~ieD—

100 WAYSTO
MAKE HISTORY

TSy

Volume 1

May 20th, 2011






&‘ Chapter 1: %

THE CALLTO ADVENTURE






MAKE A DECLARATION

Declaration of Compassion

by apieceofcakeaday

In this age when globalization has brought us
closer together and interconnectedness has become
a necessity, but technology and partisanship

have divided us, we declare our commitment to
compassion.

In the course of our modern mindset, we find
ourselves treating our resources as limitless, but

our empathy and tolerance of others as finite, it is
time to declare a new pursuit of compassion. We
can strive to spend our time on grand, generous
imaginings instead of petty occupations. Our
education and evolution should teach what and
whom deserve our thoughts. With a broad mind
Compassion stems from mindfulness, and we pledge
to be aware of our inner thoughts and outer actions.

We pledge to always consider the needs and
perspectives of others and collaborate to foster
a world of international understanding. We

will actively see from each others’viewpoints,
acknowledge and embrace our differences,
understanding that is what makes us better as
humankind as a whole.

We acknowledge the occasional frustration we may
encounter in the journey of building compassion
for people with conflicting points of view, and

we pledge to push our boundaries, and make
compromises.

We pledge to acknowledge all artistic creations, and
to recognize that the quest for goodness, beauty and
wisdom is what makes us human. We will protect
and honor creative thought because we cherish the
men and women from whose minds such creativity
sprung.

'The future necessitates compassion, and through
compassion, we will build the future.



Friends And Future Patriots: Here's To Embracing Bad Ideas

By kylecameron

Preamble:

Within the newly curated exhibit celebrating the
100 year anniversary of the Stephen A Schwarzman
Building are only 250 items from the entirety of the
library’s material collection, selected to represent the
greatest works within the archives. I was fortunate
enough to be on the opening tour, in which the
curator expressed his vision for capturing the story
of the human condition in barely 250 artifacts.
Stressed was the juxtaposition that one would

find walking through the collection - side-by-side
are items that invite one to look closer, and those
that invoke the instinct to turn away. Items both
traditionally ‘historical,’in the way we tend to think
of things like treaties and ancient tablets, and items
like personal effects that are seemingly mundane -
yet deeply human and compelling. This was done
intentionally, an attempt to express the essence

of the vast breadth of the items kept within the
library’s collection.

Within one collection is featured a draft of the
American Declaration of Independence, written
with a deep sense of urgency in Thomas Jefferson’s

own inspired hand. Next to it stands ceremonial
regalia once worn by an impassioned member of
the Ku Klux Klan. While absorbing inspiration
from the Declaration, two young women caught my
attention with their reaction to the regalia. It was
visceral, an almost startled slight jump when they
turned its way. “Wow that creeps me out,” I heard
them say as they walked away.

I'm sometimes struck by the fact that I don't have
those same gut reactions. But what I remembered in
that moment was the environment and philosophy
that characterized the way I was raised and the
world in which my worldview developed. This was
a world where not only were my ideas the products
of generations of mixed backgrounds - parents

and grandparents and beyond from hosts of varied
ethnicities and family origins - but I was presented
a contrast of ideas, from parents who believed I
should be exposed to all sorts of experiences - both

seemingly good and bad.

What I've found is that true intellectual
independence comes from that exposure. I've
been reflecting on the idea that in this way the



Declaration espouses ideas that are just as relevant
today as ever - an age where people are beginning

to question Google and other filtering services with
deeply ethical questions of who is filtering what
information, and where organizations like Wikileaks
are fighting to change the nature of its distribution.

What I've found is that there are seemingly “bad”
things out there in the world. Everything from “bad”
search results to bad men in Klansmen robes. But
limiting our exposure to them seems in some ways
worst of all.

I once ran into a particularly poignant expression

of this idea, from the cartoonist-philosopher Scott
Adams of the Dilbert series:

“Regular readers of my blog know that the goal of
my writing is to be interesting and nothing else.

I'm not trying to change anyone’s opinion, largely
because I don’t believe humans can be influenced by
exposure to better arguments, even if I had some.
But I do think people benefit by exposure to ideas
that are different from whatever they are hearing,
even when the ideas are worse. That’s my niche:
something different. That approach springs from

my observation that brains are like investment
portfolios, where diversification is generally a good
strategy. I'm not trying to move you to my point of
view; I'm trying to add diversity to your portfolio of
thoughts. In the short term, I hope it’s stimulating
enough to be entertaining. Long term, the best ideas
probably come from people who have the broadest
exposure to different views.”

I've found that it is in fact juxtaposition of
seemingly contrasting ideas that highlights the
meaningfulness of exposure, and the potential to
drive intellectual development - often in surprising
ways - that all ideas share.

With this in mind, I declare a proclamation:

to expose as many of my fellow friends and
compatriots to seemingly bad ideas, the ones whose
true value come to light only years in the future - to
lengthen the scope of their minds to see the long-
term value of investing in exposure to ideas.

(Declaration and signatures to follow)



Declaration of Independence12 day/yr Technology Ban

By librarychick85

I DECLARE... Friday, May 20, 2011

In this technology driven society, it’s easy to lose sight of what’s important. Before technology completely
takes over our lives, let’s show that we're still the dominant beings on this planet. Let’s set aside 10 days per
year where we completely remove technology from our day and actually seek each other out and talk things
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PLAN AN EPIC JOURNEY

Voyage

By meruiz83

Leaving on a day where the sky is calm and the
sun is shining brightly, I begin to find myself in

a solitude of reflection, for today I embark on a
journey that will define the epitamy of me. For
years, I've waiting to travel the world and see the
sights the world has yet to see; explore nature in a
way that human beings has yet to explore.

I climb aboard a plane taking me to the Caribbean
Islands of my ancestors; traveling along the roads
they have traveled and learning the lessons they had
to teach. Going to the farmlands from whence my
family came, I hope to feel the freedom of the open
surrounding land, where the trees stand proudly and
do not fear the hands of man. It is pure... untainted.

Along the way, I will take any adventure the lands
have to give me. Hurling myself from a plane as I

10

take in the world entirely, yet landing softly in its
warm embrace; scooba diving in the depths of the

ocean as | discover reality’s secrets (what really lies
beneath?)

I travel not for the sake of traveling, but for the
sake of finding the inner me. Who am I really if not
a child from nature? It’s like a rare epidemic that
makes one stop and look around at the beauty that
just is.

As humans, we have forgotten. Somewhere along
the way, we have lost touch with the inner sanctum
of our world. I have made it my ultimate quest to
see the world for what and how it really is, admiring
the beauty and its undying devotion. I know little of
the world, and yet, the world will soon learn of me.



Map of David Trahan’s Voyage

By brooklyknight

EARTH --------————- > SPACE
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A Journey to the Past to Sustain Our Future

By Amanda Moore and Mary Pasho McGregor

Our journey would be one across the dimension of
time - to the past. The goal is to prevent social and
environmental disasters that have built over time
and are difficult to overcome in the 21st century.

STOP 1: 1852, South America

We'll arrive before the great acceleration of tropical
deforestation in the industrial age. With news
from the future about the environmental dangers of
mass deforestation, we will work with agricultural
and industrial agencies around the world to build a
collaborative map and schedule of deforestation to
minimize environmental impact while still trying
to meet the material needs of the industry. We will
avoid the extinction of many tropical species, mass
erosion, and displacement of native peoples.

STOP 2: 1903-1908, Dearborn, Michigan, United
States
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We'll be present for the unveiling of the blueprint
for the first mass-produced, fuel-powered
automobile, established by the Ford Motor
Company. We'll explain to everyone involved in the
production what the ramifications of gas fuel will
ultimately do to the environment and international
relations in the 21st century. We don't plan to
eliminate the invention of the automobile, but
possibly change our world’s dependence on it.

STOP 3: 1945, Jemez Mountains, New Mexico

We'll travel to the site where the first atomic fireball
was released into the atmosphere. We will impress
upon everyone involved in this incident that their
lives, along with the generations that follow them
will be dramatically enhanced if this fireball is never
detonated. Millions of future lives will be saved
and a nation-wide fear that will seize people in the
following decade will be avoided entirely.



sled

byline byline byline

The day | make my voyage will be sunny, so sunny
you can barely see, but cold, the kind of cold that
freezes the snot in your nose. | will put on my favorite
silk long underwear and my favorite parka and my
favorite balaclava, but mostly because | like the word
“balaclava” and not because | need the balaclava.

| step outside and lean down to pet my dogs. There
are eight of them, gorgeous animals with sleek fur
and lean bodies, and they whine for a treat, which |
take out of my pocket and give to them happily. One

13

of them, Jack Donaghy, rolls over in the snow and |
laugh. They know we have work to do, though, so
they jump up and wait for me to harness them.

The harness goes on swiftly; all the dogs are ready in
less than ten minutes, and | check to make sure | have
everything | need. Food: check. Backup gear: check. |
set out across the tundra and drive the dogs for miles
and miles. It’s just me and the dogs and the snow and
the sky and the cold and the wind and nothing else.



Eating in Chinese Restaurants in Every Single Country

in the World.

By Jenny8lee

Chinese food is the most pervasive food on the

planet. It's served on all seven continents, even
Antarctica, as Monday night is Chinese food night at
McMurdo Station, which is hte main scientific station

in Antarctica. There is even Chinese food in space, as
NASA serves thermostabilized sweet and sour pork on
its shuttle menu.

Wherever Chinese people land, they cook. And there
are Chinese restaurants tucked in nook and cranny,
small town, grand city, rural village, highway stops. It
is like a gas, if there is real estate, Chinese people will
create a Chinese restaurants.

So one day | want to eat in Chinese restaurant in
every single country in the world. From Mali to Fiji to
Argentina to Ireland, each country has created their
version of Chinese food in a worldwide system of
glocalization.

Here we define a country by if it has a top-level
Internet domain, as defined by ICANN. We would take
pictures and create a worldwide map (maybe using
Foodspotting!) which pictures of Chinese dishes.

There are world class restaurants in Australia, England,
Singapore and Japan. There are ones that have dishes
that make you cringe in Ireland and Germany. But

in each place Chinese food has flourished because it
adapts to the native palate.
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In France, you can eat salt and pepper frog legs.

In Mexico, the Chinese restaurants look like fajitas
and they serve cold sweet tea rather than hot bitter
tea. In ltaly, all the Chinese restaurants serve fried
gelato. In England, they have a dish called crispy
shredded beef, which is a lot of crisp, a lot of shred
but not a lot of beef. In Peru, there are chifas on every
other block, almost like the density of Starbucks in
lower Manhattan. Korea uses a Chinese noodle dish,
iiyajiangmian, to calculate their equivalent of the
consumer price index. In Mauritius (a country which
blends French, Indian, Chinese and island cuisine),
they put cheese on lo mein. Japan, the only country
that could have a Chinatown which is both clean and
expensive, has their own version of Chinese food,
including Chen’s mapotofu and ramenzied dan dan
noodles.

Ireland has their most popular Chinese dish, called
three-in-one, which mixes (yes) curry, french fries and
fried rice in one globular carbo mix — best consumer
when you are drunk.

Eating in a Chinese restaurant in every single country
on the plant is an announcement that yes, | have been
there and | was not just there as a tourist. | ate Chinese
food in the ways that the locals ate Chinese food. | am
truly worldly.
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MAKE I'T MASSIVE

United States Subway System

By chozzles

I'love the New York City Subway, but it'd be great to make it even bigger, and go even farther. I've scanned
in my image, but here are my lines:

1/2/3: Seattle - Portland - San Francisco - Los Angeles - San Diego

4/5/6: Boston - NYC - Philadelphia - Washington, DC - Raleigh - Charleston - Jacksonville - Miami

7: Missoula - Salt Lake City - Las Vegas - Los Angeles

A/C/E: Jacksonville - Tallahassee - New Orleans - Dallas - Santa Fe - Phoenix - San Diego

B/D: Chicago - St. Louis - Little Rock - Austin - Dallas - Houston

G: St. Louis - Denver - Salt Lake City - Reno - San Francisco

N/Q/R: Charleston - Atlanta - Memphis - Little Rock - Oklahoma City - Denver

Shuttles from Chicago/Minneapolis to Milwaukee and Tallahassee to Atalnta




One Damn Big Dam Project To Move the Country Forward

By Sean DiBartolo and Dustin Doloff

Dwarfing the Three Gorges Dam in China, the We see this today with solar-panel roofs and
Damn Big Dam in the Adirondack region would backyard windmills to a lesser extent, but it lacks in
provide massive amounts of energy, helping supply wide-spread adoption. The Damn Big Dam would
a good portion of the Eastern Power Grid. The lake  serve as an enormous symbol of what it means to
created by the DBD would serve as location for be environmentally conscious as well as business
recreational activities for local residents to recharge friendly. In the 10 years required to build such an
their sacra just as the power generated from the undertaking, the construction project will provide
dam itself would recharge their electronics. The jobs for nearly 30,000 people and will have helped
Damn Big Dam would serve as the spark for an bring our country out of the Great Recession. It
eco-power revolution, jump-starting a new wave of will be marked as one of the major civil engineering
recreational locales that provide the electricity of projects of the 21st Century.

modern life in an economically efficient capacity.
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GET INSIDE THEIR HEADS

Life is What You Make of It

By zinstra

“Life is like a spatuala spinning only until you sneeze.”

- Cindy Gordon

Explanation for those who need it: Life doesn’t always make sense. It’s up to you to interpret it and give

meaning.
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Words

By jcurwin

Words are magic. We can enter each other’s imaginations and share our dreams. The miracle of a letter is
g g
profound. Look at the letter “a.” Each language gives us access to the inner soul. Find the magic. Find the
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In the stacks...

By viaveres

In these stacks live the dreams of children.
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Simplicity

By CapeKid

Be nice.
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Realm of the Unknown

By meruiz83

Anything and everything can be found as inspiration, yet nothing tickles the senses like a good book. Ad-
venture lurks all around, who is dares take the plunge into a realm of the unknown? Separate yourself from
all you know and wander into the abyss of your imagination. It’s speaking to you...Are you listening? Can
you hear what it has to say? Come, let us embark on this journey, where words fall down like a cascade of

22



The Voice

By Robot lan

‘There will be a voice that says, “You belong elsewhere.” It will whisper of inadequacy and hubris, and every
name that has ever been given to inertia. Know this: It is not the voice of wisdom. And words will flow when
you are no longer listening.

23
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PUBLISH AN OPEN LETTER

What is this Rectangular Object

By Majestas

Dear Roald Dahl (World’s Greatest Storyteller [Or
at least MY favorite])

You have changed not only the way I think, but
you and your stories have instilled my belief in the
power of story, in people, and most importantly, in
the impossible. When I first read your book, “The
Twits,” I was only seven years old. It was so funny
that I laughed out loud at the hilarious antics of the
characters. And when I was finished I closed the
book and examined it. What was this rectangular,
unassuming object which had brought me such
joy? There seemed nothing particularly exciting
about it. It had a title in large letters, a colourful
but simple picture just below that, the paper on the

30 Rockin’

By ajlobster

Dear Tina Fey,

'Thank you. Thank you for being a smart woman
who doesn’t shut up. Thank you for being a lady
writer in a field where ladies aren’t necessarily
respected. Thank you for being ballsy. Thank you for
wearing glasses. Thank you for making a show that
takes place in a universe that is so unlike the real
world and yet almost hyper-real.

24

A

outside was thick and the paper on the inside was
thin. And something else, a name written on the
front. Your name. You had made it all possible. And
at seven years old something told me that if I just
experienced such pleasure reading this book, the
pleasure this Roald Dahl character experienced from
writing it HAD to surpass that.

'There and then I set to writing my first book. There
and then I discovered my life’s work and the deepest
passion of my soul. There and then I became a
writer.

‘Thank you, Mr. Dahl.

'Thank you for showing me that a piece of art can
be smart and hilarious and successful. You make me
want to be a better writer.

Yours,

Anna



To The Dreamers...

By Finnegan Brantley

'The shape of the glass will always change in your
memories but the glass you'll remember X raised
above the blacks and whites and grays of the long
brown table. And the colors were there at the table.
And all the odors were there; the kitchen odors
and the colognes and the smells of clothing that
didn’t fit you 8 our father’s jacket and his scuffed
borrowed shoes K hese colors belonged to you now
and only the glass changed shape in the hands in

front of you.

And you won't remember the colors much longer,
nor the wonderful odors and their places throughout
the room, nor the shapes of glasses, nor the bite of
the green Georgia winter, nor the gowns, nor the
strands of hair you took the time to arrange.

Eventually you won't remember the stone fireplace
and your position in the back of the great room.
You won't feel the white gloves and the hands they

The Cat’s Pawjamas

By TheGKnee

Dear Descendant of Mine (yes, you!),

The transcendent love of a fellow living creature is
personified in Charles Dickens” heart-warming yet
slightly morbid desire to convert his pet cat’s paw
into a fancy ivory letter-opener. To come face to face
with such an idiosyncratic show of affection from
an incredible historical figure, such as Mr. Dickens,
is truly a powerful experience. It goes beyond the
realm of eccentric behavior, into a more innocent
frame of perception. A fearless point of view even.
A vision of a great man with everyday sensibilities.
It fills the imagination with images of Charles
Dickens settling down with a cup of coftee in his
office, preparing for a day’s worth of work, as he
reaches for both the mail and, more importantly, his
letter opener. His incessant need to fill the mundane
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held beneath the table (they were everyone’s hands,
holding everyone’s hands).

You'll forget the stopping of clocks, the
explosions in the sky, the black waters and endless
champagne...

But the weight will remain.

And your shivering thoughts will spread themselves
across you like a blanket, and your body will fill all
the patches your mind has slowly misplaced. And I
swear to you, you will remember.

All my love,

Christopher

monotony ordinary life with a creative energy,
sends ripples throughout time and space. It tugs at
the heart-strings of humanity and allows for the
simple things that we encounter to take on a more

meaningful shape.
Sincerely,
Damian Acosta

PS- "The Past was so much cooler than you could
imagine.



Open Letter to Greg Mortensen

By lorene

Dear Greg Mortensen,

You've recently come into some trouble with
allegations that the stories you told in your
bestselling book Three Cups of Tea were inaccurate.
I read that book two years ago while traveling
through Southeast Asia. Mr Mortensen, true or not,
it’s an amazing book that has changed my life.

Supporting women’s education is great. As a
woman I'm 100% behind that, but doing so in
countries where doing so can put a target on your
head is extraordinary. I've been quite taken by the
“Girl Effect” and the notion that if you educate a
woman you make her entire village better.

Reading Three Cups of Teas has inspired me to take
action and support causes that support women’s
education and microfinance efforts to support
women’s businesses. It’s also caused me to have a
greater appreciation for the education I've had in

Dear Santa

By Wishme

I know you're listening and I'm sorry I haven't
written. It seems I've gotten too old for you and my
stocking is ripped and the seams won't close. But
mostly because I forgot how to end the stitch and
the attic is full of mice searching for the last crumb
of digestive biscuit. But you need to know that part
of you is still in my heart even if I don't see you as
a jolly man in a red suit. You're the bastion of hope.
Of surprise in the morning and the sheer joy of
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the United States. As a woman engineer and the
first person in my family to graduate, I felt a kinship
with many women in the book.

So even if your tales were false, I think they were
worth telling simply for the way you've inspired me
and others. I have encouraged everyone I know to
read that book and even if the whole tale is proven
false I will continue to do so. The inspiring message
trumps veracity.

I do hope your story was true though, and that you
will continue on your mission.

sincerely,

Lorene Voskinarian

discovery. Wrapping paper has given way to layers
of dirt being peeled away to reveal layers of our past
and the stories we still tell. From father winter to
inspiration for archaeology and quest for knowledge
and eternal discovery and fascination. Year round
remembrance for delight. Thank you for planting
that seed of joy and being a reminder that there is
light in the dark winter and more to be known



Thank You, Grammy

By brooklyknight

Dear Grammy,

You never put up with the bullshit in our family.
You cut to the chase. You said it like it is. You got to
the point quickly, and more imporantly, got the the
resolution quickly. My mother looked to you when
she needed guidance. I looked to you too. I miss you

terribly. I will always take your strength with me. I
will always cut to the chase. I will always find the
quickest resolution. I will always remember that love
conquers all, and that conflicts are just temporary.

Thank you, Grammy.

Love, David

Sometimes, you need more than a protector

By Chela

Dear Felines,

'The mice in the desert aren’t such a problem really.
Even when your civilization depends on grain
storage pretty heavily, small rodent populations
aren't the biggest concern. What kills our children,
takes down our soldiers and makes lacing up sandals
a bit hard is something that has plagued mankind
since the Garden - snakes.

‘That’s where we thought you would be most
useful, our feline domesticus. You were fast, sharp
teeth, viscous bite. You are perfectly designed for
destroying the vermin of mankind. We watched
in awe as you went from stalking to pouncing
like a demon. We named goddesses after you, and
worshiped your destructive power. From afar.

'Then something changed. We noticed you didn’t
just devour small creatures and shred their flesh

to tatters. You also purred. Maybe the first head
scratch didn’t happen for the first thousand years of
domestication, but eventually the relationship got a
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bit more reciprocal. We could finally say “thanks” for
saving our children from venom and disease.

Once we started to cuddle, it was a slippery slope
from carnivorous guardian to lap companion. Now,
when you jump on our heads at 6 am, we don’t really
mind. When you purr so loud it gets scary - that’s
ok. Even when you kill small rodents and drag them
bloody all over our couches - that’s ok too. We love
it. Because in your own predatory way, it shows you
like us. And we have always loved you, for both your
cuddles and your snake catching teeth.

In the future, snakes aren’t such a problem. But
teeling loved? That’s another task you seem to

perfectly designed for.
Love,

Hominids



Jasmine

By liminary

Dear Jasmine,

Out of all the people that I have encountered in my
life, you alone stand out in the sea of faces that I can
remember having changed my perspective about

the world. When I met you studying abroad in
Singapore, I felt that I was so young and naive and
one-dimensional in my thinking about the world
that we live in. My horizon was narrowly stretched
only to the limits of my own existence.

You didn't seek to change anyone necessarily but
your passion about the bigger issues that affected
people from all over the world really inspired

me. From our conversations on our trips all over
Southeast Asia, you talked about the need to
experience travel as a way to open oneself up to
new ideas and most importantly, to learn from the
different cultures that we encounter. We sought to
stay away from the mediocre but be brave enough
to seek the unknown. We saw the real faces of the
countries we visited and not the facades that are
presented to mere tourists.

Fleming's Gift

By brf

Dear Mr. Fleming,

You are a stranger we once encountered on a very
long journey. Unbidden and without our knowledge,
you did something incredibly kind, thoughtful, and
selfless to make our journey more comfortable. We
discovered your name is Fleming, and honor your
thoughtfulness by looking for opportunity to do
kind things for others.
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From you I learned to embrace difference and

to see myself as someone who can make positive
impact on others. I've carried that belief and made
it a part of me from that point forward, and it has
only grown deeper and more profound over time.
Even though we have lost touch, the spirit with
which you carried your convictions I have similarly
tried to pass on to others. We need tolerance in this
world more than ever and more appreciation too for
the simple things in life that we typically take for
granted. I am making it my goal to live never stop
learning while traveling and making positive change
along the way. Yes I might not be able to change the
world but I have the power to change the life of one
person, and the next, and the next.

Thank you for being so inspirational.
Sincerely,

Vanessa

We also, when raising a glass, toast to “Fleming”
instead of reciting the traditional toast and will do
so forever more.

Gratefully,

Bun & Skully



Mmm, Pee Wee-y

By mackenziey

Dear Pee Wee,

Twenty years after your show went off the air,
Saturday mornings still taste of secret words, snack
time, and surprise visits from large-headed door-to-
door salesmen. Your Playhouse was not the worn-in
living room of Mr. Rogers--which almost certainly
smelled of mothballs and sour milk--or the puppet-
riddled house of Captain Kangaroo--who, let’s face
it, was pretty creepy. In your world, screaming was
sanctioned, the furniture talked, and mistakes were
easily undone with a mecca-lecca-hi-mecca-heinie-

Symbiotic Apology Letter

By EBAD

Dear Canis lupus lupus,

It was the caribou. So many goddamn caribou.
Everywhere. Hairy, stinky, hoofed steaks just
roaming the north like nothing mattered. Tundra,
snow, hungry, cold, wild. There were so many
goddamn caribou. We met at least 80,000 years ago.
We were hairless primates with little more than a
pound of brain. You ate garbage, we avoided being
eaten. Thanks for that. The two of us grew closer.
Inched forward. Trusted. We became friends some
would say. Cooperation evolved. Communication
evolved. Culture evolved. You allowed us to live.
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ho. You taught me that friends come in all shapes
and sizes and colors, and that sometimes your bestie
turns out to be a gay cowboy, and that’s okay. You
taught me that real men favor slim-cut suits. You
taught me that growing up doesn’t mean losing a
sense of play and wonder, and for that Pee Wee, 1
thank you.

XXX,

MacKenzie

Allowed us to settle. Allowed us to farm. Gave us
time.

Your protection saved you and killed you. Our
success over the eons killed you off. One shot gun at
a time. Now off that goddamn “dead list,” America
hunts you from helicopters. I'm sorry. I'm sorry for
ruining things. A formal letter this may not be, but
an open thank you for finding us. Although I love

you, I'm sorry you did.

- Homo sapien sapien
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KNOW YOUR PAST

Immigrants

By IndianGypsy

In 1925 Ernesto Armendariz came to America. In

1984 1 was born in Lubbock Texas.

My family came to America by plane. My uncle was
first. He was sixteen. My mother came next. Then
the rest of the family followed. They immigrated

to the states by Air India and for some reason, still
unbeknownst to me, they picked the middle of the
Texas panhandle. Of course they went back, and on
occasion they still go back to India, but their home
is here in America. It’s not to say that they’re no
longer immigrants, but it’s to say to some degree
they have forged for themselves a new home.

Yet, to some degree, Ernesto was always here. His
home was less than five hundred miles south of the
Texas Panhandle. His home was in Mexico.

I like to think I myself have an immigrant story. It’s
maybe selfish to marry myself to such a loaded term,
but to some degree, moving to the socially isolated
megalopolis of New York from the rural outskirts of
the Texas Panhandle, I have immigrated. I've taken
my life with the spectre of dreams and possiblity

in search of a new home. That’s what Ernesto did
when he crossed the El Paso border and it’s what
my mother did when she crossed customs after
deboarding her flight, and in this night, our stories
have intertwined.

About a year ago I met a young girl named Adalhi
Armendariz. We both live in Brooklyn just a
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neighborhood away from each other. For most of
her life she has lived in New Jersey, but now she
calls New York home. Her grandfather is Ernesto.

In the map room of the New York Public Library,
you'll find maps of different locations all from this
current era: topographical maps, Rand McNallys,
and Maps that in scale would cover the long-

wall in my very short-walled apartment. Also, if
you go to the geneaology room you can research,
thoroughly, any person’s lineage and history. You
can find pictures of factual documents, like the
image of Ernesto’s border crossing, that objectify
and actualize that moment in history. But as Adalhi
and I met here on this night with 499 of our newest
friends, we through our own choices, decisions, and
dreams--and a tiny bit of luck--made our stories a
part of each others’history.

Ernesto crossed a border. My family boarded a
plane. Both families came from very different
worlds and made America their home. I don’t know
what the future will hold or when the world will
end (supposedly it’s tomorrow). But I do know that
people will still have dreams, and while doing so,
will search and go and trade in the comfort of the
known for the possibility of the unknown. And
somewhere along the way the dreams of one will
cross and with the dreams of a few, and in those
moments, the realization will occur that we are all a
very real part of a very real and very large story. And
this story we can chalk up as a very real history.



Gone but not forgotten:

By christine.m.longo

I started out trying to find my great-grandmother,
who immigrated to the United States around
1913. Unfortunately, her exact name has been lost,
a cruel quirk of transliterated spelling of Arabic
names. So instead I went forward a generation, to
my grandparents. Lo and behold, there they were,
names address, birth date, and his death date. He’s
been gone since 1993, but he still counts. On the

A Catalyst for Greatness

By Sarah Baird

In order to truly know who you are it helps to
know where you came from. You are shaped by the
social and culture influences of the generations that
came before. Everyone claims to have inherited
something from someone in their family. For me it’s
perhaps my strong mind and my desire to take the
lead that I get from my mother, who gets it from
her father and the tale goes on and on. What if you
went back roughly 400 years and found that you
were a direct descendent of someone historically
significant? Through my research at the Milstein
Genealogy Room I discovered that I am a direct
descendent of William Brewster. He was the only
university educated person aboard the Mayflower

and became the leader of Plymouth, MA.

Before making the journey to the United States
he printed and published religious books until

his print business was seized by authorities under
pressure from Sir Dudley Carleton and his business
partner was jailed. He then joined the first group
of Pilgrims to make the voyage to North America.
Brewster was passionate about his religious

beliefs to the point that he refused to give up,
even if that meant leaving his native country to a
relatively unknown country where he would not
be prosecuted for his beliefs. His desire to lead

census, in public records, for anyone who cares to
look. It’s comforting, in a small way, when I think of
all the information about me that’s available on the
internet and Facebook that someday, two or three
generations from now, I will still count. Though,
perhaps I don’t want those college drinking photos
to be the sum of how my great-grandchildren know
me. Maybe there is value in being forgotten.

and his strong mind was followed by generations
of greatness. His notable direct decedents include
Presidents of the United States, Senators, Supreme
Court Justices, astronauts, poets, actors and notable
businessmen all who have pushed beyond the limits
of an average person to achieve their goals.

With a lineage stacked with these great leaders

it’s hard to believe one could stand beside them

in history with equal accomplishments. However,
knowing that those who came before you were able
to lead others even in difficult times provides more
confidence that you’ll be able to achieve equally
great things. I may not be elected President of the
United States of America but I do have the desire to
lead and a strong mind that pushes me to overcome
challenges and obstacles. These traits may not be
directly traced back to William Brewster, but I am.
Like those who came before me I believe I'm meant
to achieve great things.

For others unlocking the keys to their lineage may
help them understand the great people who came
before them. Perhaps this information will be the
inspiration for them to achieve goals far beyond
what they imagined.



The Lost Tribe Of Leykos

By TheGKnee

The Leykos have been sort of a mystery to society.

'They tend to have eccentric introverted personalities.

However don't let their quiet demeanor fool you for
a second.

Originally from Poland, Joeseph Leyko found

a home in the county of Kings. Or as it’s called
nowadays Brooklyn. And that’s about it. That’s all
the history available in the archives of the geneology
section of the New York Public Library, which

houses the main ancestry records for the US.

But see, that’s part of the Leyko Plan. Having been
in love with one of them for over two years, I've
come to understand their simple and sublime plan;
Fade away from the limelight and raucousness, to
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hone in on the subtle nature of humanity. They've
got it down to a science. It’s almost an inherent
unspoken tradition passed on from generation

to generation and there are no signs of it ceasing
anytime soon.

It’s a known fact that one of the Leykos has

been known to steals packets of jelly from diners,
for reasons unknown. Some say this Leyko was
wronged by a one-eyed man with a jelly factory.
Others say it’s a hobby. But one thing is certain, the
Leyko family has earned their place in history by
riding the subtle waves of love and affection and
continuing to spread their caring nature onto their

children.



A 1930s Copy

By Caseylynn
In the future, I will not appear on a paper census
report of New Castle County, Delaware.

'That is not to say that I won't come close. That is not
to say that I won't try.

Delaware, you only have three counties. And my old
Sussex self has already tried one.

But this is about the future.

Hold on though. These forms and columns, haven’t I
already put in my time?

I sure got a packet. I sure filled out some papers.

It jammed up my mailbox and I carried it with me
for a week because I was afraid to fill it out because 1
was afraid to be seen.

1930s East Coast and you weren't afraid. Or you
were, and you got over it too.

How alike we may have been.

In the future, I will not appear on a hand-written
paper census report of New Castle County, Delaware.

With all of that cursive, uniform script, row after
row. Someone wrote this with their paws, their grips,
their mitts, their pens. It makes you all look like one

big household, you Newcastle County Delaware.

I want to go to that cookout, a big family Sunday
dinner. Let’s see the old haunts, all of Wilmington,
true before being tried. Let’s say we had burgers,
extra cheese. Let’s say there are many evenings like
that to come - warm and familiar and poised to
move from conjecture.

Because in the future, I will still be counted among
them.

Being of them.

And yes mine will be all typed up neat and nice.
Statistical, searchable, accessible.

But I still can’t wait for you to go ahead and find me.



Finding the Future Through the Past.

By whatsgoodinny and Heather Kalachman

Brought me to tears. Grandpa, Grandma, MelBrought me to tears. Grandpa, Grandma, MelBrought me to
tears. Grandpa, Grandma, MelBrought me to tears. Grandpa, Grandma, MelBrought me to tears. Grandpa,
Grandma, MelBrought me to tears. Grandpa, Grandma, Mel

We are all the young leaders of tomorrow and if any of us believe enough in something, and we persevere,

we will achieve it.

I predict that I will travel to find my distant family
and learn about relatives in other states and

countries, who they were, what their lives were like,
and what legacies, if any, they left behind. Some of
what I find will sadden me. Some of what I find will
make me happy. No matter what, I will try to remain
proud of my heritage and I will never forget the
struggles and accomplishments of my ancestors.

My great-grandfather dedicated his life to public
service, serving as a prosecutor, mayor of Cleveland,

and a Senator from Ohio. Though I never knew

him, he left a lasting legacy on the city of Cleveland.
While I don’t have the patience nor the fortitude
for a political career, I hope to leave my lasting mark
in some way. To serve the better good, to leave the
world a better place than I found it. While I haven't
tound my path, haven’t found my way just yet, I
know, if T keep looking, it’ll find me.

I will never tire of learning, no matter how old I
become. My grandfather lived well into his 90s, each
day learning more about the past, teaching others so
they can improve the future.
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Hubba Bubba and the Monkey, Roaming Together

By Jenny8lee

“What do you mean you don't have a name?” Hubba
Bubba, the purple hippo, asked the monkey with

wide-eyed surprise.

“I just don't have a name,” the monkey said, his
stringy legs just flopping about. “I'm just called
‘Monkey.”

“But everyone needs a name,” said Hubba Bubba,
who goes by Hubba for short and by roaminghubba
on Twitter, Facebook, and the Internet “How do
you know who you are then?”

'The monkey stopped and thought. How did he
know who he was? “I don’t know. I know who I am,”

he said emphatically.

“WEell then how do other people know who you
are?” asked Hubba, skeptically. Hubba Bubba had
been given his name when he was just born, by a
little girl named Frances, who had found inspiration
in the name of a 1980s grape bubble gum. In
addition to Hubba Bubba himself, his name was
also shared with his parents, Mamma Hubba Bubba
and Papa Hubba Bubba.

36

“They know who I am if I know who I am,” said the

monkey.

“But how do you know which monkey you are if
there are other monkeys?”

“I've seen real monkeys, in the wild,” said the
monkey. “It was in the Philippines, while I was
ziplining over a volcano.”

“Really?” Hubba Bubba’s eyes grew wide. “I've
never seen a real hippopotamus in the wild.” Hubba
quietly thought what that might feel like, seeing

a live hippopotamus, not just one of the stuffed
ones like him. He thought, perhaps, he might see

a real live hippo when he visited South Africa this
summer with Hugo.

Hubba asked, “How did you know which monkey
you were when you were around the other
monkeys?”

“It wasn't a problem,” the monkey said. “They
weren't calling us by ‘monkey.”

“I think we need to find you a name,” Hubba Bubba

said, insistently. “You can’t be an individual without



a name.”

“I don’t know. I think I am happy with ‘Monkey,”

the monkey said. Maybe my name can just be

‘Monkey.”

“I think you need a better name, a real name.”
Hubba said. “Look at Winnie the Pooh. ‘Winnie
the Pooh.”Isn’t that better than ‘Rabbit’ or ‘Owl’? 1

was always sad that they did not have names.”

Hubba added casually, “You know I saw Winnie the
Pooh and his gang tonight at the New York Public
Library. I had my picture taken with them.” Hubba
was very proud of that.

'The monkey said, “Oh. I missed Winnie the Pooh.”
He was sad. The Children’s Room in the New York
Public Library had closed at 11 p.m. during the
all-night adventure. The line to see Winnie and his
friends had been too long.

He added, “But I have met the Roaming Gnome!
I also got my picture taken with him.” The monkey
wondered, “Is Roaming Gnome a name?”

“Wow,” Hubba said. “The gnome.” Hubba could not
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help but be impressed. After all, his online moniker,
Roaming Hubba, was inspired by the Roaming

Gnome.

Hubba tried to figure out if it was more impressive
to have met the Roaming Gnome or Winnie the

Pooh, Eeyore, and Piglet. He couldn’t decide.

He liked the idea that Roaming Gnome got to
travel the world and was impressed that the monkey
was also a world traveler. “We can roam together,”

Hubba said.

“Perhaps I can ride on your back?” the monkey
asked, eyeing Hubba’s rounded shape.

“Yes! Then we can go on adventures together. I can
carry you.” Hubba offered. “Maybe we’ll even find
you a name. But for now I suppose I could just call
you ‘Monkey.”

So the monkey climbed on Hubba Bubba, and
swung his legs over Hubba’s back. And the monkey
and the hippo wandered off, together, to roam.
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Ellie Finds Friends

by Alexa Yupangco

Ellie stood by the edge of the river, her trunk
swishing back and forth thoughtfully. It was this
time of the afternoon, just after the sun had hit its
peak, that was her favorite. Her mother usually let
her roam around by herself and Ellie liked the time
to think. It was quiet in this particular spot by the
river and shaded by a large tree.

A sudden splash of the water surprised her and
she pulled her trunk away from the edge, terrified.
Looking up and across the river, she saw a small lion

pacing back and forth on the opposite side of the
bed.

Ellie shrank away. She was certainly not (entirely)
afraid of the lion, but she had heard that it was
best to stay away from them, even the little ones.
She saw the sharp claws and the pointed teeth and
shuddered. This lion, though small, was scary.

She noticed that the lion had stopped pacing and
was staring at her interestedly. Ellie felt a little
scared, but she decided that there was no reason she
should move away from the spot. Instead, she met
his gaze and they stared at each other.

'The lion tilted its head to the side. Ellie stared at
it determinedly, not wanting to back down even
though she was a little scared.

Without hesitation, the lion began to wade through
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the shallow part of the riverbed towards Ellie. And
though she felt nervous, Ellie stood her ground,
determined to not show her fear.

'The lion finally reached her and paused. Ellie

waited, barely moving her trunk at all.

“Hey, hey, hey, what’s happening today?” Ellie felt a
sudden presence on her back and whirled around,
her trunk reaching instinctively towards the monkey

that had leapt onto her back.

“Whoa whoa whoa, I'm not here to harm you. I'm
just lonely and wanted to play.” The monkey raised
its arms and chittered loudly.

Ellie let down her trunk and returned to staring at
the lion.

“I'm Mollie.” The monkey crawled forward and

perched on Ellie’s head.

“Ellie.” Ellie replied, her eyes never leaving the lion,
who was still just standing in front of them staring.

Mollie finally saw the lion and started shaking.
“Oh, a lion, a lion’s bad news. Lions are dangerous.
Lions are scary. Lions are no fun at all.”

Ellie silently agreed. Though this lion had doing
nothing to harm them, he still seemed to be
watching them with a knowing gaze.



“Go away you big beast. We don’t want to be friends
with you. You're scary and you're mean and you have
the sharp, big teeth and claws that means you eat
small creatures like me.” Mollie said, scampering

back up Ellie’s back.

'The lion opened his mouth, revealing the sad sharp
teeth and Ellie and Mollie both paused.

“I see. I guess I'll go find someone else to play with
then.”

As the lion turned his back, Ellie looked
inquisitively at Mollie.

“Wait.” Ellie said without thinking, watching as

the lion stopped walking, his tail swishing back and
forth.

“What’s your name?”

“My name is Logan.” The lion turned around and
bared his teeth in what was supposed to be a smile.

“And you're alone?” Ellie asked.
“Yes.” Logan said, the sadness obvious in his voice.

“Ellie, what are you doing? He’s going to eat me and
hurt you if you keep asking him questions.” Mollie
whispered.
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“I promise not to eat you. I don't eat monkeys and I
can’t harm an elephant when the elephant is bigger
than I am. I don’t eat a lot of meat in fact, I eat
mostly plants, although many people think that’s
weird.”

“Plants?” Mollie asked doubtfully.

“I can't stand the taste of meat. And I don't like
hurting innocent creatures.” Logan said sadly.

Ellie thought for a moment. The young lion looked
sincere enough.

“Even though you’re a lion, and you look kind of
scary, I don't think you’re going to hurt me... either
of us.” She finally said, taking a small step forwards.

Logan turned around completely and flashed his
toothy smile again. “I promise.”

“I’'m Ellie. And this is Mollie.”

“It’s nice to finally have friends.” Logan said, after

shaking Ellie’s trunk and Mollie’s tail.

“Mm-hmm”, Mollie and Ellie said in agreement.



How the Blue Whale Learned About the World

By msull

Simon knew there was a world for him outside of what he knew. He had big dreams X Blue Whale-sized
dreams. Simon wanted to meet other animals X creatures other than other Whales. He loved his blue whale
brethren, he really did. He loved them each and every one with all his heart and his very large soul. Simon
loved his Blue Whale mother and playing Marco Polo with his Blue Whale brothers and sisters and cousins
and his blue whale father and grandfather had millions of stories about every fish and every coral reef X even
the pieces of seaweed that stuck between Simon’s giant plates of teeth.

But Simon wanted more. He knew from the Whale Legends that other animals lived above the water and he
wanted to see them. He wanted to know what they did every day and how they told their stories. Did every-
body tell Whale Legends?

When Simon the Blue Whale told his family he was leaving to meet other animals, they were sad. Simon’s
mom sighed and he felt it reverberate over his whole body. Surely the waves her discontentment made rippled
to the edges of those worlds he longed to see.

“I don’t want you to go,” Simon’s dad said. “But I'm proud of you for setting out on your own.”

“It takes a lot of courage to do something different, Simon,” his mother told him, sidling up next to him and
holding his fin. “But please come back soon!”

As Simon prepared to go, Grandfather Blue Whale swam after him. “Simon!”he called. “Be careful. There are
creatures above the ground who don’t like Blue Whales. They don’t think we belong on their land.”

Simon swam for many days. He was tired and lonely when he eventually reached his first foreign shore. He
nervously laid his large head on the earth. He didn't notice he had fallen asleep until he was awoken by some-
thing soft pushing on him. Simon opened his eyes to see something very small standing next to him. It was
black and white and looked nothing like anything Simon had every seen. He was frightened.

“I'm Shen,” the creature said, peering into one of Simon’s eyes. “And I am a Giant Panda.”

“Giant?” Simon asked. “You don't exactly look giant.”

“Well,” Shen said. “To each his own. You, my friend K because you are, in fact, my friend, although you may
notice you have failed to introduce yourself but I will let it slide X are huge.”

“Compared to you, perhaps. I am the smallest Blue Whale in my pod.”

“Blue Whale? Never heard of it.” Shen sat down next to Simon, kicking his padded feet out in front of him.
“Bamboo?” He held a stalk out to Simon.

“I don’t think I eat that,” Simon said.

“Cant know until you try it, friend. And I will call you friend because you have not introduced yourself still and
I do not know your name.”

“Simon. And I suppose I will try your food. It seems the friendly thing to do, and I do want to be your friend.”
Shen walked to the edge of the forest and retrieved a couple more stalks of bamboo. When he returned he
held one out to Simon who opened his mouth. They spent they day chewing bamboo and sharing stories.

“Do Giant Pandas tell whale legends?” Simon asked.

“Of course not!” Shen laughed. “We tell Panda Tales!”

“Tell me a Panda Tale.”

'The story that Shen told was long and colorful and took Simon’s mind away to palaces of gold and houses in
high trees. The trees on the shore were the first Simon had ever seen and he imagined his new friend climbing
one.

“And that is why, every seventh day, the Giant Pandas plant bamboo,” Shen concluded. “The bamboo are sa-
cred, they give us life and sustain us, so it’s important that we sustain them too.”

“I never thought about it like that,” Simon said, almost in a whisper. “Thank you for sharing your Panda Tale
with me.”

“Any time, friend Blue Whale. Maybe when you go back to the Whales you can teach them how to honor the
40



ocean like we honor the bamboo.”

“I think I will.”

Simon left the shores of the Giant Panda in good spirits. He had made a friend and learned something he could
teach his family. And he had a story he could tell his father and grandfather!

