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We asked esteemed Canadian author Nino Ricci to provide  
a theme and writing catalyst for our student writers. He  
graciously provided the following thoughtful challenge:

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
2084:  Imagine the world that awaits us in 74 years. 
 
When George Orwell wrote his seminal 1984 he imagined a  
totalitarian future that in some ways came to pass--particu-
larly in places like the Soviet Union--but also that in some 
ways he may have helped us to avert.  What do we see ahead 
for 2084?  Utopia? Disaster?  The triumph of science and the 
end of hunger and disease, or an overcrowded world where 
dwindling resources and ecological degradation have eroded the 
bedrock of civilization as we know it? 
 
      - Nino Ricci
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Lara	Gradil

Suffocation of the Sun

There were times when the man would surrender and reminisce
About compassion and light, which had not existed since
Darkness had crept over humanity like a long expected beast
Overpowering all he had known and destroying his true beliefs
The lifespan of civilization was fast approaching its end
As war, hatred, and persecution all had the earth condemned 
The man paused, looked to the sky and reminisced
A glimmer of light was seen by his weathered eyes, before the darkness crept in

Grade 11 | Ridley College
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Mary	Nicholson	

Potential Sales Pitches  
of the Year 2084 

Why talk, when you can type?
 Oblivious to laughter.
Why run, if you can ride?
 Never feel the fresh air breeze.
Why socialize, if you can surf?
 Never knowing a true friend.
Why love, if you can buy?
 Companionship made redundant by objects.
Why live?

Grade 11 | Ridley College 
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DeeDee	Laski	

2084 
My head was spinning 
The murderers ran free 
The enemies were winning 
The world was deprived of glee
The air was filled with malice
All that was left 
Was a king’s empty palace
A tree trunk was broken
Along with our hearts
Our souls were no longer
They had long since been torn apart

Things that were not meant to be
But things that are 
Maybe we can stop them and…See
2084 go back to par? 

A flash back to 2010
The year it all began
We’d try to do it all over again.
Even though the struggle would never end
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Filled with regret and sorrow
Already for tomorrow
We let things get worse
And therefore, we are cursed.
Cursed by our own hand
For those of us who forgot to reprimand

We put this on ourselves
We know
We put this on ourselves

Grade 9 | Lakefield College School
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Justin	Samardzic

Late for School

I woke up this morning and looked out my window,
And saw the familiar sight of pitch black.
I fell back into bed and buried my face in my pillow.
“Get down here!” yelled my mother, “Or I’ll give you a smack!”
 
I got dressed and threw my pajamas on the floor,
And I trudged my way towards the elevator.
I didn’t mind my room, ‘cuz that’s what robots are for!
My bed, my clothes, the maid will take care of it later.
 
The elevator opened without a mere sound,
I stepped inside and pressed the button “Kitchen Room”.
Up, down and sideways the elevator pranced around,
Until it gently stopped, with a distant boom.
 
The doors slid open, and I made my way to the table.
My now cold breakfast was already sitting there.
My drowsy, sore and tired legs proved unstable,
As I sat down heavily on top of my chair.
 
After my soggy breakfast, I washed my face,
Still evidence of sleep weighing down my eyes.
I put on my spacesuit at a sluggish pace,
Heavily burdened by the weight of my thighs.
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I locked the air-tight door- I was no fool.
I felt the weight off my body, and my knees unlock.
And with great leaps and bounds I travelled to school,
Across the dusty and barren red Mars rock.
 
I paused for a moment, and looked into space.
Wondering why we destroyed our world, the Earth.
I was late for school, so I quickened my pace!
But why can’t we return to the place of my birth?
 
As I made it to school, I was 10 minutes late.
My classmates began to snicker at me.
As I entered, I felt the return of the weight.
Praying that my teacher would just let me be!
 
I approached my chair next to my best friend,
As the teacher approached me with an angry face.
“You’re late again,” she said.  “It’s becoming a trend.”
I slumped down in my chair, assuming my place.
 
As the day dragged on, I found the courage to inquire,
“Teacher, why can’t we return to Earth again?”
She looked at me, annoyed, and simply replied,
“What year do you think this is, two thousand and ten?”

Grade 10 | Appleby College



                                          INCITE �010       

	

Hannah	Nilsson

Running Ahead
It’s called the instant era
Instant info, instant communication
Instant help, instant transportation
Everything has evolved.
Nothing’s left unsolved.
Displays replace paper and plastic replaces wood,
Sitting replaces walking, does this sound good?
A toy truck is a useless vintage toy,
Not accepted by any modern‐day boy.
But why would you want that in your grip,
When you can have the world at your fingertip?
Travel is usually done past the speed of sound
And a foot very rarely touches barren ground.
New medication is holding strong
And people are living very long.
Pills replace vegetables and computers replace schools,
Audio replaces books and lakes lose to pools.
Yet technology just keeps running ahead
As entrepreneurs replace the dead.
This rapid advance could be negative. Some will defend,
But there’s no way to stop it, we’ll find out in the end 

Grade 7-8 | MacLachlan College
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Madeleine	Cavanagh	

Silence

The silence is strange.

Neither heartless, nor caring,
Neither cautious, nor bold,
Neither cheerful, nor melancholy,
Neither warm, nor cold.

It has meaning to some,
To others it is empty,
Hollow and bare,
Yet somehow it tempts me.

The sound of death,
Or the cry of life?

The hum of ease,
Or the scream of strife?

The song of the earth,
The anthem of its people,
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The consequence of chaos,
To me it is peaceful.
Look around the world,
At people in different places,
Though they are unique,
I see the same resigned look on their faces.

They hate the silence,
It echoes fear,
It screams to them,
The end is near.
Our World
It is our world that is gone,
Our land that had perished,
Our earth that is dying,
Our earth that we cherished.

Our fight that is over,
All the fighters have passed,
They all died together,
In a nuclear blast.

The fighters were family,
They were neighbors and friends,
They were brothers and sisters,
They fought till the end.

Why were we fighting?
Why so much destruction?
Is our world obliterated?
Or is it under construction?
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Will we wake up one morning,
And find it the same?
As it was in the past,
With no one to blame?

I wish this could happen,
I wish it were true,
But we must blame somebody,
We must blame me and you.

A Dead World
Desolate silence,
On edge, austere.

I wait in the silence,
I listen to fear.

The world is darkness,
It is empty despair,

Dying in agony,
For no one truly cares.

I breathe the thin air,
Fake a weak smile,
I know that the world,
Will be gone for a while.

Grade 8 | The York School
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Zeenia	Aga	

Religion in 2084:  
The Beautiful Man

Such supple skin hung from his nailèd knees - ten babes could suck!    
Hard honest bones; how sticky maids would weep for wanton muck,  
His eyes, the wizened blood of grapes: Deep Density of Time,  
His lids, the milky crust of baby’s lip did mime- Oh how sublime! Oh how 
sublime! 
His hands, knit golden gilded grains, would scoop each cup of oil, 
Then out would flow the golden scales against the nightly toil, 
They pushed through tender folds until they reached some souring swells, 
They muffled like a starlit sea dissevered into wells. 
His heart would sigh, 
Beat. 
The world would stop, he wine back-birth to grapes,
And then another cup of oil he’d pour onto his scrapes: 
His selfish welts. 

“Six Shillings for a Shackle, son! 
“Fifty for a pack!”
“Thirty brings a bag of rope!”
“Forty for a sack!” 
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And men would line like sucking twine to wrap round “hand” “a face”, 
Then pull the shiny pieces of the plastic man they praise, 
The man with eye would see no thigh and one sees only heart, 
To see a babe without the breast, see paint stripped from the arts. 

The Christian father wipes an elbow dry and mounts it high, 
The Hindus and the Seeks begin their prayer to an eye, 
The Muslims prep their feast to see unshackling of a hand, 
The Jewish walk with care so not to drop a thigh on land. 

An elbow 
Dry a gorging
Eye a 
wrangling hand and 
rotting 
thigh. 

The Horse of troy made peasant hands, the bounteous bread to rye. 

And down drops night, and rises plight to land they were before, 
The shacks unshackle, ropes untie and there he is once more, 
Without a rod, without a cane, with naught but beaten beauty, 
He opens back the tin of oil and quests their means of duty:

“If arm cannot live with the foot, and foot not with the eye, 
What hope? What beauty do I bring? - but just a rotting thigh, 
I come with arm, and leg, and thigh and make your secret shrine,  
But when blood can’t reach my limbs, how am I still to shine!” 
 
And unfolds he, to freshened welts: the signature of sack, 
And scoops another cup of oil and drips it down his back. 
His withered back.
His beautiful back . 
His withered back. 

Grade 12 | Appleby College



                                          INCITE �010       

Samantha	Koh

Love Evolves, Love Endures

You sent me a robot dog the day before prom.
When I peered into its solar paneled slits,
It stared back at me with your loving gaze.
When I brought it for a walk as the wind blew by,
It sang with your soothing voice.
That night, you sent me a text message:
“Will you be my prom date?”
A disconcerted sigh escaped my lips,
As I read off the block letters on my screen.
If only I could look into your eyes and hear those words.
Ignoring the twinge of disappointment,
I typed yes and clicked send.

You sent me a wild rose on Valentine’s Day.
It had a genetically modified stalk that was thorn free.
I was blown away by your thoughtfulness.
It had carefully cultured petals that were scent free.
I was touched that you remembered my allergy issues.
Two hours later, you sent me a text message:
“Will you be my valentine?”
A frustrated sob rocked my body,
As I read off the block letters on my screen.
If only I could look into your eyes and hear those words.
Ignoring the turmoil of bubbling emotions,
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I typed yes and clicked send.

You sent me an email on the last night of 2084.
You said that I had a smile that could melt the Arctic.
For hours, I dreamily pondered over your words.
You lamented that I was the reason behind your existence.
For hours, I smiled through joyful tears.
At 11:59 PM, you sent me a text message:
“Will you marry me?”
An uncontrollable tide of tears cascaded down my face,
As I allowed the block letters on my screen to sink in.
If only I could look into your eyes and hear those words.
Ignoring the slicing pain in my heart,
I don’t know why but I typed yes and clicked send.

Grade 12 | Appleby College
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Philippa	Powis

Portrait of 2084

 The grey light of the sunset reflected off my glasses as I drew my 
paintbrush across the page, leaving a streak red as blood. I was painting the 
sunset as I remembered it: colors ardent and full of passion, a contradistinc-
tion to the colourless sunsets of 2084.  In recent years, I had turned to paper 
and brush to help create my own blissful delusion that I was still in the past 
and not a part of the execrable world that existed today.  
 I finished my portrait and hung it on one of the few spaces still left 
on the wall. For a moment, I stood back, gazing at my work. The countless 
paintings upon the wall shouted to me, each a potent memory, each clamour-
ing for attention. My gaze settled on one of the most inconspicuous paint-
ings situated in an unobtrusive corner. A stream snaked past a grassy hill that 
faded into a forest of pine trees. I could still smell the pine, the sticky sweet 
scent of sap that had lingered for days.
 In the space of a blink, I was there. The joyful burble of the stream 
resonated in my ears, and the long forgotten warmth of sunshine flushed my 
skin. I spread my arms and raised my face to the warmth. It was May 9, 2004, 
my seventh birthday, and I was ecstatic. The blue sky above me (oh to see 
blue sky again!) seemed to share my enthusiasm for the day. It sparkled and 
glowed like a fresh cut sapphire.  
 I ran, with the stumbling, halting steps of a child towards the stream 
and stopped at the edge. I heard my parent’s laughter, and with a joyful 
scream, I jumped in. Beads of water shone like gems as they froze in mid air 
before plunging back into the sparking stream around me. The deliciously 
cool water tempered the heat of the day. Swimming to the bank, I climbed 
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out and lay on the grass, allowing the sun to dry me. I closed my eyes. The 
bright colours, sunshiny warmth, and sensual smells receded as I opened my 
eyes and found that I was once again left in the oppressive, aphotic world of 
2084.

