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A MEDIEVAL BATTLE: The PFLZ Siege of McGilldishu Continues 

McGilldishu, Alpha Province, Brynania: If ever McGilldishu was the prize pearl of the French 
colonies, one would have a hard time finding evidence of this today. Simply to reach the city 
is in and of itself no small accomplishment. For months now the Popular Front for the 
Liberation of Zaharia (PFLZ), in its war against the government, has reverted to the military 
technique made famous by medieval kings: the siege. The perimeter around the city has 
been stringently guarded, making it near to impossible for people to slip in or out. If you do 
indeed make it through on the secondary roads, avoid the seemingly random checkpoints 
and manage to elude the hawk-eyed snipers, you will discover a city shattered both 
physically and emotionally. 

The siege has prevented large (and desperately needed) quantities of water and food to 
enter the city. Goods are smuggled in under cover of darkness aboard small boats 

constantly threatened by shelling and guerrilla attacks. The 
nights are riddled with the roars of motorboats as the 
guerrillas patrol the shoreline in search of goods to 
confiscate and men to either kill or take prisoner. Enough 
food makes it to the city so that lives continue, meager as 
they may be. Rationing of goods, however, is severe and 
serves only to intensify the volatility of ethnic tensions. 
While the city is predominantly Brn and has received a 
massive influx of Brn refugees fleeing their homes as the 
PFLZ advanced, there is a long-lived Zaharian minority. It is 
not uncommon to watch an old Zaharian woman waiting 
hours in line for a piece of stale bread, only to be told that 
there is none left and then seeing the distribution resume 
once she has departed. Lynchings, too, have come out of the 
mists of time to haunt these streets once jostling with 
tourists. At dawn this morning the body of a 20-year old 
Zaharian man, Benjamin al-Zahar, was found hanging from 
a balcony, fingers cut off, multiple burns to the torso, 
ominous signs of torture. Injustices multiply daily, as the 
Zaharian minority is being scapegoated for the PFLZ's 
actions. 

To the north of the city, the dismal sight continues. One can find here the Brn refugee 
camp. Silent, dirty, a feeling of dread hanging over it. 50,000 Brn were squeezed into the 
camp's filthy tents, provided with its inadequate food and exposed to its deadly diseases. 
They are now trapped, an easy target for PFLZ shelling and arbitrary sniper fire. The stories 
these people live are harrowing. Nine-year old Tanya Baaryn was shot in the arm by a 
sniper's bullet while she was playing with a dirty tennis ball. Five of the seven children of 
the Baaryn family have succumbed to the insidiously vicious epidemic of cholera that is 
ravaging the camp. Kay Baaryn and his sons spent hours yesterday bringing scarce supplies 



 

 
	  
of water to the camp, risking their lives with every step they took within the visual range of 
the PFLZ look-out points. 

And the Brn civilians are not the only ones at risk, experiencing the strangulating grip of the 
PFLZ siege. The ICRC is the only international organisation with access to the camp and 
city, and its doctors and nurses are overworked, understaffed and as underfed as the people 
they are trying to help. Their presence does more to strengthen morale than anything else. 
Empty morphine ampoules litter the garbage dump behind the bullet-riddled building that 
used to be a state-of-the-art-hospital, the red crosses are easily missed below the mud and 
desperation of the past weeks; perhaps that is why it has been shelled so often despite the 
obligation not to attack ICRC. Medical supplies ran out late last night. Amputations are 
being performed without anesthesia. To the cries of children are added the cries of men. 

In the midst of all this chaos, there are those who daily decide that to remain would be 
worse folly than to attempt escape. Standing along the shoreline south of the city, 
eventually one is able to catch a glimpse of desperation. Locked in by land, people have 
turned to water for their freedom. Boats leave the city ever day ñ flimsy, fragile little things, 
filled to the brim with people. They head for the Icasian and Ruritanian shores, where, for 
now, they are welcome. 

And while they escape, the shells keep falling to the flash of flares, slowly eroding the 
strength and will of the city to resist. 

 

Disclaimer: This is not the real Globe and Mail. Brynania is not a real country and exists 

as part of a fictional conflict simulation. 


