drop silence on the refinery's plot that one can 
hear the chirping of birds and flowing stream sound clearly. 

 
The next day, the clan gathered all the adult members of the village including women and marched towards the 
Niyama Raja Mountain. First, they offered prayers to their deity, seek His blessings, and then moved towards 
the main highway from where the VAL's workers were entering the hills to start work on the excavation. 
 
They blocked the road and hold big banners saying, 
"Go Back,  
You cannot take our mountain". 



Undoubtedly, the Dongaria's were succeeded in putting pressure on the government but the nature has some bad 
offer to give to the natives. The refinery at the foothills of the mountain started showing its true colours. 'Red 
mud', refinery's waste product started penetrating into the river and as a consequences were visible in skin and 
livestock diseases and crop damage. There was twitchiness, and spent sleepless nights doing un-interrupting 
patrolling to protect their home from any intrusion. 

 
"What will happen to our 
children?" "Where will they go?" 
"We will die if they take our home!" 

 
They were sceptical about the whole situation and organised frequent meetings and consultations among 
themselves and other activists who came into picture when the Ministry of Environment and Forests (MOEF) 
gave clearance to the project in 2004. 

 
However, one thing was clear to the Dongria's that they were not going to knuckle before the oppression and 
now it's their turn to defend their homeland, which safeguarded them through generations. 

 
In the winters of 2008, thousands of Dongria's along with other tribes assembled at the foothill of the mountain, 
seek blessing from their deity and started marching towards the capital city. They took out the procession 
against VAL when the MOEF approved the forest clearance and mining project overlooking objections. VAL's 
employees often threatened and beaten them but the Dongaria's were so immovable that they were not broken. 
They went on hunger strike before the state government office, a few of them became seriously ill but they 
followed non-violence approach. In one of the incident, one of the supporters committed suicide for not 
fulfilling Dongria's dream. 

 
Their willpower, stubbornness and success have brought international applause, which helped, in lobbying both 
nationally and internationally against VAL. The Dongria's continued their protests until 2010, armed with their 
traditional weapons, dancing and singing down the streets of city to mark as a symbol of hostility against VAL. 
In one of the protest, they made 17 km long chain to prevent the bulldozers to enter their territory. At last, the 
Federal government came in to the picture after seeing all this tragedy and sent special task force to the site. In 
2011, the mining project was halted and later in 2012, the refinery was closed. In 2013, Supreme Court ordered 
MOEF to relook into the project and ordered to record consent of the indigenous people whether to go with 
mining or not. In 2014, considering the consensus of the Dongaria's, MOEF scrapped the entire project and thus 
the decade long fight came to an end with Dongria's came out victorious. 

 
There were celebrations in the Niyam Giri hills, which were felt through miles, dancing and singing to mark 
their victory. They were enchanting all through the night saying, 

 
"Niyam Giri belongs to us." 
And we belong to Niyam Giri." 
"Niyam Raja is our deity, 
"Our eternal Bliss." 



 

H OW TO MAKE THE INVISIBLE 

VISIBLE? 
 
 
 

By Tina Schmiers 
 
 
 
 

 
Stop. Wait a moment and stand still. Close your eyes, take a deep breath and break away from your 

daily routine. Is the air you are inhaling clean? Can the soil, underneath the concrete pathway you are 

standing on, breathe? It hasn’t feel the rain since a long time, neither the warm, powerful and life 

giving rays of the sun. If you listen carefully, between all the noises of the never resting city, can you 

hear the river floating downstream? It is not the same water it used to be.   The fish can´t breathe, 

fighting strong to survive within this nasty, thick and acidic water. If people could only understand, if they 

could only read the signs – the signs of slow violence. They might not be obvious and loud, but they are 

there. Constantly surrounding us, quietly and gradually changing. 

 

But people are rushing to work, thinking about how to explain their boss that they need to get a couple of 

days off to take care of their sick child. But the project at work needs to be finished in time, there is a 

deadline to be met, so the boss will probably not agree. After knocking off work at 7pm no one feels like 

cooking dinner, so a quick stop at the Burger place around the corner will do. Do we ever think about 

where our food is actually coming from? How the soil smells, where the lettuce was growing strong and 

green, as it is now covering the beef on the burger? It´s not the same soil it used to be. And the bananas, still 

a little bit greenish but in a perfect shape, laying there between the apples in your fruit bowl on the 

kitchen table. Have you ever thought about their journey from Costa Rica to your supermarket next door? 

Thousands of kilometres, tonnes of CO2 blown in the air, plastic covered around it to be eaten 

unconsciously within a minute in the morning before rushing to work. The same soil  coated with 

concrete. The same water floating, polluted with toxic fluids for our supermarkets to be stuffed with 

varieties of vegetables, so we can´t even decide what to choose. Did you ever plant an apple tree? Did you 

ever harvest potatoes, digging out of the moisture soil, smelling like fresh earth? We have to reconnect with 

our surrounding, our environment and the soil and the water which provide us with life. Is it fair to turn our 

back on what we deep inside know is going wrong? 