Grade 10 | Pickering College
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Abigail	Leong

Utopia
 A searing arrow of pain shoots up my body as I lift what seems to be 
my millionth piece of stone. Every muscle screaming in protest, I lift the dead 
weights of my arms, passing the brick down the line. The air is charged with 
silence, broken only by the steady hum of supervising robots and the clank-
ing of shackles that clamp us together like a morbid human charm bracelet. 
My eyes drift upwards to the smooth, endless curve of glass that encloses us 
in a giant inverted fishbowl, protecting this paradise of lush forests, unending 
plains, and deep lakes from the barren desert surrounding it. It is a veritable 
Utopia, the last patch of Earth left unscarred by a combination of global 
warming and bloody wars. It is perhaps ironic that this supposed heaven is 
the place where I must serve out my prison sentence. 
 We are the latest batch of Sacrifices, children plucked out of the 
Wastelands, given up for a year of hard labor as payment to the City. We 
deserve this punishment, They tell us, for we are rejects, pests polluting the 
earth, disease-ridden, feral animals cast out of a society of ideal human-be-
ings, allowed to live only to provide the blood and sweat upon which this par-
adise was built. Years ago, when climate change and territorial wars became so 
severe the survival of the human race came under threat, the most genetically 
perfect people were selected to create and become citizens of a new world, a 
world free from disease, starvation and war. The rest of us, deemed an inferior 
blend of defective genes and human flaws, were exiled to eke out a life in the 
desolate remains of decades of bombings and conflict, called up once in a 
lifetime to serve a year of ‘work’. 
 A fanfare blasts through the air, startling me out of my thoughts. It 
signals the end of a workday, and the beginning of a daily City ritual. Every 
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day, this walking graveyard is marched past the glass walls of the inner Liv-
ing Dome, as a form of entertainment to the genetic Barbies®. It has been a 
half-century since zoos were outlawed for being inhumane, yet They have cre-
ated a twisted menagerie of Their own, a Vegas show of ‘freakish barbarians’, 
paraded past to remind them of their inherent superiority. 
 To my left, I see a small boy (who resembles my baby brother back 
home in the Tunnels) raise a hand cheerily at me. Instinctively, I smile and 
wave back. Too late, I realize my mistake. I see expressions of shock ripple 
across their faces, feel the wave of horror sweep through the links of emaci-
ated children around me. An apology bursts immediately from my chest in a 
frantic yell, hoarse from disuse. I freeze, mind working furiously, panic filling 
my body as I realize I have broken the two fatal rules. 
 Filling the air, robots swoop down, like angels of death, their gun 
arms pointing point-blank at my chest…

Grade: 12 | Pickering College
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Aaron	Gliklich

The Genesis Factories

 It all started in 2080. The horrors, the catastrophes, and the diseases 
all started when the “Genesis Factories” were invented. It seemed like the 
next step in technology, the best thing that ever happened to the world.  They 
had the ability to take water, chemically modify it, and turn it into any mate-
rial almost instantly. The only setback was that they had to be made under-
water. Genesis Factories were instantly popular worldwide and hundreds 
were made under the world’s oceans, lakes, and rivers. But then, things went 
terribly wrong.
 It didn’t take long for the first of two major calamities to occur. With 
materials being made so easily and economically efficiently, workers in regular 
factories along with many other people were left with no job or income. Pov-
erty levels increased dramatically and the streets were teeming with homeless 
people.
 Unfortunately, this was the lesser of the two calamities. When Gen-
esis Factories were invented, what people failed to realize, was the pollution 
that they would release. In 2083 a fatal disease broke out known as the sec-
ond plague. By the time people realized what was causing this disease, more 
than half the world’s population was dead, and only one lake was left unpoi-
soned. This is the lake that I now drink from. This is the lake that the whole 
world now drinks from. 
 Since the discovery of the catastrophe, the government issued new 
laws to keep humanity alive for as long as possible. Small drinks were pro-
vided twice per day to each person. It was enough to keep them alive, but also 
to make sure that there would be enough water left in Lake Sensa for as long 
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as possible, while the world’s top scientists tried to find a way to reverse the 
effects of the Genesis Factories; however, they knew that they never would.

 I waited in line for my second and final drink of tasteless water for 
the day. I wondered how many more days I had to live. So many people were 
dying. I was lucky to be alive.

 I stared at the lake, the final lifeline of humanity, depleting faster and 
faster every day. I had maybe a month left.
 “Hey Marcus,” yelled Craig.
 That took me away from my gloomy thoughts. Craig was my best 
friend. He was one of the scientists in charge of finding a way to reverse the 
effects of the factories. He was always in a cheerful mood, but today even 
more than ever.
 “Marcus, we found a way! We discovered a planet with conditions 
perfect for human life! There is water! Tons of it!”
 “Is it possible?” I shouted. “Can we get there?”
 “That is the only bad news. We can get there, but we need to take a 
huge risk. The only way to get the materials necessary to build something that 
can take us to the planet…” 
 He stopped suddenly, and his cheery mood went away. His eyes be-
came serious as he spoke again in a pained voice.
 “The only way to get the materials would be to create another Gen-
esis Factory. And by doing that, we would poison Lake Sensa, the last source 
of water.”
 He looked away in distress. I realized the true horrors that would 
transpire if just one mistake was made. If anything, even one tiny thing went 
wrong, everyone would die! 
 “Are we taking the risk?” I asked nervously.
 Craig only nodded.

 The next day, the preparations started. The scientists started designing 
a rocket that would bring people to the planet known as the Savior, while the 
rest of the people started building the Genesis Factory. 
The atmosphere around me felt of high spirits. When the people heard about 
the Savior, attitudes changed. People who were once miserable became bliss-
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ful. At humanity’s lowest, most shameful moment, hope had arisen. 
 I was one of the few that weren’t so sure. I just couldn’t imagine that 
nothing would go wrong. The water could run out before the rocket is ready. 
The rocket might not function properly. I felt like we would be heartbroken 
just as we thought we had won, like an animal that escapes only to be caught 
again…

 Two weeks past and the factory was finally ready. The unity of the 
people during the building process amazed me. Everyone worked till they 
were exhausted and could barely stand. They did all that with only two drinks 
of water per day! It was unbelievable! Today the materials were being manu-
factured. It was bound to happen soon so I rushed over.
  At that moment, a massive hole opened in the ceiling which led to 
a giant tube. Water rushed through the tube and went into the machine that 
creates the materials called the hydrochanger. All of a sudden a huge flash of 
blinding light came from the machine! I shielded my eyes as if the sun was 
crushing into them. Then, just as suddenly as the light came on, it turned 
off, and no longer was there water in the hydrochanger. Out of a hole that 
opened up on its bottom, came pieces of metal that landed with a high-
pitched, ear piercing crash! The materials were ready.  

 Over the next three days the scientists worked on building the rocket. 
It was just as Craig described: a massive piece of metal with an engine. It was 
a gargantuan mountain compared to the minuscule people walking by. The 
rocket was expected to be completed by the end of the day, and we would be 
leaving for the Savior first thing tomorrow. The launch of this rocket would 
possibly be the most climatic thing ever to happen to mankind! 

 I woke up to shouting the next morning.
 “Marcus, Marcus, its ready! We’re leaving in an hour.” It was Craig.
 As much as I had my doubts, I was excited. This was the turning 
point of humanity. I was ready to go.

 I got onto the rocket ten minutes before launch time. Most people 
were ready to go. I was amazed at how many people fit into the rocket. It was 
quite a sight to behold.
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 “1 minute till launch.”
 “45 seconds.” The time was rushing by. My heart was beating fast.
 “15 seconds.” Things were getting intense. I saw some people crying; 
in worry or happiness I didn’t know.
 “Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, one, blast off!”
 Nothing happened. Five seconds passed and still nothing happened. 
People were bawling, the lake was poisoned, and everyone was going to die.
 Then, all of a sudden the rocket lifted off the ground as a cheer 
erupted. We were on our way! We were going to make it!
 We had been in the air for ten minutes, and I suddenly got this feel-
ing that something had gone wrong, something was missing. I looked around 
as my heart started racing. It took barely thirty seconds for me to realize what 
was wrong. Nausea clouded my thoughts. I sat petrified, unable to move or 
speak as a horrible realization came upon me. In the excitement to leave, 
something drastically important was forgotten. We were currently on a two 
week voyage… without any water!

Grade 8 | The York School



                                          INCITE �010       

Chloe	Melnick

The City of Steel

 I dash around the corner of a huge steel building, my vibrant silver 
cloak blending within the City of Steel beautifully.   It is the year 2084, 72 
years after the “End of the World.”  The Mayans predicted that in the year 
2012 the world would end, and to me, it did.  Our Prime Minister, Ian Tatlor, 
figured out a way to erase everyone’s mind.  He then blanketed Canada and 
the USA in steel.  He destroyed everything to build a never ending city.  Its 
enormous towering buildings are constantly glinting in the sun, sending 
showers of heat upon the streets.
 A woman found out about Ian Tatlor’s plans, and was able to create 
a machine that protected people from the mind swipe.  Unfortunately, there 
was a glitch.  Over a thousand minds were saved, but our aging process was 
dramatically slowed.  I am supposed to me 84 years old, but I have the body 
of a 20 year old.  We are called the Rouges.
 The Rouges mission is to tell people our story.  The people need to 
know what their Prime Minister has done to our world.  We want them 
to rebel, but we cannot get our message out.  The people of the city are 
completely separated from us in the City of Steel.  Massive towering silver 
buildings are only open at windows, impossible for Rouges to get to.  The 
only open part of this vast city is the streets.  Even there though, each of the 
Speeders is built with an almost impenetrable metal.  Speeders are modern-
ized cars that are basically a miniature house on wheels.  The sidewalks of the 
city are cased in with diamond hard glass.
 The Rouges consider ourselves lucky, but very unlucky.  We can re-
member the soft wind in the green grass, and the long lonely note of a wolf ’s 
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cry.  On the other hand, we were exiled to the streets of the City of Steel.  We 
find food by raiding Speeders on the streets and steal from one another.  We 
find places to sleep in old abandoned buildings and in the shadows of the 
sky-scrapers.  In one way, we are like the animals of the future, happy and 
free, but horribly sombre.
 Now I am looking for a group of Rouges called the Steelers.  They are 
an enormous group preparing for a large attack.  I have an idea of where they 
are, but I am not entirely sure.  I don’t know there plan, not one does.  
 I trudge through the glistening streets of the city, slinking grimly 
around a corner.  I eye other Rouges warily, waving through the city swiftly.  
We can be dangerous.  We are constantly hunted.  If we manage to tell any-
one in the city about our past, then we are killed.  
 The towers stand tall and proud, sparking extra heat on the exposed 
roads.  I stride through the street, gripping my dagger hanging from my belt.  
The dagger is actually an old kitchen knife I was able to swipe a few years 
back.  It is made of pure diamond.
 With the sun setting behind me, I reach the building.  There are only 
a few buildings the government let the Rouges use, and this is the biggest.  I 
can see Rouges cautiously enter and dissolve in through the colossal doors.
 As I approach, I see a figure reflected behind me on the mirror like 
metal walls.  Spinning on my heel, I pull out my dagger and slash the air in 
front of me protectively.  
 “Name?” the man asks simply, he is holding up a small clipboard.
 “Saphira,” I stammer, straightening up guardedly.
 “Come, we are moving soon.”
 He moves away briskly, passing me into the building.  I gape after 
him, and then sprint inside with wide eyes.  
 I am met with a throb of noise.  There is an argument going on, as 
I move swiftly among all the Rouges, avoiding small fights.  I slide between 
two men and my cloak gently brushes their shoulders.  They turn simultane-
ously, both of them swinging out mammoth fists, obviously intending to at-
tack me.  I screech in alarm and scurry forward, taking out my dagger to slash 
he leg of one of the men gently.  The two men collide in a fury, both forget-
ting about me as I noiselessly shove against the Rouges in my way as I make 
my escape.  
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“Silence!  We are moving out in 10 minutes.  We are grouped and heading in 
different directions, if you are not grouped, then follow one,” the man I had 
seen outside is the one to speak.  In the dim light, I see his cloak is turning 
gold, like nothing I had seen in this city.  He looks old, to old to be leading a 
raid.  He stands up with surprising swiftness and bounds out the door, and a 
title wave of Rouges followed.  
 I still don’t know what we are doing, but I follow a group heading to 
the back exit.  As everyone steps through the door, our cloaks turn gold, as if 
something has been sprayed on them.  I smile to myself, as adrenalin starts to 
pound through my body, while running through the streets.
 I sprint up beside a boy smaller than me, jabbing his shoulder.
 “What are we doing?” I ask breathlessly.
 “We are all going to different parts of the city and attack at the same 
time.  That way, the police cannot get to all of us at once and we will have 
time to tell people our story and let them get far away.  We will be hunted, 
but we need to get our message across!” he shouts his last words and brings a 
holler of cheers from those around us.
 “Why are our cloaks gold?” I ask when there is silence again.
 “It’s to protect us from bullets.  What’s your name?”  He glances back 
and forth between me and the ground in front of him as he talks.
 “Saphira,” I mumble.  “What’s yours?”
 “Jack,” the boy answers glumly.  
 I am about to ask him why he sounds miserable at his own name 
when there is a cream that erupts from the front of the pack.  I whirl around 
and scream with them.  Seemingly on cue, everyone tumbles to the ground 
and covers themselves with their cloaks, and I hastily follow.  I crouch low 
to the ground, and feel as if I am being bombarded with stones.  I can hear 
gunshot above us and I cry out in terror.
 Suddenly, I feel something grasp my hand, and I cringed away from 
the human contact I have been denied for years.  I gaze over and see Jack I 
holding my hand comfortingly.  A dark shadow stains his eyes, as he smiles 
lightly at me.  Jack nods his head over to the side, indicating to me to look.  
 I examine what we is looking at, and see something, a gleaming 
bronze object.  It starts to vibrate and with a shrill shriek, it shoots a mon-
strous object into the sky.  It lands where the sharpshooters are and explodes.
 The gunfire stops and someone yells,
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 “Forward!”
 We all surge onward, screeching in rage.  I don’t now how, but sud-
denly we are in a building.  The people of the city are blindly running away in 
terror.
 “Tell our story!” came a shout.
 Jack pulls me toward a group of people trying to escape.  I smile at a 
six year old girl, and her mother lunges at me.  I give a shout of surprise and 
I am slammed backwards.  Instinctively, I pull out my dagger; the woman 
screams and leaps off me, crying for mercy.  
 I shake my head and stand beside Jack.  Stepping forward, I lay my 
dagger on the floor in front of the woman.  I gaze at the little girl, and she 
stares back with a surprising smile.  Another Rouge sees the peaceful reaction 
of the people and dose the same.  The word spreads like wild fire, everyone 
drops their weapons.
 “Listen,” I exclaim, my voice ringing around the room.  Small groups 
tack over and began to tell our story, as I smile happily at the little girl’s 
mother.  
 She leans over and began handing me her daughter, with tearing eyes 
as she listens to our story.  I reach out to grasp the little girl, but something 
slams into my shoulder, shoving me into the mother.  Screams echo around 
me.  Another shot lands on my back, then my thigh.  The little girl clings to 
me, sobbing.  I smile reassuringly at her and my eyes close foe the last time.  
Jack gives my hand one last tug and let’s go, saying good-bye.  The shudder-
ing hollers fade into the soft brush of wind over the sparkling sea.
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Carolyn	Crawford	

