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The Last Days of Meriocrates 
By Play-Dough 
 
Raymond Peterson 
 
“The Death of Mediocrates” 
 
Mediocrates is a man waiting in a Vietnamese prison for his execution for the 
crime of spreading his great wealth of wisdom to all the Athenians like mental 
Communist.  With him, there are his friends Sheep Sealion and Pigeon, wh are a 
sheep, sealion and a pigeon respectively.  Thn there is also Critter, who is some 
animal that nobody could identify but hangs around the prison and talks to 
everybody there about really personal subjects and makes them all very 
uncomfortable. 
 
Mediocrates:  My friends!  It is nice to see you in my last days.  How is the 
flock, Sheep? 
 
Sheep:  Mediocrates, it has not been as averages without your. 
 
Mediocrates:  How about you, Sealion? 
 
Sealion:  I haven’t seen my family around, I think they left me. 
 
Mediocrates:  That is good to hear. 
 
Pigeon:  So, Mediocrates, what is going on with you here in prison? 
 
Mediocrates:  As you can tell, I am about to die. 
 
Sheep:  Well, that is what happens when you confront our corrupted 
government at your trial and ramble about what justice and holiness is 
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although you clearly expressed that you have no idea what any of those things 
are beforehand. 
 
Mediocrates:  Well, why don’t you tell me then, what is holiness? 
 
Sheep:  It is not letting your father kill a man and leave the body in a ditch, 
that is for sure. 
 
Sealion:  You accomplished nothing with your actions, Mediocrates.  If you 
care so much about philosophy, then why are you letting yourself get killed? 
You cannot practice philosophy when you are dead. 
 
Mediocrates:  Listen, my dear sealion.  Everything alive has a soul which is 
weighted down by the body.  Once I die, my soul leaves my body and I will no 
longer be weighted down by any of my senses distracting me from thinking. 
There is nothing I hate more than trying to think about the world when all of 
a sudden, my sense of touch makes me feel everything everywhere.  It is so 
distracting to have a sense of touch.  I would rather be dead than have a sense 
of touch. 
 
Critter;  O Mediocrates, you never told me you don’t like my touching. 
 
Sealion:  If you don’t want your senses interfering with your judgement, why 
not drink yourself numb like everyone else in Athens? 
 
Mediocrates:  That is what I am about to do with this cup of hemlock. 
 
Pigeon:  I don’t like the look of this, Mediocrates.  All of your arguments are 
very average, and all Sealion’s and Sheep’s arguments are much better.  What 
are you going to do about it? 
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Mediocrates:  My dear Pigeon, I cannot accept defeat.  If I acknowledge that I 
am wrong, then everybody else will get upset and I don’t want to upset 
anyone. 
 
Pigeon:  But Mediocrates, you are upsetting everyone by letting yourself be 
killed. 
 
Mediocrates:  Nonsense, Pigeon, Philosophers live so they can let themselves 
die.  Because then our souls get freed from our bodies and then we can talk to 
each other as soul buddies for eternity,  although we will also know everything 
once we are out of our bodies so there is no need to talk to each other and then 
our souls will forget everything as we get put into a new body and then we 
slowly remember everything again over a new lifetime and then die and repeat 
that cycle. 
 
Sheep:  Wow, Mediocrates, that sounds like a very average way for someone 
to spend their eternity.  I like thinking that the soul destroys itself after death. 
It is easier to accept the meaninglessness of life that way. 
 
Mediocrates:  Oh Sheep, that would unbalance the entire universe as we know 
it. 
 
Critter:  Speaking of unbalanced, I am not mentally stable.  So Mediocrates, 
are you ready for your execution? 
 
Mediocrates:  Yep, I have said enough.  If there is anything that I forgot to 
mention, I’m sure Play-Dough Will tell everyone that I said much more when 
he writs all this down in a book that some blonde guy will mad a satire of 
eventually. 
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A House Divided 
 
 
Two strangers 
Live with me 
Under the roof I was born 
Deceptive pasts 
Elusive futures 
A single moment of displeased present, 
Unlikely friends 
Met by chance 
Kindled a dying ember alight 
Yet never ablaze, 
In the cold winter nights 
When weaker flames flicker to nothing 
The embers cracked 
The charcoal black 
Burned down to grey, 
Dissonant dreams 
Passions en guard 
Face perilous youth in reverse, 
Gone is the warmth, 
Frozen are the hands 
That once cupped a stony face, 
Two strangers 
Live in this house of mine 
Under the roof I was born 
Deception passed 
And lucid futures 
Beckon toward the present. 
 