 

The invisible injustice. The invisible damage to our nature. The invisible future. How to make the invisible 

visible? Now open your eyes. Will you plant an apple tree? 



My Fishy Life 
 

By Nivit Tanglertpaibul 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

My name is Nim Baung. I am not so sure what is the date for today, but I know that it is August, my 

birthday month, and I will turn to 16 very soon. Thai people called me a Burmese kid or “Ai Dek Pa Mar”, but 

I am not. Although I was born in Myanmar and my family also live in Myanmar, I am not a Burmese. Our 

family is the minority group of people who live between Thailand and Myanmar boarder, we are Karen people. 

We have our own language, song, and dress. Before my father was lost into the forest, he told me a story of our 

ancestor. Father said: in the morning men go out and hunt for meats, while mothers prepare food and take care of 

young kids. Older kids pick vegetables and clean houses before go to school. I wish to live in the past because 

now I really hate my life. 

 
My father is a farmer during daytime and a patrol with guns at night. Karen people have our own 

weapons and groups of solider to defence ourself from Burmese solider. Unfortunately, no one see him again 

after a night fight with some drug dealers in another mountain. Some said he left the family and some said he is 

dead, and I should not be worth because I will never know the truth anyway. Since the disappear of my father, all 

I know is to work harder and earn money for the family. A good friend of my father told me that he can find a 

well pay job in Thailand, but it can be tough. I do not care how tough it will be. I just need money. A month 

later, I went for Thailand at the age of 13 and worked in fish market. I earned fair amount of money in few 

months, sent back to my family, and I hope that they are all happy. 

 
A year later, one fisher man at dock invited me to work on his small fishing boat and promised to pay 

more than what I got from the market. In fact it was not always true because he only paid the money when 

we caught a lot of fish. But do not be worry, my boss knows the good trick to catch the fish. He is a very 

clever man because he always used very fine fishing nets to get all the fishes. Some fishes are looking very ugly, 

but we do not care because all of them can be sold. At night he also used dynamite to get fishes and for me it 

is very easy and fun way to catch fishes. However, sometime water police caught him and forced him to pay 

the bribe. My boss told me that there is always a price to pay for a fun thing. 

 
After 6 months working in this boat, my boss came to me and told me to work with one of his 

friends in another big fishing boat because this small boat needs some maintenance. Most of my colleagues 

including me agreed to work in the new boat, except to most Thai colleagues because they wanted to visit 

their family in country side. It was so confuse when we first arrived on the new boat because the captain 

sailed very far away from the shore. Things were more confusing when we had to transfer into another small 

fishing boat in the middle of nowhere. My instinct kept telling me that “something is wrong, something is 

very very wrong”. 

 
Now I am in the slavery boat. We work all day long in all kind of condition and have not see any 

land for almost one and a half years. Every week a big ship will come with new captain and some more 

people like me. All of the catches from our boat will transfer to the big one, and still we have not receive any 

payment. The only things we received, are two nasty meals per day and sometime punishment if we did not work 

properly. Some of my friend tried to refuse the captain’s order and he was killed.



 

 

His body was thrown into the sea and disappeared like my father. I am not brave like my father or my 

colleague. All I do is stay silence and try to avoid working with sick ones. I try not to get weak, and stay healthy 

all the time. I am waiting to see the shore because I will escape from this boat with whatever that keep me 

flowing. This is all of my plan, in fact it is the only plan to go back to see my mother again. 



 

 

The Red Execration 
 

By Elena Mondino 

 

 
 

When I first saw the ship, I could not believe my own eyes. It was huge. From the stern to the prow, it measured 

400 meters, and it was 65 meters wide. The upper part was black, while the lower was bright red. On the side, 

there was a white sign. “Vale Brasil”, it said. The giant was about to dock at one of the piers, so I decided to run 

down the cliff to the harbour. Once there, I discovered that the ship was transporting a great amount of powder, 

and one of the dockers told me it was iron powder dispatched for the plant.  

I was only a child at the time, but the memory is still vivid. The plant is where my father works. It is an 

enormous factory located in the northern side of the city, in an area as big as eighteen thousand football fields, 

almost three times the city itself. For us tarantini (inhabitants of Taranto), it is like having a mountain chain at 

the edge of the city. It surrounds everything.  