For three more days Simon swam. This time when Simon picked his head up on a shore the world looked com-
pletely difterent. While Shen’s world was green and red, this land was all white. Nearby there were nearly invisible
animals. Simon could see their eyes and toes but they too were white. Most of the animals were about the size of
Simonss friend Shen, but the one closest to him was very small.

“Hello,” Simon said to it. The creature did not move. “Would you like to be my friend?” It shook its head, sending
flakes of white into the gray sky, and ran away toward the larger animals. Simon watched the small animal leave.

A moment later, one of the larger animals walked toward Simon.

“Leave this place. You do not belong here and are not wanted.”

Simon felt a pang in his enormous blue whale heart. Nobody in the ocean had ever told Simon to go away. He had
never known the feeling of being unwanted.

“I would just like to know what kind of animal you are,” he said, timidly.

“What we are? We are Polar Bears. We are the rulers of this land. And we have had enough of intruders. Leave
this place.”

'The Polar Bears turned and left and Simon slunk back under the waves. The world above the water was cold and he
did not like it any more. Back in the safety of the ocean, Simon heard a distant whale call. Feeling suddenly home-
sick, he swam toward it. When he reached the whale he saw that it was his grandfather!

“Grandfather!” Simon was so happy to see him. “Polar Bears are such cruel creatures!”

“Oh Simon, that is not true.”

“Itis! It is, grandfather.”

“Did you meet every Polar Bear?” Simon’s grandfather asked him.

“No,” Simon said slowly. “I guess I met one.”

“So one Polar Bear was unwelcoming. That doesn’t mean all Polar Bears are bad animals, Simon.”

Simon thought about that for a long time. He spent two days swimming with his grandfather and saying very little.
He was busy thinking. Finally after pondering that for two whole days, Simon told his grandfather he wanted to go
back to see more Polar Bears.

“What for?” Grandfather Blue Whale asked.

“I want to meet a nice one. I want to make a Polar Bear friend and find out if Polar Bears tell Whale Legends.”
“I'm glad. Maybe you’ll find one who is different.”

Simon swam back in the direction that he had come from, but he made sure to come up on a different shore this
time. When he did, it did not look like the land of the Polar Bears. Instead he saw something smaller, and brown.
'There were lots of them lying on rocks. Simon swam closer and heard them talking loudly to each other.

“Hello!” Simon called, trying to speak up so they could hear him.

“Hello!” Simon looked for who had called back to him and saw one of the largest of the creatures sitting up and
smacking its fins together. Simon swam toward the noise.

“Hello,” he said again. “My name is Simon and I am a Blue Whale.”

“Wonderful! My name is Ferdinand and I am a Sea Lion. A Steller Sea Lion, to be exact. What are you doing in
these parts, friend Blue Whale?”

“I am on an adventure,” Simon said proudly.

“Oh how marvelous! You left all your other Whales, did you? You are a brave Whale, indeed!”

“Do you tell Whale Legends?”

“We tell Sea Lion Stories. But I bet you they are very similar to Whale Legends. We tell a story about a young Sea
Lion who wanted to seek knowledge just like you. He knew how important it was to learn about other animals.
One day, I bet there will be a Whale Legend about Simon the Courageous Blue Whale who wouldn't settle for only
knowing one side of the story.”

“I hope so,” Simon said, beaming his giant Blue
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The Re-Birthday Party

by Suzanne Farrell Smith and Marie Elise Mounier

“Shhhhh!” says Polar Bear, trying to stop his giant
body from quivering. “She’s going to be here any
second.” Quiver, quiver, quiver. He can’t stop these
fizzies and pops.

“I'm so excited!” exclaims Pacific Walrus. He, too, is
unable to hold it inKl his is easily the most exciting
moment of his life. “It’s here! It’s here!”

“Dear Wally,” says Leatherback Turtle in his kind
old grumble, “You remember what it was like back
then.” But Pacific Walrus doesn’t like to remember
those dark times.

Polar Bear nods. “Thanks to the great strength and
fortitude of our ancestors, and with the help of
determined humans, we made it to this day.”

Magellanic Penguin and Leatherback Turtle finish
tacking up the end of the banner. “We’ve done good,
Magellan,” Turtle tells her. The four friends admire

the fortuitous words:
Happy 100th Re-Birthday, Tiger!

Years ago, Tiger’s birthday wouldn’t have possible.
In 2011, Tiger was one of the most endangered
species in the world. She was lonely at the top of
this notorious list. Luckily (or unluckily, since they
too found themselves on the dreaded list), Polar
Bear, Magellanic Penguin, Pacific Walrus, and
Leatherback Turtle became Tiger’s best friends. And
they have remained loyal, even during the darkest
times: “The Endangerment.” Together, as the top
five endangered species, they had faced an uncertain
tuture.

But the future is here. And so are the friends.
They’re celebrating 100 years since Tiger was
taken off the endangered species list. It’s her “re-
birthday.” All the others have been taken off, too,
but Tiger was the first. The friends have joyously
and thankfully celebrated many birthdays together,
and this one, the 100th, is the biggest.
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'They gather at the door, waiting for Tiger to appear.
She doesn’t disappoint. They see her color first, like
they always do. Burning orange. She pauses to flex
her thick paws and stretch each of her strong hind
legs. As she preens her coat, her ears prick up to the
sound of whispering. Her four friends can never
surprise her with her keen ears, but she decides to
act surprised anyway. Tiger’s happy that they have
all made it this far in this enormous human-restored
habitat.

Tiger feigns surprise when her friends suddenly

burst out, shouting, “SURPRISE!”

Magellan, Turtle, Polar Bear and Wally rush over to
Tiger and each take a turn hugging her. The happy
birthday song soon follows. After some delicious
and nutritious cake and drinks from their fresh
waterhole, Tiger curls up next to her friends and
says, “I have a surprise for all of you guys, too.”

“Aww, Tiger must have known about our surprise
party, in order to plan a generous return gift. I told
you we wouldn't be able to fool her,” Wally sighs.
“Of course I was surprised,” Tiger says as she winks
at Turtle. “This surprise has been a long-time
coming and it’s something for us all.”

“Don't keep us in suspense,” Magellan says as she
waddles over to Tiger and waits.

“Friends, the efforts of the human animals have
finally resulted in our original habitats being
cleaned up and renewed. We can now meet others
like us. We can add to this loving family with more
elegant penguins like you, Magellan, and see what a
Leatherback with some spring in her step would be
like.” Polar Bear and Turtle embrace and cry tears
of happiness while Magellan and Wally laugh and

splash everyone from the waterhole.”

What a wonderful surprise for all this day has been!



Abena, Dayo and Pandu

By misterpeterson

In today’s age of “immediate gratification” the
children of the developed world are advancing at
an increased pace, while children of third world still
practice the necessary skills to survive with a focus
on food and shelter.

Enter ABENA, the African Giraffe, and her friends
DAYO, the joyous zebra, and PANDU, an artistic

Fishing Forever (Word Haiku)

By Kevin Nhieu
'The penguin and polar bear,
Keep each other company on the iceberg,

Damn global warming, amici aeterni.
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meerkat. Together, they roam from village to village,
showing children customs and skills necessary to
live in modern day Africa and Asia. Their message
is one of acceptance and understanding in a hope
that the stories inform and entertain children in
developed countries about the different cultures of
the places they visit.
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Jungle Buddies
By bunnybird

'This is a tale about the power of believing that
those things exist somewhere. Or maybe just about
tollowing the part of your heart that knows there's
more to discover.

Once upon a time there was a chameleon. He
wasn't at all like other chameleons he knew. They
liked to lounge in the sun, then run and hide from
danger. "You mustn't talk to the other animals,"
his parents told him. "The others are too different,"
his chameleon friends said. None of the others
would dare leave the cluster of rock and leaves
where they all lived. But this chameleon knew
there was something more for him the world than
cowering gray under rocks. And so, one fine day,
the chameleon set out to find his future in the
world around him.3

There was not a lot to see at first other than leaves
and branches and the kinds of things you generally
find in jungle-y places like the place the chameleon
made his home. Suddenly, bright colors filled the
chameleon's vision and a loud squawking filled his
ears. Just above him was a large bird, the likes of
which he had never before seen. The chameleon
was afraid and wanted to run and hide, but deep
down, he knew there was another way.

"Hello," the chameleon said in the boldest voice he
could manage.

"Hello!" the bird replied. "What sort of bird are
you?"

"I am not a bird at all," the chameleon laughed, "I
am a chameleon. What are you?"

'The bird drifted down until she sat alongside
the chameleon. Up close her feathers seemed to
shimmer in the light that drifted down through
the trees. She shook herself and puffed out her
chest.

"I am a Macaw. I am, in fact, one of the grandest
birds you will ever see. You may call me Elise."

'The bird ruffled her feathers proudly and took a
few strutting steps. Then she turned to face the
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chameleon eye to eye. "What is a chameleon and

what shall I call you?"

'The chameleon took a step backward and tried his
best to puft himself up too. "I'm a lizard of sorts.
You may call me Charlie."

"How do you do, Charlie? Do you fly?"

Charlie shook his head. "No."

Elise snorted. It was the sort of noise that made
Charlie feel ashamed of what he was. "How, then,
will you stay safe from danger?"

"I can climb, though. To the very tops of the trees
if I must. And then, I change color and blend in
with the world around me."

"Blend in? Blend in, you say? Where's the fun in
that?"

Charlie shrugged, or made a motion as much
like shrugging as a chameleon can manage.
"Sometimes, being still is the best thing to do."

Elise preened her feathers for a moment before
uttering another word. Charlie waited, turning
the dark brown of the decaying wood on which he
stood.

"Impressive," Elise said, "I wouldn't have known
you were there if I hadn't seen you change. Do you
want to meet my friends?"

Charlie nodded eagerly. He would like nothing
better than to meet a few new friends. "Yes, thank
you. I only know other chameleons."

"Come then. Hop onto my back. Let's fly!"

'The journey to the top of Elise's tree didn't take
very long. Charlie could have climbed himself,

but it made Elise happy to share her flight with
him so he let her. Once they had reached the very
top, Elise landed in a soft nest. She stopped just a
moment before hopping over to an outcropping of



rock.

"Beetle, Harry," Elise called. "Come see, I've found us
a new friend."

Charlie slid oft Elise's back and watched in curious
amazement as a large, black beetle (large for a beetle,
anyway) and a humongous lemur stepped out from

behind a rock.
"Hello," said Charlie, "Will you be my friend?"

"Of course," said the lemur. "I'm Harry and this is
Beetle. There is fun to be had in this jungle, if you
know where to look. Would you like to play?"

"I would like that very much," said Charlie. And it
was the truth.

Ellie the Elephant and Friends

By kellelucas

Friendship, loyalty, kindness, and courage are

four important values that were taught to many
generations. Acceptance is very important in today
world. We need to learn to accept everyone for who
they are, no matter what. We need to learn to forgive.
We need to be ambitious to change the future.

Ambition, acceptance, forgiveness. With these three
values, along with friendship, loyalty, kindness, and
courage, we can teach a new generation how to
survive and not fight.

Ellie the [miniature] Elephant teaches children that
it's okay to be gay, to have gay parents, to be a nerd,

to be a jock, to be passionate about one thing in
particular, to be who we are without fear of judgement
or being bullied. She teaches us to forgive those who
do judge us, to accept everyone equally and go for our
dreams.
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Elise and Charlie and Harry and Beetle played until
they were tired from running and sore from laughing.
Then they shared a meal of honey and cold water
from a stream. When darkness began to fall, each

of the friends headed home with a promise to meet
again the next day so they could do it all again.

'The world around the four very different animals said
that none of them should be friends. They didn't listen
to the world, however, and they very grew close over
time. Together, they had many adventures that took
them to the very edges of the jungle and always back
home to be safe at night.

But those are tales for another time.

Don't just reach for the stars, go touch them.

Once upon a time, there was a miniature elephant.
All her brothers and sister grew, but she was not.

She was told that she didn't belong and was "weird."
One day, when she was playing by herself, a monkey
came by. He was told he couldn't play with the other
monkeys because he had two moms. Ellie introduced
herself and learned his name was Mikey. Mikey and
Ellie accepted each other for their uniqueness. They
set out into the world to find more friends who were
unique. They didn't want anyone to be sad because of
who they were, they wanted everyone to be happy and
accept each other and forgive those who were mean to
them.

One day, life was sad, but then it got better. They
found more friends like George the Goat and Tommy
the Tiger. They all set out to achieve their dreams
together and make the world a better place!
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The Quest for Tenure: A Choose-your-own Adventure

By scottnicholson

“A Voyage Around a Habitable Globe” was a board game that allowed
players to explore a world previously unknown to them. As they
traveled around the spaces on the board, players got to be whisked
away out of their parlors to places of excitement and adventure.

It is within this vein that I present “The Quest for Tenure,” a
choose-your-own adventure based within a world that is based upon the
reality of the life of an assistant professor, traveling up the tenure
trail. This adventure is not based within one specific school, but
rather in the well-known institution.

You are an assistant professor at Generic University, a small research
institution trying to improve its standing within the world by hiring
only the best and the brightest.. or at least the ones that are

willing to accept the below-average salary to live in the snowy
midwest and teach three classes a semester.

Do you have what it takes to achieve the glory of tenure and the title
of Associate Professor? You have five years to succeed before you
have to put in your tenure application.

To play, take out a sheet of paper, and write down the following:
Tenure Committee: Agatha, Bernie, Cathy, David, Eugene
Publications: Happy students: Irate Students:

As you reach parts of the text that give you rewards or penalties,
mark them on your sheet.

When it is time to come up for tenure, your Tenure Committee will

judge if you are worthy to join their ranks or if you will be cast

aside so that another unpaid, overeager assistant professor can take a
shot at The Quest for Tenure.

1. Welcome to your first year at Generic University! You have been
given a teaching load of six new classes for your first year, all
different. You know that this will take time away from your research.
If you choose to take on this teaching challenge, then visit
paragraph 7. If you request from Bernie, the department chair, to
have more time to focus on your research and teach multiple sections
of the same class, visit paragraph 10.
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2. Welcome to your second year at Generic University! You are given
classes that repeat the ones from last year. You are asked by a group
of students if you will be the faculty adviser for the controversial
Freedom of Gender student club. Do you accept? If yes, then visit
paragraph 11. If no, then visit paragraph 16.

3. Welcome to your third year at Generic University! You have been
asked by Agatha to “help” write a large proposal for a government
grant. You know that this will take a significant amount of time and
Agatha will take a significant portion of the credit. Do you write

the grant for Agatha? If you help her, then visit paragraph 8. If

you take the time to write your own grant proposal instead, then visit
paragraph 12.

4. Welcome to your fourth year at Generic University! You have been
asked by Bernie to serve on the awards committee. You realize that
it’s not so much a committee; instead, it’s just you. Eugene is the
only faculty member left that has not received a teaching award;
however, the students do not like Eugene. If you accept the
assignment and give Eugene the award, visit paragraph 14. If you
accept the assignment, but decide to give the award to an adjunct
professor instead who is popular with the students, visit paragraph 9.
If you turn down the assignment to focus on your research, visit
paragraph 15.

5. Welcome to your fifth year at Generic University! This is your
last year to get publications into process so that they can count for
your tenure package. Cathy asks you to join her in writing a scathing
piece that attacks David’s research. Cathy is well-established in the
field and you know her work will be published. You know that David is
popular with students, although his research is not as strong as
Cathy’s. If you join Cathy in writing her piece about David, then
visit paragraph 13. If you refuse and focus on your own work, visit
paragraph 17.

6. You have made it to your final year, where you must submit your
tenure package. If a tenure committee member is crossed off your
list, he or she is a No vote. If the tenure committee member is
circled, then he or she is a Yes vote. Otherwise, visit Paragraph 18

to see how the committee member votes.

7.You take on the teaching challenge, but manage to write no new
publications in your first year. However, the tenure committee is
pleased they don’t have to take on all of these classes, and are happy
to allow you to take on this workload. You are struggling, however,
and end up with 2 Irate Students because you are not able to keep up
with everything. Continue with paragraph 2.

8. Agatha is thrilled with your contribution, and will certainly be
voting for you for tenure! Circle her name on the tenure committee
list. However, taking this time away from your students has made them
unhappy. Gain 2 Irate Students. Continue with paragraph 4.

9. You go above and beyond the call of duty and give a special award
at graduation for a hard-working adjunct. Eugene is furious! Cross
Eugene off of your tenure committee list; however, gain 4 Happy
Students. Continue with paragraph 5.
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10. You talk to Bernie and plead to have multiple sections of the same
class. Because you did not do this early in the planning phases last
year (even though you were not hired then,) Bernie has to take over
and teach the extra classes. You are able to get 1 Publication this

year, and 1 Happy student. However, cross Bernie off of the list, as

he will not vote for you for tenure. Continue with paragraph 2.

11. You take on the faculty role of this student group. The students
are thrilled - you gain 3 Happy Students. However, Eugene does not
think this club is a good idea, and has decided that you are no longer
someone he wants to have in his department until he retires. Cross
Eugene off of your Tenure Committee list. Continue with paragraph 3.
12. You write your own grant proposal, which is funded and allows you
to write 2 Publications! However, Agatha is not happy and will not
vote for you for tenure, so cross Agatha oft of your Tenure Committee
list. Continue with paragraph 4.

13. You join Cathy in her writing project. She is pleased, and you
gain 2 Publications out of this collaboration (one where you are lead
author, and an almost identical piece where she is lead author). She
will vote for you for tenure, so circle her name on the tenure
committee list. However, David is very upset, as is his students.

Cross David off of your list for tenure, and gain 2 Irate Students.
Continute with paragraph 6.

14. You accept the assignment and are asked to present the award to
Eugene at graduation. The students are incredibly upset. Gain 4 Irate
Students. Eugene is pleased and invites you over for dinner. Circle
Eugene’s name, as you have secured his vote for tenure. Continue with
paragraph 5.

15. You turn down the assignment. Bernie does not like faculty
members who are not willing to do their share of committee work,
especially when it is a not a challenging assignment. Cross Bernie

oft of your tenure committee; you have lost his vote. Continue with
paragraph 5.

16. You decide that this student group is not a good way to spend your
time. You gain 2 Irate Students, however, you are able to use your
extra time to write 1 Publication. Continue with paragraph 3.

17. You refuse Cathy’s proposal and focus on your own work. Gain 1
Publication, but cross Cathy off of your tenure committee list, as you
have lost her vote. Continue with paragraph 6.

18. If you have more Happy students than Irate students, Bernie votes
yes; otherwise, he votes no.

If you have 1 publication and 2 more Happy students than Irate
students, David votes yes; otherwise, he abstains.

If you have more Irate students than Happy students, Eugene votes yes
(as that’s what a real teacher does, in his opinion); otherwise,

Eugene abstains.

If you have at least 3 yes votes, then visit paragraph 20. If you

have at least 3 no votes, then visit paragraph 19. If you have

neither due to abstentions, it comes down to the decision of Bernie,
the department chair - if he voted yes, then visit paragraph 20; if he
voted no, visit paragraph 19.

48



19. You failed to get tenure at Generic University! You spend a few
nights drinking, and then after reflecting on the whole process,
decide that Generic University wasn't a good place for you after all.
You go to a community college, focus on teaching, and have a full life

of making a difference by helping people get their start!

20. Congratulations! You have been awarded a lifetime contract at
Generic University! You can now join your esteemed colleagues in
judging others. Oh, and one more thing - you have also been named
Department Chair! Bernie is thrilled; however, you spend many hours
over the next few years in conference rooms, staring out the window,

Lootastic Voyage

By: Jamie Burgoon, Milena Brown, Andrea Collins, and Uma Jagtiani

Welcome to the Zootastic Voyage: Bronx Zoo
Game

Game Rules:

Follow the zookeeper to each animal “Kingdom” to
help him feed your new friends. But, don't get lost!
'The animals will get hungry and carry you back to
the front gates. Trap doors, tweeting cobras and
dashing peacocks will do their best to stop you in
your mission to feed all the other animals.

Start:

'The zookeeper will pick you up at Southern
Boulevard Gate

Your first stop along the way is the Bronx Zoo
Store where you stock up on treats for the animals
you are about to visit

Look out for loose peacocks along the path and
collect them for extra points at the end of your day

Next, you'll go to the Congo Gorilla Forest to
drop oft your 5 pounds of bananas
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'Then, head to the World of Reptiles

Look out for the tweeting Bronx Cobra who will
pick you up and slither you back to the front gate

Go to the World of Darkness to find your

favorite owl friend

Run to Tiger Mountain and climb up the hill to
teed the cats

Fly over to the World of Birds

Don’t get pecked by Polly the Parrot or you're
have to sail back to the front gate

Weave your way through the zoo and avoid the
perils of the park

Finish Line: Exit through Bronx River Gate and

collect your winnings M great day at the zoo!

Turn in any peacocks you collected to save the
animal of your choice from the extinction list
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CELEBRATE WITH A FEAST

A party honoring my grandson

By msalas4

On May 21, 2045, I will be celebrating my
grandson’s first birthday. All my life I worried this
moment might never come because I had my only
child late in life. I want to have everyone I love with
me celebrating this wonderful occasion, so I am
paying for all my guest’s trip expenses. The guests
of honor for the party are my grandson Manuel,

my son Edgar, and his partner Erin. I have invited
my sisters Wanda and Magnolia, their life partners,
and their children to celebrate with us. I have

also invited Edgar’s father and his family. Lastly, I
invited a few close friends to come and share this
occasion with me. The dinner will be at my condo in
Maui, Hawaii. There will be no fancy decorations,

only plenty of Dominican food and plenty of
Brugal rum and wine. The dinner will be buffet
style, as most Dominican parties tend to be. For
appetizers, we will have tostones and empanadas.
For the main course, we will have a variety of rice
dishes: rice and black beans, rice and red beans, rice
with veggies, rice with ham, and of course white
rice. We will also have a variety of salads: couscous
salad, tossed salad, potato salad, and macaroni salad.
No Dominican party is ever complete without a
variety of meat dishes: roasted pork, honey-glazed
ham, grilled chicken, goat stew, and pork chops. For
dessert, deliscious tres leche cake and flan. It will be

a feast fit for a king!

Good News Tastes Good No Matter How You Say it

By Inventivehero

It was a dark and stormy night unimaginatively,
and as the silver drops fell across the pavement
they reflect the pulsing neon light of the dim sum
restaurant’s sign. The lights dulled against the black
asphalt glow like magic. Tonight we celebrate.
Tonight I have been picked up for a season of my

new show

I have just discovered from Escapist Magazine
that they have picked up the series my pilot

pitched, and to celebrate the grand news, we head
to one of my favorite restaurants down on Mott
Street. I have lived in New York City for nearly

11 years, and I still do not know the restaurant’s
name, but we travel there just the same. All of us
sharing our favorites. All of us existing in the same
place, sharing the same moment. All of us elated.
Dumplings, and noodles, and delicacies I cant name
pass our lips as do jovialities. Celebration is not
exclusive to a single language.
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Anna’s Fancy Tony Party Menu

By ajlobster

You are cordially invited to Anna Marquardt's Tony Award Dinner Party
In Celebration of Ms. Marquardt's Tony Award (Obviously)
On February 28, 2021

at 8 o'clock in the evening

First Course
Fried Cheese Curds from The Old Fashioned in Madison, Wisconsin
Second Course

Brussels Sprouts with Bacon from Motorino in Brooklyn, NY
Milkshake Course

Chocolate Milkshake from Kopp's Custard in Milwaukee, WI
'Third Course
Cheese Plate, featuring Humboldt Fog and Chaource
Main Course
Shake Shack Burger from Shake Shack, New York, NY
Post-Main Course
Cuban Toast from That One Place in Tampa, FL
Fruit Course
Strawberries, Oh So Many Strawberries
Dessert
Chocolate Cube from Park Avenue Winter in New York, NY
Drinks
Newcastle Ale, Tamposas, Cucumber Vodka Sodas, Johnnie Walker Blue Label

Guest List

My immediate family and step-family
My friends
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Midnight Picnic

By jsinderbrand

It was supposed to be a quiet dinner together. Some
olives. Wine. A good twist bread from the corner
Italian bakery. A hard Manchego.

I was looking forward to sitting on the fire escape.
Hoping the nosy lady across the way wouldn’t

yell at us. Not that we'd be the only people out
there. I could almost guarantee we'd have at least
two conflicting soundtracks, but - for at least a
tew blissful minutes - Bach would triumph over
Beyonce. And, if we closed our eyes, we would

be transported from the humid sticky night to a
comfortable porch swing.

He showed up on time for once. Maybe it was the
occasion...or maybe it was my tone when I told him
about my day. I needed this to cap it off. Make it
perfect.

He had the bread and the dark green olives
from Sahadi’s. I was a little disappointed that he

Grande Dinner- Demain

By Wishme

1. Amuse bouche: seared foie gras with rye toast
2. Appetizer: Mussels moulineres

3. Primi: Cacio e pepe spaghetti

4. Secundi:osso bucco

5. Dessert: pot de creme, bourbon bread pudding

6. apertivo: tawny port

Seated around a table of oak, worn with elbow
grooves. Bottles of wine, all sorts- mostly red- litter
the table half-full or less. Hands are titled and
sloppy and smiles abundant. Family, friends and
ex-lovers sharing stories of events long past or ones
soon to happen, or even those they’'ve wanted so
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substituted an Emmental, but it was ripe and smelly.
Just the way my grandpa would have picked it. And
I was floored by the wine. He did good.

Which just left setting up and sitting back. I
propped open the window with a phone book I
kept for just that purpose (otherwise, seriously,

why would anyone keep them around). The futon
cushion filled up the entire landing and I picked a
tew choice throw pillows to protect our backs from
the pointy bricks. All the food was balanced on the
plywood board I called a coffee table when it was in
its rightful place balanced on milk crates.

Which brings us to now. As in the present. Which I
was relishing with wine swishing around my mouth
and crumbs sticking to my lips. Exactly the way it
was supposed to be.

If he'd ever actually showed up.

long they’ve become remembered as real. Dawn
never seems to come as we eat and drink and talk
into the night. The food is savored and commented
on, compared to meals cooked, eaten and loved. One
at a time we each leave the table, just as the light
from the windows turns purple-grey.



The New and Improved Feminist Dinner Party

By gmizrahiO3

Think of an artist, whatever name comes to mind.

Let me guess, that artist was a man.

In the 1970's Judy Chicago completed her
masterpiece, titled "The Dinner Party". This
installation was a table set for a meal, where each
place setting was reserved for a different woman,
either real or mythological, that had had an effect
on the world in some way. Some women invited
included Ishtar, Emily Dickinson, Virginia Woolf,

and Artemisia Gentileschi, just to name a few.

Unfortunately, I didn't receive an invite to the party.
Therefore, instead of gatecrashing, I have decided
that I will just throw my own party, and perhaps
update the list with some notable ladies from the

last thirty-five years.

International Women's Day is on March 8th, which
seems like the perfect date to get together for an
intimate gathering with some of the most influential
women in history. Hopefully, all the original guests
will RSVP "yes", but perhaps a few additional

Curwin’s Birthday Menu

By jcurwin

1. Menu

2. Celery

3. Apples

4. Turkey legs

5. Boston Lettuce
6. banana split

7. blueberries

names will be at the table. Hillary Clinton, a
women who proves that a strong women is not only
behind her man, would be seated next to Christiane
Amanpour, who never lets being a woman stop her
from reporting with the big boys. Other women at
the table would include Shirin Ebadi, who fights for
the rights of women and children. And, of course,
no conversation with powerful women without the

Big O, Oprah.

'There will be no chocolates at this dinner party. No
tiny finger sandwiches cut into neat little triangles,
or pink drinks that taste like watermelon and have
a tiny umbrella sticking out of the top. Instead, the
girls and me will swig a few beers and down some
juicy ribs smothered in sauce. And no, we will not
pull a pack of wet-naps out of our purses, but will
lick our fingers clean and forget to clean our faces.

I will pose to them the same challenge, Think of
an artist? And hopefully, while sitting across from
some of the greatest female artists, a man’s name
wont pop into their heads, and if it does, we can
discuss what we, as women, can do to change that.

We are in Bermuda. Sand. Water. We run 20 miles on the pink sand. We are 500 strong. We laugh.
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Red and White and Second Chances

By Redjeulle

It was a balmy summer night, and the garden was
adorned with tables and chairs. Everything was
draped with white tablecloth, and there were little
yellow flowers set on tall, thin vases at the center of
each table. Everone I love and hold dear are there,

mingling and talking happily to each other.

'The moon was out, perhaps in commiseration of the
joy I'm feeling. I'm so happy I didnt even know how
to contain it. It was coming out of every pore, in
every beaming smile I kept flashing to everyone.

'The buffet table stars a whole roast pig, biting
an apple. It is the symbol of a grand feast in the

Philippines, and every self-respecting party who
would like to be called fabulous would always have
one on the table.

Dishes of every kind complemented the golden
brown skin of the pig. All decadent, fattening, and
rich. Beef and pork and chicken danced on sauces
with potatoes and carrots. Cakes and cream puffs
and a giant chocolate fondue had their own table.
Wiaiters never let a glass go empty -- red or white,
it’s their choice.

It’s my second chance at life. Everyone deserves
second chances.

A Decadent Feast To Eat Now & Forever

By Su_lLee

As there is much grief, despair, turmoil, and tragedy
in our world, there are just as many joyous moments
and reasons to celebrate our lives. People will come
and go but there are those who will forever remain
the most dear in our lives. At the end of the day
when all is said and done, we all know who these
people are and know who we want to share our
finest meals with.

Dreaming up the most decadent menu ever
imagined is something I do on a daily basis and am
lucky enough to turn into reality. I am one of those
extremely fortunate ones in this world who gets

to share the art and fun of cooking in the kitchen
with one of the most amazing people in my life. Of
all the things we've made, there are certainly some
items worthy of being on the most spectacular menu
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including spinach, zucchini, onions, mushrooms,
bacon, and top-grade cheddar cheese quiche,
chicken dumplings made with Pillsbury dough and
brie, kugel made with more than one stick of fancy
butter, brisket cooked in French onion soup made in
the sturdiest of Dutch ovens, and grass-fed filet-
mignon with a side of roasted asparugus topped
with a sage butter sauce. Birthday candles stuck into
a simple roasted red pepper stufted with a Rao’s
Marinara and rice mix or in a Yonah Schimmel’s
knish would be the icing to the non-traditional
cake.

I share this with those who believe everyday should
be celebrated as if it were their birthday and don’t
limit themselves to one of 365 days. Never hold
back -live, love, and bon apetit!



Reggel’s Banquet Feast

By Reggels

Everyone who is a friend of mine is invited. They
should all bring 2 of their friends that I don’t know

so that there will be an awesome mix of people.

It will be a potluck and though some people don't
think that will be the best meal ever, I happen to
love variety. I will also send every guest a personal
chef that will tweak their original recipe just in case
it doesn't taste good.

A recovered evening

By protimetraveler
Drinking:

Champagne with raspberries dropped in, pale ales,
sweet dark beers, whiskeys, wines, pastis, sparkling
lemonade, clean water with ice that doesn’t melt

Eating:

Corn on the cob rolled in feta butter garnished with
mint

Baked peaches with ricotta and sprinklings of cocoa
Grilled eggplant with lebneh

Salt-rubbed, lemon-infused Cornish hens roasted
over coarsely chopped carrots, Vidalia onions, and
summer squash

Wheat berries mixed with chopped, dried apricots,
and candied walnuts

Desserts: Apple pie. Pana Cotta. Dates. Macarons.
Chocolate hazelnut cake. And every ice cream flavor
ever imagined.

Celebrating: Birthdays can be daunting, simply
reminiscent of aging. Perhaps in place of a birthday
the event should be a dinner for a second chance.
A single day that is an escape from the metric of
time. Ending only when the day would naturally
come to an end from a restful satiation. An evening
to go back and enjoy with loved ones, without
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I'am celebrating friendship! I want the party to

be outdoors! I want amazing living music and
audience participation for the drunken karaoke that
will ensue. Fireworks and custom made jewelry as
souvenirs would be nice too. Mosquitoes will be
taking a vacation on the evening of my dinner as
well. Hey, what more can I ask for?

knowing that sad tinge of it being a last meal, a
stolen evening. The event would stretch from the
late morning to the late evening. A day where the
summer sun dries the water from your hair and your
shoulders after a spritely swim and an evening with
a cool breeze worth dancing outdoors with.

Invited: The people in your life that I want to

have more time with. This could be a single family
member or all of them gathered together at once.
Old friends who accompanied you through the
largest changes in your life and accompanied you
well. It could be a stranger; someone whose eyes
you met while on the subway, across a waiting room,
or simply by bumping shoulders on the street. You
should be able to recover time with a person who
struck something kindred in you that you would
have liked to have shared one more meal with. A
meal that encourages prolonged discussion and the
revelation of secrets.

Where: The universal outdoors where fresh, clear
water meets a sandy beach or a grassy lawn. Tents
made of heavy canvass over unfinished wood have
been set up over large paper lanterns. The dinner
will be in a majestic wood in a majestic town worthy
of Aslan, Huck, or Marquez. A myriad of candles
will light your way at night. And music, violins and
electric guitars, will always be playing.

Everything lost will be recovered.
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REQUEST SOMETHING AWESOME

PLEASE DELIVER THE FOLLOWING TITLES VIA
PNEUMATIC TUBE AT EARLIEST CONVENIENCE:

By Chrislamb

- Volumes 17 - 23 of "People I Never Actually Liked: The Final Bile of Luke Westernbury of Cardiff
(Fourth Edition)"

- The "K" installment of "The Hollowed-Out World: An More Useful Encyclopedia. Book cavity should
include one (1) Knife, three (3) Kites, twenty (20) Kitten Hairs and one-half (1/2) a Knowing Smile.

- One (1) first edition of "Next Monday: The Mostly Unhelpful Prophesies of Marla Kittering"

- The most recently returned copy of "The Carnivorous Word" by Alphonse Kordova (Last checked out by
Terry McBride).

- Mr. Terry McBride's left hand and gold Rolex watch, last seen slipping in to the mawl between pages 346
and 347 of "The Carnivorous Word" (any condition)

- The dozen or so mature Biblious Sciuridae, a squirrel-like rodent roughly the size, shape, and texture of the
1972 Farmer's Almanac spotted by security on Monday night.

- One (1) copy of the "LEGO Bible", composed entirely of red, blue, and yellow bricks.

- All thirty-seven (37) volumes of "Pharaohs In Heat: The Untold Sexy Downfall of Ancient Egypt"

- A 1996 edition of "Unspoken Wishes of American Children, L-N"

- A third edition printing of "Electricity, Elephant Executions, Sandwiches, and other Things Edison Got
Wrong" by Nikola Tesla.
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Pneumatic Tubes

By brooklyknight

'This was our first find. We've got teamwork on our
minds. This was our first find. We've got teamwork
on our minds.This was our first find. We've got
teamwork on our minds.This was our first find.
We've got teamwork on our minds.This was our first
find. We've got teamwork on our minds.This was
our first find. We've got teamwork on our minds.
'This was our first find. We've got teamwork on our
minds.This was our first find. We've got teamwork
on our minds.This was our first find. We've got
teamwork on our minds.This was our first find.
We've got teamwork on our minds.This was our first
find. We've got teamwork on our minds.This was
our first find. We've got teamwork on our minds.
'This was our first find. We've got teamwork on our
minds. This was our first find. We've got teamwork

PonyExpressFAILURE

By cosmicautumn

on our minds.This was our first find. We've got
teamwork on our minds.This was our first find.
We've got teamwork on our minds.This was our first
find. We've got teamwork on our minds. This was
our first find. We've got teamwork on our minds.
'This was our first find. We've got teamwork on our
minds. This was our first find. We've got teamwork
on our minds.This was our first find. We've got
teamwork on our minds.This was our first find.
We've got teamwork on our minds.This was our first
find. We've got teamwork on our minds.This was
our first find. We've got teamwork on our minds.
'This was our first find. We've got teamwork on our
minds. This was our first find. We've got teamwork
on our minds.This was our first find. We've got
teamwork on our minds.

WARNING: Pony Express system felled by unexpected outbreak of moldy hoof disease. Please send the

following via Pneumatic Tube System:

One 14 month old Golden Retriever and Saint Bernard Mix. THANKS

Food on Demand - Not Just for Star Trek Anymore

By Christina

As a foodie, I would have to use the future tubes
system to fulfill cravings. This would have to be
along the lines of the Star Trek replicator system,
which was a childhood dream of mine, and still
needs to be invented. Imagine the possibilities when
your favorite dish pops out of a tube on request.

Imagine being able to be in the mood for authentic
sushi and have it come right from Japan in just a
moment's time. Or for someone living far from
home, this invention might quell the feelings of

homesickness just a little bit with a quick order of
something familiar and comforting. I spent some
time living in Spain, and I get so nostalgic for the
country but also the food sometimes. It's hard to
get anything like it here in the U.S. So high on my
list would be the holiday marzipan candies, paella,
authentic tortilla, and pears from Asturias. Those
pears were the best fruit I have ever eaten, and if I
can ever taste fruit as juicy again, I would be very

happy.



The Pneumatic Tubes

By Team Zero

'These pneumatic tubes once were used to send
book requests to another part of the library. You
could stick a request inside a capsule, place the
capsule in a tube, wait a few minutes, and your
book comes back out... almost like magic! The
NYPL doesn't use the tubes today. But if you could
request ANYTHING to be delivered to you right
now what would it be? Imagine these tubes could
bring you something from anywhere in the world.
Request an object that's roughly the size of a library
book... something that you couldn't get on your
own. Collect answers from at least 10 other people
to this question, and submit your requests as a list.

My dream is to travel the world, meet new people
and experience this cultures first hand. So if I could
request anything from the Pneumatic Tubes to be
delivered to me it would be an around-the-world
plane ticket, first-class of course. I can spend my
time moving from country to country trying new
tfoods, meeting new people and learning about their
lives.

~Scott Kostolni (Team Zero)

‘There are many things in the world that are
important or special. In my mind the only thing

in the world that I would want delivered to me
would be a hand written letter that was written and
postmarked from London. I hate to think that the
hand written word is coming to an end and this

letter would always remind me of how things began.

'The letter would remind me if all the places I could
go and all the things that I could learn. One single
letter could be the beginning of a whole journey for
me or someone else.

~Katie Ventura (Team Zero)
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If I could have one thing from anywhere in the
world delivered to me right now through the
pneumatic tubes it would be a strawberry crepe
from a street vendor in Sienna, Italy. Sienna is one
of my favorite places in the world because of it's
history and it's beauty. One of my favorite things
about Italy's food scene are the street cart vendors.
In NYC street cart vendors sell hot dogs, roasted
chestnuts, gyros, pretzels, and much more. But in
Italy street vendors sell crepes and gelato. The street
cart crepes I had while I vacationed there were
literally the best crepes I've ever had. A perfect
mixture of fruit filling and thin, fluffy pancake.
Good eats abound in that part of the world, but
by far the most convenient and delicious were the
specialties made right in front of you on a busy

sidewalk.
~Kalina Leopold (Team Zero)

A book-sized dinosaur. My new friend, Annie
@a_danger, wants a book sized dinosaur because
they are the best creatures ever and because they run
around and are old. She thinks her love of dinosaurs
reflects her personality, because she is fierce and
determined, and not afraid to act confusing.

~Annie @a_danger

'The sheet of paper John Lennon and Paul
McCartney used to write their first song's. I just
want to see what they were thinking of and what
their original lyrics were! They're songs are so
simple and so true, y'know? So I just wanna see how

they did it.

~Lori White (Team Zero)



We've become consumed in a technological age.
Every coftee shop is almost inevitably filled with
students on their laptops furiously writing their
term papers. Businessmen can be found on every
sidewalk, rambling off their latest orders to an
undisclosed recipient on the other end of the phone.
I have consistently confessed that I would be lost
without the luxury of having so much information
accessible to me at any given time with the advent
of the smartphone. What would life have been like
20, even 10 years ago if we had the technological
prowess we currently boast? If a magical pneumatic
tube was capable of providing me with anything I
requested, I would certainly be most curious of the
technological advancements that have yet to see the
light of present day. The possibilities of being able
to analyze that technology and possibly replicate

it much earlier on in our historical timeline could
potentially be incredibly beneficial and educational
to us.

~Tina Amini (Team Zero)

If it's not too difficult to come by, I would like a
tightly sealed capsule. Residing within it would

be the first instance of life on Earth and it would
be packaged with a sample of its immediate
environment. From this, scientists could finally
conclusively answer the question of where life came
from. Did it develop around an undersea vent?
Wias it brought to Earth by a meteor? Knowing for
certain how life first developed is important to not
only the progress of science, but also our identity as
living beings and citizens of the universe.

~Andrew Gonsalves (Team Zero)

I would want to receive a vial of dragon’s blood for
several reasons. First and foremost, it would prove

59

that dragons do in fact exist. It would also grant me
magical powers. Also, if dragons exist, wizards most
likely also exist and I would be able to sell it to them
for large amounts of gold.

~Nicole Leffel

FDR's journal from when he came up with the
WPA, and the journals of all the other people
involved. My dream is to start a new, privately-
funded WPA that takes advantage of market forces
to create jobs that need to be done, but aren't done
(like train systems, trolleys, levee repairs, small town
revitalization, etc etc...). SO - I want to find out
how FDR convinced everyone so I can do it, too.

~Lori White (Team Zero)

I want to receive a vial of the zombie infection virus
so that I can unleash the zombie apocalypse. I have
been preparing for this my entire life and know that
I am ready to fight the zombie hordes. X

~Jayme Figueroa (Team Zero)




Attack of the Conservatubes!!

By MEnglish211

Winding and twisting through a dusty underground
lair, a series of crystal pneumatic tubes have

access to a highly classified vault. Built by the

US Government in 1780, this top secret vault
conceals anything the President deems "dangerous
tor the American public to witness." Over the

years, this abstract definition has been exploited

and manipulated for personal gain, whitewashing
political scandals and destroying information that
could threaten the military-industrial complex.

At approximately 10:00 PM on May 20th, 2011,
one of the access tubes was revealed on the third
floor of the New York Public Library by an
inebriated custodian, who shared the access codes
which would allow requests to be made from the
vault. For roughly two hours, we were able to order
certain artifacts from the United States' secret trove;
when this security breach was realized, the tube was
immediately filled with concrete.

In chronological order, the objects which were
ordered from the tube were:

- Nikola Tesla's original papers on the Teleforce

ray, which were seized by the FBI immediately
following the death of the inventor and were never
recovered. The original blueprint for a particle beam
weapon, Teleforce was never funded and all related
documents have disappeared from Tesla's archives.

- 'The original banana that inspired Warhol's cover
of the Velvet Underground & Nico record. The
banana itself was seen by the government to be

a symbol of a new radical culture that, among

other things, prized communism, lesbianism,
environmentalism, and plenty of other isms that the
administration saw as unseemly.

- Walter Freeman's original leucotomes, used during
his first successful transorbital lobotomy. The
government confiscated these out of spite over the
unsuccessful procedure performed on Rosemary

Kennedy.

- Jimmy Hoffa's solid gold watch offers clues to

the exact time and location of his death. Partially
encrusted in cement, stopped exactly at 8:54pm, the
existence of this watch proves that the government
knows his exact whereabouts and the exact nature of
his demise.

- 35mm color negatives of the sniper on the grassy
knoll do, in fact, exist. Adorned in a pink frock and
Sunday straw hat, it is only upon examination with
a loupe that this handsome woman with a stocky
frame is revealed to be none other than J. Edgar
Hoover.

- 'The Monsanto corporation has been blackmailing
the FDA for years, allowing them to get away with
poisoning our children with growth hormones and



robbing our agricultural workers of their livelihoods.
Compromising photos of FDA Commissioner
Margaret Hamburg fornicating with several
clydesdale horses have allowed Monsanto to
maintain their stranglehold over FDA regulations
for years.

- The discarded remnants from the Jefferson

Bible, containing some of the most mystical and
flowery language of the New Testament, have been
locked away by fearful Christian fundamentalists
in Congress. They believe these passages could
effectively disprove the existence of God, and cause
the masses to erupt in hedonistic Atheism.

- A novelette penned in 1901 by Mark Twain was

a thinly veiled parody on J.P. Morgan's egotism,
chauvinism, and maddening addiction to opium.
Unbeknownst to even those closest to Morgan,

the "cigars" he chain-smoked were imported from
the far East, packed with powerful opiates. Twain
stumbled upon this fact by accidentally taking

a puff, and smugly decided to write a satire on
Morgan's life. Before the book could be published,
an enraged Morgan paid the government inordinate
amounts of money to bury all transcripts before they
could ever see the light of day.

