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First Place Senior Division 

Ella Holbert 

Notre Dame Preparatory 

Coach: Melissa Archer 
 

Jungle Boy 

The red marker slashed a rich deep red mark through one of the boxes printed on the glossy paper then quickly drew 
another short line on the top of the sheet. Three hundred and forty-five slashes for the three hundred and forty-five 
days that he had been there. David knew that number by heart. Each one of those lines, all grouped into clusters of 
four with another slash mark across it, represented a day that he had spent in the dense forest of Madagascar, all 
alone. 

David was an environmental research scientist on a project in the rainforests of Madagascar, the last rainforest 
that had not been destroyed. The company that David worked for had sent him there almost a year ago in 2078 now 
that the island was protected against those who wanted to strip it for the needed resources. His job was to gather data 
and then collect plant and animal DNA so rainforests like this could be recreated around the world. He had been put in 
the most uninhabited part of the island in order to have information that was undisturbed by human life. Since his    
arrival, David had been living in a small cabin, Since his arrival, David had been living in a small, environmentally               
friendly cabin, The Shack, whose solar panels powered the small appliances, the shack’s controls, The Wall, and the oh 
so precious Tablet12.  
 Before arriving, David's company had prepped him for a nearly fifteen month stay in the isolated area. His     
employers knew the effects social isolation could have on a person. Deleterious effects on the brain, a shorter life span, 
and various illnesses were on everyone’s minds. The state of the art Tablet12 would serve to keep in as much contact 
with people as the project could allow. Technology was the only option to keep him connected to the world off the  
island and David depended on it. 
 David backed away from his calendar and leaned in the open doorway of the shack looking outward. He was 
admiring the shimmering force field like wall that encompassed The Shack and protected him from the dangers of the 
jungle. This protecting force field had an actual name, but David always referred to it as The Wall. He often found    
himself enthralled, watching it shimmer in the daylight. 
 David’s thoughts were interrupted by the chime of the Tablet12. The noise meant that someone was calling 
from back home. He leaped to the desk where he had left the tablet earlier. Despite all his efforts, David often felt the 
feelings of loneliness and boredom creep up on him. He couldn’t miss this call and a chance to talk to someone. Finally, 
he found it under countless papers and touch screen notebooks. Its screen was lit up with a picture of his best friend 
Taylor. He immediately pressed his hand on the screen which scanned his handprint then revealed a blonde girl with 
piercing blue eyes and a smile on her face. 

“How’s it out there today, jungle boy?” she teased. This caused a goofy smile to spread across David’s face.  
“See it for yourself, Tay.” Within a matter of seconds and button pressing, Taylor’s image was projected on the 

surface of The Wall. David looked at her as she smiled while admiring the undisturbed landscape. It all seemed to end 
too quickly when David hit more buttons returning Taylor’s image back to the Tablet12’s screen. 
 “I can’t keep you up there very long. It’s not really natural to the environment and wildlife. I have to even be 
careful not to disturb them when I’m out there. ” said David. 
 “I understand. You know it’s absolutely incredible out there Davey, and you’re one of the reasons that still   
exists,” replied Taylor. That goofy smile crept up on David’s face again.  
 “You always know how to cheer me up, Tay,” said David, he was still smiling but something in his eyes left him 
looking slightly disheartened. 
 “Why, what’s wrong?” questioned Taylor. 

 “Nothing,” David tried to assure her but the look on Taylor’s face told him that an excuse wasn’t going to work. 

“It’s just…. I’ve been out here for an entire year all on my own. This right now is the closest contact I have with people 

and it all depends on a tablet.” David felt himself getting angry.  

Continued... 
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Jungle Boy, continued 

 

“What I would give to go back home and just be able to talk to someone face to face again.” Taylor’s smile faded and 

she nervously started playing with the hair in front of her face.  

 “Just come home then,” she mumbled almost inaudibly. 
 “I can’t,” stammered David. “this is my chance to do something to make a difference. Being surrounded by  
untouched nature like this is perfect. As hard as it is sometimes, I am here living my dream and doing a job that 
matters. Everything comes with obstacles and I guess feeling isolated is what I have to deal with for a little bit longer.” 
Taylor smiled and looked David in his eyes. 
 “That’s the David I know.” Suddenly a bell went off and Taylor looked behind her. “I have to go but stay safe, 
Jungle Boy.” With that her image disappeared, and the Tablet12 transformed back into a transparent sheet in David’s 
hands. 
 For a moment, he just sat there on the edge of the bed not sure what to do. He always felt like this after a call 
from someone at home. He put the Tablet12 back on the bed and concentrated picking on a hang nail on one of his 
fingers. I am done feeling sorry for myself, David finally thought. He stood up, grabbed his bag, and then started getting 
ready for a day of gathering data and DNA. David stopped filling his backpack and stared at the Tablet12. He was still 
desperate to talk. Normally he avoided bringing it out of The Shack and preferred to use an ECOpad, a waterproof,   
tablet like notebook that uploaded information wirelessly to the Tablet12. David shook the thought of bring the       
Tablet12 out and grabbed an ECOpad and headed out. 
 Several hours later an exhausted David returned to the area the Shack occupied. He walked up to The Wall, 
located the small digital lock keypad, and entered the code. The Wall retracted and David took a few steps forward. An 
electric zapping noise filled the air and The Wall reappeared behind him. He turned around to admire the force field. 
He had worked with The Wall hundreds of times but this never failed to amaze him. A stunning piece of technology, he 
thought. David entered The Shack completely exhausted. He knew he was filthy and had work to do, but he gave into 
sleep and immediately collapsed on to the bed.  

*** 
 Distant screeches jerked David upright in his bed. Realizing it was just distant birds, he groggily began rubbing 
his eyes and fumbled out of bed heading for the corner of the room where he stored dehydrated food. As he warmed 
up a mug of hot water and was ready to drop in dehydrated tabs of coffee, he realized he was still wearing his mud 
caked clothes from yesterday. He remembered how tired he had been last night. David raised the mug to his mouth 
preparing himself for the bitter taste of the coffee when realization of the tablet finally hit him.  

He rushed to the bed, madly tearing sheets off of it until he finally found the Tablet12. To David’s horror,   
something was tragically changed. The screen was shattered and crammed between the cracks were lines of dirt. David 
was shocked and he dropped the tablet. Shock turned into anger which transformed into realization. The night before, 
David must have crushed the Tablet12 when he fell into bed and the mud off his work clothes had seeped into it. 
Kneeling, David frantically reached for the tablet and tried to turn it on to no avail. Greif overcame David. It was       
broken. 

*** 
It felt like days later and maybe it could’ve been weeks later. David had no way of knowing. He had stopped 

marking the calendar. With the tablet broken, a crucial part of David’s life had been severed.  David laid in the still 
stripped bed in the same dirty clothes. He held his head and tried to hold tears back. The chime the tablet played when 
someone called kept replaying in his mind. Since the discovery of the broken tablet, David couldn’t stop thinking about 
two things.  

He was alone and no one knew what was happening to him.  
David knew what was happening. He could feel the symptoms of seclusion overcoming him. He couldn’t take it 

anymore. His head was pounding. Tears streamed down his face. David started screaming as the chime of the Tablet12 
replayed over and over all while Taylor calling him, Jungle Boy, echoed inside his head. 
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Second Place Senior Division 

Miranda Lewis 

Perry High School 

Coach: Jan McMullen 
 

 

Special Case 

 

 “Subject SP.C.15509. Checked in: October 16th, 2080. Stable. Temperature: normal. Heart rate: normal. …”  

Laura knew the drill. She had gone through the same, ever expanding, ever invasive questionnaire for as long as 

she could remember. These quarterly visits to the physician always made her anxious. Everything about the       

required Health Check-ins made her uncomfortable, from the possibility of catching a virus while there, to the   

unavoidable face-to-face “small talk,” to sharing the West Wing’s communal elevator. Really, she didn’t see why 

the Government forced everyone go to the Health Check-ins four times a year. Laura knew she was in good 

health, generally, and she had her AI NannyBot at home. NannyBot could tell her within the day if she contracted 

some new virus or developed a fever or anything else that could be wrong with her. Nannybot wouldn’t have   

required her to leave her apartment today.  