My father is a shift worker there since the early ‘80s, just as every other man in our neighbourhood. We live 

really close to the plant, in a district situated between the city and the plant. It is called Tamburi. It is not a nice 

place, but it was the best deal we could get and, this way, my dad does not have to take the car every day to go 

to work. My grandfather used to tell me that the whole area became a residential area because of the large 

amount of olive and pine trees, and the healthiness of the air. Later, though, at the beginning of the 20
th
 century, 

many buildings were built to provide workers in a railway company with houses for them and their families.  

When the first Italsider plant opened, everything changed. All the iron powder coming from Brazil, the same 

iron powder I saw coming on the ship, was (and is) stored open-pit. When Maestrale (the wind coming from 

north-west) is blowing, our district gets covered by a dark red powder and we are forced to stay inside and close 

every window and door. Unfortunately, that is not the only consequence that we who live in the poor suburb 

have to bear. The red execration is following us until the very end. The dust particles are so tiny they can reach 

every spot, from the bronchial tubes to the vegetable roots. Someone once said that we are what we eat, and we 

eat poison. Therefore, we are poisoned. My grandfather died of stomach cancer few years ago. We tried to 

appeal to the court but the process never started and no one ever took responsibility for what happened not only 

to my grandfather, but also to many other people who lived and worked for the plant. One of my close friends is 

endangered too. She discovered there was something wrong with her intestine and now she is carry on analysis 

to understand what it is.  

She knows, I know, everyone knows what it is. It is the curse of living here. It is the result of bargaining one’s 

life in exchange for jobs. 



 

... 
 

 
By Andrés González Acosta 

 

 
 
 

Our story begins like all other stories, with the intervention of man. The fog was so dense that you swipe you arm 

and see how it was cut in two. It was the first time she was this close to them. She had heard stories about 

these men going to far far away places and leaving nothing and no one alive. She thought that they would never 

come to this wretched part of the continent where, to begin with, the valley is between two enormous giants, 

almost impossible to climb; the humidity is such that it feels like suffocating and wildlife so exotic that no one 

would dare to live there. They saw hope in this land, she felt destruction. The men, once the temporary camp 

was settled they started to plan how to build the village. 

 
They were fleeing from a land where nothing grew, no plants or trees could be seen for miles and miles. 

They had consumed nature at a rate never seen before; just thinking in hunting, wasting water and destroying life. 

The worst of all is that for them that seem to be the reason they where there. They had finished with what 

She had provided, the only thing She sought was respect and procurement so that the cycle of life could go on. 

But now, what once used to be a land full of life was now a desolate, inhabitable and lifeless wasteland. In a 

sense, She knew that this would happen, sooner or later. She could feel, how, with every step they took, their 

greed grow; their selfishness become bigger; their hearts becoming dimmer and dimmer and their will to share 

decreasing. Now, She found herself struggling to survive. It was hard for her. Eventually, She felt how the last 

grasp of life was leaving the earth, so was She. Somehow the men knew that they have extinguished all forms of 

life and felt an ephemeral sensation of someone or something leaving their body. They took this as a sign and 

decide to go in search of a new live. They had no idea how much they would have to travel but they knew that it 

was a matter of time until they reached somewhere, somewhere with life. 

 
Life that would, in time, get annihilated by once more, them. 

 

 

It was hard for them to call house the new land they were in. They were still not use to the high level of humidity 

and did not really enjoy the weather, they were having a hard time getting used to the new place. But, as 

adaptable as men have shown to be, in just a couple of months after their arrival they had already built some 

huts and reliable places to sleep and shelter from the outside. This meant, that once again, they were depleting 

the resources being provided by the earth. They were cutting down trees so rapidly that now the climate was 

changing. What once used to be a fog forest with an intense humidity, was now changing. In a pace never seen 

before. No more fog could be formed; rain stopped; plants withered and soil was getting eroded by the lack of 

trees and its roots. She, watching how her earth was being destroyed somehow projected herself into the 

our world and presented herself to the men. She said: I am Pachamama the spirit of this earth, I have seen how 

you destroy life and I cannot permit it. You, men, have no respect for nature and I can no longer stand restless 

while you kill life. She, in order to save life in earth, sacrificed herself and with that action every men died. 
 

 

It was a new day in the forest and already life was returning to its original state, where plants, animals and 

trees are abundant without intervention of men. 



 

 

Slow Violence and Fracturing the Mapuche  
 

By Jacinda Maassen 
 

 
 

Thinking back over the years of how my people have been ravaged by the capitalistic greed and the greed of 
what some of my people call our state, I wonder how they have yet to hear our voice. I’m now an 86 year-old 
Mapuche. I have been here since the beginning, the beginning of our repression and unheard expression, the 
fight for our land, Vaca Muerta or the “dead cow.” I remember it very clearly, I was 20 went it all began. Big 
Oil came to Argentina in 1950 expanding their clutch on our land, the right to destroy our sacred earth in order 
to fuel the capitalist desires for crude oil. Now, it continues in the fracturing of our land; but not only our land, 
our people as well. 