- Incriminating documents that put Barr
Pharmeceuticals and the Kotex corporation at the
center of a biological catastrophe have been tightly
sealed and deemed "classified." Barr, a leading

drug manufacturer specializing in contraception,
recently unleashed the birth control pill Seasonique,
promising women "freedom" and "liberation”

from menstruation. It reduces the number of
annual menstrual cycles from 12 down to 4, and
they intend to eventually eliminate menstruation
altogether. The pill was rushed to market despite the
overwhelming evidence that it can and will render
many women sterile, or cause birth defects if they
do become pregnant. When the devastating side
effects hit in 10-20 years, the evidence implicating
Barr and Kotex will be safely tucked out of sight.
Hundreds of thousands will suffer, while these
corporate executives are kicking up their heels on a

double decker yacht.

- An unpublished treatise by philosopher David
Kellogg Lewis which explains all of religion in the
startlingly simple language of modal realism. In
the treatise, Lewis suggests that every religion is
real to the extent that there is some spatiotemporal
world in which that religion's tenets holds, and that
no religion is real to the extent that its tenets hold
in the actual world. It was believed by the powers
that be that reading this treatise would lead to a
massive rejection of religious dogma and religiously
motivated action, forcing people to generally be
good to each other without a supernatural carrot
and stick, and overall increasing free thinking, which
is dangerous to all governments.



Pneumatic Bees

By Rememdium

Team BEES' Requested Awesomeness

1. Packet of Gauloise cigarettes.

2. Pooka Dog. Gourmet hot dog from Hawaii, with pineapple and relish.

3. A tube of Portuguese custards from this tiny shop on the outskirts of Lisbon, by the cloisters.
4. Stoney Tangawizi, a Kenyan ginger ale.

5. A beef and cheddar croissant from Portillo's.

6. A butterly from Nabokovi's collection.

7. A small puppy.

8. A simple beginner's harmonica. And a book to teach me to play it.

9. A box of truffles. Real truffles, that pigs sniff out, not the chocolate ones.

10. The Hope Diamond mounted in titanium.

Pneumatic Tubes of Loss and Magic
by brf
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Go Ahead, Make a Wish

By bunnybird about 9 hours ago

1.’The horn from the last unicorn
2.The Holy Grail

3. Goblet of Fire

4. A bar of platinum

5. A genie's lamp

6. An iPad

7. Merlin's spell book

8. The world's hardest board game
9. Charlie's chocolate bar

10. A piece of the Blarney Stone

Yes I'd like to place an order for....

By protimetraveler

1. THE LIST

2. A brownie Sundae

3. A brownie with milk

4. febreze

5. Happiness.

6. Personal pan pizza

7.iPad

8. a million dollars

9. a miniature pillow (2)

10. a bowl of a really incredible ramen

11. an in and out and double double
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The Pneumatic Game

By Tatianathelibrarian

Nomadic herds creating dramatic epics on a climatic night. All connected through The Game at NYPL-

Pneumatic Tubes of Loss and Magic

By Wishme
Ziptube. Heartbeats

Pneumatic Tubes

By Indigenous Pigeon

Library in Queens, banks, lollipops

Put It In Your Pocket

CapeKid

twixley
nnebeluk

Robot lan
NotTheMermaid
idealect

julia

ianmacg

Shora ﬂour‘ M\r\cl,
Dhare Youe Mermories .

ind ail
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UNDO A CURSE

Arachnid of Shalott

By jadeparade

Always present when I return,

Lurking beneath every fern,

Weaving steadily till you adjourn,

To harvest the carcasses you have earned,

Arachnid of Shalott.

Oh I've wished for your demise,

In a natural way, for though I despise

I could not smash, only say goodbyes

As you seek your fortune and fill of flies,

Arachnid of Shalott.

If only a curse could begin your migration,
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Away from my quaint station,

Yet perhaps it’s my allocation

And so I pondered

If T were to make the journey in your stead,
When I return and find you in my bed

I won't be as scared of you,

Arachnid of Shallott.

For experience gained, and knowledge won,

'The start of things, what’s to come,

Learning skills, and having fun,

Can break this curse and no longer frozen dumb

We can live in peace, Arachnid of Shallot.



To Become a Writer

By amystettler

In the library brightly lit,

There a writer thinking sits.
Chin in hand, her thoughts form
But no words on page are born.
How to write a spell she ponders
Will I finish this, she wonders.
Then she thinks, this is the fear
That clings to me year after year.
All T want to do is write,

But prevented am I by fright.

Curse of the Quiet

By astienon

Cursed with fear of scorn and laughter
You never have a carefree manner.
Forever, you ruled by silence,

Afraid to speak without more guidance.

‘Thoughts have echoed in your head,

Of all the things you left unsaid,

To get ride of this self-consciousness,
‘Throw together one part confidence,

A dash of talent, a splash of love,

A pinch of passion, the courage to rise above.

'The memory of all the authors who
Found their own successes, too.
Combine all the ingredients together,
'Then that lonely writer can discover

That her fear has gone away

And she WILL write another day.

Of all the things you didn’t do,

Of all the fears you never slew.

On this day, unlock your mind.
Forget your fears of those unkind.
I free the words caught in your throat

So you can speak what you have wrote.



Lady of Shalott

By CharBear

Rewriting history--kind of like what we're doing?

A Spell to Release the Past

by Beth Ann Mastromarino

Curses are indeed real; They are made up of the
energy we weave about ourselves to prevent us from
doing what we are truly meant to do. Achieving
your goal can be so much more frightening than
the prospect of failure that many of us don’t even
try. What happens when we achieve said goal? How
do you move on from something that has been the
focus of your life for so long? I have faced this in
my own life, time and time again. When it comes
to letting go of the past, this is one the spells I have
used. It is an authentic spell. A gift from me, a
Priestess of the Society of Diana, an Italian Pagan
tradition, to you, Dear Reader. May the energies
conjured here cleanse, release and inspire you.

“I sing, O Muse, in your dwelling place; Where the
tuture is built upon the stacks of the past. I pray you,
honored triplicity, grant us your gifts of inspiration,
reflection and eloquence. Guide us through these
marble halls to treasures vast, so that through the

art of play we might lay the foundation for the great
work ahead.In the spirit of collaboration I invoke

thee! Hail and Welcome!”

Light incense in the East, and a candle in the
South. Place a dish of water in the West and
another of earth (sand or dirt) in the North.

Stand in the center and raise your arms in prayer.
Take a deep breath and release your full voice into
the air, intoning an “O.” Feel it vibrating in your
chest.

Move to the North and hold the container of earth,
letting any negative energy seep into it, wicking
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away from your body.

“Earth, heal me. Ground me. Give me a solid
toundation upon which to build and manifest my
dreams.

Move to the East and let the incense waft over you,
the air carrying away any negative thoughts and
tears.

“Air, heal me. Inspire me. Give me the peace of
mind to create a new vision for my future.”

Move to the South and bask in the light of the

candle.

“Fire, heal me. Burn away that which no longer
serves me. Shine a guiding light upon my path”

Move to the West and sprinkle yourself with the

water.

“Water, heal me. Wash away the past: pain and
regret begone! Cleanse me and prepare me to feel
the full range of emotions as I move into the future.”

Move back to the center and touch the ground.
Reach for the sky. Hold your arms out as if

embracing the whole of Creation.

“I forgive myself the past. I relase that which does
not serve me. I embrace the future and who I will

be! Hail!”

Blessings on your journey!



Breaking the Curse

By christine.m.longo

My curse began when I was 13 years old. I was sick.
While my friends went on to live "normal" lives,
I'lived in children's hospitals and went through
painful treatments and encountered seemingly
devastating setbacks. Through the 8 years that I
was sick, the knowledge that this disease that I had
would eventually go into remission was the light at
the end of the tunnel, that I kept hoping would get

closer.

Sometimes it was like when you wait for the subway.
You know...when you fool yourself into thinking
that there is a faint glow or a small reflection

that wasn't there the last time you looked, which
must mean the train is here. Then you realize that
nothing has changed and you are still waiting. I
waited for a long time. Finally, the train arrived,
and I got on. Finally, I got to sit and rest while I
traveled toward my stop.

'The Lady of Shalott travels away from her curse
and has the courage to remember why leaving is
more important than staying. 'The confinement she
endured justifies the risk that freedom brings.

In her memory, I write this spell:
Everything that you have now

Is twice as rich and twice as beautiful

Regio
By Wishme
Take a turn on a ferris wheel

Pack a peck of pins

Drain a measure of swallow's spit

Never forget where you were
When things are hard

Remember

Everything you have now

Is everything she dreamed of

And even when it is hard to see
You must keep your eyes open

For when you see her

And you see yourself

Look at both truthfully and honestly
Honor both truthfully and honestly
By giving yourself the freedom

To give a voice to both

'The strength that you will gain
Will never allow such a curse

To ever return

Dine at night on the eaves of cathedrals
Lose yourself in the Labyrinth

Speak your name three times to the wind and

carry yourself off to fairyland

Weave it through your hands



Curse of the Umbrella

By mandersgreen

Umbershoot, umbershoot
Fail me not today
Al Roker said it would rain this eve

But the rain's now kept at bay

I carry you to work and back
And not a drop falls on my head
But the moment I leave you at the door

I'm drenched like soggy bread

Accident no more

By gmehta

Let go of your silly mindset

otherwise you will always fret

falling in heels or spilling on your clothes

it is the thing of the past, no one has to know!
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Oh, blue umbrella which often breaks
I curse you when you are here
But now, as I stand here with soggy toes,

I wish that you were near

Please break this curse of the umbershoot
For I don't mind if the sun shines when I have you

But I don't want to stand, cold in the rain, without

my trusty (albeit expensive) "Big Blue"



Intake

By bfioresil

I always pulled at this world

through netted teeth

taken in slivers of its fruit

but felt its oils slicking on my surfaces
heard the echo of seeds

churn bitter against molars

a cold fresh wicking

at my throat

Even the worst

was never enough

And if only I'd known to open my mouth
Wide

I'am

so open

now

Let go

By fullofgummibears

If you can not take the leap, why bother?

If you can not look yourself in the mirror, why
bother?

If you can not pass step one, why bother?

Your friends have faith in you, why bother?
Your parents have believe in you, why bother?
Your lover encourages you, why bother?

Teachers and professors gave their knowledge to
you, why bother?

You have all you need, why bother?

Let go of what you don't.

Curse of the Lion

By caitlin2241

You will never do
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WRITE A PRODROMUS

The Establishment and Effects of Mental Bridges

By brooklyknight

Dreams

by: Alexa Yupangco

Subject: Dreams

1.Is there any possible way to see the images, feel the emotions or register the sights and sounds in a person’s
mind while they’re dreaming?

2.1Is there a way to induce dreaming? And, second to that, is it possible to actually bottle these difterent
kinds of dreams up to preserve them and use them to induce future dreams?

3. Can you control (consciously) what you dream about?

4.Is there a way to compile all your dreams or have a machine do it for you so that you can look back at and

preserve them?
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CALVIN’S ONTOLOGICAL PRODROMUS: ON CONSCIOUSNESS,
THE NATURE OF OBSERVED REALITY, AND PURPOSE

By Boink Progress Inc.

Currently, there is very little agreement among
people as to the relationship between this Physical,
observed Reality and other potential Realities, be
those alternate Physical Realities or Metaphysical.
Determining that there is (or is not) existence
"beyond" this observed Reality has been an
investigation confounding the brightest minds of
every discipline--literature, science, philosophy,
art--throughout history. This determination

is complicated further by general uncertainty
about the nature and purpose (if such exists) of
*this* Plane: is the world “but a stage” Is life “a
dream”™ Is our Reality an inexorable, unfeeling
process of purely physical reactions set in motion
by indeterminate origin? Are all Consciousnesses
experiencing the same Reality? Is it even possible
to confirm that Consciousness than our own exist,
or even, that our own “exist”?> What does it even
mean when we refer to something as “Real”?

Though daunting, progress towards answering
these questions has been madel®# om deeper
understanding of the physical processes governing
the “rules” of this observed existence, but also from
philosophically novel perspectives building on the
queries of the past now informed by technological
possibility. Man has long created MachinesX

only now are these Machines capable of reflecting
“intelligence”. We currently distinguish between
this “intelligence” as “Artificially” separate from
ours, but as Machines gain understanding of

their physical surroundings in a manner equal to
or surpassing our own, will that distinction hold
meaning? Growing numbers of scientists theorize
that within our lives a “Technological Singularity”

Mysterium Cosmographicum

By snufkin

Kepler still believed un platonic silids

will be met, where our Machines become capable
of enhancing their own knowledge at rates greater
than we can even fathom. Will self-awareness or
intellectual superiority of Machines invalidate Is
it possible that what we consider to be Authentic
Consciousness is in its own right created by some
other being (or beings), and if so, would that being
tulfill a concept of “God”?

Shakespeare was able to consider the possibility
that this world was a performance. Human
programmers are now capable of designing

entire computer art worlds representing “Sims”
participating in elaborate performative games for
mass consumption. Culturally, we are fascinated

by “Reality” Television purporting to represent
genuine people placed in elaborate fantasy scenarios
for the end of our entertainment. We may well
within 100 years come to understand that all along,
this understood Reality has been an elaborate
performance for others beyond our site; or that we
are all participating in a Game in which the Players
may choose not to reveal themselves, or are unaware
they are playing, or are playing for somebody else
ends. Perhaps there is a Moral element, where our
individual and collective Wills are being tested

for the sake of advancement along a continuum

of expanding awareness, or for some higher
Metaphysical achievement.

Our task over these next 100 years is to acquire
knowledge so that we might begin defining answers
as best we can for these existential questions, as the
entirety of thought has sought to do before us.



Johannes Kepler's Mysterium Cosmographicum
and the first piece of science fiction EVER.

By ThereseHeather

I have loved Johannes Kepler since I learnt that he
wrote the FIRST piece of SCIENCE FICTION
EVER. His sci-fi work is called "Somnium" and

it was inspired by the cosmological observations

of the moon by Galileo Galilei using his "optik
tube" (aka the telescope!). "Somnium" is about a
boy named Duracotus and his mother, an Icelandic
witch, Fioxlhilda, and his journey over a bridge to
the moon to meet "lunar demons" (aliens)! And to
think "Somnium" began as a dissertation defending
Copernicanism, or the theory of heliocentrism. But
it ended up being about aliens.

(By the way, in the year 2021, I will produce a

Mysterium Prolificum

By delvebelow
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film of Kepler's "Somnium" and it will star Tilda
Swinton as Fioxlhilda and James Gordon-Levitt as
Duracotus. You heard it here first.)

Now, what is awesome about Mysterium
Cosmographicum? It's Kepler's use of the Platonian
solids. These solids are the hexahedron, tetrahedron,
icosahedron, dodecahedron, and octahedron and
these solids are said to shape the universe. Keploer
had proposed that the universe was organised based
on these shapes and he was proved wrong. However,
in 2004 NASA found some information that could

prove otherwise...



Five Questions of Gravity

By aterribleidea

How can we harness gravity as a truly endless How can we alter the gravity of other heavenly
source of power for the Earth? bodies to make existing across multiple planets
possible?

How can we more easily escape the effects of gravity

to make space travel more accessible? Can we eliminate all these questions by approaching
the effects of gravity from another angle?

How can we manipulate the effects of gravity to

reduce the effects of space travel on the human

body?

Society's Difficulties

By heyitsjulieee

Why does history tend to repeat itself, if we're With all our advances in science and technology,
constantly growing as a society. how is it we do not make the advances to fix the

basic problems in society?
How are cognizant beings prone to make the same

mistakes that have already been made?

Mysterium Cosmographicum

By klugesan
cosmic mystery.  1596.
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PUTIT INYOUR POCKET

A Family Meal-Anywhere

By gmizrahiO3

We have built telephones, computers, and even
video game systems that are small enough to fit
into your pocket. But do you ever feel like all
that technology is weighing you down?

'The new and improved Kitchen Table 2.0 can
be compacted to the size of a credit card, and
the thickness of a sheet of paper. Now, instead
of reaching in your pocket to text a friend or
family member, you can grab a table that will

told open anywhere, allowing you to sit down
with those you love, and talk to each other
tace-to-face, rather than through a screen, all

tor only $24.99.

*The producers of this product are not

. . « »
responsible for any family “arguments
(screaming matches) that may occur while
using the tables.
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Friction mania

By gmehta

18th Century Pocket Sundial

By klugesan

18th Century Pocket Sundial

By FoulgerLibrary

Pocket-Sized Travel

By brooklyknight
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GET YOUR DIGITAL
INTERACTIVE CONTACT LENSES

*Want to know information about an object you’re looking at?
*Want to capture what you're lockingat as an image in additionto
takingit in as mental snapshot?

*Tapinto the Global Digital Information Repository Transfer (or
Global DIRT) that will deliver this information directly to your
cerebral cortex

Well, pick up your DigiView2021 Contact Lenses today from a kiosk
booth at your local shopping mall and access the world wide web

o e L

Digital Interactive Contact Lenses

By Sean DiBartolo and Mary Pasho McGregor
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Guides

By CyTheWriter

We all need guides -
whether it's a

GPS, a phone, a map,

a pocket sundial, a story,
a love.

A small thing we

carry to keep us

on our way,

to make sure we stay

on the path we need.

Of course,

as people,

we always veer

off the path,

at one point or another,
whether due to a

cloud covering the sun,
malfunctioning equipment,
a spiritual crisis
(metaphorical or otherwise).
It is, therefore, ultimately
up to us

to make our own way.
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WARN THE WORLD

Frankenstein, First Edition

By klugesan

STOP WITH THE STUFF!

By brooklyknight

Dear Consumer, You need community. Stuff is nothing. Stuft is fun,
but too much stuff is a waste. Think about all the
Stop buying so much damn stuff. You don't need stuft on Earth right now. Soemday it will be in the
it. You're just contributing to everything that is garbage. It will be replaced by new stuff, and then
ruining society. Houses to hold your stuff. Bigger that will be thrown in the garbage. Where are we

houses to hold your stuf. Piles and Piles of garbage, going to put all of our stuff?
because you throw out stuff you don't want anymore

or throw out the package your stuff comes in. YOU  Love, David Worthington Trahan
DON'T NEED STUFF! You need each other.

Frankenstein, First Edition

By glbetrkkr
my warning has become too little too late. the arrival of technology has consumed most humans walking on
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Man Without Fyre

By: Brent Barkey, Sarah Kranzberg, Emily Achler

'The glow of the screen on Sarah’s Fyre glimmered
in her eye as she ponders what signal to send her
love of three years. What a relief to finally be able
to maintain a healthy relationship without having
the hassle of having to spend long countless hours
together.

Fyre signal to BrentEsq: knw tdys a bg day. but

tmrrws mor mprtnt
Fyre signal to Sarahxoxo: ddnt forgt. gt u a presnt

The screen turns blue as a high-pitched beep rings
in his ears. The alert from @Trial by_Fyre appears
on the screen. “JudgeVictor hs joind yr Trial_by_
Fyre regrdng th mattr of Nw Yrk v. Felix De Lacey”

'The judge’s face appears suddenly on the bright
screen. He sends a Fyre broadcast to the Jury, as
12 faces appear on left side of the screen. Brent’s
eyes lock on Juror #7, who appears to be in a deep
slumber.

Fyre broadcast to Jury83619: Hs th Jry reachd a
vrdct?

As the judge broadcasts to the jury, Brent takes a
deep breath as he sets his Fyre to “focus-mode,”
although he knows his girlfriend hates it when she
can’t contact him.

Sarah struggles as her Fyre signals keep coming
back as “Undeliverable.” She gets a sudden feeling
of loneliness, knowing that this is the only means
of connection between them. Sarah shifts her focus
to her Fyre broadcast feed. She flips through inane
mentions of what her fellow networkers have been
up to the past couple minutes, realizing. Her eyes
are then drawn to one broadcast in particular.

Fyre broadcast from EmilyPR: Bad nws tday. Mom
died. Nvr flt ths sad bfre. Dnt knw hw I wll evr

recvr.

Sarah’s eyes move away from the glowing screen.

Her eyes gravitate towards Emily. Emily sits across
the room, with her feet propped up on the coffee
table. Her face registers no emotion, as her fingers
run through her hair. Suddenly, Emily sits upright
as her screen turns blue. Her Fyre has informed
her of a sale at Bloomngdals. Her eyes widen in
excitement. She types frantically.

Fyre broadcast from EmilyPR: Gd news! Sale at
Bloomngdals! Rtail thrpy solvs evrythng!

'The light on Sarah’s Fyre emits a blue screen. “Nw
sgnal frm BrentEsq”

Fyre signal to Sarahxoxo: Vrdct is in! Guess who
wn?

Fyre signal to BrentEsq: Who? Dd you wn?

Sarah waits for a response. Seconds feel like hours.
She restlessly awaits a response. She taps her foot
impatiently. She nibbles her nails. Her eyes don’t
break from the screen.

Suddenly, the screen goes black. Sarah’s eyes widen
with a confusion and incomprehension she had
never felt before. Albertus Magnus, the creator

of the Fyre, had said that “A Fyre will never be
extinguished.” She has never seen a Fyre without
it’s blue screen glimmer. She looks up, worried, at

Emily.

Emily stands up, her knees cracking as she
straightens her legs. Her hands start to shake as she
frantically tries to turn the device back on. She can’t
believe that this would happen during the biggest
sale of the week. Her breath quickens and her
sweaty hands fumble with the button. She looks
over her shoulders, her face red with fear.

As she gazes at Emily, Sarah tries to contain herself.
Their eyes meet for the first time in five years. Sarah
sees tears pouring down her roommate’s face. She
had never realized Emily’s eyes were blue..



The Code

By diez

The world is so much better now. So much better
than when the Genomes ruled.

Back before the Genomes, humans were humans
Ba ch with a different form, a different mind, a
different heart. But then the world began to change
and difference began to disappear.

First the miracle of medical screening made it
possible to reveal the flawed traits of unborn
children -- Tay Sachs, Multiple Schlerorsis,

and more. Diseases that would make their lives
miserable and cut them short, so why not prevent
them before they began? And little differences
disappeared, miserable as those difterences would
have been.

'Then differences began to disappear from the
newborn children too. Genetic modification made
it possible to alter our DNA before birth, before
even conception. It started with small steps, seen

as valid by most. Prevent hereditary diseases. Then
bigger steps, more questionable, to prevent traits
seen as flaws by some, as valid difterences by others:
blindness, deafness, dwarfism, Down Syndrome.

'Then more steps, not to improve lifespan or health,
but lifestyle -- eliminate myopia,

shortness, baldness.

Slowly, surely, the balance tipped from prevention
to choice, as people sought not just to avoid certain
traits, but to deliberately choose others. What
would you like the hair color to be? Eye color?
Skin color? How intelligent? How athletic? Parents
increasingly predetermined what their children
would look like and be like ® he next generation
made to order. Every artistic impulse, for millennia
directed at the world around us, turned inward.
Instead of remaking the world, we would remake
ourselves.

And then came fashion, and the end of difference.
'This season green eyes, ginger hair, 5 foot six is a la
mode, and a whole cohort of children are born, all
the same. Alike in form, alike in behavior. A world

82

of healthy, beautiful zombies.

But not everyone. Only those who could afford it,
only the Genomes, who put all of their faith, all of
their value in their genetic code.

Not us. We who valued our difference, who would
never choose to look the same, be the same. We
who recognize the power of technology, of science,
but respect it, honor it. We who serve science every
day, running the city, on the order of the Genomes.

Their freedom was illusion. Our servitude was
liberating. But knowing that was not enough. They
made a mockery of humanity, which had to end . ..

The world is so much better now. So much better
than when the Genomes ruled.

Now we rule, we who respect the genetic code,
respect it enough to leave it alone. We who control
the computer code, the technology that makes

the world work, that makes our city work, that
governs the lives of the worker bees who power the
machines.

We are the architects of our own lives.

I didn't see anything wrong with the way things
were. We had to work, we were the workers, but
that was something to take pride in. We made
the world work, we fed ourselves and we fed the
Genomes too. We cleaned the waste, we repaired
the roads, we built the towers. And we never got
our hands dirty. We'd have done it anyway, even if
the Genomes never existed, even if we were doing it
only for ourselves.

All it really boiled down to was that we never got

to live in the top story, we never had the sweeping
river views, the mountain top chalets. But with

or without that, and with or without the genomes
wed still have done the long hours of programming;
it’s just our way, endless strings or coding. None



of it is any reason the kill an entire population, to
condemn that many people to death. I guess by the
time The Silent Revolution started the Warriors

had stopped looking at the Genomes has a human.
And I suppose they had a point. They weren't like
us, they set them self up for it, but that doesn’t mean
they deserved what they got. Total eradication,
extinction, it just didnt seem right.

In the beginning it started as more like an artist/
engineer divide. It was hard to figure out how they
were artists were. Old-timers used to talk about
how their grandparents had told them of a time
when the genomes were revered for the sounds they
made and images they created. That there was a
time when they weren't so consumed by creating
bodies and faces. Well there are a lot of ideas about
how it started. I know that the Genomes used to
call it an organic divide, but I'm fairly certain it had
nothing to do with carbon. Others have insisted
that it was a religious debate. There was talk that
they believed in some sort of magical power, while
we knew better and only believed in the code. But I
think that that was just something the most derisive
said to be insulting. Even the Genomes weren't so
stupid as to believe spirits, and besides they were

far too full of pride to believe there was anything in
existence more powerful than they were.

But as I recall that was how it started, that was the
main argument used by the Warriors to justify what
they were going to do and what they did. Religion
they called it, and it had to be eradicated at all costs.
Our very freedom depended on it they said. The
truth is I used to always feel pretty offended, them
always talking about how we were slaves.

Their plan was ingenious. I'll give them that. We
knew their weaknesses better than anyone. We
knew all the ingredients in their creation tubes. We
knew their source codest e had to proofread them
and enter the mechanical ingredients. We knew
every detail of who they were and what they were
made of, and we didn’t even have to think twice

to find their deepest flaws, and all we needed was
one, they were so much of the same, it was only one
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weakness to snuff them all out.

'They introduced it through the food supply. And
is always our way, no one had to get their hands
dirty. Just types some code and a single gene of the
Universal Corn Crop (UCC) was altered. It was
enough to introduce the virus to the vast majority
of the population and within days over half the
population of Genomes were carriers. In less than
a month they were completely eradicated. The
Warriors had already written programs for disposing
of the huge influx of remains, and it was as if they
had never happened. The world was ours.

I'll admit, even I took some pleasure at first in that.
In seeing all those places I'd always been denied
access. The hallowed halls and pristine forests. The
glass buildings that would have seemed to defy
gravity if I didn’t know each and every 1 and O that
would have gone into making it. But it lost the
novelty soon enough. The truth is I just wanted to
go back to my screens and keyboards. To the strings
of numbers that made so much more sense than

anything else.

And then everything changed or maybe it was
more of the same. You can never be sure. But the
Warriors who had always marched under the banner
or equality started singing a different tune. If they
didn’t want to code then so be it, they didn’t have to
code. We were all free. Free to do and be whatever
we wanted. That had been the whole point. But
the argument shifted. It changed from what they
wanted to do, to what we needed. We needed
leadership. We needed guidance. We needed to

be told what to do. All while they started playing
with their Genomes. I was against the eradication
of Genomes. I was fine with the way things were.
'The Genomes were harmless sheep. And so if the
Warriors want to be the new Genomes it would
seem fine, but we just don’t know what we’ll get
with them. They destroyed an entire people. They
can’t be trusted and we must take them out while we
still have the chance. Brothers and sisters I ask you
to rise up with me in declaring a Civil War on the
Warriors.



Royal Fuss

by Team: Officious Haste (By. Mathieu Jean-Lubin (Maverick), Robert Whitehead, Emily Schubert, Garrett

Vendone, Andy Rossmeissl, Laurey

Potential Threat to Friends: Succumbing to
Gambling Addiction and being chased in an alley

by "sore loser".

He knew he was being followed. For a long while,
he had dismissed the thought as his imagination;
his very real suspicion that he had made a powerful
enemy down in the bodega was unfolding into a
fact.

It was a warm night in the lower east side of
Manhattan as Dax wound a zigzagging course
through the city, taking every available alley,
vaulting over a fence at one point, and running
home with all the speed he could muster.

Dax turned down the next alley, determined to
create as much fanfare as he could. Before him
stood chain-link fence blocked the far end but he
knew he could scale it easily. A few strides short
of it, he picked up his pace to leap over just as
someone got a hold of his leg and drag him onto
the concrete floor.

Two men were looming above him.

“Hey kid,” said a voice from the entrance of the

alley. “Why do you run?”

Dax glanced back and was hardly surprised to see
an older man moving down the alleyway him.

“Just give me my money, we’ll let you go.”

Dax replied with a quizzical look, which quickly
gave way to a grunt as he received a quick kick from
a man on his left.

Of course he knew about the money, a lump sum
of seven hundred dollars. It was bound by a rubber
band which Dax had hid along with his wallet
two alleys back. Dax was hardly surprised when
saw a movement in window overlooking the alley,
neither was he surprised when he recognized his
interrogator, Vince Perez.
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'The two met an hour earlier in the basement of a
Lower East Side bodega locally known as roughly a
mile from Dax’s apartment overlooking FDR drive.

Once a month the owners of the bodega would
rent out the basement to stage a high stakes poker
game. The basement itself was scantily lit, and on
regular business hours served as humid storage
room for excess drinks, candy bars, and cigars. That
night, Dax, a regular participant at these matches
found himself facing two older men. Seated to his
right was Vince Perez, a Cuban man ten years his
senior clad in a black suit. To his left sat a skittish
Asian man whose name (while he mentioned it
several times during the match), Dax had deemed
inconsequential. The Asian man was plump and

as round of face as he was of belly, which was
considerable, with cherry red cheeks and bright lips
Every instinct in his body told him that the Cuban
was not to be underestimated.

'The match was nearing its end. Dax’s hazel eyes
shifted from side to side, always moving, always
alert. His curly raven black hair was drying from an
earlier downpour while he walked to the bodega,
giving him the appearance of an older man at the
onset of dementia. There was movement on his
left, indicating the Asian man resting his hands on
his poker chips then remaining perfectly still. Out
of the corner of his eye he watched Dax’s tanned
brown face for any breach of emotion, unaware that
Dax, in turn was watching him. Perez on the other
hand remained stoic; if any move Dax or the Asian
man had made unnerved him he didn’t allow his
face to betray him.

There at the poker table Dax felt alive, he could
cast away his mantle of “working college student,”
and immerse himself in the thrill of risk taking.
He couldn’t help but chuckle self-deprecatingly

at the grandeur of his “kingdom”; the poker table.
His table? Only because several months before the
owner of the bodega, needed another schmuck to
play poker at the last minute and happened upon
Dax fumbling his fingers on an ATM machine.



Either way Dax had left subsequent games with
earnings of at least fifty dollars, but this time around
Dax craved more.

Dax had developed a routine of “buying the pot”
in which he would make a bet high enough to
intimidate his opponents. It seemed as if the Asian
man had beaten him to the punch. It didn’t matter
to Dax. He could tell, his hand; a Royal Flush,
would win him the game, all he needed to do now
was stall as the final betting round commenced.

“I’ll raise another hundred dollars”, Vince said in an
imperial tone layered by his Cuban accent.

Anyone looking at Vince Perez at that moment
would have thought him ten years younger; a feisty
man eager for a win. The years didn’t bend his broad
shoulders and rarely had his Vince’s eyes sparkled as
they did just then, full of malice and greed.

“I hope I didn't upset any of your wallets
gentlemen”, Vince chuckled.

Both Dax and the Asian man let blew out a sigh,
though Dax had voluntarily done so to contain his
growing smile.

“N-no sir”, the Asian man replied. His shallow
almost rhythmic breathing had become a
background noise.

Across the table from Vince, Dax merely chuckled
at which Vince narrowed his dark eyes.

“You do entertain me kid”, Vince said. “Though I
am sad that you are not as wise as I had believed. To
laugh even in the face of an obvious loss, I pity you.”

Dax took the jab lightly and furrowed his brow,

mulling over Vince’s words.
He hardly cared.

The final bet had been made and the table was now
at seven hundred dollars and now each player would
show their cards.
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Vince, staring particularly at Dax, laid out a full
house, the fourth ranking combination of cards to
win. The Asian man looked flustered, with a cascade
of sweat saturating the armpits of his polo shirt as

he revealed his hand, a flush of diamonds.

It could be said that Dax was laughing at Vince
with his eyes as he laid out his royal flush on the
table. At that moment a series of expressions broke
permeated from Vince’s statue-like face ending with
a seething glare as Dax pocketed the money and
walked out of the room. Vince had been played for
a fool, misreading Dax’s careless attitude as a lack of
experience. Had Dax known to temper his greed at
the table by a couple hundred dollars, he may have
never met Vince outside the bodega.

“Where’s the money”, Vince reiterated, breaking
Dax out of his reverie and bringing him back to his
current situation in the alley.

Dax’s refusal to respond prompted a pummeling
from Vince and his cohorts.

“You ready to give back what you stole from me”,
Vince asked as he signaled his associates to stop

hitting Dax.

After a few moments to compose him to talk, Dax
mustered enough air in his to lungs to reply.

“You ready to run?”

As if in answer to Dax’s mysterious question, a
police siren blared neared the entrance of the alley.

Dax had chosen to turn into this alley solely because
this wasn't his first “chance encounter” with an

upset player. He had made enough noise to catch
the attention of Jack, an old friend of his and a
tenant in the apartment overlooking the alley. As

he drifted out of consciousness he gained comfort
in the receding footsteps of Vince and his men, all
the while lamenting on the fact that he would be
obligated to offer Jack some of his earnings.



Zombie Tsunamis, or The Void

By protimetraveler

What we fear most...

‘They come in with the tide, be it high or low,
washing ashore in foam like soda water: Zombie
Tsunamis. Their gangrened limbs, putrid toenails,
and acrid breath instill fear in even the most
courageous of humans. Many a sighting have been
misinterpreted as an awe-inspiring surf competition
to the likes of those seen at Bondi Beach.

'The horror this instills in a fragile heart can be
likened to glimpsing a phantom: at first mere
confusion as you question the world around you and
then true terror as this ghostly vision washes over
you like the wave they rode in on, and you will know
tear.

‘Though your heart may falter and your knees begin
to knock - you must stay strong. Because the only
way to defeat these smelly brutes is to bring out
your Hurley Board and ride; ride not only for your
life, but for the lives of millions. For only defeat on

The Commute

By jenvazl

Shaun stared out the window trying to catch a
glimpse of a tree. The train raced by at speeds he
once thought were not possible while growing up.
Now the trees looked like a blur of brown shades,
indiscernible from the buildings, people, and other
scenes he passed by. He missed scenery. It seemed
like it was impossible to enjoy the scenery these

days.

Shaun watched as the world changed over the past
20 years. Though he welcomed the innovations in
social networking, mobile technology, and systems
efficiency, he soon after began to get an unsettling
feeling that the world was changing too fast. Less
and less did his family take vacations without the
aid of an iPad or Android. Of course, he always
found his destination and was fed slightly useless
information about the location, but over time, he
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the battleground of surf will they fall and flee back

to whatever watery world they came from.
Of course... we're kidding.

Naturally, what we're really talking about here

is people. Specifically the fear of the unknown
neighbor. We've the unfortunate fate of living in

a time when revolution, war, and upheaval have
become one of two things: mere black headlines or
life as we know it. How can it be that when we look
in the mirror we see something different than when
we look at another (be it due to race, religion, or
nationality). The real Frankenstein resides in all of
us, in the void of hate the human heart is capable of
committing. But within that abominable black there
will always remain the propensity for love even in
our darkest time.

He's not a zombie. She isn't a ghoul. They aren't a
devil. We're all just us.

noticed his children not looking up from their
electronic device nor really thinking critically in
general. It was this that concerned Shaun the most
about these changes and caused him to long for
simpler days.

Shaun's train ride from California to New York
just took a day. No one around him spoke but the
sound of keys tapping began to deafen his thoughts.
It bothered him that he hadn't met someone new
from a random interaction in years. If only he can
go back to the days of running into a stranger and
having them become one of his best friends. Now
the world seemed so distant, although everyone was
supposedly more connected. A sadness took him
over as he again looked out the window and tried to
catch a glimpse of a tree.



We just want to be held.

By gothamagik

We prefer remote communication. Over time, we
have slipped from respectful walks in the park to
handwritten notes on scented paper to static voices
over telephone lines to emails typed quickly and
thoughtlessly to an instant message to texts fumbled
out between subway stops. Gone are the nuances
of tone, the flutter of an eyebrow, the hint of a tear,
the sharing of an inexplicable smile. Gone is the
amazing human gift of actual communication. The
technology which aims to simplify communication
bankrupts us of the ability to empathize, share, and
connect.

Jellyfish, First Edition

By cosmicautumn

As we know more and more people through
electronic social networks, we slowly un-know
anyone. Compassion and connection are reduced
to mere shibboleths. We spread ourselves so
superficially and thinly onto the million pages of
Facebooks, that we disappear. We can no longer
give each other what we need and secretly prefer.
It slowly becomes rude to make eye contact,
unthinkable to touch a stranger. Society devolves
into grunting agoraphobes with the smartest phones
imaginable. Cubicles are the new caves; we spiral
into an electronic abyss.

Dear comrades of the planet. We think it is incredibly prudent that we take note of the alarmingly rapid
growth of the mutant jellyfish population that is invading the coasts of Japan. This crisis was brought on by
both the growth of the vegan population in Japan that aborted the mass consumption of dry jellyfish on the
land, and America's accidental sinking of the good ship Plutonium (brought into service during the great sub-
marine wars). We must address this danger, as we see it, before they take to the shores on their newly found
teet, the result of the nuclear ship's contamination of our seas. Please follow these directions to assure the

continuation of the human race.

Step 1: If you swim in the ocean, please wear protective garments, carry the appropriate firearms and make

sure they are waterproof.

Step 2: Don't get the robots involved. They are untrustworthy.

Step 3: Add more radiation. Is that working? I think so.

Step 4: Actually, I think the jellyfish are back. Were they so big before? And so very blue?

Step 5: Just let them stay. I kind of like their pretty colors. Maybe they'll stop eating people.

Step 6: Never, ever cut off the Jel--



The Emotimeter

By Kei

Technology can either be the holy grail of a society
or the bane of its existence. Although we've created
technology as an aide we have come to consider to
it its own being. We no longer sign onto a webiste.
We "facebook". No one actually researches anything
anymore. Instead we "google" things.

It is easy to mistake the words we read on a screen
for intimacy but true intimacy cannot exist in the
absence of actual human interaction. If 93% of our
communication is done nonverbally, we are doing
ourselves a massive disservice by communicating via

technology.

The first thing to go will be our ability to exist as
truly social creatures. It has been hypothesized that
the reason why the human brain has evolved to its
size is so that we, as humans, can better cope with
the ever-growing social world around us. We have
had to decode inumerable bits of knowledge to
figure out what it is the other is trying to say... and
words are only the beginning.

By limiting ourselves to just words, and disregarding
all of the nuances that take place in human
conversation we are dumbing ourselves down. We
are becoming emotionally myopic.
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Kei woke up like any other day. It was morning
on May 21, 2111. She slept well the night before
just like every other night with the help of her
pneumatic bed. It's much better than her last
pneumatic bed because this one actually adjusts
to her body instead of her having to program its
softness, pliability, overall comfortability.

She stuck her feet into her favorite shoes. The ones
whose soles adjust to road conditions that her father

bought her the night before.

As she walked into the hallway of her house she
saw her mother's emotimeter. It was red and she
only had 2 of the 10 bars present. Before she asked
her mother what was wrong she realized she had
forgotten to turn on her own emotimeter.

She programmed the buttons in her inner arm and
after pressing the enter button, the bars near her
collarbone lit up. At first just a few bars in red, and
as the bars were added they turned orange, then
yellow and as the tenth bar lit up they all turned
green. At ten out of ten bars lit, that meant she was
in a great mood.

"Mama, what's wrong? Why is your emotimeter
reading so sad?" Kei asked.



"Oh Kei. Rex passed last night. He just fell
asleep and went cold. I didn't want to tell you
in the middle of the night. We wrapped him
up and placed him in the freezer downstairs.
We can have a ceremony for him when you
get home from school."

Rex was Kei's childhood dog. He had been
with the family since Kei was a baby. Her
mother would leave her in the crib, and Rex
would watch over her. Rex and Kei shared

a bed together until last year when Rex's
hips started to give out. Since then he's been
sleeping on the floor of her mother's room.
When Kei's mother told her the news, her
heart fell through the floor. An emptiness took
over her heart and icy tears welled up in the
corners of her eyes.

"Rex! Mama! Why didn't you call me over?
Why didn't you let me say goodbye? Why
didn't you let me tell him I love him, and let
him know how much I'm going to miss him.
Kei ran down the hall and into her room, the
door automatic door closing behind her. She
had never been so angry at her mother. Rex
was the only thing in the world Kei could call
her own. Rex showed her an unconditional

love a dog could only provide. She could look
into that dog's eyes and she knew he could
teel what she was feeling. He could sense her
emotions without even needing to look at her
emotimeter.

Kei wiped the tears from her eyes and took

a deep breath before grabbing her bag and
heading back down the hall. She said goodbye
to her mother and told her she'd be home
right after school so they could bury Rex.

Before she left the house she remembered to
do one last thing. She pulled up her sleeve
and reset her emotimeter. She was no longer
teeling like she was ten out of ten happy.

She was now one out of ten sad and as she
blinked more tears out of her eyes she saw the
emotimeter read one bar in a bright red and
she was ready for her day.
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Not-Smart-Enough Phone, Fourth Edition

By LaurenDisorder

It's late. 'The night is dark, and cold. A mist hangs
in the air. I must warn you, my brothers and sisters,
safe with me in the NYPL tonight, not to rely on
technology too much. Imagine, for a moment, that
the smart phone you brought to play the NYPL
game isn't actually smart enough to download

the app. That, at four years old, it's camera is not
advanced enough to participate. Now you must rely
on the phones of your teammates, and their batteries
are dying. And one of the teammates doesn't really

Frankenstein, First Edition

By anilineblack

Dear readers, friends and family, I come to you at
this time to warn you of the greatest danger - the
greatest threat to our society. I speak not of plagues,
natural disasters or biblical prophecies. I come to
you with the truest danger that affects a great deal
of us every day.

Yes, Jersey Shore.

Jersey Shore is destroying us, tearing us apart at the
very fiber of our souls and dividing us as a nation.
There are no Democrats, there are no Republicans
- there are only people with grown up names and
people who name themselves according to MTV
marketing nickname potential.
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want to share his phone -- and who can blame him?
His girlfriend is texting him private things, while
she's home and warm in their bed, and he's here in
the library with a bunch of strangers, doing his best
to "collaborate." Other people are experiencing
something similar, as not everyone remembered to
bring a phone charger. And now a line is forming
at the NYPL computer terminals, and you're stalled
playing the game. You're standing in line... you're
falling asleep standing in line. It is late, after all.

This danger grew in the form of Ed Hardy shirts,
rhinestoned purses, discounts on tanning beds and
lucite platform stripper heels. It slowly blanketed
America, waiting, as it's sleeper cell agents remained
unorganized, unfocused. Then, on the dark day

of December 3rd, 2009, those sleepers awoke to

a new leader. The Situation and Snooki, among
others, celebrated what society had long since found
tacky or unacceptable. With their new leaders,

the numbers started to grow. Tanning beds filled,
Swarovski Crystals ran out of stock at a breakneck
pace, fighting in bars was suddenly exciting instead
of shameful.
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INSTALL A STORY

Mysterious contact lenses

By jcurwin

Come get my special contact lenses. With them you can create any vision of your choosing. Say you
would like to see a sunset. Think sunset and it will appear. Rain is especially comforting since it flows
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SPEAKTO THE AGES

Tweet the Future

by ajlobster

Test every pair of shoes to see if you can run in them to catch the bus. If you can, good. If you can't,

Respect

By astienon

Fate

By brooklyknight

Process makes perfect

By michelin99
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The New Golden Rule

By whitneyebryan

Be nice. Help create environments where people can be unafraid to be themselves. Accept yourself so that
others will feel accepted by you.

Cuneiform Tablet

By TheGKnee

Sumerians rock receipts made history by writing.

Cuneiform Tablet

By CharBear

Your own reflection in another

By yking3

Step outside your perspective and into another's shoes. Before judging their actions, consider whether you
would reasonably act in the same way if placed in the same situation. For if you would (or might), you are
no better or worse a person than they.