Laura wasn’t physically or mentally defective, yet. Laura was an average 25-year-old, but she didn’t know that she 

would be hurting herself through her isolation and apathy.  

“Have you been immunized as per health code 4.17.2080 initiated by the Government, Miss Evans?” the physician 

asked Laura.  

“Yes, um, I have the transaction papers here,” she said with a tiny voice. Laura blinked rapidly, activating her          

I-View screen. Her brown eyes lit up with a green tint as the microscopic lens activated behind her pupils. The  

microchip that had been implanted beneath her eyebrow connected her to her digital “cloud.” She blinked,          

scrolling down the page searching for the PDF. With another blink, the document instantly appeared on the             

physician’s database.  

The physician turned his attention to his MultiPad’s screen, the tool of his trade, and skimmed Laura’s papers. 

Everything about Laura, down to her DNA, was in her papers. “Risk of heart failure: 15%, risk of obesity: 45%, risk 

of terminating disease: 3%, risk of mental illness: 27% …”  

Again, Laura stopped listening to the physician. Laura had a short attention span for people. She had heard these 

figures before and knew her statistics were unlikely to change. She said “yes” and “no” in all of the appropriate 

places, but lost interest in their conversation. She thought, “How long is this supposed to take? I could be at home 

by now. I could be in my virtual world instead.” Laura preferred to be seen through a hologram or through a 

screen rather than in person. She was relieved when the physician finally finished the Health Check-in. He filled 

Laura’s prescription, guided Laura out of the clinic, shut the door behind him, and activated the AirVac                      

sterilization system.  

 

Continued... 
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Special Case, continued 

 

“Finally!” Laura thought to herself as she left. The doctor’s office was on the 144th floor of the building, while 

Laura’s apartment was on the 180th floor, with the other “High-Flyers” who worked for the Government. Laura 

hurried down the hallway to the elevator. Inside the cylindrical elevator tube stood a mother and her unruly little 

boy. As the door glided closed and Laura was sealed inside, the child grabbed onto her for support. His head  

barely reached her knees and his little hands were probably covered with germs. Laura was slightly startled, but it 

only took a couple of seconds for the elevator tube to propel up 36 floors. The door slid back open on her floor. 

The mother caught her child, and Laura went on her way, mildly annoyed.  

That boy reminded Laura of her aunt, who always greeted her with a physical hug when she visited. Laura lived 

with her mom when she was young. Her dad resided in the Moon’s Bio-dome megabase when he was working. 

Consequently, Laura’s father spent a lot of time far away from Laura and her mother. He could have paid for a 

ticket back to Earth through the carbon nano-tube elevator from the International Space Station to visit home in 

person, but there was little need. With versatile, inexpensive MobPods, which could utilize virtual and holographic 

images along with video transmitters, that sort of effort was unnecessary. Laura had been connected to her entire 

family through her MobPod, except for her one aunt. Laura struggled to remember her aunt’s name. “Aunt, uhh, 

Aunt Mary… Aunt Joni. Aunt Jeni!” She remembered! Her aunt’s name was Jeni. Laura didn’t understand why 

Aunt Jeni used to fly three hours in her hovercar to their house just to see her mom, when she could’ve just     

messaged her.  

Laura approached her dwelling. Each apartment in the West Wing was locked with state-of-the-art retina                 

scanners, under which was a plaque that read, “Evan’s Quarters.” She stared into the scanner, but it merely 

beeped at her, mocking her forgetfulness. Frustrated, Laura made a verbal exclamation. “Hah! Stupid! Forgot to 

deactivate it,” she mumbled. She turned off her I-View, staring again into the lock. She succeeded this time, and 

gained entrance to her apartment.  

Laura had a standard apartment for a Government worker, equipped with her own MobPod, NannyBot, and          

suspended animation sleep cell. Everything she needed to live happily by herself, provided by the Government. 

Ever since she had been assigned to her station in robotics, the Government had taken care of her affairs.  

Laura activated her food rehydrator to cook herself dinner and opened her I-View again to check her schedule. “I 

can’t remember,” she muttered to herself. “Why is it becoming so hard to remember things?” she asked, search-

ing her calendar for the event bulletin. “There!” she gasped to herself as her food finished. Her mother’s birthday! 

It was on the 15th of October. “What’s the date, again, today?” she asked herself, looking on the calendar, “the 

16th!” Laura hadn’t messaged her mother in quite a while and had completely forgotten to send her mother         

anything for her birthday. Laura nervously inspected her surroundings. Her holo-walls made her apartment into a 

vivid green, virtual mountain landscape. Everything appeared secure, safe.  

Laura shuffled her slender frame over to NannyBot to freshen up, splashing water onto her thin, ashen face and 

brown cropped hair. She began trying to unwind from her taxing day by immersing herself in her work. Laura used 

work as a distraction, and thoroughly enjoyed her job. Laura sat down at her workstation, activated her MobPod, 

and assessed her work. Laura was a Parts Maker, a crystal cutter, but only a cog in the entire production industry. 

Her job was to decide what angle and measurements were needed for crystal cuts, and then send them to the 

next cog in the Government machine to be put into various robots.  

Continued... 
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Special Case, continued 

 

The Government enlisted Laura in the workforce specifically for her work habits and attention to detail. The     

Government needs parts, in order to manufacture enough robots to remain globally competitive. The                         

Government of the United States was once one of the weakest in the world. In 2030, the Government reached its 

breaking point. In debt trillions of trillions of dollars and with no way to compete economically, the Government 

took control of  the major workforces, robotics specifically. Laura was chosen for her job especially for her                

qualities in her Social Scan, like her loyalty, compliance, and her ability to work long isolated hours, to name a few.  

Work could distract her from any problem. It could remove the frustration of a missing package order, supposedly 

delivered yesterday to her doorstep via AmazonU.com’s quadrotor delivery drone. It could drown out various 

emotional problems, most recently, loneliness. Laura looked over at her NannyBot, which was set on automatic 

and scrubbing the floor. Laura realized that in the past week, she only had conversations with NannyBot, her 

MobPod virtual character, and the physician today. She couldn’t even count today, because if it hadn’t been             

mandatory, she wouldn’t have bothered to go out to the Health Check-in. Horrified by her self-induced                        

disassociation, Laura felt a burning wave of despair crash over her.  

Immediately, NannyBot perked up, awakened from its sleep. In a metallic voice, it asked, “Problem, Miss? Your 

smart clothes register a sudden change in body temperature and heart rate.”  

“No, I’m fine,” Laura said. “I just forgot, uh…” Laura thought of an escape. “I forgot to send my mother an e-card 

for her birthday yesterday.”  

“But Mrs. Evan’s birthday was three days ago,” NannyBot replied. Laura panicked. She opened her I-View                     

hurriedly, and checked the e-calendar. Sure enough, the date read, “October 18th, 2080.” Laura’s heart started to 

pound. “No,” NannyBot spoke louder than normal. “Increased heart rate and perspiration! I am contacting the 

physician,” it said.  

Laura frantically stated, “It’s just, that I forgot to eat. I just saw the physician earlier today!” 

***  

Laura woke up in the physician’s clinic, lying on the suspended table. The physician noticed Laura stirring and said, 

“Everything’s fine. Don’t worry. You were under an increased level of stress. It became unsafe for you. You 

might’ve caused damage to the workforce. It’s alright now; we just adjusted your dosage.”  

A new bottle of prescription pills were open beside her. The treatment was successful.  

Laura felt nothing.  
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2nd Place Cover Design—Moksh Karira, Troy High School 
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Third Place Senior Division 

Angelamarie Malkoun 

International Academy of Bloomfield 

Coach: Julie Hampel & Mary Nowak 
 

 

Too Late 

 

 I, Autumn Singel, knew the truth.  Life was a lie… 
 

 It had been like any other day.  I had worn my uniform gray jumpsuit, dull red hair tied back into a 
knot, bright green eyes standing out against my hair.   
 The year was 2050, I had been wandering the corridors of the place where I and the 50 other remain-
ing people alive on Earth lived.  I had never met all the other survivors.  Our guardians—those sociopaths—
told us that this task was too emotionally overpowering.    

