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    To everyone who has ever unfriended a neighbor over a meme, and to the puppet masters who made sure you did. May your batteries die before your empathy does.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Two sides of the same counterfeit coin, spent by someone who doesn't even know your name".
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By: Frances Needham

––––––––
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Author’s Advisory: Handle with Care

BEFORE YOU DIVE INTO the murky, social-media-clogged waters of the Blackwood River, please keep the following in mind:

	It’s a Satire, Not a Target: This story is a political satire intended to hold up a mirror to our own absurdity. If you find yourself getting "upitty" or feeling your "panties in a twist" because you think I’m making fun of your side—congratulations, you’ve just proven the point. 

	Identical Agendas are the Point: If you notice both the North and South banks behave with the exact same blind rage, use the same tactical slogans, and ignore the same inconvenient facts—that’s not a plot hole. It’s the entire point of the "counterfeit coin." 

	Don't Be a Pawn: While the characters are busy refreshing their feeds for "Evidence of Depravity," remember that the real villains are likely sitting in leather chairs three hundred miles away laughing at the engagement metrics. 

	Side Effects May Include: Temporary nausea, a sudden urge to delete your TikTok account, and the uncomfortable realization that you might actually like your neighbor. 


In short: If this story offends you, you might be an Oakhaven resident. Read responsibly, and try not to burn any bridges on your way out. 
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Prologue
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The Blackwood River didn’t just split the land; it carved a hollow space where a town’s soul used to be. From a distance, Oakhaven looked like any other valley settlement, but the silence between the North and South banks was heavy, pregnant with a resentment that had been generations in the making. It was a place where common ground had been eroded by the steady drip of digital bile and the sharp crackle of curated grievances.

Before the first post was typed or the first slogan shouted, the air itself felt brittle. The physical distance across the water was a mere five hundred yards, yet the ideological chasm was vast enough to swallow every shared memory the town had ever possessed. In the high-rise lofts of the North and the wide-porched houses of the South, the residents were already buckling on their armor, preparing for a war they believed was their own idea.

They were a collection of egos waiting for a spark, unaware that the match was already being struck in rooms far away from the muddy current of the Blackwood.
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The Mirror on the River
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The Blackwood River was less of a waterway and more of a scar. It ran deep and muddy through the center of Oakhaven, but the real division wasn't the water—it was the noise.

Long before the sunrise hit the valley, the air was already vibrating with the hum of high-speed fiber optics on the North Bank and the crackle of talk radio on the South. People in Oakhaven didn’t wake up to the sound of birds; they woke up to the sound of confirmation. They woke up hungry for a reason to feel better than the person breathing the same air just five hundred yards across the current.

On the North Bank, the morning ritual was an exercise in curated outrage. In high-rise lofts with floor-to-ceiling glass, people sipped fair-trade coffee and refreshed their feeds, waiting for the daily "Evidence of Depravity" from across the river. They called themselves the "Enlightened." To them, the South Bank was a dark forest of ignorance that needed to be paved over for the sake of humanity. They spoke in terms of empathy and progress, but their eyes were cold. They didn’t want to help the South Bank; they wanted to watch it go quiet forever.

On the South Bank, the morning was a fortress of defiant tradition. In brick-fronted houses with wide porches, the coffee was black and the grievances were seasoned. They called themselves the "Last Stand." To them, the North Bank was a hive of soulless robots trying to delete the past. They spoke in terms of freedom and valor, but their hands were clenched. They didn’t want to debate the North Bank; they wanted to see it brought to its knees.

The strange thing was the choreography. If you stood on the bridge at dawn, you could see it. On the North, a man would slam his laptop shut in a fit of righteous indignation because he saw a headline that confirmed his worst fears. On the South, at that exact same second, a man would slam his fist on a diner table in a fit of patriotic fury because he heard a rumor that confirmed his.

Both men would then reach for their phones. Both would type out a message calling for the cleansing of the other side. Both would hit 'send' with the same smug, self-satisfied smirk of a man who believes he is holding the only candle in a world of fools.

The tactics were identical. The bile was the same temperature. The lies were mirrored, just tinted with different colors. They weren't fighting for a better town; they were fighting for the right to be the one holding the gavel.

By the time the morning fog lifted, the traps were already set. The bullshit agendas were packed into pithy slogans, and the upitty armor was buckled tight. They weren't neighbors anymore; they were a collection of egos disguised as ideologies, waiting for a spark to justify the fire they had been building
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