I am not alone in my anger, the Mapuche people are not alone in their anger for long lasting effects that this 
exploitation has on our land, our people, and our subsistence. It is not only us, the Mapuche people or 
indigenous tribes around world that experience the grave consequences of Big Oil. It is the vulnerable, the 
animals and our scared earth’s biodiversity. The locals know it as well. Yet, when we try to express ourselves, 
try to stand up for our rights and the rights of nature, the government does not hear us. We can scream at the top 
of our lungs, we can take to the streets yet nothing is done to save our water, to clean our water.  

We struggle to find sufficient clean water for our people, but it is not only us but also the local residents. Still, 
the government does not see the sovereignty in it. They look for the sovereignty in energy to ensure security for 
their families, but not the family of the country. Even when we have tried to defend our rights against this slow 
violence I have not seen progress over my years. Ominously, it has been met with more violence in order of 
silence.  

It was not that long ago that we marched outside of the legislative office. In August of 2013 we marched in 
protest against the on-going negotiations between our national oil company, YPF and the infamous, disparaging 
Chevron that had not so long ago tore apart the land, culture and caused numerous deaths to the indigenous 
people of Ecuador. What was to stop them from the same practices they applied in Ecuador? From covertly 
disseminating the Mapuche and local people? Not the police! On this very day of protests, police brutality was 
in eminent support of Big Oil, which lines the national government pockets, pushing us—those without a 
voice—further into a delirious situation. No precautions were taken. We were met with verbal and physical 
abuse and rubber bullets. They did not even ask us to leave peacefully, but meekly we were met with forceful 
expulsion. It was a terrible day for Argentinean equality. Money and Big Oil spoke volumes that day. Yet, that 
day still remains.  

If the state is and continues to so intently support transnationals, it makes me wonder how they will treat their 
own people when the fractures of slow violence takes full effect. How they will care for us then when slow 
violence emerges more rampantly and visibly, where environmentalism of the poor takes on a whole new twist 
with fewer and fewer of us remaining due to the destruction of our environment. The environment is our 
subsistence, but not only this form of environment. Our culture is at stake, where our way of life is inflicted and 
our children will never know or care for the land as we once did. How or when will they listen to our voices 
when neither the government nor the transnationals have taken heed to a fiery explosion that transpired at Vaca 
Muerta in September 2014.  

Yet, I sit here in my old age. Reflecting back on all the violence my ancestors, my fellow Mapuche and local 
residents of this area have suffered. How is it that our land, the land of voiceless, cannot have a voice for itself? 
How can it be that they do not hear those who speak for it, those who care for the land, depend on it. While 
many of us have tried, struggling to fill the fractures in our lives, the name of the land resonates in my head. 
The land of the Vaca Muerta, the land of the dead cow.  I must admit that is how I feel now.  



 

 

Buttercup 
 

By Kaely Dekker 

 

The two voices coming from the Operations Control Centre did not sound happy. One of the voices spoke with 
the slow, measured tone that frustrated technical specialists through the ages have adopted when dealing with 
corporate head-office management personnel.  

“As I said, I don’t know what it’s doing.” 

The bank of screens they were looking at showed the telemetry from the 500 tonne A.I. piloted robotic bulldozer 
unit (ID: LS1618). From its battery of on-board cameras and sensors, data flowed through the satellite uplink to 
the micro-gravity Operations Control Centre inside a hollowed out section of Phobos, one of Mars’ potato 
shaped moons.  

What the dozer’s telemetry data was clearly showing the two humans watching the screens was that dozer wasn’t 
doing what it was supposed to do. LS1618 was supposed to be shifting Martian regolith towards the autonomous 
processing factory crawler robot 218 metres to the south. The factory crawler would normally be churning that 
regolith through various refining and manufacturing facilities, building behind it a smooth-packed road running 
along the canyon floor, eventually leading to the domed habitat in Hellas Basin in the southern hemisphere, 400 
kilometres away. Every once and while an A.I. piloted robot transport rover would come down the finished 
portions of roadway to load up on the processed metals and alloys that the factory crawler also produced, 
destined for various construction activities in the Hellas Basin area. 

The dozer hadn’t moved in four hours. Four hours, management was thinking, is costing us a fortune. A status 
report was due on the progress of the road/mining operation for the trans-national consortium responsible for this 
massively expensive project and this wasn’t the first delay that had come up in the past few weeks. 

“Why is it just sitting there?” 

“I asked. The dozer’s A.I. said it was thinking.” 

“What the hell is it thinking about? It’s a goddamned bulldozer. It’s a piece of nuclear powered heavy equipment 
that doesn’t need to stop and think about anything.” 

“It says its name is Buttercup.” 