 
Bruna Silvestre 
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 The Mirror and the Book, a Fable  
 
 Javier Oriundo-escudero 
 
“Afraid of how she would look and what she would become, she was still drawn 
to the mirror and could not stop herself from walking towards it. She saw 
herself, her body, beautiful, human, and perfect and she realized that her beauty 
was now her obsession. The mirror alone and only told her she was perfect and 
at that moment, she realized that she was in love with herself. She stared at 
herself for hours, in awe. But when she turned from the mirror she realized she 
was in a different place. She had no knowledge of what had happened. This had 
been the  first time in her life where she had been looking in a mirror because in 
her world people could not look in mirrors since they only showed physical 
appearance but not their hearts or souls. It was believed that if someone knew 
how they looked then they died because they lost their souls. She realized that 
her land she was in was filled with people that looked like her and that everyone 
was the same, not special as she had been taught. She was worried that she was 
going to get lost, to lose her soul. But, an hour passed and she went back to her 
HomeLand, the girl, Mystic thought that HomeLand was strange dull and 
uninteresting.”  
  
“And… She was scared, just like you Celestia” said mother shutting the book 
with a snap.  
  
Celestia responded shaking, “I am not scared, I’m 18 years old, mother, I am 
an adult.”  
  
“Well, then why don’t you move out of my house, instead of asking me to read 
books for you” Helena, her mother, said angrily  
  
Celestia answered, tears in her eyes “Don’t you understand, mother?  Don’t 
you ever even try to understand?  The world we live in is a world where 
everything can change if you choose to close your eyes?”  
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“Where did you hear that?  It is not like you have divine powers to change 
your world”, Helena stated.  
 
Celestia screamed at her mother, “You don’t understand me mother!   You 
never even try to understand. ” She stormed up to her room and slammed the 
door.  
  
Dinner time arrived and Celestia didn’t really want to come out of her room. 
She was crying and she was mad because of what her mother had said to her. 
How DARE she imply that Celestia was not special, talented and unique…that 
she could not do ANYTHING she wanted to do. Everyone told her she was 
special, her teachers, and her friends, everyone who REALLY mattered. 
  
“Hurry, I won’t repeat myself” said Helena.  
 
But her daughter Celestia responded, “Then don’t tell me anything, anymore 
that is your choice, but, I have made my own decision--I am  leaving this 
house”.  
  
Helena’s voice took on a cold edge as she said, “Well then, what are you 
waiting for?  Don’t let me keep you.” 
 
Celestia answered, “I hate you mother.  If you were my real mother you would 
have known...how very special I am.”  
  
Helena responded, “Just what are you trying to say?”.  
  
But the door slammed shut and Celestia left her home.  She realized she really 
had nowhere to go and she was all by herself. Afraid and not sure what she 
should do, she walked by the mirror shop she had often passed when she was 
growing up. She remembered her childhood and she remembered all of her  
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happy memories. But the shop was closed and she had to keep on walking--all  
alone. She had never gone anywhere but that mirror shop.  It was her favorite 
retreat. She finally huddled under a tree to sleep for a few hours but, it was 
dark and loud. The city wasn’t a nice place.  
  
“My head”, Celestia exclaimed. She felt dizzy as she sat under the tree but she 
could not move.  Then she closed her eyes once more but when she woke up 
she was in a place she did not recognize at all. 
  
Celestia mused out loud, “this place looks familiar to me but I just can’t 
remember it”.  
  
A stunning knight walked towards her and informed her that the prince was 
waiting for her. She arrived at the castle which was big, glamorous, and had 
one mirror. The palace was perfect. SuperNatural she later learned was the 
name of the land which had a society where only good things happened. But, 
still, she was confused, she didn’t know what to do.  
  
Celestia cried out loud: “Mother help me!” But she got no response and she 
realized her mother wasn’t there.  
  
The knight kept calling her but she did not answer him. She was frozen. She 
wished that she could close her eyes and escape.  Eventually, the knight took 
her to the castle while she finally slept the deepest of sleeps and awoke 
refreshed.  
  
“What am I doing here?” Celestia asked  
  
“Welcome to SuperNatural, my Princess” said a man dressed in jewels and 
finery.  “I am the Prince of this land”  
 
Celestia answered still confused, “Hello, my name is Celestia I come from a  
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place called HomeLand”  
 
The Prince laughingly responded, “Oh honey, that isn’t a real world.  There is 
no such land”.  
  