Ancient Tweet

By Wham.Bam

We walk this path of Life together: Pave the path with Love and none will stumble. Carry those who cannot
walk and Peace will endure.

Ancient Tweet

By CyTheWriter
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a tablet for the ages

By upsofloating

'This world is yours & you belong to the world. It will shape you, but you can also shape it. Sculpt wisely,
joyfully, and always with love.

Cuneiform Tablet

By Dutchbur

Manuscripts of cuneiform

Cuneiform Tablet

By klugesan

human beings, inspired by need and desire, found their voice in ancient stone to record the stories of their
business and life.

Goldfish tablet

By jcurwin

the first writer was a goldfish. She swam through the water and made messages. They were so powerful
that the whole world could hear and see them. She jumped from godfish to goldfish bowl and covered the
earth before jumping to all the planets.

Logic apparently has no place in my heart.

By Shivery

I wish I knew why it is that the things that are against my better judgment are the things I like best of all.
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Wise Tweets From the Past

By karyu3, Heather Kalachman, Giovanni Rodriguez-Rey, and Erin McGill

- In the whole history of human events, there’s been no such thing as a happy ending.

- Happy story: Baby shoes, for sale, worn frequently

- Life is very shot and very bleak, that’s why we all need to drink champagne an stay at the Ritz.
- If I had to sum up the human experience in a single phrase it would be: -- .

- Imma do me.

- The seeds of mankind has been sewn and grown, however the one thing that has never ceased to amaze is
our ability to innovate and peaceful means is always the best.

- When colonizing other worlds, be peaceful.

- It’s good now, but could change

- Don't let technology rule your life.

- Don’t be wasteful

- Life is dark, bleak and short. That’s why you need to drink champagne and stay at the Ritz/eat well and
sleep in luxury.

- Jesus is coming, look busy.

- Happy story: baby shoes for sale, worn frequently.

- The future may be awesome, but you didn’t invent Harry Potter. Bam!

- If T could give one gift to the future, it would be Justin Bieber. Take him. We don’t want him.
- When I wake up in the morning feelin’like P. Diddy....

- If someone tells you not to read something, go out and read it.

- The weather has a habit of changing.

- 525,600 minutes. How do you measure a year in the life? How about love?

- Love thy neighbor as thyself.

- What if the meek politely decline?

- Four legs good, two legs bad

- When the apes learn how to speak, be sure to treat them with respect.

- Always wear sunscreen.

- You will be so happy that you said yes.

- As far as humans may come in technological advances, never lose sight of humanity

- A man must sit in a chair with his mouth a open long time before roast duck flies in

- Bring back the cameleopard. Giraftes are so 21st century.

Tweet the Future

By ajlobster

Test every pair of shoes to see if you can run in them to get the bus. If you can, good. If you can't, remember:
there's always another bus.
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The End

By caitlin2241

'There will be no end to the world ! 4,000 years from now you will look at this message and realize how stu-
pid people can be! :)

The Smiths' Cook

By JCD

It was true: the Smith's cook would sear the steak just so the innards remained pink.

Speak or be still

By bridgetcostello

If/when you meet your god(s), you will either want to share this news with others, or you won't. But whatever
your first impulse is, do the opposite.

Life

By caemeron

It takes great courage to be true to what one desires; to face the truth of that desire and to remain faithful to

Tears

By gmehta

Don't spend your energy crying unless it's from laughter

Lasting Message

By songtree

We tried our best...sorry.
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Cuneiform Tablet

By grift

Don't hurt yourself thinking, it's not worth it.

Enough

By bonnie

You already have more than enough. 143*637

Tablet Shout

By Redjeull

Experiments don't always result in explosions. Keep taking risks.
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TAKE A VOW

| promises.

By EmKSteele

I promise to make promises that I can't keep.

I promise to overestimate my abilities and fail trying.

I promise to learn from my mistakes.

I promise to stretch myself in the pursuit of honesty.

I promise I won't always get it right.

I promise to try.

I promise to make promises freely, to pinkie swear with everyone I meet.

I promise to cough into my elbow instead of my hand.

I promise to try better.

I promise to try harder.

I promise I won't take the last slice of cake.

I promise that I want to.

I promise I'll promise anything.

I promise that I don't know what I'm talking about most of the time, but I promise I will never admit it.
I promise that I'm meaner in my head than I am out loud and I promise to work on that.
I promise to fold my clothes.

Sometimes.
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seriously, never.

By ajlobster

For the rest of my life...

By christine.m.longo

I vow to see myself in everyone I meet, and see everyone I meet in myself.

Percy Shelley's Wedding Ring

By bottad

From this day forward I will never be:
Afraid of the forces I cannot see

Opressed by the lies that are fed to me

Of wedding rings and other vows.

By anilineblack

I have a beautiful engagement ring that my fiancé gave me as a vow to love me forever. I look forward to
when we exchange rings in a mutual vow of marriage. I also vow to keep creating art, whether or not I feel it
will be the best or even my best. I vow to keep talking to my sister at least every few days as long as we both
live.

I also vow that I will find whoever stole my painting of Optimus Prime sitting by a lake, and I will secretly
be annoyed at them for as long as I live.
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AVOW

By ellena

I will take any opportunity to lead a most brilliant life.

Alexa’s Vow to the World

by: Alexa Yupangco

I make a promise, here and now, to face each day being the person who I want to become so that it actually

happens.

I believe in the power of dreams and imagination; I promise to encourage this in every single person I have
the fortune of knowing.

I believe in positivity; I promise to remind people that, despite all the difficult things in life, there are still so
many reasons to be happy and to believe in the best.

I believe in love, faith and hope; I promise to live my life according to these three qualities.

Artistic Legacy

By Schoemannator

If the story of Percy Shelley and the pearl wedding ring that once belonged to his first wife, had began and
ended with his betrayal of their marriage and her subsequent death, it would have faded into obscurity like
so many scandals and tragedies lost to the annals of history. What saves Percy's story from the cosmic dust-
bin though, even when he went mostly unrecognized in his own time, is that Percy's works of poetry would
later be recognized for their significant contributons to the form and eventually praised for its enduring
influence. Moveover, one is most likely to recognize the Shelley name, not because of Percy's noteriety, but
because of the literature of his second wife Mary (for whom he would leave his ill-fated first, Harriet) and
whose novel Frankenstein remains one of the great masterworks of literary history.

If there is a lesson to be learned from interwoven story of Percy, Harriet and Mary and the ring that would
outlast all three, it is that great art lives on long past its makers. Scandals and gossip, even great personal
tragedies may be forgotten and die with those who suffered them. The things that survive us, are the beau-
tiful and visionary things that we create. If there was ever an oath worth taking- an ideal we should wed
ourselves to- its the vow to use our short lives to create trancendent works of art. Art with the beauty and
the power to resonate beyond our lifetime.
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A Vow for the Future

By mb88a

A vow to improve our future could pertain to doing things now to make sure our future benefits everyone.
In order to improve our future we should start by improving our own small world...family, work, the people
around us, folks that we meet. Just simply finding satisfaction in our family and friends and the people
around us that we help. If we can do something extraordinary that affects the greater good, all the better, but
if we don't, starting out with those that are around us CAN make a world of difference.

In order to do this we should be authentic. To realize that we are all human beings and we’re all basically in
the same boat we need to be aware of our humanity. In the end the things that we love are the things that
everyone loves. In our daily lives how much of our time is spent with self-centered, trivial matters that are a
waste of time and ultimately, a waste of a life? So many people are sleeping through life. We need to believe
in what we are doing, and try everyday to do something meaningful.

Being proud of ourselves, in the sense that, in the end when things fail in your life or when bad things
happen, at work or with your family, what remains is you. If you are proud of what you do, that is the best
that anyone can do. To do good with the idea of simply doing good and not with any other objective is
something we should all strive for. Doing things that make you proud of yourself is one of the most fulfill-
ing experiences that you can have. This perspective in life is very a very powerful weapon going forward and
improve and can give us the strength to keep working and going on.

'The concept of communication is also an aspect of this vow we should keep in mind. We are more human
the more we are in contact and get to know other people. Knowing different people can open our minds and
show us that our perspective on the world is not the only one. Being open to others can help us to make a
better, wiser, more respectful, tolerant world and, in the end, a more intelligent one.

We can also communicate and learn about others through the arts, culture, literature and metaphorically, the
travel offered to us through books. How an artist can express all he or she has inside in a book for example,
be it fiction or non-fiction, is a universal language that everyone can understand and feel. But this idea can
be carried out in any form of art from painting to poetry.

Knowing the past..., to know ourselves and our history...who we are, what we have done, or what has hap-
pened in the past is also important for our trajectory into the future, and books are our allies in this venture.

These are all concepts that will help us to ensure building a bright, fair and solid future full of strength and
meaning. Believing in these ideas can give us the impulse to create and improve OUR world and OUR

Turning the tables.

By Shivery

I vow to stop treating myself
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MY VOW FOR THE FUTURE

By kristaj

'The current world is often lacking a sense of honor and nobility, so my hope for the future is that people vow
to behave in a way that is respectful of others and the self. I believe this will significantly reduce the feelings
of anger and frustration felt by people on small and large levels...feelings that often lead to negative actions,
such as bullying, crime, and also war.

I make a solemn vow for the future to be a person who cares not just for myself, but for all the people of the
world. I will start with my immediate personal life, by calling my grandparents more often, appreciating my
friends and coworkers, and keeping my daily frustrations in perspective so that I do not irrationally lash out
at the people I love most. I vow to be the "best" aunt to my two-year old niece, and a loving mother to any
children that happen to come my way in the future. I plan to adopt a pet from a shelter and to give more
regulary to charity. Even though I cannot always physically help my fellow human beings when tragedy
strikes around the world, I will do what I can financially and spiritually to alleviate stress. I will strive to be
a better person every single day of my life. And I believe that every other person who takes this simple vow
will indeed have a positive impact on the future!

Remember, Remember

By loveandsqualor?

Vows are promises we make to ourselves and each other. And promises are more often than not broken,
either through omission or commission of significant actions. We vow to be faithful, to love, to remain. And
with each vow we know that one day we will fall short of our promise, disappointing ourselves and those

we made vows to. What promise can you make for the future, knowing it will inevitably fall short of all our
best intentions? As the future comes rushing towards me, I vow not to forget. Without the past, without the
memory of what it feels like to be me, now, in this moment, I risk losing my way into the future.
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DISCOVER A CREATURE
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Jean-Lubin, Mary Mei, Laurey Lou

Feather and claw:

What do you see, above the fray?

Tops of heads, hatless.

Misplaced urgency, belied by misplaced steps,
Until, feverish, it leads them under marquee
Or wrinkled canvas awning, perhaps to die,

But you are already elsewhere.
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The Meeting

By imanygirl

So what kind of mess have the humans made now?
Asked one elder pig to an aging old sow.

I haven't a clue of their most recent stunt!

'The sow replied tartly with a huff and a grunt.

Alright fellow animals, please all gather ‘round!

And quickly they settled till there wasn't a sound.
We've all come together to discuss some bad news.
Please no interruptions, no quacking or moos.

It has threatened us all for so many years-

alas, my dear friends, ‘tis the worst of our fears.

So pack up your things for we're leaving here soon

to begin a new life and to live on the moon.

I'm afraid there is nothing more we can do-

but save one another and start some place new.

We're bringing some humans along with us, of course-
Isn’t that right? asked one nervous horse.

A goat then stepped up and took center stage,

It’s their own fault, this mess! he sputtered in rage.
After all the destruction the humans have done-

why should we strive to preserve even one?

They’ve extincted whole species and polluted the air.
They’ve poisoned the waters, stripped rainforests bare.
'They’ve killed us for fur, for food and for fun,

or caged us in zoos- Please wait, 'm not done!

'They sell us for profit in stores and on farms.

They cross-breed and clone us, discounting the harms.
They use us in research, for work, and as pets,

or run us in races to win money on bets.

We've been put in the circus, taught ridiculous tricks-
from monkeys on ice-skates to dogs fetching sticks,

or a rat playing checkers with a parrot that rhymes.
And my friends, that’s not all- not the worst of their crimes!
So think hard and think truly of the risk we would take,
and look ‘round at each other- knowing what is at stake.
And one after another their certainty grew,

for what had been spoken was undoubtedly true.

The animals felt saddened by man’s self-induced plight
but they knew it was time and the old goat was right.
So led by the sound of their saddened hearts beating,
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PAINT THE WORLD

NYC Collage Mural

By merrymay

'The Great Wall of China, Beijing, China: For thousands of years, this wall has stood to represent an insular
nation fortifying itself against foreigners. Hundreds of thousands gave their lives to build a wall meant to
keep out others. In this century, I believe it’s time for this wall to be adorned with the faces of thousands of
people, from across the world, as a new sign of diversity and acceptance.

NYC Collage Mural

By FoulgerlLibrary

'The mural is weighty and clunky, but very whimsical and it reminds me of some of my spring designs. It's
mixing times....

NYC Collage Mural

By jilane

So lovely

NYC Collage Mural

By klugesan

yeeeeeeaaaa!!!
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Ten Walls: From the Guggenheim to the Great Wall of China

By bjmcc

Front exterior wall of the house of CEO of
Goldman Sachs: Every day, the CEO of Goldman
Sachs returns to a house symbolizing the country’s
turn towards corruption and greed. In the spirit of
a world more compassionate and selfless than the
one he has created, we would paint symbols of unity
and cooperation. Every color would be allowed
except for green. He has plenty of green already.,
Facebook Wall: It doesn’t matter how we paint

the Facebook Wall; it only matters that the mural
is private and visible only to the people we allow
to see it., Ceiling in the President’s Bathroom: A
picture of a bear on fire jumping over a shark on

a skateboard with the word AWESOME below
it., The Wall (by Pink Floyd): The back cover of
every copy of Pink Floyd’s album The Wall should
have an incomplete hand-painted illustration. The
painting should be finished by the owner of each
album, making every copy unique to the owner.,
Walls of the mind: There are many biological

walls that dictate our lives: cell walls, blood brain
barrier, separation of organs, the bag of skin that
delineates “self” from “other”. The one that most
affects our voluntary actions is the separation
between the left and right brain, connected by the
corpus collosum. Color and art speak to both sides
and a mural will help to find a common language
of the mind., Wall Street: Economics models
human behavior, regimenting human action within
rational choice, mathematical formulas, and chance
percentages. True human action is not restricted by
these predictions and in order to more accurately
interact and manage the financial capital as well

as the human capital of the world, Wall Street
come to include the vast social mural of human
interaction. , Walls of the Guggenheim: Artwork
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is full of color, shapes, objects and meaning. So
why does the outside of an art museum have to be
white? The Guggenheim houses beautiful works
of art on the inside; however, the outside of the
building is bare. From the top to the bottom, this
building should be splattered with color, or better
yet, replicas of famous artwork. How cool would

it be to see a Kandinsky from miles away?, Great
Wall of China: While the Great Wall of China is
one of the most breathtaking man-made walls in
the world, it has also been heavily commercialized.
At the Great Wall, you can find amusement rides,
Starbucks and fast food restaurants. Over the next
five years, one of the entrances to the Great Wall
will be painted with logos from large corporations.
Corporate chains have already moved in to the base
of the wall, so why not the wall itself? Sometimes
it’s better to leave things in their natural state and
not let greed take over., Israeli Gaza Strip Barrier:
In this relatively small strip of land, this wall was
erected as a manifestation of the enmity soaked
into this soil for centuries. A mural that reminds
the people living within it’s borders of their shared
history and their shared future would be a small step
towards breaking down the barriers of mistrust.,
Hadrian’s Wall: The ancient bricks of Hadrian’s
Wall stand as a reminder that our species loves to
mark its territory as much as the next animal. With
tensions still present in the emotional memories

of both Scots and Englishmen, a mural depicting
charactertures of both cultures would encourage
both groups to not take themselves too seriously.

A little laughter in the face of a thousand year old
line in the sand that still, in the mind of some, exists
today is well deserved.



Ten Walls of the World

By markkind

1. Highline Phase II - Between 20th and 30th Street: A mirror image which reflects what the skyline would
look like 100 years into the future. The new post office made out of reclaimed wood and steel, nestled
among modern design of the revitalized business district built around the updated MSG sports complex.
People in the mirror will be reflected in the mural with actual mirrors. It will place the observer 100 years
into the future while maintaining their current age.

2. Great Wall of China: Using a methodology similar to the perspective chalk drawings common in the early
twenty-first century, create an 'inside view' of the Great Wall of China that shows the thousands of Chinese
labor workers that constructed the wall at work, creating the wall.

3. Hoover Dam: A portrait of the past - what the landscape around the Hoover Dam looked like before the
dam was created - a beautiful valley of red and orange clay, and gushing blue and white rapids.

4.’The prison wall for Raj: The phrase: "Mo money, mo problems" and an image of golden handcuffs

5. Blank wall in the Rose Room of the NY Public Library: A portrait of Vigo the Conqueror from the
Ghostbusters movie

6. A random wall on the tube in London: If you can read this, you did not mind the gap

7. A wall on the West Bank: A hand on either side of the wall that would be otherwise be touching if the
wall did not exist

8. On the side of an Egyptian pyramid: A series of concentric triangles that reach a vanishing point

9.'The Green Monster at Fenway Park: Paint a group of fans looking up, a cross-section of Boston

10. A side of the Washington Monument: A 'mixed media' mural using LED lights that wrap around the

monument
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NYC Collage Mural

By whatsgoodinny

Power of the great city of ny.Power of the great city of ny.Power of the great city of ny.Power of the great
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EVERY SKYSCRAPER A MURAL!

By heisebolt

Schools, libraries, post offices: each of these places. Prisons -- spaces defined by their walls. The tallest build-
ings in the city! There are more than ten, more than twenty, thirty -- but imagine the skyline, in full color!

Skyscrapers: tall enough, high enough walls so that everyone in New York who wants to could paint their
own square foot. A checkerboard, a kaleidoscope mural; a patchwork quilt of the city. Grey and cold steel

Topher & Hanley Graphic Collaboration

By HanleyUS

Nice going NYPL for NOT
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NYC Collage Mural

By celine

PilgrimPilgrimPilgrim PilgrimPilgrim PilgrimPilgrim PilgrimPilgrimPilgrim Pilgrim Pilgrim Pilgrim Pilgrim

NYC Collage Mural

By Wishme

All around the wall

Remembering to Look

By larissa

Hundreds of years ago, painters were commonly commissioned to create murals on ceilings. Today, in the era
of cost-cutting interior decoration, it is common that ceilings can go uncovered, and unnoticed.

But it is impossible not to stop and look up at a beautiful ceiling, like the one in Grand Central Terminal
that was revealed after a twelve-year restoration. Even with the swarms of wandering people and the ever-
present hustle of train schedules, the mural of the sky above forces travelers to come to a halt.

'The murals that I would have painted would be on ceilings around the world- painted in places that people
would ordinarily rush through. Subways, airports, shopping malls and even fast food restaurants- buildings
where people are concentrating on tasks to be accomplished, not the places surrounding them- in an effort
to force the viewers to pause and remember where they are.

In a work getting busier by the second, simple additions like a ceiling mural is enough to get people to take
it slow and appreciate where they are- even for a second.
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The Tourist Wall

By radiohboy

In Manhattan, the walls are continuous and each one is plastered with the unique charm of the neighbor-
hood. Most never solicited decoration, yet if you look at any wall it probably has some intentionally placed
graffiti, gum or flyer. Even the absence of markings is most likely to preserve the aesthetic of a particular
neighborhood. 'The only fair way to alter them would be if a community-driven effort created a mural that
would more accurately reflect it’s culture. The act of coming together to create a mural, not only it’s content,
makes a mural powerful.

'The only wall in my past that I would change was in Accra, Ghana. It was a gigantic gray wall, and it beat
back a rising tide on one side, while protecting a small market on the other. Here, craftsmen and musicians
worked together in collectives while soliciting the business of tourists. The wall, which should have been

adorn in the rich art of an African nation, was instead painted with giant white letters, “DO NOT URI-
NATE HERE.” The wall stood out like a tourist.

Breaking Down Barriers

By: Elena Hecht, Justin Kenny, Fausta Palazzetti, Andi Teran, Ashley Van Buren

1. Wall between Israel and the West Bank - A mural (on both sides) of the sky, and all its possibilities and
hopes.

2. Great Wall of China - A mural of a super long Chinese dragon

3. Newly formed Hollister wall on Prince St. and Houston St. (NYC) - Whitewashed and then covered in a
mural paying homage to the 1980s art scene

4. Wall Street - Painted gold, with money, behind a wall of bulletproof glass

5. Ellis Island - A mural of the Yellow Brick Road

6. Boston Children's Hospital - A mural painted by young patients, envisioning their lives beyond illness
7. Auschwitz (Poland)- A mural of a white dove carrying an olive branch

8. The wall surrounding the Vatican (Italy) - A mural of a rainbow

9. Wall around the Forbidden City in China - A mural of open doors

10. Wall around Osama Bin Laden's compound in Pakistan - A mural surrounding the house, written

simply, stating, "Returning hate for hate multiplies hate, adding deeper darkness to a night already devoid of
stars. Darkness cannot drive out darkness: only light can do that. Hate cannot drive out hate: only love can
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NYC Collage Mural

By Cespedes
1. U.S.-Mexico border is top of the list.

2. Walls around Palestinian refugee camps in the West Bank.

3.'The walls of the white house. I would like to see a revolving mural with portraits and visual story-telling
about the lives of different Americans that send in their photographs and vignettes.

Bring Color to the World

By CyTheWriter

Fill the world with color. Cover the old marble of the libraries

Cover the concrete with the stories they will someday hold.

walls of prisons with
promises and remorse
written in every color

of freedom.

Cover the bricks

of the tenaments

with words in every language

spoken in

their cramped and crowded rooms.

Fill the walls of schools with
promises, from the past

to the future.

Paint over the words of hate
of old, bad places,

fill them with love

in every language every dreamed.

Take the houses of God, and print

his (and her, and their) name,

in every color that can be remembered.

Cover the blank walls of hospitals,
institutions, asylums,

and cover them with hope.

Write the names of the newly born
on the walls of the houses of death,
for someday they, in turn,

will join their ancestors.

Paint doors on the walls

of borders, promising that someday,
they'll not be needed.

Fill the empty, blank places with
life, in all its

contradictory glory.



Bare Wall Seeks Awesome Mural for LTR

By christine.m.longo

Wall 1: The wall in my classroom. I want my students to be reminded that there is more to the world than
what they see outside our window.

Wall 2: The walls inside the DMV. We need something interesting to look at while we wait, and wait...and
wait.

Wall 3: Not really a wall, but why not the sidewalk? Muralize the sidewalk with scenes from all over the
world so that we can visit, even when we are here.

Wall 4: Children's bedrooms. Let's start inspiring the minds of the future by surrounding them with scenes
that teach them to dream big.

Wall 5: Every abandoned building in NYC. Bring people in, instead of pushing people out.

Wall 6: 'The invisible walls that separate people from each other. Paint scenes between them to bring them
together.

Wall 7: Inside the subway tunnell. Imagine how many places you could go on your way to work.

Wall 8: Adult emergency rooms. Of course the kids want to look at somethign to distract them in the ER,
but it's not too fun for adults either.

Wall 9: Bathrooms. Some people spend a lot of time there.

Wall 10: Bomb shelters. Just in case. We may need a pick-me-up.

NYC Collage Mural

By Ida
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room averted. Long lines in the children's room children's room averted. Long lines in the children's
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HIDE A MESSAGE

Sutra of Incantations

by Cboire25
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Don't get too comfortable

By whitneyebryan

Life should always be about expanding your
horizons. Do things that scare you, move you,
inspire you, and shock you. Maybe that's living in a
different country for a year. Maybe it's standing up
to someone you're afraid of. Maybe it's running a
marathon. Maybe it's starting your own business.
Maybe it’s telling someone you love them, even if
you're afraid they won't say it back.

A life without risks has it's benefits. Will it

be more stable? Of course. Will you be more
protected from physical and emotional harm?
Probably. But you'll miss out on the depth of
human experience that provides you with incredible
insights and empathy into mankind's condition.
Risky, scary, and uncomfortable situations may
cause us to feel strange in the moment we're
experiencing them, but after we’ve processed

all the raw emotions, we're left with a deeper
understanding of our fellow human beings.

A wide breadth of experience leads to greater

knowledge and wisdom. We gain the tools to
navigate new experiences more smoothly, and cope
with newfound hardships with greater skill. We
become armed with greater emotional intelligence
M broader understanding of ourselves, our
intricate combinations of strengths and weaknesses,
vulnerabilities and strongholds.

By knowing ourselves more, we can get to know
others more completely and intimately. We can
know and appreciate their wonderful eccentricities
and talents, and also the dark parts of their
personalities. We can know all of this, yet accept
the person as is, realizing that no one possesses

all “light” characteristics. It’s the combination

of light and dark aspects to each person’s
personality that lends the world, and human

kind, it’s dimensionality and depth. It’s only by
acknowledging and examining closely the breadth
of the human subconscious that we can start to
learn to accept and begin the long, difficult path to
letting go of judgment, hate, and fear.



Inspirations for a Stranger
By gcombes
Our Dear Friend,

Honesty is the best policy, and friendships and relationships make your life rich. Always be honest in your
relationships and friendships.

May you find honesty, truth and pure love from another.

But never build a bridge that you can't burn.

Don't lose heart. Win or lose, just keep trying. Something bad is better than nothing.
Trust in yourself. You know more than you think.

There is always a truth. Seek the truth.

Sutra of Incantations

By heyitsjulieee

passing along beliefs to maintain stability

An In "Kind" tation: Repeat

By pnklady16

Be kind whenever possible. It is always possible.
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Night of Incantations

By Tatianathelibrarian

Dear Stranger,
Baby, we'll be fine. All we have to do is be brave, and be kind.~The National
Love,

The Future

Handsprings

By brf
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YES.

By ellena, vogelbindery, SuzFarrellSmith, Cricket, Ismartestcleverest, TheGKnee, Caseylynn
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Universal

By IMPERIALHUNTRESS

Dear Friend of the Future,

Absolutely preserve your uniqueness. Look up to your role models, admire your peers and worship heroes of
days past, but never let the greatness of others cast a shadow on the belief that you are special in your own
grand way. Be confident enough to speak up even when others are silent from fear and be humane enough to
torgive when others are silent from pride. You are a mosaic of all that happened to you - your genes, your child-
hood, your friends, your schooling - and there is no one else in the world that can replace what you contribute

to the world simply by being.
Love and best of luck,

Wise One from the Past...
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Boldness

By sircek

Be Bold. Be Brave. Act Now and Apologize Later.

Goods

By JCD

If you want a cup of coffee, stand near the coffeemaker.

Good Fortune!

By Cricket

You get to live with yourself for the rest of your life.
Your butt crack is showing--embrace it.

It I were you I'd think that too.

Share yourself with the world.

Connect!

Stolen From Tony Kushner

By ANagler

'The fountain's not flowing now, they turn it off in the winter. Ice in the pipes. But in the summer...it's a
sight to see, and I want to be around to see it. I plan to be, I hope to be. This disease will be the end of many
of us, but not nearly all. And the dead will be commemorated, and will struggle on with the living and we
are not going away. We won't die secret deaths anymore. The world only spins forward, we will be citizens.
'The time has come. Bye now, you are fabulous each and every one and I bless you. More life, the great work

begins.

-Tony Kushner. Angels in America
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Sutra of Incantations of Team Bees

By Rememdium

A piece of advice has been left in a desolate hallway. This advice can seem as cold and hard as the marble
floor and as disturbing as the pictures lining the walls. Yet it can illuminate even the darkest of life's corners,
if you have the patience and the fortitude to follow it.

19



mmm, cheese

By ajlobster

‘Think about the people who love you.

Now, think about cheese. (Vegan cheese if you are vegan.)

Hey you!

By christine.m.longo

Here is what my message says:
‘Think about the thing you like most about yourself.

Now smile.
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RE-INVENT YOURSELF

A Wool Fedora Moment

By Rememdium

The car was packed and waiting. Dad was behind
the wheel, anxious to get the three hour drive
underway. The boy took the stairs two at a time,
swung his bedroom door open and leaned over the
threshold, snatching the hat from the antique rack
before running back to the car.

His father turned to look at what had delayed the
boy. "What are you doing with that?"

"Wearing it," the shy boy replied. He placed the
wool fedora on his head. It was so big it wrapped
around his ears.

"You look silly, take it off."

"No." He looked out the window from just
underneath the brim.

His father shrugged and backed the car out of the

driveway.

'The boy had spent weeks thinking about it. He
was headed to a new summer camp, where nobody
knew him. Even so, he knew how he acted when
taced with new people: the same silence he kept
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in class, during baseball practice, during family
dinners. He needed a catalyst. Something to make
him not him.

So it was decided: when he wore the hat, he was
someone who could talk. He could talk to anyone,
say anything, be fearless. Could it really be that
easy? His grandfather's old hat was huge, measured
and tailored for a fully grown head. It was made

of wool and would quickly soak with sweat in the
90-degree heat of an Adirondack summer. Yet
beneath the heavy gray, his mind was made up.

'The car pulled into camp. Father and son moved his
trunk and duftel bag into his bunk without saying

a word. Just before his father rode away, he grabbed
the hat from the back seat.

Walking into the bunk alone for the first time, he
stopped before the threshold, took a deep breath
and slipped the hat on his head. The edges dangled
loosely and knocked against his forehead as he
walked.

He pushed the door open and looked at his
bunkmates. "Hi," he said.



Houdini’s Note

By hipster546

It was the middle of october and as cold as a Witch’s teat.

His Biggest Regret

By WaxwingSlain

The name's Carl Stone.

My childhood was largely transient. My father,
being in the U.S. Foreign service, was always eager
to take the most exotic, dangerous assignments.

He would always tell me, an only child, and my
mother that we were becoming cultured through
these far-flung adventures. In reality, they broke her
down. The Havana heat was too much for her fragile
health, the Russian vodka too enticing for her weak
will. The locales had the opposite effect on me; I
thrived.

By age eleven I knew four languages. By age
thirteen, my father, a big, brooding, hulk of a man,
had taught me to fire a pistol and drink Scotch

in tumblers. He repeated the same thing to me
every day. After a few couple Scotches he'd tell me,
slurring his words slightly "Carl if you do one thing
in life, make something of yourself. Something.
Don’t be a number."

She died when I was sixteen, my mother, on a
transatlantic voyage on an old ocean liner. She had
crippling phobias and refused to fly. The cause of
death was officially unknown, but I surmised it was
a combination of hatred at the life my father had
chosen for her, and hatred of herself for following
him. Mixed with a healthy dose of alcoholism of

course.

At twenty, I graduated from university. One of
those elite Northeastern prep schools where who
your parents were mattered more than your grade
point average. Truth is my parents weren't much, so
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I had to make up for it somehow. I studied. Hard.
Graduated a year early, and went straight into the
military.

I'd like to think that my father had nothing to do
with my decision, but I'd be lying to myself. Of
course, in the classic style, I wanted to prove myself
to him. The army wasn't hard. Just the opposite. I
rose the ranks with the ease of someone who is both
determined and desperate.

Before long, I found myself as a low level analyst

in the CIA, that bastion of American intelligence
and superiority. I hated my work, but loved my job.
I rose through the ranks again, proving myself at
each stage to be both physically and mentally fit. I
say that with no pride, just the tacit acceptance that

I had been given certain gifts that my colleagues
lacked.

I was promoted, and promoted again. Now, I work
as what they call an intelligence officer. I know
what I truly am. A spy. One of the best. I live in
euphemism and metaphor. I seek out "targets"

to "eliminate", and infiltrate "uncooperative
governments" to "reorganize" from within. I live as
a shadow. My family and friends don't, can't, know
what it is that I truly do. Least of all my father.

He still believes that I am a low level analyst in
the ranks of the enormous American intelligence
bureaucracy.

I may be his biggest regret.



The Astounding Amarilda von Hesslebaum

Written by Elena Hecht, dedicated to my truly astounding little sister Ava.

Born on April 25,1986, Amarilda was a child
of exceptional abilities, abilities apparent to all
who saw her from the moment of her birth.
Able to articulate her thoughts to a precision
known only to great orators of much greater
years, Amarilda had written her first oratorial
speech lauding the merits of dessert before
dinner by the age of 3. A proficient pianist,
she was playing her favorite piece, a Chopin
nocturne, Op. 9, No. 2, by the age of 6 with
more than just technical prowess, but with
true heart. No story of Amarilda would be
complete without her best friend and younger
sister, Ava von Hesslebaum, born November 4,

a stalwart friend, and Ava rose to the occasion
as a younger sister with an imagination and
wit unsurpassed in today’s times. Together
with Ava, Amarilda published stories of her
youth, including her esoteric games of pretend
from her childhood. These included some of
those most treasured by her younger sister Ava:
Jimmy the monkey, the Israeli foreign exchange
student in boarding school (complete with

a uniform of a watermelon dress), and Ava

the dog. As an adult she grew to be a skilled
dancer, choreographer, and writer. A lover of
music, she used her powers of kindness to solve
the world’s problems with a laugh and a smile.

1991. Amarilda was a model older sister and

Countess Van Buren

Written by Ashley Van Buren

I was born Countess Van Buren, in the county of
the Bronx on a warm summer day. A descendant of
one of New YorK’s first citizens, I grew up reading
before I could talk. By age 10, I had read every book
in my father’s library. Restless, I developed a passion
for movies and spent my teen years writing literary
adaptations of short stories, plays, and novels. By
age 17,1 was working on the production of feature
films and had turned down large sums of money
offered to me by my family to help further my
career. Instead, I chose to drop my title and work my

The Phenomenal Jean-Luc

Written by Justin Kenny

My name is Jean-Luc Fitzroy. I was raised in

an orphanage in Quebec City, Quebec. When I
turned 18, I found out that I was born to a French-
Canadian gymnast and a Romanian gypsy, and so
in honor of my parents, joined a traveling circus as
a contortionist and tight-rope walker. I'm known as
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way up the ladder until I reached a point where I
grew bored with the egos I encountered and decided
to defect from the industry. I took time off to travel
and meet people and discover who I really wanted
to be. It was then I decided to focus on creating my
own material for both the stage and screen. To make
a little mischief in the literary and television worlds,
I occasionally dabble in the art of ghostwriting.
‘Though I know who I am, you will never truly know
all I have done or will do in the future.

“The Phenomenal Jean-Luc” not only for my world
record highest and longest tight-rope traverse, but
also for being able to pack my 6’1 frame into a box
the size of three unabridged dictionaries stacked on
top of each other.



A Bibliophilic Existence

By marshmollie 1

My family couldn’t afford a house when I was
growing up. My mother taught mathematics at a
community college, and as we all know, community
college professors aren't exactly paid handsomely.
My father... well, he is incredibly passionate about
baseball, and spent more time playing in his
recreational league than he did paying attention to
work. So, my parents had to be creative when it
came to where we lived, what we ate, how they kept
us amused.

It was tough, but my sisters and I didn't seem to
care at the time. It didnt feel like we were living

on less than a shoestring; instead, life felt magical.
When we turned 5 (did I mention we are triplets?),
going into kindergarten, we got kicked out of

our tiny one-room apartment and had to find
somewhere to squat. One afternoon, after a picnic
in Bryant Park, we happened upon a tiny storefront,
boarded up and looking long abandoned... this was

to become our new home.

Houdini’s Note

By CharBear

From that point forward, my sisters and I spent
every spare minute around the corner in the library.
We explored all the rooms, even the ones children
weren't supposed to be in alone, simply because
adults took pity on us when we pretended to be

sad and let us tag along as long as they were there.
Some read us Tennyson, some read us The Brothers
Grimm, some even took us into the geneology
room when we had a family history project to do in
school.

To this day, I am thankful for that experience.
Most of my friends in college come from families
who “summer on the Cape” or took long, expensive
trips to Disney World and other such places with
no history except what was created for them. But
I...1 grew up among all the history you could
possibly want to experience, and now I have my
whole life ahead of me to see the places I've only
read about.

Man who spent his life finding ways to escape elaborate traps. Interesting... 1489 earliest book Held entire

The Ballad of Douglas MacKrell

By Inventivehero

long ago in a galaxy right here, I was raised
by a pack of coyotes on the open plains of old
Detroit. Crime was rampant, but me and my
coyote family kept the locals in line with our fair
but just punishment system based on wet willies.
Detroit grew prosperous under our control and
willie making, but times changed and soon coyotes
weren't cool any more. So I packed up my half eaten
carcasses and set off for New York City. Along
the way I fought a Baseball player by the name of
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Phantom Southpaw, a left handed baseball pitcher
who lost his left arm in a tragic baseball accident.
I dodged his ecto-balls flung by his phantom limb.
Three days later i won using my mad Judo skills.
Eventually I gave up trying to go to New York and
teamed up with Robocop for a while.

Now I make shoes. Coyote shoes. Not shoes
made out of coyotes, that'd be gross. I make shoes

FOR coyotes. They don't buy many.



At Least In My Book You Are(n't)

By Su_lLee

'There was one point in my life where I had all sorts
of pseudonyms including... SuDoughName. For

a long period, I was a great old man ninja held to
high esteem by young gamers while also writing as
the girly voice for a teen readers' community. I've
had the most fortunate opportunities to creatively
activate the power of fandom within passionate
consumers through these voices and will always
hold these memories with wonderful regard.

The Life and Times

By bunnybird

Diana Adams was born in Atlanta, Georgia at the
turn of the century. Her mother was the eldest
daughter of Atlanta's premier shipper of goods from
the West Indies. Her father held the position of
Mayor at the time of Diana's marraige to reknowned
war hero General Travis St. Bernard.

'The marraige was a love match in every sense of the

word and Diana prided herself onn being Travis' wife.

Even at the tender age of 15, she sought to honor her
husband and family by becoming the ideal hostess.

Diana's experiences as a hostess began at an early age

International Waters

By ajlobster

Anna “Twizzlers” Marquardt was born in
international waters on a cruise ship, where her
songstress mother and boat captain father were
working at the time. Shortly after her birth, the boat
sank due to a large pod of dolphins getting caught in
the propellers, and her father, being the captain, went
down with the ship.

She and her mother relocated to Berlin, where they
lived in a one-room apartment until one day when a
rich American stopped her mother on the street and
asked her to be the house entertainment at his club in

However, managing my own inner passion is an
all together different story for I am THE MOST
SUPER SPECTACULAR FLYING ROBOT
FLYING MACHINE!!! Honestly, who are we
kidding. No one needs to really brazenly say how
awesome they are. Keep it to yourself and we'll all
find out eventually. That's how it works. At least in
my book.

when she used to help her mother prepare for the
many guests that used to visit their home. Guests to
the house often remarked that Diana was precocous
beyond her years and must be a huge help to her
mother. Diana's mother would blush and agree with
no small amount of pride in her eyes.

‘Throughout school Diana excelled at anything
presented to her but harbored a sepecial love for
things of a domestic nature. Consequently, it was he
greatest joy of her life to be able to marry well and
play hostess for her husband.

Tallahassee. With a small child, Anna’s mother could
not afford to pass up stable employment, so they
relocated to Florida, a land of humidity and swamps.

'They lived in Tallahassee through Anna’s high school
years, during which she sang with her mother in

the club. Tired of the small town values of northern
Florida, Anna left for the cold northern winters

of Minneapolis. There, she bought a car and drove
around the entire United States, finally landing in
New York, where she met the most talented people in
the world.



The stars and the sky

By Majestas 1 day ago

The writer, dancer, scientist, teacher, athlete, and
painter, Majestas Jones was born in October 3rd
1966 in a hot air balloon flying high over New
York City. 'The first thing her infant eyes saw as
they peeked from around the cotton knit sweater
that had been wrapped around her, were the jagged
sky scrapers of cement and glass, the statue of
liberty in her famously triumphant stance, and

the vast cerulean sea rippling below. She did not
remember these things as she grew up, but her mind
remembered them long after.

Majestas' mother was so affected by the unusual
birthing event, that she sheltered her only daughter
way beyond the means of reasonability. Majestas
was not allowed to climb the jungle gym at

the playground as a child, She could never ride
amusement park roller coasters as a teen, She wasn't
even allowed to date as a young adult of 21 forced
to live at home all her college years. But Majestas
always looked upon the far off clouds with warm
familiarity. At night she gazed at the sparkling
speckles of light embedded in the darkened sky
teeling a longing and nostalgia that she could not
explain. When she looked around her she felt as if
the law of gravity had taken a bias against her. She

Whence | Came

By imahorcrux

It was a bright, beautiful spring morning when I
was born. The lilacs were in full bloom, the birds
were chirruping and the grass was freshly mown.
My mother felt very little pain as I entered the

world, although my father did hit his head as he

passed out (with anticipation, not fear).

I sprang from the womb with eyes alert and open,
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was not to leave the ground and every iron-laden
step was a reminder she shouldn't even try.

But one day she heard of a quote by les brown that
said, "shoot for the moon, even if you miss you'll
land among the stars" And Majestas was inspired.
She decided that she would just shoot for the stars,
for her dreams, over and over again. With all the
years she spent locked up in the box forged by the
baseless fears and obsessions of her mother, she had
accumulated many dreams. She did not have to stay
on the ground, she did not have to stay anywhere
she didn't want to stay, especially while knowing

her capabilities far exceeded her circumstances. She
shot for the star of becoming a teacher, and landed.
She shot for the star of fulfilling her dream of
becoming a novelist, and landed. Then she became

a world famous ballet dancer, an astronomer who
went to space, a long-distance running athlete, and
finally a landscape painter. She never let her self run
out of goals, and hence she was always in motion
always moving toward something new. Like the hot
air balloon she was born in, she was always floating
upward toward a new adventure. Living. Exploring.
In motion. And most importantly, happy.

and I still face the world in such a manner. I am
a leader among women, a supporter of all worthy
causes, a donator to the arts.

I 'am the Philanthropic Felicity and I am here to
save the day ... and make your day a little brighter.
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DRAW ATREASURE MAP

A Guide to Bacolod’s Food

by: Alexa Yupangco

If T could make a treasure map, it would probably be a list of foods.

There’s nothing quite like Bacolod, the town in the Philippines where I spent most of my formative years.

It’s quiet, sleepy and very small (as in small enough that most of the families are familiar to you); but don’t
let that fool you - it’s also a hustling, bustling, growing metropolis.

'The things and peoples, experiences and memories that I hold most dear are all in Bacolod. And food will
lead you to them.

1. Manokan Country’s Chicken Inasal

2. Roli’s Napoleones

3. Bacon Burger Mushroom Melts

4. Cafe Bob’s pizza and Starbucks-like drinks

5. Kuppa’s delicious cakes and pastries and coftee

6. Boat tarts, mango tarts, galletas from Virgie’s

7. Potato Corner’s trio fries

8. Tater’s popcorn and cheese bites

9. Liezel's mango icebox cake

10. Felicia’s oatmeal thins
129



TThe Treasute Map of Lo

\O.ﬂ K odH-epwne Mk{ﬁ\""-ﬁj ZD'&\

@‘%CS%'C\\ j
;’\ = MosSachu SeH ¢
/ - ~
fosvwn\ Yo, \
= New Mep\e !/
= T o= .
— SHNew Meore
7~ CH"“ N 7’
@ Los Gatos,
Cﬂl\% By
e
S
e

= @ NMew Ovleans,
HVE Sf‘oQS O\ (ov1Siana
Hhe m Sp Yo Ve
cj(iﬁg%e<:-,+ TE-easve
W Hhe universe "

Joln Eicen.

Ahnt

wombaté
Kendra_Elise67
khill
katherinemyers
Reggels
cometd2427

130



= 1 HEcH BRIGE!

NYC's ollest bridge — akfkfd

_ bjﬁﬁu Ne B{oalt.(ya Bn’d;t &5
1‘ .w"’ ' 2k of fle (oot Ai.;of)um‘

v&\ ;
( i g?j' Tt s Bauﬁle .
\ Aﬂﬁ Gnvect's Mﬁt\&'Mn ',“'Hc Bfot\x.

%:’ %ﬁtbﬂ (¢ E{é r"‘iﬁ" ?l):rrlz(:;pham
iminary
LK

upsofloating
Barbara Eldredge

131



Marshall Islands Shell Map

By Purumus

Really nice vector maps

Marshall Islands Shell Map

By klugesan

found a clue!

Subway Tour

By arielfederow

Begin in Astoria. Take the N/Q_running to
Manhattan. Sit on the west side of the train and
look at the island. Transfer at Queensboro to the 7,
also into Manhattan; sit on the west side of the train
again. Look at the grafhiti.