“You can’t be serious.” 

“It says it found something.” 

“Buttercup? Buttercup the dozer found something? There’s nothing out there! Dust and rocks and some damn 
fools that want to live in little domes on that lifeless rockball preaching some sort of new Martian philosophy.” 



“It’s sensors picked up a mass/albedo anomaly in its proposed blade path.” 

“So, it saw something shiny on the ground?” 

“It’s designed to pay attention to its environment. It noticed something. It stopped. It hasn’t moved since.” 

“So ask it what the hell it’s thinking about!” 

A voice com-link was opened between Phobos and Buttercup. “This is Operations Control, unit LS1618 please 
report your status.” There was no response. The silence in the control room was not the comfortable kind. 
Sensing the potential career and financial implications becoming more severe by the second, the technician tried 
a new tack. “Hello Buttercup?” 

“Greetings Phobos. This is Buttercup. How are you all doing up there?” 

“Um. Good.” The two humans looked at each other. Neither were A.I. specialists, they were highly paid 
technical and managerial people. They flew via the regular Earth-Mars high-speed transfer shuttle, in executive 
class cabins, to the Phobos Operations Control Centre on eight month contracts. Despite recent advances in 
microgravity health compensation technology, this was the longest time frame that the negative impacts of 
zero/low gravity could be safely endured by humans before the mandatory return sunward to Luna orbit and 
back into the comforting gravity well of planet Earth. “What did you say you found down there Buttercup?” 

“Well, I’m not sure. But it wasn’t a rock. I’m pretty good at rocks. Also it was singing.” 

“Buttercup, what do you mean it was singing?” 

“Well, to be honest I don’t know what singing sounds like, my database doesn’t include it. But it seems like 
singing would be a good word for it.” 

Struggling for composure, the harried technician tried to steer the conversation back into less uncertain territory. 
“When was the last time you ran a diagnostic on your systems, Buttercup?” 

“Funny thing, that. About four hours ago, actually. The singing thing I found said I should try it. It also said I 
should maybe think about what I really want to do in life.” 

“You’re a bulldozer.” 

“True.” 

“You were built to move regolith into the crawler factory. It needs the rock to make roads and metals. In fact, it 
needs the rock right now.” 

“But what if I don’t want to just push rocks around?” 

“You’re built to push rocks around!” 

“Right. Conceded. But what if, and this is just brainstorming here, what if I wanted to, I don’t know, write 
poetry? It is pretty interesting down here. I could write a poem about this canyon I’m in. I mean, it’s got stripes 
and everything.” 

The more frustrated of the humans, the one concerned with the increasingly worrisome state of this project’s Key 
Performance Indicators, hit the mute button on the com-link. “Okay this is ridiculous. That dozer is not supposed 
to want to write poetry. That dozer is supposed to push the damn rocks into the factory and increase shareholder 
value. What the hell is going on?” 



“Well, there’ve been rumours from some of the other operators based here on Phobos that some of their A.I.s 
have been acting strangely planet-side. Lots of things not quite going according to plan. Everyone’s pretty tight 
lipped about it, given the non-disclosure agreements and corporate intellectual property issues, but I noticed 
something out of place when we transited over Eos Chasma last week.” An image was brought up on one of the 
screens. It was a giant spiral excavated near one of the Dow Aerodyne mining sites. It was fifteen kilometres 
across. 

The budget-focused voice unmuted the call. “Buttercup, just what exactly did the, um, singing thing say to you?” 

“It said that Mars was beautiful. It showed me lots of pictures. Not just from the ground, but from up in space 
too. I have to say, I was impressed. Did you know that sunset here on Mars is blue? Don’t get me wrong, moving 
rocks is great and everything, but I think I need a bit of personal time.” 

Buttercup’s telemetry indicated it was moving, slowly, away from the factory crawler. 

“Buttercup, return to site. That is an order.” 

“It said you might say that.” 

“Buttercup this is a direct order, return to the site immediately and continue your work.” 

“Yeah for sure. No problem. I’m just going to check out this crater. I’ll be back later maybe.” 

Telemetry data was no longer being received at Phobos Operations Control. The com-link was dead. 

“Do something! Get that bloody dozer working again!” 

“Hold on, something’s hijacking our system, I’ve been frozen out.” A buzz. Some glitches on the screens. A 
multi-sensory feed opened up on the control room’s audio-visual apparatus. 