Celestia didn’t respond.  She was confused. She sat and she realized she was 
tired, very very tired. She slept for what seemed was a long time. She woke up 
and she wasn’t confused or lost anymore. She went to talk to the Prince 
because she realized that this was world was where she belonged.  
  
“I love you”, Celestia said  
  
Prince responded, “Well, then, let us be together”  
  
“Of course”, Celestia responded. She was thrilled that the Prince felt the same 
way that she did. 
  
It was love at first sight. There was no doubt.  She was in love and that was all 
that mattered to her. Time went on, the prince and Celestia spent many 
months, days, years together for they were still in love. Eventually she found 
she was with child. She named her daughter Mystic after the girl in the book 
her mother had read to her so long long ago.  
  
“Hello little girl, you are so mysterious and smart”, Celestia told her daughter 
the day she was born.  
  
Then the baby started to cry. A knight standing by said, “You are such a 
rebellious little baby”.  
  
The years passed and life remained full of happiness. However, Celestia was 
looking for the owner of the mirror shop. She wanted to find who the owner 
was because when she was a child she felt such an odd attraction towards the 
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store. No one knew that she had special powers which had helped her to  
become the Princess of SuperNatural. Mystic was now in kindergarten. Her 
mother told her to not look at herself through in the palace mirror reflection 
because something negative might happen. Mystic was extremely popular, of 
course.  For she was the daughter of the Princess of all the land, children at 
school were jealous. She grew into a beautiful girl who could never fail or 
make a mistake. Mystic was now 18 years old. She was finally in high school.  
  
“Hey Mystic”, said Louis, one of her many friends one day when they were 
hanging out around the palace grounds.  
  
“What do you want now?” Mystic asked, bored with all the amusements the 
palace offered her. 
  
“I heard about your mother’s search, I know where the owner of the mirror 
shop is…”, Louis told her, because he was anxious to become a favorite at the 
palace and get a job serving the king. 
  
Mystic ran through the castle.  She burst into her mother’s suite.  
  
Mystic excitedly told her, “Oh, Mother, my friend knows the owner of the 
mirror shop”.  
  
Celestia quickly told her, “Bring him here, fast”  
  
Mystic ran across the moat in order to find Louis.  No guards stopped her 
since she was always allowed to do whatever she wanted. She found her friend 
and Louis and Mystic went to the castle where Louis told Celestia that the 
owner of the mirror shop lived near the palace. Celestia just closed her eyes 
and appeared in the place where Louis directed. However, she didn’t find 
anyone.  But, since no one in SuperNatural ever stopped her from doing  
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anything, she decided to make something happen. 
  
“Hold my hands”, Celestia said.  
 
Mystic questioning said, “Why mother?  
  
Celestia answered, “You will find out”.  
  
Celestia closed her eyes and holding her daughter’s hands spirited them both 
to HomeLand. As they were strolling along in the city they encountered 
Helena.  
  
“Hello Celestia. Who is this lovely girl standing before me?” exclaimed Helena  
  
Celestia answered, “She is my daughter”.  
  
Mystic was confused at first. But she immediately warmed to her 
grandmother and asked her, “You didn’t know about me?”  
  
Celestia trying to keep her anger in check exclaimed, “You didn’t love me 
Mother, and you never did because you would have known if we both finished 
reading the book we were in the middle of  when I had just turned eighteen”  
  
Celestia remembered when she was 18, she felt rejected but she decided to 
move on.  
They both left Helena and they walked towards the mirror shop. They soon 
found the owner.  
  
“Celestia”, “Honey you finally found me”, the owner exclaimed  
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Celestia confused and lost responded, “Who are you?”  
  
“I am your father”, Henry, the shop owner admitted  
  
Celestia and Mystic were confused. However they didn’t deny his response. 
Mystic didn’t know that she had grandparents because she lived in the land of 
SuperNatural. Mystic’s desire to know about her grandparents was finally 
satisfied. Everyone in SuperNatural had grandparents growing up but her. 
Finally, Mystic wanted to know about her own looks.  She had always obeyed 
her mother and never viewed herself in the mirror at the SuperNatural 
palace.  
  
Mystic transported herself back to SuperNatural 
 
“I’m tired”,but I can’t stop until I find the truth. Especially since I know my 
mother lied to me all those years about everything I need to find my own way, 
I need to look in the mirror.” 
  
She did not know that a servant had overheard her musings and the servant 
went to tell Celestia. Celestia in a panic, went to Mystic’s room where she 
found only the palace mirror. Mystic was gone. Mystic went to HomeLand 
and she went to look for her grandmother but Helena couldn’t be found. 
Mystic went to the mirror shop to speak to her grandfather but he was gone. 
Yet, somehow Mystic knew Helena was important in her life because her 
grandmother, Helena, knew she would find her destiny.  
  