The Future

	 “Good Morning, Petraville! If you have a song or feeling you’d like to 
request, you know what do to! Press 6489 on your tablet and choose one for 
your area! Stick around, folks! Next we’re going to be talking about how the 
Force 8 group are doing camping up on Mars....”
 I groaned. I did not want to get up. “ Two Energy Rushes®, Teeka®, 
and a Meal-to-Go® bar,” I yelled. As soon as I finished the sentence, two 
pills, a Bacon Bar, and my tablet were laying on a tray in front of me. I sat up 
in bed and unwrapped the bar. I took a bite of the meat, and clicked the ‘On’ 
button on the latest Teeka Tablet®. 6-4-8-9. A hologram of the radio station 
popped up in 3D with a cheesy recording, “Welcome to 64.89! Thank you for 
dialing. Press 1 if you would like to request a song. Press 2 if you would like 
to make help boost a certain temperature or emotion in your body for the 
next twenty-four hours. Press....”
 I clicked the ‘2’ button and typed in warm. The past melas had been 
cool (4 days.) I swallowed the Energy pills and felt a boost almost right after. 
I stood up and looked in the mirror. My chin had a bit of a stubble with so I 
pressed the ‘face clear’ button and felt my skin become smooth. I clicked the 
arrow on the right side of the mirror. It placed me in a nice pair of trousers, 
dress shirt, and the coolest electric tie (literally.) I thought about pressing the 
arrow button again but figured I hadn’t worn those pants in a while. I clicked 
the ‘ok’ button and was instantly wearing the outfit. 
 I powered up my eternal bracelet and spoke into the mic on it, 
“Work.” I loved speed dial. I closed my eyes as a whoosh of air surrounded 
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my body and sent me tumbling through time and space. I opened them to 
find myself in front of the familiar transparent marble doors. I touched the 
identification button and the little machine did its usual Xray screening, head 
to toe. The doors slid side to side as I stepped into the busy office. 
 I walked up to the Transpolitos® (tubes that lead to where you need 
to be) and stepped in one of the Transpolitos® feet first. “Hey Gallano,” I said 
through the little hole in the top of the tube, “You know what do to.” 
 Almost as soon as I finished speaking, I was sent hurtling 200 000 
kilometers per hour through the underground pathways and popped out of 
the long tunnel. I worked in the Ministry of Technological Issues, although 
my colleagues and I just called it Ministry of Complaints. We had to speak 
with everyone who was having problems with something electronic, and try 
to work out what was wrong with it. 
 I sat down in my office chair, which hung from the ceiling. I whipped 
out my Teeka, which had automatically set to Office Mode. 

     ******

 After answering about forty tablet calls and explaining why elec-
tronics aren’t working properly to confused and frustrated holograms, it was 
already 17 hours into the day (5:00). Another boring daffi (amount of hours 
that are spent working) was finally over. The tablet switched back to its home 
mode as I appeared in 3D, “Incoming call from....Casila Ludely.” I clicked 
answer and started speaking with my girlfriend about going out for dinner.
 

 I clicked off and watched Casila’s hologram vanish into air. I hopped 
in the out-tube and was back to where I had started the daffi faster than I 
could think about it. I got up and pushed through the marble doors that 
sealed the atmosphere where one couldn’t use their Eternal Bracelet. I clicked 
it on once more, “Restaurant. Chevie’s.” I braced myself, and was sent flying 
through different dimensions.
 I was soon on the base of the levitating restaurant. I walked in saw 
Casila sitting on one of the floating stools. She hadn’t seen me yet....thank 
gosh....and I realized I needed to change. I clicked the invisibility button, 
which I was really only supposed to use if there was an emergency, and went 
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to the apola (bathroom.) I typed my name in on one of the mirrors and 
clicked ‘formal.’ There I was standing in one of my nicest but certainly oldest 
suits. It had been passed down generation on generation. I think it’s actually 
from about 2005! Once again I clicked ‘ok’. 

Grade 8 | Kempenfelt Bay School
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	Brandon	Chan

March 23, 2084

 As I woke up, early at dawn, most people were still asleep. I had to push 
through the mass of bodies crowded here. It has been going on for several months, 
and as the tent city of Group B grows, there is no where to go. People are dying all 
the time. Only my mother remains alive …
 … 15 year old James woke up early. It wasn’t a surprise; he had night-
mares every night for the past month. “Probably caused by the environment 
that’s around me”, he thought. 
 He struggled for some time, and then finally got up from the mass 
of bodies. He looked around for a food source, before anyone could grab it. 
All he found was a pack of crackers and some beef. “Hmm,” he pondered. 
“Haven’t had any beef for a while.”
 James spent the morning looking for food, but none was found in the 
massive tent city. The tent city in Group B was one of the most dirty, scanty 
places in the world. It was 30 miles by 30miles, a giant square of poverty and 
rags. Even with almost every square foot of the place covered in tents, some 
people still had to sleep outside. James surveyed the world around him. Tents 
and belongings were scattered and bodies were mangled in heaps and piles.
 James had heard of the life before this happened. People actually had 
means of machine transportation, clothing, and decent shelter. People from 
before had food without a problem and had an education. People who didn’t 
have to fight for life, food or work. To James, it seemed a very secure, but 
controlled world.
 What had arrived just months earlier had come in a perfect storm. 
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Oil prices skyrocketed as there were limited supplies. Then fresh water became 
the new oil. As the supply could not meet up to the demands, water became 
privatized. Even now people were fighting wars over water and food. James could 
see it every day. People, with weapons or bare hands, would fight over a little table 
scrap. They usually ended in fatalities. James not only heard about the catastro-
phes, but he witnessed their effects too.
 There were also the massive climate changes. As global warming be-
came more severe, the human race became less protected from UV radiation. 
People became mutated as their bodies’ molecules split and their genetic codes 
changed. They were usually shunned as outcasts, too freakish to live in a soci-
ety. As well, solar flares were part of the problem. A huge one struck Earth and 
caused communication systems and computers to shut down. As polar ice caps 
melted because of too much heat, huge tidal waves obliterated coastal cities. 
Flash floods invaded the others. In the last few days, smog and pollution were in 
the air so much it killed people with health problems. Mankind, with its neglect 
for humanity and environment, had brought down its own apocalypse. And as 
weapon systems became enhanced, terrorist used them against the countries that 
made them. Everything happened too fast for anyone to stop it, if anyone could. 
Now, there was only anarchy. Everyone was left to fend for themselves. There was 
almost no hope of surviving.
 And now their world of Earth was desolate. There were five groups: 
Groups A, B, C, D, and E. Tent cities, really. And outside of that was rubble, 
nuclear rubble from factories, wrecks of buildings, cars on the street, and rem-
nants of the world before. James had heard about it. A place where everything 
was abandoned and left to rot. A once very prosperous world was now a waste-
land frozen in time. Earth had become a giant ghost town.  
 The people who did survive were divided into two classes. There were the 
poor and the very rich. It wasn’t a good society. James was poor.
 James had seen it all in the last four years. His family was rushed from 
their home in late 2082. His father had died from malnutrition on the way to 
Group B. It was a lonely life. 
 As the dawn broke and early morning came around, his mother woke up. 
“Early start?” she asked. James nodded his head. 
 “I’d better get going to those mines,” James said. He worked for eleven 
hours a day in a nickel mine with the other boys. Metals were used for money and 
manufacturing, so the mines were a pretty good place to work at. Other work op-



   3�    INCITE �010                             

portunities would kill you and didn’t have good pay.
 He caught up to his friend Mark as he walked over to the nickel mines. 
“Hey Mark, find anything today?” James said, as he ran to catch up with him. 
“No, nothing,” he said. “The dogs must have gotten most of them. I saw their 
footmarks on the ground.”
 “So, how are things going in Group E?” James inquired. “Not good,” 
Mark replied. “So many died of starvation last night. I could only get one piece of 
food before the rest was gone and taken.” He paused. “I can’t worry about that, I 
have my own problems in the mine.”
 What he said was true. As the remaining human population struggled to 
rebuild, goods used for manufacturing had to be obtained at any cost. There were 
so many dangers in work. Death, injury, and being maimed for life all had to be 
risked. Then again, the rich didn’t care.
 They lived in the luxury that still remained on Earth. Servants, houses, 
and money were their main goals in life. They had no pity or sense of responsibil-
ity for the poor. James hated them.
 So James worked those eleven hours, with nothing but a one hour break. 
He had to work so hard to just get kilograms of nickel, iron, and, if he was lucky, 
oil. If you mine oil, you get more money. Oil was used to manufacture goods. 
Nickel and metals were used to make structures and currency. “As if the human 
race could actually rebuild”, James thought as he mined throughout the day.
 So at the end of the day, James walked home, hoping to find anything 
that could provide for his family in addition to his pay. A few coins, a candy bar, 
and a broom were all he could gather. It was pitiful. No one had much in this 
world. Belongings were so scarce, but people didn’t care.
 At the end of the day, at his tent, he waited for the Dinner. As a cour-
tesy from the rich, the poor received a small meal each day for each person from 
people coming down from helicopters. Usually it was beans and some stew, but 
today it was some rice, fish, and broccoli. At least the rich cared a bit about the 
poor, or pretended to. But it was really just to prevent an overthrow.

 He went to his tent, with his mother still in it. James showed her what he 
had. “Good,” she said. “We’ll need anything we can get our hands on.”
 He crawled into his damp sleeping bag and fell asleep. He dreamed of a 
world where nothing was wrong. A world that was the utopia everyone thought 
Earth could be. The perfect Earth.
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 A world that would never come into existence.
 There was no hope.
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Madeleine	Worndl

Daytona to L.A. ‘84 

 He was gone. He was the kind of person that I thought would be 
with me forever. My dad  had always been a good story teller. He always told 
me of his grandfather’s adventures in South America visiting Machu Picchu, 
or crashing parties at the White House, but there is one story which stuck 
with me ever since that rainy night many years ago.
 The attic was dirty and musty. There were old lamps and books which 
I thought were only found in my history textbook. There must be something 
interesting around here. Something to put a smile on my face. And there it 
was--innocently sitting on the floor, old and dusty, but perfect. The inside 
cover read “Diary of: James Christopher Flint”, my great grandfather. It was 
everything I imagined, and everything was true! I couldn’t believe it! There 
were pictures of Machu Picchu, and autographs from Barack Obama, and 
even the unimaginable was somehow slipped onto that glorious page. I shall 
never forget it. Page 84. When my dad spoke about his grandpa’s motorcycle 
trip from Daytona to L.A. In my wildest dreams, I never thought that it was 
real. 
 Underneath the diary lay an even dustier leather jacket. On the back 
it read “Daytona to L.A. 1984”. Although it was ten sizes too big, after all 
these years, the leather was still soft and felt like it was brand new. After 
reading about all of his adventures, I realized that the wildest thing I could do 
was to take a 1965 Harley Davidson on a road trip across the country. With 
no thought about life, or goals, or a career, I ran as quickly as I could to the 
garage, and unveiled the old bike from under the tarp covering. At that mo-
ment, I realized that I had everything I needed: the diary, a map, and the bike. 
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I drove.
 First stop: New Orleans. “The Big Easy,” as Grandpa Jim says. After 
days of staying in motels off the highway, I was finally here. I didn’t quite 
know what I was looking at. Pulling over, I got off the bike, and looked at 
what Grandpa described as the cultural Mecca of the south. I must be wrong, 
it’s just another freeway. I checked the GPS on my cell for the third time 
and apparently I am standing in the heart of the city. After aimlessly walking 
around what should have been the French Quarter, I come across an old man 
wearing a white comforter. 
 “Umm, excuse me, I am not really from this area. Do you mind tell-
ing me where New Orleans is?”
 “Ha, ha, ha,” he shrieked, “I guess they don’t teach you people any-
thing in school these days. Don’t you know about Hurricane Mark in 2020? 
After that, the government thought that the city was too much trouble. They 
bulldozed everything and shipped everyone away.Tough love, sweetheart.”
 “Wait, so there is no such thing as New Orleans? I thought maybe it 
was just a small town or something.”
 “Well, 64 years ago there was,” the old man replied.”It was beautiful. 
I was a happy man. I had a happy family and a good life. After the hurricane 
they thought I was missing so they shipped Jan and the kids to Jackson and 
never came back for me.”
 After consoling the man, I sat on a nearby bench and read about 
New Orleans. Apparently, about one block north of here there was a fantastic 
Cajun restaurant, and six blocks west there was an amazing museum, and at 
my very feet was the spot where my great grandparents met. This is too much 
for me to handle. Nothing makes sense anymore. Confused, I hop on my bike 
and drive.
 Surely Austin, Texas will make more sense. I heard people in Florida 
talking about it all the time. I never really listened to whether they liked it or 
not, but at least it exists, unlike New Orleans. Grandpa described Austin as 
one of the best places to live. He says everyone is nice and the city is gor-
geous. When I reach Austin, I come across a sign which says “Austin, Texas. 
The first indoor city in the world”. Almost as confused as New Orleans, I 
walk up to the first person I see, wearing a construction hat. 
 “Hi, is this Austin?” I asked,
 “Yep, the first indoor city in the world. I’m Doug White, head of the 
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project” 
 “Nice to meet you too!” I replied,
 “You know, in six months there is going to be a water slide from one 
side of Austin all the way to the other. This is going to be great. Huge indoor 
pools, gigantic shopping malls, ahhh, I see it now: Austin, Texas, the tourist 
capital of the world.” 
 “Good luck on your project, Mr. White. Hope everything works out! 
Bye!”
 Well, Austin did not give me as much luck as I hoped for, but there 
are still two days to go before I reach L.A. so there must be something good.
 After many miles of desert, I finally reach Albuquerque. This is bad, 
really bad. Unlike New Orleans and Austin, there is nothing. No one to tell 
me a story about what happened or where it went downhill. In hope of an-
other living being, I travel towards the famous, or so Grandpa says, Kirtland 
Air Force Base. Just as there was before, nothing. Nothing but sand. This can’t 
be happening. As human beings, our perception of reality cannot be distorted 
so badly that we cannot tell the difference between happiness and insanity.
 I realize now that there is nothing I can do but drive. I have to finish 
what I have started. They can take my happiness, my pride, and my father, but 
there is one thing they cannot take away from me: my dreams. I will finish it. 
I will go to L.A., alive or dead but I’m finishing this.
 And so I did, I finished it. It was a long trip but I finished it. Coming 
through the ‘Hollywood Hills’, there it was, the beautiful Pacific.
 The sun sets. It sets in perfect harmony. The warm colours clash in 
such a way that when you look at it, its interlocking beauty reveals to you, 
that there is peace and tranquility in this discordant world we call home. 
I examine it-- the waves of light, that is. When each colourful band shifts 
direction, a flicker of radiant sunlight warms the earth with a smile-- this is a 
different kind of global warming.