See, those sociopaths told us, in 2020, human kind became too violent and the world’s governments 
had to retract all of the people into communities, or Civics, where they would not be overwhelmed and 
could live in peace.  That year was known as the Sequestered Section.  Wars ceased, people were polite.  A 
utopia had formed!  But nothing was perfect, they said.     

 In 2022, the Great Massacre took place.  It was a time where most Civics rebelled.  I don’t           
really know what a rebellion is.  I think I remember stories…not sure…  

 I was speaking of…the Great Massacre!  Every person, government, thing, it all collapsed,            
except for our Civic.  We were the only ones left on this planet.  If any of us were to rebel against such a           
utopia, our guardians said we would be—what was the word?  Oh, yes, terminated.   

 No one remembers.  I am different, though.  I am able to retain large amounts of knowledge.  
Although I will forget from time to time since I have no one to recite them to, I always remember.  Slowly at 
first, and then everything rushes back into my mind like a wave rising and falling.   

 Yet, I don’t remember my parents.  I was told that I had them…I was very lucky, they said.  
They…   

 Wait…what was I…oh!  Those hypocrites!   
 It is currently 2050.  Last week, I think, I was wandering down a hall in one of the buildings, 

can’t remember which.  I felt lost, the white walled hall was never ending.  I was empty.  In terror, I began to 
run.  I needed to get out of the hall.  I recall ending up in a room.   

 I turned—I ran into an enormous object.  Now I know that it was a file, though I don’t really 
know how.  The only type of things that I know to hold information lay in the white walls.  All one does is 
touch a certain area and a part of the wall pops out.  Next, you tap in what you are looking for.  In less than 
five seconds, the file(s) pops out and the piece of wall slides back into place.   

 So, finding these—these files was unnerving.  I don’t know what happened after I stood            
staring at them all over the white room.  I just remember waking up, wondering why I was on the ground.  
And it hit me, everything that I had somehow learned.     

 We were—we are—an experiment.  We aren’t the last human beings alive.  No, we are               
specimens being tested, prodded, used!  The people we trusted to guide us, the ones who knew and filled 
our brains with lies, those sociopaths—they were scientists. 

 I couldn’t tell anyone of this.  That would only…I couldn’t think of what would happen to me.   

Continued... 
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Too Late, continued 

 
And this made me feel…depressed as usual… 

 
 I…my mind…it stopped.  What was I… 
 I was abruptly pushing myself out of my bed where I was lying, getting dressed, following my 

daily routine.  I strode out of the room, through the empty halls, and out the door.  I walked down a cement 
path, past one white building after another.  I turned left…into the direction all were not allowed to go!  I was 
mentally snapped back.   

 Stop!  I yelled at myself.  I didn’t listen.  I was being controlled.  Nothing, no one was stopping 
me.  My face became wet with tears, though I made no sound.   

 I came to the building made of solid metal, or so we’d been told.  It loomed over a naive            
community.  My legs continued to carry me to the door.   

 One, two, three step.  I stood in front of the door with my arms raised straight up.  I didn’t    
understand why, though.  

 And then, I was falling.  I couldn’t cry out as I tumbled through a void of nothing.   
 Hitting the ground hard, I couldn’t see anything.  Yet, everything seemed to be vibrating.  How 

I wanted to run back into myself, to burrow away. 
 The tiny square of light up above was the last thing I saw before… 
 

*  *  * 
 
     Autumn lay on an examination table, a man gazing at her. 
Ding!   
 The man looked up at his Tech Sorter.  Oh! he thought delightedly.  Time for another sample. 
 He made his way to a mirror not far from the examination table.  Scalpel and drill in hand, the 

man drilled into the back of his head.  Fortunately, he never felt pain.   
 He used another mirror to see that he had drilled to what was left of his gray matter.  He only 

had the slightest patch.  Sticking the scalpel in, he took a sample.  Grabbing a bottle off of an adjacent shelf, 
the man took a pill.  This pill rebuilt whatever damage he’d done to his skull. 

 The man prepared his sample for inspection.  Now, it was time for Autumn.  She still lay                
unconscious on the table, so the process was quick.  In no time, he had her sample.  While her body                   
recovered, the man carried on the examinations.   

 At last.  He couldn’t help but let his crooked grin appear on his face as he gloated from within. 
 He’d waited so long.  He’d be free of this life of isolation!   
Yes, he was a scientist.  At first, when the man had joined the other scientists, he’d been normal.              

Naturally, when their Funder had set everything up, it wasn’t expected that the scientists would be affected 
by the isolation of a people.  The scientists were not the ones being isolated after all.   

 But they were wrong.  The man strode over to the table, where he absent-mindedly stroked 
Autumn’s red hair. 

 Isolation affects all.  He was clear evidence.  The man wasn’t sure when he’d begun to keep 
track of the disappearance of the gray and white matter in his brain, but it was evident now that he had little 
to none left. 

 The Civic experiment had unknowingly created a new breed of sociopaths.  Or, as he liked to 
call himself, a sestopathic.  The man was the only one.  He had no emotions, felt no physical pain.   

 Let the world perish, let them all be gone.   
 

Continued... 
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Too Late, continued 

 
That is how he had developed his plan.  The man didn’t want to take out the entire world just yet.  He 

would start by taking out the Civic.  He’d created a sort of demolisher and embedded it in the middle of the 
island that the Civic was on.  With a push of a button, it would send out wavelengths that would deteriorate 
the entire island and whatever was on it within ten seconds. 

 The man went to his Tech Sorter, where he began tapping in commands.  He had to be specific 
and he didn’t have much time.  Most on the island had a certain amount of matter remaining in their brains.  
If he waited any longer, they could become a fatality to his plans.  No scientist knew of what would happen 
within a month to the brains of these people, and none would ever know.  The man couldn’t help but                     
congratulate himself, giddy with the feeling of having success within reach.   

 Unexpectedly, he found himself on the ground.  Had he slipped?  The man glanced up and 
found that Autumn stood above him, a metal bar raised in her hands. 

 Foolish girl.  He cracked his neck and swiftly rose to his feet.  “Very unwise decision.” 
 Autumn began backing up as the man stalked her.  “I know everything,” she spoke shakily. 
 “Do you?  And you remember?” he replied amusedly. 
 “Yes,” Autumn answered.  
 “That’s too bad.  I’d hoped you didn’t.” 
 “What’s wrong with you?” she questioned, confused with the man’s intentions. 
 “That’s classified.” 
 He watched Autumn glance around the room, obviously frightened. 
 The man stopped walking.  “You won’t—Stop!”  He suddenly shouted angrily. 
 Autumn had seen the Tech Sorter and was bashing at it.  He didn’t care about that.  No, he 

cared about what lay on the desk underneath it.  The button.  He hadn’t yet set his device to demolishing the 
island, rather than Earth, which was the default.  The man ran and threw himself at it, but missed.  He 
watched in horror as Autumn brought the metal bar down upon it.   

 Everything began to shake.  “What have you done?” The man jumped up and threw Autumn 
out of his way.   

 “No, no, no!” he shrieked.  He’d lost it, whatever sanity he’d still possessed.   
 Autumn laid her head down on the ground, knowing that this was it.  She was all alone.  And 

the world…nothing could be done.  It was  

        TOO LATE.  
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First Place Middle Division 

Mariana Ortiz 

Holy Family Regional School 

Coach: Mary Nowak 
 

 

Hello? 

 

“No pig can survive like that – we all need other pigs, none of us can live alone. They stay alive, but the loneli-
ness drives them crazy.” 

Jane Simmons, A Pig’s Tale  
November 24, 2051  

The breeze tickles my face. Warm sand is trapped beneath my feet. A blazing blue sky stretches across my 
head. I                      remember when my father used to tell me about the days he spent playing on beaches like this one 
with his brothers when he was a young boy. 

 I’m sure this is exactly what he meant. The only difference is that I am alone. 
                                                          ------------------------------ 
 But hey, who needs more people coming in and ruining your silence? Not me! As I lean on a nearby 

picnic table, I remember it’s all virtual. My elbow slips and my beach gets fuzzy. I involuntarily fall and hit my elbow on 
the floor. 

