My origin story

I won a nationwide engineering award when I was five years old. It’s one of my oldest clear memories, and the utter bizarreness of the whole event sticks to me like duct tape to this day.

I was drawing a picture for a mysterious ‘fun activity’ led by my reception year teacher, Mrs L. Four of us had been removed from maths -thankfully for me- and handed weirdly official pieces of paper, with the not at all confusing instruction ‘draw something you’d put out into the world. It’s not important but make it as though your life depended on it.’ 
How reassuring. Spurred on by the fact we had nice crayons, which was rare indeed, I came up with a sort of robot. The loose idea was that my creation would trundle down the street just before the rubbish van, using a strange device I had vaguely labelled ‘scanner’ to check for anything that had been placed in the wrong bin. If such an item was found, a siren would go off, equipped with flashing blue and red lights, alerting the workers and thoroughly embarrassing no. 18 and its misplaced bottle of Pinot Noir. 

Looking at it now, it was an idea worthy of, well, a five-year-old, but I must’ve done something right (either that or the judges were petty neighbours) because the Monday afterwards a crisp white envelope fluttered through the letterbox. After being rescued from a near-death experience at the hands of my dog, it was opened, and the news came out; me and a boy in my year called Z had both been invited to the primary engineers’ award ceremony to represent our school. I couldn’t even count to fifty yet! I was beginning to think they were just really petty neighbours.

And so, it came to be that my unruly mop of brown hair was brushed, my dress was washed, and I was shoved into a car to go to the ceremony. Stepping inside with my chequered school dress and my octonauts bag, the view inside is practically burned into my memory. The cavernous ceiling towered above, painted clean white. Below it, the walls were almost completely covered in plaques and certificates and pictures of smiling people in lab coats holding up trophies. My light-up sketchers squeaked horrifically on the polished wooden floor, but the sound was almost completely drowned out by the chatter of well-dressed people as they milled around the room and munched on graham crackers. However, we didn’t hang around for long. Before I could even finish my cracker, I was whisked away into a vast auditorium (Well, looking back I doubt it was that big, but it stood as tall as a mountain in my memory.) After a few tries and a boost from my mum, I settled on one of the plush velvet chairs.

Once everyone had settled down, a truly ancient old man in a long white lab coat shuffled confidently onto the stage. How you can walk confidently with a granny walker, I don’t know, but he managed.
He then began to speak in a quavery yet booming voice, and the hall fell silent to listen.
I daresay he had some truly riveting things to say on the fundamentals of science, but honestly? All I could really think about was how I’d had a lot of water on the way, and I had yet to spot any certificate-papered toilets. But I was soon jerked from my worries by the man’s voice calling my name out into the crowd, and I pattered on stage (my shoes lighting up magnificently) and received a plaque with my name on it, which still sits in my old schools’ meagre trophy cabinet to this day, as far as I know. After a polite round of applause, two compliments I now have sadly come to realise were sarcastic about my shoes, and some goodbyes, I went home.

All the events shared sound very interesting, but I will ask you this; why me? My idea, as I am sure you have gathered, was incredibly mediocre, so why? Is the system fair? With that, I sign off. Enjoy your graham crackers! 
(Actually, no, don’t; they were dry as the Sahara Desert)