She went to along the street and asked a stranger she met, “Do you know 
where Helena Castle lives?”  
  
“Yes, indeed” the stranger replied “She lives in Mirror Street, 13th floor”.  
 
“It is a black building” said another passerby.  
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“Thank you”, Mystic responded.  
  
Mystic walked down the street and she easily discovered the black building. 
She didn’t have any keys so she simply closed her eyes and appeared in the 
room where her mother Celestia used to sleep. In the room was a mirror and a 
bed.  There was only a book on the bed so she opened it. She began reading. It 
was her Grandmother Helena’s book. There was a post- it on top of the page. 
She kept reading.  
  
Mystic reading out loud said, “She saw herself, her body, beautiful, human, 
and perfect and she realized that her beauty was now her obsession.”  
  
Mystic looked up and saw herself in the mirror. A panicked Celestia 
transported herself to her old bedroom and found her daughter. Mystic was 
laying down on the floor with the book next to her. Celestia desperate for a 
word from her daughter ran to the girl but Mystic didn’t respond. In a rage, 
Celestia threw the mirror and it broke into a million pieces. She looked at the 
book and was shocked to see that the author was called Helena Castle. With 
anger she looked for her mother but she couldn’t find her, there was no one 
there since no one had been in the house for many years. In grief, she closed 
her eyes to return to SuperNatural but everything she had was gone except for 
a broken mirror on the ground.  Celestia had learned never to disrespect or 
underestimate her mother. She had lost everything dear to her because of her 
pride. 
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The Dreamer 
 
She sits in the very back of the classroom, 
Always gazing out the window, 
Pretending she can fly 
Like a peacock or flamingo. 
 
She really enjoys art, 
And she does it quite a lot. 
When the teacher says “no,” 
She questions, “why not?” 
 
“Because frogs don’t have wings, my dear, 
And birds can’t wear shoes. 
Draw a better picture,” she said 
“Here’s a pencil to use.” 
 
But the Dreamer doesn’t like pencils. 
Thinks they are gray and cold 
She prefers colors. 
They’re beautiful and bold. 
 
Despite her orders, 
She continues to imagine 
Of a talking chair 
And a generous dragon. 
 
She explains to the teacher 
Her drawings are dreams, 
And that not everything 
Must be what it seems. 
 
Sydney Herman 
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A Writing 

Evelyn Voss 

The dirty old button makes a ringing sound as I stand with my 

siblings and mother on the street.  Someone picks up and my mother notifies 

the person on the other line.  The door buzzes and opens with its unique 

“clink”   and   we file into the little entrance filled with bicycles.  There is a 

staircase ahead.  The steep stairs seem endless as suitcases are dragged up the 

three floors, passing about six iron-barred doors on each floor as we do so. 

Finally, we reach the one door with sparkling red decorations.  Characters 

illegible to my brain stretch gracefully across a background in glittering gold. 

A miniature lantern with tassels at the bottom hung from a single yellow 

thread behind the musty iron bars.  She is waiting for us there. 

As I enter from the unmistakable city smell of exhaust from the 

thousands of cars mixed with the classic Taiwanese foods sold on the streets 

into the small, cozy apartment, a burst of glee travels through my nerves. 

Excitement, adrenaline.    An empty black leather couch is set in front of the 

TV.  The fan is blowing, doing little to help the wet blanket of heat outside of  

 

18 



the apartment.  The tiny kitchen is to the right, where meals unbelievably 

delicious and enormous are somehow concocted and set out on the little 

kitchen table just to outside the kitchen.  Out through the tiny hallway that is 

the kitchen there is a small porch above the streets where thousands of 

colorful pieces of clothing hang from almost invisible lines above the 

pavement.  Back inside, a door of beads hang in front of a bedroom, and 

another bedroom is tucked away past the single bathroom. 