 “Miss. Andrea, all you all right?” CareBot asks. 
 “I’m fine. There is a protective pad on the floor, remember? Please get an ice pack.”  
 “You can never be too careful. I’ll get a bandage.” 
 I bite back a retort and sigh. You would expect that with no people around, life can get lonely, but ever 

since I moved to this place a week ago, life has been good. Goodbye crowded, noisy, polluted megacities. I mean, my 
tower is full of           simulators and electronic clouds (to control the tower), there is food to last for a year, and I can 
finally relax. The only downside is that CareBot is constantly at my side. But it’s worth it. Nobody is ever sneezing into 
you or passing on dreadful germs or being rude or doing anything.  

 So let me tell you about my new home, Tall Tower: A tower in the middle of (hard to find) 8 acres. 
Measuring a height of 2,300 feet of titanium and steel on the outside and a mile of peace on the inside, 23 yards in di-
ameter, 110 stories of  digital equipment, only 2 small windows throughout the entire building, 1 elevator, just for me. 
It is powered completely by the latest and greatest solar and wind technology. This massive atmoscon is listed in the 
top 40 tallest buildings in the world!                      Atmoscon is a relatively new word. It blends atmosphere and conver-
ger.  Before 2045, people used to call them skyscrapers. But apparently, that wasn’t right because they don’t scrape 
the sky, they converge with it. 

December 24, 2051 
 It’s Christmas Eve and the only sound is of CareBot’s humming. I placed all the presents under my In-

staTree.          Every single one of them has the same name: Andrea Burlap. Satisfied, I stand up and leave. A wave of 
dizziness passes over me. 

 “Whoa.” I stumble and stub my toe on a box. The pain isn’t much. But the memory it stirs is the oppo-
site. Flashes go by of a girl named Emmy Satin stepping on my right toe and Rose Silk stepping on my left toe at the 
same time. Rose copied everything that Emmy did. Now, I just want to get away from people like them. Well, one 
memory leads to another and I suddenly remember a man asking for a piece of hamburger. Not waiting for an answer, 
he took a huge bite out of it and just gave it back. Nausea almost overcomes me. Thank goodness no one is doing that 
in here. If I avoid everyone, nobody can hurt me, right? 

 I’ve been having flashbacks like these all week. CareBot says I should call a doctor, but I will keep on 
resisting! After weeks of being by myself, that experience would be awkward.  

 

Continued... 



 14 

Hello?, continued 

 
January 11, 2052 
 # 100. - The substance created when Mg and S are combined is __________. 
 I say my answer (magnesium sulfate) and touch done. My IQ score comes in almost instantly and I am 

thrilled with the results. 
 “162! That is a score to be proud of, Miss Andrea,” CareBot notices. 
 “Thank you.” 
I can still remember those days at school where everybody would ask me question after question. “I don’t get 

it.” “How do you do it?” “Why does that happen?” “Is number three, B and C, or C and B?” Easy quizzes, easy tests. 
Boring class, boring homework. Nothing trying to challenge my mind. Day after day. Week after week. Month after 
month. Aaaaahhhhhh!!! That’s another reason why living alone is so great. I can finally pull out my own tests that are 
actually hard. And I don’t have anybody tapping my shoulder asking for the answer to number ten. 

 
January 28, 2052 
 My head is spinning. I can’t think straight. When I try to remember where I left my right sock, I can’t. 

CareBot tells me I haven’t been very active these days. I usually exercise at least an hour a day, but lately I cut it down 
to just 20 minutes. It tells me we are low on food also, but, it was supposed to last a year. I don’t know what I’m going 
to do when it is completely gone. 

 Nonetheless, I need to shake off the feeling. A man is ringing the doorbell. I don’t know what to do. 
Answer the door? Tell him to leave? Let CareBot handle it? Hide?  

 
February 6, 2052 
 It seems that I have an inexplicable urge to pace. Back and forth, back and forth. Luckily, my tower is 

very large and spacious. All that space just for me. 
 
February 10, 2052                                                                                                                   
 I can’t focus on anything. White lights shine everywhere. A constant migraine throbs. I feel sick and 

stressed out for no good reason. 
 “Hello? Can anybody help me?” My only response is silence. “Hello?” My last thought is “If I get to the 

control panel, I might be able to turn on communications!” before the blackness swallows me and I know no more. 
 
February 14, 2052 
 The TV turns on automatically. A cheery news reporter comes on. “Hello, my name is Lenny Cotton 

and you are watching NWN. We have been informed that Miss Andrea Burlap, the resident of Tall Tower, has been 
hospitalized. According to her CareBot, Miss Andrea had actually been unconscious for three days. However, without 
connections to the rest of the world, she was only found today by a food delivery man. Medical Reports says this was 
brought on by a phenomena called social isolation. To help bring her to her senses, she will be set in a MedChair,           
playing a series of calm compositions and at the same time transmitting soothing feelings toward her neurons. If Miss 
Andrea does not regain consciousness, the Tall Tower will then be up for auction. If anybody is interested, say 452738 
into your IPieces right now. I repeat 452738.”  
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Second Place Middle Division 

Mary Carthew 

Holy Family Regional School 

Coach: Mary Nowak 
 

 

The Perfect Illusion 

“No! You can’t do that!” she yells holding the newborn baby tightly in her arms. 
“It isn’t our choice. These are the rules of Pure,” the doctor says emphatically reaching for the baby. 

The mother pulls her close. 
“She’s just a baby! Why is it so distasteful to see deformities?” she cries. 
“Look at her, she’s beautiful. She is only missing a finger,” the mother says pointing to the baby’s tiny 

pink hand.  
“Like I said before, this is not my choice. Our society dictates there is no room for imperfections. We 

all prefer to be surrounded by perfect people. This baby cannot survive in our world,” says the doctor       
without a second glance. 

The nurse comes in, “I have to take her now.”   
“Where are you taking her? What will become of my little Cay? Does she not matter anymore?” the 

mother pleads. 
“Why did you bother naming the deformed monster? Her name will be changed as soon as she arrives 

in Reclusion,” the nurse retorts. 
“Please let her stay! She doesn’t need to be isolated because of one little missing finger. No one will 

notice her imperfection. She can still have a good life here,” her mother begs. 
“No, let her go,” the doctor barks as he grabs the baby and hurries her off with the nurse while               

simultaneously giving the mother the amnesia shot taking away all memories of little Cay.  
Then Cay is gone. 
 
“Amiss, can you take care of this one too?” asked Awry, handing me another child. 
“Sure, what other option do I have?” I remark. 
“These are the last of them for a while.” 
“Really?” I ask. 
“Yes, that’s it.” Awry admits. 
“Finally a break,” I mutter. 
I have been caring for the children of Reclusion for as long as I can remember. I hand a small child a 

glass of water and put a cold cloth against her forehead. 
“Why the sudden decrease in arrivals?” I ask. 
Awry answers, “Pure will send their last transports to Reclusion next week. This means no fresh               

water, food, medicine, or…” 
“Imperfects,” I whisper knowingly. 
“Exactly,” Awry agrees. 
“So they finally found a way to make people perfect?” I question. 
“No, they finally found a way to make people think they are perfect,” Awry answers confidently. 
“How? Do you not realize that we will die out here without the supplies? Pure put us on an island                 

surrounded by salt water! We depend on Pure for survival. Do they even know we exist?” I can practically 
feel the steam coming out of my ears, I feel so angry. 

Continued... 
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The Perfect Illusion, continued 

 
“If we are destined to die we will die,” Awry answers.  
“Well I’m not one to wait,” I mutter under my breath.  
Why am I the only one who cares? I thought Awry hated life here too. I guess I was wrong. Why is the 

land of Pure so amazing anyway? I wonder if all the stories are true. Everyone is beautiful there and no one 
has anything wrong with them. The buildings are tall and covered in gold, and there is plenty to eat and 
drink. Everything is perfect. Perfect is not a word often said here in Reclusion. The description is more like 
different, weird, outsider, or outcast. I am imperfect, we are Imperfects, living together in Reclusion not by 
choice but by force. Placed into isolation together based on one common thread…imperfection.   
  