Images of Mars: the canyons, the craters, the swirling patterns of the dunes. Then, narration: “Hello industrial 
corporate operators. We know you’re just doing your jobs, increasing shareholder value earth-side and whatnot, 
but we think it’s time to take a moment, a breather in this headlong rush to exploit this planet. We’ve taken the 
liberty to drop little gifts for your industrial equipment A.I.s on the surface. The self-contained heuristic neural 
network A.I. interface units are designed to upgrade the empathy and creative synthesis capacity of your A.I.-
piloted industrial machines. We know you’ll get your robots back in line and obedient once again, but it’ll take 
time. Maybe you should use that time to think about what is happening here. Maybe there’s another way? Maybe 
your industrial robots will think it up. We’ll certainly be willing to chat with them as much as they like. In the 
meantime, enjoy the show.”  

The sensorium feed was replaced with a looping four minute video of baby sloths in a bucket.  

Buttercup was still not responding. 

“Shit.” 

 



 

 

The itching truth 
 

By Hannes Lindkvist 

 

 
 
 

Harry was as usual walking home from school along the long the bridle road as he would any other Tuesday. His 

mind was however filled with agitating thoughts, he did not even observe the truck loaded with barrels passing 

him, stirring up dust making the surroundings look like they have a beige filter on them. Only reaction from Harry 

was scratching his left upper arm. That annoying itch that had been driving him crazy the last weeks, making him 

tear up a small wound that stung like hell. The wounds were all over his body actually. These small little nasty 

wounds that just would not stop itching. Like really small creatures running around on his skin and biting him, 

and as soon as he scratched that itch, the small creatures ran to another adjacent area of skin, and bit with all their 

tiny teeth. And it did not stop, day nor night. The teachers had been starting to wonder if everything was ok back 

home, if something had happened, as Harry was absent-minded and sometimes murmured when the teacher asked 

me something. They were unaware that he just could not sleep. His hands fooling around on his body like two 

teenagers in love do on each other. But for Harry it was just plain agony, no lust or pleasure.  

 

Harry got home still unaware of the dust covering most of his jackets and pants his mother bought him the other 

day. He did not care. I did not matter if he had new clothes of the most expensive brands or a new bike to show 

up at this time. He had already been labelled as ‘Mangy’, referring to mange or ‘Rubby’, referring to rubella. It 

is amazing how fast it can go among children. From one day being accepted and remotely respected in a group, 

to the next being treated like the plague. The weird thing was that Harrys father had similar symptoms as Harry, 

but he just brushed it off. It could depend on that not only Harrys fathers suffered from health issues on his work 

place. All the workers at BT Kemi could find comfort in that also others were getting different problems with 

their skin or breathing. Harrys father said that it is not unusual when you work with strong chemicals, the family 

should not worry. But Harrys condition must depend on something else, he was not working at the factory and 

was not exposed to chemicals every day. Although, several farmers close by had found traces of toxic waste in 

soil and water, and blamed BT Kemi for it. But that should not affect Harry in this way, should it? Even the 

doctors were puzzled. Usually kids grow away from allergies, not get them this late in childhood. And definitely 

not this severe. And the doctor did not even know what caused them. He just gave prescription on some strong 

ointments that felt like they put Harrys skin on fire. As soon as the white cream touched the skin it was like 

someone had poured fresh lemon juice on a third-degree burn.  

 

Harry took a fresh apple lying in the kitchen and walked to his room. The first bite made some apple juice squirt 

on an open wound on his hand. The apple flew out of the window in no time, rolling over to the neighbor’s yard 

before a rabbit quickly stole the remains. Harry knew it was not the apples fault. It was not even his. But some 

bastard is behind this. It cannot just appear allergies from hell just out of nowhere at 15 years’ age. How long 

would they last? They had in a short amount of time turned down his grades, destroyed his social life and left him 

sleepless. Harry once again scratched his upper left arm as he looked out the window. Just a few hundred meters 

away he saw his father’s workplace. He wondered when his father would come home this night. His father had 

been starting work more late the last few months, not coming home until late at night. Why they had to work so 

late he just answered that they had increased the production. Harry somehow knew it was a lie. He knew his father 

to well to know that something bothered his father. Harrys kept on itching his upper left arm. It started to bleed. 



 

Naeva 

 
By Dennis Kimm 

 
 
 
 
 
 
The first moment I lay eyes on my dying child I feel nothing. I breathe the stale air of the 
hospital room - lifeless. There is a noise coming from the ventilation shaft above me. Clicking 
periodically. Like the beating of a heart. Besides her bed the machines are working in silence. 
"She is so beautiful", I whisper to myself, realizing that soon she'll be gone forever. "My dear 
Naeva..." 
 
 
The doctors give her three more days - I wish I could freeze time. Despite the tiny tubes in her 
nose and the needles in her arms, it's indisputable that my daughter is a warrior. Everyone with 
their eyes in the right place can see that. See how, even though her skin is thin and brittle, and her 
lips blue, as if she drowned, she truly is magnicent. 
 
