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LEVEL UP THE 

 



 
 

My frozen fingertips quickly crafted the first
snowball of winter. Dan was running ahead
towards the bus stop. His zigzag pattern and
goofy smile taunted my pitcher’s arm to take
aim. 

Our morning walks to the bus stop were an
established routine.  We had been taking
them together since the first day of
kindergarten. This year’s walks had been the
best ones yet because we got to go without
our parents! 

I guess independence starts in grade five. It
makes sense because we both celebrated our
tenth birthday’s this summer with an over
night camping trip in my backyard. We
stayed alone all night to prove we were
responsible and ready for more life
experiences.



“Do you know what today is?” Dan asked.

“It's Tuesday.” I plainly replied. 

“Well, it is Tuesday, but it is also the day
we get to elect our class representative. Mr.
Satoshi said we would start right after the
morning announcements. I am so excited.
I decided I am going to run this year. I was
working on my speech all night!” Dan
exclaimed.

“You know you’ll have my vote but how
are you going to win? Aurora is the most
popular girl in the whole school. She is
friends with everyone. All of the girls will
pick her, and the boys will either vote for
her or Beckett. “You’re my best friend, an
ideas guy and obviously the best person for
the role, but sadly you don’t stand a
chance.” I looked over my shoulder after
hearing Oliver pipe up.

 



“Brock is right Dan, class representative
is just one big popularity contest and I
hate to break it to you buddy but
although you may be best suited for the
job there is no way you’re going to win.
I can still taste those cookies Aurora
baked for the fundraiser last year.
Brains, beauty and skills, she's got it all”. 

"Students today we are selecting our
President for the year. This person will
have a very important role. They will
become the voice that represents our
class consensus and can affect collective
decisions involving our position within
the school. Last year Aurora represented
us, so I’ll start by asking her if she would
like to run again.” Mr. Satoshi looked
inquisitively toward Aurora.

 



“Well, I do have dance, gymnastics, the
coding and art clubs but I can always
make time for this too. Sure, I’ll run
again.” Aurora replied.

Mr. Satoshi walked towards the
chalkboard commanding everyone’s
attention. As he picked up the chalk he
said “This means Aurora will be our
incumbent and now we will see who is
interested in running against her. Please
raise your hand if you would like to
become a candidate and I will record
your name on our board.”

 I raised my hand, “Mr. Satoshi, I am not
interested in running, but may I ask a
question before we start this off?” 

“Of course, Brock please go ahead.” Mr.
Satoshi replied motioning me to take
the floor.
 

 



“I was wondering if we could try a new
process for the election this year. I thought
everyone could run for the role instead of
just a few of us.” I said scanning the room
for interest.

I could hear the others whispering behind
me. I expected as much because Steve
never turned down the chance to spur on a
class debate.

“I don’t want to be in charge. The last thing
I need is more responsibility.” Maya
distressingly yelped.

“How does that make any sense? Won't it
take forever and be a snore fest if we have
to listen to everyone's campaign speech.”
Steve wondered aloud? 

 



I got up from my desk and walked
towards the board. Confidently picking
up the chalk I drew a playoff bracket
diagram. Since we had studied tree
diagrams in grade three, I knew you
didn’t have to be interested in sports to
understand how tournament brackets
worked. I wrote Mr. Satoshi’s Grade 5
Political Playoffs at the top of the board.

MR. SATOSHI'S GRADE 5
POLITICAL PLAYOFF



Turning towards the class I appealed “If
you hear me out, I have an idea that
everyone can be happy with. Maya If
you don’t want to win the role you can
vote for who you think is better suited
to represent your voice and Steve trust
me it will make sense." I continued. 

"First, we divide everyone into small
groups. Since there are 32 of us, I
propose we spilt into eight groups of
four. Mr. Satoshi can put numbers into
a hat to determine what group we will
start in. Once we have our grouping, we
talk to each other and see who wants to
run for the position. The candidates can
tell us why they think they would be the
best person for the job and after they
are all finished, we each cast our vote." 



"The eight winners will move into a second
tier of the playoff process. We will split the
remaining candidates into two groups of
four and at the end of this second round we
will have narrowed our entire class down to
two strong candidates. The final round is
chosen by sortition. My dad has been telling
me about a book he's been reading titled
More Equal Animals, it explains this idea.
Sortition is basically a big word used to
describe a lottery. Mr. Satoshi can put the
two finalists’ names back into a hat and pick
the winner at random.” I concluded.

“But why would we want a random winner”
Aurora asked?

“I think this is going to be fun!” Oliver
declared.



“What a great idea Brock. It sounds like it
can make our election fair, this year and we
will all have an equal opportunity.” Dan said
with a grin.

Mr. Satoshi motioned for me to return to
my desk. “This is an interesting proposition.
Class do you think our elections have been
run fairly?” He asked.

“I know I have won every year so far, but I
have never cheated.” Aurora definitively
replied.

Dan chimed in. “You don’t have to cheat
Aurora, everyone likes you. Popularity is
what prevails.”

“The flaw in the system I see is that every
year Aurora wins, and we do the same
things, The bake sale raises money for the
class trip, and everyone likes the candy
grams on Valentines Day, but I am ready for
some new ideas too, you know innovation.”
Oliver echoed, raising his hand in favor.