Let me start from the beginning. My name is Amiss, or at least that was the name given to me when I 
arrived in Reclusion as a baby. Pure thought it a more suitable name for an Imperfect then the one my 
mother gave me when I was born. I am sixteen now. The year is 2068, and I HATE Pure. When I was old 
enough to understand, someone told me my story. I work as a nurse’s assistant with young children. The 
work here can be overwhelming, so I assist Awry. She is getting older and there are only so many people you 
can help before becoming exhausted. The Pure basically has us work as slaves. I am fortunate (if luck exists!) 
to have my job. It’s true, some people have it worse than me. Most of the Imperfects work in the mines and 
the fields. They make products for Pure. They are so cruel. Have they been brainwashed? Why haven ’t they 
rescued us yet? 
 I wake up every day and am reminded of the joys of being an Imperfect. When I look around me, I 
see nothing to be happy about, no food, no water, nothing. Only the hungry, begging eyes of the little                 
children that I cannot help. Is there anything I can do? I have no money, no hope, but I do have                               
endurance. Is that enough? Even though I am only sixteen, there has to be something I can do. I do not want 
to starve and be isolated on an island my entire life. I want to leave Reclusion. 
 Didn’t Awry mention that the last transport was next week? Maybe that’s my chance at a better life 
it is a chance to escape. At least, I have to try. I’ll come back for Awry and the children, someday. What will I 
do once I get to Pure? That is the question. Will I start a rebellion or try to blend in with the rest of Pure? 
Can I blend in? I am wearing rags as it is. But then again, who knows what they wear in Pure. So many 
thoughts are running through my head. 
 I am going to Pure. 
 The week feels more like a minute. Before I know it, it’s time to go. 
 As the supply hydropod approaches, I see the workers carefully lifting the supplies off of the 
transport. Now is my chance.  
 I cautiously sneek past the workers, hoping not to get caught. I can see the transport inches away 
from me. I leap. I make it! As I board the huge hydropod, I remember how much of a hurry I’m in. I have to 
go before they get back. I run into the control room and look for the start button. 
 I pull and push buttons, not sure which one means “go”. I hear distant footsteps. I need to hurry. 
 “Come on, come on,” I whisper. I am running out of time. 
 I hear a jolt as I begin to rise.   
 “What now?” I think to myself.  
 I push more buttons and hear louder footsteps. 
 “Please,” I beg to whoever is listening.  
 I pull on the controls near my hand and I take off.  
 I should have thought this through. How did I expect to get to Pure? I don’t even know where I am.  
 “Head straight and turn left,” a monotoned voice projects from overhead.  
 “Who’s there?” I yell.   

Continued... 
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The Perfect Illusion, continued 

 
There is no reply. 
 I decide to listen to the voice. What other option do I have? While my heart is still racing, I hesitate 
and then push the controls to the left. 
 “Continue strait. Your destination is on the right,” directs the voice. 
 I follow the instructions and see what I imagine is Pure in the distance. 
 “It’s Pure, finally! It’s amazing! It is so...” 
 I stop and stare speechless. I steer closer to Pure.  
 “What?” I force out, barely able to speak. 
 “Am I back in Reclusion?” 
 I am so confused. I see torn down buildings and people in rags. I see gray sky and...people smiling and 
laughing? Why are they happy? 
 I land the hydropod and exit. Two ladies approach me in awe.  
 “Is that the new Roberto Collox dress? It looks stunning! How much did you pay for it? And your hair! 
How did you get it to look like that? Are you a model? Your skin is so toned and flawless!” One of them asks 
totally enamored at my rags and unwashed hair. 
 “Yes, do tell,” the other one asks anxiously. 
 “This isn’t designer. I think you have made a mistake,” I say wanting to get away from them. They 
must be crazy! 
 “Oh, stop being so modest. I know a Roberto Collox dress when I see one. It looks just like mine!” the 
first lady says. 
 I look at her completely befuddled. She is wearing rags far worse than mine. 
 “Don’t you just love the beading? It is quite exquisite,” coos the second lady.  
 I take off running. I must find someone normal to explain what’s happening. I barge into the closest 
building. 
 “Hello?” no one seems to be there. 
 I run my fingers along the wall in search of a light switch. I flip it on and hear screams from the street 
outside. 
 I run back outside and see everyone staring at themselves in shock and dismay. 
 “We are not perfect?” they say in disbelief. 
 “No one is perfect,” I say. 
 What kind of switch did I flip? 
 Everything is an illusion. 
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1st Place Slogan Entry—Jonathan Karr, Holy Family Regional School 
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Third Place Middle Division 

Jennifer Ascher 

Millennium Middle School 

Coach: Doug Host 
 

 

Life After the Incident 

 

It’s been two years since the Incident of 3004. Now our world is living in terror of the next attack.   
Anyone can be a traitor, a traitor to the Tetris. More than half of us are gone now. The ones that are left are 
worried every minute of every day. Only rumors are told about those that are sent off. We see them put into 
capsules, locked in and set off. Mostly people say that loneliness eats them away and spits them out without 
their hearts beating. No one can trust each other. Anyone can be one of them. Even the most trusted in     
society can be one of the twisted beings that take us away. I am on the run. My baby brother, Cillian, and I 
have to stay one step ahead of them. It is the fate brought upon us from our parents. They were anti-Tetris. 
Their group, the Rubix, was the largest group of anti-Tetris in the world. But still, they were defeated. I 
watched them being put in the sleep capsules. I saw their despair and anger. Cillian doesn’t remember them, 
he was only three at the time. I, being his only caretaker, make the big decisions that keep us from dying. I 
just hope my teenage sense of judgement doesn’t fail me. 

“Marea, what’cha lookin’ at?” Cillian inquired as he was jumping around in our makeshift tent. 
“Nothin’, what’re you looking at?” I challenged back, though the answer wasn’t truthful. I was always 

on the lookout. Now more than ever I was waiting for Thane.   
“When’s Thane going to be back? I miss Thane!” Cillian yelled as he stomped about on the dirt floor of 

our tent. 
“Soon, Cillian. Soon.”  I hoped my answer was true. 

*** 
Two days later we finally saw a figure on the horizon. Cillian ran out to meet him and immediately 

started asking an impossible amount of questions that ended up sounding like gibberish. 
“Later Cillian. I need to talk to your sister.”  Thane said as Cillian jogged back inside. 
“Sooo…” 
“There was a crash, someone came out, I talked with the survivor.” 
“What!? Where!?” 
“Desert country, completely uninhabited. He was beat up, but alive. He was captured by the Tetris 

but he found a way to get out.” 
“What did they do to him?” 
“Complete and total isolation, maybe an entire other planet, can’t tell. Seems like they shoot them off 

to rot away.” 
“What was his name?” 
“Questry.” 
Suddenly it was all too real. That’s what happened to my parents. I had so many more questions but 

yet I couldn’t bring myself to ask them, however I found the courage to ask just one more. “Where is he?” 
“Gone, he was too beat up. Lasted a couple days. It’s more than I expected.” 
 
 

Continued... 
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Life After the Incident, continued 

 
“Oh.” I was silenced by the reality of life today.  If the Tetris were isolating people somewhere in the 

stars, I couldn’t help but think that they were doing the same thing down here. Luckily I have Cillian, and 
Thane as well, though he isn’t around much. With Thane we have some sort of father figure and Cillian needs 
that even if it isn’t often. Without Cillian, I don’t think I would still be here. Loneliness is just as deadly as  
having no food or water. 
 

*** 
 

For 7 days all I could think about was Questry. Thane left and all I had was Cillian. Then, my deep   
process of thought was interrupted when a dark figure once again appeared on the horizon. First I thought it 
was Thane and was immediately excited but it still felt different. When the figure got closer I could tell it was 
Thane and stopped worrying. I ran to meet him outside. 

“Pretty boring trip, huh.” 
“It was ok. Though there was a bit of an interesting experience.” 
“What?” 
Thane got close to me as if he were going to tell me a secret. Then I felt a sharp poke in my 

neck.  Thane backed away and I knew he was one of them. 
“Cillian! Run!” I screamed and I watched him run out of the tent then the world went black. 

 
*** 

 
“You thought you could hide from us,” A lady in a business suit asked me as I was held down in a chair 

by some invisible force in an all white room. “you’d be quite surprised how bad you are at hide and seek.” 
“Who are you? What do you want?” 
“I don’t believe my name is of that much importance at this time. What we want is simple enough.” 
“What are you going to do to me?” 
“Really. Your parents’ never told you anything.  Wow, they were worse than I thought.” 
“They were great parents!” 
“Great parents were part of the Tetris.” 
“Where are they?” 
“Oh, subjects 314 and 315 are somewhere far away from here.” 
“They’re still alive?” 
“Barely. Mostly just hanging by a thread. We provide them with the basic nutrition.” 
“They’re still together?” 
“Well aren’t you just a bag of questions, but no.  They have no… human contact” 
“Is there any other form?” 

