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INTRODUCTION

Les  quinze nouvelles qui composent ce recueil ont été écrites 
par des  élèves  de troisième des trois  lycées français d'Italie : le Lycée 
Chateaubriand de Rome, le Lycée Stendhal de Milan et le Lycée 
français  Jean Giono de Turin.  Elles ont été sélectionnées  par leurs 
enseignants  d'anglais. Le 23  mai 2008, au siège de la  FAO, un jury 
composé d'experts en a distingué et primé cinq. A cette occasion, les 
lauréats ont pu lire, devant l'auditoire, tout ou partie de leur oeuvre.

Il s'agissait pour les  élèves d'écrire en classe une nouvelle de 
science fiction de type écologique d'environ 1500 mots, décrivant le 
monde de demain et portant sur des  thèmes  tels que : l'eau, 
l'alimentation, l'énergie, les  épidémies et pandémies, les changements 
climatiques  et la  population. Tout au long de l'année, ils  ont été 
entraînés par leurs professeurs  tour à tour à la  compréhension de 
l'écrit et à l'expression écrite, à travers  la  nouvelle, la  science fiction, 
ainsi que  les thèmes  écologiques. Ils ont eu recours  à un large éventail 
de supports : des  textes mais  aussi des affiches, des films, des 
documentaires.

Les  nouvelles  qui sont proposées  ici sont donc l'aboutissement 
d'une démarche actionnelle qui aura duré la plus belle partie d'une 
année scolaire. Une année de labeur parfois ingrat (ah, l'angoisse 
devant la page blanche !) mais  aussi de plaisir, comme en témoigne un 
sondage réalisé auprès des écrivains en herbe.

Comme ont pu le noter les membres du jury, les nouvelles  sont 
de bonne tenue, bien écrites et dans  un bon anglais. Les  professeurs 
d'anglais  qui ont procédé à  la première sélection ont choisi de corriger 
les  erreurs  lexicales  ou grammaticales  les  plus  saillantes, non pas  sous 
l’effet d’un perfectionnisme mal placé, mais afin de permettre au 
lecteur de se concentrer tout entier sur l'histoire et l’écriture. Et même 
si on y trouve quelque  maladresse, on ne peut manquer d’être séduit 
par la fraîcheur du regard et du trait.  Le plaisir qui relie l’écrivain au 
lecteur justifie à lui seul l’aventure.

Stéphane Ravera
Coordonnateur du projet
Lycée Chateaubriand de Rome
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PREFACE

Le choix et le reste

Etre membre d’un jury est toujours  une expérience inavouable. 
On doit choisir. Et choisir, c’est écarter. Et écarter n’a pas  de sens en 
soi. Choisir, c’est être contraint de légitimer ce qui peut ou doit l’être, 
mais qui n’est pas  seul à le… mériter. Choisir, c’est être partial, partiel, 
et parfois  tout cela ne relève que de l’affect, de la  sensation, souvent 
subite, ensuite introuvable, d’une sensibilité qui n’atteint la réflexion 
qu’après de longs détours — je dirais même girations.

Nous  avions  donc à choisir l’excellence parmi d’excellents. 
Choisir le rare parmi les rares. Choisir, au regard de nos compétences 
diverses, un (ou une) et un (ou une)  seul(e). Choix toujours  étrange 
puisqu’il n’est donné que par quelques individualités, évidemment 
substituables  à d’autres, et qui auraient annoncé un verdict, à  coup 
sûr, différent.

Bien entendu, nous  ne sommes pas sur la  planète Mars (malgré 
le sujet, la contrainte). Nous sommes  face à  l’écriture d’élèves  de 
lycées français, nous  sommes  donc à la fois  juges  (c’est un comme ça) 
et parties (aurais-je écrit aussi bien en anglais que la plupart ?).

Certes, les lauréats méritent amplement de l’être. J’ai découvert 
des  textes, à  90%, dont l’écriture, la structure parfois  (et j’avoue que la 
différence s’est organisée là), était tout à  fait remarquable, 
« conventionnelle  », dira-t-on (mais  que demande le peuple ?), aussi 
bien grammaticalement que syntaxiquement, mais  tout de même, 
quelle maîtrise de la langue anglaise, quelle possibilité de lui faire brûler 
les étapes de l’apprentissage.

Tout est là. Les  élèves qui ont concouru n’ont pas  failli à  leur 
désir : que le jury se soit plu à les lire. Et plus encore.

Christophe Marchand-Kiss
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I

APOCALYPSE FOR A DYING PLANET
By Thomas Cervoni

Lycée français Jean Giono de Turin
Quatrième Prix

⥊
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13  Enarion (First month of the calendar year)  2236, 18.27 
(universal time), Senate, Neo Megalopolis :

His Excellence Senator Sylvester:
“... Of course we've known for a  long time that the situation was 

desperate and that’s  why we came to live here, but looking back at the 
archives, I realize how beautiful our planet was  before. Much more 
beautiful than what we can now see, wearing our anti-radiation suits  or 
through our hyper-zoom satellites. I think that it would be beneficial for 
all of us  to bring this wonderful planet to life again. And for this reason, 
Eminence, I would be grateful if you could allocate me some funds to 
finance projects like sulfurized clouds, white districts ...”

His Eminence Chancellor Ksar:
“... recycling the atmosphere and reprocessing wastewater? I 

already know your projects very well, I've already listened to your plans 
a dozen times at least. Your intentions are good but your projects are 
not worth anything, forget it. Especially taking into account the fact that 
someone told me that you have not yet regulated the flow of dioxygen 
in your airpipe.”

Some laughs from other senators.
“Following request!”

19.03, Somewhere in NM
Sylvester left walking sadly along the corridors of this  dreary 

road he used daily from the senate building to go back home. The 
mockery or insults  from the other senators were frequent, he had 
begun to get used to them, and the permanent objections  to his 
proposals by the Chancellor didn't hurt him anymore. But he kept on 
believing that he could revive Earth in the future.

He positioned himself on the front porch of his  apartment, which 
acknowledged his  presence through the magnetized chip located in his 
shoes, then came out the micro voice recognition system, the 
fingerprint scanner, the iris videocamera, the DNA analyzer ... And after 
all these tests had been cleared, the door slid to let him enter the 
lounge.

He settled comfortably in his antigravity Aerosofa™ in front of a 
pretty bay window and switched on the televisual hologram on the 
news channel : “Buy the new Hydro-Costume™ HC-65 and with it, 
you will travel in water with the ease of a dolphin, it is  for sale ... ..... bzz 
Beeep ..... ziiooooeee...”The hologram began to hiss, the image 
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stabilized and then a  voice announced : “We interrupt your program to 
inform you that hurricanes  and typhoons  are moving more and more to 
the north. Indeed several hurricanes  and storms are expected to affect 
the Woodlands' Brown Gold in the next months...”The Woodlands, 
that is former Canada, the last forest and dioxygen reserve in the world 
(that the megalopolitans  nickname Brown Gold) were locked in 
greenhouses  linked by pipes up to the last populated city, Neo 
Megalopolis, whose houses  were connected to a group of trees  in the 
Woodlands.

If the trees die, the people close to these trees will die too. And 
there will be no possibility to get some oxygen. The stupid Chancellor's 
law prohibits it.

The hologram began to hiss  again : “brbrbrbrbr ..... BEEP !.....”a 
voice said: “Your Eminence Chancellor Ksar, could you please tell us 
what you think about this apocalyptic announcement ?

“It is  ridiculous nonsense! These scientists  are pessimistic and 
will say anything to draw attention to themselves!”

The Chancellor could say whatever he wanted because, unlike 
the other inhabitants  of NM, he did not depend on trees, in fact he 
could breathe some dioxygen obtained by the electrolysis  of water. So 
why not do that with every NM inhabitant ? The fact is  that the 
electrolysis  for hydrogen is a highly flammable gas  responsible for 
numerous accidents. It requires  a lot of energy (as  it must filter sea 
water and separate the oxygen and hydrogen atoms), and if the thirty 
million people of NM used this  technology, a  few weeks  later there 
would be no more electricity available.

Shocked by this news, Sylvester went to bed.

14 Enarion, 11.50, Senate :

“I would like to talk to you Sylvester.”
“May I ask you, Your Eminence, what it is about ?”
“No, you cannot !”
“Well, your Highness.”

14.45, In the corridors of the Senate :
“Ah! Finally there you are,” the Chancellor grumbled, “I was 

looking for you everywhere!”
“What did you want to tell me, your Highness?”the senator 

asked.
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“It was  about your plans,” the Chancellor whispered. “After 
further thoughts I'm glad to grant funds to implement your projects.”

“Oh, really? Thank you so much your Highness,” he said with 
gratitude. “Yet I thought that scientists  were liars, mocking me, saying 
that my projects were worth nothing and that ...”

“Keep quiet! ( the Chancellor scolded him) or I’ll throw you to the 
sharks!”

“Well, your Highness.”

Therefore Sylvester got the help of almost all the scientists of 
NM. His projects developed rapidly.

22 Pentarion (Fifth month of the calendar year) 2236, 12.25, 
Sahara Desert :

Exactly one week before, a  hurricane had devastated twelve 
hectares  of greenhouses  in the Woodlands, one hundred and twenty 
thousand megalopolitans died asphyxiated.

Sylvester and his  team were in the process  of painting a reg in 
white. This  action has  the effect of reflecting sunlight, thus limiting 
global warming.

European Sea (Meeting place between the Atlantic ocean and 
the Mediterranean sea) :

Meanwhile a  boat led by another team cruised over the former 
city of Paris, now submerged by eighty meters of water. The tanker 
spread a liquid solution of iron sulphate, with the aim of developing 
plankton, which in turn would absorb the atmospheric CO2 
(responsible for global warming) dissolved in the ocean. The ship was 
going to continue its  journey to London, under ice now, because of the 
disappearance of the Gulf Stream (due to climate variations).

6 Hexarion (Sixth month of the calendar year)  2236, 5.04, 
Somewhere in the Stratosphere :

One million balloons inflated with helium and loaded with bottles 
filled with sulfurized hydrogen were rising in the Stratosphere. The 
conditioning sulfur under pressure woud be transformed in the air into 
sulphur dioxide reflecting the sunlight.
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7 Hexarion, 10.23, RIEP (Research institute for environmental 
protection), NM :

Sylvester's plan worked very well : the average temperature of 
the earth had fallen by one degree in one month.

Meanwhile in the Arctic Ocean, another team probably set,on 
patches  of ice (remains  from the ice floe), large water pumps (powered 
by windmills)  spraying water vapour, which, with the cold would turn 
into snow and ice, gradually forming some new ice field.

A n e w p ro j e c t , c o n s i s t i n g i n d e p l o y i n g a h u g e 
"umbrella”between the sun and the earth, at a distance of 1.5 million 
kilometers  from it, was invented by Sylvester. It would consist of about 
ten thousand billion mirrors  positioned on the Lagrange point (an 
invisible place in the solar system where solar and earth gravitational 
attractions are exactly compensated for by the centrifugal force on 
orbit).

But unfortunately the available resources  were not sufficient to 
transport and create so many mirrors  There would be only one 
hundred million, which was already sufficient.

“Marys  could you tell me, where Peterd and his  team 
are ?”Sylvester asked.

“Apparently,they are located in East Asia and I believe they are 
setting up the central air purification and wastewater tanks,” she 
replied.

“Well, so all the projects are operational on the surface.”

1 Octarion (Eighth monthof the calendar year) 2236, Lagrange 
point, Solar System :

Several hundreds of spacio-containers  loaded with millions  of 
mirrors  each and propelled by ion thrusters arrived at the Lagrange 
point. The mirrors  were placed on the item through an electromagnetic 
gun. The land started cooling down faster and faster, the average 
temperature decreased by half and the rate of air pollution had 
meanwhile dropped by forty percent. Yet more than two thirds  of NM's 
population had perished. The scientists from the RIEP did not 
understand: there must be a mistake in the plan, but what was it ?

3  Dodecarion (Twelfth month of the calendar year) 2236, 9.48, 
Sylvester's Apartment, NM :
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And now, there were only fifty Brown Gold hectares  left in the 
Woodlands. The population of NM was now five hundred thousand 
inhabitants, all of whom would surely die in the afternoon as a storm 
was in the process of sweeping away the latest greenhouses.

“We are doomed”thought Sylvester upset “We will all die, and I 
have not been able to do anything, all my efforts  have been useless. In 
six hours  there will be oxygen left only for the Chancellor. But I don't 
understand, with the cooling of the earth, the climate should be 
stabilized.”

He was lying down on his Aerosofa™ waiting for death when 
suddenly he heard behind the windows of the living-room a noise that 
drew his  attention. He thought it was  a dolphin or any other marine 
mammal, but the noise was  repeated, louder and louder with a 
rhythmic pulsing sound. Sylvester turned around and discerned half a 
dozen people in hydro-suits, who were swimming in the water and 
waving at him : apparently they wanted him to go with them.

He took his suit and followed them swimming up to a sort of 
space ship. They all got into it and the oldest man started the 
activation of the ship thermonuclear fusion engine which rose to the 
surface, came out of the ocean, and continued its  journey into space 
to arrive at a Space Station.

10.36, In orbit around the Earth:
The ship reached the docking and stowage module. The 

passengers  went up into the station, Sylvester was  then amazed to 
see plants  and animals  inside the station. The old man removed his  suit 
and said to Sylvester: “Don't you think you would feel better by 
removing your antiradiation suit. Here at least we have as  much 
dioxygen as  we like, we have managed to create the earthly ecosystem 
of the past.”

Sylvester was  fascinated, he had seen photos  and sketches 
representing plants and animals, but this  was  nothing compared with 
what he had before his eyes: some animals  were purring, others  were 
squeaking...

“What will you do in this  space-craft ?”Sylvester asked. “It's 
simple, your Highness,” said the old man, “we will go to another planet 
with the same ecosystem as the earth’s…”
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II
ALASKA

By Marita Guglielmi

Lycée Chateaubriand de Rome

⥋
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It was an early spring morning in the year 2074 and Dean woke 
up. He got up from his  bed and started for the kitchen. He was  sad to 
leave his bed that was  electronically heated. He was  a tall man, light 
hair, and was 34 years old, going on 35. He had been living in Nome, 
Alaska for several years now. Dean slowly walked into the kitchen, and 
automatically the TV turned on. The weather channel reported that it 
was  -10 degrees  in Nome today. Dean was  glad because this  was 
normal weather. The planet’s  temperature had increased a lot over the 
years. Global Warming had had a huge impact on the world. Alaska 
now had comfortable weather to live with. Unfortunately the polar ice 
caps had been melting at a shocking rate. Dean grabbed some cereals 
from the cupboard and poured them into a bowl for himself. He was 
eating his  cereals  and then Dean could not believe what he heard next 
on the television. A reporter was saying that a major glacier was 
melting and that it had the potential to flood almost half the state. This 
was  not good because Nome was  close to this  glacier. Dean 
immediately stopped eating and moved closer to the screen. The 
reporter stated that in about three weeks there would start to be 
problems with floods. The city was to be evacuated immediately. The 
terrible news shocked Dean and he started to panic. He quickly got up 
and dressed. Dean had to wear a protective suit to block the sun’s 
harmful rays. Global warming had nearly destroyed most of the ozone 
layer, so being outside could be dangerous  for your skin. Dean rushed 
out the door to go to work and tell people the horrible news. Dean 
would take his  hovercraft to work, which was kept in a  voice-activated 
garage. Alaska was  full of lakes  since the snow was melting so quickly, 
so hovercrafts  were the best way to travel. Every machine was  run on 
electricity because coal and gas were extremely bad for the Earth’s 
atmosphere, also they were in short supply. Eventually Dean arrived at 
work ready to tell the bad news.