“I have so many new ideas and could
dedicate a lot of my time to the role, but
even my best friends don’t think I have a
chance against you.” Dan claimed gazing
down in his anticipated defeat.

My eyes scanned the room and with one
final attempt to inspire I exclaimed “It’s
true, we all know class elections are often
just a popularity contest. I think we can
come together to try a new process that
will make this election a little more equal!”
 
Mr. Satoshi’s eyes met the clock face at
exactly the same time the bell rang. He
asked us to line up for the library and
suggested that when we returned, we
would discuss any remaining questions. 



Dan was so excited about my idea he
couldn’t stop talking. I was barely through
checking out the back of my second book
cover when the Librarian said, “Dan you
know that this is Library, not recess. Please
use your indoor voice.” 

Mrs. Butler was not only the Librarian but
also one of my favorite teachers. I knew
she meant business. She had coached our
primary track and field team, and her
intense drills lead us to the championship,
not just once but three years in a row.



I smiled knowingly at her and whispered
to Dan that we should focus on this
moment to pick out our books. I told
him to save his energy for the upcoming
tournament rounds. I was secretly as
excited as he was. I didn’t want to run for
president, my win would be telling my
dad all about this over dinner. I can see
the Gazette headlines now; Futurist
Levels Up Elections by Introducing
Political Playoffs.

As we shuffled back into our classroom, I
noticed Mr. Satoshi had left the
tournament bracket up on the board. He
had emptied the contents of his #1
Teacher pencil holder onto his desk and
filled it back up with small, folded
papers.



He gave us a minute to settle into our
spots and said “I like trying out new ideas
but before we embark on this
experiment, I have a few more questions
for Brock. First, I am curious the final
stage you called sortition. Why is that
preferred over a class vote between the
last two candidates?” He asked.

"Well Mr. Satoshi the idea is that as we
move to the final bracket, we whittle
down to only strong candidates and both
finalists would therefore embody the
merits appropriate for the position. If our
class wishes to engage the spirit of
collaboration and inclusion, we need to
overcome our instinctive grouping.  We
want to ensure everyone talks to one
another and has the chance to be heard.
Random grouping and sortition are tools
we can use to make this happen. Perhaps
this year our election will have a fresh
outcome.



We have a smaller pool of students to begin
with, however this playoff structure could
happen with larger groups of all different
sizes. Today we are choosing a class
President, but this technique could be
scaled and used for any election, even one
to decide the actual President or Prime
Minister of a country. That’s when sortition
is truly important because it can ensure the
system won’t be gamed. Randomness
creates a level playing field, one on which
we are all more equal.” I confidently
declared. 

“Brock, you have presented an interesting
idea that is for certain. I have made the
numbers to divide us into the eight groups
of four. Can you let the students know what
they should do once we move into these
groupings?” Mr. Satoshi asked.



We began by moving our desks into
quads and then drew our numbers. I
picked my number and remained at the
front of the classroom. “All of the
numbers one’s please pick a quad and sit
together. Numbers, two, three and fours
can also assemble in the same way. I am
in group three so you will have an empty
desk until I join you.”

The class quickly rearranged you could
tell everyone was excited to be part of
our premier playoff. When they settled
down, I explained how we could each
take a few minutes to tell one another
why we are a fit for the role or if you
don't want to run, announce that you are
participating as a voter. 



I looked straight-faced at my classmates
and dramatically explained, “In order to
represent all members of our class you
must be able to build consensus. It is easy
to have an opinion but harder to take the
pulse of a group and build many
different beats into a unified rhythm.
This means the person who progresses
into the next round should have a
majority vote. In this case three out of
four members will need to agree upon
the winner. Once you identify the
winner at your table you give them your
paper number. At the end of the round
the winner must hold 3 of the 4 papers in
order to advance”

“Okay Brock, but what if the group
doesn’t agree?” Oliver asked, his eyes
gleaming as he chuckled. “I mean we do
have Steve in ours.” He smiled directly at
me holding up a paper marked with a
number three.

 



“If there is no consensus then no one
from that group will move forward to
the next round.” I unequivocally replied.

“What if no one in our group wants to
run and we are all voters?” Maya asked.

“Your group could agree on who you
trust the most to represent your voices. I
suggest you use your vote to move this
trusted student forward into the
following round. Perhaps consider
selecting the person who is the best
consensus builder and not just the most
opinionated. An ideal group
representative finds solutions on behalf
of the collective. Look for someone who
is one for all, not all for one.” I replied.

Mr. Satoshi took over, “I think we all
have a good understanding of what we
are supposed to accomplish this
afternoon so without further delay let’s
get our first political playoff started!”

 



If you close your eyes for a second and
picture your best friend looking the
happiest you have ever seen them. That is
how Dan appeared to me on our bus ride
home that day. The odds were in his favor  
because not only did he make it to the
final round but when it came down to the
final two Mr. Satoshi selected his name
out of the makeshift pencil holder! Aurora
said she was actually relieved to have a
year off to focus on the game she's been
coding.

The whole class was excited for the new
President we had selected, especially after
I declared that as his campaign manager
the  first-class party was after school at my
house!

 

GAME
OVER


