
 The fragile glass didn’t break under him; instead, it felt as it were alive, for the 

boy felt advanced gears of technology whir and click beneath him. Lights slowly rim 

around the platform, and the boy saw all the inner workings of the screening platform 

with mesmerization. Matte metal arms dances around in robotic fashion, gleaming 

thick, purple lasers that stops at the glass with prominent dots. The boy reaches out to 

touch the upright hairline light passing through the glass, only to feel nothing. They 

arrange to form walls of uniform lines that pointed horizontal, vertical, and diagonal. 

The boy shuts his eyes as the walls pass through him in all directions, for he fears it 

would burn him, even though somewhere behind him, the guard explains that they’re 

harmless and that it’s almost over. When he opened his eyes, the lasers had finished 

their scanning dance, the rimming light turned green, and a small voice chirped at him 

to step off. 

Now, if you were to come along to the sprayer. This is the fun part, you know. Do you 

have your embedder?” 

 “Yup! Got it the second I turned ten on my name day!” Ari throws out his gauze-

covered wrist and yanks the cloth off. A thick metal cylinder perpendiculate through 

the bend of his wrist, with the thick ends of the device flattened to the surface of the 

skin so it doesn’t slip out. Artificial red veins from the embedder peep through under 

the gray skin and join with the real blue-black veins of his flesh. The guard takes his 

wrist and gently connects it with his own worn-out embedder, and Ari squeals as his 

trills for the first time. The center of the cylinder rises and softly pulses with light, 



waiting for an injector. The guard walks Ari past the screening platform and over to the 

injector booth which is more like a large, stone stand with the same rimming light as the 

screening platform’s edge. It slanted like a podium with a divot-like curve in the center, 

ideal for placing one’s whole arm in comfortably. A small, rimmed circle appears at the 

side of the arm curve, and the guard touches his embedder to it. After more trilling, a 

small depression forms at the top of the arm curve, and the guard motions at Ari, who 

had completely forgotten his embedder was waiting to be joined with something. He 

lay his arm down, and sure enough, the two connecting pieces fit perfectly.  

 The injection itself is cold. Ari could feel his first injection of the hormone serum 

travel up his forearm like icicles. However, once his own body finished the job of 

circulating it around his system, it was overlooked by the sheer euphoria that Ari felt. 

Everything to him was blind happiness, and he felt like leaping to the skies like the 

other crazy Blands who haven't even gotten their injection yet. He jumped for his 

mother, who was getting her injection as well, the guard, who glanced at his enthusiasm 

but didn’t say anything, and his father, who must already be inside somewhere. He 

almost forgot about the Contrive itself, but once he remembered he jumped again, for it 

was going to be his very first one. He jumped for the screening platform that didn’t 

detect what was inside his right plain, black, slip-on shoe, for he had gotten a tip from a 

friend about what one of the Contrive’s events was going to be and he couldn’t wait to 

participate with them. It must have translated on his face, because the Prime guard 

ushered him aside his mother, who is now uncontrollably vibrating with eagerness as 

well. 



The booths made for the Genyune are protected by the blue shift of light, indicator of a 

force field. The slightest touch of it would result in the meanest burn, yet the Blands’ 

craze, some run too close to the unrecognized field and cook themselves alive. The ones 

that survive leave a trail of smoke and the smell of burnt flesh and they run around the 

stands, inciting even more people. The ones that don’t survive lay in a crisp, their blind 

delight still etched on their faces.  

 Some Geyunes make their way to their booth with help of many guards who 

make a wall that parts the Blands. The force field splits like an electromagnetic curtain 

when the Genyunes reach their booth. Even though the parting is temporary and rather 

narrow to only let the designated higher people pass, many people actually manage to 

find themselves into the restricted area of the front orchestra. The Genu family consists 

of only a young couple that secretly squirm and scrunch their noses. The only thing 

masking that is their own quivering excitement as they can barely wait to get to their 

own booth. The woman’s gray hair almost surpasses her chin.  

 The brief encounters with the Genyune are broken up by the Prime guards, who 

yank them back with enough force to rip off their week’s batch of burlap clothes. One 

guard strikes one Bland across the face with their baton, and the Bland gets back up and 

twirls some more, not minding or even noticing the split, bleeding cheek. Another gets 

kicked in the ribs by two more guards. He hugs his ribcage not in pain, but in laughter 

and enjoyment, and he has to be kicked back a couple more times back to the Bland 

stands.  

 The Prime Arena is