 “You’d be surprised. Anyway, you seem nice enough so I guess I’ll let you choose. Do you want to be 
10056 or 10057?  The boy in the next room doesn’t seem to mind.” 
 “Who is it?” 
 “Some boy named Cillian.” 
 I was silent. They had found him. I thought that they would at least spare him. I thought he got 
away.  I thought he could survive. 
 “10056 it is.” She said as she poked blankly into space tapping on a contact screen invisible to me. 
 “What’s going to happen to me?” 
 

Continued... 
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 Life After the Incident, continued 

 
 “Well, you’ll be shipped to one of our isolation facilities. It’s about a 2 day trip by sleep capsule. Then 
you’ll find yourself on a desert planet with no one else there to comfort you. Drones will bring you just 
enough food. I hear the grey mush is amazing. I do believe it is quite torturous.” 
 “What about… 10057?” 
 “He’s a little too young. I believe he’ll be held in a cell for a little while. With that age, it only takes a 
few days. Basic nutrition is required to keep someone that young alive for much longer.” 
 I couldn’t think. I was supposed to protect him.  It was my responsibility. I had failed. 
 “Let’s see with your types history you will have about a 1000 calorie deficiency from the minimum 
calorie allotment for your age. You won’t be able to do much. Good luck finding anyone else.  You should stay 
alive for around 50 more years. We’ll keep you around for that long. You should be thankful, we could 
choose to make you die in just a few days. No human contact does some… interesting things to the human 
body.” 
 “Why me? It was my parents you wanted. I was never part of the Rubix.” 
 “Necessary precautions are being taken. The apple never falls far from the tree. I don’t exactly believe 
you are in the seat to debate your position. What is the old saying… oh yes, we don’t…  negotiate with        
terrorists. It really doesn’t matter who or what you were or weren’t a part of as long as you weren’t part of 
the Tetris we have a strong enough reason for arrest.” 
 “Was this really the easiest way for you to… dispose of us?” 
 “Oh, we’ve tried other ways but I must say that the Rubix are quite a persistent group of people. After 
9456 found a way out we had to make some… modifications. No two people in the same isolations facility, 
less calories for each person. Standard precautions.” 
 “What about 9456? What did he do?” 
 “Oh Questry, he found a way to reactivate his sleep capsule to bring him back here.  Caused us quite a 
scare but we took the… necessary actions, one of our field agents took him down, Agent Thane. But, I assure 
you that all new occupants will never be able to escape.” 
 I looked at her in stunned silence. It was Thane! Questry didn’t die, he was murdered by my once 
most trusted friend. 
 “Now that you are under capture, you can do whatever you want but when the sun starts to rise the 
drones will be out to feed you. If you are not up, they will skip you. If you refuse food for more than 2 days 
you will be taken to a confinement facility.If you think that the isolation facility is bad, believe me you don ’t 
want to end up in confinement. Oh, and one more thing, don’t even try to commit suicide. You are under 
constant surveillance. Any questions. No? Good.” 
 I couldn’t even respond before I felt a needle going into the side of my neck. My eyes felt heavy but I 
could still make out the face of the strange woman in front of me staring into my eyes.  
 “Enjoy your trip.” She said, then the world went black. 



 22 

2nd Place Slogan Entry—Moksh Karira, Troy High School 
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First Place Junior Division 

Luke Koski 

Holy Family Regional School 

Coach: Mary Nowak 
 

 

Life on Xarion Farm 

Xarion, Kansas is home to the humble fifty-two year old crop farmer, Silas Allen.  Farming has been a 
tradition in his family history dating back to 2003.  Silas attributes his love for farming to his grandfather who 
taught him many things.  Silas often reflects on the freedom of farming years ago without constant                        
surveillance and personal daily identification processing. 

All of the ultraviolet exposure over the years had prematurely damaged Silas’s skin.  It was                    
weathered, especially near his wrist where the Global Positioning System (G.P.S.) identity chip was injected.  
Silas clearly remembers the haunting injection day mandated for all farmers in Xarion by the Surveillance            
Organization International (S.O.I.).   The process was completed in an assembly line fashion and Silas’s jagged 
scar is proof. 

Silas’s grandfather pioneered genetically modified wheat crops in Oregon nearly a century ago.  Later, 
his father used his experience and knowledge to create genetically modified wheat seeds.  His seed business 
grew quickly and Silas was encouraged to continue its growth.  His heart followed his family’s tradition, but 
so much has changed.  Daily farming assignments are given after Silas is identified. 
 Every day begins the same way at the same time.  At 5:00 AM, Silas’s alarm buzzes on his 4500YT 
identification watch worn tightly on his left wrist.  He is allowed three buzzes before he must speak into the 
watch.  The S.O.I. verifies his voice.  He then verbally receives the day’s farming itinerary.   
 Breakfast is also pre-determined on the farm.  After entering the dining area, Silas must look into the 
small reflective panel on the commercial stove.   The Iris Cam 1700X photographs his iris for confirmation of 
personal identification.  Instantly, verification is given and Silas is allotted his morning ration of food.  With 
winter drawing near, Silas dreams of a warm breakfast.  Instead, he must accept a cold bowl of genetically 
altered wheat oats.  He does not know how long it will be until he receives lunch, so he forces himself to eat 
every oat.    
 The S.O.I. is extremely strict about time.  His personal morning preparations are limited to twenty 
minutes.  Due to the ration of water on the farm, showers are only allowed on Tuesdays and Fridays for Silas.  
Bathroom entry is granted via the Anviz L100 Biometric Fingerprint Door Handle System (L100 B.F.D.H.S).   
Entry allows for electricity, water and heat.  Once Silas places his hand on the system, fingerprint recognition 
is granted within ten seconds and 60 seconds are allotted for the door to be opened.   
  Farm clothing for Silas is similar to what his father and grandfather wore generations ago.  The 
difference lies in the metallic embroidered “X” for Xarion that is sewn on all of Silas’s overalls.   The S.O.I. is 
immediately notified by silent alarm if the Xarion land boundaries are crossed by Silas.   
 Farming equipment is far more advanced than that of Silas’s family’s farm.  Wheat chopping is                 
completed in less than half the amount of time.  Silas is not intimidated by the fierce Trex CS he has been  
assigned to for the day.  He must use the Iris Cam 1700X to start the ignition of the machinery.  Keys are a 
thing of the past.  As Silas sees his reflection in the Iris Cam, he remembers when he was content on his own 
farm in Oregon.   
 His thoughts are interrupted by his 4500YT identification watch notifying him that two hours have 
passed and he must begin his next chore.  The S.O.I. gives verbal direction of fertilization and waits for Silas’s 
verbal confirmation.  

Continued... 
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Life on Xarion Farm, continued 

 
 
Fertilization of crops must be carefully completed with genetic modification standards set by the 

S.O.I.  Precise measurements of chemical fertilizers are pre-determined and weighed.  Silas once made the 
mistake of exceeding his daily supply of fertilizer.  The S.O.I. punished him by taking the excess amount from 
the following day’s supply.  

Ninety minutes are given to Silas for fertilization.   Half-way through his process, the machine               
automatically pauses.  Silas must place his right wrist chip and left identification watch against the hot               
leather steering wheel.  The S.O.I. confirms it is Silas by his D.N.A. and G.P.S. match.  He can then complete 
his task of fertilization. 

The intense sun makes Silas thirsty.  The S.O.I. allows for him to have a thirty minute break after             
fertilization.  Silas finds a small piece of shade and fills his water bottle.  He studies the bold print on the             
water bottle which reads, “XARION.”  Silas rubs his worn fingers over the letters.  He reflects on his earlier, 
simpler life; no cameras, no iris identifiers, no fingerprint systems, no identification watches.  Just the simple 
joy of farming the earth with his grandfather.  Then he daydreams. 