Dean worked at a  local restaurant as  one of the head cooks  and 
he enjoyed it a  lot because one of his  best friends worked there too. 
Dean had been working there for the past four years. When he arrived 
he hastily rushed to the back cooler. His  friend, Harry, was  cutting 
tomatoes  there. Dean grabbed Harry and in a panic told him about the 
glacier. Harry had not heard of the glacier and was  stunned when Dean 
told him about the situation. The two of them started to worry together 
and they decided to tell their boss  the news. Dean paced back and 
forth telling the story because he was very nervous. He could not sit 
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still. He started exaggerating the story saying that the glacier was 
supposed to be the biggest one of the century. Getting very anxious, 
he started waving his  hands  in the air while speaking. Dean started 
thinking of different ideas  of how he could stop this disaster from 
happening. He sat down and began to think. Harry and the boss were 
watching Dean, seeing what he would think of and what he would do 
next. They were speechless and decided to say nothing. Dean thought 
of a way to block the flood. Maybe he could somehow design a wall to 
build around the city so that the water could not get through. But that 
would take a long time and they didn’t have time to spare. Then he 
thought of a different idea. He could build a huge boat and survive the 
flood. He didn’t know how long he would have to live on it though. 
Also, it would take a long time for him to build it. Harry and the boss 
were still watching Dean. They knew that Dean liked to think of 
solutions to problems. He was a  leader and organized lots  of things  to 
help people. The last thing Dean would do would be to leave Alaska. 
He loved Alaska and would try to save it the best he could. Then 
suddenly Dean got up from his  chair and raised his finger. He had 
thought of a brilliant plan.

Dean needed to contact some important people and he needed 
to start a petition. His  idea  was  to let the rest of America know that 
Alaska was in danger. Hopefully they would send over boats to help 
people. They could live in the boats  and wait till the water settled. Over 
time, the water would spread out and land would appear again. This 
seemed like Nome’s  only option. They would need some assistance. It 
would be very difficult to evacuate the state without outside help and it 
would take too long as well. Harry agreed that it was a  good idea. 
Dean’s boss also thought so. Fortunately, the boss  knew many people 
and had lots  of connections. He gave Dean a list of numbers  of people 
that worked in the government for the western states. They would be 
able to help. His  boss  said that Dean could make the calls  because he 
was  losing his  voice. Dean thanked him and looked over the list. It was 
so useful and very coincidental. Dean didn’t even know that his  boss 
knew so many important people. Also once they saw how many 
people had signed this petition, it would not be ignored. They could 
send over all kinds  of boats. The boats were now powered by water. It 
was  very effective because there was too much water on the Earth. 
They needed whatever kind of boat they could find because this  was 
an emergency.
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Dean immediately got on a phone and began to dial some 
numbers. He was on the telephone for hours talking to everyone he 
knew. He was  a man of action and would not stop until this  problem 
was  solved. He talked to people of important status  all over the Pacific 
coast. All of them were so shocked at the news  of the glacier. He also 
talked to family members he had not heard of in a while. He was saying 
his last good byes to everyone that he loved. He talked to people he 
had hurt in high school, like former girlfriends  and people that he used 
to make fun of. He was  completely changing his  attitude towards life. 
After a week of calling he had close to five thousand people who were 
supportive of Alaska’s  problem. He was  glad that the flood would wash 
away his phone bill. In fact not many people had even evacuated the 
city. He thought it must be because everyone had heard of his idea and 
was  not afraid of the flood. Everyone had hope that things would be 
alright, but Dean had taken out his lake boat just in case no help came.

One morning Dean had gotten up out of bed like he usually did. 
He dressed and went to see Harry. He had his  petition in his  hand and 
he knew today would be a day of action. He was  going to talk to the 
officials  and confirm that there would be help coming to Alaska. He 
met Harry at work and they sat down to have some coffee. Harry could 
see that Dean was very stressed. He had not slept very much this 
week and his  eyes had dark shadows  underneath them. Dean was 
glad to be around Harry because Harry seemed very calm about the 
whole situation. They had been friends  ever since they started working 
together. Harry picked up the petition that Dean had. He looked it over 
and nodded his head. He was  very impressed. Harry then said that he 
had to tell Dean something very important. Dean drank his  coffee and 
then leaned in to listen. Harry smiled at Dean and explained that the 
whole glacier story was  a hoax. Harry had made up the news story and 
convinced Dean that there was  going to be a flood. Dean dropped his 
coffee on the floor and the cup broke in pieces. Harry continued and 
said that there had been hidden cameras around the city and that this 
was  going to be broadcasted as  a reality TV show. Dean’s  eyes  grew 
big and he couldn’t say a word. Harry had thought of the idea of 
becoming a TV producer and knew that the show would make them 
both rich. Nevertheless, Dean wanted to strangle Harry right then.
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III.
OUR GRANDCHILDREN WON’T BREATHE AIR

By Federico Beriro

Lycée Stendhal de Milan

⤚
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Six o’clock. I’m tired, as  usual...shouldn't go to bed so late each 
evening. I yawn loudly, and, with a deep sigh, I get up. I press the 
electricity button, and my room comes to life.

While my solar table lamp lights  up, an inhuman voice whispers 
in my back:

“Today is  6th December of 2038. External temperature: 17°C. 
You have no new messages, Sir.”

“Wow, it’s kind of cold today! Thanks anyway!”

Yes, I think all of you can't believe your ears, but here it is: We 
have had 0°C since 2024! These are the effects of global warming… To 
get cold temperatures, you must go to Norway. Nemo, my domestic 
robot is  stirred from its dreamless  sleep, and opens  for me two little 
inexpressive globes, which are meant to be his  eyes. I bark an order, 
and the robot disappears, to come back with a  set of winter clothing: a 
holographic T-shirt, and a  pair of bio-jeans. Those two were designed 
to preserve environment. The bio-jeans are made out of corn plant 
fibres, and as  for the holographic T-shirt, it is  the kind of weird things 
scientists  invent those days: if  you press  a  button situated on the back 
of it, the T-shirt disappears, and when you press  it again, the T-shirt 
comes back clean. THIS is  why I never bought any holographic shorts: 
you never know, you might accidentally press the button! I quickly get 
dressed, and I hurry downstairs: in fact, I've already lost too much 
time. Too bad, fast breakfast means pills! I rush into the dining room.

“Hi Mom!”
“Hello Mat, slept well?”
“Mm... Well enough, I suppose. I made it just on time.”
“Anyway, you are up late today, young man, so that means  you 

take a bunch of pills and out you go!”

I randomly take a  handful of colourful pills, with names  tagged 
on their sides. These tiny pieces of I-don't-know-what create the exact 
smell and taste of the chosen meal, and added to that, they are very 
nutritive. After shovelling them in my pocket, I rapidly check the content 
of my USB key: Math, Check...Science, Check...History, Check...All 
check, everything I need for school is  in here. I'm ready, then! I hastily 
snatch a G-mask, bye-bye mom, and I'm gone.
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In the lift, I put on my G-mask. It's  the common word for Gas 
Mask. As  you will see, these are essential to survive in our modern 
world. I stop the robotic lift at ground level, and I take my first deep 
breath of fresh air of the morning. The kind of brown fresh air that 
burns  your throat and lungs  before you had the time to say G-mask. 
Because of course, this is the use of the Gas mask.

Because of the pollution, and a lot of greenhouse gases, the air 
is  horribly toxic and gets  more toxic every day, whatever we do to stop 
it. Already, thirty years  ago, scientists  claimed that if we could freeze 
humanity for thirty days, the air would recover its  “original look”. But 
now, if this  humanity-freezing machine worked, we would have to 
freeze ourselves  a great deal longer, something around 3  months!! The 
air on the planet has become an unbreathable toxic waste.

I talk and all, but I almost got killed by a Floating car. We call it 
this  because it looks as if it’s  floating on water, thanks  to an air cushion 
created by ventilators  situated inside the vehicle. Hey, that's  my bus! 
Oh, the robot who is driving the bus is  Roy-E9, I know him. I wave for 
him to wait for me. Hopefully, he understood. I gratefully wink at him, 
but apparently, this  can't possibly be understood by robots. He only 
nods  and looks  as  if he's  calculating the exact moment in which I will 
get seated so he can catch up with the little delay in his  schedule 
caused by my arrival. 

Here, all vehicles work with solar power, or electricity, because 
the pollution on Earth became critical twenty years  ago and even Bio-
diesel was  no good anymore. This  bus works  with the sun's  power, 
which is captured with long, glistening solar captors, on the roof of the 
vehicle. I can calmly read or listen to my Mp8, because the use of solar 
power produces  no noise, and neither do the other cars on the road. 
Everything is silent... Except the population! 

"Next stop is: Farwell Street.”The robotic voice interrupts  my 
reading about solar power. That’s where my school is, 32 Farwell 
Street, and I better run, because, now, I'm really late! I arrive just before 
Mrs Moris closes the gates. As  usual, she is  going to look at me 
through her G-mask with a look that might kill you if you focus  too 
much, and so I run past her, looking at my sneakers. I hurry through 
the corridor and I enter my class.
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Whew, finally 4 o’clock. And don't look at me with those 
enormous  lizard-like eyes, I know that for you it passed real fast, but, 
believe me, for me it didn't! Especially in math, today it didn't go well... 
Anyway, this is not your business!

I wave goodbye to my friends and I slowly walk in the bus’s 
direction. Oh… I’m so thirsty… I have a  bunch of Newros, which have 
pretty much the same value as the Euros  in 2008, but I can’t buy a 
bottle of water with them, because water is  very expensive, these 
days.

The water issue is  a problem for all humans, water being 
essential for life. Entire countries now suffer from the lack of water, and 
more and more the price of water increases, which isn’t making it 
much simpler. Because soon, no one will be able to afford a bottle of 
water in the street and this  will be a major problem. There is  also the 
problem of health, because being healthy means also washing regularly 
and that means  using a lot of water too. I don’t wait for the bus too 
long, and I read the newspapers. A man died today, he had forgotten 
to wear his Gas  Mask… At least, this won’t occur to me, I’m very 
attentive! There are a lot of horrors  mentioned in the newspapers so I 
don’t read them too often, but I was so thirsty I had to read something 
and I found that newspaper.

I’m finally at home and it’s time for dinner! Fortunately, because I 
was  starting to salivate! I rush into the dining room, where my mom is 
waiting for the rest of my little family to arrive.

“Mom, what’s on the menu today?”
“Fish soup!”

WOW! Now this  is  very unusual, because fish costs  a 
FORTUNE! Nowadays, many species  are disappearing, because they 
are or were hunted excessively. Fish is  one of these. Fish is  Asians’ 
principal food, and it was overconsumed in the last 50 years, and from 
this results  a lack of fish in the sea! In ten years  there will be no more 
fish in the seas  on Earth. This  presents an environmental but also a 
political problem: in fact, there is  now a  kind of Cold War between the 
Asian countries  to know which parts of the sea should be fished and 
by whom.
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Anyway, all I know is  that I have fish soup in front of me! And I 
love fish soup! I don’t suppose you want me to talk about my dinner 
and me eating so I think I’ll eat alone with my family if you don’t mind… 
TV! I directly go on my favourite channel, NTV. It’s news time. They are 
still talking about the man who died today. Killed by air… Would’ve any 
person believed this thirty years  ago? They also mention the 
Reunification of Korea, which took place two months ago. It was a 
great event for Korea, which had been separated in two parts  until 
then. I watch the end of the news and I turn the TV off. I want to read 
instead of watching TV. I go up to my room and open a book…

But it’s  getting late, and I really don’t want to be as tired 
tomorrow morning as  I was this morning. So I better take a shower 
and brush my teeth. My solar-rechargeable toothbrush looks like it’s 
waiting for me, more exactly, for my teeth. I do a quick brush, and I go 
in the shower. I choose the “economic”option today, which uses  less 
water, because all this  talk about the water issue is  opening my eyes  a 
bit to the problems  of Earth, and I feel more concerned. I finally slip 
myself into my bed. My brother is  asleep, and my parents just kiss  me 
good night…

Tomorrow another day awaits  me with more robots, more 
polluted air, a  whole bunch of pills. And of course even less water than 
today. Would our grandfathers  have believed it, if, when they were 14 
years old, they were told their grandsons  would have to put on gas 
masks before going out with friends, or never taste fish?

I think not.

Goodnight.
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“Will! Can you take these papers to Terry, please? They’re for the 
new plans.”

“Yes, sir,” answered William.
He took the papers from his  boss Andrew Sanders and walked 

out of the office into the crowded hallway. It was  3  o’clock on a day of 
work like any other. There were people hurrying past in both directions, 
each with his own business. William Rader watched all this activity, 
remembering that day, three years  previously, when the course of his 
life had changed.

He had a very sad past. Although he did not know it, he had 
been conceived in a brothel in the back alleys of Boston. His  mother 
had no way to and no interest in caring for an infant. Thus, she had left 
him in an orphanage, and William had been raised there, never having 
known his real parents or anything about them. He had been 
traumatized and had developed several nervous  ticks, along with 
bipolar disorder (which he had managed to control with years of 
medications), ADHD, and a mild case of schizophrenia. As  a child, he 
had been very quiet and had not had a  social life, preferring to stay in a 
corner and have lengthy conversations  with himself. His caretakers had 
seen all their efforts  to haul him out of the bottomless pit he was  falling 
into come to naught, and had ended up giving up on him. Often, they 
had heard him cry at night in his  bed. At school, he had been picked 
out by the bullies  as a punching bag, and had since been scared of 
bigger people. However, his  caretakers had discovered that when he 
was  alone in his  room, sure that no one was eavesdropping or 
watching him, he had tinkered with scraps  of wood found on the 
street, creating contraptions of all sorts. In addition, his  teachers  had 
informed his  guardians that he was very intelligent, and that he had a 
passion for engineering.

At the age of 18, he had gone to college, majoring in mechanical 
engineering. He made straight A’s  and made friends  with his 
roommate, who was a  soccer player and who had introduced William 
to a circle of friends. This  helped William somewhat to get over his 
timidity.

After college, at the age of 22, William had found a job as a 
waiter in a Vietnamese restaurant in downtown Boston. He had kept at 
that job for two years, and then, when he had realized that at that rate 
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he would never have been able to pay off his  student loans, he had 
gone to work in an auto-repair shop. He had continued fixing cars for 
four years, and had left when he had been depressed by his life. So, he 
had applied to design cars for Toyota, and had been accepted.