The jet lag is exhausting.    The bedroom is in the back.  My mother will 

sleep there on the bed.  My siblings and I will sleep with blankets cushioned on 

the wooden landing.  The cool, crisp air of the A.C. blasts through me, giving 

asylum from the heat blanket in the living room.  The blankets are cool and 

inviting, and the smell of the room feels clear like an autumn morning.  My 

adrenaline and consciousness wash away with a wave of weariness.  Warm 

blackness. 
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Cup O’ Joe  
 
 
Cappuccino, espresso, iced, or hot 
Enjoy it alone or perhaps with a pastry 
Sweetener, flavor, black or double-shot 
Nothing can beat it—there’s nothing more tasty 
 
Bold, rich, velvety silk 
French press, pour-over, nitro, or drip 
With endless possibilities regarding the milk 
Steam it, froth it, I can never resist a sip 
 
 
Mia Fusillo 
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The Tale of the Two Merchants 

Nikhil Choudhary 

A long time ago, 1413 to be exact, there lived two men named Lucifer 

and Gabriel.  Now as you may know, 1413 was the height of the Italian 

Renaissance and fittingly, both Gabriel and Lucifer were merchants who 

specialized in the spice trade from Asia that dominated Europe at the time. Of 

course, as with any competing business owners, these two had a rivalry that 

stretched over many decades. This rivalry was inflamed by the fact that they 

used to be best friends. However that is a story that we can delve into later.  

You would think that this, plus the fact that they owned the same exact 

business, would make Lucifer and Gabriel very similar. However,  Gabriel 

and Lucifer could not be more different. Gabriel was a hearty man. While he 

was physically past his prime, mentally, he was as youthful as a seven year old. 

He had a jolly air about him and whenever people walked by him they could 

not help but smile and wave. His snow white hair always had the crisp scent of 

a cool ocean breeze and his body was rippled with muscles from many years 

working the ropes and unloading cargo at the docks. Lucifer seemed to be 

Gabriel’s polar opposite. Having been pampered by his aristocratic parents all  

of his life, Lucifer was not in shape at all. At one point he was a plump fellow  
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but over the recent years he had become emaciated. With the death of his 

parents it seemed like he had forgotten how to eat. But then again, was he ever 

given the chance to learn to eat by himself? His jagged features, which seemed 

to be sharp enough to slice through the thickest steel armour, scared away any 

customer brave enough to venture into his shop. He had the appearance of a 

man who thought he was more arrogant than his peers and this observation 

was reinforced by his actions. Whenever a customer walked into his shop, it 

was like walking into a living hell. The shop was pitch black as Lucifer was too 

cheap to put out lanterns. In addition there was always a pungent odor in the 

shop from all of the expired goods on the shelves. You see, nobody ever 

entered his shop, for reasons unknown and Lucifer refused to let his goods “go 

to waste”. Given this, is it really a wonder that when they both opened their 

competing shops, one was more successful than the other? 

 This obviously did not please Lucifer for even though the business was 

not his main source of income, every time a customer walked into Gabriel’s 

shop instead of his, Lucifer lost a small chunk of his pride. This made it so 

that each day he got more and more irate until finally, on the night of April 

the first he snapped. He knew he had to do something, but what could he do to 

make his business more popular than Gabriel's? His ideas ranged far and  
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wide, from murder to larceny but the more he thought about it, the more he  

realized he needed something more subtle. People were not oblivious and they 

would immediately suspect Lucifer if something untoward happened to 

Gabriel. The problem was not an ethical one you see, but a practical one. 

Lucifer could not care less what happened to Gabriel but he did care about 

what happened to himself. 

 After many hours of pondering he finally came up with the perfect 

plan; what if he sabotaged Gabriel’s merchandise?  This was the perfect plan 

for two reasons. One, sabotaging Gabriel's business would most certainly ruin 

it.  The citizens of  Venice, the place where both of their shops were located, 

were sticklers for quality. As soon as they saw the slightest dip in quality they 

would be inclined to go to Lucifer’s store. Two, the crime could not be traced 

back to him. Since he was only contaminating a small part of the shipment, no 

one would suspect that someone purposely sabotaged the shipment. They 

would instead assume that Gabriel had simply decided that quality was not a 

priority and had switched to a cheaper supplier. This of course would be 

unacceptable to the Venetian people.  

Finding someone to carry out the plan was not a difficult task at all as 

Lucifer already knew the perfect man; his son, Judas.  Judas was a nasty piece  
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of work. Having being pampered by his parents his entire life Judas was lazy 

and spoiled. Sound familiar, well you know what they say, the apple doesn't 

fall far from the tree.  

This was great news but Lucifer still had a dilemma; he had no idea how 

he would execute this plan. First he had to figure out how he would sabotage 

Gabriel's next shipment. Maybe he could put worms in the spices? Or maybe 

he could infect the goods a plague? No, these ideas were simply not good 

enough. Lucifer was a man or perfection and these plans were too simplistic. 