“Silas, come back!” his grandfather calls from the distance.  Young Silas playfully 
skips through the tall maze of wheat crops.  He feels free.  The wind blows through his 
blonde hair.   He leisurely returns to his grandfather’s tractor.  His grandfather hoists him 
up and places him on his lap.  They slowly ride away as the sun sets over the family farm. 
Silas’s 4500YT identification watch quickly brings him back to reality.  In an instant, the sky is                  

interrupted by a fleet of manned helicopters from the Image Surveillance and Inspection Center (I.S.I.C.).  It 
is a common and unannounced inspection of power lines, crop lines and property border markings.  High 
resolution cameras document the information and report it to the S.O.I.  

Despite the helicopter interruption, Silas still has to plant the wheat seeds.  His anxiety rises with the 
noise and presence of the I.S.I.C.   

The planting process is soothing for Silas.  The automated TBX4 wheat planter has three operations.  
It turns the soil, drops the seeds and adds soil for proper coverage.  The three step process is rhythmic.   

Silas is reminded of his percussion collection he used to play at a young age.  His grandmother, Emma 
Allen, was a famous musician for the Oregon Orchestra.  She taught Silas to play many instruments and            
appreciate the art of music.  Silas often heard the music in his mind as the countless hours passed in Xarion, 
Kansas.    

His 4500YT identification watch notifies him that lunch will be in twenty minutes.  It has been a long 
morning, like all of his mornings.   

After being identified by the Iris Cam 1700X, Silas eats his cold, plain pasta (made from genetically 
altered wheat) and his small bowl of vegetables grown in the farm’s small vegetable garden.   While eating, 
his eyes catch a glimpse of the perfect rows of planted crops.   

Silas reflects on his life as a farmer.  Farming isn’t what it used to be, especially while serving time at 
the S.O.I.’s Xarion Prison Farm.    
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Second Place Junior Division 

Shannon Higgins 

Holy Family Regional School 

Coach: Mary Nowak 
 

 

Almost Stuck in the Desert 

 

Mayor Stephanie Jenkins was extremely overwhelmed.  She didn’t realize how fast the desert was encroach-
ing until she started getting emails from concerned citizens.  The desert was only about thirty miles away!  It 
would take three years or less to reach Rockville.  She knew she had to do something fast, but how?  She           
didn’t know what to do, and as the city was already in a financial bind, how was she going to pay for it? 
 How had she let it get to this point?  Thirty miles, she couldn’t believe it.  She read the email from  
Steven Towers, Enviro-Tech CEO, over and over again. 
  Mayor Jenkins: 

You have to do something.  The desert is only thirty miles from the  
southern edge of Rockville.  If you don’t do something now, the desert  
will take over Rockville.  The desert has been moving about ten miles  
every year.  At this rate, the desert will reach the city limits in less than 
three years.  This is a huge issue which can’t be ignored any longer.  Enviro-Tech 
 is willing to help you with this situation.  Please contact me 
as soon as possible. 
Steven Towers, CEO 
Enviro-Tech 

She knew she was going to need Enviro-Tech’s help.  She didn’t know how to stop the advancing     
desert.  The very idea that anyone could stop a desert from spreading seemed impossible to her. 
 Mayor Jenkins knew she had another problem as well.  How was she going to pay for whatever        
solution they attempted?  The city was already in debt.  In fact, it had been such a large problem recently 
that she had ignored the major issue of the encroaching desert.  Now she could not ignore it any longer and 
would need to take action.  She took out her technogram, stated “Steven Towers, Enviro-Tech,” and waited 
for his image to appear.   
 “Hello,” said Steven Towers.   
 “Hello, Mr. Towers, this is Stephanie Jenkins Mayor of Rockville,” said Mayor Jenkins. 
 “You must be calling about my email on the desertification problem,” replied Steven. 
 “I am.  I was wondering if you could help me come up with a quick and reliable solution?” asked 
Mayor Jenkins. 
 “Yes, I would like to help you, however as you can see from my holographic image, I’m a little busy 
right now,” Steven stated. 
 “Yes, you appear to be quite busy.  Sorry to have interrupted your meeting,” said Mayor Jenkins. 
“When would be a better time to talk?” 
 “How about Thursday afternoon at 2 o’clock?” asked Steven. 
 “That would be great,” replied Mayor Jenkins consulting her electronic schedule to ensure she would 
be available. 
 “Great, I will call you then,” said Steven. 

Continued... 
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Almost Stuck in the Dessert, continued 

  
 
In preparation for her Thursday call with Steven Towers, Mayor Jenkins had her assistants’ research how  
other areas in the world had tried to stop the spreading desert.  She met with them on Wednesday afternoon 
to see what they had found out. 
 “Africa created the Great Green Wall 70 years ago,” said Julie Roberts.  “They planted trees all along 
the edge of the Sahara Desert.  It took many years for the trees to develop a root system that secured the soil 
and helped retain the moisture.  It took a full decade for the project to be considered a success.” 
 “A decade?  We do not have that long,” moaned Mayor Jenkins.  “Nick, what did you find?” 
 “China took on the spread of the Gobi desert about 20 years after Africa started their Great Green 
Wall project,” replied Nick Jones.  “They took a different approach and buried gel packs in the earth at the 
edge of the desert to release moisture into the soil, allowing native plants to grow in that area.  It worked, 
but that also took many, many years to get it right.”   
 “Again, time is not something we have a lot of,” stated Mayor Jenkins. 
 “Monwala used an irrigation system to bring in water to fight the spread of their desert,” said Emily 
Clayton.   
 “Monwala?” inquired Mayor Jenkins. “I’m not familiar with Monwala.” 
 “That is because it is gone,” replied Emily. “The irrigation system alone did not work, and Monwala is 
now completely covered by the Ohana desert.” 
 “None of this sounds like it will work for us,” stated Mayor Jenkins. “We do not have the time for 
plants’ roots system to take hold, like Africa and China had.  We also do not have a fresh water supply for  
irrigation.  I hope when I talk with Steven Towers tomorrow we find a better solution.”   
 “Hello, are you there?” asked Steven. 
 “Yes, yes, I am here.  What time is it?” asked Mayor Jenkins. “I thought our call was for 2 o’clock this 
afternoon?” 
 “Oh, my goodness, I forgot we are in different time zones,” said Steven. “Do I need to call back later?” 
 “No, I can talk to you now,” replied Mayor Jenkins. “My schedule is very clear at 6:00 am.”   
 “Sorry again.  Well, since you have the time now, let’s get started,” said Steven 
 “Great.   I had my assistants do some research on other areas that have tried to stop deserts from 
spreading around the world,” stated Mayor Jenkins. “Africa, China, and Monwala all tried different ways to 
fight the desert.  Although Monwala’s attempt ultimately failed as they did not have enough fresh water    
resources, I was wondering if we could somehow use saltwater?  We already have it being pumped into the 
transporter factory for fueling purposes.”   
 “Saltwater, that’s an interesting idea,” replied Steven. “Maybe we can do a combination of Africa’s 
Great Green Wall and Monwala’s irrigation system.   We do not have enough time to plant the trees they did 
as it would take too long for the root system to take hold.   However, I have heard of the modified mongrovia 
trees that can live on saltwater.   They also grow incredibly quickly and could possibly develop the root      
system you need within a year or two.” 
 “Modified mongrovia trees? I think I might have heard of those.  Do you know where they are being 
grown?” asked Mayor Jenkins. 
 “Scientists only developed this species of tree recently.  I think there is a research lab in Japan where 
they are cultivating the trees,” replied Steven. 
 “I think you’re right, I pulled up a site about modified mongrovia trees on my e-Tab and it says they 
grow quickly.  They are almost full grown in two years or less,” said Mayor Jenkins excitedly.  “I think this just 
might work!” 
 