Then, that day had come, the 1st of April, 2176; it had been two 
weeks  after William’s  32nd birthday. There had been an announcement 
on the newspaper that astronomers at the N.A.S.A. Ames Research 
Center had estimated that, because of overpopulation and pollution, 
there would not be any more breathable oxygen in a couple of 
millennia. If something were not done soon, then nothing would be 
possible, and nine tenths  of the human population would die; also, 
97% of all animals  would die. So, they had been looking for people to 
help make real a terraforming project. William had been dumbfounded 
by the fate dictated by these astronomers; he had decided immediately 
to volunteer. Ever since that day, he had worked in the N.A.S.A. 
“Terraforming Program”, in the “Greenhouse Gas-producing Factories 
Section.”He had helped design the hemisphere-like domes  to shelter 
the factories that would produce the gas necessary to create an 
atmosphere.

William was wrenched out of his  reverie by yells  coming from 
outside the window. He went to the window and looked out; there 
were security guards  running in all directions and yelling to others  while 
pointing upwards. William looked upwards. There was  a little plane 
flying very low above the building. William saw the belly of the plane 
open, and something drop towards  the building. Someone swore 
loudly, and then all went black.

When William woke up, all was dust, debris and blood. There 
were people moaning, others crying for help, and there were a few that 
were simply lying there, never to rise again. William stood up, but a 
laser-sharp pain shot up his left leg and he fell, unconscious  once 
again.

When he resurfaced, he was  in a hospital bed. As he later found 
out, apart from minor scratches  and bruises, a large piece of wood had 
fallen on his  left leg and had broken two bones. This meant that he 
would have to be on crutches  for a couple of months. Out of the 
couple hundred people that had been inside the building at the time of 
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the bombing, 34 had died, 57 were in a critical condition, and another 
112 people were wounded. The work of months had been destroyed, 
and would have to be redone. Nobody knew who had been behind the 
attack. The plane that had dropped the bomb had left right after the 
explosion, and no one had been able to identify it. William went back to 
work a few months  later, noticing with satisfaction that the security 
measures around the building had been tightened.

Finally, in the year 2189, 13  years  after the beginning of the 
project, the first installation on Mars  was ready to be launched in a fleet 
of 10 spaceships. William’s aid had been essential in designing the 
pressurized domes, of which the first one was  loaded onto a  part of 
the spaceships. William was going to be part of the crew of one of the 
ships, in order to be on Mars to help with the construction. He was on 
the lead craft, along with 24 other people. The day before the launch, 
Sanders summoned William to his office.

“Before you go,” said Sanders to William, “I want to thank you 
for all your help on this  project. I’d also like to wish you good luck and 
a safe trip.”

“Thank you, sir. It was my pleasure to be a part of this project. It 
was and is an amazing experience,” answered William.

“When you reach Mars,” continued Sanders, “start construction 
immediately and efficiently. Remember, the fate of humanity is  in your, 
and your construction teams’, hands. I hope it’s in good hands.”

“I know, sir. I won’t let you down, sir.”

The day after, at 9 o’clock in the morning, William and the rest 
launched from the Earth towards Mars. The trip was to last a  few 
weeks. After six days though, the crew of the ship that William was on 
realized that their food was disappearing without them having eaten it. 
This  created general panic, and a search inside the ship ensued. After 
35 minutes, a crewmember heard yells, and he alerted the rest of the 
crew. All of them ran to the source of the noise and found two other 
crewmembers  lying on the ground, with a man standing behind them. 
One of the crewmembers  had a knife hole in his neck, while the other 
had a hole to the right of his  stomach. Both were lying in pools of 
blood. Somebody shrieked, and then said:

“That man, it’s Dnagbiev!”
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A couple of people gasped while the others  looked confused. 
The man in question was  standing there, with a nasty grin on his  face 
and a bloody, rusty knife in each hand. He was breathing hard, and his 
small eyes were taking in the group. He was dressed in jeans  and a 
black leather jacket, and wore sneakers. Then, William remembered. A 
few months previously, he had heard on the radio that a  dangerous 
Uzbeki mass murderer, Islom Dnagbiev, had escaped from prison. He 
had been part of the mafia, and had killed many people.

Suddenly, Dnagbiev lunged at the group of people. Instinctively, 
William kicked in his  direction, but connected with another 
crewmember’s equally raised foot. They both cursed, and Dnagbiev 
reached the group, stabbing one person in the arm, and knocking four 
to the ground. He then started stabbing indiscriminately downwards. 
Two people yelled painfully, and another crewmember kicked at 
Dnagbiev, who evaded the foot, grabbed the person in question by the 
leg, and threw him at the group, making three other people fall. He 
sniggered, ripped the clothes  off of a woman who was lying, wounded, 
and admired with his  hands  what was  exposed. Then, he stabbed her 
through the chest. Two women shrieked, and William gathered his 
courage. He ran and kicked Dnagbiev in the head from behind. He was 
knocked to the ground. Another man came from the opposite 
direction, and kicked Dnagbiev in the ribs. Dnagbiev coughed blood, 
and a  third man jumped at him. The third man sat on Dnagbiev’s  legs, 
while William and the other man each sat on one of Dnagbiev’s arms, 
thus  pinning him to the ground. They tied him up and locked him in a 
room, awaiting their arrival at the Mars space station.

They contacted the other spaceships  to tell them what had 
happened. To general dismay, four people had died, and six were 
wounded. From questioning him, they found out that it was  him who 
had ordered the bombing of the building back on Earth. He wanted to 
make the project fail, in order for those nine tenths  of the human 
population and 97% of the animals to die of suffocation. He was a 
psychopathic maniac, who killed out of pleasure, and lived by the law 
of the jungle.

Two weeks later, they reached the Mars  space station. There, an 
order came from Earth that Dnagbiev was  to be sent back in one of the 
spaceships, when all of them went back after having unloaded all of 
the material. As  Sanders had ordered, William immediately started 
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working to build the first greenhouse gas-producing installation on 
Mars.

Almost a year later, news came from Earth that the worldwide 
birth rate was slightly but steadily lowering, and that many other 
installations  were being prepared on Earth. William’s design had been a 
success. The installation that had come with William was almost 
finished. Dnagbiev had been tried at the U.N. international court for 
crimes  against humanity, mass murder, and for smuggling drugs; he 
had been sentenced to life in prison. In time, Mars, the red planet, 
would save the “green”order of things on Earth.

Things were looking up for the fate of humanity.
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My skin is burning. My eyes are drying. My senses are dying.

The sun is  crushing my body. My lungs  are disintegrating. 
Absence of air. Brutal heat. I feel the particles  of my skin melt apart in a 
tremendous  sufferance. The squalid sunshine inflames  the splinters of 
my disfigured face. But I am alive, in spite of all, under the cover of the 
killing daylight. Shade. I can feel shade. Shade can save me. It will. I 
remember, as my life flashes before my eyes.

I’m three, kindergarten time. All the kids  are making fun of me, 
because I’m black. ‘’Monkey! Monkey!’’ I hear them shout running all 
around me, mixed with my shameful cries. Shame of my origins, of 
being different, inferior. Fifteen, my first girlfriend, my first love. We 
stopped seeing each other when her parents discovered the color of 
my skin. I think that was the first time that I had experienced real 
injustice in my life. Certainly not the last one. Then, at school, I 
understood that the only way I could make it in the racist system that 
had become our planet, was  to always fight for my rights, never let go. 
So I worked, I worked really hard, for everything. I made the professors 
who still asked themselves what they were doing wasting their time, 
teaching to a Negro like me, shut up.

This  massacred, slaughtered, butchered planet, our planet, or 
should I say ‘’their planet’’ as they seemed to perceive it, was the fruit 
of their sabotage. This  planet we fight to live in… The ruins  of what 
should have been paradise on earth. I remember reading about it in the 
old books in my grandfather’s  library. The years 2000’s. What a  dream. 
Where you could peacefully live your life. Just simply breathing the air, 
bathing in the sea, exposing yourself to the sun without many risks, 
and enjoying it too. When the ozone layer was  almost intact, pure, 
immaculate. The time before global warming. The time when you could 
travel, see the world, walk around in the true atmosphere, discover 
new horizons. But now, all our lives  we are slaves. Slaves to the 
sphere-shield above our heads, which protects  us  from the killing 
sunbeams. The glass sphere which is  supposed to be the make-
believe reconstruction of the old earth’s atmosphere, destroyed by 
human foolishness. People, like bugs  in an anthill, under this  protective 
glass, have almost no purpose in their lives. Work, work, work. But not 
for pleasure. Juts to be able to survive. Never get out of the line. Follow 
the crowd, like sheep, or get thrown away by the system. Stress, 
animosity, little friendship, little love, no brotherhood at all. From the 
cradle to the grave, each man for himself, and try not to mess anything 
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up. Life is  hard, it’s expensive. You can’t live without money, and I’m 
not speaking metaphorically. If you don’t have enough to pay your air-
conditioning bills, they just expel you out of the shield. Just like that, 
knowing of course that they are sending you straight to death, under 
the murdering sun and its  weapons, ultra  violet radiations. Just as  they 
do with murderers  or rapists, people who are condemned to the death 
penalty. The electric chair of yesteryear has  become far too expensive. 
Now that fossil fuels  no longer exist, electric energy is the main source 
of power. The whole sphere works with electricity, but not because 
they were intelligent enough to realize that they could no longer pollute 
our planet, it’s just that there’s  no fuel left… They are forced to by 
nature which has taken back its  rights, with floods, earthquakes, 
hurricanes, tidal waves, tsunamis, volcanoes, which have become daily 
problems.

I had lived my life struggling my way through. Found a job. 
Earned some money. Actually, a lot of money. I had a  good position in 
my company. My parents  died quite soon, my dad of cancer, my mom 
of the sadness his absence caused her. I was  left on my own. Fighting 
as always. Against the pain, against racism. But what was  the 
purpose? The world wouldn’t change its  mind about black people. 
Inferior in race. Inferior in intelligence. Inferior in technology. Inferior in 
beauty. Inferior in just about everything in their eyes. The Americans, 
the white people were the savers. Without their intelligence, life was 
impossible. They had invented the air-conditioned, protective spheres. 
They were the masters  of the universe. Even though they were the 
ones who ruined it.

Black people were also inferior in number: in fact, most of the 
African continent had burst into flames, under the ozone layer’s  hole. 
Too poor to afford the spheres.

Under the spheres, the distinction wasn’t really about one’s  skin 
color strictly speaking, but more about one’s wealth. And being black 
was  immediately associated to being poor, weak, useless. But not only 
black people were treated that way, anyone unemployed and homeless 
didn’t last for very long either, whether he was black or white. The V. P. 
E. P., Vermin and Profiteers Expulsion Patrol, was in charge of finding, 
tracking, those whom they compared to worms: poor homeless 
people. The latter in turn called the patrol “piranhas”.
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And one day, the worst that could happen to anyone, happened 
to me. I got fired. My employer’s  daughter, Chelsea, had a  crush on 
me. It must have taken her great guts  to affirm her love for such a 
shame. Her father, my employer, couldn’t stand that idea. He just and 
very simply fired me. Just like you would swat a  fly. Who could possibly 
care about me? About what would happen to me? No one of course. 
He was  much more powerful than me. Only 28 years  old and yet my 
life had ended on his lips: ‘’you are fired!’’. My execution letter. What 
took him about two seconds  to utter before moving on, affected my life 
or death directly. I struggled and struggled to find a new job… But my 
reputation was  dead. It was  over for me. So first I lived on my savings, 
and on what little my parents had left me. But I was  hopeless, 
desireless, amputated of all, although minimal, life joys. I was  dark on 
my skin, and dark in my head. I was still working at home, but almost 
never leaving my apartment. Studying, on what could be another life 
style.

Then came the moment when I couldn’t afford to pay rent and 
bills anymore. Of course I didn’t wait to be evicted from my building 
directly to the V. P. E. P.’s  office, and out in the atmosphere. So I 
packed a few things and went in the streets  to find some place where I 
could fit in. I met other homeless  people and they showed me lots of 
tricks, and helped me to adapt myself to my new forced life. We always 
hid, and a great part of our days was made of running, and escaping 
from the agents  scouring the streets. Sometimes, one of us who had 
lost hope and fate, just let himself get captured. We all knew what lay 
in store for him. Expulsion. Death.

One night, as I was  sleeping, once again with my stomach 
empty, I was woken up by an ear-piercing, strident alarm. They had 
found us. It was  the end. They grabbed me before I could even stand 
up, threw me into a truck, and so they expelled my bloodless, deathly 
pale body, which was  useless, causing heat like any other human 
being, and living as a parasite in the air-conditioned sphere.

And now here I am: my skin is  burning. My eyes are drying. My 
senses are dying. But I am alive, in spite of all, under the cover of the 
killing daylight. My skin is  more resistant. I can survive. I am surviving in 
the shade, just as  I was living. My dark skin is  protective enough. I 
realize: Black people are the future of humanity. Only they can live 
outside the spheres. I should tell them, I should enlighten them on their 
chances, on their foolishness. They have got it all wrong. For that they 
shall pay, they shall die.
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He managed to break in. He got into the bank and took 
everything that was before his  eyes! He didn’t leave anything. The thief 
put everything in his rucksack and went out of the room. He arrived in 
front of the exit, and realized that the hardest would be to pass  it safely. 
There were lots  of guards outside, and ten times  more cameras, with 
twenty times more weapons. He didn’t know what to do, and thought 
everything was lost. Then, he opened his  haversack and had an idea. 
His  face was illuminated: he saw his tools. Marvelock (that was  his 
name) was a skilful handyman; he had made them by himself before 
the theft. As he was quite smart he got through the problem in a few 
minutes. He didn’t have special materials  to make the tools, so he 
made them with various  objects. His instruments  were a bit archaic, 
and maybe prehistoric; but they gave him the possibility to be the 
happiest man of the day!

He got outside the bank, and was still impressed by the sight he 
had in front of him. In fact, a few hours  ago, when he arrived in the city 
to commit his  crime, he had been totally flabbergasted by it. He 
remembered his granddad and the stories  about his  youth that he 
used to tell him. This  sight looked exactly like the place where 
Marvelock’s  granddad used to live. There were roads, cars, trees, 
houses, high buildings, skyscrapers, motorbikes, shops and thousands 
of other treasures that Marvelock had never had the opportunity to see 
before.

People who walked in these streets  were also very stunning. 
They were all walking naked, and they seemed to feel hot. They were 
sweating profusely. But the strangest thing was  that there was  no sun 
anywhere. And instead of it, there were enormous  lights that emitted 
intense floodlight as the sun usually does.