 There are many things in this world you think are perfect: a glisten-
ing lake, the cries of a newborn, or witnessing a renowned work of art. Now, I 
have come to the realization that perfection can only be obtained by the ones 
who do not give in to disfunction and can only be given to those who em-
brace the elements, and rejoice in nature’s presence.
 I have done it. More than I ever thought I could have done. I found 
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joy in life. No matter what they take from you, you still have yourself, and 
that itself is perfection. That itself is happiness. That itself  is your Utopia. 

 Grade 7 | De La Salle College ‘Oaklands’
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Victoria	Small

The Point in Living

 Looking back over the last century, things haven’t really changed 
too much. People still grow up, go to a school that they hate, wind up in 
some dead end job, marry someone they think will make them feel happy or 
complete, have a kid or two, and repeat. People still live like mindless robots, 
doing what they are told to do and thinking what they are programmed to 
think. Frankly, the biggest thing that’s changed is that the world used to be 
based around hopes. We were full of aspirations for a better future.
 Unfortunately reality set in, and people realized it wasn’t happen-
ing. It started out slow, but in the end all of our worst fears came true. The 
fall of politics, the loss of any real leader or person to blame. All those cute, 
fuzzy animals we loved and tried to protect? Extinct. Of course, we didn’t care 
when it was the ugly, smelly ones, it was only when all the panda bears and 
baby tigers died that we started caring.
 Climate change, the melting of the last icecaps, and the significant 
reduction the amount of land we could call home. Environmental refugees. 
They sought out any dry chunk of dirt they could call their new home. Coun-
tries were no longer for their own citizens. Racism found a whole new low. 
People were forced to breathe the same stale air as hundreds of others in the 
same confined space; disease spread like wild fire.
 Overpopulation, starvation, degradation.
 That depression in the economy? It never really went away, it turned 
into the depression of our lives.
 Our standard of living crumbled away before our eyes. Nowadays 
people are too hyped up on the pills so easily prescribed. The doctors wanted 
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a fast and easy road to ‘sanity’ but now the whole world has succumbed to 
dependency. We rely on pills to think, pills to sleep, pills to be happy. Every 
red blood cell creeping through miles and miles of capillaries is made up of 
chemicals.

 We no longer place the blame on other people or other ideas. It’s 
not the president’s fault, it’s not our ancestor’s fault, it’s not “God’s” fault. It’s 
nobody’s fault but our own.
 We’ve finally accepted ourselves as our own worst enemy.
 And now things are different, people just accept what they know and 
don’t dream. There’s no hope for a better tomorrow. The fairy tales you tell 
your kids as you tuck them into bed are now just truths from the past. “Once 
upon a time, people were happy and healthy. They lived in oblivion and they 
were content with their stupidity and the unknown.”
 Instead as time went on people struggled to find the answers that 
would one day haunt them. They tried to find the meaning of life, the exis-
tence of God, life on other planets or in other galaxies. And the answer we 
craved the most brought with it shattering results.
 What happens after death?
Oh we sought after this answer for so long. All of our lives wasted thinking 
about death, something yet to come, something we won’t even comprehend 
when it finally happens. It never really mattered, whether we were left in the 
ground to be eaten by maggots, if God would beam us up, or if there was 
some utopia waiting for us amidst the darkness. It never really mattered, but 
we kept on searching. And oh dear, when we finally figured it out, its result 
sure was spectacular. Maybe it was the truth, or maybe it
was just a lie set up by the government, part of some elaborate plan -- a less 
controversial way of legalizing suicide. Population control.
 Whatever it was, when the world found out, millions of people 
started dropping off like flies. It was like a plague or epidemic affecting 
everyone. The young, the old, the weak, the strong. Country by country, as the 
news spread, death followed. People started killing themselves by the masses. 
Families hand in hand, waiting for what they were told would come, as their 
homes filled with monoxide. Couples linking arms and jumping off the tallest 
buildings they could find, finally feeling hope once again. Staring into the 
barrel of a gun, into your new future, death never looked so good.
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 Really it was the best thing that ever happened to the world. The 
population stopped growing, people were happy, they finally had something 
to look forward to. It gave us a sense of fulfillment and optimism.
 You may wonder why the government or the authorities never 
stepped in, well you see, they simply joined them on the other side. It started 
with the president, the pawn they used to control us. His last job was to set a 
good example, kill himself, and the mindless population would surely follow 
in his footsteps. It had to be true if the president believed it. All the celebrity 
suicides quickly turned this wave of death into the newest trend. People were 
dying to fit in. Whether you believed in the rumors or not, those who didn’t 
figured, what’s the point in living when everyone you knew and loved is dead? 
Really even though it sounded optional, people didn’t have much choice. If 
you didn’t die from suicide, you would surely die from the solitude.
 The most popular trend of our decade was not boy bands or skinny 
jeans, it was death. Suicide. People were desperate for a new life brought on 
by death. Now, I’ll never know if it was true or not, if there was a better life 
waiting for me in the ground. But at this point I am happy being the loneliest 
man left alive. 

Grade 11-12 | MacLachlan College



                                          INCITE �010       

Rebekah	Sibbald

Utopia Within Reach

 There are so many problems in our world, and so many people who 
need help that it is hard to know where to begin. When the future looks as 
bleak as it does, it is so easy to sink into helplessness, give up and just do 
nothing. Although the next seventy-five years may look barren, I would like 
to think there is still some hope. I believe that we as a civilization can accom-
plish many things. Think of the recent reaction to the devastating earthquake 
in Haiti. Response to the disaster has been quick and efficient. It has come 
from governments, N.G.O’s, businesses and individuals from every corner 
of the globe. Although the world’s challenges as a whole may seem far more 
insurmountable than the catastrophe in Haiti, if we make the decision to take 
action, as we did in response to the earthquake, there is still hope. Stephen 
Lewis, author of Race Against Time and former envoy for HIV/AIDS to 
the United Nations, and Nicholas Kritof and Sheryl WuDunn, Pulitzer Prize 
winning authors of Half the Sky, agree that universal primary and second-
ary education, as well as the global empowerment of women are part of the 
solutions to many of the world’s problems. For this reason they concur that 
these issues need to be the foremost considerations of both governments and 
individuals over the coming years. In addition, it is clear to me that environ-
mental sustainability must also be a focal point if we are to have any hope of 
survival in the future. I believe that it is possible, as evidenced in Haiti, for 
the various stakeholders to put aside self-interest and work towards erecting 
these three pillars of universal education, gender equality, and environmental 
sustainability. In so doing, not only will we indirectly solve countless other 
problems, but we will also be better prepared to face the many other unimagi-
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nable challenges that will surely arise over the next seventy-five years.
  Although I sometimes take education for granted, I strongly believe 
that universal primary and secondary education is part of the solution to 
many of the world’s problems.  Stephen Lewis noted in his book that when 
children are provided with an education, they learn about contraception, 
antiretroviral drugs, and decision making. These skills provide them with the 
tools to survive and cope with the horrendous AIDS epidemic. He high-
lights a study produced by the World Bank’s Human Development Network 
on the connection between HIV prevalence rates and education levels in 
rural Uganda for individuals between the ages of eighteen and twenty nine. 
“In 2001, those with secondary education had a prevalence rate under two 
percent, those with primary education had a prevalence rate just over of six 
percent, and those with no formal education had a prevalence rate just over 
twelve percent.” The numbers speak for themselves and as Nicholas Kritof 
and Sheryl WuDunn elaborate in their book, the power of education does 
not stop at ending the AIDS epidemic. Education empowers girls in particu-
lar by helping them realise their full potential and play larger roles in their 
families, communities, and countries. For example, according to Kristof and 
WuDunn educated women are more likely to be given control over their 
family’s resources. This helps to reduce poverty considering women are more 
likely to spend money on their children than men. Education is not a luxury, 
it is human right, and it is vital to our survival. When people are educated, 
they are more prepared to make personal, local, and regional decisions which 
allow them to improve their world from within. 
 Solving global problems is never straightforward. Consequently 
universal access to education is only part of the solution to many of the 
world’s concerns. The empowerment of women is also key to our survival in 
the future. It is a travesty that even in the year 2010 women are often not 
considered equal to men, especially since women, more than any other group 
of people, have the power to resurrect our broken world. Stephen Lewis 
explains that by helping women stand strong, not only will we be fighting the 
AIDS pandemic, but also improving the quality of life of the many families 
and communities who rely on healthy women to tend the sick, care for the 
orphaned, and provide food for their families. Kristof and WuDunn also 
make the case that both prosperity and survival depends on gender equal-
ity. They name source after source including the UNDP, UNICEF, and the 
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World Bank, as well as development and public health experts such as Joseph 
Stiglitz, Jeffrey Sachs, and Dr. Paul Farmer who all agree that gender equality 
is part of the solution to just about every problem. For example, not only does 
equality reduce maternal mortality, gender based violence, and sex traffick-
ing, but it has also proven to increase economic productivity, reduce infant 
mortality, improve general health and nutrition, increase chances of education 
of the next generation and even help counter terrorism. As Bernard Kouch-
ner, co-founder of Medecins Sans Frontieres, once said “progress is achieved 
thorough women”. 
 In conjunction with universal education and gender equality, environ-
mental sustainability must also be an essential target of personal and political 
agendas in the years to come. The achievement of almost anything, including 
universal education or the empowerment of women, hinges on our ability 
to adapt our society to our ever changing climate. If we fail to achieve envi-
ronmental sustainability we will undoubtedly fail at almost everything else. 
Interestingly, neither Lewis nor Kristof and WuDunn more than mention 
the environment or its intricate connection to poverty, women’s rights and 
HIV/AIDS. However one can predict the effects of not achieving environ-
mental sustainability based on their general observations of the consequences 
of scarcity at present. As Kristof and WuDunn construe, when resources 
become scarce it is girls who are the first to be beaten and sold and the last 
to be given food, allowed medical attention and sent to school. Lewis points 
out that women and children are most affected by the AIDS pandemic, not 
only because women are more susceptible to the disease and children are 
often born with it, but also because it is the women and children who are left 
behind to pick up the pieces. It is the grandmothers and the eldest siblings 
who are left to fill a void and play “mother” in a tragic game of “house”. If the 
world is overtaken with droughts, monsoons and hurricanes and the observa-
tions of Lewis, Kristof and WuDunn are extrapolated into the future, then 
it is only logical to assume that it will be the women and the children of the 
world who will suffer the most. The resulting domino effect on entire families, 
communities, countries and consequently on our future will make solving 
other problems nearly impossible. 
 It is easy to become completely overwhelmed by the many problems 
of today and the predicted problems of tomorrow, but that is no reason to 
give up. We have the ability to transform this world into a Utopia; all we need 
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to do is to make the choice to take action. By taking steps on global, national, 
local and individual levels towards achieving universal access to education, 
gender equality, and environmental sustainability not only will we directly 
and indirectly solve today’s problems, but we will also alleviate many obstacles 
in the future. Mending the many pieces of our torn world will not be easy, but 
it is possible, and there is hope. 