Exit at Times Square. Go to the place between the
Broadway Line and the 7th Avenue Line, by the tvs
that show boxing. Stand still for 5 minutes. Take
the S to Grand Central, switch to the uptown Lex
line. Get off at 59th and walk east to the Roosevelt
Island tram.

Take the tram. Take it three times - sit facing
downtown, then uptown, then downtown again. Get
off the tram, and walk around the island. Notice the
old sanitorium. Notice the new condos. Get on the
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F train to Brooklyn. Ride. Get off at 2nd Ave. Get
a knish from Yonah Schimmel. Get another knish.
Wialk to Essex, take a right, go to the Pickle Guy.
Walk down to the F at East Broadway. Get on it,
and go to Brooklyn.

Take the F all the way to the end. Celebrate Smith-
9th - the highest point of the subway system. Eat
your pickle and be glad. Keep riding, and riding -
you will go above ground, and then below, and then
above again. Ride until the end of the line - Coney
Island. Read all the signs - imagine it, full of wood
and metal, salty. Swim. Eat a hot dog, and fried clam
strips, and pistachio soft serv. Ride the Cyclone.
Look all around you at the very top. Scream with
joy all the way down.
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BE A BEEKEEPER

Bees in Astor Hall

By Cricket

“**SUBMITTED IN HANDWRITTEN FORM

Virtual: Being such in essence or effect though not
tormally recognized or admitted.

Mobile phones. E-mail. Online chat.
Facebook. Twitter. Foursquare.

We live in a world of virtual communication and
connection. Virtual in the sense that the devices
through which we communicate are simulating the
form in which we are communicating--not actual
but electronic simulations of expression--but also
virtual in the sense of the word--there is no real
connection.

The technological ease with which we are able to
communicate seems to be deteriorating the quality
and frequency in which we connect.

Although ideas might be expressed, they're
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rarely discussed or challenged. An exchange of
communication might occur, but it's only at surface
level.

As virtual communication becomes more of who we
are as people, we run the risk of becoming virtual
people--empty shells as interactive as yesterday's

discarded technology.

If T could advise every person who walks through
the doors of the New York Public Library to do

one small thing it would be: Connect. Shut oft

your phone. Explore something unknown. Learn
something you never thought you'd know. Consider
all of the possibilities. Let someone prove you
wrong. Talk to a stranger and make them your
friend. Leave here with the commitment to make
every day of your life an adventure--Go out into the
world and find real connections.



Educating the Hive

By bunnybird

If I could get every person who walks through the
doors of the New York Public Library in the next
year to do one small thing, I would ask each of them
to share a story with a child. Before long, children all
over the world would know stories they never would
have heard otherwise. The small actions of each of

"Bee" the Change

By imahorcrux

Much like bees in a hive, one small thing - recycling
your can, turning out the light, bringing a reusable
bag to the store - can change the world.

There's nothing easier or more important than
making an effort to reduce your impact upon nature.
Think of yourself as a bee in the the hive, with
Earth as the Queen Bee. Her life and the life of her
entire family depends on the amount of flowers her
worker bees visit, how much nectar they collect, how
much pollen they distribute to other flowers; it's all
interdependent. These tiny creatures hold so much
responsibility on their figurative backs. Perhaps
that's why Ancient Egyptians thought of the bee

as a symbol of great power. A lack of cooperation
among the worker bees can cause the collapse of a
hive and the death of a colony, much like pollution
and misuse of the planet's natural resources are
causing massive destruction for humans. Yet bees
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the people would awaken a curiousity in children
who may never have heard a story told before. The
knowledge would become contagious and those
children would tell their story to another child. The
small actions would add up to a collective literacy the
world has never known.

are smart enough to correct their problems, while
humans seem to continue ruining the earth with no
notion of the consequences.

If every person who enters the New York Public
Library pledges to recycle their plastics, glass,
aluminum, paper; reduce water consumption; drive
less and walk more; and bring a reusable bag to the
market, we could begin to slow the damage we've
already caused and maybe begin to repair our own
hive.

Just as bees work, pooling their resources together
to create a community complete with a home and
tood, we, too, can band our efforts together to save
the planet, bit by bit, little by little. Let's use the
symbol of the bee as our talisman. Better yet, let's
"bee" the change we want to see in this world.
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Were all in this together

By pnklady16

'This question is very interesting and warrants a number of adaquate responses;

1. Have everyone who enters the NYPL play one note on a piano. This will be recorded. At the end of one
year, this recording will be played on a loop on exhibition at the library.

2. Have everyone who enters the NYPL say hello (in english) into a recording device. This will also be played
after one year on a loop on exhibition at the library

Box of Quarters

By ajlobster

Each person who comes through the door would drop a quarter in a box. At the end of one year (but not be-
fore), the quarters would be gathered up and used to pay for the laundry of as many NYPL employees as pos-
sible, determined by lottery. That small gesture will make their day, and perhaps they will make someone else's!

Go Forth My Little Bee Babies!

By christine.m.longo

As the keeper of this NYPL hive for the next year, here is what you will do:

Come inside and explore the various chambers of this enormous and fruitful literary catacomb. Swarm
upon the words, stories, knowledge. Collect all you can. Then fly out past the hive, past the trees, and find
a place to land. When you land you may lighten your load by leaving behind all that you collected in the

chambers in this new place, where it is needed.
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INVENT ANEW FOOD

Recipe for Fire Escape Burgers

By Indi Cover Your Heart

'The New York City Fire Escape Burger

If you live in New York City (or any urban setting,
for that matter), the only outdoor space you
probably have to call your own is the humble fire
escape. While it is meant to save your life in the
event of an unexpected inferno, you can also use this
as your own 8 x 2 foot getaway. Pop out your screen,
climb out your window, and fire up the mini Weber
grill for this delightful midsummer burger that will
have everyone on the street below jonesing for a
dangerous cooking location of their own.

Step 1:

Go to your local butcher, chat up the guy working at
the counter, and get yourself some gorgeous ground
beef. Do not skimp on the quality of your burger
meat! Sure, you pay too much for your apartment,
but spend the extra few dollars and pretend you're
royalty while your legs swing dangerously off

the fire escape. While you're out and about, pick

up some cheese and pickles. These are essential
ingredients for the true Fire Escape Burger.

Step 2:

Once you're home with all the goods, put all of your
ground beef in a big bowl. Take a small handful

and flatten it out, make it the circumference of your
desired burger. Crack open the jar of pickles, pull

one of those babies out, and slice it up nice and
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thin. Lay a few slices on the burger, leaving about

a quarter inch free on the sides. Now get out your
cheese, slice THAT up nice and thin, and lay a few
pieces on top of the pickles, again leaving some
room on the sides. Now, get some more ground
beef and try to make it the same size and thickness
as your first patty. Place this carefully on top of the
patty/pickles/cheese combo, so the meat is like the
bread on a pickle and cheese sandwich. Repeat step
2 for as many burgers as you would like.

Step 3:

Carefully take your plate of magic burgers and
climb out your window to the fire escape. Once
your Weber grill is nice and hot (hopefully your
roommate has taken care fo this already), put the
burgers on and cook for five minutes on each side.

Step 4:

Get out a hamburger bun, pop a burger on, and wait
a few minutes before biting in so you don't severely
burn your tongue on hot cheese and pickles. If you
survive the first bite, you will be overcome with joy.

We hope you succeed in the adventure that is fire
escape cooking. If you can cook on a handful of
metal bars attached to the side of your building, you
can do anything.



George Washington's Recipe

By gmehta

Tantilize your taste buds:

3 shallots

garlic

salt & pepper

white chocolate & nutmeg

pasta

truffles/wild mushrooms

bechamel sauce

nutella

puff pastry

stawberries

champagne or moscato

1. saute the garlic/shallots in EVOO , add salt & pepper

2. create bechamel sauce and stir into sauteed ingredients, add gnocchi
3. sprinkle saffron

4. on the side, roll sliced strawberries dipped into nutella into the pasty puff and bake

5 serve baked nutella strawberry pastry on side
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George Washington's Recipe for Space Beer

By: Stuart Candy, Andrew Hojin Lee, Dalma De Leon, Annie Danger Yang, lan Ragsdale, G. Angela Corpus

In twenty-seven eighty-nine, George Washington decreed

'That his United Colonies must finally be freed

from bondage of The Motherland! And cosmic war ensued...

At length they won. And then resolved to celebrate -- with food!

“Twas sardines from a Methane Sea that launched the victory feast
Washed down with beer fermented with an interstellar yeast
A chilli burger followed, made from lab-grown wagyu veal

While snow cones mined from Pluto’s icecaps rounded out the meal
'The strains of their galactic anthem echoed ‘cross the greens
Of terraformed golf courses and triumphant strip-mall scenes

But everyone agreed, though independence made them grin --
'That their new invention, space beer, was the truly epic win.

George Washington's Recipe

By reillyodonnell

1 Part Guacamole
2 Parts Prosciutto

and Chase it with a Chicken Parm

Boom Delicious.
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UNICORN CHEESECAKE

By g8torjenn

As any of the Golden Girls could tell you, the greatest moments of life would truly not be complete without
cheesecake. Unfortunately, you can't live on something that rich. Or can you?

We have come up with the perfect, guilt-free dessert. A sweet that is so good, it will actually make you lose
weight. That's right folks -- a mega calorie-burning cheesecake. With every bite, the calories melt away.
And not only do you lose weight, our cheesecake is made with all natural ingredients, is lactose-free and is

proven to cure and prevent cancer. It is also free and it grows on trees. Oh, and it tastes delicious.

Since this cheesecake is naturally occurring, we've analyzed it in our lab and determined that the ingredients
are:

1/2 cup of love

1 tsp. of a first kiss

1/2 pint of a Swedish bikini team orgy
a pinch of brown sugar

graham cracker crust

1 oz of pure uncut rainbow

sprinkle of Soma

add power ballad to taste (Bohemian Rhapsody if available)
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George Washington's Recipe

By Velliciraptor

'The first creature to gain consciousness wished

it had not done so almost immediately after it
accomplished the feet. Consciousness cursed the
creature with the awful burden of an awareness of
self, future and past, as well as a fear of all things
unknown. These new concerns grew so large in

the creature's mind that they dwarfed want of
food, shelter and mate, all the creature had known
before. The beast immediately set about searching
for relief from the pain of consciousness. As it had
done with all problems before, the creature sought
help from those with who it cohabitated. This was
folly, as the creature's peers, who were not sick with
consciousness, had never thought on their situation,
let alone the situation of others. They understood
wounds and hunger, but not anxiety over invisible
nothings. They could respond with nothing but
empty, hollow stares. With these stares the creature
realized what it had known of consciousness was
nothing but a bead of sweat preceeding a mortal

fever.

Now understanding the isolation to which it was
doomed, feelings of loneliness and desperation
swallowed the tragic retch. The creature turned its
back on its tribe and set off on a life of solitude, free
of the sting of rejection. Days turned to years, but
the consciousness didn't retreat a step.

Alone and consumed with doubt, the creature was
a poor match for the wilderness, and its condition
grew dire. After weeks of clumsy attempts at
hunting and gathering, the creature found itself on
the verge of starvation. As if by providence, it was
then that a speckled, colorful fungus was happened
upon. The creature knew that such things had the
potential to kill, but desperation forced its hand.

Slowly at first, and with increasing speed a wave
of euphoria enveloped and blunted the sad sole's
consciousness.
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Prismatic lce

By Robot lan

Drinks come in many colors. But historically, only one at a time.

Prismatic Ice is a breakthrough in mixology that seeks to change that limited paradigm. As a cube of
prismatic ice melts, it releases new layers of seasoned dye into the body of the drink, changing the hue and
flavor palette of the cocktail. Over the course of the drink's "story arc," the user is treated to a kaleidoscope
of shifting shades and tastes--a new canvas for the 21st Century and beyond.

George Washington's Recipe

By JenniferPDickey

Cultivating a new recipe can be next to impossible.
However, if you spend the time to climb across rope
bridges in rural Japan, and sled down red sand dunes
in Mui Ne Beach, Vietnam, or even ride on the
back of an elephant on Koh Chang Island, Thailand
you are able to experience people and culture at

its finest. This will allow you to experience food

in new ways, and with a good pallet, you will be
able to meld and blend those styles together along
with your memories of the places as you create new
recipes.

For over a year now I have been trying to formulate
the perfect recipe for a Matcha Green Tea beer.

As a woman homebrewer I am always trying to
come up with something new and unique that will
be respected in the brewing community, which is
predominantly male. The reason I have chosen such
an interesting ingredient as Matcha ceremonial
green tea is because I feel that the bittering

hops that are commonly used in beer, such as
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Centennial(appropriate for this event) and Cascade,
are similar to the bittering effects that you get when
you drink the bright green matcha.

As our founding father knew very well, brewing
beer is a fickle creature. Each time you brew the
same recipe you can come up with different results.
I would ideally like to have a Pale ale simliar to
that of Flower Power or Sierra Nevada Pale Ale,
but with the addition of Matcha Powder (20z for
every 100z of beer) in secondary fermentation the

result would be a bitter, hoppy, crisp beer that is also
BRIGHT GREEN!

Matcha, for me, brings back memories of Kyoto,
Japan and tea ceremonies with beautiful and skilled
women who were able to perform the lengthy and
strenuous ceremony with grace and ease. I hope

to someday be able to show the same grace in my
brewing and produce a delicate beer that is truly
something special that would be coveted by both
men and women beer connoisseurs worldwide.



Magical - Possibly Delicious - Vegan Sweet Potato Oatmeal
Cookies

By imahorcrux

Ingredients

Dry ingredients

2 cups oatmeal, blended in your blender until powdery
1/2 teaspoon baking soda

1/4 teaspoon salt

Wet ingredients

1/4 cup brown sugar

1/4 cup sugar

1/4 cup canola oil

1 Tablespoon flax meal

1/4 cup almond milk

1 teaspoon vanilla

1/2 cup cooked, mashed sweet potato

Optional
1/2 cup chocolate chips
1/2 chopped walnuts

Directions

Preheat your oven to 350 degrees and line a baking sheet with parchment

In a medium bowl, mix flax meal and almond milk well. Add oil and sugars, and whisk until mixture
resembles caramel (this is very important!); add vanilla and sweet potato and stir again - but do not whisk as
vigorously as you did before

In a large bowl, add oatmeal (now flour), salt and baking soda and mix well to get rid of lumps

Slowly add the wet ingredients to the dry and mix, being careful not to over-mix (the potato can get gummy

if you do)
If using chips or nuts, carefully fold these in now

Using a tablespoon, drop the dough onto the parchment-lined sheet, careful to leave about an inch between

each dough ball; press the dough down evenly
Bake for 12-16 minutes or until lightly browned around the edges

Enjoy!
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George Washington's Recipe

By Kalina Leopold

One of my favorite recipes that no one I have ever met knows about is a Cream Cheese Omelette. It's
very simple...you add a dollup a cream cheese to a brown omelette and fold over. They are super yummy!!

Stake Tartare

By bunnybird

Ingredients

2 large wooden stakes (preferably unused)
1 large onion, grated

1/2 cup capers

1 large egg

salt and pepper to taste

To Prepare:

1. Push stakes through wood chipper. Grind to coarse sawdust consistency.
2. Add grated onion and capers

3. Mix chipped wood with egg until the mixture forms a ball.

4. Divide into 4 patties.

5. Season with salt and pepper.

6. Serve on a bed of lettuce.

7. Never, ever try to eat.
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REVEAL A HIDDEN STRENGTH

On Knowledge

By galenblade

If T were to create a totem, it would be for my friend
Tim. Not only is he one of the smartest people I've

ever met, but he draws his strength from knowledge.

He always seeks more and more. And he always
tirelessly gains more. He's told me that any day that
passes where he learns something new is a good day.

Strength of a Pen

By meruiz83

We try to live each day as just another day, focusing
on the things we deem important. Yet somewhere
along the way, we tend to lose sight of the things
around us and those who truly care. We are blinded
by reality's lies as if it knows no bounds. The
question is, how do we grow and move on from

it? How can you let go of something so good, yet

so bad? I tried to go in the right direction, but feel
myself going left. I have lost myself many times
before and always wonder if I will ever find my way.

I have discovered the greatest strength I can
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Tim's totem is simple. A book. Though a single
book, or even a single library doesn't contain the
amount of knowledge that he hopes to gain. But
it is a first step. Something that he can use on that
road. The strength from knowledge is inside him,
and the book brings it out.

possible have is the strength of writing. As a poet
and writer, I escape into a realm of the unknown,
where words are used as my personal friends, always
understanding. One should never underestimate my
ability to succeed, for I write what's in my soul as
the words roll down my sleeves. Indeed, I am a child
of prodigy. I write with the intention of speaking

to the soul, tapping in to the psyche that none dare
enter. Through writing, I will change the lives of
many. Thoughts will be transformed into something
so surreal it will almost seem real.



Pay no attention to the man behind the curtain!

By christine.m.longo

My totem is made of the thoughts, dreams, hopes and knowledge of my students. Just as in the Wizard of
Oz, they posess so many gifts that they have never seen in themselves. Perhaps instead of being able to trust
what is, and has always been, inside of them inately...we could start the process of instilling confidence in
their true and wonderful gifts by making them into something they can see and hold.

The Tin Man Cometh

By Tatianathelibrarian

Finding Courage, Intelligence, and Heart in the stacks on our way to the future here at NYPL. Discovering
truths about ourselves, each other, and the past before we follow the yellow brick road home again.
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By embq 5 \#{:

VR

Finding one’s strength is a lifelong journey. No one
on our team may have perfect sight, but we all have
great vision. This totem represents the people we
are, the things we love, and the places from which
we draw strength. You can see the fire in our eyes.
Each person on our team created one section of
the totem, and together, draw strength from one
another.

Emily: I draw my strength from the wonderful
family and friends in my life, and I also try to honor
my family and friends in heaven by living every day
to the fullest. I feel that my most important powers
are my crazy-creativitylo  idea is off the table!X
and my ability to find good in all things.

Diana: Many people find strength in their heritage,
and I am no exception. Being half-Greek has
influenced my life in many ways and helps to keep
our family strong. My heritage is only part myself X
my creative endeavors help connect me to my family
and peers, and help me feel as if I will contribute

to this world as a whole. I draw strength from my
art and art of those who inspire me. I may not have
20/20 vision, but my artistic mind is clear and ready
to create everyday!

Sarah: My strength is not only in the things that I
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arielfederow
rockpuzzle
montano%0
embale
loveandsqualor9

do, love, and live out in everyday life, but also the
communities that raise me up, expecting me to live
to the fullest. It is not only my personal strength,
but the collective strength that allows me to thrive,
flourish, and expect others to do the same. I want
to project the strength of myself and “families” to
others, wanting them to live out greatness.

Ariel: In order to be strong we need to know what
is already inside of us. In order to know this all we
can hope for is to find it ourselves. The Wizard
read each of the seekers and gave them what he
discerned they needed Bbut there isn’t a wizard for
me and I have to find it myself. I hope that these
glasses, and my fierceness within them, give me the
sight I need to see my own path forward.

Courtney: Strength comes from understanding the
mysteries within us and around us. I am driven by
the endless search for more knowledge, and I draw
strength from others on the journey with me.

Kevin: I draw all my strength from my family and
my home. I hope to one day look back at all that
I've done and all my life choices and be content that
I've done all I could for the benefit of those most
important to me.



Warrior of Suriname

By Dutchbur

A symbol for me and a reminder of where I come from is called Wayang. A Wayang doll is a warrior of the
Indonesion culture and symbolizes wisdom and strength. When I was younger, my grandfather had one of
these mounted above the door in the living room. Eventually when I turned 18, I receive one of my own and
reminds me of who I am and what I am capable of. It will always be a symbol of power for me.
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Shining like a Diamond

By rinsakura

'The totem of strength, the power that represents my parents, is a diamond ring. Diamond symbolizes
purity, which reflects in a persons character, in their strength to remain righteous and follow good conduct
throughout tough ordeals. Diamond also represents clarity, the wisdom to think thoroughly and make clear
decisions without confusion and bias. The tough nature of a diamond, its rarity and brilliance are some of
the key characteristics that symbolize the nature of my parents. Like a diamond, they shine and guide me
throughout my life so that I can make the right choices and become polished, to shine like them one day.
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Printed Freedom

By Redjeulle

I have always, always, guarded my freedom. It's so common now that people forget that it's something that
our forefathers had died for. The liberty to decide for yourself, to do the things you want, to go any place you
could -- it's something I would never give up for any price.

'There is no greater tangible thing to represent freedom than the passport. Possessing one means the freedom
to travel, one of the greatest pleasures of the free world, but also one of the most underrated. For other
people, traveling is a luxury. For me, it's a need. The need to not be confined in one space, to roam, and to see
whatever the world can offer. It's a strength we all have but don't exploit as much.
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INVENT A RITUAL

amplify the small talk

By Maijestas

Coworkers. Most of us spend up to 8 hours a day,
5 days a week seeing this specific group of people,
for years on end! As an adult living on my own, I
see my coworkers more than I see my own family! I
see my coworkers more than I see my own friends!
Yet I and most others do not really get to choose
them. Still getting along and establishing some
type of pleasant relationship with your coworkers
will go a long way to bringing you happiness in your
career and reducing stress at the office for years to
come. I recently started a new job and here are the
steps I went about to getting to know (and like) my
coworkers.

1) Week one: When introduced to someone for
the first time, try very very hard to remember their
name, make little notes if you have to with a short
description. Trust me. Their opinion of you will
instantly go up if they don't have to answer the

. " . n
question: "What was your name again?

2) Week two: Once you are sure you have the
coworkers name, greet them by name when you

see them for the first time each day. It's general
politeness and manners. Even people who were never
taught manners will recognize and appreciate in
others. "Good morning, Mark" "Hello, Christine"
Say it with a smile.

3) Week three: You can start this step in week two
if you are getting positive responses from them.

159

'Though in a genuine "How are you?" and wait for a
response.

4) Week four: Start to strike up talk with coworkers
when things aren't too busy. But don't get to
personal yet. You may about how to do a certain
procedure you're not sure about, Ask what's good in
the cafeteria, ask them to reccomend a good place to
grab lunch outside of work.

5) Week five: If you're starting to feel comfortable
that your coworkers are taking to you, and may

even smile or say hello before you do. You can

ask more personal questions. "How long have you
worked here?" "How is your cummute to work?"
"Do you have kids, siblings?" "Do you have anything
interesting planned for the weekend?"

6) Week six: By this time you should have made a
good impression and will set the ground work, for
your interactions with your coworkers to become
more and more personal and intimate. Some
coworkes will never get too close or share to much,
some will. It's all about the individual.

Coworkers are like family you like some more than
others, at different times, for different reasons. You
bicker sometimes, and other times you share a joke
and laugh yourselves almost to tears. You can't
choose them, but you CAN learn to live with them,
and maybe even love them.



Finding the Love of Your Future Life

By TobiasCarroll

Technology has altered the ways in which we
interact. Many of our interactions with those around
us are no longer conducted face-to-face, through
spoken words and verbal cues. Written words --
using emails, text messages, chat programs, and
more -- have set us on the path of trading one form
of interaction for another; first impressions being of
a set of words, a list of traits, rather than a reaction
to the living person before us. How do we rekindle
that introduction to the physical without foregoing
the other advances of technology -- the ways in
which it enables us to retain personal connections
with those closest to us across vast distances?

'The act of courtship has evolved with technology:
in 2011, online dating services pit their algorithms
against one another. Communities based around
shared affinities -- whether patronage of local
businesses or like-minded political beliefs -~ ofter
an opportunity to find a potential romantic partner
with some basic similarities to oneself. Yet the same
questions of loneliness, potential awkwardness, and
the perennial fear of rejection endure, regardless of
the era. However, no matter how much information
about interests and opinions is shared online, people
can't tell whether they are truly compatible until
they meet in person.

Other courtship rituals, both historical and current,
focus on immediate face-to- face contact. The dance
cards of the nineteenth century -- in which a single
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woman recorded prospective dance partners for

a particular social event -- is a direct ancestor of

the modern phenomenon of speed-dating. Speed-
dating puts single people through a series of brief
one-on-one meetings with potential romantic
matches, allowing them to meet multiple people in a
relatively short amount of time.

What we are proposing, then, is a further evolution
of the dance card model; a way for single people to
interact with other singles in a way that makes use
of the growing amount of information available
online, and yet encourage early in-person meetings
between many potential partners. Referencing

the ritualistic aspects of the dance card, it would
incorporate controlled improvisation and a variety
of activities; it could be used by singles looking

to meet prospective romantic partners or anyone
looking to interact with and befriend new people.
However, it would occur in a situation without the
pressure and anxiety of speed dating.

It would begin with an existing social network. It
would involve the creation of a centralized group,
which would in turn create smaller subdivisions

-- groups centered around assorted activities, such
as wine tasting, concertgoing, poker tournaments,
or gatherings at bars. The important facets would
be that these social interactions would be large in
number: there would be at least a dozen people
from a particular group in attendance, and most (if



not all) would be single.

Members of these groups would opt in. They
would be aware of the group as a social activity
group, not of the matchmaking function. The
group would mine members’ data, searching for
relationship status, sexual orientation, personal
interests and photos that show common interests.
Combing this data, participants would be selected
to attend a special event, looking to put together

a group of available singles with varying degrees
of compatibility. And while most attendees of a
particular event would in fact be single, and would
in fact be looking to meet new people, not everyone
would be; others would be, effectively, plants.
Specifically, ringers placed into these situations to
help facilitate connections between actively single
members of the group.

Members of the group creating an event would
send an invitation to members selected seemingly
at random -- but ultimately not random at all. A
potentially volatile mixture of singles would be
chosen -- a combination of personalities, some

of whom would likely be compatible; others who
would most likely not click -- but leaving space

where anything might happen.

When a single member of the group arrives at the
event -- unaware that they’re at, for all intents and
purposes, a singles mixer -- one challenge will be to
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get them to speak to one another. Some of these will
have an automatic social component -- whether the
group discussion inherent at a wine or cheese tasting
or the ways in which technologically-connected
people use social networks to interact, via hashtags,
trending topics, and short online posts related to a
specific event or occasion. For other interactions,
such as those at bars or clubs, the use of ringers and
plants would be required in order to prompt the
singles in the room in the direction of one-on-one
social interaction.

At the heart of this would be a formalized structure,
as fixed and intricate as the social constructs that
gave rise to dance cards in the first place. And yet
its use of controlled improvisation, of decidedly
modern and chaotic elements, would give it a sense
of unpredictability -- a thrill and a charge that
many formalized forms of prospective dating lack
(and, historically, have lacked). Also, the lack of
knowledge of the matchmaking situation would
significantly cut down on the pressure and anxiety
connected to blind dating. A ritual designed

to reveal aspects of their own personalities and
introduce them to people they might never have
met otherwise. A ritual whose participants aren’t
aware that they’re taking part in a ritual at all. A
ritual designed to harness the power of building
relationships of the future.



Dance Cards

By Kalus

Dance cards were thick, dangled from pendants.

The Commuter Courtship

By Chela

Everyday potential moments of courtly love are lost
forever as commuters pass each other in cars or on
toot. When a person passes another, day after day,
there is a opportunity to see something more than
simply a fellow traveler.

I present: a new ritual for the pedestrian traveller.

'This can be a person on a subway, a bus or simply
a walking route. When one party, male or female,
notices the other shyness or social expectations
keep you silent. Why create an awkward moment
on your daily commute needlessly? But still, can
you afford to lose a chance at love?

'This is the purpose of ritual - to create a emotional
bridge between awkward or difficult moments. As
one commuter notices another, that person cal send
a subtle signal. Were a silver pin, any color, upon
the left shoulder upon the chest, lying above the

heart. It can be on the lapel, a shirt or a scarf. But it
should be visible.

'Then, if your prospective love notices it, and
would be receptive to your romantic interest - he
should wear a pin as well, silver near his heart,
the following day, or the next time you are near.
'The sigal is sent. And when both see the call
and response, perhaps there is an opening for
connection when there once was none.

And what is another person notices the pin? The
wrong person? The signals are crossed, and the
match is missed? Or maybe, a new match can occur
if the pin’s signal is sent to another, unexpected
romantic interest. A woman with her eye on a tall
dark and handsome type may find another man
wears a pin to her response, and her gaze may fall
instead. And if two people, once passing in silent
longing, now can have a signal of love? That is true
romance.

In any case, this commuter courtship changes a
monotonous daily routine into a dance between
strangers, drawing together those who were once
alone and adrift.
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The Love Fruit

By lorene

Most fruits are pollinated by the bees, birds, the
wind or even themselves. However in the future

a new fruit will be discovered and named the

Love fruit. The Love fruit is special because its
pollination occurs when it's pollen is stimulated by
the conversation of two people. In fact the continual
growth of this plant depends on it being stimulated
by the same two people.

Not too long after the discovery of this plant, came
the Love Fruit courtship ritual. New couples would
plant the seeds and grow the Love Fruit. Regular
meetings were necessary to keep the plant alive.
Woe to any couple that killed their Love Fruit
plant as the death of plant signaled the end of the
relationship. For the couple who couldn't grow a
simple plant had no business trying to grow love
between themselves.

Mother's Dance Cards

By jcurwin

Keeping a plant alive to bear the expected pink fruit
was a sign that the couple were compatible, but it
was the couples whose fruit bore the elegant and
rare purple fruit were certain to fall deeply in love.
'They were almost guaranteed a long and loving
relationship.

'Those purple fruit were saved for two purposes.
First they are baked into the couple's wedding
cake as a way sharing the love and happiness with
their friends and family. Later the couple's children
would be give the seeds from their parents Love
Fruit as they began their own courtships.

Of course this is where they got the saying "Love
that bears fruit, takes roots"

My late mother showed me her dance cards. We used to spread out her jewelry, her pictures, and her dance
cards on the coffee table. Adding diaries and letters as we found them in her various baskets and boxes. So
many men signed her dance cards. She told me that she was so thin then that she sewed long sleeves on all
her dresses so that her arms wouldn't show. Listening to her memories of those years made me want to hug
her. She had been poor and wanted so much to go to college, but had to go to work. She must have been

beautiful.



E-Lit Courtship

By Barbara Eldredge

As e-books and digitized media become ever more ubiquitous, our books will be able to tell us who else in
the world shares the same literary tastes as ourselves. Across continents and languages, the bonds created by
a mutual love of the written word will abound! To get the ritual started, choose your favorite book (mine's
Virginia Woolf's To The Lighthouse). Google "fans of (your book) message board" and leave a post! Create
a dialogue. Gush about the author's use of synecdoche or the the main character's converse sneakers.

Would you rather

By MeggieMcD

I think everyone should have to play the game
"would you rather?" with someone for at least

15 minutes. the game involves two options- for
instance "would you rather be a bully or be bullied?
would you rather lay in a pool of tapioca pudding
or granola? would you rather be freakishly tall or
treakishly short? would you rather be respected or
teared? would you rather be wealthy or attractive?

Another option is a game from "into to improv"

class, where someone sits in a hot seat and you fire
questions at them for a minute- like "what's your
guilty pleasure? what was your favorite subject in
elementary school? who is your celebrity crush?
what's the most adventurous thing you've ever
doner" etc etc etc.

Both are a great ways to loosen people up and get to
know them quickly! Plus, it's always hilarious and
everyone has a good time. Mission accomplished!

How to Talk to Someone on the Subway

By Redjeulle

1. Look at them and make eye contact.
2. If you establish eye contact, smile at them.

3.If the smile is returned, come nearer. It might be
taking a few steps toward the person, or leaning in.
But don't lean in too much as to invade the other
person's personal space. If the person looks away,
they're probably freaked out. Stop the smile, or
maybe show less teeth. Look embarrassed but still
friendly. Don't lean in. Repeat steps 1 to 3 until your
smile is returned.

NOTE: You might want to set a loop counter
on this. If it's the third time and they're actually
moving further away, stop. Get the message.

4. While still smiling, put your peripheral vision to
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work. Try to find something pleasant or unusual
about the person, such as clothing, hair, or eyes.
Comment how interesting/funny/nice they look.
Maybe a book they're holding. Don't lay it on too
thick, that's creepy.

5.1f they thank you for the compliment, you're well
on your way. Introduce yourself first, so they don't
teel like you just came up and starts interrogating
them. It's giving them the ball and it's up to them to
return it.

6. Up to this point you have already laid the ground
for a potential friendship to blossom. Don't be
persistent. Being friendly and being creepy is
divided by a very thin line.

Good luck in your quest to make a subway friend.



Dance Cards

By merrymay

How To Greet A New Coworker

By brooklyknight
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Dance Cards

By grift

Person A: Introduce self "Hi, my name is..."
, My

Person B: Introduce self "Hi, my name is..."
, My

It's Amazing What You'll Find

By marclar

In 1964, Elizabeth Kane and her all-female college
classmates were introduced -- with the help of
cutting-edge computer technology -- to their ideal
matches from the neighboring University of Notre
Dame.

At Notre Dame’s dance, each dancer received
computer punch cards that described, in binary
code, their personal "Mr. Right." Instructions to not
"fold, spindle or mutilate" these digital dance cards
tollowed, along with disappointment upon meeting
the computer's picks. Fortunately for me, my father
was not selected this way (he was a blind date).

Since the days of olde-fashioned dance cards,
ornately decorated and penned with the hopeful
signatures of would-be suitors, humanity sought
greater matchmaking efficiency with the wisdom of
computer chips and hard drives. But if the 1980’
tailed to teach us that it takes more than silicon to
create the perfect pair, the lesson finally took hold
in the 2010’s.

With some embarrassment for abandoning
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our human instincts in the messy search for
companionship, we returned to more organic,
tace-to-face games such as the noble “Guess the
Belcher”, the always unpredictable “Taser Twister”
and the ill-advised “Breakdance Breakdance

Revolution.”

But as you must break some eggs to make an
omelet, you must break some legs to make a hamlet.
So say the tight-knit survivors of this game, anyway.

'The information revolution opened countless paths
for humanity, unlocking greater potential for our
bodies and casting light into the darkest corners of
our scientific ignorance. But perhaps the greatest
gift it gave us was the knowledge of its limitations.

For try as we did, our most intimate connections
never were forged through circuitry but through
shared space, eye contact, touch, voice and music. As

they always had been.

Co-Presidents Daft Punk said it best: “It’s amazing
what you’ll find face to face.”
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REIMAGINE THE BOOK

Penny Virginia's Future Storybook

By Foulgerlibrary

I have a new baby daughter named Penny Virginia
and she loves storytime, especially when the books
are pop-ups or interactive in a clever way. The
more textures, colors, moving parts and especially
holographic foils, the better! She thinks Dr. Seuss
pop-up books are particularly delicious, and gnaws
at them regularly to sooth her teething gums.

Kindle and other e-books are quite convenient, but
I don't think they are the ultimate future of the
written word. Technology is a tool, not an end-all
solution and like everything else in our lives, it exists
best in moderation. There's something substantial
and earthy about picking up a well-read paper book
in your hands, caressing its dog-earred pages and
taking in the raised text on the page. A book that
you pass by again and again on your bookshelf can
ignite the imagination in an easy, organic fashion
that is irreplaceable.

Petrus Apianus wrote a book with moving parts that
helped readers to calculate the passage of time, and
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I'would like to invent a book for Penny that is as
traditionally physical as it is technologically advanced.
It will use three-dimensional holograms that can

be manipulated with her fingers the same way we
manipulate an iPhone touch screen today. But it will
still consist of pages and words, and require no power
source other than the human hand opening and
closing its sturdy cover. I could describe my creation
in more complexity, but every additional detail is
unnecessary and will only hamper future designers.

'The point is this- to preserve the wonder of
childhood through discovery of the written word, in
whatever form is fashionable at the time. I hope that
my daughter will read books the same way people
have done for centuries, with her eyes converting
symbols and images into ideas that expand the
imagination and free the mind.



ASTRONOMICUM CAESAREUM

The books of the future from a Physicist's perspective

By Carolina Castaneda

In line with Peter Apian's Astronomicum
Caesareum book, the books of the future will

make the reader visualize the descriptions, ideas and
inventions from a completely new perspective to the
one we know.

'The new books will be just glasses, helmets or
books that can create holograms providing a more
interactive experience. The reader will be part of the
story and will recall much better what he has read
or learned because he/she was part of it.

The most innovative book of the future will be the

fMRI reader book.

‘Thanks to the new technologies and a better
knowledge of the way quantum particles behave,
reading a book will become a whole new experience.

This will be a state of the art book in the form of
a helmet that can translate the writer's or reader's
thoughts into an electro magnetic resonance

imaging of the head.

Perhaps you have heard about brain MRI's. Well,
a more advanced technology called fMRI is being
developed.

tMRI stands for functional Magnetic Resonance
Imaging. This new technology uses quantum
mechanics and nuclear physics to translate the
impulses of the brain into voxels. You can think
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of voxels like the pixels that make up pictures, but
voxels are 3D images of certain areas in your brain.

'This new method is much more advantageous
because some scientists think that it could "read a
person's brain".

The traditional MRI uses water molecules while
fMRI can get more and better information of the
brain activity. In fact, fMRI identifies stronger
blood flows and oxigenated blood to find the most
active regions of the brain at a certain point in time.

Given that humans tend to have the same areas
of their brain activated when thinking about a
specific subject, this method will make it possible
to distinguish to some extent what is crossing a
person's mind or the way he/she is feeling. For
example, given that the book is able to determine
if the person is nervous, anxious, happy or sad,

it could choose some transition of its story to fit
that specific state of mind. The author will build
different scenarios and outcomes in advance and
will comunicate the ideas to the reader through an
adaptative experience.

So, the fMRI book will be a virtuous cycle in which
the book reads the person's mind while the person
reads the book in order to find the way that captures
the most attention from the reader. This will develop
a strong conection, human-book. In a sense, the
person and the book will become one, they will
create the future together.



Footnotes of Destiny

By Lolololori

I just think it would be great to have a book that let's you have super interactive footnotes. The New York
Times site does this a little bit, but really, I'd love to just be able to highlight some text - either with a
smartphone to a real book or within an e-book - and get fast, relevant commentary on it.

Astronomy-Astrology

By ThereseHeather

Looking at the Astronomicum Caesareum, it

is a thing of beauty. Truly. It was a new way of
interacting with a text, with movable parts to help
calculate the passage of time from an astronomical

paradigm, the thinking a la mode.

From Taurus to Libra, and Scorpio to Sags,
astronomy ordered the world. Before electric lights,
the invention of "time" (clocks), and the Scientific
Revolution, after the sun went down, humans

were privy to the most amazing lightshow on
Earth; the night sky. The stars ordered the laws of
the land, predicted the weather and the economy,
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and it dictated the cures of different physiological
problems. (Did you know the groin is Scorpio's
region?) Astronomy could be measured, calculated,
and predicted. And Petrus Apianus used a book to
allow such calculations and measurements through
novel movable parts. He mechanised a book. He
was totally thinking "into the future."

But if you really want to know about people who
were thinking "into the future" may I suggest
turther research into the Antikythera Mechanism of
Ancient Greece, the first, dare I say it, computer, in
all of human history. Do it. The future tells you to.



Hubble

Written by: Antonella Comella

Reading a book can open a limitless world. Itisa
vast universe, where the essence of a historical past
or an imaginative realm of the future, can coexist in
the present.

In the future, you will not just read a book- you live
within the story as it is happening.

'The books of the future do not look much difterent
from those of today. They will still be in a hardcover,
paperback or digital format, however these books
will be immersed with the creativity of the author.
As the author writes his or her story, their vision

is attached to each word. These words are not only
letters on a page, but a vessel containing the author’s
imagination. You will be able to see, smell and hear
the imagery of the words.

As you begin to read the words on the page, the
world around you changes. You activate a portal

that transports the essence of the author’s soul into
yours. Imagine reading a history book about the
Egyptians. As you are reading about the Egyptian
pharaohs, the world around you changes... as you
look up, you will see the massive pyramids, smell
the scent of the camels nearby and feel the heat of
the blazing sun. Your characters appear around you,
speaking the words you read.

When you turn each page, the story continues to
perform around you. You are observing what you are
reading through author’s imagination. You can be
surrounded by Greek Gods, be in a spaceship on its
way to Mars, smell the flowers blooming in the sun
or witness a speech given by George Washington.
'The possibilities are endless since each book tells its
own unique story.

To stop this, all you need to do is close the book.
'The visionary world will disappear only to return
when continue reading. It will be there waiting for
you to explore it.



Book of the Future

By Katie Ventura

In my book of the future you could speak with the author and ask questions about the novel. There would be

no greater gift than to be able to gage the thoughts of your readers in the moment. I could think of nothing
more interesting both for the author and the reader. Who wouldn't want to talk to their favorite author?

Astronomicum caesareum- cultural and scientific evolution

By Michael Ackerson

A fascination with the night sky is one of the few
aspects of humanity that transcends geography
and time. From the solstice-oriented spires

of Stonehenge to the astronomy towers and
pyramids in the Yucatan, the the great telescopes
pointed skyward in Chile, our fascination with
the cosmos traces the evolution of culture and our

understanding of the immense universe around us.
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To me, the Astronomicum caesareum represents
a landmark in both scientific and cultural
evolution. At a time when people were redefining
our understanding of the place of Earth in our
solar system and the universe, this map was one
of a cascade of ideas that led to our modern
understanding of the universe.



Be Your Own Adventure

By grift

'The children’s book of the future would be able to place the reader into the book as a character. It would

do this through a combination of technologies both current existing and not yet existing. First, the story
would be told through video hologram, or “holovid” in the future vernacular; the child (or parent, if the child
was yet unable to read) would be able to read along with the story as the scenes played out in front of him/
her/it. Second, the child would have the option of adding him/her/itself into the story as a character (to

be determined per book, by the author/publisher, but usually the pro/antagonist). The technology required
would be a super-portable scanner, fitted into each book (like the barcode scanners in today’s smartphones),
that would take a 360 degree, 3D snapshot of the child, as well as a brain scan that would collect informa-
tion about the child’s life in order to personalize the story, and avoid any sensitive topics, e.g., pets passing
away. Finally, and this currently exists, but is such a great idea that I dont see why it shouldn’t endure into
the future, children’s book of the future will allow parents to record their voices reading the story to the child
so that the child can hear his/her/its parent’s voice even when their parent cannot read to them.

ImaginArt Book

By IMPERIALHUNTRESS

To me, one of the most fascinating properties of show in detailed playback the kind of imaginative
books are their ability to transport the reader out of ~ somersaults the reader experienced while
his or her present environment and into a world that ~ immersed in the book. Other add-on technologies

is entirely of their own imaginations. This is done would include the ability to see if the reader has

not through high-tech visuals or 3-D manipulations  strengthened certain areas of their brain such as the

but through the simplest of all communication - creative, the logical or the emotional regions, over

black and white words printed on a sheet of paper. time. It could even be asserted that this technology
could test, over time, whether the reader overall got

'The ImaginArt Book, as it will be called, will "smarter" as he reads various books.

have the ability to track live these projections of

one's mind as one is reading the book. The book 'The book itself will look the same as the books

will come with special sensors that, when coming of today, but the behind-the-scenes technology

into contact with one's hands as the pages are will enlighten the reader and enhance his or

turned, will simultaneously track brain waves and her experience of the book more fully. In this

special areas of the brain that light up as the reader increasingly networked world, he or she would

processes the contents of the book. These trackings be able to share these previously privately held

will be mapped out on a computer system and will experiences with others as well on social media sites.
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Opening Imagination

By ianmacg

Books are immersive, transporting us to a new
world where fantastical dreams meld with our
reality and become something more than the mere
words on the page.

In the future, technology will allow these worlds
we generate in our mind to be recorded, to

be shared with others. No longer will a movie
adaptation become the canon image for a character
or a place, no longer will we be restricted to

what can be constructed on a film set -- our
imaginations will be made public and the worlds
we enjoy in secret shared with those we love.

The Single Volume Compendium of Infinite Stories

By Robot lan

For some, a thriller is divine. For others, romance
is the stuft of rainy afternoons. But all readers have
taste.

Now, thanks to the advanced narrative technology
packed into "The Single Volume of Infinite Stories,"
the novel need no longer be a roll of the dice.

A full personality scan establishes the reader's tastes,

tavorite subjects of interests, beloved characters from
other fiction, and subconscious longings. The data
set is then used to craft a story that is 100 percent
original, and tailored made to thrill the reader.

Once the book verifies that the reader has reached
the end of the story, the text is permanently deleted
from the device, guaranteeing that it was a one-
time-only experience.
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Book

By JCD

The new book is not read; it reads.