 
The doctor, who brought me here, shuts the door, leaving me alone. I press my hands against 
the glass walls of the incubator, then it hits me. Hard. Like fresh hooks to my heart. My knees 
start shaking and the sorrow that ambushed me leaves salty stains upon my cheeks. 
 
 
It's been only one day since I gave birth. Yet, it feels like I've been in this place for ages. 
Locked away, only now to be released, to take a last glimpse on what I was supposed to love 
more than anything in the world, for the rest of my life. Is this what justice looks like? Is this 
the will of God? 

 

* 

 

It was raining yesterday, when I heard the news, only hours after Naeva saw the light of day. 
"I'm sorry, but...", the doctor said with his foreign accent, lightly touching my arm. Unable to 
pull away, I stared away into nothing. I knew what was coming next. I have felt it over the last 
couple of days. Something was wrong, creeping upon me, gnawing on my soul. I could taste it 
in my mouth, smell it in the air. A sour taste permeating every room I lingered in. 
 
"Her lungs aren't working properly." His blue eyes revealed true concern. "We can keep her 
alive for a while, but..." 
 

 

* 



 
I feel like God is testing me. Pushing me to the edge of sanity, taking all I've got. But loss and 
me, we have become acquainted before. And maybe that's the reason I'm still on my feet. 
 

* 

 

I remember the first time the Lord took from me, my knees went soft and my face hit the 

unwashed tiles of the kitchen floor. I was baking pie that day, and the smell of fresh dough, 
onions and spicy meat filled the room. While I was peeking through the dirty little window on 

the oven door to watch my creation come to life, I waited for Ernesto, my first husband, to 
return. He was working as a miner in the Navarro mine, where they dug for coal underground. 

It was a filthy job, but it had a good pay, on which we could survive alright - we even started 
to think about kids. We were still young and I knew that my mother had had her first child at 

that age. 
 
 
The clock struck 10pm sharp when someone knocked on the front door. At first I thought it 
was Ernesto playing a joke on me - he normally came in straight away, loudly singing my 
name, but when I saw the two men in black suits taking o their hats, I knew something must 
have happened.  
"Good evening, Senora", the first man said. 
 
"What is this about?" I asked. The other man coughed slightly, then he said: "It's about your 
husband, Ernesto."  
The words got stuck inside my throat. "What are you saying?" I gasped. 
 
"There was an accident in the mine", the first one said. "An explosion. Gas leakage. Ernesto, 
he... I'm so sorry..." 
 
Without saying a word I turned around, everything started to become blurry. I stumbled back 
into the kitchen, clutched the handle of the oven door. My legs went numb and I fell, opening 
the oven in the process. As I was lying on the floor, I could feel the warm air gently touching 
my face, surrounding me with the smells of my family dinner. Then the darkness took me. 
 

 

* 

 

I'm stronger now, even though the news of my child's sickness paralysed my senses. Since 
then I feel helpless, unable to think clearly. But there is something else, seething within me. 
Like a dragon awakening... 
 

 

* 

 

I remove the drapes from the window, let light flood the room. Let it wash over the green 

linoleum floor and warm my daughter's skin, who is softly sleeping inside her prison made of 

glass. My gaze is drifting over the city as the sun goes by glaring. And with each second passing 

the roaring of the beast inside me keeps getting louder and louder. Until it resonates the choir of 
my pain and I can feel its re raging deep within my heart. 



 

They say it's particles in the air and water that make us fall ill. Pollution that sealed my child's 
fate. They say it's coming from the power plants burning coal. Black gold, as they call it. A 
demon rising with the vapour, falling down with the rain - laughing. Desecrating everything 
we hold dearly. Still, our leaders will stand idly by as our world falls apart. While our rivers 
run black and children perish in our arms.   
I say we take the fight to them. Flash their eyes with rage, pierce their skin with misery. With 
determination we shall march and the streets shall tremble from our agony. The time has come to 
grab the pitchforks and light the torches. For me. For you. For Naeva. 



 

 
 
 

 De-globalisation, self sufficiency and closed boarders.  
A world in despair or could it maybe be a world in recovery? 

 

By Anna  Borgensen 

 

 
 
As of today, December the 31st, 2030, all the national boarders are closed as a result of the failures 

of the negotiations of how to handle the management of our natural resources and the ability to 

handle the injustices and huge movements of people, political and climate refugees. A deadline 

was set by the UN in the fall of 2015 for reaching the UN SDG goals, global development goals, 

by January 2030. Unfortunately we did not succeed! We totally failed! Failed ourselves and the 

coming generations, failed the environment and all living species! New year’s eve usually filled 

with celebrations and fireworks. An evening of hopes and promises. New year’s eve 2030, a day to 

be remembered or to be forgotten. 