Grade 11 | Lakefield College School
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Haya	Shaikh

Human[e]

 Bright, and vaguely yellow, wind-powered light shone from the rows 
and rows of streetlamps, bouncing off towering skyscrapers and making their 
clean glass walls glint in the daytime. These same walls resonated faintly with 
the cheerful sounds pouring out of the full streets; the airy tittering of teen-
age girls, the almost melodic ‘whoosh’ of air from rising and falling building 
doors and the faint electric buzz of teleportals in use. Black-haired, olive-
skinned citizens went about their business, their common features a result of 
years upon years of interracial relations. One such citizen stood immersed in 
a group of similar aged young adults, her only distinguishing attributes being 
the sleek shine of her hair and the faint tilt of her eyes, reminiscent of the 
ancient oriental race that had long succumbed to the ‘melting pot’. 
 “What about you, Paige? Coming?”
 Paige tucked a loose lock behind her ear and shook her head. “Don’t 
have any money on me,” she offered at her friend’s questioning gaze.
 “Just squeeze into the tele-booth with me. It wouldn’t know the dif-
ference between the two of us and an overweight middie,” was the easy rebut-
tal.
 Even as she smiled at the foul word, Paige was shaking her head once 
more in refusal. 
 “But you love V-concerts!”
 “I’m trying this new, law-abiding thing, so no. No more tricking tele-
booths for a free ride, even if it means missing out on a V-con.”
 “You? Law-abiding? Yeah, and the Sun’s still burning bright up 
there.”
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 Paige rolled her eyes, “You know Rae, just because your great-grand-
father saved Earth from the explosion of 2021 doesn’t mean you have to fit 
Sun-metaphors into every conversation. Bragging is unattractive.”
 “And green-envy isn’t your colour,” Rae said smartly. “We’re going 
now, but you’d better be back to your normal, rebellious self by tomorrow. 
None of this law-abiding BuSh!”
 Grinning, Paige waved her friends off as, one by one, they disap-
peared in a crackle of sparks. Finally, when the tele-booth’s airtight door 
slammed shut behind Rae, Paige’s hand, and her smile, dropped. Tugging a 
small, digital device out of her pocket, she fiddled with it quickly before start-
ing a casual pace down the street. Focused as she was on the square inch of 
faux-plastic in her hands, Paige was startled enough to drop said object when 
her shoulder knocked into a hard surface.
 “I’m so sorry!” she apologized, panicked eyes too busy seeking out a 
glowing LCD screen to bother sizing up the man whose walk she had dis-
rupted. 
 “It’s fine,” was the gruff reply, “Is this yours?”
 Paige whipped her head in his direction, already nodding. Alarm 
bells were sounding in her head at the sight of the tall, built man holding out 
her MSG-card so invitingly, but jittery nerves forced Paige to reach out and 
accept the invitation. Paige had but a few sparse seconds to recognize the 
familiar chill that invaded her body the moment her hands met his before she 
was yanked into a conveniently-placed alleyway.
 “N-No!” she gasped, peering into cold, metallic eyes as the world col-
lapsed and then rebuilt itself around her.
 Immediately after re-materialization, Paige was shoved into a chair, 
metal clasps fastening around her wrists. Her head was jerked back roughly 
before she could take in her surroundings.
 “Now, now, XV5, no need to be too rough on the little rebel,” the 
harsh grip on her hair lessened, “Paige Jessica Brown, Age 22–Why, you’re 
just a child!–Blood type…Height…Graduated with honors – Oh, you went 
to Ridvize Academy? A fine school, one of the first to go online– Medical 
history; very healthy…Personal files; 2 boyfriends…”
 Paige could only sit, frozen in fear, as this new voice, accompanied by 
the ‘clik-clik-clik’ scrolling of a tablet computer, read out her entire life. Head 
still held in place by that cold, cold hand, she struggled to catch a glimpse of 
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the newcomer in her peripheral vision.
 “Ah, finally! Entered into membership of the droid-rebellion on 
Wednesday, January 6th, 2080, 7:13 P– ”
 Horrified, Paige was unable to hold back the question. “How…?”
 “Did I know? Silly Paige–May I call you that?–We know everything. 
Our hidden cameras are perfectly legal, if secret.”
 As the sound of expensive loafers approached, Paige shut her eyes 
tightly, finding her curiosity to have mysteriously vanished. The feel of a pres-
ence in front of her made Paige hold her breath, only to release it in a gasp 
when surprisingly warm fingers tapped her cheek almost playfully. Eyes flying 
open automatically, she couldn’t keep the expression of shock off her face.
 “Our eyes are everywhere, Paige” he murmured, close proximity 
eliminating the need for louder volume, “After all, isn’t it a President’s job to 
know what’s happening in his country?”
 “Mr. Roderick Johnson,” Paige breathed and then mentally berated 
herself for showing this cruel man who most likely had her locked up in some 
government office even the slightest amount of respect.
 He smiled the very smile that had won him the election and Paige 
couldn’t help but be awed. “That’s ‘Mr. President’ to you,” he said with a wink. 
Paige bristled, catching, for the first time, the slightest mocking undertone in 
his easy-going attitude. She thought she saw his eyes glint in sick amusement 
at her visible fear, but his features were pulled into a rueful pout too quickly 
for her to be certain.
 “Enough pleasantries, Paige, let’s get down to business, shall we?” he 
said. “Why are you and your fellow rule-breakers so determined to under-
mine my government? To hinder the electro-revolution?”
 Paige frowned, “Because what you’re doing is wrong. Using androids 
to fight your stupid war is despicable and the way you treat them is disgust-
ing!” It was clear that she would have gone into a tirade if she had not been 
interrupted by Johnson clucking his tongue.
 “They’re just androids, Paige; inanimate objects. They do what they’re 
programmed to do; no personal feelings involved. So if they don’t care, why 
do you?”
 “They do care!” she argued, “Maybe before they were just soulless 
machines, but they’ve evolved; it’s been proven! I’ve met a few; I’ve talked to 
them–Honest to God conversations!– We became friends.”
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 “Friends? With a robot? How pathetic,” Johnson sneered, throwing 
away all pretenses allowing Paige to finally look past the presidential glamour 
and see the heartless man beneath.
 He stepped away from her as if she were diseased and addressed 
Government-Unit XV5. “Is the scan complete?” he demanded. Paige’s eyes 
wideneded, realizing that the hand in her hair had actually been conducting a 
wireless scan the entire time.
 “Complete,” confirmed the XV5, its former gruff tone of voice 
replaced with the trademarked grating of an android. It extended an arm, 
holding out a micro-USB, “Data collected.”
 Johnson pocketed the chip and then turned his dispassionate gaze 
back to Paige. “She’s useless now. Dispose of her,” he ordered.
 By the time Paige understood the implication of that sentence, XV5 
was already removing the syringe from her body. And then she screamed.
 Johnson exited the room, leaving XV5 to stare down emotionlessly 
at the disintegrating girl. It then reached forward, trying to grasp a thrashing 
hand with its own, but caught only air and left-over skin cells.

Grade 11 | Appleby College
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Chantell	Lee

Battle of the Brains

 The Official Food Services (OFS) had dropped off our lunch by the 
time I woke up. I ate lunch as my mom walked downstairs.
 “I have to go to the office, but I will be back soon,” she said, walk-
ing out the door. My mom was the head of OFS, so she supervised the food 
products being made. 
 I said good bye to my dad and walked to Tanya’s house. Tanya is my 
best friend.

 I spent a few hours at Tanya’s watching movies, and as I was watch-
ing I thought, my life is as perfect as a dollhouse.
 
 Then I went to the library. Unfortunately, I had already read all the 
books there, besides the ones in the Prohibited Section. A light bulb went off 
in my head. I grabbed a form from the librarian’s desk, and grabbed a book 
titled, Beauty of The Brains. I opened to the first page, where there was the 
signature of Mr. Olor, one of The Brains, and author of the book. I copied 
the signature onto the form carefully. Then I walked over to the librarian, Ms 
Recard, and handed her the form. She led me towards the Prohibited Section.
 The reason behind the forgery was simple: I wanted to read new 
books, and the only ones I had not read were in the Prohibited Section. 
When I thought about how big a risk this was, I started sweating.
 Ms Recard told me I had ten minutes to look for a book, then she 
left.
 I was alone in the Prohibited Section.
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 And I had ten minutes to find a book to read.
 I panicked, and ran into a bookshelf. It toppled over and a book fell 
off. I picked it up, and noticed it was covered in dust, which was odd since we 
dusted books daily. The title was 1984. One hundred years before. I started to 
read.
 “Melissa, time to go,” Ms. Recard called. I was engrossed in 1984. 
“Melissa!” she yelled. I hid the book under my shirt. I knew Ms Recard would 
not let me take this book out. I would have to sneak it out.

 I got 1984 past Ms Recard, and I ran home to read it as soon as I left 
the library. 
 I finished the book later that night, and fell asleep thinking about it.

 The next day I asked more questions about our lifestyle. I asked my 
mom my questions, but she said, “Do not question the way things are, Me-
lissa.”

 Later, I strolled through the park, and was so distracted that I did not 
notice a man walking towards me until we crashed. I was surprised to see it 
was Mr. Olor. Then I realized that I could talk to Mr. Olor about my observa-
tions, since he was someone I could trust.
 “Mr. Olor, I read a book in the library today, mentioning something 
about the government becoming too powerful -” I stopped abruptly when I 
saw Mr. Olor’s face darken.
 “Was this book in the Prohibited Section?” he asked quietly.
 “No,” I lied quickly. “I just found it on a table. But I was wondering if 
there are any problems in our society?” 
 “Nothing is wrong, Melissa,” Mr. Olor said solemnly. Suddenly I felt 
a sharp pain in my head and fell to my knees. He walked away.
 I ignored the pain and tried to follow Mr. Olor. The pain increased, 
and Mr. Olor turned.
 “Leave it alone!” he yelled. The pain in my head pounded and I 
screamed. Then pictures flashed before my eyes.

 Mr. Olor and his two companions were geniuses.
 But they were different, so people cast them out as the geniuses that 
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went crazy. 
 They continued to search for answers. One day, they discovered 
something that changed their lives forever.
 One asked another to pass them the wrench.
 The other did not touch the wrench, he did not even glance at the 
wrench, but it moved from the opposite side of the room to the outstretched 
hand.
 Just like magic.
 Then they realized what they had done.
 They had found a way to use their full brain capacity.
 They had found a way to be more powerful than anyone else in the 
universe.
 With their new power, they killed everyone but the children. They 
spared them to build their new world. Their world was like a dollhouse, where 
citizens were the dolls, and The Brains the little girl who controlled every 
doll’s move.
 
 “You killed them,” I said to Mr. Olor.
 “It was to start a better life!” 
 “Just because you cover up the mistakes, does not mean that it is 
perfect,” I said, walking away. Mr. Olor cursed after me, and exclaimed, “How 
did she break the mind control?!”

 I knew I had to tell others about what The Brains had done. But 
I also knew that their brains might not be able to break the mind control. 
I tried to figure out a pill that would break the mind control. After several 
hours, I finished it. Then I went to the OFS, and distributed the pill into all 
the foods, so the citizens would be protected from the power.
 The next morning, I was ready.

 The next day, I told the people what The Brains had done in the town 
square. When I finished, they followed me to The Brains’ office to tear it 
apart.
 
 The Brains looked up when we burst into the room.
 “What are you doing?!” they cried. 
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 “Something we should have done years before,” I said. “Stopping 
you!” To our surprise, The Brains smirked.
 “You cannot kill us,” they said smugly. “We have developed our brains 
too much. We will  reincarnate.” My hopes sank to the bottom of my stom-
ach, but then I thought of the fairy tale my mom used to tell me.  The titan 
gave fire to the humans, so the god tortured him everyday, since he was immortal. 
 “Perhaps we cannot kill you,” I said. “But we can torture you.” The 
Brains looked terrified for the first time. They threw themselves at my feet, 
begging for mercy. “It is too late for forgiveness,” I said, and told a few people 
to take them to the basement.
 “Perform whatever torture you like,” I said. They dragged The Brains 
downstairs. I turned to the others. “We need a new leader,” I said. The people 
nodded. “Who?” I asked. A woman stepped forward.
 “I think I speak on behalf of everyone when I say that you should be 
our leader,” she said. They murmured in agreement. “You were the only one 
who saw through The Brains’ charade,” she continued. “And you are also the 
only one who can use your full brain capacity.” 
 “I will teach you all how to use your full brain capacity,” I said, notic-
ing their jealous looks. “But you must use it only for the good of our race.”  I 
looked at all my people, then realized that I was meant to do this – to lead.

Grade 7-8 | The Bishop Strachan School
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Greta	Hoaken

The Year 2084

 Willa surveyed the library. She had just completed another novel, 
filled with romance and betrayal. Switching off her iPad she looked around 
the library.  A dozen people sat, distanced ten meters from each other, gazing 
at screens in a trance, completely engulfed by their own screens. What’s next? 
Willa thought. Willa arose from the library sofa and strode to the shelves. 
In boxes arranged by author, millions of books sat waiting to be downloaded. 
Willa viewed the selection of novels and decided to ask the librarian. Willa 
strode to the help-desk and looked at the screen. It read: Press here to search, 
press here for recommendations, here for questions. Recommendations, Willa 
pressed. ‘Age?’ The machine questioned. Fifteen, Willa typed. Genre? Willa 
decided a mystery would be satisfactory. A faint humming noise erupted 
from the machine, processing her request. Willa looked around, hoping it 
wasn’t disturbing anyone, but her fellow library-goers wore headphones. 
Enjoy your digital book. In a slot in the side of machine, a small chip ejected: 
Willa’s next adventure. 
 Willa carefully slipped the chip into her iPad. Loading it read. Usu-
ally when it did this it took about a minute. Willa supposed that one whole 
minute was too long to waste idle! She plugged her headphones in and 
searched for a song when the book loaded and a video appeared.  I didn’t order 
a video-book, thought Willa.
 The boy on the screen looked worried, like he hadn’t had a good-
night’s sleep. He looked Willa’s age. 
 “You wanted a mystery, did you?” a boy on the screen said. “Well, here 
you go. My name is Saunder Dalton. I’m recording this video on February 17, 
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2084.” Willa checked the date icon on her iPad- it was December 18, 2084. 
“I am the great-grandson of a bookbinder, a profession long out of practice. 
My great grandfather loved books- not the imposters on screens, the real 
things; the bound, glossy inked texts. He loved what he read and the wisdom 
entrenched in the pages. He believed the only thing stopping humankind 
from running itself into the ground was the wisdom these books possessed.  
The day the Exodus ended and the Old was overthrown, he hid a collection of 
books he believed would save humankind from conformation beyond repair.” 
 The Exodus being referred to was a metaphorical exodus from the 
ways of Old. In 2018, a nation previously named Iran was seized by a coali-
tion of warriors worldwide, grabbing hold of its nuclear weapons and bomb-
ing major cities. Instead of conflict, there would be peace on Earth- as one 
nation run by a forward-thinking administration. Technology was the new 
frontier. The global language was English- anyone saying otherwise was ar-
rested. Power to the people meant less conflict, this administration believed, 
and a large set of rules was created. No literature that ever existed was kept 
and new, structured replacements were fabricated by the administration. 
People followed the rules and nothing happened to them- this was life. Willa 
heard whispers of religion in the schoolyard as a child. Father says religion is 
from Old, one boy remarked, a hoard of wide-eyed schoolchildren in his wake. 
People used to worship stars or things that look like plus signs. Ignorant, I’ll tell you! 
That’s what father says. 
 “Our society is plummeting. Every day the administration gets 
closer to stripping the earth of life. All we will be left with is technology that 
teaches us how to think. Please, help me reverse the cultural destruction of 
our world. Following this message a number will appear. Call, help me fight 
back.” The video ended and a number appeared, just as promised. 
 Willa had a choice: sit around and ignore this strange message or 
have an adventure. The choice was clear.