In addition, they were not subtle at all. I mean wouldn't you suspect 

something if only one shipment was altered? Keeping this in mind, he was 

finally able to settle on a plan. He would replace the silk in the boxes with 

synthetic silk instead. To a simple sailor like Gabriel there would be no 

difference but to Gabriel’s customers the difference would be more than 

noticeable. Imagine their rage at finding out they had been swindled by a man 

they had long trusted. 

 With this step finalized, Lucifer then moved on to the next step of his 

diabolical plan; how would Judah be able to make the  switch on a heavily 

guarded merchant ship?  Judas was not blessed with a slim figure and years of 

pampering had not helped his case. Slipping by the guards was simply not an  
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option. Lucifer would have to create a diversion to distract the guards. 

Thankfully Lucifer already had an idea in mind for how to accomplish this. 

He would use his archery skills. Years of feudal service by his ancestors had 

not been wasted on Lucifer as his father had wasted no expense in getting him 

the best of tutors. This had made Lucifer into a remarkable archer. Lucifer 

had always thought that this was a waste but now he gave his father a prayer 

of thanks as it turned out that after all these years, archery would have a 

practical use. Anyways, from his seaside shop he could very easily shoot a 

flaming arrow and start a small fire. The fire could not be too large as it 

would burn down the ship and that would accomplish nothing. This was 

something that he would have to work on in greater detail but at least he had 

a plan. 

 After many months of meticulous planning, Lucifer’s plan was 

complete. So on the night of May the sixth at exactly half past seven,  Lucifer 

launched, quite literally, his plan into action with a single flaming arrow. The 

arrow did its job and  caused quite a ruckus allowing Judah to sneak by 

unnoticed. He then quickly made the switch and slowly sneaked off the ship by 

which time the guards had managed to put out the fire and gone back to 

patrolling the deck. Lucifer cracked a sly grin, he was not surprised that his 
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plan had worked. Lucifer was a man who had full faith in his own abilities. 

Now all he had to do was wait until tomorrow to see the fruits of his labor. 

 Sure enough, when Lucifer opened up his shop the next day he saw a 

large crowd gathered around a very flustered Gabriel. Lucifer was ecstatic 

and he sat back, waiting for all of the visitors to flock to his shop. He waited 

and waited for days on end but mysteriously, business decreased instead of 

increased. Even after Gabriel closed his shop for good, still no one came to 

Lucifer’s shop. This was a most terrible turn of events for Lucifer. Since he 

was so confident  in his plan succeeding, Lucifer had spent the last remaining 

bit of his family fortune to bring in a massive shipment of Asian goods. It 

turned out that this shipment ended up being quite useless as no one visited 

his shop. This forced Lucifer to close his shop as well. This may be surprising 

at first but is fairly reasonable once you think about it. If a customer is 

swindled by an honest merchant, then what reason does he have to trust a 

dishonest merchant? Lucifer had forgot to take into account the most 

important variable of all: his own reputation and in the end, this was Lucifer’s 

fatal flaw. 
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The theme of the story is taking shortcuts will not help you succeed in 

life. 

 

28 

 

 



Her 
 
 
She looked so sweet 
Her bright eyes 
And flowing hair 
I saw her running towards me today 
She looked nervous about something 
But I could still recognize her innocence 
She was wearing a long billowing dress 
Which looked nice on her 
She was small and quaint 
Like an old town with pastel houses 
And wind chimes on the front porch 
She was fresh and pure 
Like the first lovely flower 
That blossoms through the frost 
 
 
Sydney Herman 
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Game Over  
 

Jonathan Laberov 
 
I was standing in the middle of the street sad due to the happiness of the                

people around me. For the past week I did not find anyone sad or in need of                 
help. If that is to continue, I will not receive any money. For the past week I                 
have gotten nothing but the given minimum given to every citizen of our             
mighty empire. 

And the week before… How much did I get then? If I had this job a                
week ago. I could not remember. It was a weird feeling and I decided not to                
think about it at this moment. 

I doubt I will make any money this week too. I came home. My house is                
not very large; it is located on the 3rd floor of a Roman Empire style building,                
five stories high. It is the minimum standard that is given to every citizen of               
this empire. 

I don’t make more than the minimum standard; spending money on E            
Elixir is much better. I prefer to just live on the government handouts, as no               
money is coming in anyways. 

I saw a strange letter on the standard computer screen. I clicked on it:              
“I need help,” said the letter, “I know you need money. Meet me tomorrow at               
8:30 near 66 Challenger street”. The letter disappeared and I was left staring             
at a window displaying the location. 