After a long walk, Marvelock finally arrived in front of a door as 
big as the previous skyscrapers. The door was  protected by guards, 
and it was for the second time impossible to pass  it. But this time, the 
thief was  prepared; and as he did when he arrived, he took his  false 
identity documents out of his  pocket and gave them to a guard. The 
latter looked at him with a suspicious look, observed him carefully, and 
studied all his features. After a silence, he finally said: “I know your 
face… Hum… Maybe I have seen you on television, or maybe in the 
newspapers; hum… Let me think…”Marvelock was  also sweating like 
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a bull, or maybe more. He turned white with fear. “Hey! I finally 
remember your face! You are the man who… who… wanted to get in 
even if it wasn’t allowed because it was  lunch time! Aren’t you?”He 
sighed and replied: “Hum… Yes… Sure… It’s  me!”The guard 
continued: “Well, and what‘s the matter?”“I want to go out”answered 
Marvelock curtly. “Well, you should ask me politely to go out…”the 
guard insisted. He replied: “Can I … Hum… go out… Sir… Hum… 
Please?”“Sure you can! Have a nice day Sir!”Marvelock didn’t even 
know what being polite meant.

The guard opened the door, and Marvelock went out with a 
jubilant attitude. Finally, he was  the happiest man in the world. After 
innumerable incidents, Marvelock managed to rob the bank and to get 
out of there safely. It was  like in a dream. He was  thinking of his  booty, 
and of the reaction his  family would have seeing it. But to get there, he 
had a long walk.

After passing through the door, he got into a strange place, 
completely different from the previous one. It was  like if he had been 
teleported. He arrived in a  deserted and uninhabited land. The 
descriptions of the desert Marvelock’s  grandfather had made could be 
considered as heaven compared to that kind of desert! Marvelock 
couldn’t see anything in the distance; just sand, earth, and a real, 
bright sun. After a few seconds, a  stranger would normally die in the 
middle of that unbearable harshness; but he didn’t. He walked barefoot 
on this  burning sand without the faintest pain. He even seemed totally 
cool and relaxed in that unbelievable situation.

He walked for a very long time without having a  break or 
drinking even a drop. Marvelock seemed to have printed on his  head 
an eternally happy face. After four or five hours’ walk, he could finally 
see a different landscape. There was  a  river, a large one, with frogs and 
birds everywhere. Was  that Paradise? Was  Marvelock dead? He 
rushed there, and in a second, he arrived on the site. He wasn’t in 
dreamland; and Marvelock wasn’t dead yet. The lake was  suddenly 
swallowed up into the air, and he couldn’t see the birds and the frogs 
anymore. Unfortunately, Marvelock could just see thousands  of grains 
of golden sand. It was just a wondrous mirage.
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During his never-ending journey, he found a  dozen oak leaves. 
You must know that, during this  year (two thousands  one hundred and 
fifty eight) there was a shortage of leaves. That is  why this  event made 
Marvelock’s  happiness increase once more. Further, he finally saw a 
man. It was Perpinox, the madman of the burg. Marvelock shouted: 
“Hey! Perpinox! It is  me! I got them! I am safe”Perpinox looked at him 
proudly. Then he started laughing loudly. He was so joyful!

Marvelock finally arrived in his loved burg with its  lovely 
population. The Poor (that is the name of the population) usually 
preferred calling their turf like that. In fact, you would probably do the 
same if you lived in their situation. There are more than nine hundred 
thousand families  living in Poorland, spreading on thirty square 
kilometres. Each Poorlandish family (composed of ten to twenty 
people) lives in an underground hole measuring from five to eighteen 
square meters… Is it enough?

Our hero quickly got to his  family hole. He jumped in there and 
started laughing as  well. All the family understood: he got them! So, all 
of Marvelock’s eighteen close relatives  hugged him dearly, and his  wife 
almost fainted. Marvelock lived with his  wife, his  five sons, his  seven 
daughters, his brother and his  sister-in-law with their three sons. This 
family was probably one of the luckiest in the “burg”: they lived in a 
hole of fourteen square meters.

When he finished hugging and kissing everybody, Marvelock 
said: “Does  somebody want to know my story?”They all shouted 
together: “Yeeeeeeesss!!!”So, proud of himself, he immediately started 
telling his  tale from the very beginning: “As everybody knows, I went 
there two days  ago. Fortunately, before the departure, I forged identity 
documents, and made some tools. In fact, both helped me to get out 
of some ordeals. So, as  I was  saying, I got out of Poorland and I 
started my travel for Covprorich. And…”

“What is Covprorich dad?”Solalaiko, Marvelock’s youngest son 
said.

“It is a big city, Soly, a real one. In Covprorich, the dwellers  are 
all…”

He was interrupted once more by his  wife: “You shouldn’t tell 
him Marvy… I think Soly is  a  bit too young to know these tragedies. 
Don’t you agree?”
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“Well, no”Marvelock replied “He is  ten, and he can perfectly 
understand the truth. He has to know what humanity has  turned into. 
He has to know why we are living here, in this  sordid fourteen square 
meters. So, do you want to know the story of Covprorich, Soly? You 
have to choose by yourself and take all the time you need for that.”

The little boy thought for a few seconds, and answered 
assuredly that he wanted to know the truth. 
His  father suddenly took a  grievous  attitude. Then, he started to tell 
him everything about Covprorich and their situation.

“You know, my son, we live in two thousand one hundred and 
fifty eight, and the world you know, is completely different from the one 
that existed a long time ago. I haven’t had the opportunity to see it 
either; but my granddad described this  world to me with the highest 
precision. Nowadays, there are no places like you could find in the old 
world. The truth is  that there is  an exception, and this exception is 
Covprorich.”

“But what was  this  old world like, dad?”Solalaiko suddenly 
asked.

“Well, in this old world, there were trees. And these trees had 
more or less  two thousand leaves. There were also houses. They were 
spaces where two or four people could live. And this space was 
covered, protected, and ten times bigger than our holes.”

“We would be rich if we had one.”Soly said.
“That is  true. In fact, as I was  saying before, in Covprorich, they 

have all these marvellous  treasures; and they also have animals, cars, 
skyscrapers  and they even have food! Maybe you haven’t studied all 
these words at school yet; but you will probably know their meaning 
later. You have to know that Covprorich’s dwellers are all very rich.

“Treasures?”But dad, why do they have all these goods? And 
why don’t we have them too? I don’t understand… Where is 
Covprorich exactly? Can we go there?”Soly asked.

Marvelock sighed: “I will try to explain this  to you in simple 
words. You know, in the old world, there was  a lot of bad air, called 
pollution. This  air wasn’t good for the health of the humans, but it 
wasn’t good for the planet either. It came from people who lived in very 
big houses, called firms. They wanted to make a lot of money, and 
didn’t care about the bad air that they were emitting with their houses. 
These people went on and on . And because of a  complex and 
dangerous  phenomenon coming from this  bad air, called greenhouse 
effect, we arrived at the present situation. These foolhardy people were 
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the ancestors  of the inhabitants  of Covprovich. They built this city not 
long ago in a glass  protection. The latter is  very high, long and large. In 
this  glass protection, they saved the last scarce things  that remained 
on Earth, and put them in it. They named their city Covprorich, 
because, as  intended, it was  a  covered, protected and a  rich city. 
Then, year after year, they worked every day, to build their rich houses 
in their rich city. And they made it! There was just one problem in 
Covprorich : the heat that prevailed there. Because of this  problem, 
people are always naked. There is  just one little hole in the protection 
glass that is sometimes used to ventilate the city.”

Marvelock’s  wife started crying, his  brother too. Solalaiko looked 
at them sadly, but stayed steadfast and brave. He didn’t cry.

He finally said: “Dad… but what did you get in Covprorich? 
money? trees? animals?”

“Oh no my son! I’ve just brought the most important thing that 
ever existed in this  world… I took twenty bottles  of water from the 
Covprorich water bank… Can you imagine Soly ? Can you? Fresh 
water always  available! We won’t have to dig out water from leaves 
anymore. With all this  water, the whole family will be able to drink fresh 
water for some years! Isn’t that good news? You know my son, it does 
not matter if we live in Poorland, eating leaves and living in holes; or in 
Covprorich, eating meat, fruit, and vegetables, and living in big and 
luxurious houses… The most important is to be together, always and 
forever!”

Everybody plunged in another deep silence. They were all lost in 
their thoughts.

Then, Marvelock broke this icy silence and said: “Who wants  to 
eat some delicious leaves and taste some drops  of exquisite water with 
me?”

All the family got into the hole. They spoke, drank, ate, and 
laughed together, all night long. Because, as  he said, “The most 
important is to be together, always and forever!”
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VII.
A SECOND LIFE
By Gabrielle Sallé
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Jorïs  woke up. He selected his clothes: a red T-shirt and yellow 
trousers  as  the ones  of his favourite football team: La Roma. He 
decided to get connected to the Net. Oh! What a surprise! He got in 
touch with his  friend Nämylis  who was  at home. After a little chat, they 
agreed to meet at the most famous  playground of the city. After 
wondering what he would do, he finally decided to take his  “magnetic-
board”; he got out, and he wandered through the city. It was a beautiful 
day: a few metres  from the ground, in balance on his  board, he could 
see the wheat fields  with the wind turbines that veered at full speed, far 
away. The glass  windows of the Skyscrapers  were shining under the 
sun. The flying vessels  seemed to be a multitude of multicoloured 
points in the blue sky, above him. Downtown, there were many houses 
built in recycled glass, including his. It was a modern and technical 
world. But, near the city, a forest remained where it was forbidden to 
go.

On the way, he met his  neighbour, Mister Trelawney. He had run 
out of biofuel and he couldn’t move his  flying car. He was parked and 
he called him. Jorïs must help him so he could get some points  of 
“popularity”. Mister Trelawney needed a new beet juice can. Jorïs had 
to go to the shop and buy it. When he returned, Trelawney added him 
some points. One fulfilled mission!

Afterwards, Nämlylis  called him on the phone. He was  late! At 
full speed, he joined the girl. They had a good time; Jorïs  tried a new 
figure with his  board: at the fifth attempt, he succeeded! Nämylis 
seemed to be really impressed… Together, they met a lot of teenagers, 
who, like them, trained with their boards. But, Jorïs’ parents were 
waiting for him impatiently. He must turn back home. It was time for 
dinner. While the robot was cooking, the whole family (his  parents  and 
his sister)  could speak quietly. Then, all the family went to sleep. 
Everyone had their own bedroom where the bed sang lullabies!

The family’s house was big: two bathrooms, four bedrooms, a 
living-room and a kitchen. The roof was equipped with a system for 
treating the rainwater. There was a little stream in the garden, too. The 
parents were strict about waste recycling: every day, the garbage was 
sorted into five cans.
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In the morning, Jorïs  took his laptop and studied French: every 
child had a precise school program on computer. He was satisfied: he 
had made progress  in mathematic. In the afternoon, he had to help his 
parents at their work. They were in charge of the maintenance of the 
solar panels  in the city. Jorïs audited each panel with the help of his 
sister. In the evening, a competition of magnetic boards was  organised 
in the city. Jorïs took part in it. His  friends  came to support him. He 
should do a  lot of figures  and he would be judged according to the 
beauty of his figures.

There was  a strong field for it… And finally, it was  Jorïs’s  turn! He 
jumped on his  board and started up. The first and second figures  were 
perfect. But, the third one turned out to be a tragedy. At a  furious pace, 
he dashed and he lost control of his  board: he slipped and he fell 
down. Unfortunately, his  fall was life-threatening. Nämylis lamented. 
Jorïs didn’t feel the agony… he was dead! 

Everything became black and white. The world stopped. 
Suddenly, Jorïs and his friends  were immobilized by a powerful force. 
There was no movement in the city. The flying vessels  stopped in mid-
flight. Everything was silent, time was  suspended. At this  point, huge 
letters floated in the air:

GAME OVER

Jorïs  threw away his  game stick on the sofa. He sighed, he 
switched off the screen and he released the CD. “This  game of Second 
Life is fantastic”, he thought. He stood up and walked to the window. 
He looked outside. The landscape was  devastated. Everything was 
burned, only a few trees remained. The land was  cracked and a red 
smoke filled the sky. The rays of the sun warmed the Earth more than 
ever. Jorïs  checked the thermometer: 60 degrees Celsius in the shade. 
Anxious, he audited the air conditioning. Everything seemed OK.

Jorïs  has been living in this building for only two years. With his 
father, he had converted it to survive: a bedroom, a living-room and a 
cellar, it was  more than enough. The walls  were thick and heatproof. 
He was very hungry and he took the elevator down to the cellar where 
he stored the food. He took more vitamin pills. But he was  worried: in a 
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short time, there would be no food left. He swallowed the pills quickly. 
He must be physically active but he didn’t want to go out. So he 
stretched in front of his  TV. Then, for two days, he played at Second 
Life. He wanted to live a new life and forget what was happening…

Two years  ago, he was  a child, he was 14 years  old, and his 
father was  a famous  scientist, who worked on global warning, precisely 
on the North Atlantic Current… His mother died five years ago.

Two years  ago, he used to go to school with his motorbike. The 
Earth was  an enormous trash can, but people did not feel concerned 
about it. The sea was black, polluted by petroleum, and the land was a 
dump. During all that time, Jorïs  and his father tried to warn people of 
the danger. The government promised new ways  of improvement but 
they never kept their word.

One day, thanks to satellites, his  father discovered that, in about 
one month, the North Atlantic Current would stall. But people did not 
believe him and called Jorïs  and his  father liars. Consequently, the sea 
flooded the cities  and cyclones  devastated the living areas. Then, there 
was  a short ice age of one year and after, the Earth started to warm 
up. Disheartened, Jorïs and his  father locked themselves  in a building 
to protect themselves. But, when the catastrophe occurred, his father 
was  killed when he went outside to rescue the survivors. It was nine 
months ago.

Jorïs  was  16 years  old now. He was  alone and shut up. But 
Jorïs  must pull himself together. He mustn’t play this  stupid game, 
Second Life. He was angry and smashed his computer game up. He 
trampled the fragments underfoot. Then, he burst into tears. It was  the 
first time he had cried for months… “You must be strong, Jorïs, in case 
I don’t come back home.”These were his  father’s  last words. Jorïs 
must act and he mustn’t lose hope. He took his  laptop and turned it 
on. He hesitated, and finally, he switched it off. He wanted to make a 
record for the future generations … He wanted his  father’s work to be 
useful. The Earth was too beautiful to be destroyed… Nobody must 
make the same mistakes. So, he took a sheet of paper and began to 
write:

“I am the last human on Earth and I will die…”
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To the edge of desperation, James put together some personal 
items in a backpack and called Natasha, his  best friend since college 
and for whom he had always nurtured deep feelings.

“Hi Natasha, are you ready? I will be at your place to pick you up 
in less than 10 minutes.”

“Yes, my dear James, physically ready but not quite mentally… I 
am so scared… if you understand what I mean…”

“My friend George is  waiting for us  in the outback and for sure 
he has prepared some happy partying event to help us  all go for the 
Big Jump.”