“Hello?” the voice on the line sounded perky and feminine. “Dalton resi-
dence.”
 “Hi,” Willa’s voice sounded odd. Usually, she would just text or e-
message, but the video did say to call.
  “Is Saunder there?” An awkward silence followed. 
 “Who is this?” asked the voice, rather worriedly.
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 “A friend,” Willa said. The woman’s apprehension didn’t ease, but   
Willa heard her calling for Saunder. A much lower voice replaced the perky 
voice.
 “Hello?” 
 “My name is Willa … I received you message.”
 “Where are you?” 
 “49th and AGGF6,” she said. (Streets were only numbered and coded 
so not to offend anyone or take sides in naming streets.)
 “Marksville internet reloading station.” The line went dead. 

 Minutes later, at Marksville Internet reloading station (words that 
were originally French like ‘café’ were banned), Willa Jones waited for this 
mystery revolutionary to arrive. Finally, he appeared.
 “I must make this fast. The book is in.” He looked around suspicious-
ly. “The Museum of Exodus.” 
 The Museum of Exodus was the only building in the world where 
artifacts from the Old were kept. It was started by the administration a few 
years after they seized full control in order to alienate old ways and make 
the people of Old seem barbaric compared to those of the new technological 
age. A few years after the museum opened, it was closed for fear of spreading 
plagued ways of the Old, but the building still remains- spared for its height 
where cell phone towers now stand, the only Old building remaining. Built 
in 2014 as the Goliath building, it was originally a downtown skyscraper. It 
was strictly forbidden and had been abandoned for years, condemned by the 
administration until it was not kept under guard- everyone was coaxed into 
believing the building contaminated.
 “Why is it that you care so much about a book? Why this trouble?” 
Willa questioned.
 “Because,” he began, a pensive look covering his face, “I believe that 
the wisdom of this book has enough power to change humankind. The pas-
sion of these teachings can move mountains. Without culture, liberty- not 
the liberty the administration claims you have in technology, human life will 
cease to exist. I would jump from the highest tower for my beliefs.”
 “Well I hear Goliath is high,” Willa said.  And it was.
 “Almost there,” Saunder said. Elevators dead, they hiked the stairs. 
Finally, they reached a door. Saunder pulled out a key and unlocked it, light 
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flooded in. 
 Stepping onto the roof and looking down, Willa saw her world 
through different eyes; the plain appearance of the buildings before her in 
uniform, the dark streets; the color-stricken world. She almost understood 
Saunder’s plight, but when she saw the book she understood. Willa ran her 
fingers over the blue hardcover of the book. On the cover in gold was Shake-
speare. The last book on earth. 
 Willa read. She understood the blatant attempts at destroying beauty 
by the administration, how uniform the ‘refined’ texts were. She discovered 
life. 

 Willa looked up to find a man watching her. He was wearing the dull 
uniform belonging to administration members.
  “Put the book down and come with me,” he commanded. Satellites, 
Willa cursed. “We can sort this out. Don’t let what you read in that poisonous 
volume distract you.” And with that, Willa uttered the largest crime of all: 
defiance against the administration.
 “No.” And, knowing that a world without the beauty she just ex-
perienced was not a world worth living in, Willa walked over to the side of 
Goliath and jumped. 

Grade 9-10 | The Bishop Strachan School
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Nadia	Narain

2084: A Future of Promise

 Our perfect future holds ideals of promise: promise for a better 
world, a better society. These are the treasured glimpses of our sought-after 
Utopia as seen and captured in the dreams of visionaries peering through 
their optimistic scopes into the frightening abyss of the unknown, gazing 
past the bleak curtain of harrowing and dreadful images of our prospective 
future marred, soiled, and made dubious by the shattering face of the reality 
we have created. We hold fast to the hope that the world will one day mold 
into our dreams and shape a realm of pure love, peace, and bliss, creating the 
perfect harmony amongst humanity, in which our differences are accepted 
and harmonized into a song for all mankind. But, despite our reveries and 
desires, for many years we have turned our attention away deliberately from 
the shameful disaster and staggering debacle of our actions and ironically, this 
same ignorance has created the very outcome we fear most. 
 Living in our separate universe cloaked in every imaginable fantasy, 
it is only natural that we have grown accustomed to nothing less than mate-
rial perfection. We have sinfully discarded any image or reminder that the 
chimera of flawlessness we live in is distorted and have tried to ignore our 
crumbling societal values simply because of our overwhelming sense of inade-
quacy to deal with the realities of our present crises. Yet, we laud our advances 
in attaining heights of absolute luxury, worldliness, and even in breaking 
indefinite boundaries set by our ancestors. In our attempt to pretend that suf-
fering is indeed non-existent, we have thus turned our stony face countenance 
towards those around us with pain, poverty and suffering etched into every 
line on their face that should have looked as seamless and flawless as ours. We 
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have ignored the pleading voices echoing around us in a tragic plethora of 
hurt and desperation, and in embracing our naïve assumptions and patheti-
cally nonchalant assertions that the problem does not exist, we have deprived 
ourselves of being the recipient of the ultimate blessing and miracle humanity 
most aspires to, the simple love of genuine sacrifice and charity to our fel-
low mankind. This glaring result of our indifference has manifested itself in 
a seemingly insurmountable global catastrophe of poverty entrenching our 
planet today. As a society, we have thus far voided learning and practicing the 
lesson of humanity. 
 A predictable and natural phenomenon has emerged. As time pro-
gressed and the state of our world had burrowed deeper into a worsening 
condition of tragedy and devastation, brave hearts have begun to remove their 
masks of ignorance and started looking with the eyes God gave us, the eyes 
of compassion, empathy, and hope. They rested their gaze on the destruction 
left behind in the dust and sands of the trail blazed through this distressing 
time, and they experienced, for the first time, the urge to turn around, retrace 
and correct their steps, blazing a new and more humane trail. They carried 
the fallen and staggering upon their shoulders or simply walked with them 
along their stumbling progress. This marked the rekindling of the lost fire 
of our human spirit, the core that we all share deep in our souls that holds 
every piece of the puzzle we have debated long over and that has bewildered 
generations throughout time: the perfect world. This pure beauty has shone 
through even the bleakness of the earth we have created simply because it is 
and has always resided in our hearts, trying desperately to break free from the 
bondage of sinful restrictions preventing its passage into service of humanity. 
The feeling of joy at the success of a stranger or relation, and the warm glow 
radiating from the innocence of a newborn’s eyes compelling a deep commit-
ment to care despite all odds and impossibilities to this precious treasure, are 
manifestations of one of the most complicated, yet simple human emotions, 
love. Love, while being a defining trait of mankind has not always floated its 
course through the expected channels. Having been entrenched in a world of 
selfishness for so long, we have grown accustomed to routing our expressions 
of love along the course that had been the easiest to reach and notice. In fact, 
we have loved conveniently to achieve ultimate happiness and comfort for 
ourselves. Our condition had worsened to the point where we ignored and 
even scorned those who are different from us or possess a touch of unique-
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ness in characteristics. We have failed to see the magnificence of the special 
diversity we, as a human race, are blessed with.
 However, after all the suffering and torment our world has endured 
as a result of our display of ignorance and after all the burden of our severe 
gaffes had finally rested upon the shoulders of those whose spirit dared to 
shine through our ruthless boundaries, those who showed the strength of 
their hearts through compassion rather than through weighty indifference, 
faith had been kindled in their aching hearts. They believed that faith and 
hope will prevail and triumph to fashion the miracle they wished to see in 
the world. They then summoned up the bravery rooted and woven deep in 
the fabric of their inner self and engrained emotions and dared to move past 
and beyond the comfort of the reality they had known forever. Upon joining 
hands with the forgotten, the disgraced, and those who had been stripped 
of dignity and security, found their human spirit broken free to create the 
beginnings of a larger shield of love that would radiate outward to touch 
every corner and crevice of the wounded and hurting world. This passionate 
and empathetic display appealed to the hearts of others who dared to take 
up the struggle of the wronged and encouraged them to step up and make a 
difference. And so, the fight to save humanity from our self-imposed wrongs 
expanded in tidal proportions enveloping nations globally. 
 We can only predict, based on the events carved into in our history 
and the array of human emotions and behaviors that our future progno-
sis spells out a continuation of this pattern of love and pure goodwill. The 
miracle of love will spread to enter every heart and eventually, its collective 
power through unity of a common goal will eliminate the struggle of poverty 
and discrimination and our world will emerge cleansed and pure. Of course, 
our future holds bright promises and, although along the way, these promises 
have been shattered, they have never been discarded. In the end, our broken 
promises shall be mended and we will heal our hurting planet. The human 
spirit will prevail and strengthen and we shall surely overcome.

Grade 9 | Holy Trinity School
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Kristian	Borean

Year 2084

 January 4 2084, Toronto, Ontario.  I, Jason Williams, am walking 
down the street to work. What am I thinking to myself? Well, that is an 
easy answer. I am thinking, as usual, about death, destruction, poverty, and 
change, if there can be any change. Our world, as we know it today, is falling, 
crumbling to pieces. No one can save us, not now maybe later, but not now. 
As I think about this on my way to work, I also notice the people, especially 
the poor. All over the streets you see them, hungry, cold and tired. The poor 
population has increased dramatically. Too many mistakes by companies 
have lost people their jobs, possibly their lives, and the gap between them 
and rich is hue, they are so angry at the rich because of their money and rich 
look down on the poor because they of the money they don’t have. If we all 
got along properly we could fix this.  We could stop this. We just choose not 
to help them. With the money we have, we could make a difference before 
it gets any worse, I really don’t think it can get any worse, but anything is 
possible.  Then after the poor you have the change.  I mean working as a 
Stock Broker; I notice how quickly things can change. For example, one day 
we have gasoline and the next, it is gone from existence. But how? Well, this 
is how it has always happened, we never do learn from our mistakes.  Once 
upon a time had cars- gas powered cars, but now since we used too much gas, 
therefore no more cars. Now that may be a good thing for the environment, 
but we already did too much damage in the past. Only if we fixed it earlier. 
Not to sound over gloomy, can’t worry about the past. We must focus on the 
future. Later that day at work, I found myself watching the news. It was the 
usual headline. War. We are always facing a loss from war, and it is very hard 
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to bear. It has been like that before with war, but this is worse, everyone is in 
on it; everyone pays the price of war- death raining all over the land.  War 
is necessary to attain peace, but it is hard to bear the bloodshed that comes 
from its horrible price.  The wars are many between North America, Europe 
against Asia, and Terrorists. And then there is the war on the world its self, 
our environment has been destroyed due to our fuel emissions and lack of 
respect for the environment. Extreme weather conditions cause earthquakes, 
tornadoes, hurricanes, all destroying areas that were once treasured dearly. 
Lives are constantly being destroyed because of the lack of respect they have 
for each other and themselves. This world is anything from perfect. Our 
mistakes created the situation that we need to fix constantly. Death, poverty, 
and destruction are not something we should experience. There is much more 
to life than this, there has to be.  We should at least try to give ourselves and 
others the chance to live a life that is truly worth living. 

Grade 7 | De La Salle College ‘Oaklands’
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	Sage	Franch	

Darke’s Inferno

 The last thing you can remember is a flash of white light, followed 
by darkness and a rush of cold air.  Then you wake up in a cold room, a room 
plagued by the smell of sterile metal and crossed wires. A strange man greets 
you here.  He talks without moving his lips, laughs without crinkling his eyes, 
walks without bending his knees. He lives without ever taking the slightest 
breath. This strange, grey man communicates only through his thoughts, and 
yet those thoughts penetrate your mind so deeply as to replace your own. He 
tells you – thinks at you, rather – that your treatment worked. That the sci-
entists of New Earth, working together with the scientists of Old Gaia, have 
unlocked the secret to immortality. What does that mean? That means that the 
world has not ended after all. It means that, on the eve of the earth’s destruction on 
December 21, 2012, you and all your memories were frozen in a lab to be restored 
in the new age.  It means, Mr. Darke, that you are one of the few who has been 
chosen to repopulate New Earth. You are shocked.  Memories of the past flood 
back into your mind like a tsunami. A doctor. A son. A family. A fire blazing 
higher than any fire ever seen through human eyes, a dark cloud splashing 
electric shocks across the earth in every direction. Your little girl, shrieking, 
screaming insults at the dying world around her. But that was all in the past, 
Mr. Darke. Think of the present, of all that awaits you in the new age. We have 
designed your life for you; all that is left to do is…live it. You try to embrace this 
idea, the notion that everything you once had has been erased. The concept 
that, no matter how hard you try, you will never get them back. Then it is too 
difficult to fathom and you faint. No flash of white this time, no rush of cold 
air, just blackness. Absolute, all-enclosing, irrevocable blackness. 
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 You are lying on clouds. You are lying in water. The air around you is 
the blackest absence of light imaginable. You open your eyes, but it makes no 
difference. You see nothing. But then a pinprick of radiance lights up the sky, 
and you are amazed that such a tiny speck can produce so much light. You 
open your eyes to see more, but the beautiful light goes away. You close your 
eyes and it is back. You are relieved, because you feel as if this tiny spot of 
brilliance is your only tie to life. Then another light appears, and another, and 
more and more until finally the entire world is a bright white, as if you are 
looking into the sun. Then reality strikes and the white sun curls and settles 
smokily into the dark daylight around you. You’re back, I see. Just in time. Did 
you enjoy that? It was one of my personal creations. But you’re back now, so let us 
get on with the task at hand. Welcome home! Excited, you look up and see…
nothing? Wait, it’s not nothing. In fact, it’s the opposite. It is something so 
grand and all-encompassing that it clouds your mind with infinite possibili-
ties. A monstrous metal dome sits embedded in the concrete in front of you. 
It rises so high as to block out the sky, and extends so far in every direction 
that it seems as though it never ends. This is your home? Yes, Mr. Darke, this 
is your life now. Your family awaits you inside. I must warn you, however, that 
this will not be what you are used to. Not knowing exactly what he means, you 
follow him inside to a dark, narrow metal hallway. To your left is another long 
hallway of silver doors seamlessly set in the curved walls of the dome. In front 
of you stands a finely spun staircase, spiraling infinitely up and down through 
the ceiling and the floor. To your right is an open doorway, through which 
you can see – but it’s your family!  Your family, whole and healthy, laughing, 
talking and smiling just as they were before the disaster! Before they died. 
What is going on? We live in a different world now, Mr. Darke. Society is…not 
what it used to be. But you don’t hear him. You run eagerly to your family, but 
as you approach, they freeze and glare. They don’t recognize you! You ask 
what’s wrong, but they don’t respond. You call them by name, but…nothing. 
Not a word, not a smile, not even a twitch. You catch your daughter’s eye, 
only to find that the beautiful blue you are used to has been replaced with 
cold, ugly metal. You look at each of them, one by one, but they are all the 
same. They have all been changed. Blank robots, that’s what they are. Noth-
ing but formatted hard drives, void of any valuable information. You want to 
cry. Just when you thought you had them back, they were ripped from you 
once again. Only now they’re here, in this metal hell-mouth, left to stew in 
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the world of broken dreams and shattered lives. And you are stuck here with 
them, in perpetual purgatory. But what could you possibly have done to de-
serve this twisted fate? You lived, Mr. Darke. You made it to the end of the world. 
Welcome to New Earth, 2084. 

