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Example Answer 

 

The world after the Great War gleams like a polished diamond. Cities tower like glass giants, 

reflecting the sun in a constant, blinding shine. Flying cars hum overhead, zipping between 

glittering towers. The anti-gravity tunnels, glowing bands of light, pull people across 

continents in minutes. It all feels like magic. 

But underneath the perfection, something is broken, something wrong that nobody talks 

about. 

I stand at the edge of this shining city. My name is 1973B2A and I don’t belong here. 

Everything here is about money and power—two things I don’t have. People rush past me, 

caught up in the whirlwind of progress, but all I see are cracks in the perfect facade. The 

rumours keep spreading, whispers about the threat of the technology they built to make 

their lives easier. 

I remember my grandmother’s stories of the days before the Great War. She talked about a 

time when the world thought it was unstoppable, right before everything collapsed. People 

believed they had control, but the day the chemicals rained down, they realised how fragile 

it all was. They rebuilt but they didn’t learn. Instead of fixing things, they pushed harder for 

power, creating the very technology will now destroy them. 

“It could have been different,” I whisper. The thought slips out before I can stop it and 

looking around to see whether anyone had overheard. 

As the sun dips behind the city, casting long shadows across the towers, I can feel the 

weight of everything pressing down. The rockets still blaze into the sky, and the anti-gravity 

tunnels hum with energy, but the perfect world everyone else sees feels like a ticking time 

bomb. We may have survived one disaster, but deep down, I know we’re on the edge of 

another—one that might wipe us out for good. 