James  was  not that convinced of what he was saying now that 
the H hour was  approaching. The time to say definitively goodbye to 
life had eventually arrived. Planet Earth was about to die and so was 
he. He had to definitely forget about the project of getting married with 
Natasha  and build a family together… In fact the Old Blue Planet was 
doomed to disappear before the end of the year. We were in 2098 and 
Terrestrials  knew that they wouldn’t celebrate the next New Year’s eve. 
Everybody in their own ways  got ready for the worst, for the final 
catastrophe. Al Gore and his Peace Nobel prize for the defence of the 
environment hadn’t produced the desired result. Nobody wanted to 
believe that the world was running fast to its final decline and death. 
That is why no decision had been taken in the lapse of the last ninety 
years: struggle for power, wild economic development and the rise of 
African and Southern American superpowers  – which had started to 
compete with China and India since the early Thirties  – helped 
humanity forget about the unthinkable. The World economic leaders 
were responsible for such inaction towards  answering global 
environmental threats. That was the terrible consequence of the 
supremacy of economics  and business  on environment and ecology: 
and that was  the reason why the Old Blue Planet Earth was  about to 
die. And nobody, not even James West, Head of Sidney’s Scientific 
Lab for Nature was able to stop this  environmental madness. No 
terrestrial human being had had the brilliant idea to put an end to the 
inexorable: the death of the Blue Planet and of its  inhabitants. He was 
thinking of all those years  when world leaders  did not want to listen to 
the messages of their fellow scientists  and environmentalists. He was 
fuming with rage. He would have loved to have one of them in front of 
him right now and beat him up so as  to forget about his wrath and 
deep bitterness. Yes, that is  what he should have done a long time 
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ago: beat them up one after the other… Instead of having that irrational 
behaviour, he and other fellow scientists  had tried hard to find solutions 
and means that would allow Humanity to survive in a  hostile 
environment. But up to the end, all his  research and efforts  ended in a 
blind alley. He had the sad feeling of having fought against windmills. 
Just like Don Quixote centuries before him…

“Finally there you are! I thought you would not be coming 
anymore. I thought you had chosen to spend your last moments in a 
different place, mates…”

“George, you must be kidding or what? How could I have 
thought of living my last days, hours  on Earth in a place like Sidney 
without my dearest friends?”

“I have to show you something. You will think I am mad, but I 
think I have found the way to entertain ourselves while sharing our last 
moments together…”

While putting together the stuff he had inherited from his 
grandfather, George had found a sort of manuscript which could not 
be read by a normal human being. It was a  language, a calligraphy 
made of symbols he had never seen before. When he found it, he went 
deep in the outback and met an old aborigine whom he knew. He 
surely would be able to get hints from him about the strange symbols. 
His old aborigine acquaintance immediately warned him:

“Dear George, where did you find this? You are surely going 
towards the Great Unknown”.

“So what?”George thought now. “How dangerous could the 
Great Unknown be now that he was about to die together with all his 
fellow human buddies?”

“Dear friends, look at these symbols! What do you think of them, 
James? And you Natasha?”

“This looks  very much like a coded message. Look, you always 
find the same symbol at the end of each paragraph,” said James 
loudly.

“The Graphics  are too perfect to be a  hand-made calligraphy,” 
added Natasha.

“I am quite happy to hear you say that,” George remarked. “I 
have the same sort of weird feeling. These symbols, well designed 
geometric symbols, look as  if they came from a different civilization, a 
different planet.”
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“And why not Extraterrestrials?”said James  bursting out 
laughing…

“Why not?”said Natasha in a pensive fashion.
“Should we be able to find out the code, we might be able to 

contact the extraterrestrials?”
“Ok. Then let’s  hurry up and find out together the keys to the 

enigma!”Natasha added.
“I have a better idea,” said James. “Let us  reproduce these 

symbols to gigantic scale and make them readable from space.”

The job took them the whole day. Since the melting of the last 
glaciers  in 2025, the average Earth temperature easily reached 45°C. 
They were exhausted and lacked oxygen to breathe normally. But they 
were determined to make an old kid’s  dream come true before leaving 
the planet earth : to get in touch with Extraterrestrials. When night 
came, they lit all the coded symbols they had assembled with wood 
pieces and flammable materials. And all three prayed in silence, hoping 
that somewhere up there in the Big Universe someone somehow 
would notice and observe them.

“Radon, do you see what I see?”
“Yes, I do, Xedon. That comes from Planet Earth! Haven’t they 

all died yet? And this looks  as  if it is written in old Greench, the 
language our fathers spoke in the 19th century.”

“How the hell did they learn about it?”wondered Radon.
“Well I guess  our fathers  have forgotten a  dictionary or a 

manuscript during one of their many trips to planet Earth.”
“But it is  impossible, it has  been decades since any Greeny last 

visited the Blue Planet. It used to be so polluted down there.”
“This looks  like a desperate S.O.S, my friend Radon. Let’s go 

and check,” said Xedon.

Our two Greenies  wanted to be sure of it. They put on their 
super space suits and jumped on their space bikes pointing towards 
the lower side of Planet Earth. In less  than 3  light year seconds, they 
were in the Australian outback. They were scared of the sight and the 
scale of the disaster they saw at first. A great array of plants  and 
animals  had disappeared. Lots of human beings  looked sick. Most 
Terrestrials  looked as  if they were desperate, exhausted, burned out. 
Shortly after arriving, the Greenies  found a place to hide their space 
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bikes  and dashed towards  the burning symbols. Natasha, James and 
George could not believe their eyes when they saw behind the flames 
two beings very similar to the creatures  the CIA caught in 1947 in the 
desert of New Mexico in the so called Area 51. Very strange indeed…

They were rather scared but decided to approach the strange 
creatures. The Greenies felt threatened and blocked them by putting 
both hands forward as  if they had created an invisible wall. And they 
started to ask them questions about the famous symbols in old 
Greench that James, Natasha and George had lit and that they had 
seen from Green Planet. And George went on saying he owned an old 
book he had inherited from his  grandfather and had reproduced the 
symbols  and lit them as a final game while waiting for the end… He 
also told them that they were living their last days  on Earth since their 
Blue Planet - as  the Greenies  could see - was  about to explode and 
disappear from the Universe. The Greenies knew Terrestrials  were 
stupid and short-sighted but could not imagine they could be that 
stupid… had there been an Oscar ceremony for stupidity, they surely 
would have got all nominations. How could they have let such a 
disaster materialise? 

The Greenies felt compassion for the three human beings that 
were facing them and proposed them a solution to their tragedy. They 
first had to air condition Planet Earth, by wrapping it into a fresh 
bubble, a sort of capsule that would protect them from the Sun’s heat 
and rays. Then they should have to spray an infinity of sulphur particles 
in the atmosphere, that all together would act as  a gigantic aerosol. 
Why had not James  and Natasha thought about it before? Time was 
running out now and they had to rush… The Greenies went back to 
their space bikes and at speed light travelled back to the Green Planet. 
As soon as  they had parked their super space bikes, Radon and 
Xedon started to organize the works  to save Planet Earth. James  and 
Natasha  sent a press release to all the news  agencies  of the Old Blue 
Planet in order to explain how Extraterrestrials  from the Green Planet 
were about to save their fellow humans  from the selfishness and 
cowardice of the politicians of the world.

That 2098 New Year’s  Eve was the best New Year’s  Eve 
humanity had ever lived. Day after day, plants were getting more and 
more vigorous  all over the Earth and medical problems linked to the 
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lack of oxygen were progressively subsiding. James had eventually 
found the time to declare his  love to Natasha. Also thanks to Radon 
and Xedon who, from their planet, had designed an infinity of green 
hearts  in the atmosphere. And the glowing words  “Natasha and 
James”were flashing in each bubbling green heart.
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July 2100. The temperature has exceeded 50 degrees  in 
Dragonball Valley. This  particular summer, the weather is  hotter than 
usual, the air is  dirtier and wildfires  have devastated what remained of 
the green landscape. There has been no rain in the valley for as long as 
the children can remember. The wells  are starting to bring up muddy 
brown water, the lawns have faded out and the flowers  dropped their 
beautiful heads. Even the trees seem to hang their branches  like weary 
arms. The valley is  turning browner and drier and thirstier, every hot, 
baking day. Everything looks tired and desperate here. It’s now too hot 
for the children to play out in the direct sun and they gather under the 
shade of the dying trees, digging holes  in the dust and sadly singing 
together in a choir:

“We hope one Day
The Dragon will Wake
And Free the Valley
By making a Lake”

The valley folks  are worried as they whisper to each other when 
passing across the dry dusty parks:

“It’s burning!”
“In the north, with the melting of the ice and the rise of the sea 

level many areas  have become uninhabitable. Where could people 
go?”

They look upwards  searching for rain clouds  in the blue, clear 
sky, but none ever comes. The days  go by slowly, without any hope. In 
fact, only a  few people have remained in this village. Its  inhabitants 
used to be farmers many years  ago, and, despite the successive years 
of droughts  they have refused to leave. They can’t imagine themselves 
away from their lands and their valley. A few years  ago, the valley used 
to be full of tall green trees all around the lake gleaming and glistening 
in the sunlight. All you could hear was the melody of the birds  chirping 
together, with the gentle sounds  of the flowing streams. The smell of 
the wet soil filled the air and the weather was  cool and misty. 
Everything has changed now! 

Dr Karl Smith is one of these valley people who has  had a 
wonderful childhood in the green meadows  of Dragonball Valley. 
However, he’s  not as  pessimistic as  the others. In fact, Dr Smith has  a 
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strong conviction that something serious should be done in order to 
save these poor, unfortunate people from a disastrous ending, and he 
can do it. He’s  also aware that these farmers who are so attached to 
nature are not able to live imprisoned in the Glass  Town where fantastic 
cities  are built inside a glass  shield and where everything is artificial, 
even the air they breathe. Besides, life is  too costly for them and they 
have nothing to do there. All the manual works  are done by robots. 
Isolated in his laboratory for months, Dr Smith has just completed his 
last experiments  about a  new technology that aims at beating global 
warming and drought. He feels  happy as he has written his last 
remarks  about a  cloud-producing machine. Now, he has  to look for 
financial help to achieve his project.

Dr Smith is  driving carefully his  solar-powered car along the 
deserted country lane when suddenly his car engine dies. "Blast!”he 
says  angrily. “What’s  the matter?”He gets off his  car to see the problem 
when suddenly three strong masked men appear and push him to the 
back of a  strange-looking dark vehicle. "Who are you?”he exclaims. 
But he receives no answer. Karl is  sure he has been kidnapped. He 
feels  helpless. The car runs  across a narrow road for about half an hour 
then the driver presses a red button below the steering wheel. 
Suddenly the car begins to move up. It is flying and is transformed into 
a plane. "How can thieves  have such a car?”wonders  Dr Smith who 
can’t believe his  eyes. Is it a  dream? Everything is  dark, he can’t see 
anything. A few minutes  later, Karl makes  out something bright. "It 
looks  like a spaceship!”To his great surprise, the car lands on a  huge 
vessel which is  hung in the air. That isn’t a dream. A man comes 
towards him, he is about fifty, with grey hair and he is smiling.

"Mr. John Brown!”exclaims  Karl Smith. "That’s  unbelievable! 
What are you doing here, with these dangerous kidnappers?"

“Don’t worry, Karl,” says  Mr Brown as he welcomes his old 
friend. "These people are not kidnappers, they work for me.”

“Then why have they kidnapped me, and where am I?", Dr 
Smith asks.

“I’m sorry but that was the only way to bring you here, Karl."

Karl Smith and John Brown are very close friends. They studied 
together at Harvard University and they conducted a lot of research 
together in the past, then Dr Brown decided to work for the US 
Intelligence and Military Office which aims  at developing laser weapons 
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and military robots. For many years  they have been developing robot 
soldiers which are ready to kill anyone without any hesitation. They 
have also waged a space war against imaginary aliens.

“What’s the matter? What can I do for you, John?”, Karl inquires.
“You know, Karl, we have always  been worried about space 

attacks coming from other planets, and all our efforts  have been 
directed towards  developing space technology. We are even hoping to 
find a planet to which human beings can move”.

“But you know very well that I can’t help you, John. I want to 
remain on earth. I won’t participate in your wars. You have been 
destroying our planet.”

“Yes, you are right. Indeed, for the last years I’ve been thinking 
over our policy. I still remember you saying: “We don’t need anymore 
silly wars, John. Our planet is  in danger; we must save our world. It’s 
our duty.”But I was  too ambitious to listen to you. Now, I need your 
help, Karl.”

“I hope I can help.”
“I think global warming is the most urgent issue of our time and 

since we are all contributors to global warming pollution we must all 
take part in finding the solution.”

“I’m afraid we can’t do anything useful, John. It’s too late.”
“We know about your last experiments, Karl. There is a very 

important World Conference that will be held soon and I want you to 
join me to convince the staff that we must lead our battle against global 
warming . Let’s  introduce your project. We can help you to carry it out. 
Together we can make a difference.”

“I’m sorry; I don’t trust anybody, not even you John. You have 
always stood against any policy that aims  at stopping your crazy wars 
and protecting the environment. You live confined in your artificial Glass 
Cities and you never care about the rest of the world.”

“Humankind is endangered, Karl. Humankind is  facing mass 
extinction if we don’t stop climate change. We will end like dinosaurs 
millions  of years  ago. Think of your family, Karl. Think of your poor 
valley people.”

Karl has  got ideas  and he needs money to achieve his dreams. 
He knows that his  friend John is  a nice man and he can rely on him. 
John promises him to save his  village once the cloud-producing 
technology is  made. He introduces  his  work to the committee and he is 
congratulated for it.
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A few months  later, the people in Dragonball Valley hear a 
terrible sound but can't recognize it at first for it has  been such a long 
time since their ears heard such a  ringing melody. They go out and look 
at the sky. It is  dark. As  their eyes widen in wonder, their smiles turn 
into grins and shouts and songs. Thunder, lightning, water, cold, rain, 
life and hope again. Rain is  falling, cleaning the air and running down 
the hillside and along the valley floor. Water invades  the houses, but 
people don’t mind. Water carries  away the children’s bikes and toys 
but the kids  don’t care. They run across  pools of water, dancing and 
singing. The men just hoot and whistle and throw their caps  up in the 
air. The women dance and cry joyfully: what a  miracle! What used to be 
a dirty, brown dust bowl, now gleams and glistens in the sunlight, 
sending playful waves  and ripples  across  the lake and inviting all to 
share.

As for Karl Smith and his old friend, they have decided to carry 
on their research and experiments in order to save the Earth.
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“I HAD A DREAM”
By Solène Moscato
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My name is Lyloxan Ronx. I’m 15 years old. I live in 2104. Our 
planet Earth is  in a critical situation. We are running out of water. We 
live in a polluted and infected world. Air has  become unbreathable. 
People are dying.

My grandmother used to tell me about her life when she was my 
age. She guided me into her past, she shared her best memories with 
me, she was  my best friend. She had had a happy life. She had so 
much fun when she was  young. We spent good times together. I only 
wish I could experience what she experienced.

She always  told me to take good care of water, she told me 
never to waste it. Sadly, she died a few months ago, affected by an 
incurable virus. She wasn’t very old. She was  going on 152 years  old. 
The “life machine”had kept her alive until then, but it wasn’t able to 
cure her virus: it was a rare case.