Book of Thoughts

By Beth Ann Mastromarino

My book, which will be available in the not so
distant future will be the most intimate, interactive
experiecnce that a reader could possibly undertake:
'The technology, a marriage of Kirlian photography
and holographic imaging.

The reader will activate the book, which is blank,
by holding it to their forehead, where the mystical
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“Third Eye”is located. Once the reader concentrates
on the story they wish to read, the technology fills
the book with their perfect story: Action, adventure,
comedy, autobiography- whatever the reader desires.
It will also be invaluable to students taking notes
and artists who cannot put their thoughts into
words. This technology will do that for us.
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Faces

By: Christine Hackett & Alex Gonzalez

“Give me a chance to prove that I am worth it, to
do something, to be someone in America.”MGr eck
Immigrant who arrived to Ellis Island

'The Statue of Liberty and Ellis Island are part of
the fabric of coming to America. The hopes and
dreams of millions of individuals began when they
glimpsed the majestic statue in the Hudson River
bay. It is only fitting that these national landmarks
be the place where people can turn to see the faces
from their past. Our mission, inspired by Christo’s
Gates, would be to show the past on Ellis Island
and the future at the Statue of Liberty.

'The buildings on Ellis Island are priceless and
should be left in their original form. As visitors
walk along the grounds, the public would experience
the faces of those who arrived a century earlier.
'They would be consistently running on 50 foot

projections on waterfalls that surround the Island.
'The faces represent all those who immigrated in the
past, to those who are still coming to our country
in search of a better life. People would be able to
see ancestors, friends, even colleagues. It would not
only be a way to experience the past, but a way to
bring New Yorkers together.

For the display of the future of American
immigration, The Statue of Liberty would be draped
in flags of the world. At night, its torch would
beam rays of different color lights, representing all
the cultures of the world. We live in a world of
color, of light, immersed in history. We can inflict
this emotion in people who come to this public
space in search of meaning, comfort, or knowledge.
When they experience the “Faces,” they will leave
with a better sense of who they are.
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Inkpads and the Sidewalk

By viaveres

Sidewalks are dreary things by nature, they are all
cement and gum and other dirty unmentionable
things. What we need is something to beautify
them, not an uncommon sentiment.

'The usual tools for such things are chalk and maybe
paint. Each used to craft children’s smiles, suns and
happy phrases. We would have those, but also have a

way for every passer by to participate.

Large inkpads would be set on the side, filled with

Beautifying the Subway

By tomgerrity

'The subway. Because the subway is a horrible place.

'The narrow platforms and low, industrial-style
ceilings of the subway make it a dark, dank, and
uninviting place. And yet millions of New Yorkers
rely on the subway as their primary means of
transportation, spending a small portion of their
lives there on a daily basis. This time should have
the potential to be as enjoyable and productive
as any other. As the commuter systems in other
cities amply demonstrate, the subway does not
need to be so aesthetically unappealing. And, as
the Central Park Gates show, traditional spaces
can be transformed with the addition of simple,
humanizing artistic elements.
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inks developed specially to stick onto shoes and
disappear quickly on the cement. Those that walk
by could leave their colored steps, could dance, could
walk or leave their mark.

'The sidewalk wouldn’t be just a place to travel on
then, it would be a canvas. It would display the steps
of those that came before us and the path we always
take, or are taking for the first time.

For the subway system, we would add color and
dynamic lighting to the stations and platforms.
Ideally, the platforms would be larger and more
naturally lit, but this kind of radical renovation is
not necessary to make the sort of symbolic and
subjective improvements that the Central Park
Gates idealized. Instead, infusing music into the
subway cars could go a long way towrad making
them a more fun, social place. Even further, enabling
all subway tunnels and train cars with wireless
internet would allow commuters to work on the

go and travelers to find directions to their next
landmark. We could all make better use of the time
it takes to go from one place to another, all while
enjoying the improved mood granted by our aescetic
improvements.
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OPPOSE ISOLATION

Brothers & Sisters in Transit

by Garrett Verdone (with the help of Matt Jean-Lubin, Laurey Lou, Mary Met, Emily
Schubert, and Robert Whitehead)

The public transportation system moves thousands of millions of people every day. Sometimes passengers
travel with friends or family, but most of the time they are surrounded by complete strangers. Brothers &
Sisters in Transit (BSIT) is a system designed to overcome the alienation and isolation that plagues the pub-
lic transportation system. On every public train, bus, and boat, there is always a designated BSIT attendant
highly skilled in group collaboration techniques. These attendants are equipped with several collaborative
games, so that willing passengers can work together to achieve the highest score. These scores are publically
posted in vehicles for passengers to see, and specific routes are pitted against each other for more competitive
play. Who can solve math equations the fastest, the 7:35 Newark to Manhatten, or the 4:35 New Hartford
to Boston? Can the Washington DC metro top the Manhatten subway lines in general knowledge? BSIT
removes the isolation of the public transportation passenger by allowing them to become players, coopera-
tively playing to beat the competition. When’s the last time you gamed your way to your destination? Once
the Brothers & Sisters in Transit system is fully integrated with every route in the country, you'll be gaming
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Takeda-san Passes the Emperor’s Palace

By Tadhog 1 day ago

Isaka Takeda was not to be crossed. Nobody dare
ask how he came about such means. To do so
would risk the angry sting of the whip carried in his
belt. Every afternoon, Takeda would ride through
the streets of Tokyo, just because he could. He
might stop by Yamaoka, the affable blacksmith, and
curse at him while his horse was re-shod. More
often, he would make his way to the pleasure
quarters to indulge in drink and company. Some
days, he would simply stand on a street corner in
Maranouchi, spitting, smoking, and cursing the
passersby. He wasnt a very likable fellow. But he

was a man of means.

One muggy June day, Takeda was in a particularly
sour mood. Today was not a day for the pleasure
quarters. Today was a day for spitting and cursing.
Takeda put on his finest new blue jacket. It was a
waistcoat, in the latest English style. He fancied
himself to be rather like an English gentleman. Or
at least what he had heard about English gentlemen.
England was a powerful country. It had a navy
that ruled the seas, even the Asian seas! It had an
empire stretching the world. And its gentlemen
dressed so well! Surely Japan, once it had forgotten
its silly, isolated past and adopted English ways,
would stretch across the globe as well. Japan could
become a powerful country indeed... And men like
Takeda - grim, proud men - would rule it.
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On that June day, Takeda decided to go to the
center of the city for his spitting and cursing. Atop
his grand horse, drenched in the rain, Takeda felt
the surely master of all he surveyed. He yelled at
Yamada, the greengrocer and his wife. He cursed
out hapless Kono, the carpenter with the missing
thumb. It started to rain harder. Takeda took out
some frustration by trying to run down a laborer in
the streets.

As Takeda reached Nihombashi bridge, he saw a
simply dressed, but powerful-looking man walking
in the other direction. “Hey!” Takeda screamed, “get
out of my way, peasant!” The man continued to walk
towards him. Takeda was not about to reign his
horse aside for a simple laborer. This vermin likely
built houses or shovelled dirt. He had ugly clothing
and probably horrible taste for food. He had likely
never even had beef before! “Hey! Get out of the
way, louse!” Still, the man drew nearer.

“Well, it’s your funeral,” Takeda muttered, as he
spurred his horse a little harder. The horse raised
his pace to a trot. As he reached the approaching
man, Takeda thought to himself, “is this man mad?
Surely he must see me?” “Stop my brother!” shouted
the man, throwing his hands in the air. Takeda’s
horse pulled up short. Takeda had never seen
anything like it. The horse just stopped.



“Greetings brother. Where are you going?” the
man asked. “What business of it is yours?” Takeda
growled, “get out of my way before you feel the
scourge of my whip!”

“My, that’s a fine horse you have, brother, the
stranger softly replied. “And a fine jacket! Is it
English?” he asked. “Why yes it is,” Takeda replied,
impressed that a simple man would have such taste,
though still infuriated that he would not step aside.

“Again, brother, I ask you, where are you going

in such a hurry that you wish to run me down?”
Takeda responded, “I go where I please, and you had
best get out of my way.” “Come, brother, join me for
a drink. Let’s not raise our voices here.” the stranger

replied.

“I speak to you however I please! Get out of my
way, peasant! Don't you know who I am?!” Takeda
screamed.

“Oh, I know who you are, Takeda-san”, said the
stranger. The stranger casually brushed his own
right arm, pulling up his sleeve a bit. Under the
sleeve, there was a tattoo of a carp. “We know all
about you.”

The tattoo of a carp. Yakuza. Gangsters. Takeda
telt a cold chill rush down his spine. He hadn’t
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noticed them before, but they were certainly there
now. 3 horsemen. Right behind him.

“Takeda-san, you spend your days in drunken
stupor. You curse those around you and disturb the
lives of peaceful people. You fight and bully. And,
worst of all, you disgrace our emperor. You ride past
his palace every day on your way to Maranouchi
wearing foreign clothing, with your foreign hairstyle
and foreign habits. You encourage others to live a
disgraceful life of alien habits. This life is at an end.
'The next time you pass by the Emperor’s Palace in

foreign clothing, it shall be as a corpse floating in
the Sumida River.”

Takeda pulled at his reigns, but before his horse
could move, he had already been pulled oft it by two
men from behind. They beat him on the ground,
yelling “make the Empire strong and expel foreign
devils” as they did so. Finally, as the first man with
the gentle demeanor started to break Takeda’s neck,
things became fully clear. “Also, Takeda-san, there
is the small issue of money. You really should pay
back the Yamaguchis they first time we asked. It’s
very embarrassing to have to ask twice.”



A Population Suffers Silently in Isolation

By wombaté

Today mental illness is a common fact of life. You
will probably know someone in your lifetime that
suffers from it. However, the stigma that follows

a diagnosis of a mental disorder is devastating for
many people. These diagnoses are not all the same.
'They could range from mild depression to severe
schizophrenia. Some have family or friends that do
not understand it and blame the one who sufters
from the condition, while some don’t understand

it themselves and never seek treatment that could
change their life dramatically. In order to help this
population “walk into open” and realize they are not
to be blamed and do not suffer alone, steps must be
taken to educate, alleviate, and elevate those who
suffer from the disorders and those who are close to
them.

Education could reach the masses starting by

a “grass roots” campaign that could begin in

the smallest of places....private psychologist/
psychiatrist’s practices, college psychology
departments, medical schools. These outlets could
spread the word through the younger community,
both those that suffer from disorder and those who
do not. This should be approached as a human
problem...not an issue for suffers alone. We would
not turn our back on those that suffer silently from
a brain tumor slowly killing someone. As such, we
should not turn our backs on those suffering from
another life changing diagnosis. Education through
social media (You Tube, Facebook, etc) is essential,
but so is educating people one on one. Creating

a national day to call and make an appointment
with a psychologist or psychiatrist would be one
way. Creating tv specials similar to “Obsessed” and
“Hoarders”, but that focuses on the importance
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of treatment and symptoms to look for would be
another way.

Alleviating the already suffering community

is needed in order to bring them together and
realize that the hard road they have gone down is
not walked alone and is worth it in the end. This
could be done by creating national groups akin to
AA, but with a more positive spin....in order give
them strength to get through dark times, when
medication isn't working or they aren't seeking
physician assistance, or to celebrate coming to
brighter time in their lives them they’ve learned
new coping mechanisms, found medications that
are working, or are now at a place in their lives that
is working for them. This positive reinforcement
could be a life saver and could be something for
many to look for to. For those that are too far away
from groups, or are unable to attend group settings,
e-groups would also be set up. Groups could be
tailored for specific disorders or could be of multi-
diagnosis success story variety.

Elevating those suffering from mental disorders
would come into play be creating an international
network, allowing a sort of matrix to connect suffers
all over the world to physicians on all continents.
'This would allow physicians to find perfect
candidates for future research brain scan, clinical
trials, etc and would accelerate the treatment of
mental illness for all who suffer. This would make
the diagnosed active participants in creating the
tuture of mental illness treatment.

'This is in our hands to help this now socially, and
sometimes physically, isolated population come out
into the world and run toward the future with hope.



Gimme Some Skin, Brother

By mackenzie

I'm a proud Brooklyn resident, and one of the reasons I love my borough, the "new Marrakesh" as it were, is
its feeling of inclusiveness. I'm Asian-American, my landlady is black, my boyfriend is Jewish, the owner of
my bodega is Arab; my neighborhood could easily be a Benetton ad or a puppet-less Sesame Street. So the
fact that I don't have a single friend representing another large Brooklyn community--the Hasidic Jewish
enclaves of South Wiliamsburg and Crown Heights--is something that troubles me quite a bit. Much has
been made of the mutual distrust between the Hasidic community and the tribes of roving hipsters that are
colonizing Brooklyn, leaving bike lanes and raucous bars in their wake. The ultra-Orthodox Jews doesn't
appreciate mini-skirted girls astride fixies thumbing their noses at rules of traffic, and the secular twenty-
somethings don't enjoy the game of Frogger that biking down Bedford has become. So when a few weeks
ago a full-bearded, yarmulked man asked me for directions to the BQE, I was happy for the opportunity to
interact. And when he reached out of the window to give me a high five, I was downright thrilled. Actual
contact! A shared bond over the insanity of Brooklyn on-ramps! A mutual love of high-fiving! In that
instant I envisioned a massive Williamsburg high-fiving campaign, a gathering of Hasidic Jews and secular
youths alike, breaking down boundaries and building community with the satistying slap of palm-on-palm
contact. Up high, brother.

Birds

By rinsakura

'The most isolated species of birds exist in remote islands like the Hawaii and Galapagos. The variety of
species found in these tropical islands can help us study the ecology better and protect these species from
extinction. The only way to discover their existence and to understand their survival requirement, is to launch
a specialized search team, to document every species that they can observe from the many remote islands or
areas found on Earth. By increasing the awareness of their existence through these documentations, we can
make sure to maintain the diversity of our planet by providing them the right environment to survive.
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Reaching Out to Extraterrestrials

by Tina Amini and Jayme Figueroa

With the size of the universe and the recent
discovery of another potentially life-sustainable
planet, the chances of Earth having the only
intelligent life in the galaxy are extremely unlikely.
However, the fact that most people are in denial of
this fact is a currently insurmountable obstacle that
isolates us from other life forms.

'Therefore, before we implement a plan of action to
cross the innumerable boundaries to meeting them,
we have to globally as a species accept the possibility
and likelihood (in addition to potential advantages)
of their existence.

Once that is established, we begin to think about

the technical aspects required to achieve this. This
would begin with the discovery of existing unknown
species. In addition, we would need to have a
concrete definition of our own species in order to
properly convey ourselves to them.

Overlooking the obvious extreme difficulties

in locating, contacting, and bridging the
communication barrier between a completely
alien group, a general sense of acceptance for this
endeavor has be universally adopted. Once that
is done, we can begin to create a true galactic
community.



e~ 31 o

INVENT A LOTTERY

Lottery in the Preservation of the Human Race

By IMPERIALHUNTRESS

It is evident that the world is becoming more and
more overpopulated with fewer and fewer natural
resources to sustain the population growth. As such,
the governments of the future in a few hundred
years would have to make a decision as to how

to allocate these natural resources and prevent
overpopulation in the interest of protecting the
human race as a whole.

'The lottery would be mandatory for all citizens

and it would involve lottery over two things in
particular: the number of children allowed and

the “units” of gas that one consumes, in particular
gasoline for transportation on the ground and in
the air. Lotteries are conducted usually when there
is a public good (or evil, depending on how one
looks at it) that needs to be distributed in a non-
biased manner. In this case, the lottery would be for
benefits.
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'The lottery prize for couples would be the right to
have unlimited number of children (as opposed to

a limit of two or three, for example). I imagine that
following China’s one child policy and the potential
implementation of similar policies in the booming
country of India, other countries would follow suit
on some level in the future.

'The lottery prize for all citizens would be the right
to consume unlimited amounts of gas, in essence
removing the number of fuel-powered cars one
owns or the number of flights that one takes on
fuel-powered airplanes. It is my hopeful assumption
that in the future dependence on gas would be
reduced and the consumption of “fuel” would be

a luxury instead of a right. Thus it would make
more sense for the lottery to bestow the benefit of
a luxury rather than taking away something that
would already be in decline.
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The Travel Lottery

By reillyodonnell

'The Travel Lottery: Traveling the world is a
privilege that isn't available to many people in the
world. The history and the culture available outside
one's own home can change a person's outlook on
the world by exposing them to different customs
and unique experiences. Everyone should be able to
travel the world.

In future there will be a travel lottery. Individuals
will be able to register under their own free will
and winners will be selected 4 times a year. Any
one selected will get to choose the foreign country

The Social Lottery

By caemeron

they would like to visit (no domestic travel allowed)
and will have travel and stay paid for by the lottery
for a 7 day trip. As this will become a globally
recognized privilege, employers will be encouraging
and supportive of those asking for a 7 day vacation.
Lottery winners will be given one small mission

to complete while on their trip that will help them
experience the culture of their destination.

As more of the world experiences cultures other
than their own, it will help us look past petty
differences and concentrate on real global issues.

Beginning in the year 2012, the Social Lottery would occur in the United States every year, once a year, on
April 15. Participation in this lottery would be mandatory, but only for those in the groups specified by the
Lottery’s charter. These would be as follow: 1) Those individuals whose income for the previous year was in
excess of $200,000; 2) Those individuals whose income the previous year was below $20,000. One member
of each of these groups would be chosen, randomly, based on their Tax Identification Number. The member
of the higher income group would then be required to change places with the member of the lower income
group for the following year; to live in their residence, work their job, earn their income, etc. The member of
the lower income group would at the same time live the life of the richer selectee. Appropriate provisions
would be made regarding immediate family members, spouses, etc.



The lvy Lottery

By chozzles

I would institute a lottery for admissions into the
Ivy League Schools. Right now, less than 5% of
students who apply to these schools are admitted,
but often, the students who are admitted are
students who would be successful at any school.
Meanwhile, many of the students who are turned
away are students for whom attending an Ivy
League school could mean substantially difterent
opportunities, and allow them greater chances of
making an impact on the world.

'The lottery would take place every winter during

Civic "SURPRISE!"

By Proprietor317

Lottery of the KRAKEN!

Remember how we used to draw straws to figure
out who we were going to sacrifice to the gods?
Of course you don't, but trust me we did. And it
was not cool for anybody. The chosen died, their
families were never the same, and the gods didn't
know the difference.

I propose a new lottery- it must be 100% random
and 100% anonymous.

Ever notice how much fun mascots look like they're
having at sporting events? I know you can't see
their faces because of the costume but that's kind
of the point. In that costume they represent a team
or a fan base. City's need mascots... characters that
folks see on the street and suddenly feel a burst of
civic pride.

New York City's mascot might be a giant apple-
except it would be really hard to walk in. Let's say

the normal college admissions process. The school
would establish minimum GPAs and Test Scores
to establish the base pool, along with some other
criteria to fill out the sample, and then choose the
students at random, giving every qualified student
an equal chance to get in.

Hopefully, this would have our institutions of higher
learning better reflect our country, and extend the
possibility of a full and fruitful life to more young
people.

NYC's mascot is instead a giant "Chrysler Building
Man." He's an art deco super hero walking down
the street with a hubcap halo and a message...

"We built this. We have ambition here. We're not
stuck in a world of glass skyscrapers. This is NEW
YORK CITY."

The Chrysler Building man would walk around all
day giving high-fives and making kids freak out.

He could go anywhere he wanted in the costume...
City Hall, tourist spots, low-income neighborhoods,
the occasional sporting event... anywhere he might
teel folks need a little pick me up. It's up to him
and the City would foot the bill.

The Costume would belong to the City and
everyone who wants to be the Chrysler Man could
throw their names into a giant lottery. It would be
by choice of course but who wouldn't want to be the
harbinger of "Hell Yeah! That's right! I Live in the
best City in the world!"
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Switching Lives

By CyTheWriter

Once every year there will be a drawing. A list of the names of those that have and a list of the names of the
that don't have. And those names, for one year, will be traded. The rich and influential will have to live in
poverty. In turn, the poor and voiceless will have to live in luxury. They will live like this for exactly one year.
Perhaps, this will be a way to make it so that there are fewer rich and poor.

Congressional Lottery

By Beth Ann Mastromarino

'The American political system, both houses of
Congress in particular, has been twisted into a den
of iniquity. In the shady corners and backrooms
of our capital city our system is run by lobbyists
whose job it is to make certain that our laws and
lawmakers are sold to the highest bidder. This

has polluted what was once touted as the Great
Compromise.

I hereby propose a new compromise in which

we return to our Ancient Roman roots: A
Congressional Lottery System. In ancient times,
they employed a lottery system to select judges
and other temporary positions from amongst the
Citizenry. The ancient system was imperfect, so to
improve upon it, I would marry the ancient ways
with the modern jury selection system.
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Citizens of age, with no criminal background

who had not served in the past 10 years would

be selected at random to serve in Congress. They
would be paid minimum wage and be sequestered
tor the duration of their term in office. To further
randomize the process, and to keep the balance of
power even, staffers would also be randomly selected
and assigned per term.

I have served on a jury in a criminal trial and
witnessed twelve people come together to do
what they honestly believed was right, without
judgment, open to ideas and willing to leave their
prejudgement aside. I believe This anceint meets
modern lottery system would swing the balance of
power back to The People and restore our broken
system.



In Their Shoes

By ajlobster

'The way that people treat retail employees and servers is abhorrent, most of the time. I propose a nationwide
lottery - mandatory - that everyone must join to work as either a server or retail employee for two months
(which is also how often the lottery will be held). The purpose of this lottery is to show those who have
never worked in those positions how difficult it is to deal with customers and their ridiculous requests on a
daily basis, hopefully making everyone more sensitive and understanding.

Do | really need this?

By fullofgummibears

A good lottery would be called the Robin Hood Lottery. This one every over-loaded wealthy man would
appreciate or dispise. Any person who makes over a certain amount of income is thrown into a database

and every month is chosen, although, they can only be picked once every 10 years. Once chosen they have
to donate at least 200 dollars amount of items to charity. Clothes, furniture, toys, games, knick knacks,
anything! You name it! If the one chosen wants they are able to donate money, but one mans junk is another
mans treasure. Everyone has items in their house that they truly don't use nor need, what not give it to
someone who needs it more?
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La vida es una loteria - Life is a Lottery

By carocastaé3

Jorge Luis Borges is one of the greatest Spanish
writers of all times and he has become an
inspiration now that I am writing a book about my
family's story.

My grandfather fell in a deep comma when
medicine was not advanced enough to find what
had happened to him. He "lived" (even though that
should not be considered a life) his last four years
on a bed with the whole family not knowing if he
was still conscious of anything around him.

A few years later, my aunt, Sofia Gaviria was,
according to many relatives, the most intelligent
person in the family. Her love for anthropology
made her obsessed with understanding human
behaviour, up to a point in which she reached
another umbral. That obsession became so strong
that it finished with her peace of mind, so much
that she committed suicide in the early 80's in the
apartment I was living with my parents.

Then, in 1989, my uncle was the director of the
political campaign of Luis Carlos Galan. In that
year, Galan was murdered by the Colombian mafia
and my uncle became the candidate from the
liberal party. Cesar Gaviria was elected president
of Colombia in 1990 after many attemps to
murder him. That was one of the most difficult
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times of Colombian history, the time of the Cali
and Medellin cartels. During his government he
was able to get Pablo Escobar to a VIP jail but
Pablo escaped after finding the government would
take him to a real maximum security facility. That
brought more pain into my family until Gaviria's
goverment found Escobar and killed him.

Years later, in 1996, when everything seemed to

be back to normal and my uncle was the General
Secretariat of the Organization of American States,
his brother got kidnapped for 72 days. He was
never the same after that episode, there are things
that change your life forever.

When my family, what would seem the Kennedy's
Colombian version, was living a normal life,

my mother, Liliana Gaviria was kidnapped and
murdered after a few minutes of being taken by her
captors. That was the worst that could happen to
me but it also made me appreciate the good things
in life, because they might not last forever.

Mine has not been an easy life but I have come to
appreciate everything that happened in my past
because it is impossible to change what happened
but we can still learn from it and find a better future

like we did tonight at the NYPL.
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PROVOKE A SMILE
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A Box of Smile

By cosmicautumn

A Rabbi and a priest... no wait...

Hold on. Let me move your Cleopatra.

By LindseyE525
It's Mango Season
By yoyi

Have you every wondered how many mangos you can fit in your ice box? My sister just got 182 to fit in
mine. Top that!

Dreams of an ex-Latin Bowl Team Captain

By gothamagik

When I think about all the plans I had to cancel to spend Friday night at the New York Pubic Library, it
only takes a nanosecond.

The photo that creates a smile

By Alix Piorun
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My Favorite Palindrome

By protimetraveler

Did I poopr I did!
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A Box of Smile A Box of Smile

By Purumus By yking3

I want a beer
I like you.

A (text) Box of Smile

By Cwirka 1

You look much more attractive when you smile. Don't get me wrong, you're very attractive, but your smile
makes you downright stunning. I am seriously overwhelmed with how striking you are when smiling. You
are a knock-out, and I think I need to go to the hospital to deal with the concussion. This whole smile of
yours actually might be a problem. I'm having trouble breathing right now, seems you've gone and taken my
breath away. I mean, that's cool and all, but I'm getting woozy. My heart has been fluttering a bit. Skipping,
palpitating, something that is out of the ordinary. Again, almost definitely due to your looks, but in the off-
chance it's an actual cardiac issue, I won't know the difference. You and your killer smile...

success!! :)
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Wrapped Up in Books

By marshmollie

If you're as devout a reader as I am, you no doubt
understand the frustration that comes with the
search for The Perfect Bookstore or The Perfect
Library. Each new contender for the title is any
combination of too small, too large, too impersonal,
not stocked to your liking, or too far from your
house or work. It can seem like any given store’s
attributes never quite strike that perfect balance
that matches the bookstore from your childhood
that was forced to close down when the shiny new
Barnes & Noble moved into town, or the tiny,
quaint library in your hometown which is too far
away for you to visit without dropping everything
and setting out on an exhausting road trip.

An Aresenal of Smiles

By StefyFontela

When I think about things that make me smile, a
few different kinds of smiles come to mind.

I have a nervous smile. It tends to smirk up when I
find myself in uncomfortable positions. For example,
when someone is about to kiss me, I get really
nervous and I do one of those half smiles. The kind
where you don't full on grin and show your teeth,
but you make the shape of a smile with your lips
and lift your eyebrows like your asking a question.
It's only been responded to once in a negative way
when someone mistook my nervous smile as me
making light of a "serious" situation. But other
times people find it endearing, and kind of cute.

I have a cheesy smile. It tends to come around
when people tell corny jokes or after a few shots
of Jameson. One night, at the bar of course, my
friend told me one of the corniest jokes during the
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A goal of mine (a goal which I suspect is every
book lover’s long term goal) is to find the perfect
literary outpost in any given place. In my family,
this is no small feat; everyone from my grandfather
to my youngest cousin has at least one musky haven
of knowledge and escape held close to their hearts.
And this glorious building, the New York Public
Library, is the ultimate literary outpost. Around for
tar longer than any of us have been alive, the New
York Public Library has brought us together in our
love for it and for the remarkable artifacts it houses.
I want us to look back on tonight as one of, if not
the most, extraordinary night of our lives. Cheers,
guys. We made it!

most amazing Happy Hour of my life. The joke?
"What are the two sexiest Farm Animals? ---

-- BrownChickenBrownCow!" Needless to say, a
cheesy, full on smile was very much deserved.

I also have a love smile. I think we all do. It's that
smile that isn't overly aggressive and isn't too
hidden. It's subtle. It's the smile when you're in love
and you think about that special person or you're
with them and you just look at them and you have
to smile. It's delicate, it's genuine, and it's beautiful...
even if you have braces or are missing a tooth.

I hope my study into my arsenal of smiles has
somehow found a way to put a smile on your face.
Maybe the pure fact that I have analyzed three
smiles is enough to make you smirk a bit...and
maybe even laugh a little.



Laughed Pretty Hard

By chozzles
I read the instructions to my co-squadmate, and she laughed pretty hard:

32. PROVOKE A SMILE. Write something to make people smile. Test it. If it doesn't work, try again. Try
to capture the smile in a photo as evidence of your success.

Food Joy

By leelooing

For the Filipinos-

"SINIGANG!"
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A Box of Smile

By whitneyebryan

A mushroom walked into a bar. The bartender says to
the mushroom, "get outta here! we don't serve your
kind!" The mushroom, forlorn, leaves the bar, saying
"I just don't get it. Everybody says I'm a fungi."

lanMacG
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How to make new friends

By agentemily007
A cool sensation

Trickling down unexpected

Came from a stranger

On the Q Train

By Jen Bokoff

Tears streamed down her face, and her shoulders heaved in un-
controllable spasms. She slouched heavily back when the doors
closed, and fell backwards a little when they reopened unex-
pectedly. The sob became audible with her falter and a snort,
and judging eyes responded with stares under the guise of turn-
ing the page or shuffling to the next song. I, too, glanced to my
left. I saw her crinkled blue shirt with pit stains and red lipstick
that looked falsely strong against her pale complexion and
overcome figure. Even slouched, she looked pretty, but the kind
of pretty that you judge as being superficial, so, I went back to
playing Angry Birds. The train rounded the corner and flung all
not holding on to the right. The same girl whose eyes screamed
frustration and pain fell forward onto a man in skinny jeans,

an Animal Collective shirt, and dark black frames. Bothered,
he turned away. The white haired man in a suit and tie sitting
next to me tapped the girl through the bars. She didn't respond.
He tapped harder and she wheeled around with a look of total
frustration and surrender. He stood up and motioned for her

to sit. She looked stunned, and then a look of gratitude poured
over her face. She whispered thank you, sighed deeply and vic-
toriously, and sat down while I edged over to make room. The
man, who could have just walked away, asked her if she needed
anything, and shaking her head, said with growing strength “I
can get through this.”
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DESIGN A DWELLING

The Hi-Res Image of the Tabernacle

By Kalus

To be sure, the future is united. If not across borders, then across the invisible channels of instant commu-
nication. In the future, these bridges will exist outside of our homes, connecting the world in the knowledge
our actions are shared.

Restaurants will be paneled with monitors, each one projecting the actions of other patrons across the world,
a part of a collective experience of human identity.

Library’s will expand the facets of learning. The opportunity to learn a language, or a culture, will be as
simple as walking to the nearest terminal, smiling at the camera, and saying ‘hello’.
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Image of the Tabernacle

By reillyodonnell

A place that brings people together needs to start
with one thing, comfort. After that it needs to
tulfull a purpose. And finally after that it need to be
filled with people that can be trusted. Whether it is
the future or the present, any structure or dwell that
possesses these qualities will bring people together.

My future dwelling contains tons and tons of

Communal Space

By David Worthington Trahan

reclining wrap-around couches, arranged so that
groups can meet and discuss whatever is on their
mind or important at the time. The main purpose
will be resolve issues and plan for the future. Unlike
the tribal camps of the past, this future dwelling
will not tie into the religion of the community, but
rather the goals and aspirations.

Future space vehicles will be designed around private living quarters and communal leisure areas. No one
will have yards. No one will have large living spaces (aside form the rich and powerful). Humans will be
forced to interact with eachother in more confined communal spaces.
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CREATE A MUSICAL EXPERIENCE

A Requiem To Joy

By stockyturtle

Track 1: My funeral

Track 2: Loved ones make their way into a remote forest.

Track 3: A hole is dug, and my ashes are poured inside.

Track 4: A tree is planted and the hole filled.

Track 5: Family and friends say a few words.

Track 6: A brief moment of silence, then the playing of Ray Charles' "Without Love (I Have Nothing)"
Track 7: Someone reads aloud a note I left behind for all attendees; my final message.

Track 8: The crowd heads back to a boisterous pub, where there are only smiles and blatting horns and

cheerful storytelling. Full of food and drink and swing and life, ending the whole affair on the highest of

notes.

Feneste Che Luciv!

By rinsakur

Feneste che luciv by Oh Hyun ran, in a room with black color theme and glass decors, and a peaceful
waterfall sound in the background. This song should be played when one needs to relax and enjoy a peaceful
evening.
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Greenwich Village Walking Playlist

By oshapiro

Intro - Bill Withers: Lovely Day starts as you begin
a slow walk around Washington Square Park on the
first nice spring day around dusk. Look at the people,
look at their smiles.

Set 1 (Halfway around the park): Sufjan Stevens -
Futile Devices starts. Make sure to keep your eye on
the people. Think of the one you loved, the one you
love, or the one you are going to love.

Head West on quiet West 10th as the song
transitions to Yo La Tengo - Autumn Sweater.
Stay on the quiet streets as Explosions in the Sky -
Postcard from 1952 begins. Three minutes into the
song you want to be just entering the more lively
West Village. Your timing must be impeccable -
waiting on a corner if need be. You pick up your
pace. You get lost in the moment.

Toots and the Maytals - Funky Kingston begins.
Your heart race quickens slightly as you feel the song.
You feel good. Life is good and you are walking
aimlessly around at this point while always heading
slightly east. Not a care in the world.

Cults - Go Outside reminds you of the weather and
the beauty of spring and the upcoming summer.
Maps & Atlases - Solid Ground transitions perfectly
into Grateful Dead - The Music Never Stopped
from San Francisco, 10-14-1980. A long song, so
slow your pace. Relax. Realize that the lyrics are dead
on.

Set 2: As you recognize you are crossing Lafayette
towards the East Village, Talking Heads - Dream
Operator begins. The tempo rises, your pace
quickens. The city becomes busier, things move
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faster.

'The Who - Drowned, begins. Your pace quickens
even further. People sit outside drinking and
laughing. You dodge in and out of people traffic.
You are walking fast. Arcade Fire - We Used to
Wiait goes directly into Aretha Franklin - Son of a
Preacher Man. The two completely different styles
of music gets you in an even better mood. The Black
Keys - Psychotic Girl makes you smile as you think
of at least one of them you know. Tortilla - Senorita
makes you smile even more. Blundetto - My One
Girl, slows your pace slightly, confusing your mind
slightly to where the music is going, however being
such a good song;, it’s almost Imperceivable. You
have begun to circle around and head back West on
10th Street, again. Daft Punk - Digital Love begins.
You love this song. You are on 10th Street and going
West across Broadway. The streets become quiet
again. The sun is down. Etta James - At Last begins
as you walk down fifth avenue towards the park.

Encore: You are where you began at the arches of
Washington Square Park. Talking Heads - Same as
it Ever Was reminds you that while it is the same
place, it is different people, the sun is down and
the mood has changed - for most thing in life, it is
certainly not the same as it ever was, and that is a
very good thing.

Michael Jackson - Man in the Mirror begins as

you are halfway around the park. You smile more as
Rolling Stones - You Can't Always Get What You
Want begins, and while you know the song title is
true, you head home also knowing that if you try
sometimes, you might find, you’ll get what you need.



My Own City Symphony

By markkind

'The City Symphony App is the iconic New York City music experience. As you tour each neighborhood
and visit famous sites, City Symphony will track your location and play a song that has historical relevance.
From Broadway musicals, to hip-hop pioneers, you'll come to realize that the music born and influenced by
the Big Apple is as unique and culturally diverse as anything this city has to offer.

* Living in America, James Brown --> Harlem

* Imagine, The Beatles --> Central Park

* Memories, Cats The Musical --> Broadway

* Empire State of Mind, Jay-Z Feat. Alicia Keys --> Empire State Building
* Livin' On A Prayer, Jon Bon Jovi --> Trinity Church

* That's Amore, Dean Martin --> Little Italy

* ABC, The Jackson Five --> Alphabet City

* La Vie Boheme, Rent --> Lower East Side

* New York, New York, Frank Sinatra --> Statue of Liberty

* Boys Boys Boys, Lady Gaga --> Chelsea

* The Hands that Built America, U2 --> Five Points

* Mr Tambourine Man, Bob Dylan --> West Village

* We Shall Overcome, Bruce Springsteen --> Ground Zero

* Money Talks, AC/DC --> Wall Street

* New York I Love You, But You're Bringing Me Down, LCD Soundsystem --> Times Square
* Welcome to the Jungle, Guns N Roses --> Bronx Zoo

* We Are The Champions, Queen --> Yankee Stadium

* I Get Around, The Beach Boys --> Coney Island

* No Sleep "Til Brooklyn, The Beastie Boys --> Brooklyn Bridge
* Walk this Way, Run DM C/Aerosmith --> Brooklyn

* Juicy, Notorious B.I.G. --> Brooklyn

* Don't Stop Believin', Journey --> Staten Island
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Sorella Amata

By ailamar

Mercedita,
...y una mafana, mientras el cafe mezclaba en una servilleta blanca yo te dibujaba, yo te dibujaba...

My dear, in Opening yOur eyes duriNg sunrise Look out the window onto calle acacias while Grasping
both Hands around a special Teacup from your dear Sister. ON A TAble is a polaroid photo of you with the
3rd child of the family. MOVE about the room to stretch a bit in merriMENT.

OPposite the 6th book on our shelf is the list of 4 favorites. NOne other than the 2 of us quite gets this.

hum... along with me... hum along with the t.v. a-a-a-a-m-m-m-m-m-m
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skin the sun. fall asleep.
You’re So Great and I Love You,

Isabel (soy un barco pero volveré)
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Musical Distances

By mpuchon

I'm not so good at writing these musical experiences, but I was thinking of creating one for long distances..
or loved ones separated. It would be rather cheesy, starting out perhaps at home, listening to "leaving on a
jet plane" and then moving out to the subway taking a ride on the crowded train listening to "don't stop

believing" and arriving at a favorite destination, someplace that brings joy.

Combining the Experience of the Senses - Beethoven's

Handwritten Score

by Tina Amini (@TinaAmini)

Part of what makes music such an amazing,
riveting experience is that it totally encompasses
one of our five senses. To extend that experience
in an equally stimulating manner, more of our
senses would have to be overtaken and molded
into a desired experience. My suggestion for a
new technology combined with music would
actually be very feasible today. I imagine a
musical experience combined with a visual one.

Apple’s iTunes software currently has a visualizer
teature that consists of a black background

My ideal playlist is:

1. Music: Radiohead - Go Slowly

2. Visualizer: Warm, soft, dancing colors

3. Seating: Reclined chairs under the dome

4. Setting: Amongst friends, family, intellects

and variations of neon lights swarming in the
forefront. Imagine a dark room - structured to
a likeness of NYC’s Hayden Planetarium at

the Museum of Natural History - that projects
dancing lights of varying colors at every inch of
the dome. It would be a consuming experience
tor both our hearing and our sight.

Music is often used for meditation - as is the
absence of discernible objects - and it is only
reasonable, therefore, that the combination of the
two would create an entirely surreal experience.

Beethoven's Handwritten Score

By heyitsjuliee

eccentricities not appreciate, but today we now appreciate the words of a youthful composer
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A Moment in Time

By Alexa Yupangco

1.1 Gotta Feeling - Black-Eyed Peas

Location: In the person's bedroom, or wherever the person wakes up

When: Just as the person wakes up

Why: To set the tone and mood for the whole day. The song's got a positive beat, which definitely makes

surc you start on a great note.

2. Unwritten - Natasha Bedingfield

Location: The person's transport method of choice

When: While the person is heading to their desired location to start the day

Why: As a reminder. This song reminds us that it's up to you to "write" your story and that your day can turn
out however you want it to - if you so choose.

3. Falling for You - Colbie Caillat

Location: Office/school/home

When: Early morning break for snack/coffee/cigarettes

Why: To lift your spirits and keep the positivity flowing. This song may be a love song, but it reminds us of
that giddy, happy feeling when you really really like someone.

4. Home - Michael Buble

Location: Office/school/home lunchroom

When: Lunchtime

Why: It's always good to remember your roots. Even though you may not have been back in a while or will
be going back someday, it's always a nice sentiment to think of home, your childhood and good old nostalgic

stuff like that.

5. Empire State of Mind - Alicia Keys

Location: New York City

When: Afternoon break

Why: New York is such an inspiring city and it serves as a wonderful breeding ground for inspiration.
There's so much magic - possibilities and opportunities abound. Everyone deserves to experience it at least
once.
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6. Elements - Blue

Location: Various environmental conservatories and preserves

When: After work/Late afternoon to early evening

Why: The environment is important, though many people take it for granted. It's nice to remind people to
respect nature, enjoy it and help it to flourish.

7.Don't Stop Believing - Glee Cast

Location: Your favorite spot for inspiration and thinking

When: Early evening/late afternoon

Why: It's no secret that life can get us down sometimes. This song tries to remind us to think positively,
believe in ourselves and to stay positive.

8. Doesn't Mean Anything - Alicia Keys

Location: Anywhere with your family, friends and the people important to you

When: When you're feeling uninspired down

Why: It's always important to remember what the important things in life are - your loved ones and your

faith being key of course.

9. What About Now - Daughtry

Location: Anywhere in the world that you feel needs a change

When: The person's most creative time (whether that be late at night, early in the morning in the afternoon)
Why: If we want to see change in the world, it's important to try and do something. The song inspires us
and calls us to action.

10. My Saving Grace

Location: Church or place where you feel most attuned to God

When: A moment of prayer and reflection, which usually happens at night

Why: Faith is important. It is important to believe and to have hope and live by the tenements of whatever
faith you've got.
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Solfege

By vbaranov

#1 Vladimir’s Blues

I miss you so much. Every time when I disengage
from my busyness, the thoughts of you flood my
mind. They keep reminding me how far I am away
from you, how remote is your embrace and so faint
is your smell. I exhaust myself physically in order
to keep the music of your voice in my head quieter.
It is really painful to experience the distance in this
manner. The miles of the road are adding up on

my odometer and with that I feel like my heart is
stretching still attached to the place of our last kiss.
Disillusioned I recognize phantoms of your shape
on the side of the road waiting for me to pick you
up, but the fog of reality dissipates the dream as I
accelerate hopeful of the our next encounter. It starts
to rain and I pull over and hum myself to sleep,
reminiscing of the tune that you sang to me in the
evening, I keep save and stay away from wet roads
protecting my return to you, my love.

#2 Jerry’s Jazz

It’s hard not to think about you every time I pass by

the bar where you took me dancing for the first time.
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Remember the little hole-in-the-wall? You should
go there when it’s early in the afternoon, when it’s
empty. Sam’s still the bartender there. Ask him for a
quarter to put in the jukebox. Put in Adele’s “Hiding
My Heart”; I think it’s on the second to last CD.
Order yourself your usual drink and find a stool

to sit on in the center of the room. Hear her voice
playing softly through the shoddy speakers. Feel her
words sway over your body. “I wish I could lay down
beside you, when the day is done”... Pretend I'm
dancing with you again. Pretend youre with me.

#3 Take A Drive With Terrence

“Laredo”M and of Horses

An eternity. The advancing, pursuing guitar, the bass,
and the snare echo in my head. My fingers tapped
out a rhythm that couldn’t come close to keeping up
with the beating of my heart as I think again and
again about our night together. Wait until night falls.
Go outside. Get in your car. Start up the engine and
put on Track 3. Pull out of your driveway and roll
down the window. Run your hand through the air,
up and down. As it plays we’ll be there together.



#4 Evan’s Transition to Hope

Sand between my toes. Wind through my hair.
Seagulls pick at the melancholy like such bitter
refuse, carrying what sadness remains away. It
belongs to them. When the fear subsides and
elation begins to set in, my mind is brought back to
thoughts of the beach. Thoughts of our beach. Can
memories create an emotional hourglass? I think
this transition proves they can.

#5 Lucky Elle

It’s a sunny day. Actually it’s a sunny day after a
whole week of gloominess. Just go sit in the chair
where you can peak into the blue sky where you
find the most gentle and charming sunrise. Now
close your eyes and take a deep breath. Every object
in your room starts smiling to you; they are all
ready to listen to the music with you. Here comes

Save you from the pain
Become Unbroken
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Jason Mraz’s Lucky. You know you are smiling to

the world now. “I'm lucky I'm in love with my best
friend.”

#6 Louie is Happy At The End

My pulse goes to the moon when I know you're near
My heart races when I know you’re near

No turning back this time, gotta stay alive

Your face I see in every reflection

You with me in every direction

I can be your angel

Keep you safe

Protect you from the rain



Beethoven's Handwritten Score

By mcgrevan

Sand between my toes. Wind through my hair. Seagulls pick at the melancholy like such bitter refuse,
carrying what sadness remains away. It belongs to them. When the fear subsides and elation begins to set
in, my mind is brought back to thoughts of the beach. Thoughts of our beach. Can memories create an
emotional hourglass? I think this transition proves they can.