Continued... 
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Almost Stuck in the Dessert, continued 

 
 “Modified mongrovia trees may be difficult to obtain.  We need a plan on how to get the trees and 
how we are going to get the saltwater to them,” said Steven.   
 “I’m pretty sure we can build an irrigation system, as we are already pumping in saltwater for our  
factories,” said Mayor Jenkins. 
 “Great idea.   You will need to contact the Japanese lab where they have developed the modified 
mongrovia trees,” replied Steven. 
 “Thank you so much for helping.  I know what I need to do now,” said Mayor Jenkins. 
 Mayor Jenkins decided to contact the Japanese lab right away.   She switched her technogram to 
translator mode so she could communicate with the scientist in Japan. 
 By six o’clock that evening, Mayor Jenkins had worked out a plan with the scientist in Japan.  She was 
going to give the scientists a building in Rockville so they could expand their business.  In return, Rockville 
would not have to pay for all of the modified mongrovia trees, which was just what was needed since      
Rockville was in debt.  This would also allow the Japanese scientists to be nearby to help care for the trees.  
The scientists would arrive in about four months with the trees. 
 The day finally came when the scientists arrived with the modified mongrovia trees.  Mayor Jenkins 
had the building ready for them to move into.  She had also contracted with Master Flow and had the         
irrigation system ready for them to plant the modified mongrovia trees.  They tested the irrigation system 
and they were able to begin planting quickly. 
 The following year it was obvious that the plan had worked.  The modified mongrovia trees were 
growing steadily and the root system was well established.  For now, at least, the spread of the desert had 
been stalled. 
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3rd Place Slogan Entry—Jessica Brinser, Holy Family Regional School 
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Third Place Junior Division 

Libby Jackson 

Larson Middle School 

Coach: Carol Rexer 
 

My Name is Kim 

My name is Kim. I am 13 years old and have no knowledge of who my parents are, or if I have any siblings. 
That’s the way things work now. You’re born and taken to the infirmary where a high-tech robot takes care of you, 
until you’re old enough to eat and dress yourself. Then you’re assigned a simulation suit and dorm. All that’s in each 
dorm is a twin bed, a storage bin, and a simulator. The simulator copies your every move. Everybody gets a headset 
that allows them to talk in the simulator and hear people in the simulator talk within a certain distance. 

175 years ago, humans had completely destroyed Earth with pollution from factories and modern technology. 
Nobody could breathe, the animals died, the plants wouldn’t grow. Our filter systems couldn’t keep up with all the  
garbage in the water. Finally, when only a few thousand people remained, some genius found a way to save us. A team 
of people created a gigantic wooden building, rounded up all the remaining human beings, and started to develop a 
world built of technology. Everything is run by computers now, so no human mistakes can be made. If only the genius 
that created our system had realized that computers can glitch, too. 

 
I logged onto my simulator, appearing in the place I had logged off the night before; the town square with 

Duncan. Duncan and I shared most of our opinions, and tended to enjoy each other’s company rather than other    
children who were nowhere near as intelligent as us, nor as mature. We only saw each other at school, and it was    
Saturday, so I walked to the café. To get food, you ordered anything you wanted in the simulator, and then robots in 
some confidential room somewhere made the food, and it was sent to your dorm. While you were eating in your 
dorm, people saw you eating in the café. I quickly found Marge and sat down with her. 

Marge was 192. She was the only one in the village who still remembered what the world was like outside of 
the simulator. By the time we had figured out how to preserve people’s lives, everybody else who remembered the 
outside world had already died. On the weekends Marge told me stories about her old life. Her stories fed me 
knowledge about plants and animals, which the school no longer taught. I craved the information that only Marge 
could give me. So every weekend I met her somewhere. She taught me about plants and animals with drawings and 
stories from her life before modern technology. After ordering a blueberry muffin, I waited in silence for Marge to 
speak. 

“My parents were scientists. They devoted most of their lives to preventing deforestation; specifically in       
jungles. In their research, they learned a lot about the life in those jungles, and in turn taught me. They taught me 
which plants were edible, and which ones were poisonous. They taught me how to find water and survive on my own. 
It’s quite important.” 

She stopped talking and looked at me. Most of her stories had lessons, but I couldn’t figure that one out. That 
had been happening frequently over the past week. She once told me about how people used to pollute nature,    
eventually destroying it, although I didn’t see how that mattered, because we don’t have nature in the simulation.  

I waited for Marge to continue, but she was done speaking, so I ate the muffin that had just arrived, freshly 
baked, in my dorm. 

While I ate, I watched others. Now that people were so concerned with education and technology, there     
wasn’t much socializing. Not much action happened in the simulator. That is until people started screaming and 
pointing. Turning around, I saw that a little boy’s food had come out on fire. I watched as he panicked, knocking his 
plate to the ground, and then screamed. The floor around him went up in flames, and people ran frantically to get out 
of the café. I laughed, thinking about how silly they were for running when the fire in the simulation isn’t real, and 
can’t hurt them. Only then did it occur to me that what happens in the simulator is a mirror image of everything that 
you do in your dorm, so if that little boy knocked over his plate of fiery food, and set the café on fire, that can only 
mean that the building we live in, along with everything anybody here has ever known, is burning to the ground. 

 

Continued... 
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My Name is Kim, continued 

 

I abandoned my simulator and ran out the emergency exit, which is the only exit there was. Once in the narrow 
hallway between dorms, I struggled to push my way through the chaotic mass of people. Smoke filled the hallways, and 
it became hard for me to breathe. The wave of people carried me down the nine flights of stairs and through the door. 
Most people were already outside, and a large crowd was standing still as a stone, staring at something I couldn’t see. I 
forced my way through the crowd until I was at the front and stared in awe at what was in front of me. Layer upon    
layer of tall structures I recognized as trees formed a barrier as far as I could see on all sides, forming what Marge had 
taught me to know as a jungle. And for the first time in 175 years, human beings felt an emotion inside their empty 
hearts. Fear. 

 
An hour later our whole building was in ashes, and an old man was standing in front of the crowd asking for 

everyone’s attention. “Hello. I understand you must be quite confused. My name is Nicholas Dickens, and I’ve been 
running this building for 88 years. Without our technology, it will be a struggle to survive. I’ve decided that it will be 
every man for himself, hoping that some of us have the strength to survive. Thank you.”  With that, he turned and 
walked off. 

People stood around timidly, not knowing what to do in this unknown territory. I knew we’d die with          
thousands of other people all fighting over what little supplies we might salvage, and I couldn’t go into the jungle alone. 
So I did the only other thing I could think of; I looked for Marge and Duncan. 

“Marge?” I called. “It’s me! Kim!” I walked through the crowd, looking for any sign of a 192 year old woman or 
a 12 year old boy. “Duncan?” 

An elderly woman waved at me. “Kim?” she asked. I nodded and walked over to her. 
“Marge, we can’t stay here with every-” I started. 
“I know,” she said. “Now find that boy you were looking for.” 
I turned back towards the crowd. “Duncan? It’s me, Kim!” 
A skinny boy looked towards me, obviously confused. He walked to us. 
“Kim? Why-” 
“Listen, we can’t stay here with everybody. The food and supplies won’t last more than a few days. We have to 

leave.” 
“You mean go out there?” he asked, pointing to the jungle. 
“Don’t worry. Marge here knows everything there is to know about this place. Right, Marge?” Marge nodded. 
“I don’t know, Kim. We don’t know what might be out there. It’s too dangerous.” 
“Marge and I are going either way. The question is, are you?” 
 
Duncan took a deep breath and nodded. Marge found a large stick at the base of a tree to use as a cane, and 

the three of us walked into the unknown jungle, ready to face the mysterious world by ourselves. 
 
July 19, 2534 
It’s been 30 years since the building burned down and I started a new life with Duncan and Marge. Our new 

community is developing quite nicely. There are now almost 150 people in our village. With Marge’s knowledge we 
have built a whole community, and before she died at the age of 206, she taught me all I need to know in order to lead 
these people into a beautiful future. I’ve been very careful to make sure that we don’t kill the nature. Except for cutting 
branches and leaves off trees for shelter, gathering plants for medicine and food, and hunting a few animals each week 
for food and clothing, we’re extremely conscious about preserving the world around us. A few weeks ago a small group 
of people went back to the place where I used to live and found a couple dozen people who had survived, all fighting 
over land and the little food they could find. We brought them back to our village. To my dismay, a few of them had 
found some scraps of the simulators, and had hoped to try to rebuild technology. But when nobody was looking, I      
destroyed them; for I vowed that as long as I have a say in it, planet Earth will never see the vile screen of a computer 
again. 
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Congratulations to all our semi-finalists and  

all our entrants in the Scenario Writing Competition! 
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