I remember once going to see her. She told me about her past, 
how people lived when she was  young. She lived on a  farm with her 
seven brothers  and sisters. Nowadays, it is  forbidden to have more 
than one child per family. That is  why I’m an only child. Nowadays, 
farms don’t exist any more “I wouldn’t have known what they were 
without my grandmother telling me. Farms  have been replaced by the 
suburbs of the big metropolis. Nowadays, we don’t have much space 
to live. Population on Earth has  reached over 11 billion inhabitants. 
Scientists say that if it keeps increasing at this  rate, we won’t have 
space to live a few years from now.

My grandma also told me that when she was  in her twenties, 
scientists  predicted a lack of fresh water in the seventy years to come; 
they warned people that water was  a precious element and that it had 
to be used wisely and safeguarded from the growing pollution. They 
told people not to waste it, to be mindful of their water consumption. 
No one paid attention to the message they were trying to deliver. And 
so, life went on, as if nothing bad would ever happen to the perfect 
world people thought they were living in. Water was  wasted and 
polluted in huge quantities.

My grandmother used to tell me that when she was  little, she 
watched her father washing the car, using a water hose. Today, I can’t 
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imagine water coming out of a water hose. It is completely outrageous. 
Washing a car is  a waste of vital water. It is  illegal nowadays to waste 
precious  water: you can risk a heavy fine. We cannot waste it this  way. 
I think it is  revolting; I am barely allowed to have two glasses  of drinking 
water a day, and 150 years  ago people used water for such a  useless 
cause! What a shame. I can’t believe it.

Now, we have to live with scarce quantities  of clean, drinkable 
water. Scientists  recently discovered a water source on Mars. It is 
exported from the Red Planet to Earth, but only the wealthiest people 
can afford to buy it. The cost of drinkable water being so high and 
water so precious, muggings  and thefts for a  barrel of water are a very 
common situation. The more common water comes from the 
desalination of sea water which is  also filtered so we can drink it, but it 
still has  a salty taste. We had to get used to it, this  water being our only 
affordable drinking water.

Recently, a  company, “A corpse life”, has been accused of 
pumping water out of dead bodies. Rumor has  it that the bodies  are 
dried out, that the pumped water is  filtered, and put back on the water 
market, as if it was treated salt water. How disgusting!

The sea level is rising every single day. My grandma was from 
the Netherlands, a country that has  long been submerged by the sea. 
Seventy five percent of the glaciers  and the ice caps  have melted in the 
last ten years, and they are melting faster and faster. Soon more 
countries  will be covered by the sea. The extreme climate change is 
also a  problem. We live in scorching heat every day of the year. It is 
unbearable. Thermometers have often reached fifty five degrees 
Celsius. The average temperature is  around forty five degrees Celsius. 
Old people who can’t afford the “life machine”are dying in big numbers 
because of the heat. Babies are suffering from it too. I never saw a 
single drop of rain. At least I don’t remember seeing one. It probably 
rains  every eight years  or so, maybe nine. This drought causes  a 
variety of problems. Vegetation is  disappearing. There are no more wild 
animals, they have all become extinct. The ozone layer is  getting 
thinner as  the days pass by. Soon, it won’t exist anymore. We are in a 
critical situation.
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Our immune system wouldn’t be so good without all the drugs 
we take. We all would have been dead by now without them. Everyday 
we have to take about twenty pills, each and everyone with a different 
taste and color. I heard the other day that a Lapp researcher 
discovered a  medicine that, once swallowed, interacts  with your gastric 
juices, to make your body produce the quantity of water it needs. 
Hopefully this is not just a rumor, but a real discovery, which will be 
marketed soon. Water shortage also causes  numerous  diseases. Many 
adults  have kidney diseases, some have skin problems, others  gastric 
disorders. These diseases are the major death causes.

We wash once a month. We have to use towelettes. I wish I 
could feel the water running on my skin, all over my body, just like my 
grand-ma used to feel it. Water doesn’t come out of the tap anymore. 
It comes  in small cans or bottles. We have to use it as  soon as we 
open them, or else the water evaporates because of the drought.

My grandma told me that she had long, silky hair. She said she 
went to the hairdresser’s  on special occasions, such as  Christmas, 
New Year’s  Eve, Easter… She explained that at that time, hair was one 
of the most important characteristics  a woman could have. Therefore, 
she looked carefully after her hair, keeping it always  clean and shiny. It 
was  a woman’s asset in the twentieth century. She showed me her 
pictures. She looked fabulous! Today, we girls  have to shave our hair, 
to keep our heads clean without wasting too much water, obviously.

I remember how my grandmother used to describe me what she 
ate in her early years. She was  so precise. It seemed as  if she had the 
food in front of her eyes. She ate real food every single day. Our 
quantity of real food is  extremely limited now. We only eat bread once a 
year, at Christmas. Everyday we eat food which is  90% synthetic. She 
told me that sometimes, after work, her dad brought home some 
exotic fruits. Now, I can’t even imagine what the taste of fruit is, I never 
ate any.

A week ago, at school, one of my good friends, Jenxia, 
announced that she and her family would be moving to Mars shortly. 
Her dad, who works for “Life on Mars”, has the mission to design and 
build more human underground cities  on the planet. Jenxia’s  father 
explained to the class  that people there have to live underground to 
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protect themselves  from radiations  coming from the Sun. He said that 
the human settlements  on Mars are not numerous yet, and the number 
of inhabitants  is  small. There is  available space for people to settle, 
there is plenty of water, so it seems  like a nice place to live. From his 
description, I imagine that life there must be similar to what life on Earth 
was  when my grandma was  young. I am sad to see one of my best 
friends  go away, but we agreed to keep in touch. Possibly I will visit her 
one day, and see for myself what life is like over there.

Still, there is hope for us  remaining on Earth. We might be able 
to save our planet from extinction. Yesterday, I saw a newspaper lying 
in the middle of the street. It is  quite rare to find one, so I took it home 
and read it. It said that a young Russian university student had been 
awarded the Nobel Prize for discovering a new source of energy that 
will revolutionize our world. By accidentally mixing two ingredients, she 
apparently obtained a chemical reaction capable of producing vast 
quantities of energy without creating negative side effects either to 
health or to environment. In fact the reaction produces  oxygen as  a 
byproduct. This will allow the production of needed electricity and fresh 
water by powering the desalination factories. Scientists  even say that 
there are high chances  that the ecosystem will be restored thanks  to 
this  new solution; the temperature will go down, we will be able to 
breathe fresh air, forests will start growing again, there will be less 
natural disasters. The remaining animals will be able to graze, it will 
rain, there will be seasons, just like my grandma described. Finally we 
will have water flowing down the rivers  again. Jenxia  and her family 
could come live here again, but most important of all, humankind will 
have learned what can happen when you don’t take care of what 
Nature gives you.

I am so excited by this  discovery that last night I had a  dream: I 
was under a cool shower, feeling the water running down my skin.
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XI.
THE BEGINNING OR THE END?

By Morgane Chomilier

Lycée Chateaubriand de Rome
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Marc Gentil is  a young and dynamic farmer, of 30 years  old. He 
inherited from his  father, who died in a car accident five years ago, a 
small farm in the South of France, close to the Atlantic Ocean.. He is 
growing fruits, specifically apples. His  life is  simple. He has  a nice 
temper and many friends around, most of them farmers  like him. Marc 
is  a good-looking guy, still single and fine with that. For two years, he 
has  been facing difficulties  as  drought has  hit his farm heavily. All his 
friends  are facing the same problems. But more largely, all the world 
and especially Europe has  been hurt by the problem of drought and 
higher temperature. The French President had promised support and 
subsidies, but nothing has  come so far. Two months ago, he went to 
Paris with the farmers’ trade union from all over France to protest. They 
are now thinking of going to Brussels  with European farmers to protest 
against the law imposed by the European Community to limit subsidies 
to agricultural products. Marc is not a scientist; he does  not know what 
“global warming “means, he just sees that it is  more or less impossible 
for him to live decently any more.

Alain Gentil is a scientist. He is  the elder brother of Marc. He left 
many years ago to work in California after having finished his 
meteorology studies  in Paris. He is  now leader of a team in a famous 
meteorological Research Center in Nappa valley. Under his  leadership, 
his team is working on the “Global warming”problem, especially the El 
Nino effect which has created a lot of new and stronger natural 
disasters  such as hurricanes, storms, tsunami etc… Statistics  made by 
the European Institute of Meteorology showed that in the last five years 
the number of natural disasters has increased up to 40% and the 
intensity, on average by about 25%. For almost all the scientists, global 
warming is  the cause of the problem. Global warming is  the increase in 
the average temperature of the Earth's  near-surface air and oceans  in 
recent decades  and its  projected increase. El Niño-Southern Oscillation 
(ENSO; commonly referred to as  simply El Niño) is  a  global coupled 
ocean-atmosphere phenomenon which is linked to the fluctuation of 
weather and increased temperatures. Despite governments’ efforts  to 
decrease it, the phenomenon has evolved in such a way that many 
scientists, intellectuals, professors are seriously worried for the future of 
the planet.

Alain does not look like his  brother. Small, almost bald even if he 
is  only 35 years  old. He is  married with two kids. He is  a very hard 
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worker and his  wife sometimes complains that he is  more at work than 
home. The two brothers  are not closely linked: Far from each other, not 
the same way of thinking, not the same way of living. Occasional 
phone calls for birthdays and Christmas are more or less  the links 
between the two brothers. They have not seen each other since the 
death of their father. But recently, because of global warming, the two 
brothers’ relationship has  improved. Paul wanted to have more 
information about this problem. Many phone calls have been made and 
even more since last autumn “Alain who was  in France for a congress 
visited his brother for a weekend.

Marc is  seriously thinking of selling his farm and doing 
something else. But he likes his life and his  region. Unemployment is 
very high, and after initial inquiries, he realises that it won’t be easy to 
find a  job... His farm is  producing less and less. It is  more and more 
difficult to cope with the minimum expenses. Less and less  income and 
a very high inflation, even for basic products: the equation is difficult to 
solve.

One day, Marc is  driving when he receives  a phone call from his 
brother. Paul is  very excited. Marc stops him, explaining he is  driving, 
but Paul continues to talk. So Marc stops the car and listens.

“Marc, Marc, it is fantastic, incredible!!!!! We found the solution, 
we found it, man, we found it.”

“What are you talking about?”
“The ozone belt. I told you that because of the massive emission 

of carbon gas  the ozone belt is  deteriorating and that’s why we have 
the global warming effect. You remember!”

“Yes, of course”, said Marc a bit disoriented.
“Listen! I told you last autumn that I was working on a secret 

project. Now I can tell you that I can recreate the full ozone belt as  it 
was fifty years ago, and almost instantly”.

“Is it true?”
“Yes, I did the entire test in laboratories, it works. I am one 

hundred percent sure”.
“But I remember that when you came you told me that the 

solution you were working on could have some side-effects. We were 
talking about nuclear tools. I did not understand what you were talking 
about, but it was a bit scary.”
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“Yes, it is  a kind of nuclear explosion, but in the lab and with the 
calculations I did, I do not expect any problem.”

“Yes, but sometimes, there is  a  difference between calculation, 
even from your extremely bright brain, and reality.”

“I know, I know, but here don’t worry, It will work”.
“If you say so. And when are you going to save the world ?”
“Oh! It will be a pretty long process. I have to convince first the 

US government, then, I think we should go through the United Nations 
General Assembly for global approval. But I can tell you that the initial 
talks  I had with the State department have been extremely positive. I 
am convinced that it will not take more than six months to get the 
approval, and the money. Then, I need about four months to build the 
machine. So within a year we should be back to normal, and your trees 
will produce as  before. I have to go, I have a meeting now. I’ll keep you 
posted.

“Ok, take care.”
Marc is sceptical, but he trusts his brother.

For two months, he hasn’t heard anything about his  brother and 
his project. But suddenly, the project is  released in the news. It has 
become THE subject. Paul and his team are on all TV channels 
explaining the basics  of the project. The idea of the SAVE project, it is 
its  name, is  in theory very simple. Put the satellite containing the 
“bomb”in orbit, press  the button for exploding the bomb when SAVE 
has  reached a specific zone defined by Paul and his team where the 
ozone belt is  very much destroyed. Paul explains to the world that 
SAVE is  not a  nuclear bomb, but a  very scientific machine, enabling 
them to send specific gases  which, with a chemical reaction, will 
rebuild the belt. Paul explains  that to be successful, he needs a very 
strong explosion, and that is  why he is  using nuclear technology. The 
last part is the most critical and causes a lot of reactions.

Pros  and cons  are debated all around the world, with often very 
strong arguments. Huge demonstrations with millions of people are 
organised by the opponents of the project. Each and every 
government of the world debates. Are you sure that in trying to save 
the world, you will not destroy it? Is  there any other possible 
alternative? Can’t we wait and see? Is  the situation of the earth so 
dramatic that we have to take the risk? All these questions  are coming 
from India, Tajikistan, Ecuador, Uganda, from everywhere. As it has 
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been planned by Paul, the project is  submitted to the United Nations 
General Assembly for approval. After two months of hard discussions 
the project is approved.

On 20th December, the SAVE project is  ready. Paul calls  his 
brother.

“I am ready man, now it is when they want.”
“Are you sure? I was  thinking all that time. I am afraid Paul. I 

have watched TV, read a lot, I am not an expert, but are you sure?”
“I cannot be 100%  sure. Don’t believe that I am not stressed 

either. One thing I believe 100%  is that something has  to be done, and 
has  to be done now. I have no doubt about that. The only acceptable 
project is  mine. We cannot wait, man. That is  the only thing I am sure 
about.”

“When do you think it will happen?”
“Some days.”
“I am with you.”

After some days  of delay due to weather conditions, SAVE is 
launched from Cape Kennedy by a Saturn five rocket. A few minutes 
later SAVE is orbiting the earth. We are on the 25th of December. 
Exactly forty-five minutes later...Boom SAVE explodes. The entire world 
is  watching. Nothing happens immediately after the explosion. Paul is 
working in his laboratory and has followed second by second the 
launch, the explosion and immediate effects. Extremely sophisticated 
software, hundreds  of screens  watching the sky, hundreds of 
technicians, professors, scientists, dispatched all over the world are 
scrutinising the first data. The first data  do not show side effects. That 
is  the first victory for Paul. The entire world is  relieved. Now, everybody 
is  waiting. Paul has  said before the launch that we will see the first 
positive effects  about one week after and has promised to do a press 
conference from his  laboratory at that time. Exactly one week later, all 
the TV channels  from the world are on to see the press conference. At 
10 am California time, Paul shows  up in front of the camera. He looks 
exhausted. He removes his  glasses and just says three words: “It is 
working”.