Orbital - Beached

A Playlist for Grandma

By christine.m.longo

Dear Special Edna,
Rock out to this
Love,

Miss Frizbee

Getting Dressed - Supermodel (RuPaul)

Morning Medicine Time - Purple Pills (Eminem)

Breakfast -Eat It (Weird Al Yankovic)

Morning Television Time -Kokomo (The Beach Boys)

Laundry - So Fresh, So Clean (Outkast)

Lunch - Lunch Lady Land (Adam Sandler)

Chit Chat with the Gals - Girls Just Wanna Have Fun (Cindi Lauper)
Phone with Great Aunt Dee - Telephone (Lady Gaga)

Talking to my Dad - Judas (Lady Gaga)

Nap Time - Enter Sandman (Metalica)

Dinner - Be Our Guest (Beauty and the Beast)

Evening Television Time - Smooth Criminal (Michael Jackson)

Bed Time - Sweet Dreams (Eurythmics)
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IMAGINE ANEW JOB

Gender Police

By CyTheWriter

Your mission, should you
choose to accept it

(and of course you will,

it’s for the

Good Of Society (TM),
after all)

is to ensure that

people act the way

they are supposed to act.
So no more little boys
hugging their mothers

or little girls climbing trees.
Boys and girls

(and after all,

there are only boys and girls,
nothing in between or outside)
must act a certain way.

It is your job,

as the enforcer of the
gender binary,

to make sure that people
act the way they’re
supposed to act,

regardless of things like
happiness

or

identity.
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The New Policeman's Book of Rules

By AW, Janet Namkung, Riley Roam, Kenny Mikey, Lucia Chan, TJ Morris

A society needs rules. Rules keep us safe, secure...
happy. That’s why we have “The Book”, The New
Policeman’s Book of Rules. I look down at the
ragged copy in my hand. My name etched in the
crumbling leather is barely visible, but if I squint I
can still make it out, Bobby Righter. I go by Bob
now but this book has been with me since I was a
child. That’s one of the rules; everyone must keep a
copy of “The Book” with them at all times. I shudder
to think about what would happen if I lost it. I've
heard rumors about an underground terrorist cell
that’s trying to convince citizens that the book

has gone too far in trying to protect us, that we
should toss it and start over. Ridiculous. As a cop,
it’s my job to squash these subversive ideas. These
dangerous ideas. A young man passes me on the
street, of course he’s young, old people were a drain
on society, that’s why we had to create the rule.
And image of my grandfather pops in my mind. I
quickly shake it away. It was a good rule, necessary.
'The young man waves his book at me. As I wave
mine back at him in the traditional greeting, the
cover flips open and I find myself staring at a page
of rules and the reasons they came to be... Anti-
Aging Society Law: In 2061, the US government
implemented the Anti-Aging Society Law to deal
with the overpopulation problems; depletion of
natural resources; and the National deficit. The
purpose of the law is to euthanize people on their
75th birthday to save the country’s natural resources
and money. Reasons for eliminating older people:

* Not working and not contributing large amount
of money to pay off the national debt.

* Not fair for young people to pay into the
Social Security. Young ppl can use this money for
something else.
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* This will greatly reduce our National deficit b/c
old people have many medical needs and issues.

* Old people ate too much jell-o and used too
much Fixodent. Resources like gelatin could be put
to better use like making super nail polishes or in

beauty products for young people.
'The Internet Circumvention Law of 2061

'The Facebook, (formerly known as the internet) will
be the sole form of communication for the common
man. All written and digital messages, both public
and private will be through the Facebook (brought
to you by Wal-Mart). This cooperative agreement
provides transparency in government and prevents
divisive actions by the people. Enacted in 2037, after
the dissolution of the International Underground
Institution, the Facebook Transparency Act gives

a voice to all and allows the world to hear all our
voices.

'The Government Privacy Act of 2061

'The government finally was able to bring

down the horrible collaborative nation of
Afghahnizkerplakisania Prime in the year 2059.
'This amalgamation of almost all of the countries in
the Middle East and parts of New Zealand formed
a superpower that almost destroyed the States as
we knew it. For decades we fought a war based on
the decisions of the government augmented by the
wishes and suggestions of the general population.
Unfortunately there were too many disagreements
amongst the nation as to how to handle this

new horrible opponent! Our government then
took a chance. By keeping the population in the
dark, it was able to exact a plan of attack that was



planned by the highest minds of the government.
We never found out this plan. But so swift was

the infrastructure of this Super-regime brought

to it's knees, the population unanimously agreed
that the government knew what it was doing. The
populous allowed the government to then run in
the background, confident that it actually had their
best interests in mind. This led to a new rule where
the government was able to pick and choose what
it told the population, and they all slept soundly in
blisstul ignorance, able to use their dream- o-vision
9000's to have realistic dreams of themselves having
sex with Hot celebrities of the past...mmmm
Branjelina.....(They have them as one person now!)

All Property is State Property

I was sitting in the squad car with my partner,
Mahoney, when we heard the news over the radio.
We had been sitting on a suspect for 36 straight
hours, and we were determined to find a way to
arrest him. He was about to murder his wife, but
no judge would sign the warrant on the evidence
we didn’t have. We were frustrated; it was very
clear that we either had to catch him in the act or
after she was dead. He was that good. We needed
help, a little push in the right direction that either
comes from being dirty or from being lucky. That’s
when the dispatcher let everyone on duty know:
All Property is State Property. The infinite wisdom
of our leaders and the highest court in the nation
granted Mahoney and the me all access into this
man’s home. We all knew we were headed down
this path. Ever since the FBI failed to stop the
Great Destruction of Australia, people were pushing
lawmakers to allow us to bend the rules. But it’s
true. We should’ve been able to catch that guy. He

was just too clean. No one on that damned island

had a chance. And I'll never forget that day and how
we couldn’t do anything. But now we can because
the law says we can and now we can nail this guy
before he kills his wife. It doesn’t matter that we
don’t have a warrant--we just need probable cause.
We can do anything we want, look through anyone’s
apartment, and really make a difference. We'll be
able to stop crime and save people’s lives and that’s
all that matters.

'The Law of Luminosity

Four decades have passed since intelligence testing
has eliminated the more simple- minded children
from entering our prestigious school systems. As of
2021, the United States has been admitting high
scorers of the intelligence test given to children
when they are 5 years old. Only those who are in
the top 10% become students. As students, they

are expected to excel through every grade with

high marks and if they are not able to maintain
their excellence, they will be dismissed from school.
'These selected students are our future and will carry
out the peace and progress of our country. Public
schools in our countries were eliminated due to the
lack of financial means. So instead of wasting our
monetary funds on children with no progressive
futures, as a country we have decided to use our
funds on selected intelligent students. This has
created a more positive outlook in education and
stronger ideals for our countries. We did this for the
people. These rules were for the good of everyone,
weren't they. I think about my grandfather again.
Wias he really a drain on society? I glance at the
empty street, then down at The Book one more time
before I toss it in the trash.



Health Officer - The New Public Servant

by Christine Hackett

Health Officer. How different the world would be, if we had a person who studied, practiced, and shared
knowledge with the public on making healthy choices. Access to free fitness classes. Where to find farmers
markets near a single mother’s workplace. Making quick decisions at the fast food counter. How to battle
g P g9
your fear of stepping into a gym. It's not a how-to guide, it's not a glossy magazine article. Real social
programs, with free fitness opportunities and nutrition education. We'd have our own personal advocate,
a person who sees through the advertisements, the marketing, the deceptively unhealthy foods presented
p g g ptively Y P
to us. It's a complicated world. We are thrown into a culture that promotes bad choices, but we need the
p P
knowledge to know the difterence. Give us the power to make the right ones!

In comes the health officer!

Monitoring the Web

By astienon

'The Internet is undeniably one of the most is put up online, and, although this protects free

important and powerful tools of our modern speech and prevents censorship, it also means that

world - spreading information across the globe, no one is accountable for their words.

and bringing together more people than ever

before. However, it remains, at heart, a place where At this point, we need web monitors, or fact

anything - fact or fiction - can be added by anyone. checkers, who help us pick out the truth from the
masses of information around it. This is not a call

Everyone is entitled to their own opinions, but tor censorship of the Internet, since that would

not to their own facts. Unfortunately, the Internet reduce its power. This is simply a request that we

has become a place where people go to state their find a way to separate our opinions from facts, and

opinion as facts, and these flawed ideas can spread to ultimately hold people accountable for what they

like wildfire before anyone has the time to point out  say online.
their fallacies. Nobody is out there to correct what
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TEACH A NEW SKILL

How to Tweet as a Characterization of Yourself

by Jayme Figueroa (@onewingedkefka)
1. Don't ever be afraid to tweet anything.

2. Use twitter as a creative medium to express yourself. Write thoughts that you wouldn’t normally express.
Let your id run free in 140 characters.

3. Overshare and exaggerate. Write as if your life is a TV show and audience of your followers is watching.

4. Don't hesitate to apologize if you've gone too far. Know that there’s a difference between your twitter
characterization of yourself and your real self. You don't want to ruin your real relationships with being
creative on twitter.

5. Mix in real tweets, retweets, and responses. Having that touch (or more) of the real you in there adds to
the character that you're portraying online and allows you to express your true thoughts when need be.

5 Rules About Life

By Lolololori

1) people are weird

2) expect nothing

3) stay classy

4) you are a lion, take what is yours

5) dance like EVERYONE IS WATCHING
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Nap Anywhere

By Cespedes

'The Skill: "Nap Anywhere"

1. Make sure to have comfortable socks. Wool,
preferably. Always . (Comfortable socks facilitate a

comfortable snooze .)

2. Close your eyes (Both of them. No tight-lidded
closing. Relax those shades. Trust that it will be ok.)

3. Curl up and close the world out; or, stretch long
and let it in. Sleep is an act of self-abandonment -
an unconscious self-expression. Snooze belly up if
that's your style, or face to pillow.

4. Awaken the dreamer within by through a

engaged state of mind. Tell yourself stories, and
weave a dream.

5. Extraction: After chasing gnomes and being
chased by unicorns, let the warmth of the sun wake
you. Stretch your arms. Stretch your legs. Wiggle
your toes. Wipe the drool from your pillow. Lather,
rinse, repeat.

Addendum: Now be careful, the dangerous but
enticing bubble bath nap. If you must take a sleepy
in the bubbles, be sure to turn the running water off,
use your feet to prop your upper half above water
levels, close your eyes, and drift away. Be sure to not
let yourself fall into a deep one.

Vintage Shopping the Marquardt Way

By ajlobster

One thing I am spectacularly good at is finding
amazing vintage clothing. Part of the reason is
something I call “Thrift Store Jesus,” but more of it
depends on the fact that I am very particular about
how I thrift shop. These rules will help you do it
better.

1. Give everything a once-over first. If the store is
large, take a look around and just get the lay of the
land. This way, you can assess how many racks you’ll
need to hit and which you can skip.

2. Make sure it’s in good - almost perfect -
condition. Twenty-year old pit stains aren’t going to
come out. A tear on a seam or a falling-out hem can
be repaired, but holes in the middle of the garment
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3. Make sure it fits well, if not perfectly. If you are
adept with a sewing machine or plan to get the item
altered, there is some level of not-fitting you can
deal with. If neither of those things is true, don't
bother getting the garment if it doesn't fit.

4. Make sure it’s not too TOO vintage. If you wear
something too tied to a specific era, it can age you
or look costumey. Make sure the piece is something
you can mix with modern pieces or accessorize so
you don't look bonkers.

5. Look at the item. Can you imagine it in your
closet? Do you almost feel like you already own it?
Then take it home.



Kerouac's Harmonica

By timothy.morrissey

Jack is the man!

Write

By JCD

1. Grab a book*.
2. Open it to a random spread (it helps if there are words).
3. Locate a coin+, flip it: heads left, tails right.

4.'Take words from the heads or tails margin of the page: the heads margin of this page is "Grab, Open,
Locate," etc.; the tails "book, words, right," etc.

5. Write a story using the words in the margin.
*It must be a pulp and fiber book; try a vintage shop.

+This can also be done with a credit card: the side with your name is heads.

Instinctual Disinhibition

By sircek

1. Listen To Yourself

2. Don't Doubt

3. Empathize

4. Imagine Possibility

5.Then Go After It Like You Mean It!

Kerouac's Harmonica

By glbetrkkr

we had been on the road for several days now
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A few rules to live bold

By nnebeluk

My skill is Life. To live freely without fear

1. Never stop trying new things. Only in comfort can danger creep up on you.

2.You can never know too many skills. From the practical art of welding to the whimsical art of baloon
animals.

3. Be in a constant state of agitation. Only on edge do you keep your edge.
4. You don't know enough about the world. Read a book.
5.Don't get attached to material things. They're not worth as much as people

6. You can have lots of acquaintances, but few friends

In The Library

By Elena Hecht, Ashley Van Buren, Justin Kenny, Andi Teran
Elena Hecht: Move to Your Own Groove

1) Move from the heart. Move in your own way, to enjoy your movement, to express yourself. Bring your
humanity, your pain, your joy, and your intellect. Bring your essence and let it sizzle in your movement.
Move like your heart beats: unceasingly, to its own rhythm, and with passion.

2) Move because you love it. Move because you have to. Move to enjoy yourself, and never let the joy
evaporate. Hold it close to your heart, and then let it move through your body and out into the world.

3) Move to change the world. Move to make a difference, and move to break down all differences.

4) Move to be yourself.

5) Move to share. Dance like no one is watching, but let them watch. Make them want to watch.

Ashley Van Buren: Weaving Possibilities

1. Meet as many people as you can. Be friendly. Start conversations. Ask questions and listen. Really listen to
what people have to say

2. Mentally catalog the gifts/strengths of your friends and anyone you meet. Sometimes I even write them
down on their business cards to remember

3. Always think and keep your mind, eyes, and heart open to opportunity and possibility. Make connections
between the people you meet and their goals (as well as your own).

4. Follow through: email, call, text, tweet, connect with the person who you might be able to help/who may
be able to help you.

5. Sometimes it doesn't happen right away, but it's important to keep that connection going for weeks,
months, even years before you find a thread. Stay patient.
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Real Sandwich Eating

By larissa

01.  Acquire sandwich. Consider leaving in toothpicks if it is of the club variety.
02.  Remove a small chunk from the top layer of bread.
03.  In one smooth motion, flip the exposed part of the sandwich up-side-down and into your mouth.

04.  Notice how differently- and how much better- the sandwich tastes when the ingredients hit your
taste buds.

05.  Apply to other foods- pizza, bagels, etc.

Justin Kenny: Write What You Know

1: Write yourself into every character. You're a complex person, there's more than enough of you to create
dozens of fictional worlds.

2: Don't be afraid of your influences. It's possible to imitate and still say something no one else has.

3: Get away from your desk. You can't write a life-changing story without really living first.

4: Don't wait for inspiration to strike. Go out and find it, wrestle it to the ground and force it onto the page.
5: Don't be afraid of everyday interactions. There's truth and beauty in even the most banal of scenes.
Fausto Palazzetti: How to Make a Model

1: conceptualize what it is you're modeling, in the simplest possible components

2: build the core; the essential component

3: add a layer of complexity at a time

4: compartmentalize any additional complex pieces and build models for those if necessary

5: test, revise, perfect

Andi Teran: Eye-catching Style

1. Style is individual and demands personality. Don't be afraid to be daring, different, or bold if you would
like to capture the attention of others.

2.1 once knew a man who wore a bird on his shoulder. Not a real bird, a fake one. Buy one at a craft store
and affix it to the shoulder of your shirt. People will want to talk to you all night long.

3. Wear a hat. Not a baseball cap, a hat. Preferably an unexpected one or one in the shape of a lobster.

4. Learn to love the brooch. When you learn to love one, make sure the one you choose to wear is oversized
and unusual. Animals, candy, potato chips, weird slogans, Woody Allen, expired Presidential campaigns, and
bugs are fantastic.

5. Unused fabric can be used in many ways, especially unloved fabric. Cut a long strip and double or triple tie
it around your wrist. Split your pants? Cut a swath of it and tie it in a gigantic bow around your head. For-
gotten quilt? Use it as a poncho. Holiday or gift ribbon? Tie it around your collar Baudelaire-poet style. The
possibilities are endless.
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Mother and child

By Tinasaurus Rex

It's interesting how sound, in particular music, has
the ability to summon up the emotions from a
memories past. One of my earliest memory as a child
involves the sound of classical Chinese music. Even
now at the age of 27, I still can't listen to Chinese
music and not think about my mother.

I was probably six years old. It was 1989, I was
carefree and living my age of innocence. I woke

up early to the sound of classical Chinese music.

I had fed my curiosity and followed the sound to

my living room. The morning chill passed through
my oversized, bright blue T-shirt as I attempted to
quietly creep out my room. The funny thing about
trying to be sneaky is that every time you attempt to
be quiet, you just end up making the same amount of
sound but stretched over a longer period of time. The
squeaks from the hardwood floor followed me with
every step. I poked my head past the paint chipped
wall and saw my mother humming along with the
music.

'The cold floor sent shivers down my spine that
caused goose bumps to form all over my body. I
hugged my arms around my flat, as of then, breastless
chest. It was very early and the sun hadn't even risen
yet. The window blasted the living room with a gray-
blue light that which glowed upon my mother and
gave her a surreal look. I stared in awe watching my
mother get ready for work and anticipating for her
to leave me once again, go down 2 blocks to the train
station for another 10-hour shift at a beauty salon in
Chinatown.

My mother saw me and smiled. I can genuinely say
that I was glad to see her happy. I reciprocated with a
smile and then she told me in Taiwanese to get ready
tor school. I did as I was told and promptly began

to throw on a ratty sweater that was clumsily lying
along our cluttered floor.

By the time i got dressed, breakfast was already
waiting in teh tiny kitchen with a makeshift dinning
room table. I slowly ate, savoring each bite and all the
while, teh cheap, tiny radio in the corner of the living
room blared out classical Chinese music.

After i finished eating, I leaned my head back to
watch my mother flawlessly apply her red lipstick. I
hated it when she would put on her lipstick because

I knew that it meant; we had to leave the house. The
train station was on the way to my elementary school,
so my mom would turn off the radio and gather up
the kids so tha twe could all leave at the same time.

I had dreams that one day my mother would stay
with me the whole day at school. But as expected, 2
blocks past and the dreaded train station appeared in
the distance. Oh how I hated to see the train station
because I knew that’s where my mother would go her
separate way.

'The tears began to pour out as I began to sobbed

in broken English how I wish she could just stay
with me for just a little longer. My mother didn’t
come home until late and the next time I would get
a chance to see her would be the next morning. My
sisters stood and watched, not surprised at all as I
behaved in this manner for quite some time already.
Everyday I cried and every day my sisters would have
to pry me off my mother’s leg and scold at me, “T'ina,
will you stop that! Mom has to goo to work and we
have to go to school!”

I would walk to school with my eyes and nose red
and my skin sticky from the salty tears. I would get
so mad because I would think, by leaving me, my
mom was betraying me. I was a child, I was stupid
and didn't know how poor we were then. My mom
worked so hard out of necessity for the stability of
our family.

Everything is strange now though. Although I

was so attached to her when I was younger, I find

it extremely hard to show her any affection as I've
gotten older; and to this day, I still have that problem.
I don't love her any less and I know that because
every time I hear the old Chinese music, it brings
up crystal clear emotions and feelings from that day;
those times so long ago. I almost get hallucinogenic
flashbacks that evokes memories of those pre-dawn,
blue-haze, cold, achy throat and tears of a mother
gone away.
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CREATEA WORLD

Forsaken

By meruiz8

Hidden deep in the heart where the Atlantic
and Pacific oceans meet, lies an island called
Mystiquee where a man, tall and toned, goes to
weep. As he stands on the edge of the highest
cliff...

His head is tilted back in a position most rare.
His body conforms to that of prayer. Why now
does he care? He thought God was never there. I
guess Death takes its toll in a manner most cold.
It does not give a damn about those who do not
understand the ways of the world and how it's
meant to be;

"Why God, Why!" he yells, "did you take my wife
from me? She was all I had to keep me alive, and
now, without her, I do not think I can survive."

Nothing...

"Why, God? Why, did you condemn me to this
hell> What words will you not speak to me? What
truths will you not tell?"

Silence... Slowly, ever so slowly, he feels a rising
breeze...

"Do not fear" says a voice, "Although I am gone, I
am well. God has not condemned you to what you
think is hell. The time has come for you to repent
tor the lives you have taken-"

"No, no, this cannot be. God must be mistaken!"

"As a man, you have sinned far too many times.
God has been patient, God has been kind. But
now is the time. Come, my love, to a realm far
beyond the fabric of time."

"Where will I go? Where will I be? What exactly
is it that God has planned for me?"

Darkness now surrounds this poor being. His
heart gives way as he is escorted to his hell. He
has now become part of the forsaken.

Chatlotte Bronté's Miniature Manuscript

By heyitsjulieee

eliminate bias against women (published under male pseudonyms)
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Charlotte Bronté's Miniature Manuscript

By agentemily007

A world where size shape and color don't determine who we are as people. Where everyone and everything
run intune and yet function unsymmetrical which makes this place even more magical. But this is not the
story of you and I, this is the story of a mouse, or is it?

The Bells

By EdgeOfSeventeen

Listen, listen as I tell you of this place
where no admiral can take you, for its shores
constantly change.

A country that is without capital,

or any city designated by a star on a map.
Here citizens have no need of masks,

and highwaymen cross the moors in peace.

Bells go on and on without end
calling to the citizens and the animals alike
to come together. 222



What a Wonderful World

By fullofgummibears

A world where size, shape and color doesn't determine who we are as people. Where everyone and everything
run intune and yet function unsymmetrial which makes this place even more magical. The people and
creatures here speak with their hearts instead of using words, allowing them to convey clearly the things
people normally keep most secret. This is a happy world where challeges are not seen as problems, but

rather a way to improve self and society. The government here, which sits upon Starhill their capital city,
doesn't govern and control they listen1 and guide. The Pegacorns, the creatures that live here, frolic and dane
throughout the land! They enjoy festivals, game nights, and reading books. In this world technology failed
many years ago, and the Pegacorns are okay with that! Even better they rather living this way, it has brought
the world closer than ever.

Charlotte Bronté's Miniature Manuscript

By roserin 1

Brontes wrote under male pseudonyms currer Ellis and Acton bell
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Somnia

By Alexa Yupangco

I wish I could draw because I'd definitely draw this
if I could.

But since I can't, a brief description must suffice, I
suppose.

I have long thought about the world of Somnia,

a world that exists only in dreams. There's a large
white brick castle that occupies most of the grounds,
spilling out from the side of a large blue mountain
- this marks the capital of Somnia, Picturana. It's
surrounded by multiple little houses with thatched
roofs and crooked chimneys, little pufts of smoke
blowing out of the chimneys a regular, steady
pace. The air is filled with a humming vibration, a
sound that rises above the cacophony of the city's
inhabitants and their day to day occupations.

'The city's inhabitants, for the most part, are regular
people like you and I. 'The special ones live in the
castle - the ones born with the tiny white mark

on their throats. These breed are a dangerous, but
powerful kind divided into two groups - the dream
catchers and the dream makers.

'The dream catchers are guardians of dreams; the
dream makers are creators of dreams. And they are
meant to balance each other out. For you see, they
control the population and what the dreams can be
about, but they also guard against anything less than
ideal invading the dreams.

Dreams have power in this world. The only question
is: who has the right to wield them?

Charlotte Bronté’s Miniature Manuscript

By glbetrkkr

becoming someone else to realize your dreams
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THE BELLY OF THE WHALE

225






o 38 o

RECOUNT AN ADVENTURE

A Medical Student's Journey to Entasopia

By jmann77

Back when I was in medical school, several of my
classmates and I took the adventure of a lifetime to
the great nation of Kenya. The mission of our trip
was simple - to learn about Kenyan culture and to
provide medical care to a remote village far outside
of Nairobi, named Entasopia. Having never been

to Africa prior to this trip, the initial culture shock
was profound. In Nairobi, we were all amazed by
how upbeat and positive the spirit of the people was,
despite the great poverty and underprivileged living
conditions. After traveling to Entasopia, we were
initially thrown oft by the appearance of the people
who were adorned in exotic tattoos and lacked any
clothing except for loincloths. Knowing that lions
sometimes ventured into the village, it was necessary
for the men to carry spears. These spears were also
used to ensure that our lunch arrived on time. These
meals consisted of fresh goat, from ceremonial
slaughters, which we were encouraged to witness, as
to not offend our gracious hosts.

Later on that week, we personally met many of
the villagers while examining them at the health
clinic and providing ultrasound screening for
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abdominal parasites. These people whom we had
never met before greeted us with open arms. Just
as we were thankful for their protection from lions
and other man-eating predators, they were thankful
for our medical care. We ensured that they were
not infected with a specific organism known as
echinococcus, which can lay dormant in the liver
for years and cause myriad symptoms, such as
abdominal pain, fever, and jaundice. The cyst can
continue to grow and eventually rupture leading
anaphylaxis, which can be fatal, hence detection is
paramount.

Traveling to Entasopia not only helped us
appreciate the way of life for the people there, but
it further motivated our pursuit to become great
physicians. Firsthand, we witnessed the positive
effect our trip had on the locals by ensuring

their health. We further broke down the cultural
divide by visiting with the intention of providing
healthcare, which is a concept that allows people
of different backgrounds to join together and
appreciate what makes us human.



Letter from Christopher Columbus

By mgamerman

A perfect day in Maui.

Take a drive on the road to Hana and stop near the third cow pasture you see after Paia. Park the car, and

put on your swimsuit. leave your shoes at the gate.

You will follow a small path to a creek overpowered by vines. Follow the water upstream

Get on a plane and GO.

By kellelucas

Once in their lives, everyone should get on a
plane, train, car, hoverboard, whathaveyou and go
somewhere where they know noone.

'This is thrilling, exciting and the scariest thing I
have ever done in my entire life.

For my study abroad, I took my first plane ride to
England where I knew no one and nothing about
life there. I had to find food, I had to make friends,

I had to survive.

You would think that I would end up regreting
it, but I loved it. I saw things I never dreamed I
would see, I did things I never thought I would do,
I was inspired, exhilarated, and I became addicted.

I travelled to Scotland, Ireland, Paris and all over
England without caring who I was with or what I

was doing. It didn't matter if I didn't have a map, I
found the beauty of the home life there.

Scotland is the most beautiful country I have ever
seen in my entire life. The grass is a beautiful green,
greener than I have every dreamed. The mountains
are HUGE. The rivers are wide and clean. The air
is the most wonderous thing I have ever breathed
in my entire life.

After two dayes in Scotland, I was hooked, and
now I want to move there.

Ever want to go somewhere but never gone
because you never wanted to go alone? It doesn't
matter, because solitude lets you admire the true
beauty. You'll make friends, you'll be inspired, you'll
change yourself and the world mile by mile.
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Hiking through the Jungles of Central America

By jbeasley20002

For anyone who has had the pleasure to visit
Central America, the one thing I would
recommend seeing is the jungles. I had the
privilege of living there for several years on and
oft, and I can say without reservation that hiking
in the jungles was one of the most moving and at
times dangerous things I have ever done.

We started out with the simple idea to explore
the ridgeline behind my house. El Salvador not
being well equipped with topographical maps, we
were relying on our orienteering ability to see us
through. Taking with us, compasses, knives, food
water and rain gear, we ascended winding roads
and eventually started to break brush.

We passed people on the way to work, walking
miles through the jungle to get to their city jobs.
We passed simple banana farmers, working to
teed themselves and to harvest their produce. I
saw the most gorgeous valleys, unspoiled by car
loads of campers, or tourists. I saw dry washes
filled with river stones worn smooth. Eventually
we came to a dried river bed. It being the dry

season, it was reasonably safe to attempt without

fear of flash floods.

We descended this for some time, until, suddenly,
we came to an abrupt precipice. While the drop
was only 25 feet down, there was no safe area

to free climb, and the jungle vegetation did not
allow an alternative route without significant back

tracking. Thankfully, I had come prepared.

With the use of some cord I had packed, I tied

a Swiss seat to myself, then to a tree, and made a
rapid but controlled descent to the bottom of the
cliff. I shouted instructions for my companions to
do the same. From there we continued the hike
back to civilization. But I will never forget the
time I had to use a Swiss seat in a real situation to

descend a cliff.

El Salvador is beautiful, but make sure you have
the tools and the training to make a proper go
of it. Bring water, a knife, some cord and some
know-how and you’ll do just fine.

Letter from Christopher Columbus

By klugesan

the will to explore and find the unexpected
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Letter from Christopher Columbus

By dklainbaum

Monsters

Oh, What a Wonderful World (of Wizardry)

By marshmollie

Over the rim of my mug, from which I'm sipping
the nectar of the gods dubbed “ butterbeer”, I

can just glimpse the spires of the castle I've been
waiting to see in person for over a decade. The
sense of anticipation of the crowd around me is
palpable. Small children, tugging their equally
starry-eyed parents by the hand, gasp in joy and cry
out in excitement. Clusters of teenagers giggle as
they pass a bulletin board and realize the poster of
villain-at-large Sirius Black pasted there actually
moves. Grinning couples cling to each other’s arms
as they gaze at the fictional world they’ve grown

to love brought to life around them. Only Florida’s
oppressive summer heat and the occasional palm
tree waving its fronds from behind a storefront
remind you that you have not actually strolled into
the middle of living, breathing, butterbeer-induced
daydream.

My boyfriend, Mike, and I had planned this trip
months ago. It was to be something of a pilgrimage,
as we've both been Harry Potter junkies since J.K.
Rowling published the first novel in the series. We
have read every book and seen every movie multiple
times, and bonded like the dorks we are arguing
over smaller details of Harry Potter’s world. From
the moment I woke up that humid July morning,

the excitement I felt pumped wave after wave of
adrenaline through me, a feeling I'm sure every
other hardcore Harry Potter fan could understand.
'The park, after all, is as close to being in Harry
Potter’s world as a fan can get these days. As we
joined the throngs navigating our way through the
crush of fellow travelers through the park, a hum
of excitement built in my ears as we neared what is
basically every Harry Potter fan’s Mecca.

'The excitement comes to a boiling point around
the corner from the Wizarding World’s entrance;
here you see the sign that marks the entrance

to Hogsmeade, a wrought-iron rendering of the
village’s chimneys over a hog-shaped silhouette,

above the words “PLEASE RESPECT THE
SPELL LIMITS”. We grin as we see those
around us notice this, too, and anyone close to the
Hogwarts Express jumps as it unexpectedly lets
loose an ear-splitting whistle and a hiss of steam.

'The meticulous design of the park means that
everywhere you turn there is a new detail waiting
to be discovered, or waiting to jump out at you
itself. Ogling the almost-realistic animatronic owls
roosting in the owlery’s open wooden beams, you’ll
suddenly hear a rattling outside and look just quick
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enough to see a hippogrift rumble by on roller
coaster tracks. As the hippogrift disappears into
the ride’s hub, overhead you’ll hear a whoosh as the
two dragon-like coasters of the Dragon Challenge
pass each other almost close enough for the riders’
dangling legs to brush. Every moment in the park
is designed for maximum immersion in Harry
Potter’s world. And pulsing through the swarms of
visitors is the glow of absolute joy in the experience.

'The feeling in the park is similar to the buzzing
energy that courses through a concert venue in the
moments leading up to when the performer finally
takes the stage. The difference here is that feeling
seems to last all day long. New visitors enter the
park constantly, and those who have already spent
hours in the Wizarding World grin conspiratorially
at each other as they recognize the sense of wonder
on the new arrivals’ faces. The constant high could
be chalked up to the mugs of foaming, just-sweet-
enough butterbeer toted around the park by myself
and the majority of the crowd. The novelty of being
handed this fictional concoction brought to life by
a person in wizard garb (robe and all, despite the
heat of the July day) is only half of what makes it
so enticing. The drink itself is so scrumptious and
decadent that each sip keeps visitors grinning like

231

fools as they drift from attraction to attraction.

By the end of the day, my own face was beginning
to hurt from all the hours of smiling and exclaiming
at each new discovery, from talking portraits in

the corridors of Hogwarts Castle to the variety of
interlacing staircases visible overheard in the pub of
'The Three Broomsticks. A visit to The Wizarding
World of Harry Potter is a day sure to be full of
sensory overload, but never fear; every other visitor
to the park is sure to be feeling the same way, so that
silly Cheshire cat-sized smile you're sure to have
plastered on your face all day will not look out of
place. If you're like me and get slightly embarrassed
at how much you’re fawning over a replica of
Hermione Granger’s wand, you can be sure that just
a few steps away there’s a complete stranger acting
exactly the same way as he emerges, flabbergasted,
tfrom Ollivander’s wand-choosing experience. The
time you spend in The Wizarding World of Harry
Potter is an opportunity for you to give up the
pretense that you adopted in high school of being
“too cool” to buy into Potter mania in order to avoid
being made fun of. The Wizarding World is one

of the few places where you can completely indulge
that nerdy side of yourself you've been repressing,
and let me tell you is it liberating.
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WRITE SOMETHING DANGEROUS

Man up, breeders

By mackenzie

If you're heterosexual and believe in equality for all, your decision to get married is actively harming the
gay rights movement. Straight men and women pay lip service to gay men and women's struggle for parity,
but by continuing to get hitched, they reinforce the notion that marriage is an institution that exists only
between a man and a woman.

Not So Different After All

By marshmollie

'There is not much difference between us all, regardless of religion, country of origin, career, all those

things we normally use to distinguish ourselves from others. At heart, many of us desire the same things:
compassion, a shoulder to lean on, people who we love and who care about us in return. Rather than
debate who is right about when the world will end, or whose god is the “right” god, why don’t we all cater
to our human commonalities instead? Then, perhaps, we’ll be able to sit down and solve the real, dangerous
problems that we face on a daily basis, rather than bickering over technicalities.

Danger Zone

By nsharma

Dear Society,

I have a message for you.
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The Final Five Hundred

By weaverashO1

Duane O'Brien, Rachel McCormick, Kei Swenson,
Alicea Porterfield-Brock, and Ashley DangerMarie
Weaver came to the New York Public Library
under the guise of participation in an overnight
game. They came to the Library on May 20th, 2011
because they thought they were going to write a
book. They had no idea they had been chosen for
something much bigger: to reboot the human race.
'The politics of division had driven humans to the
very cusp of extinction. It was time for something
drastic. They were the final five hundred.

‘There was nothing for it. It was clear that things
weren't going to get better. As the Middle East fell
to democracy, regime by regime, everyone thought
the world was getting better. Few of them were
willing to admit the truth: that the more you allow
people to control their own fates, the more they
will consume themselves and the whole planet to
death. Things weren't getting better. They were
getting worse. It was only a matter of time before
everyone demanded an equal share, where an equal
share meant "more than that guy." Someone had to
be there to keep things in check, to be able to say
"NO." But they had gotten it into their heads to
kill all their kings and neuter all of their real leaders.
It was going to get ugly, and fast. So they brought
them all to the Library. They thought it was a game,
that they were coming together to write a book

- make history, find the future, change the world.
And they did. But there were very few of them left
to see it when it was all over. His name was Duane
O'Brien, and he was one of the last.

Rachel McCormick came to the library that evening
for want of anything better to do. She was a teacher,
and she usually fell asleep by 8:30 each evening.

But on the night in question, she planned to do
something that would allow her to legitimately

brag about her weekend in the teachers’lounge on

Monday. Red Bull in hand, she planned to spend

the night among the stacks. Like everyone else, she
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came to find the future. Little did she know, the
future would find her instead.

One morning Kei Swenson’s dog woke her up
several hours earlier than usual and after a quick cup
of coffee Kei found herself watching television on
the couch with the dog on her lap. On the morning
news she caught the tail end of a piece about a
scavenger hunt at the New York Public Library. As
a child, it was a dream of hers to wander the library
at night during off hours so she logged onto the
internet as quickly as she could so she could fulfill
the first quest. The first quest would determine
whether or not an individual could participate in the
challenge and it asked her to write about what she
will be the first person to accomplish in the future.
Kei wrote that she would be the first person to be
who she was meant to be. Then she forgot about
it... until she found out several weeks later that she
would be one of the 500 individuals picked out of
5,000 entries to partake in a scavenger hunt at the
New York Public Library. These 500 were picked

to Find the Future. There was little she understood
about this endeavor except that it was an overnight
event at the New York Public Library and that the
other 499 participants would be just as creative

and intellectual as she. Exactly what this group
would accomplish together was unknown or at least
unclear. The morning of May 20, 2011 she slept

for as long as she could. She took the 5:36 out of
Peekskill and arrived in Grand Central by 6:40. She
walked down Pershing Square to 5th Ave. around
7:00pm and as she walked up the stairs to the New
York Public Library butterflies began to fly around
her stomach. As she saw her fellow adventurers she
realized she was game for anything.

Alicea had a secret and it was known to only one
other person. Conveniently, this person was unable
to divulge this secret information. Well, convenient
is a rather macabre way to view it. This other person
was dead as a doornail. In fact, he was dead because



Alicea killed him. Hence, the secret. This is not to
say that she went around systematically murdering
people on a regular basis. No, she had more self-
control than that. Like most psychopaths she was
able to give the outward appearance of normality
which allowed her to continue to live among her
neighbors without arousing suspicion. When she
saw the entry to join an overnight game in the
New York Public Library she could not resist the
chance to find a new victim. She knew it would be
risky picking oft someone in a building which was
essentially in lock-down but it was a once-in-a-
lifetime opportunity. So she sent in her entry under
the guise that she wanted to create lifelong learners
by becoming a children’s librarian. It was a complete
fabrication but as she suspected there wasn't any
fact checking and she was chosen to be a part of the
game. Imagine her surprise when she discovered
that the game was a cover story. The chosen 500
were meant to be the start of a new race of humans.
A snag in Alicea’s plan because they expected her
to be the record keeper for the new community and
to organize all of the existing material housed with
the building. Danger awaits outside of the library
doors but also stirs restlessly within the heart of this
seemingly unremarkable woman. So, the question

is this: should she pretend that she is a librarian
and go against her natural inclinations as a killer or
should she divulge that she lied and be murdered at
the hands of those she had planned to kill herself?

Ashley DangerMarie Weaver was a writer. From
the moment she heard about the opportunity to
spend the night in the New York Public Library,
she wanted to participate. She wanted to write.
She wanted to contribute to something that truly

mattered. Her submission to "the game" was simple.

She wanted to write things that would outlast her
life on this earth. She had no idea how her story
would end up impacting the future of mankind. She
arrived to the New York Public Library along with
499 other people.

235

At eight o'clock on the evening of May 20, 2011,
the main doors of the Stephen A. Schwarzman
Building closed. The "game" of finding the future
would actually be a mission of creating a new
tuture, entirely. The people inside the doors of

the legendary building were not chosen simply
because of their applications, not because of their
prompt responses. They were chosen because of
their intelligence, ambition, and genetic makeup.
'The 500 people locked inside of the New York
Public Library on that humid evening in May,
were responsible for writing a book to assist in the
formation and evolution of the entire future race.
'They were responsible for teaching the world how to
live again. Each and every person participating had
a responsibility. They were responsible for bringing
something vital to the new society of people who
would survive after what can only be described as

the Apocalypse... The End of Days... The New First
Day.

It had been predicted that the following day, May
21,2011, the world would end. Those oblivious
souls inside the library were gathered on the
precautionary chance that would come true. The
book that was written from eight o'clock on the
evening of May 20th until six o'clock the morning
of May 21st, was to serve as a new guide to life, a
reflection of the intelligence and knowledge of the
previous society. Kept safe among religious texts,

a copy of the Declaration of Independence, and
various other items, the book they composed was to
become a priceless piece of literature meant to shape
the world. Perhaps the world would not truly end on
May 21st, 2011, but no matter how severe natural
disasters became, no matter how long the wars of
the world lasted, no matter how many people were
killed out of hate and prejudice...this book would
remain as a symbol of a future envisioned by 500
brave souls.



Holy Danger Batman!

By Kalina Leopold

Man created god, deal with it.

The Aesthetics of Evil

By brf

*looks both ways*

'The branding and graphic design of the third reich

was excellent.

| have many friends

By Lolololori

It is every person's - and especially every American
person's - responsibility to cultivate real, true friends
of other races - very much on purpose.

| Believe In Love

By kinsk411

I believe, so strongly, that all people, regardless of gender or sexual identity, will be able to marry. I believe
that the love shared between these people will one day be recognized. I believe that people won't blink an
eye when confronted with a particular gender or sexual identity that is different than theirs.
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You Are Doing It Wrong

By ScottKostolni

Stop buying things.

Stop going to the mall and spending money on useless trinkets.
'The things in life that actually matter don't cost any money.

Stop watching TV.

You are dying hour by hour as you sit and watch sitcoms and dramas.

Urban Renewal in Istanbul

By michelin99

In Turkey, residents should be allowed to have a say in what happens to their homes and neighborhood.
Currently, due to Urban Renewal Law 5366, their homes can be destroyed at will by the government as
long as the neighborhood is declared an urban renewal zone. There is currently no legal mechanism for
community participation so residents cannot voice protest or negotiate the terms. When I met with the
deputy mayor of Fatih Municipality in Istanbul, he admitted that the government had made mistakes with
Sulukule, a neighborhood in Istanbul and that they should not have relocated the people that lived there.

How do you fireproof a digital hook?

By weatherpattern

Our books are being transformed into digital bits.
The digital is ephemeral, stored on machines that
fail, and formats that become obsolete.

Digital books are no longer the self-contained
technology of print books. They require hardware
and software. We store books in the Cloud, which
means they are stored on computer servers owned
by external corporations.

Magnetic tape, 5.25" floppies, 3.5" disks, 100
MB zip disks, and CDs once standard ubiquitous
formats with shelf lives of a fraction of the life of
print.

Even though print books can burned, they are
still a stable technology. The Guttenberg Bibles

are a testament to that fact. The shift to digital is

a shift to the unstable. Amazon made an error the
licensing of a book that was sold to their Kindle
e-book owners, and the remotely deleted the books
from the Kindles and refunded the owners the price
of the book. The book was George Orwell’s 1984.

Who says irony is dead.

Digital books do not fear the book burning scenario
of Fahrenheit 451.The digital book fear power
outages, failed hardware, accidental / intentional
deletion, and obsolescence.

Libraries are in a state of flux as books transition
from print to digital. Their traditional mission was
to store, protect, and share books. The digital library
of the future must do the same.
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Undeath

By rchang

Democracy is dead.

How can we mourn something that never was alive? A phantom perhaps, a vision, a spectral presence. We
speak in gibberish tongues of freedom, choice, and hope--to better misrecognize the bonds of debt, need,
and amnesia.

This is not a call to revolution.
'This is not a project of demystification.
'This is not an attempt at resuscitation.

Democracy is dead.

Can we move forward to build new polities? Care, not equality. Reciprocity, not liberty. Recognition, not
love. Formulating different language to reshape different relations.

'This is a call for language!
'This a a project of dehabituation!
'This is the beginnings of redistribution!

What might come alive from collaborative confusion without anger? A refusal to enter narrative to hold on
to potentials? Certainly not democracy.

Democracy is dead.

We are not special.

By EmKSteele

We are not special. We are not unique snowflakes waiting to melt into snow. We are not crystalline
gemstones shining on the wall. We are mud and glue and viscera and there's not much that seperates one of
us from the others. And we can't be what we want to be. And we can't always rise above. But we can wallow.
We can dwell in each other and sink it the muck of humanity and embrace that we are all very base creatures

together. We can live fully in the mucky mud. Dirty. Lowly. Human.
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The Right Solution

By yking3

For the past few years, Americans have railed
against the bankers and bonuses of bankers, traders,
and CEOs. For many, it's simply an expression

of anger against those they believe caused them
economic pain. But the real cause of this downturn
continues to be hotly debated. Was it greedy
bankers? Irresponsible borrowers? Let's not get
into that.

But let's talk about the bonus structure. The bonus
structure is one of the best ways for a company to
pay employees because the performance risk is held
by the employee, not by the company. Currently
moves by governments abroad have changed this
structure so that bankers now have higher base
compensation and lower bonuses. Essentially, this
move has given them higher guaranteed pay and
lower performance based pay.

And in terms of tax payers having a say on pay?
Well, let's give an example. Say you have an

employee. A once-a-month house keeper, or a
nanny. And because they've done such an excellent
job, you decide to reward them with a hefty $50K
bonus. Does I have any right to say it is not
allowed? I'd argue no. I'd argue the only people
with a legitimate say are those with a stake in the
situation. Likewise, the only people who have a
legitimate say in bankers' bonus are the company,
the bankers, and shareholders. On the flip side,
since we (or most of us) are taxpayers, most of

us should have a say on how much government
workers make, and rightfully so.