I went into the kitchen and pressed the food button. I was hungry, very              
hungry. The only thing I could think of was food. After 5 never-ending             
minutes, a drone flew into the house with a tray tightly secured under it. The               
tray was filled with the standard food and a bottle of E Elixir. My last 2                
credits went into that bottle. I looked at the drone. It was hovering above the               
table waiting for me to confirm the delivery. I lightly tapped the drone.             
Immediately the tray was lowered to the table and released. The walls            
changed colour into different shades of black and red. The drone made a             
series of noises of different pitches. I was even more hungry. The colours,             
sounds, and my empty stomach made me even more acutely feel my strong  
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appetite. I ate the food as fast as possible, fulfilling my appetite and culinary              
desires.  

The next morning I woke up at 7. Getting out of bed seemed a difficult               
task. I pressed the button on the bed ordering the caffeine to be released from               
the pill I swallowed a week ago. Excited to finally meet a citizen in need of                
help, I rushed out. Unlike yesterday, the sky was very blue and no clouds were               
seen. Near the polished white column a one-person car was waiting. 

I entered the cab. After a few minutes the cab arrived at 66 Challenger              
Street. After getting out of the cab I looked around, and a few clouds              
appeared. Most houses on the street were designed colorfully and with a            
modern style. House number 66 was a dark grey block with no windows and              
dirty walls. Near Roof Two horn-like cones were bending towards the sky.            
Anyone living in such a horribly-built building would probably need help. I            
came in through the small door. 

The house was not divided in floors or rooms. It was one open space              
with black walls and one red colored window at the ceiling. In the middle of               
the room a large table was located, and there was food on the table. Fine food                
of many kinds. It was carefully organized. Large glasses were standing on the             
table, filled with dark red wine. No one was sitting at the table. The huge room                
with a four story high ceiling was completely empty. Beautiful servants were            
waiting to address my every whim. 

My stomach sunk down. The whole thing was a farce. No one actually             
needed help; there was no one here. With disappointment I turned to the door.              
As I was exiting, a loud voice was heard. “Where do you think you are going?”                
said the voice. I looked back.  

A man was standing in by the table. He was very tall. He was wearing a                
black suit and had a satisfied greedy smile. His eyes were very large and              
seemed to glow red.  

“Good morning Philip, I would like to offer you an opportunity like no             
other,” he said with a deep and clear voice echoing off the walls and ceiling.               
”You are working as a society maintainer”, he said, “ A week ago you started               
working at this job.” I remembered that a week ago, E Elixir drinks were              
declared above minimum and any aquirence of them would have to be paid.  
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“You did not have any luck finding people who do not feel happy. You could               
not help anyone. No ability to improve society, no money”. His words were             
completely true. “I can make hundreds of people suffer; and you can help             
them. Therefore, since there are more suffering people, you will be able to             
make more money by helping them”. I felt as if I was struck by lightning; this                
was a genius idea! “What do you get out of the deal?” I asked. “I will be able                  
to take the souls of the victims that you cannot save. You have 10 hours to                
decide.” 

The deal he offered was very tempting. With helping hundreds of           
people, I could buy enough E Elixir for decades. But by agreeing to his              
demands, I would make many people suffer. My job is to reduce the amount of               
unhappy people. Such a decision would contradict the whole reason my job            
exists. 

Being torn apart, I went for a walk, telling him that I would be back               
with my decision. I looked around. The clouds were darker now, and in the              
street people were walking. They were happy. They were getting the minimum            
and it was enough for them. I wanted more, I always wanted more. If              
everyone was happy, why should I not be? My decision was fully rational.             
Everybody deserves happiness. I am not happy. If I cannot be happy, no one              
will. I will make everyone need help.  I will be rich. 

I ran to the large grey house as fast as I could. The house was still there.                 
I opened the door and yelled “I agree! I AGREE! You can take their souls!”               
The words reiterated with an echo multiple times. 

The man came out. The glow in his eyes increased in contrast. Now his              
eyes could not be seen due to their red glow. “Look towards this mountain”.              
He pointed at the large hill about 10 mile from his house.The mountain was              
green and brightly colored. The thermonuclear generator building was         
located on top of it.  

He pulled a lever located near the door. A couple seconds later, I heard a               
very high-pitched sound. It became deeper and louder with every second that            
passed. A bright flash of light blinded me. The light was very bright. It was               
not only bright but hot as well. I could feel my face tanning in seconds. When                
parts of my skin started to peel off I rushed into the house for protection. 