Twelve thousand kilometres  from there, in a small town in France 
a man has a tear in his eye. He is very proud of his brother.
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THE BUBBLE OF STOYKONUS
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We are in 2070 and in this  torrid winter, the scientists of all the 
countries  joined together in the observation station of meteorites  in 
London are very anxious. Indeed a rain of pieces  of planets has been 
falling down on the earth for a  few days. According to the latest news, 
a village of Siberia  has  even been destroyed. Although the “Bubble of 
Stoykonus”has  been saved so far, an imminent danger is  to be feared. 
A few years before, the whole world had agreed to put under a giant 
bubble all the pollution harmful for the population. Of course, 
everybody knew that this  solution was only temporary and that it would 
be necessary sooner or later to find a way to eliminate pollution forever.

A few kilometers away from the information center, in the village 
of West-Drayton, in the western suburbs  of London, Luke Axton has 
been working hard for years  at the development of the FQ 232 which 
will constitute the heart of his new invention: a huge vacuum cleaner 
that can reduce pollution. He does  not know yet that the events will 
make this  invention essential for the survival of humanity. Luke is a 
brilliant single fifty-year-old man who has devoted his  life to the world of 
science. Famous  since his young age for his  invention “the “bubbles 
submarine””he also invented, later, several new machines  such as  “the 
miniature plane”or “the flying car”… He is  now very keen on the 
environment and has decided to attack pollution. He often gives 
conferences  and has  published more than fourteen studies, amongst 
other things  on quantum physics  and the evolution of matter. He is 
today about to publish his  latest work on the risks of pollution for 
human kind.

This  very morning, a meteorite has  fallen down on Stoykonus. 
The Organization of the United Nations  doesn't know what to do any 
more, and decides  to ask all the researchers and specialists  to try to 
find a system before pollution spreads. Of course measures  of 
evacuation have been immediately taken with regard to the people who 
are living near the bubble. Moreover oxygen masks  get quickly 
produced in great quantities and are distributed to all the population. 
Fortunately, nowadays, the majority of the houses are equipped with a 
system: “the nett-air”which allows them to generate fresh air. But if the 
bubble bursts, pollution will become too important and this  system will 
not be able to work anymore and anyway the inhabitants  cannot 
remain indoors all the time…
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The specialists have now been working for ten days but in 
vain… The United Nations  suddenly thinks of Luke, They think that 
since he is  famous in the whole world for his  inventions, he could 
invent a machine to stop pollution. But unfortunately, he's  not in his 
laboratory and nobody can find him. As they begin to panic, Kate, the 
president 's  assistant thinks  it might be possible to trace him by having 
a look at the central database of the only travel agency still existing at 
this  time, and indeed they realize Luke is on holiday in the south of 
Australia. He is isolated from everything : he is  resting, surfing and 
sunbathing on beautiful sunny beaches. For once Luke has  not his 
mobile phone with him nor his  digital watch with emails. He does  not 
want to be disturbed and is  not waiting for any important news. 
Indeed, he came here to forget his experiments. He is  tired of all those 
years when he worked relentlessly, without ever really resting nor taking 
time off. Unfortunately a catastrophe is  about to occur, the world needs 
him and he does not suspect it. He still has one day to spend on this 
paradise island, before going back to London, his  birthplace, and as  he 
starts  to pack his luggage he looks  at this  marvellous  ocean for the last 
time.

Luke gets into the plane, which he conceived, to join back 
civilization. But as soon as he switches  the radio on, he learns  the 
events which have happened during his  absence and he receives  a 
message of summoning from the United Nations. The world relies on 
him to sort out the problem of the pollution which is spreading 
everywhere. Luke thus  goes  directly to New York where the president 
of the Organization is waiting for him. The latter sums up the situation 
for him: the bubble has  been touched and pollution is  infiltrating 
gradually in the ambient air, the population is  now seriously hit by all 
these gases, two million are dead and a billion poisoned. They have 
already tested some inventions  of the previous days  but without 
success. Luke tells  him about his experimentation in progress  on the 
vacuum cleaner which reduces pollution. But it is  not ready yet. Luke 
needs time to finish it and he is not sure about the power of the 
apparatus: it will probably be necessary to build several of them to get 
rid of the enormous quantity contained in the bubble.

“We have very little time “, answers  the president, soon it will be 
too late, we will all die. It is necessary to act quickly. You will work here, 
in our secret laboratory and you will have all the equipment and all the 
specialists' help you need. We have already had your machine 
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delivered, it is  waiting for you. You are just back from holiday, you are 
thus  in good shape, you will work day and night, we need this invention 
as soon as possible!”

Luke sets  down to work without delay. Then a hard labour 
begins, it is  necessary to think quickly but no error is allowed. A close 
cooperation between eminent scientists  is established but the system 
of reduction which must absorb pollution to the point of obtaining a 
low-size concentrate does not function correctly.

In the meantime, panic grows  all over the world. Pollution is 
spreading little by little, the dangerous zone is getting bigger and 
bigger, and there are hundreds and hundreds of persons going into 
exile. Fortunately, a phenomenal moment of solidarity is  noticed and 
those who accept to welcome them are very numerous. But that 
cannot last indefinitely, it is  necessary not only to stop pollution but also 
to neutralize it definitively. To make things  more complicated, the 
weather forecast announces  winds which may spread pollution more 
quickly. The members of the international organization keep themselves 
informed about the progression of the scientific work several times  a 
day.

At last, on the night of the third day, a  cry of victory bursts in the 
laboratory, everyone laughs, hope reemerges. Someone immediately 
calls  the president of the Organization to inform him: the FQ232 is 
finally ready. Now, it must be tested in real conditions. Luke absolutely 
wants  to do it himself, he is led with his  flying car into one of the 
quickest airplanes  to Russia, close to the center of the pollution cloud. 
Then, he climbs in his  flying car that he has  previously equipped with a 
hole for the huge pipe of the FQ232. He is wearing a special suit and 
an oxygen helmet to protect himself in case of leakage in the car. The 
closer he gets  to the cloud, the worse visibility is. He switches his 
vacuum cleaner on while advancing slowly. His  colleagues  observe him 
on the central screen of the New York observatory. Apparently, 
everything goes  well but the progression is  very slow and a strange 
purple smoke still goes  out of the engine worrying all the specialists. 
After five minutes, the smoke finally disappears, which dispels  the last 
doubts on the efficiency of the machine. Luke has done well to have 
other FQ232 manufactured; as  soon as they are finished, they will all 
be used. This  is  done the next day: military officers go into action and 
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Luke, exhausted, is  replaced. Of course, the FQ232 is  very small, Luke 
did not think he would ever have to use it against such a big mass, but 
it compensates with its  power. "Let's  hope the motor will hold out”he 
says  to himself. At last, he smiles, the president and plenty of people 
want to congratulate him.

On all the TV channels, information circulates: pollution has  been 
stopped, several other days of vacuuming will be needed but the 
improvement is instantaneous  wherever the FQ232 passes. People 
become confident again. Luke will be able to rest now, maybe a new 
stay on a desert island will be good for him. Of course, he will take his 
mobile or his watch for electronic messages this time...
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In the near future, the world will be only one big country called 
“Mondalia”which will be divided in two parts. One will be mostly 
uninhabited and polluted – around 30% of the planet – this  will be 
called “The Outside”. The other 70%, known as  “The Inside”, will 
contain all the animals, plants and people. The Inside will be protected 
from The Outside by huge glass  domes. People will work in factories 
and offices located in The Outside, transported there in long, glass 
tunnels  whose entrances will be tightly guarded by heavily-armed 
Mondalia Security Forces. While most people will find The Inside easy 
and comfortable, some will find it too constraining and look for ways  to 
escape to The Outside.

Mark was  nervously pacing up and down the short hallway 
between his  living room and bedroom. In five minutes  he would be 
locking the door of his  square white apartment in the square apartment 
block, hopefully for the last time. Last night he had spoken with his 
girlfriend Kathy to go over the plans  one last time. She had said she 
would be at the meeting point but, after what happened last time, 
would she really be there?

Every day, for the last four years, Mark had gone to his work as 
a computer programmer at the Mondalia Garbage Control Station. 
There he made sure that all the debris  that couldn’t be recycled in The 
Inside of “Dome 23”would be sent to the Central Garbage Dump in 
The Outside. He actually liked his work, he was  able to combine his 
passion for computers  with his  love of the environment. He had studied 
at the Mondalia University of Computer and Information Technology 
where he had done a degree in programming and environmental 
science.

The Inside was  where everyone lived. It was the part of the earth 
that hadn’t been destroyed after the Final War. At that time, Mark’s 
father, a well-known architect from what was  then England, had the 
idea to create The Inside. He, with other architects and engineers  who 
survived the Final War, created the series  of giant glass  domes that 
now covered The Inside.

There were 94 domes in all, some big as  France was, others 
small like former Switzerland. All were connected by long glass tunnels 
and all had several exits to The Outside. Each dome contained an 
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artificial environment: sun, rain, wind, deserts, mountains. All worked 
just as the real world had, some things  worked even better. People like 
Mark’s father were able to improve conditions  that had begun 
worsening as early as 2008, the year Mark was born. That was when 
climate change had begun to transform the earth and its habitat for the 
worse. At that time there was hardly any more snow, icebergs  melted, 
species  died off and freshwater became scarcer and scarcer. The 
desert expanded, the seas rose, there wasn’t enough food to feed 
growing populations.

People began migrating to other areas, others  died, low 
countries  were flooded over. It caused tremendous panic and wars 
broke out everywhere, ending with the Final War that destroyed all of 
Asia – from the Ural mountains to the Himalayas, from Siberia to the 
southern tip of India. All that was left of those areas  was  what was now 
the biggest part of The Outside. Other places  also became The 
Outside: central and eastern Africa, central America, the eastern 
Mediterranean. It was horrendous.

During that time Mark and his  family lived near London and they 
could see the Millennium Dome from their house. This  is  what gave 
Mark’s father the idea to protect what was  left from the Final War with 
glass domes. Once the giant domes  began to be built, all in different 
areas  around the world that were the least destroyed, it was  decided to 
have just one nation – Mondalia – to avoid any more wars. The idea 
was  to live in perfect harmony with nature and to exclude the things 
that didn’t belong – the pollution that would harm the environment and 
the few people that just didn’t want to belong in this  new world and 
preferred to risk living in the wild.

Dome 23  was  Mark’s Home Dome, it was where Mark grew up 
– he didn’t remember his  birthplace in England – but everyone said this 
was  remarkably similar. It was actually in what had been Vancouver, in 
Canada. The area to the north had all been contaminated and was 
largely The Outside. But here in the glass dome there was  everything 
that the old, destroyed world had contained: schools, cities, farms, 
railroads, sunlight, beaches. The only difference was that it was all 
contained artificially in these huge glass domes.
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Mark lived a  normal life with all the other kids around, playing 
and going to school. He went to university and got his  job at the 
Mondalia Garbage Control Station. But then something started to 
bother him. At first he didn’t know what it was, but it was as if 
something were always troubling him, he wasn’t absolutely happy. 
Finally, during the first year at his  job, he understood: it was  the feeling 
of not being free. No matter how great life was, he was a prisoner in 
Mondalia, in these artificial domes.

He had heard of stories  of wild people who lived in The Outside, 
who glowed in the dark because they were so exposed to the bad 
elements  – including all the debris that was discarded there from the 
94 glass domes. But he so wanted to know what it was all about. 
Mark’s job allowed him to inspect some of the factories on The Outside 
where all the waste from his  Home Dome was brought and processed. 
He was transported there in superfast glass tunnel trains. The security 
was  always  extreme – he needed a  special biometric pass  to go on 
these official missions. The Mondalia  Security was known for its 
brutality, no one should escape!

When Mark met Kathy he knew that he couldn’t stay in The 
Inside for the rest of his  life. He had to get out. Kathy had grown up in 
tough circumstances, most of her family had died during the Final War. 
She was  just a  baby and was then placed in a special orphanage in 
Dome 23. She never felt as  if she belonged. They met at the University 
where Kathy studied history, trying to find out as much as  possible 
about life before the domes. So much had been destroyed without any 
trace, she, along with her fellow students, tried to recapture as much 
history from survivors as possible. And she, like Mark, wanted to know 
more about The Outside.

Every year, to mark midsummer on June 21, some people were given 
special visiting passes  to go to The Outside for a  guided visit. Mark, 
because of his  father, was allowed to go. He invited Kathy. At that 
point, when they were far from the artificial world of the domes, they 
both knew they wanted to stay. But it was  impossible. Mark couldn’t 
forget the sensation of freedom he felt when he had been in The 
Outside. So, on one of his  work missions, he planned how to slip away 
and live in an old abandoned village he had seen during his visit. After 
careful planning and preparation, he actually escaped. Ah, the thrill of 
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feeling free, really free. But his  cellphone beep gave him away and after 
tracking him for five days, the Mondalia Security caught him. Mark was 
put in jail for one week. Thanks  to his father’s influence he was 
released. His  family was disappointed, his father felt betrayed and his 
friends  just didn’t understand. But now Mark’s  resolve to leave the 
domes, even if it meant risking losing his  family and his  comfortable life, 
became stronger and stronger.

Over the next weeks  Mark and Kathy began plotting how they 
could leave The Inside without getting caught. They came up with the 
perfect plan where he would go on a special training mission to teach 
new skills  to colleagues at The Outside factory. Kathy would be hired to 
write everything – this  was  an important and constant task in Mondalia 
so as not to lose any valuable pieces of history.

It was time. Mark shut and locked his  apartment door behind 
him. He wouldn’t miss  it; he would miss  his family but he had brought 
all the simuphotos  of them he had. He was  ready. Mark went towards 
the long glass  tunnel that would bring him to the meeting point with 
Kathy. They had to pretend not to know each other too well. The 
Mondalia Security looked over his  pass  several times. He knew his 
name was  on the alert list since his  attempt to escape. In the crowd he 
spotted Kathy’s  blonde hair tied with a red band. He gave her a  brief 
smile, she looked at him nervously. After half an hour many people got 
off the train; there was another security check, this  time the guards 
also wanted to know why Mark was  going to this part of the Mondalia 
Garbage Station so far out in The Outside. He said that he was  on a 
special mission and Kathy also presented herself adding that she was 
on the same mission.

They finally arrived at the destination and knew exactly what to 
do. Mark would go straight to the office, Kathy would meet him in an 
underground control room ten minutes  later. An unmarked tunnel went 
straight to The Outside, from there they would go through an old forest 
not far from the abandoned village. When Mark reached the control 
room, Kathy wasn’t there. He started to panic, thinking she had been 
caught. When the door handle turned, he gasped, waiting for the 
Mondalia Security to grab him once again. But it was Kathy. She said, 
“Are you ready? Let’s go!”And they stepped into The Outside, scared 
but free.
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XIV.
THE MISSION

By Daniele Visetti

Lycée Chateaubriand de Rome

↬
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I got a call from the American President six months  ago. He 
wants  me to go to the Washington underwater space base. Why 
underwater? I thought you’d ask me that. We are in the year 2142 and 
the whole world has been flooded because of rising sea levels caused 
by global warming. We have now been completely under water, living in 
our domes, for a  whole year. What are domes? I thought you’d ask me 
that too. Domes are underwater structures  filled with air where humans 
can live. The air comes  from a  tube that goes  all the way up to the 
surface. We can’t survive on the surface of the water because the light 
from the sun has become too powerful for us and there is  no land, 
except for the tip of Mount Everest which still sticks up above the 
water.