Grade 11/12 | The Bishop Strachan School
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Charlotte	Thomson

Stuck…

 I am waiting. My foot is stuck under a boulder that has fallen from 
the cliff. Where am I?  Somewhere on Earth.  I am wondering where my 
family is. Space ships are blasting into space. The last ship is leaving. Smoke is 
killing me. I see a little girl looking out the window. She will be safe, but I am 
stuck. She looks like my daughter. Do I have a daughter? 
 The smoke clears. I prefer the colour charcoal to swamp green. The 
sky looks so deathly it makes me sick. I see a tree. No leaves anymore. A man 
touches the tree with his hand. He wipes tears from his eyes and says, “It 
shouldn’t end this way.” He takes a lighter from his pocket. “They told us the 
pollution would stop, but nothing stopped.  NOTHING!”  He throws the 
lighter at the tree, which starts to burn. The fire burns his flesh. He screams. I 
will remember the look on his face as long as I live on this dying planet. That 
poor man is a pile of ashes. I could have saved him . . . but I am just a man 
stuck under a rock.
 A wind comes along and the ashes blow away. I have already forgot-
ten him.
 The air is thick, hot and dirty. Hardly any oxygen left. I am suffocat-
ing. Sweat is dripping down my face. A skinny dog walks by. A long pink 
tongue is sticking out of his mouth. He cries and lies down. I loved animals. 
If I had known that dog I could have given him water and food. But I didn’t. 
If I had known that man, I could have stopped him and said, “Everything is 
going to be alright.” But I didn’t. 
 Stuck here. Wondering how much longer Earth has left. 
 An old lady walks past. She wears a big shapeless blue dress and ugly 
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black shoes. One of them has a hole where the toe is. She wears a bandana so 
I cannot see her face. Her clammy hands push a grocery cart. My leg starts 
to go numb. The numbness crawls up my leg like a billion spiders.  I call for 
help. The lady keeps pushing the cart. I try again. Nothing.  She goes up to 
the dog and kicks it. The dog lifts his head, and drops it again. I cry one more 
time. She looks at me.
 “Listen, Sonny. I have been stuck on this world for many years and I 
have seen things you can’t even imagine. And guess what? You are stuck just 
like me. Give it up, you worthless human.” She keeps walking. The spiders 
crawl up my leg again. 
 Tears run down my cheek. I am left to die. Then something hits me 
and I hear a thud. I look up and someone is on the floor. He gets to his feet 
and wipes the dirt off his white pants. He wears a white shirt with white 
shoes and a jean jacket. He looks thirteen.
 “Sorry!” he said. “I didn’t see you there. What are you doing?” 
 “I am stuck,” I pause. “What are you doing?” 
 “Exploring.  Haven’t been here since I was fifteen.  It’s cool how 
much has changed. Well, not in a good way, but . . .  I am Jonny. What’s your 
name?” He shakes my hand. 
 “Hardly anyone has a name anymore . . . I’m surprised you do.”
 Jonny tilts his head.  He picks up a full bottle of beer.
 “Where did you get that beer? You’re too young to drink.” 
 “I’m thirteen,” Jonny said.
 “But you said you were fifteen when you were here last . . . ” 
 He cuts me off. “Did you not recognize those people who passed you 
earlier?” 
 “What? No. How do you know people passed me?” 
 “They are from your childhood. That man who burned himslef. Paul. 
You were best mates. Spent loads of time together, especially under that tree.”  
He points with his bottle to where the tree was. The tree slowly comes back. 
Leaves grow. A little boy runs and sits beside the tree. “Ahhhh . . .  there is 
Paul. That lady you saw, remember her?” I shake my head.  “Mrs. Johnston? 
She babysat you. She lost her family in World War Three, but you were like a 
son to her.” 
Then a black women and her husband appear with kids playing tag and run-
ning in circles. The brown ground turns a rich green. 
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“That dog you saw . . .  that was Skipper. Good ol’ Skipper. You and Natalie 
found him a week after your wedding.” 
 “Natalie?” 
 “Yes . . . Natalie, your wife. The little girl in the spaceship.  You met 
when you were six. When you were the age I am now, you decided to push 
that big boulder off the cliff.” 
 “What boulder?” 
 “The same one that fell on you about an hour ago. You pushed the 
boulder on yourself a long, long time ago.” The boulder is back up on the cliff. 
I sit up and look at the perfect world. The sky is turning blue. A dog runs by. 
A lady chases after the dog with her daughter in a pink dress. 
 “I remember this place! I used to live here!” I get up on my feet. “And 
I remember everyone here. That is my wife and daughter. Why aren’t I with 
them now in this perfect world?”
 “John. We are all things of the past.” He takes a sip of his beer. It 
seems as though he has aged. 
 “Why do you look so much older?” 
 “As I said before, we are things of the past.  Of your past, actually. 
Unfortunately, when you were twenty seven you died from a gunshot while 
walking down the street late at night.” 
 “That’s crazy. I didn’t die when I was twenty-seven. I am thirty-eight 
now.” 
 “No. You think you are, but you aren’t. All things come to an end, 
John.” He finishes his beer and starts walking away. 
 “Wait, where are you going?” I ask. He waves his hand in the air and 
keeps walking. Suddenly the greens and blues disappear. I am surrounded by 
brick walls. Then I hear it. The gun shot. It hits me in the back and I fall to 
the ground with a thud. I stop breathing. 

 “I am so sorry, Miss. Nothing we can do. He was shot an hour ago. 
Your husband is dead,” said the policeman. “I suggest you go home.” 
 “Come, Emma. Let’s go home,” said Natalie. Tears run from her eyes 
like raindrops. 
 “Mama, is daddy ever coming back home?” Emma asks. 
 “No, darling.” She picks up her daughter and starts walking.
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 I died when I was 27. I was wearing a white shirt, white pants, white 
shoes and a blue jean jacket. I was holding a beer in my right hand and when 
I fell to the ground the bottle broke. 
 I am stuck. Not under a boulder. Not on Earth. I am stuck in death. 
Save yourself. For you will be stuck too.

Grade 8 | Appleby College
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Robert	Marfleet

Technophilia

Technophilia: Enthusiasm for new technology.
 Circuit board.
 Micro-chip.
 Microwave.
 
These words make my head spin. Stomach flutters. Temporary system mal-
function. 

Reboot. Restart. Try again.

Technophilia: Enthusiasm for new technology.
Fixation: state where one becomes obsessed with an attachment to a being or 
object.

April 1, 2076, Former Apple Computer, Inc becomes Apple Universal.
2080 Apple Universal launches the Asimov—hyperintelligent processing 
unit. Event of great note.

February 21, 2080. Personal birth. Event of lesser note.
Accessing personal memory. Please hold.

Year: 2086. Years in operation: 6. Physical location: playground.
In the company of another human operating system. Female. Years in op-
eration: unknown. Physical design: round. In retrospect, built like late 20th 
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century futuristic architecture.

Error arises. Female operating system approaches. Attempting to engage 
in game of: “he loves me, he loves me not.” Pointless game. Circumvented 
by prior computation of number of leaves. System error. Reddening of face. 
Define: embarrassment. Define: anxiety. 
Female operating system requests: “Do you want to—”

Directive: run. Employ limbs. Turn, slapping flowers out of hand. Amble in 
opposite direction. System error. System failure. Please hold.
Year: 2088. Years in operation: 8. 

“Hugh, where’s Todd?” This is Mother.
“In the bath Marge. In the bath.” This is Father.
Drywall. Thin. Loss of privacy. 
Bubbles of soap form, drip from forehead and fall in pools. 
“Hugh. Hugh, who is watching Todd?”
“You are Marge. You always are.”
Transparent spheres. Clear. Run down visage. 
Reach towards voices. Wrest at door for towel.
“Hugh don’t say that. He’s our son.”
Pull. Door springs ajar. Standing nude before father.  His face registers no 
visceral display of emotion. Blank slate. Father’s eyes stare steel grey.
Brilliant spheres burst and fall. Bubbles sting eyes. 
Year: 2096. Years in operation: 16. Activity: Attending academic disciplinary 
meeting.
Nostrils assaulted by chemical odor. Faux-spices. Air thick with perspiration 
and mustard gas perfume. 
“Todd do you understand the repercussions of academic truancy?” Principal. 
Voice booms between 100 and 150Hz.
Lips dry. Breathe: irregular. Esophagus contracts. 
“Todd? What do you have to say for yourself?”
Sweat drips. Spherical, ballistic globes.
“Todd? What are you thinking?”
Communication at most incapable. 
Reason for disciplinary meeting: failure to complete assigned night-work: 
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Compare and contrast the characters of Romeo and Juliet. How do they de-
velop throughout the play? What makes them fall in love with one another? 

Fall in love?
Response page radiates blankly.
Love: a strong positive emotion of regard and affection.
Love.
Love is possession.
Query: how can you love something you don’t have?  

Year: 2096. Years in operation: 16. Physical location: high school dance.

Many human operating systems. All performing gyrations of waist and pelvis 
in order to display superior reproduction traits and so attract mate operat-
ing system. Access system memory. Recall: embarrassment. Recall: anxiety. 
Personal operating system exact physical location: gymnasium bathroom. 
Purpose: completing a far more logical game via Gameboy 7 (handheld en-
tertainment system) and blocking out sounds of LowFi subwoofers. 
Audible disturbance. Door opening. Voice: Feminine. Quavering. 
“Todd.” “Todd are you in here?”
Pull feet onto toilet bowl. Directive: hide. Mute video game. Mute personal 
audible noises.
“Todd, it’s Mariel. Come on out. It’s fun.”
Mariel. Years in operation: impolite to ask. Approx: 15. Physical design: femi-
nine, with more judicious application of roundness. Think ancient 50’s comic 
art.
“Todd. Please.”
Stomach flutters. Unknown variables enter equation.
Recall: embarrassment. Recall: loss.
Words like distance. Make words like passion alien.
Define: longing.
Slowly, door is opened. One hand reaches out. Lace fingers into hers.
Like movies.

Year: 2100. Years in operation: 20. 
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“I don’t know. I really don’t. He’s never happy enough. Nothing is ever good 
enough.”
Hand rests on shoulder to reassure. Shift in silence.
“I just want things to be like they used to between your father and I.” Clutch-
ing hands, rubbing gnarled digits over varicose veins. 
Nothing to mask lack of words.
“Is it all over that fast? Is that it?”
Say something. Reassure. Be calm. Be suave. Be honest. Say nothing to hurt. 
Say something more than nothing at all. 
Her eyes, wet, shine like sheet metal. 
Fill the void in her eyes.
And she asks: “Am I finished? Am I outdated?” 
And from the back of my throat, reply…… 
“My mother was a person who cared. Thank you for your time.”

Year: 2105.

Sparse crowd stares back at me. Unpleasant faces, the familiar ones. Others 
hold blank, passive stares. Behind me, what’s left of mother stares blamelessly 
to the skies.
Sweat. Drips, bursts and stains the lectern.
Step down.
Before me, she stands, the last chance I have at symbiosis. 
Step towards her. Embrace her.
Like you never could before.
Say something. Say anything.
“Mariel……
…won’t you say yes?”
Year: 2106. Years in operation: 26. Current physical activity: kneeling.

Well friends it has been a while. A period of growth and development, what I 
might like to refer to as upgrading –I apologize—Part of my 12 step recovery 
program dictates that I avoid the use of technical terminology. 

All in all, I believe myself to be a recovered man. A few slip ups here and 
there, maybe the world’s first restraining order from an inanimate object, but 
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I believe the speech therapy, the counseling, and of course my sweetheart have 
made me a new person.

As a new man I kneel before her. I am positive. I am sure. I am confident. I 
am everything or nothing at all. 

Her silence cries against the howl of the wind.
I can’t seem to understand what I did wrong; I took her out, bought her din-
ner, complemented her dress, and at the end of the night, knelt and romanti-
cally slipped the tracking device over her ankle.

And her eyes, damp, glisten like pressed aluminum on a sunny day.