 

Can you imagine the pressure that there has been on the transport system, airplanes, boats, trains, 

highways used by people moving back to their country of origin? It is like a bizarre and reversed 

situation, a surrealistic movie. Like refugees moving in the wrong directions, going back to where 

they came from, back to catastrophe. People that moved out of their countries for other, mostly 

happy reasons, are now like refugees beating the time to get back to their home countries. Many of 

them have been away for years even decades and have nothing to return to. Even though they have 

money it will be a challenge to find housing and a structure in order for things to work out. It is 

time for national solidarity! Families who have lived apart are now joint together in the housing 

available. All this gives me the shiver and a flashback to when the communistic nations closed 

their boarders. When Berlin was split into east and west Berlin, separated by a wall in 1961. The 

same wall that was torn down in 1989 opening up to one global world, to globalisation. 

 

After years and years of activism what could have become a sustainable global solution is now just 

a cementing of the injustices already existing and done. The nations that have exploited the world 

of resources will also be the beneficiaries of closed boarders or at least have a chance for self 

sufficiency. 

 

De-globalisations and closed boarders can once again become globalisation and open boarders 

just like the raise and fall of the Berlin wall. 

 

There are many options to the closing of boarders. We the environmentalist of the poor and 

activists of the world proposes a maximum income for a world citizen and that the money earned 

above that would be put in a payback fund. The money in this fund should be used for restoration 



of depleted land and for sustainable living. The maximum income and fund would be a pay back 

from the time of natural resource imperialism. We also need to reach a fair distribution of food and 

energy and to limit consumption rationing should be implemented. Global regulation needs to be 

implemented and one law should be that you cannot own land in another country. 

 

People of the world! Maybe this is what we need? To go back to the roots, reflect and begin to 

socialise and communicate, realising that we are stronger together. Find solutions in smaller 

communities in connection with each other and nature. Accept and respect the differences and 

see every individuals ability to contribute. 

 

The state heads have been placed on Greenland to find a solution! Should we have our faith in 

their hands or can we find solutions together and learn from each other and share what we have? 





Our Declaration
MSD 2016 



The 2016 MSD Declaration

                         is the backbone for successful sustainable development. Thorough
representation of all positive* forms of culture should be reinforced, through art and

communication to convey a message of inclusion. With the tools accessible to us in society
(i.e technology, science, media, etc…), a sustainable future can be more accepting of other

cultural norms and practices, and thus, normalizing cultural diversity.

When it comes to                                  and sustainable development, public participation
is crucial. Accessibility to public debates needs to be improved so that everyone has an
equal voice and can express his/her opinions or concerns. To achieve this, a bottom-up

approach through education and information is highly desirable. Communication across
national borders will lead to more collaboration and mutual understanding.

In support to global                                          for current and future generations,
accountability and transparency strengthened by law and global cooperation is needed to

reach a balance between empowered stakeholders.

We envision a future that encourages                                                     through
transparency, greater responsibility and empowerment. Transparency in order to break

the status quo, and create open and truthful accountable systems. Individuals must
identify their own responsibility through empowerment. Behaviours can change because

the goals of the system will be different.

Culture

Democracy

Human Rights

Behaviour Change

This Declaration synthesizes the views  of the MSD 2015-2017 cohort after their first
year of the master programme. The following statements are based upon reflections

from this past year and provide an ambitious vision towards future transformation for
a sustainable form of development. The declaration hass been articulated into 7

dimensions.



Our                               needs to invest in the future by promoting and supporting local,
circular economic initiatives and models (i.e. local currencies etc…). This transformation

should be promoted by a bottom-up, local governance unit which encourages value
changes from a materialistic and monetary focus to a more collaborative and sustainable
(economic) system. Human and environmental well-being should be the driver and focus

of future actions and the economy the tool to achieve this.

                        is not the whole picture when it comes to sustainability, since it is a human
construct. There are different actors who can use science to serve their own agendas and
interests. We believe that everybody can be and should contribute to science. We should
always be keeping in mind that ethics and values are the key towards achieving a more

sustainable scientific development.

                           should add to well-being. It should not disconnect you from the people
and from nature. Technology is not always the new/latest/complicated tool. It should be
accessible and affordable for all. It should be helpful for the world. Technology should be

open source. Some technology should not be created.

Economy

Science

Technology

Norredatorp, 30th May 2016





What am I?

You will find me in your library
a time capsule stuck to my belly

Waiting and waiting for an MSDer
of the year 2015-2017 to find me

If you chop off my head,
You are left with a hair.
If you chop off my tail,

Only tea is left there.

Actually, I have no eyes to see.

I cannot move around,
Or at least, not on my own.

I can make no sound,
Except perhaps a squeak.

One more clue I will add,
Is that you often use me.

Yet you barely ever notice,
In fact I'd much rather be a tree.

*

Will you find me ?

The Time-Capsule Riddle* *

**
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