Oh yes, the President – I almost forgot about that. He wants me 
to build a nuclear water launcher which would take all the extra water 
and shoot it at the sun at such a speed that it would cool the sun 
down, enough for the human race to rise again on our planet. At the 
same time, getting rid of the excess water will make our old lands 
emerge. But to get to America is  not as simple as it used to be. I and 
some other scientists have built a submarine that can resist the very 
high pressure from the water surrounding us. My scientific team 
consists  of four men and two women and we have a technical crew of 
four more people, two of whom are professional navy captains in 
charge of driving the ship. We’re ready for our mission now.

I’m writing this  account of the journey in case I don’t make it. I 
just want everyone to know what was  going on because this mission is 
a very big challenge…. which no one has  ever faced. The journey is 
expected to last ten days at most, but we have enough fuel and 
supplies  on board for a whole month, in case something goes  horribly 
wrong.

Day 1
This  is  my first day in the submarine and there were no 

problems. The trip is  going as expected and so far the crew is 
optimistic that we will arrive on schedule. So much depends  on the 
success of this mission.

Day 2
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There are some strong currents coming down from the North 
Atlantic so we felt the turbulence but there was  no damage to the 
submarine. Today we saw something strange on the sonar: something 
big that passed the sub very quickly around 700 metres in front of us. It 
might just be a whale although they don’t usually swim at these 
depths. I am concerned it might be a mutant giant squid like the one 
that attacked a  ship twenty years  ago, crushing the structure in its 
tentacles.

Day 3
I heard some strange noises  while I was  sleeping; it sounded like 

some sort of creature. Its screams were loud and piercing. It was very 
disturbing. We looked out of the portholes  and it was too dark to see 
anything except a  shadow moving. It was big. The crew is  getting a bit 
worried and so am I.

Day 4
Today we had a very worrying experience. We came face to face 

with a  very strange creature. Its  eyes  were yellow, its  fins  were green, it 
was  twice as  big as a whale and it had very big teeth. It was  attacking 
the submarine but luckily we were able to reverse into a  cave and 
defend ourselves  from there. We had to fire a nuclear torpedo at the 
creature just to get it to back off. The excess  radiation from the sun has 
produced some very weird and scary mutants  since our protective 
ozone layer was  completely destroyed during the early 21st century. 
We are now a bit off track and will be a couple of days late. The crew 
was  petrified by this  encounter with the monster and we now have only 
two nuclear torpedoes left to protect us from future attacks.

Day 5
One of our technical people had to put on the special pressure 

suit and go out to look for damage to the submarine caused by 
yesterday’s  attack. But luckily there were only a  few scratches and 
dents, nothing to worry about. The suits  can only protect us for about 
ten minutes  at a time at these depths  so it was lucky that no extensive 
repairs  had to be made. We are now in the deepest part of what used 
to be the Atlantic Ocean – now the whole of planet Earth is  covered 
with water, we only have a theoretical idea  of where the Atlantic begins 
and ends. We use advanced GPS technology to know exactly where 
we are at any given time. I feel lonely because all I can see is  debris on 
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the ocean floor, left over from what human civilisation used to be like 
on the surface. I remember playing football in Stanley Park with my 
father. He was a military commander who died trying to save us all by 
propelling the earth away from the sun before it was  too late. His 
mission failed but mine won’t; that is what drives me on.

Day 6 
One member of the scientific crew is going a bit crazy because 

of the sense of isolation, he doesn’t stop talking to himself and 
screaming at the others. He keeps  saying we are all going to die. We 
had to tie him up and put him in another room because he was 
discouraging the rest of the crew and the last thing we need is  a 
discouraged crew. We have to have a confident one. We caught up the 
time lost during the attack thanks  to favourable currents, so there is 
some good news. Also, the US President called me today and said 
that his  country would pay for the entire mission because the US feels 
responsible for much of the environmental disaster. I am feeling 
optimistic about the outcome of the mission even though it’s  not 
finished yet and the most challenging part is  still ahead of us: actually 
building and operating the nuclear water launcher. But the plans  are 
ready and the base has prepared all the necessary components. We 
are going to make it because we have to. There is no alternative.

Day 7
I am relieved just to be writing this  – it means  I’m still alive. The 

monster came back. But this  time it wasn’t alone. There were three of 
them and the nuclear torpedo didn’t appear to have done them any 
harm – except for putting them in a  really bad mood. They damaged a 
propeller really badly and the submarine is now badly battered. The 
rudder is just about hanging on but we have lost control of the 
direction of the ship. The GPS has failed and we don’t know where we 
are and whether we are going to make it to the US. Our mentally 
disturbed crew member committed suicide. Things  could hardly be 
worse. But we must continue, using old navigation techniques. One 
crew member is  observing the current and trying to figure out which 
way is west. Another is using a remote-controlled robot to repair the 
rudder and propeller.
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Day 8
We worked out which direction was the one to take and have 

managed to get the submarine moving, although progress is  much 
slower than before. I called the American President and told him what 
happened. He told me not to give up and that everything depends  on 
me and my crew. This doesn’t necessarily reassure me. It mostly 
stresses  me out and doesn’t let me concentrate on what needs doing. 
We are moving at a  speed of around 32 knots, which used to be our 
minimum speed and is  now our maximum. But we can still make it in 
two days, according to the calculations of our navigator.

Day 9
Now the propeller is  working perfectly and we are moving quite 

fast. We must be close to the American continent because the depth is 
decreasing. This  is a very reassuring sign, as the mutant creatures 
cannot survive in such shallow waters. But the steering is a bit more 
complicated because there are more obstacles  to avoid. Still, we have 
almost made it. The whole crew can’t wait to get out of this  damn 
submarine and into the American dome of Washington space base. I 
am looking forward to stepping onto the underwater surface of the 
country that I never got the chance to visit before because of the flood.

Day 10
We have arrived. We received a  very warm welcome from the 

American people. We got directly down to work on the launcher as 
there is  no time to waste. Scientists from all over the world are 
collaborating to give the project the best chance to succeed. Now the 
future of our species  depends on us. The very people who caused 
most of the global warming in the first place are the ones who must 
find a way to save the planet before it is  boiled by the effect of the sun 
on all this water. So wish me luck.
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XV.
WAITING FOR THE RAIN CLOUDS

By Camille Chupin

Lycée Stendhal de Milan
Cinquième Prix
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“Beep beep ! It's  time to wake up! Remember, today we are 
leaving; we have spent enough time here!”

It's  so hard to wake up when you have spent the night playing 
with this  magnificent electronic game you have just received from your 
mother, being this  evolved Mario is  so much fun! I finally opened my 
eyes:

“Hello James, thanks  for waking me up! How are your bolts 
today?”

“They creak a bit but it’s ok,” replied my personal robot.
“You could try, I’ll do it. But we have spoken enough of me, now 

we have to start packing, the chiefs  would like to leave before 10 a.m 
to be able to be under the clouds. It's  dawn, you can go outside fifteen 
minutes if you want, I'll start packing your clothes.”

“Ok, thanks!”

I went out and thought: “I really love this robot; he knows how to 
please, how to make me start a  good day. This  view is  so beautiful...I 
could stay here hours, only looking at this  landscape of sand, 
sometimes blue, sometimes  red. The elders  told me that it's  because 
of pollution, and that before the sand was yellow. The eldest even gave 
me a piece of paper he called “map”with many names on it like 
“Lancaster lane“. He told me that cities were organized with streets 
and that you had a fixed address...How could they? It's  annoying 
staying in the same place all your life, I love visiting places. When I look 
at this landscape I try to imagine a  big city, mum promised me that one 
day we would go to a city but unfortunately, cities are far.”

“I found the box for the clothes but the button doesn't work so 
I've been trying to open it for ten minutes!”The robot said.

“I have already explained it to you: press the red button, then the 
green one! There you are, it's done!”

“While the clothes-box is  packing the clothes, could you help 
me make the others work?”

Ten minutes later, everything was  packed. My friends had their 
small boxes in their hands  and were waiting calmly for the parents  to 
pack the house.

“Hey Maddy how are you?”Caitlin asked.
“I'm fine, thanks. Ready to leave?”I replied.
“Yeah, sure. They told me that we would intercept a cloud. I'm 

quite scared because we have very small chances  of managing to get 
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all the water, and if  we don't collect it all, we will have a shortage of 
water and you know what it means.”

“I know very well what it means: we will have to buy it, which will 
use all our money, which will lead to a shortage of food, which will 
finally lead to the end of this group.”

“But I'm sure that if we are organized it won't be difficult.”
“We're leaving, you have seats  51 and 52, don't forget,” James 

told us.
We entered the first plane and found our seats. As  always, 

everyone was excited. With Caitlin we started talking about the rain:
“I wonder why texts  of a hundred years  ago didn’t mention the 

rain event,” Caitlin said.
“I have never thought of that. Maybe it rained more often”
“It's  strange but we can't change it. Be careful, they will start 

explaining.”
“Welcome aboard! As  you must have heard, we will do a 

stopover to collect the water necessary for our survival. I now have an 
hour to explain the process  of the operation. The computer of this 
plane will guide us to the rain cloud. If we are lucky it won't have 
moved a  lot from yesterday. First of all, I want to be clear on this  point: 
this  operation is  very important, we need excellent team work and for 
many of you it's  the first time. Every person will have his  double, with 
whom he must work when you get out of the plane, don't move, he will 
find you using your place number. You will be assigned a box. These 
boxes have a  very complicated internal system so it will take five 
minutes for it to open. Everybody needs  to take note of the 
combination to open it, so it’s: green button, blue button, green button, 
red button, yellow button, blue button, repeat this twice. You must find 
it strange to have such a complicated combination but it's  to ensure 
the highest protection, nobody outside this community knows  the 
technology of this  box, this  is  also why we travel more than the others. 
So, when you have opened the box click on “start”your partner will do 
the procedure to connect the two boxes  together. A very loud BEEP 
will announce the arrival of the rain. Let your box do the work on its 
own and when you hear once more the BEEP you must quickly click 
on “end”to communicate to the box that the rain has  stopped falling. 
You will have to do the first combination the other way round: blue, 
yellow, red, and green, blue, green. You will have to wait another five 
minutes for the closure of the box. We will then explain to you the 
purification procedure,” the robot hostess explained.
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“That seems exciting. Look, there is  written on the back of the 
seat in front of you that your partner is  Jack Thomson, seat number 
86,” said Caitlin.

“Your partner is  number 85, but his  name is very complicated, I 
hope for you that he has a nickname!”

We laughed a bit and continued to talk about nothing and 
everything for a  few minutes. We couldn't continue because we had 
arrived.

“How come the sky is orange and grey as  it is  normally, I can't 
see any big black cloud?”I asked Caitlin.

“That’s because the cloud is arriving from far away, I read tons  of 
books  on it. Look, there's  a man with the number 85 looking for you, 
and I bet that number 85 is near him.”

“Yes, it's on his right. See you later and be careful!”
“Bye, be careful as well.”

I found Jack Thomson.
“Hi, here's your box!”Jack said, giving me the box.
“Ok, thanks, tell me what I have to do and I'll do it without 

problems.”
“So first of all call me Jack and if you need something I will be 

pleased to help you. Now we have to do the right combination, but in a 
very short time.”

“Ok, I'll say the colors while you press the buttons.”
“So ready to read?”
“Yeah. So we start: green button, blue button green button, red 

button, yellow button, blue button, green button, blue button, green 
button, red button, yellow button, blue button, green button, blue 
button, green button, red button, yellow button, blue button. It was 
long but I think that we did it, the boxes are opening.”

“Yes but the other groups  are struggling. We should help them,” 
Jack replied.

We went to see the group next to us:
“Hi! We thought that you might need some help,” Jack asked 

the group.
“Yeah, we take too much time to do the combination,” replied 

one of them.
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“We can do it for you if you want. We didn't have problems, I 
told them.”

So, with Jack we did the same work as before.
“Thanks for helping us!”One of the groups said.
“It was no problem. Bye!”

We returned to our box and Jack did the procedure to connect 
the two boxes together.

“You must be asking yourself why we have to connect them but 
I can't answer you, when I asked, they told me that it was  because it 
was  a  problem of energy. These boxes are really very high 
technology!”Jack told me.

“It’s impressive!”
Suddenly, we heard the BEEP. All the boxes ejected an 

enormous  piece of cover that all joined together in a few seconds. The 
cover had small holes  to let the water in the boxes. The show was 
beautiful; everybody was  looking at the miraculous water that was 
falling from the sky. In a few minutes, the clouds had disappeared and 
the rain stopped falling. Jack pressed on “stop.”

“It was beautiful, wasn't it?”Jack asked.
“Sure, but it was also impressive. I'm already dry; it's mad how 

dry the air is!”
“It's  the pollution. Now we have to repeat the colors  and the 

buttons.”
“Ok, so it's  blue, yellow, red, green, blue, green, blue, yellow, 

red, green, blue, green, blue, yellow, red, green, blue, green, blue, 
yellow, red, green, blue, green.”

“Done! The boxes  are closing. I will now show you how to purify 
the water, if you drink it like that you will die, it's too polluted.”

“I never thought of that. This operation is really interesting!”
“As  you can see, there is  a mini computer under every box and it 

is waiting for you to tell it what to do.”
“But how can you explain to it that it has to purify the water?”
“It's  easy, you just write “purify water  “and look, the box is 

moving: it is purifying the water!”
“Who could have ever thought of something so easy to write?”
“I don't know but now we have to go back in the planes! Bye-

bye. I hope we will be partners next time we have to do this!”
“Bye-bye!”
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I returned to the seat 51 on the plane. Caitlin was already there, 
waiting to tell her experience.

“Maddy!!! It was  so interesting, even better than books! The first 
time ever was so good! Did you see that rain! In seconds  we were dry! 
Did you see all that happened!”

“Yes, I saw everything! It was so exciting!! Did you see how fast 
the cover opened? Did you see how simple everything was! I thought it 
would be extremely hard!”

“Your attention please”, the robot told the same hostess as 
before, “I am glad to announce that we collected enough water for 5 
months. Nobody made mistakes  and everyone helped each other. The 
combinations  were always done right even if it was  after one or two 
attempts. Your partner will always be the same from now on. You can 
now choose your lunch from the menu on the seat in front of you. It will 
appear in front of you in less  than five minutes.” Caitlin and I took some 
strange green food, it was very nice. We talked about the experience 
for the rest of the journey.

Later, we arrived. The houses were already built and we just 
needed to organize our bedroom. The landscape was always  the 
same: red and blue sand. My robot greeted me with affection: 

“So, how was  it? Not too difficult? I panicked for you all the time, 
but I'm glad you collected five months of water!”

I told him every little insignificant detail of the experience and he 
was pleased.

After that, I waited impatiently for the next rain cloud.91
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