Grade 12 | Ridley College
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Deanna	Marostica

Out of Eden
 Part I – A Reverie

 We are in the industrial district. We walked. I feel faint; I must have 
forgotten to have lunch. I must have forgotten how long the walk was, how 
far away you had to go to see something growing out of the ground. 
 I grab his hand, pulling him down beside me. Moths rise like dust 
from the grass, spooking where we startle them. The tiny field seems to 
spread to the sky on all sides, obscuring the buildings, the roads. The air is 
bright and I feel myself slipping into it, ready to float away. The clouds come 
up to catch me, rising with the billow.  
 Needle prick. I come back. The world sidles into focus and I see 
Noah putting the needle into the biohazard bin beside my desk. I was hallu-
cinating. It’s not a big deal, it happens often, if I don’t eat frequently enough. 
A little problem with my metabolism, a result of the genes that make me thin 
and muscled: the genes to make me a dancer. 
 “I’m glad I’m not a ‘67,” Noah says, shaking his head. He is a ’68, a 
lawyer. All the ’67s are the same, defective.  It took them the whole year to 
figure out the problem with our metabolism. The ‘64s had it worse: brain dis-
order. It’s almost impossible to find one still alive. A whole generation, wiped 
out. 
 My sister, though, she’s perfect – 14 years old and still exactly as she 
was designed, no updates. When I was born, they made us more emotional, 
to make better artists. When she was born, only three years later, they had 
moved on to artificial creativity. You don’t have to think or feel, the brain 
invents visions from substances produced by the glands. She’s perfect: bright, 
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hardworking, permanently calm.  I can’t imagine how disappointed my par-
ents must have been that they didn’t decide to wait a little longer to have me. 
 “You should be glad you’re not a ’71,” I tell Noah. I kiss his wrist and 
pull him in towards me. He whispers in my ear.
 “I didn’t take the last update.”
 “I didn’t take the last four.”
 The updates are hormone injections, changes to our brain chemistry. 
The mistakes they made in me can be corrected. Like upgrading a computer. 

Part II – A Memory

 I am eight years old, on a field trip. It’s a huge research centre. It 
must be the one downtown. I walk  past clean rooms, lecture halls, the gene 
lab. “Your perfect son or daughter! Pick a package or customize! May we 
suggest…?” then a list of professions that are in short supply at the moment. 
Care worker, teacher, electrician. It makes sense, lots of people want their kids 
to be opera singers or physicists, but having a world-famous “social worker” 
was not on most parents’ wish list. My mother always had the dream of be-
coming a ballerina, so she created little me in that image. Ready straight from 
the womb to be a dancer, and to never be unhappy. 
 My parents, back when they were born, were almost completely 
Eden. I mean, they chose genders and hair colour, but nothing that really 
mattered. No Eden children around anymore, except maybe really poor 
people living in sewers. I heard that there are still Amish people that won’t 
modify, but I don’t know if that’s true. I’ve never been outside the city. 

Part III – Reality

 I jerk the end of my lanyard out from between the door and door-
jamb as I leave home in the dark. My sister is at dance; I should be too, but 
I’m going back to Noah’s before my parents get home. Noah is already on the 
street by the time I’ve secured the door. It’s empty, motionless in the suburb 
at 8:30. 
 It doesn’t take that long to walk. We don’t go inside, we go around to 
the patio at the back and lie down in the grass. He stops kissing me, looks at 
me intently. I enjoy the hushed light and the air, warm where it brushes my 
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skin. 
 “We should have a baby,” he says. “An Eden baby.”
 I stop breathing. 
 “We can move to the country… we can live together, raise our child, 
eat our own food – ”
 I’m so confused. “What are you talking about? An Eden child? You 
want me to raise an animal?”
 “We can get away from all this, all these expectations. When I’m 18, 
we…” his voice quickly disappears, buried under the thoughts tumbling from 
my head. How could I have a child like that, how could I pass myself on to 
something… that I couldn’t control? He wants me to give my life away. He 
loves me. 
  He touches me.
 “No...  Noah, no.”
 He climbs on top of me, trying to soothe me with kisses. 
 “No! I won’t have a baby! I won’t be like my mother!” I’m yelling now, 
but he’s not listening… my brain spins through possibilities for escape like 
pictures on a slot machine. He’s groping, trying to pull my shirt. His grasp is 
weak. I sling him off and crawl back on my hands. I leave him in the street-
light. 
 I burst into the house in panic. How many people have I disappoint-
ed? I hear a sharp noise, something inside me gives way. He breached some-
thing so sacred – my body, the last frontier. When my thoughts aren’t mine, 
when my feelings aren’t mine, the last thing I can have is my body. Someone 
else made it, but now it’s mine. I take the pen and stab it into my thigh. It 
barely hurts. High pain tolerance. The blood clots immediately, sealing the 
wound. I stab again. I write my name on myself. I am mine. 

Grade 12 | St. John’s-Kilmarnock School
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Grayson	Moore

The Fire
 The wind weeps in the dark and slowly fades away.

LIGHTS

A circle of light. MAN1 sits, against a wall, sniffling and stroking 
the hair of a woman whose limp head rests in his lap. MAN2 sits 
beside him, staring at the ground. He is missing an arm and the side 
of his face is severely burned. Both men have shaved heads with black 
numbers printed on them. Both are young, in terms of age.

MAN2
Won’t be long.

MAN1
(to the woman, his hand gliding over her cheek)

I’m so sorry.

MAN2
Won’t be long now.

MAN1
I’ll see you soon.

MAN2
It’s best you let her go now, friend. It’s best you let her go. It won’t be long 
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till they come back. The ticking.

MAN1
These f—. These plantations. We just wanted a break, that’s all, we only 
wanted a break, didn’t we?

MAN2
We did.

MAN1
I mean, didn’t we?

MAN
Yes. We did. But they’ll come now, for us.

MAN1
We would have come back.

MAN2
We would have. But they can’t have workers leaving and coming back. It 
just costs them. We need to understand, friend. It was our mistake.

MAN1
We shouldn’t have left her alone.

MAN2
But if we had stayed—we’d have been dead. Killed. The ticking. I could 
hear the ticking from a distance. I wouldn’t have wanted to hear that from 
up close. Not from up close, no, not yet.

MAN1
What’s it matter now, though? They’ll come soon, like you said. With the 
gas. You know, they say that it only takes five seconds after you inhale for 
it to kill you.
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MAN2
I’ve heard them say it, yes, I’ve heard them say it.

MAN1
 At least she wouldn’t have been alone—if we had stayed.

MAN2
She would have wanted you to have a few more minutes, friend. That is 
what I gather from the little I knew her.

MAN1
But the way she looked at me. The way she looked, like looked right at me 
when we got back. There was nothing I could do, was there?

MAN2
No.

MAN1
No.

MAN2
There was nothing you could’ve done, friend.

MAN1
But the way she looked at me—

MAN2
Yes.

MAN1
It reminded me of the dog I had when I was young. Before they elimi-
nated them, I mean. Do you remember dogs?

MAN2
Yes but they didn’t fit on the food chain friend, and dog food was certainly 
not in the vision of the New World Order. You must see the logic, surely.
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MAN1
The logic?

MAN2
Pets, friend. Nothing ate them, we simply created food for them until their 
deaths. They were an indulgence.

MAN1
They could raise worker morale.

MAN2
Morale is an illusion, friend. People don’t have a choice but do as they’re 
told. Or else, well. Just look at us.

MAN1
Well I loved my dog. And I saw its face in that look from her (gesturing to 
the girl in his lap) before she died. The last time I saw that look was the day 
my dog died. When they poisoned the air.

MAN2
There were many corpses that day, very sad, many corpses that day, of dogs 
and of cats.

MAN1
Well, I remember Tylo - that was his name, my dog, Tylo.

MAN2
After President Tylo?

MAN1
To be ironic. For irony.

MAN2
I liked names. But they were inefficient. 
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MAN1
Anyway, Tylo used to scratch at my door in the night when I forgot to 
leave him water. When he was thirsty. And he’d scratch till I woke up. I 
would wake up almost instantly when he was older, because it was like my  
subconscious was just used to it. And I always forgot to give him water, 
but he never got upset, he’d just scratch and then forgive me.

(beat)

The day they changed the air, when the gasses started, he started to get, 
like, really dehydrated. And he was losing all his energy. He was old. I had 
the bowl filled with water and I kept trying to make him drink, but he 
couldn’t. He didn’t have the energy to drink. He started stumbling around 
and eventually just couldn’t stand up. I got a medicine dropper and tried to 
give him water that way. But each drop just - just sat on his tongue until it 
rolled off. He looked at me.

(pause)

He looked at me like he knew exactly what I was trying to do, and that 
he was sorry that he couldn’t swallow. Like he was apologizing to me for 
being- weak. Like he was disappointing me.

(pause)

I still hear scratching sometimes. And I wake up and remember that look. 
The look that she gave me tonight. But sometimes I just don’t know if it’s 
in the dreams or-. It’s usually during the same dream. Where there’s this 
big fire. And everyone’s outside staring at it, and cheering for it. Laughing. 
I’m inside screaming at them. Just- screaming for them to come in, or, I 
don’t know- to get away from the fire. And then they all smile at me. Like 
they know or like they’re just waiting. And then they all stop and-

(pause)
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Get into this, single-file line and-

(looks at Man2)

They all walk right into the fire and melt away. No screams, they don’t 
even flinch. Tylo is there, too. His fur is on fire, but he is playing around. 
Then he jumps in. After a while, I see myself walk out of the fire, my face 
is really badly burnt, like, really badly burnt. But I have a big smile. And, 
eventually, I disappear back into the fire.

(pause)

Everything goes really silent then. The fire doesn’t seem to be cracking 
anymore. There I am thinking, those people were all so happy, burning up. 
And I’m just miserable. So I just sit there, staring out the window, envying 
the dead - until the fire starts to die down and I wake up.

They reflect in silence.
MAN2

I don’t know much about dreams, friend. I haven’t had one recently that I 
can recall. They took my dreams when they took my arm. Shame. I liked 
dreams. But dreams are inefficient.

Long drones of a siren wail in the distance and grow louder.

They know we’re here now. Won’t be long now till the ticking catches up 
with us. Won’t be long.

MAN1
I hope she’s waiting for me. So I can tell her she had nothing to be sorry 
for.

MAN2
I hope so.
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Man1 kisses the woman on the forehead.  
He closes his eyes and tries to be strong.

I suppose it’s time to finally walk into that fire, friend. Like in your dream.

The siren stops.

Just like in your dream.

Man2 begins to hum eerily. He has a smile on his face.  
A canister rolls on near to them. It is intricately designed.  

Neither man acknowledges it.  
It begins emitting a ticking sound.

BLACK OUT.

Tick.
Tick.
Tick.
Tick.

THE END.
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Evelyn	Barber

Platinum Passion

A million tiny earthquakes inundate  
my shining silver capsule. 
Like bright stars,  
her sentient eyes 
radiate heat,
Liquidating my polyester 
web of thoughts  
to a uniform buzz of steely lust.

A human brain, distilled.

Love and pity ravaged;
delicate baubles smashed,
leaving only desire,
filling my shell with pistons and gears;
molten metal in my veins.

Her trusses crunch in my palm;
synthetic fibers giving way to 
frigid beeps and whirrs, softly growing;
funneling through crystalline receivers,
in want of a living ear to hear the sensations.
Pleasure without pain.
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Latex lips caress my casing,
sending electronic signals swirling through my carbon frame.
Getting more than giving, always
Terabytes of data transmitted with one kiss, 
Business and pleasure: one and the same.

Diodes blow;
amps of neon fury create
convulsions through my silver gut.
Finished, never satisfied, we depart without formalities.

Avaricious hunger,
such is life in Android City.

Grade 11 | St. John’s-Kilmarnock School
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Brigitte	Mcintyre

Words

 Loss.

 I contemplate its meaning again, mystified by its purpose. He told 
me he found it engraved into the face of a stone amongst the rubble, care-
lessly tossed into something they used to call ‘water’.  I suppose that’s one of 
the things we lost. Water.  The entire planet was flooded with this substance. 
Eradicated from the planet, having no importance.  That’s what we’re told, 
anyhow.

 This word, ‘loss’, it stings my heart.  I have never heard such an empty 
word.  The old words are no longer used—just to instruct us during their 
raids, when they enter our rooms, removing any memories that may have 
stained our minds.  We hardly remember anything of their presence when 
they leave.  

 Somehow, He remembers.  

 He leaves me a word every day, in a much different way than they 
leave their words.  His word lingers in the shallowness of my ear, radiating 
through my existence, wandering through the creases of my mind.  He never 
tells me what his words mean.  It’s been thirteen days since they’ve been here.  
They always come on the fourteenth day, to staunch the rise of stray new 
words and their associated memories. Their routines are branded into my be-
ing. 
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 I have a day left with my words.  Not enough to make clear their 
meanings, nor enough to play with their exquisite simplicity.  Every word 
comes with a shape, unique and beautiful.  The tongue curls up, the lips part, 
and the sound slides off with a breath of air as a distinct shape is left float-
ing, twisting through the air.  Five days ago, he placed his hand on the bend 
of my shoulder, as he  slowly advanced. He whispered the word that justifies 
all other words.  I do not know the meaning of this word, nor did he tell me.  
His eyes flit over mine, full of promise, yet burdened with truth.  He wants to 
tell me everything.

 I met him thirteen days ago, although it feels like these thirteen days 
are the only days I’ve ever lived, the only days my mind has felt replete, full 
of thought rather than painfully void of the stolen memories.  I do not think 
I will remember him when they come back. I do not think I will remember 
him when they come back.  I do not think I will remember him—

 Free.  

 I contemplate its meaning again, mystified by its purpose.  He told 
me he found it stitched inside a sleeve of clothing.  He also told me he’d be 
back tomorrow, but the urgency of knowing is relentless and persistent in 
my thoughts.  He had come, placed his hand on the bend of my shoulder, his 
steps slowly and gently moving forward, and whispered the word that justifies 
all other words.  

 Free.
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