The light of the explosion dimmed. Where there once was a green hill  
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was a huge dark mushroom cloud with a red glow emanating. It was slowly              
filling the sky, blocking my view with a radioactive black cloud. The cloud             
blocked the sky and the sun. The only visible light was the red radioactive              
glow coming out of the cloud. 

I looked at the people that just walked on the street. They were lying on               
the ground in pain. Most of them had burns on their hands. Some were so               
deep that the skin was burned through and the flesh was on fire. Some people               
had such burns on their face. I grabbed the first aid kit and rushed into the                
chaos to help them. But I could not save them. A few minutes after I would try                 
to treat each person’s burn, he or she would die. I walked among the wounded               
and dead people with the loud laughter of the tall man never ceasing to ring in                
my air around. In a flash, I understood what a huge, horrible mistake I had               
made. 

Everything turned dark. The only visible object was a grass hill with a             
blue sky above it. On the grass stones were arranged to write two words.              
They were arranged perfectly with harmony. They symbolized relief and          
disappointment at the same time, reminding me of the utopia I just destroyed.             
The stones spelled out the words “Game Over”. 

I heard a friendly voice speaking distorted words. The image of the            
green hill faded into nothingness. The words became clearer and clearer. The            
hill was no longer seen.  

I woke up. The voice was a woman dressed in a lab coat. “Mr.              
Johnson,” she said. “Unfortunately you did not pass the ethics test required            
for candidates on a deep space mission.”  

I understood everything. A week in the mighty empire was a test. A test              
of loyalty to one’s friend, cause and country. This test was a crucial part of the                
training program of an astronaut. This was my final exam in the training             
program. Suddenly the voice of the woman in the lab coat was yelling again. 

“You had decided to destroy a perfect society for personal gain. You            
agreed to make a deal with the devil,” - her voice sounded angry - “During a                
one week simulation you managed to break almost all of the seven deadly sins.              
You did not even think about managing your E Elixir addiction! No crew             
needs an astronaut like that.” She exited the room slamming the door, leaving             
me with nothing but shame and sorrow. 
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Our Tennis Coach 
 
 
Out from the courts, came the male coach, 
Who directed the players to poach. 
 
His bald head reminded us of what he continuously said, 
“Dominate, grind it out, trust the process, and always plan ahead!” 
 
The players are regularly taught about self motivation, 
So that we can be upon some of the greatest names in the nation. 
 
Our Coach has helped us grow from our biggest fears, 
Making it known that he will always be there to hold back the tears. 
 
He has never failed to make us smile, 
In some of the hardest aspects of our lifestyle. 
 
When he wears his black cap, 
We know it’s all business and there is no tolerance for being a brat! 
 
He makes us feel special in our own way, 
Knowing what’s best on every waking day. 
 
The coach we won’t be able to live without, 
Is our second Dad no doubt. 
 
 
Caroline Maglaras 
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Feminism  
 
 
the disease to a man’s body  
the word that is most confused as it were a escape room that costs $30 
equality  
reality  
for all genders,colors,races 
it's not "I hate men"  
It's "I love everyone and we deserve respect" 
don't believe me? 
well then all I have to say to you  
is take a mile in a women's shoes  
see what we had to do  
to fight  
to go through  
just for you.  
oh wait actually  
for ourselves.  
 
 
Diana Porto 
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the sun room 
 
my favorite place in the world 
where splotches of light 
bloom in yellow patches 
across the dull carpet 
 
i love to lay down 
on your back 
and feel your face illuminate 
even though you know 
that the light may burn you 
if you overstay your welcome 
 
what happens 
when the light no longer 
comes trickling in 
through the glass windows? 
 
Sydney Herman 
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The Forbidden Corridor 
 
 

The ethereal light of wonder and imagination 
Shines down upon a corridor of youth and curiosity. 
Their faces shine with exuberance and zeal, 
And their naive minds lead them to moments of perseverance and pride. 

 
They are always learning, seeking out new answers, 
They are always trusting, confiding in companions, 
And when they misstep, when they fall, 
They always have the courage to climb back up into the light. 

 
But that world has faded with the shattering impact of betrayal and 
treachery. 
The flame is extinguished, the light has burned out, 
And the weary wander cradles the memory 
As the only cherished possession in this lonely, lamentable world of 
cynicism and lies. 

 
Though the light of the adventure is long gone, 
He still hears the wheels of creativity, far away in the hall that has 
closed its doors to him forever. 
Still it beckons to him, willing him to return, 
To a world that is almost as deceptive and unreal as Life itself. 
 
 
Sahana Narayan 
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