Apologies for the brevity, I'm running low on time,
but I feel these things need to be said and we need
to look beyond the immediate reaction and rash of
anger and start to think about the right solution.
That is, not "what will make me feel better and
punish those I think hurt me," but rather "let's look
at this problem and determine the right solution"
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Trash is treason

By bridgetcostello

Trash is not inevitable, it is not natural, and it should be illegal. Humans are the only species who produce
trash, and we have started to do so only recently & ven a century ago, most people in even the wealthiest
parts of the world produced very little material that wasn't reused, repurposed, or recycled. Now, however,
trash has come to seem normal, acceptable, and even virtuous in some cases (for instance, in achieving a
‘clean’ and ‘modern’ household aesthetic, discarding items is part of a holy cleansing). But our production
has reached epic proportions; if we cannot, as individuals and societies, come to find a way to cease our
production of trash, our days on this earth will be short. Individuals should be fined and penalized for
only partially consuming anything that falls into their possession, and perhaps even barred from further
consumption. Societies need to institute no-trash policies by ceasing the collection of trash, as well as the
production and distribution of the planned-obsolescent future trash.

Practice What You Preach

By Arianachiz 1

'The sanctity of marriage is always used as a positive position for politicians and public figures and they are
all FULL OF SHIT! For example a recent very high profile governator refused to leagalize gay marriage in
his state (twice), in the meantime he had a tumultuous affair with household help under his wife's nose and
produced a love child that he hid for over a decade from his beautiful family. So as the saying goes "practice
what you preach” because the credibility that you have is now a joke.
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Risks

By Katie Ventura

Never say what is expected of you. Only ever say what you mean or how you feel. Lying about either of these
things just because it is what you are suppose to or expected to say never accomplishes anything.

It Starts With An Earthquake. It ends with you.

By loveandsqualor9
Tomorrow will not be the end of the world. This will not all come crashing down tomorrow, or the next day,
or the next. But you will not live forever, and though the world may not crumble around you, one day you

will crumble beneath it. So, today is not the last day of existence for this city, for this place, but you should
choose to live as though it were your last night within it.

Fireproof Fahrenheit 451

By knhieu

Truthfully, you know that you are too...
ambitious, you wake up at 5 am everyday just to jog for a hour before work

truthful, you didnt have to tell that she gained the freshman 15 on her honeymoon
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CARRYITWITHYOU

So much wisdom

By Lolololori

I would keep a copy of "Surely You're Joking, Mr. Feynman" with me. That
guy ruled.

"The world is full of this kind of dumb smart-alec who doesn't understand
anything."
-Richard P. Feynman

Or Kurt Vonnegut's Breakfast of Champions, Bluebeard, or Man Without a
Country

"I have had all I can stand of not taking myself seriously."
M urt Vonnegut (Bluebeard)

or this picture of me and my mom, who always tells me to fly and be free:

243



vogelbindery
SuzFarrellSmith
Cricket

ellena
smartestcleverest
TheGKnee
Caseylynn

Carry It With You

By alixpod
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Malcolm X's briefcase

By katherinemyers
'The past shot an arrow forward, the future shot one back. Now is the cross hairs, suspended in the air, pulled

in either direction. You are here as much as because of what you were as what you will be. True and love, soul
and mate, she and him, crossed in an X the legs of which as long as years. You have lived, now.

Malcolm X’s briefcase
By khill

Malcolm X's birthday was 5/19

Malcolm X's briefcase

By ailamar

In my left pocket, should I make it ten more years, would be a small note that reminds me that if anything
is to be learned in life it is that we are here together. We have to make it work. Your neighbor, his friends,
and even your cousin’s landlord’s wife will either benefit from what you've said or done or you've become a
hindrance.

“Your smallest action sets off another somewhere else, and is set oft by it. Keep an eye open, an ear cocked.
Tread warily, follow instructions. We’ll be alright.” - Tom Stoppard

In my right pocket:




Keep. Moving. Forward.

By Mayorbest

'The note I carry with me for the next ten years will constantly evolving. We must continue to move

be very short but powerful, inspired by the movie torward and embrace the past, yet leave it behind,

"Meet the Robinsons" (207). The note will read: because we cannot both live in the future and the

"Keep. Moving. Forward." past. We must keep moving forward if we wih to
make a difference and improve the lives of ourselves,

'The earth is constantly in motion and people are others and future generations.

Happiness Is

By SuzFarrellSmith

“Happiness is.”

'The note hangs above my mother’s kitchen sink. Two words that invite her to add more.
“Happiness is.”

She lists the people she loves most. Her daughters, sons-in-law, grandchildren. The note, confined to one

small yellowed square, grows denser. Thick happiness. Full happiness.

What would my note say? Today? Next year? Fifty years from now?

“Happiness is.”

Happiness always is. Happiness is what I need it to be. Happiness can change in an instant or remain fixed

torever. Happiness is knowing that something as insignificant as a scrap of paper can hold all the happiness
that I need.

Malcolm X'shriefcase

By smartestcleverest 1

Dear Self,

Always remember to fight for beauty in the world. Be brave and be kind. Remember to appreciate those
around you, because they may not always be around. Say yes whenever possible. Nothing fun comes from
saying no. Make room for new people in your life, you never know what they can teach you. Be patient -
staying still can be just as hard as forging forward. Let love in. Take a deep breath. Be thankful.

Grace.
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Words In Your Pocket

A Letter From My Sister

Everyone needs something to lift their spirits and
remind them of what is important in their lives.

I have kept this letter in my wallet for just that
purpose.

~Scott Kostolni (Team Zero)

If I could carry any words with me everyday it
would be, "Always remember to breathe." They are
words that my mother has spoken to me since I

was a child and they have been some of the most
valuable advice she has ever given me. There has
never been a time of crisis in my life that those
words have not helped me to conquer whatever I set
out to do. It would be nice to know that those words
were always written down to be carried around in
my pocket and looked at whenever I really needed
them.

~Katie Ventura (Team Zero)

“Water moves to puddles.” My father has many
one-liners, and many of which translate into rough
English copies from their original Farsi sayings.
Although this note might not sound glamorous

or insightful, the meaning behind it carries a
significance that I would never want lost on me.
In this note, individual droplets of water are a
metaphor for individual people. It is a natural

tendency for people to flood together in much

the same way that water comes together to form a
puddle. As someone who respects and admires the
kind of creativity that people are capable of, I would
find it negligent to allow ourselves to be sucked into
a puddle of homogeneous identities and discard

our unique ability to stand apart from the whole.
By succumbing to such a dull fate, we would lose so
many opportunities for advancement in a variety of

fields.
~Tina Amini (Team Zero)

If I was going to carry a note around with me for
the next 10 years I would want it to remind me to
be the best person I can be every day that I'm alive.
I would tell myself to remember that trying and
failing is better than never having tried at all. That
I know I can accomplish anything if I put my mind
to it. And to remember to have patience, especially
when I'm dealing with the things that frustrate me
the most.

~Kalina Leopold (Team Zero)

'The stranger these words appear to you, the further
you have grown, for they are no longer your own.

~Andrew Gonsalves (Team Zero)
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Malcolm X'shriefcase

By prisefterinferno

Courage, Pride, Patience. These three things will
guide you through anything. To have courage is to
take chances, not reckless of heroism, but don't be
afraid to take the long shot. To have pride is to look
up the things you have made and be glad, not to
boast or brag. Be unabashed in taking credit for the
things you have done. To have patience is to take
your time in your tasks and words, not to be meek
and stand idle. Timing and structure will aid you in
the hardest endeavors of your life.

'There is one other thing that I need you to
remember. Those closest to you, your family, your

Malcolm X's briefcase

By klugesan

friends, they are the pillars to support you when
you do not think that you can carry on. More
importantly you are their pillar as well. When they
are scared, have courage for them. When they are
modest, be proud for them. When they’ve lost
patience, keeps your for them.

Nothing you want to do is impossible. It is very
likely that in the future (near or distant) someone
will do exactly the thing you thought of. Why
should it not be you?

Malcolm X carried with him the Koran. All you

need to do is carry with you this one note.

I must wear two hats: Muslim and nationalist Islam- my religion (spiritual and moral) my behavior and
attitude towards others my trip: mecca (spiritual strength) africa (political strength) Mecca africa (my god,

my country, my people)

One Note for 10 Years...Better Be Special.

By BelleRead

7 things to live by.
Smile as a rule.
Pray as a habit.

Speak knowing my words have power.

Know that I are loved, by God.

Make the minutes count, or the hours will fly, and the days will pass.

Never take anything for granted.
Read the Bible; it's the only book written for me.

Have ridiculous amounts of fun....



Malcolm X's briefcase

By mgamerman

I am not young, I am not old, I am not black, i am not

white, I am not red, i am not yellow, I am not brown,
I am not fat, I am not thin, I am not short, I am not
tall, I am not christian, i am not jewish, i am not
muslim,

JVA's Post-It

By jenvazl

Malcolm X’s briefcase

By Robert Whitehead, Emily Schubert, Garrett Verdone,
Mathieu Jean-Lubin, Andy Rossmeissl, Mary Mei

I found this on a sundial one day while wandering
through Minneapolis's Lyndale Rose Garden: Count
only the sunny days.

You only live once. Do it right. And by do it right, I mean do what you want. And by do what you want, I
mean decide what you are living for regardless of what is told to you, and follow that path regardless of what

happens to you.

A letter of Regret

By zacharyostrow

We never remember the ones we save, and we
never forget the ones we fail. It’s about taking
responsibility for our choices; about learning from
sacrifice. It’s those hard lessons that shape us, and
how we respond where we go with our lives. I don't
think there is a man or a woman with out some

kind of regret, and that’s probably a good thing

because it’s our failures rather than our successes
that make us who we are.

My note would say this due to it's massive
importance. We all make choices, some are great
some are detrimental. Those choices in life we make
define who we are sand how we choose to run the
rest of our life.
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Malcolm X's briefcase

By tcheung

Live for the moment

Everything happens for a reason nothing is coincidence. The people we meet the interactions we have are all
for a purpose. Embrace the moments you have and enjoy it.

You are not that girl anymore...

By StefyFontela

There used to be a girl who had a many dreams that she kept a secret.
She loved to imagine them coming to life, but only in her head.

She thought about how amazing it would be for things to become true after spending so much time existing
in her mind, but fears and insecurity imprisoned her attempts of fullfilment.

'Then one day, she stoppped thinking so much and started doing.
She lived, not thought.

She did, not worried.

You are not the girl who spent all her time in her head anymore.
You are the girl who spends all her time in her life...living.

So remember, LIVE.

No matter what, LIVE.
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To be, or not to be. That is the question.

By eh1234

Justin Kenny: Move boldly and with purpose.
Elena Hecht: "There's always room to add a few new songs." -Ava Hecht
Andi Teran: Smile, be curious, allow yourself to dream, and never give up.

Ashley Van Buren: "Success is never final. Failure is never fatal. It is courage that counts." -Winston

Churchill

Fausta Palazzetti: Quit your bitchin'".

Malcolm X's briefcase

By yanksrock777

Dear 'V,

Remember a few things. Remember to be a good person. Always strive to do good in your eyes, towards
yourself and others. Enjoy the small things in life. Your friends are your family. Love is a magical word
with amazing effect. Remember that happiness is not external but internal. Peace comes from within.
Remember to follow your heart. To trust your heart. It has and always will get you to the place you want to
be. Remember that you will always be a student. Always learning. Always be open minded, ready to change
and adapt. The only constant is change. Remember there are no absolute truths and everything is relative.
Relativity. Remember to appreciate the incredible beauty in everything. Remember that compassion and
empathy are contagious. Love others. Love yourself. Live, laugh, smile. Be happy.

Love,

v

Things to remember each morning

By whitneyebryan

Be the most authentic version of yourself possible. Remember that mistakes are opportunities for learning,
not evidence that you're unintelligent or less of a person. Don't be afraid to ask stupid questions or look
toolish. Know that you are always loved, even if you may not always love yourself.
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Malcolm X's briefcase

By Brodylogan

Brody,

Don't let anyone ever say you make too many jokes. There is no such thing as too many jokes. Humor is
your best quality and it's the skill you've been blessed with that will brighten future days. That and your hair.
Hell, the only reason you have a team for this scavenger hunt is because some girl noticed your great hair.
Hopetully by now, it's not falling out. That would be a travesty. Good luck finding a toupee maker that can
replicate that thick, silky mane.

Your wandering mind creates sinkholes on the ambition turnpike. Pitfalls become you, and it takes fortitude
to claw out. A lackadaisical virus becomes implanted in your frontal lobes and next thing you know far

too many pages have been flipped. All it takes is that first spark, that impetus that kindles a creative fervor
that takes you over. The problem is you get far to distracted by the morass of life. Your mind supernovas
ideas only to have them get instantly sucked into a black hole of unimportant bullshit. That's right, all that
other stuff is bullshit. Focus. You were given a gift. A gift of wit, humor and creativity that comets through
humanity a few times in a generation. I'm sure there are many more like you, the problem is they are never
seen. Don't let yourself become an unseen comet. A star that can't be appreciated doesn't shine. Embrace
your talent, entertain the world. Its fun to entertain your friends and family, but the world deserves to be
entertained as well. So don't sit... work. Don't whisper... broadcast. And don't comet... shine.

Sincerly,
You... from the past... not in a DeLorean, but man that would be sweet.

P.S.

Please tell me you still have your hair.

Malcolm X's briefcase

By caemeron

Remember that others struggle with life as much as you do: with their worries, troubles, frustrations and
annoyances. Do not allow yourself to become spiteful toward them; but forgive them, whether they know
what they do or not. It is not your place to mold the life of others, but to focus on crafting your own. You are
not Atlas, and the world does not rest on your back alone, but on the shoulders of us all. Do your best to be
kind.
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BROADCASTTO OUTER SPACE

Letter to the others

By gibblitjl

Dear Non-Earthlings,

We are team Awesome Socks/Slowburn. Steven Hawkings said you will probably want to kill us. Please
don't kill us and especially please don't eat us. We will willingly procreate with you and give you massages.

We will keep searching for ways to make the world better without destroying it and try and make good
music as well. In addition we will continue to make books and reality television.

Regards.
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Gutenberg Shows a Proof Of A Once Great Planet

By Alex H. Nagler

Greetings future visitors. Please pardon this planets
appearance. By the time you get this message, the
half-life should have decreased to a point that it
could potentially be hospitable. If it is not, we, the
former owners, apologize for that. I don't know
what element these final bombs are going to be
made of. Theres a few possibilities, but we can't say

tor sure. We didn't mean for this to happen. It just
sort of did.

'This planet wasn't always this way. It used to be lush
and full of life, teeming with millions of species

of flora and fauna, a vast ocean of life, curious and
innocent in its approach to finding things. It used
to be a place of music, arts, and love, teeming with
multiple organisms, but first and foremost among
those that counted was a species called humanity:

Us.

There were others. Bugs had more species then we
were able to document; for all we know, they may
still be here. One species, the cockroach, seemed
to have the ability to withstand anything. Birds
had a good run, and there were sometimes more
fish than we knew what to do with (save for those
we overfished to near or complete extinction, or
on the other hand, those we farmed for our own
amusement to ensure that we had what we needed).
Our closest relatives, primates, were playful beings
that reminded us of humanity when we younger.

But the big problem was that humanity was the sole
species that was cognizant, a word here meaning
that they could perform thoughts containing higher
function and reason. This was a bad thing. One
species monopolized everything on the planet,
making it so that none of the other life forms on
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the planet had any say in how things went. We ran
roughshod over their former domains. Their habitats
became ours. We found that they had things we
needed. That forrest with the diverse ecosystem?
Rubber. Those beautifully colored oceans? Place for
our trash. And that's not even getting in to what
we did on our way out.

As you can guess, the fact that one species spoke
tor everyone didn't go over well. One form of being
left to decide everything inevitably leads to bad
choices. As time wore on, we became fractured and
started fighting over silly, meaningless items that,

at the time, seemed to consume everything. Had

we managed to stick together and work around our
differences, we could have been unstoppable. If we
had just focused on the things that made us the
same, we may have delivered a message to you in
person, instead of through a broadcast you're getting
by the time we're all dead and gone. Instead, we
tocused on petty, little things. Things like how one
expressed their faith, wore their clothing, showed
their love, or even cared for their own bodies
became major points of contention. In retrospect, it

was kind of stupid.

As history progressed, we gained new to express
ourselves. Fire warmed huts, tools tamed the land,
the wheel opened up transportation; this was just in
one age. We had periods of brilliance - print allowed
for thoughts to be transferred with wide groups of
people, sharing ideas and growing communities in
ways never previously thought of. We created an
engine powered on steam, and then on the remnants
of long dead creatures (that we had nothing to do
with). We even created a a way to instantly express



every mundane thought we had, and people made
boatloads of money oft of it. We grew and sought
to discover as much as we could.

But our intelligence was our undoing. As we grew
in our ability to think, we found new ways to harm
one another. For every new cure, new way to share
information, to express our creative curiosity, there
was a new projectile. A new sword. A new mounted
form of torment. New and creative ways to inflict
pain and cause suftering. In the end, we found a
way to unlock the power of the atom and create
fireballs that lit up the sky for miles, instantly killing
everything around it. And if the initial blast didn't
get you, the aftershock would.

Eventually, the bad outweighed the good. Humanity
perished. We managed to transcribe a few thoughts,
but a few hundred words to express thousands of
years of humanity isn't enough, especially when
we're only talking about the bad. For every instance
of raping and pillaging, there's a symphony or a
sonnet we should be sharing. For every missile,

a happy day shared between a group of friends.
Atomic warfare ideally should have been balanced
with the initial space exploration it brought about,
but we became scared of the unknown and scrapped
our own abilities to get oft our planet. That may
have been the most foolish thing of all - scrapping
space. It gave us no escape clause, so when the end
finally came, we were all stuck here.

We wish we had a few concrete things to tell you
not to do. You probably shouldn't hate one another,
just for starters. Paying too much attention to the
petty things only leads to bad results. If you have
any means of creatively expressing yourself, focus on
those. Any forms of song, dance, art, poetry, or just

any way that you can share your devotion of a craft
with others is encouraged. If your species has things
like government funding any way of supporting
these things (lets call them "The Arts" for the sake
of brevity), do that. Support The Arts. Do it with
everything you've got.

Talk with one another. You may be surprised at the
things you have in common. For example, we had
three means of faith (religions) that actually shared
a single common ancestor. But these three religions
seemed to despise one another. There were plenty
of folks in all three that got along, but they were
drowned out by the more radical members. For all
we know, they could have been the ones to set this
all off. It's not guaranteed, but our money is on yes.
‘There was one teeny area that all three of these folks
were incredibly contentious about. But that's not
important now.

Love each other. We don't know if you have the
concept of love, but its sharing emotional feelings
with another being. Open yourself up to whoever
you want to. It doesn't matter who, just as long as
you express yourself. A wise human once said "In
the end, the love you take is equal to the love you
make." More people should have really listened to

that. We may have not been in this situation if they
had.

So, goodbye from us, humanity. We tried. We really
did. But our lesser selves wound up getting the
better of us.

‘Thanks for stopping by. Wish we could have been
here to greet you, but it looks like we let ourselves
out.
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Searching for Sustainability

By reillyodonnell

We are pretty cool, and would prefer to get off fossil
tuels, you folks have any ideas?

Space Radio

By katiepollycat
Venimus Vidimus Virum scripsit

Amat Terram

Let's share our stories

By rieuwa
Dear friends:

P lanets and stars may separate us whilst
L ightyears seem impassible mountains.
A steroids try to hinder our contact, but
N ever stop us from

E xtending our friendship

T o new civilizations near and far.

E very one of us is unique,

A 1l with wild and different dreams. We're
R eaching out to share our visions,

T ie new knots and

H ear your stories.

The citizens of earth.
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Gutenberg Bible

nsharma

Rapture: Published in _The New York Times_, May 21, 2011 (6:00PM, time zone unknown)

Dear people on the corner of 35th and 7th who have told me every day that I will die in rapture because I
don't believe in your God,

I want the world to hear my message to you.

What do you plan on doing if the world is going to end tonight? What could you possibly do in the last few
hours, in the last few MINUTES of your life that would make up for every sin you have ever committed?
'This brings me to my first point:

1. Be honest with yourself. If you've sinned, or done something bad, or hurt someone, you can't make up for
it by handing out flyers and yelling at those who are part of a different religion. Reflect on your own life and
try to change it, don't try to change everybody else.

Here's the next kicker: what if I am part of a difterent religion? What if I do believe in a different higher
power? Who made you the authority on which religion is right or wrong?

2.You can't convince me that my religion is wrong just because you say so. The end.

I don't hate you, random people who yell at me about the apocolypse. I really don't. I just don't believe

in your message. Whatever happened to the whole "our god is a loving, compassionate god?" Would
compassionate gods kill every non-secular person on the planet in a fit of rapture? I don't know. What I do
know is that you spend so much of your time focused on this rapture business that you've lost perspective.
'This brings me to my final point:

3. Don't you think that god will think you've cherished the gift of life he's given you if you spend your
time enjoying, protecting, and loving everything around you? Spend your time enjoying your life instead of
bothering people on a street corner. I promise you that your message will be better received.

'Thanks for hearing me out.

Sincerely,

Burning-With-Rapture
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Message to the little green men

By bridgetcostello

Have carbon, will trade for oxygen. Or beer.
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DRESSTHE FUTURE

Getting dressed for work will be a breeze!

By MeggieMcD

In the year 2061 we will be able to change our outfits with just a thought. For instance, if it's raining, we
will just think "hey im getting wet here" and it will transform into a Paddington bear outfit. Or, if you, for
instance, live in New York City and you are walking around town doing some shopping, you can channel
Jackie O in your chic flats and giant sunglasses. Then, when it's time to hit the town, you can switch it up to
your best clubby Ke$ha outfit (complete with a bottle of Jack) and go crazy. Also, you can fly. That doesn't
have anything to do with the outfit. It's just a part of life in the future.

Hand-Grown Costumes

By bridgetcostello

'The trend towards body modification will continue in the next half century, specifically with regards to
the modification of the size and shape of body parts. However, even with affordable financing available,
many will be unable to afford these surgeries even as the expectation that one modifies one body
increases. Furthermore, the trend cycle of desirable body shape will accelerate to the point where the

“in” body look will change too quickly for surgery to be practical for all but the richest and healthiest
individuals. Clothing will come to (re)assume its historical role of changing the body’s shape from the real
to the ideal. As the notion of ‘natural’ human shape slowly loses salience, clothing will come to first cover,
and later augment, an increasingly abstracted and postmodern human shape. One year, the fashion will

be for jackets with one shoulder padded out into a foot-long curlicue; the next season knees will be the
focus, with grapefruit-sized bulbs sewn into pants ¥ r even dangling from the cuffs of shorts, suspended
by garters. Regardless of the focal body part, the look in the 2060s will be boldly asymmetrical and fabrics
are most noteworthy for the jarring juxtapositioning # he ‘must-have’jacket of the Fall 2016 season being
wrought in distressed moss-green burlap and neon-pink taffeta, with the aforementioned shark-fin (left)

shoulder.
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NU Look: 2061

By viaveres, lianguba, gothamagik, yoyi, knhieu, pikagrace, dachillchick

Fashion is one of the biggest industries that exist in this world. Even in our very own New York City, there
are seasonal fashion weeks that are highly anticipated on an international level. However, what mainly affects
the style, material and innovations for clothes are the environment we live in. Specific geographical loca-
tions have created abundance for certain fabrics for clothing. In addition, different countries have their own
distinctive climate according of its location that puts a huge effect on a particular region’s style of clothing.
Looking at the New York Public Library’s own collection of Stewart Watson’s hand-colored paintings on
Italy’s fashion clearly shows the vibrant colors and layers that represent Italian fashion, even to this day.
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Inspired by Watson and the future of the world’s environment, I have drawn an illusion of an outfit from
year 2061. With global warming becoming more evident in our environment, weather forecasts are be-
coming more and more inaccurate and unpredictable. Therefore, I have created an outfit that is easily de-
tachable so when the weather suddenly changes from cold to warm, you can detach a part of your outside
and still be fashionable. Vice versa, if the weather becomes cold, you can re-attach part of your clothes
back on. In addition I have created a rubber-made stretchable headband that is inspired by the toga head-
band. It will stretch freely and will be comfortably fitted to any head sizes. Bright neon colors were added
to my sketch to reflect the significance the vibrant city lights that light up continuously in today’s modern

sneaker a la jetson

Made of a non-combustible metal that is liquefied and strained for impurities a hundred times. It is then
flattened into a thin sheet and cooled via cryogenic freezing. Blades uniformly aligned are then run through
to make threads that will be eventually weaved in to the most durable, lightest fabric ever made by man. The
cushion inside will be made of memory foam tempur material that will adjust depending on the intensity the
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PICTURE THE BEST DAY EVER

To My Darling KMP

By zacharyostrow

Diary,

Today is a great day. I don't know how to explain to you how I truly feel for this beautiful girl that I have
known to love. I know that her feelings for me are unsure, but I know that we have what it takes to succeed.

We will survive.

KMP - ZNO

Tuesday in May

By mandersgreen

I was running through the York St. subway station,
though the neon-lit, airless tunnel filled with the
zombie-like masses clutching their cups of coftee,
attaching their work ID badges and shuffling along
with the rhythm of a Tuesday. My heart beat fast
as I wrestled with the idea that I might miss this
train and have to wait as long as seven minutes for
the next one, in order to arrive at the office by 9:53,
instead of 10 a.m. And then...it hit me. I wasn't
going to work. I was turning around. My feet were
moving without my brain signaling them to. I was
walking away -- away from the urine-drenched
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concrete of the dank subway station and out into
the brisk, May air. I knew today was the day that I
would stop. I would stop thinking about if I wrote
enough, was detailed enough, or offended anyone. I
was going to sit on a bench and just stop.

I emerged from the the subway station and walked
the half mile to Brooklyn Bridge Park. I sat down
on a bench and felt the power of making a decision
before my mind could catch up. I made that
decision without thinking of the consequences. I
made it...when I stopped. And I'm still not sure I'll
start up again.



Ninja Wolves

By cosmicautumn

Dear Diary,

Today I was attacked by a giant octopus. Actually,
I'm getting ahead of myself a little here. Let's start
from the very beginning.

I was sailing on the good ship Bumblebee. We were
making good time off the coast of the US Virgin
Isles. When suddenly, a long suckered tentacle
cropped shiningly out of the deep blue, writhing
like a golden tentacle of Medusa. Avast! If it was
not the legendary golden squid of Captain Ahab,

it was something more terrible than something
from my darkest dreams. It was actually the gilded
cephalapod. I recognized the massive, snapping beak

Ideastorm with out the rain

By Reggels

'The best day ever was totally unexpected. It wasn't
jam packed with as many amazing things as possible
but it was a culmination of moments that I believe I
can savor for years on end.

'The most precious commodity we can all offer each
other is time and attention. My closest friends and
tamily were able to join me today. The gray mist in
the morning cleared quickly and it was sunny day
with a cooling breeze. No hint of humidity! We
rendezvoused in Central Park for a morning bike
ride that was capped oft with a delicious picnic.
Sitting in the grass together, I found that we all
telt we were in a better place in our lives compared
to one year ago. All of us are in good health, and
everyone was happy with the direction that their
relationships were going. All of us had careers

we loved and found that our strengths were being
utilized fully each day. We felt we had more to give
to the world! We shared more stories and some
ideas started to form. Staring at the clouds we felt
our imaginations expand. It was an idea storm
without the actual rainclouds! What a talented

group!

that seemed as if had come from Satans garden
shears. The very ones he uses to trim the bushes of
the damned.

I knew that to conquer this beast, I would have to
find fortitude within my tortured soul. I recalled
from childhood the story of a legendary golden
harpoon - forged in the center of a volcano, by the
Japanese goddess of the sun - the great Amaterasu.

I left the devil of the sea and turned sail towards
the Hawai'ian islands. Will I make it through these
treacherous waters? Will my paddleboat capsize?
Only time, and fate, can tell.

Our evening was no difterent. Bubbling with ideas
and enthusiasm, our attempt at cooking dinner
dissolved into a marathon talent show with jokes,
musical performances , and imagination became our
fuel and food. It was declared that this should be
an annual event and it should be expanded! Talent
shows aren’t just for kids!

May 20, 2012 was a day that expanded my heart

and my mind.

On May 21,
2011 I decided to send my friends and family an
email with a save the date.

On June 21,2011 a few friends decided they would
help me rally a group.

On December 21,2011 I realized that I wasn't
planning a vacation. This was a retreat! Friends
would be taking time to fully engage, support, and
pay attention to each other. Is there a better gift
than that?
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Spring Birds
By JenniferPDickey

Dear Diary,

Today I woke up to birds chirping at the beautiful
spring weather that is upon us. We are lucky that
summer is not yet in the air, but in the midday
sun we can feel it lurking in the humidity oft

the pavement and below ground in the transit
stations.

I awoke to no alarm. Just nature's alarm. I opened
my blinds to a day with only a few fluffy white
clouds in the sky providing the perfect shade for a
run in the park across the street from my house. I
slipped into my running shoes and bounced down
the stairs ready to feel the wind in my hair. As I
ran, I felt my breath as it flowed smoothly in and
out of my lungs. This was a good run. I vowed to
revist the park later today after the noon sun had
subsided to read.

Upon my return from my run I found that I had
missed two important phone calls; one from my
boss and the other from a good friend of mine. I
decided that due to the complications and bitter
mood I might be put in by my boss' call, I would
first call my friend. They gave me the wonderful
news that for my birthday we would be traveling
to Japan to visit my other best friend for my
birthday on May 31st. They wanted to surprise
me, but they also needed to give me enough time
to pack and plan.

I was so overwhelmed with joy I called my
mother and everyone else who I thought would
even listen to my excitement.

Next, I grabbed my journal and headed with a
blanket into the park. Here I was able to write
and make a phone call to my boss that I was
dreading. He answered the phone with a cheery
tone and asked me about the neighborhood corgi
dog that I told him about on many occasions. He
knew this always sparked a bounce in my step. He
then told me that we were up in sales so much at
the brewery that we would all be getting raises
and purchasing our own brewpub that I would
be running! Finally, all my hard work had paid
off and I knew in a week I would have one of the
best birthdays I could possibly imagine.

My friends went out for dinner with me to
celebrate and I fell asleep with the breeze coming
in through the drawn curtains. One more day of
teeling good.

Today, tomorrow, and every day up until this
might actually happen I will continue to work
hard and grow our brand as well as I possibly can
to make sure that we are able to have a day like
this in the furture. Small businesses have a hard
time ever having this type of realization, and I
hope I can help bring my company to this point.
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April 23

By JCD

After last week's rain, last night the weather broke and this morning it actually felt like spring. I got up early
and grabbed a coftee and a croissant from Jane's, before the stroller crowd rolled in, and read the news: shit's
still hitting the fan, but hey, the coffee was good, and I left before the cafe got too crowded. I'd made plans
with L. to do a late lunch, but I wanted to surprise her so I went to the botanic garden (she loves the black
tulips that look like velvet--is it satin?--artichokes). The air was still dew-ish, and the grass soaked my shoes,
but it was nice. I stole one of the tulips and then grabbed some things from the market--we made an omelet
with cheese from the place M. recommended and her sister's spinach--and then headed to L.'s. I cooked; she
made mimosas. We talked about the war, then ate. It turned out well, but I want to experiment with duck
eggs next time. Afterwards we planned our Iceland trip and saw a film--400 Blows, I haven't seen it in years.

A good day.

Virginia Woolf’s Exquisite Corpse

By elsy1225

After writing a diary entry every single day of all Now, the tremors of her heart would reach more
fourteen years she had been married, Virginia Woolf ~ souls than her prose would ever on its own, as
suddenly found, on an otherwise unremarkable millions would be touched not only by her thoughts

November morning, that she couldn’t write another ~ put to page, but the tragedy of her death.

page in the gilt-edged book, and instead read an old

entry... Dying is an art. The reasons for which people
surrender their lives and cease to be-in-a-world of

When it comes to making history, few methods are others brings to light the very question of life itself.

as effective as dying. VW’s death, albeit sad and

depressing, catapulted her story into the fabric of Sometimes even the greatest of minds are

our history. VW had become known for creating consumed by their emotions. In the future, we will
characters that communicated in tortured stream- be able to harness all our thoughts, emotions and
of-consciousness descriptions of the dour gloom being to better ourselves rather than letting these
that was the everyday life of the common citizen. qualities destroy us. We must remember, the powers
She was a woman who saw too deeply and sadly of our thoughts and how much of a reality we are
into the minds of others, and didn’t want to become  able to create just by a single thought. “I think,

one of the sad souls she wrote about. therefore I am.”
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Virginia Woolf's Diary

By JoseSPiano

Today a dream that I more or less publicly "denied" came true. I conducted a show on Broadway.

I play piano. I went to school to learn how to play piano. All I've ever wanted to do was play piano. To make

music. To physically MAKE music.

Predictions for the Best Day Ever

By stealthyslyth

What is my best day ever? Well the following can
describe the road to this fantastic day.

May 30,2011

I've realized that I want to start working towards
my eventual goal in my career. I want to work
towards getting the experience I need to get into
the video game company I dream of working

tor. I know that with some work I can make it
happen. I need to work on my experience of being
a Community Manager as well as working with

a team of people to help develop the best social
gaming experience for all players. I already have
some of this experience but I know I have a ways
to go. I also would love to work more with being
a project manager. I may apply for a position as an
assistant project manager. I think I can hack it!

June 30,2011

Well I was promoted I guess you could say! I am
now an assistant project manager for an upcoming
game! Being that I worked so closely with duties
beyond community management it made me a
great candidate. Now I can work on gaining more
experience within the gaming industry. I cannot
believe how far I've come. It just proves that when
I can set my mind to something I can make it

happen. As my father told me growing up, “If you

think you can, if you think you can't. In both cases
you're right.”

December 31, 2011

I think my new year’s resolution is to just go for

it and apply for a job listing I saw at my dream
company. I may need a bit more experience but

I think that who I am will help boost me in an
interview. I don’t think it could hurt at all, and my
boyfriend and family are quite supportive of me
trying no matter what.

May 20, 2012

I can't believe it. It took me a couple of
applications and one interview but I finally got my
dream job!! It does mean that I will have to move
and some big changes are going to happen, but

I just can’t believe I finally got the job!! It wasn't
the initial listing I applied to back in January but

I think that this one may suit me better. I'll be
working closely with a team on a current game

to help with the lore in the game as well as some
work with the community. It feels great that I will
be working behind the scenes for something I've
been on the other side of the fence. This is such a
great opportunity. And this can only lead to bigger
and better things in the future!

267



Dreams Do Come True

By fullofgummibears

Oh man! this day i could confidently say has been the most exciting day ever!! I finally had the opening of
my art exhibit today! All this work has finally paid off, plus went by without a problem. All of my photo-
graphs were straight and not a smudge on them,; all my friends and family showed up and all this work even
put a tear in my father's eye. Now i am truly grateful for all the hardwork I've done that led up to this point,
i never thought I'd be. Always in the back of my mind I would think,"This is stupid, why bother." And here
it is.. all 50 of the United States, all caught on their good side and what they stand for. Hanging on the Mu-
seum of Modern Arts wall for all to see and me to thank for that.

The Great Outdoors.

By mgamerman

'The best day ever. Today is the day that natures
classroom becomes integrated into every home
across the nation. One day a week where children
spend their time outdoors, instead of behind a desk,
eyes far from a computer screen. Fingertips become
harder, as handiwork is substituted for at least one
day a week without a computer.

We have fast fixes for everything, and information
is constantly available. there is no more room for
healthy debate because answers are seconds away.
Our eyes are getting progressively worse as a culture
from constant exposure to a flat screen. Our hands
are getting soft from typing instead of picking up a
pencil, or even thumbing throgh a book.

Today we will shut our laptops and head to the
nearest park, forrest, greenspace, community garden,
and learn about at least one new plant or animal.
'This begins when our parents, teachers, idols, and
peers (or all one in the same) model behaviors that
support this.
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Tomorrow, I will ask a friend to join me on a walk.
leave the cell phone, lap-top, ipad, at home; unplug
for an hour. We will smell the lilacs, and freshly cut
grass. We will admire Olmsteads dreams. We will,
for just a fraction of the day, appreciate the outdoors,
be it city park, or mountain top. My friend may be a
doctor, lawyer, student, writer, waitress, entrepreneur,
etc... I will encourage them to walk with a different
friend, another day and a difterent friend after that.
'They will serve as a reminder that experience comes
not from a search engine but exploration.

We are all interconnected. After 6 months,

these walks will begin to influence teachers,
administrators, and school officials. Community
gardens will begin to thrive, and new trails will

be worn from exposure. Children will taste fresh
fruits and vegetables from the source, and parents
will notice a profound difference in energy levels.
When the outdoor experience is incorporated into
adolescence it will not be forgotten. Showing our
communities how freeing it is to unplug, if only for
just an hour, will only make us stronger.
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INVENT THE CRIME OF THE FUTURE

Environmental Destruction Trial Starts

By MaraleeS

Casa Grande, Ariz.:

'The trial of an Eloy man accused of causing
environmental damage began in Pinal County
Superior Court this morning. Victor Silas, 34, is the
first person to be prosecuted under the government's
new environmental protection laws. Silas is accused
of throwing several soda cans and plastic bottles

in the trash. Under the new laws, which went

into effect in May, 2021, failing to recycle any
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material which is recyclable, thereby contributing
to overflowing landfills and environmental decline,
is a felony, punishable by heavy fines and jail time.
Silas' defense is likely to rely on is rural location
and Ick of nearby recycling facilities, however, the
prosecutor's office tells us that there is no excuse
for flouting the law and that they expect to prevail
in the case. The jury will hear from the defense
tomorrow and deliberations may start as early as the
afternoon. Silas faces total fines of up to $100,000
and six months in jail for each misplaced recyclable
if convicted.



Local Man Convicted of Violating Energy Law

By jbeasley20002

BREAKING NEWS

Local Washington D.C. native Terrence Owens is
officially the first person to be convicted under the
Combined Community Contribution Act of 2050.
He was found guilty of having utilized 100% of

his energy production as opposed to the customary
90/10 rule, with 90% of energy yield used towards
the homeowner’s peak usage, and 10% of production
going to power municipal services. This marks the
first time a homeowner had been convicted under
this once controversial law.

As the United States entered into the 2040’s,

a study conducted by the Energy Information
Administration over the past ten years came to
light. Within its pages were figures detailing the
rising cost of energy, specifically, the costs associated
with upgrading and maintaining power plants,
sub-stations and the infrastructure connecting them
all for the next hundred years. Additionally, made
known to the public were the dangers of allowing
the power grid to deteriorate any further; America
would face rolling blackouts nationwide, and would
be increasingly susceptible to terrorist attacks.

Knowing this, the United States Senate Committee
on Energy and Natural Resources began lengthy
preparations to detail a bill, which would eventually
be passed into law. The Combined Community
Contribution Act of 2050 began with a simple
premise; it acknowledged that due to rising
maintenance costs, that America would no longer be
able to maintain a national power grid. In its place,
would be a localized system, one administrated from
state taxes and maintained by state employees. In
place of power plants, states and local governments
would be required to harness the power of their
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environments. Larger Mid-Western States would
be required to build wind farms and simple hydro-
electric facilities, while Northeastern states focused
on harnessing the suns’ rays from rooftops city wide.
A portion of this energy would be fed back into

the municipal grid to power everything from mass
transit to stop lights. Now the onus was on every
citizen to maintain their ability to help power their
local town, and in turn, the entire state.

Once the infrastructure was in place to support

this endeavor, cooperation became mandatory, for
the good of all citizens. While sharply challenged
during its inception by a populace used to a federally
maintained power grid, eventually people realized
that federal funding for the national grid was gone.
If people wanted street lights to remain on, they
would have to cooperate. After a grace period of
adjustment, people adjusted to the new law, until it
became commonplace. Until today, no one had been
successfully convicted of violating this law.

Terrence Owens now owns that unhappy
distinction. His conviction was the result of

a months long probe by state and municipal
authorities, monitoring both the capacity of his
home solar array and the probable yield it supplied,
based on local weather conditions. When it was
tound conclusively that Mr. Owens was not
contributing to the energy needs of his community,
he was issued a citation. After several more failures
to correct the citations, Mr. Owens was placed
under arrest. Mr. Owens is now in municipal
custody, awaiting sentencing. He is expected to
appeal.



Man Arrested For Cell Phone Use During Commute

By jenvazl
Breaking News!

Man is convicted of talking on the phone on the
commuter rail! The New Jersey Transit Police took
43 year old John Smith into custody after he refused
to get off his cell phone. Passengers alerted the
conductor about the disturbance. "The man was

speaking very loudly which was incredibly annoying.

Mental Tampering

By songtree

As the computational technology improves, and
people increasingly upload their brains, the crime of
the future will be that of tamporing with someone
elses memories or thought processes. There will

of course be lots of security on these aspects of
humanity, but like everything, it will still be hacked.
Tamporing with a person's memories or thought
processes will be the ultimate of crimes, since it
removes autonomy and humanity from people.

'The first person to be convicted of this crime will
be not the first person who engages in such a
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He had no regard for the law of commuter auditory
peace nor for the victims of his actions. I arrived

at work annoyed," says Susie Q. of Hoboken, NJ.
'The law of commuter auditory peace was passed 5
years ago after studies showed the adverse effects on
people's positive outlook of the day.

horrible act, but the first person to be sloppy enough
to get caught. This person will have attempted

to manipulate someone's memories or thought
processes for some kind of unimaginable personal
gain, perhaps material. But things will go horribly
awry and the manipulee or others around them

will notice the difference in the way they conduct
themselves, and will report it, and the hacker will be
found and gravely punished, perhaps with erasure or
deletion of their personality/memories or ability to
conduct themselves as they had before.



First Federal Level Case of Unclaimed Resource Consumption

By Ida

[explanation: Just like identity today, which
something that is legally dictates and follows us
everywhere, recourses consumption will be tied to
our individual person and tracked as a function of
our global citizenship. One cannot use a watt of
electricity or an ounce of water without it being
tracked to our ecological footprint. Unclaimed
resource consumption, that is using resources
without claiming it against your footprint, would be
a crime similar to identity theft or credit card fraud.
It would be punishable by long lasting changes to
your resource allowance and liberties that would

hamstring daily life. ]

Wendy Baulmer was apprehended in her home on
Wednesday morning for accusations of Unclaimed
Resource Consumption. The Baumers are among
the last families to be granted legal exception to
the child quotas. Their four children household has
been living under the standard resource allocations
as families living under the 2 child quota. Finding
herself with insufficient water for laundry and
electricity for cooking under the quota, Mrs.
Baulmer sought out and found a loop hole in the
resource accounting system. Her exploit would
have gone undetected had she only used it for
herself. Close with several other families caught
between the child ration exception and the recourse
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quotas, she shared the loophole with a few friends.
it wasn't long until the exploit was being used
throughout her neighborhood, creating a huge
strain on the resource grid.

it took three months of investigation to trace the
grid pull back to Mrs. Baulmer. In an unusual move
to make an example of resource junkers (as they are
popularly referred to), the federal government has
stepped in to accuse Mrs. Baulmer of Unclaimed
Resource Consumption for all resources used
through her exploit, rather than just the resources
she and her family benefit from directly. Given the
backlash against the system since it was instated 3
years ago, the government has been at a loss on who
to facilitate a full conversion away from utility based
resource management systems.

It is hard to say how this first arrest for Unclaimed
Resource Consumption will impact the future of
the regulations, but the unpopular move by the
tederal government shows they are on the defensive
when it comes to their resource policies. Since she
is being accused of large scale Unclaimed REsrouc
Consumption, Mrs. Baulmer will have to appear
before a jury next week rather than accept the usual
resource rationing and record adjustment.



The Ballad of Reading Gaol

By heyitsjulieee

embrace one a other

Futurism and Punishment

By idealect
Organ harvesters re-route bio-atomic matter lungs, hearts. Stolen organs are traded over the
as their victims are in the midst of teleporting. Black Cloud. Punishment? Exile from the network.

Travelers arrive at their destination without livers,

The Anti-lmmortality Act of 2136

By CyTheWriter

Today (that is, the day that will someday be tomorrow) the first conviction for intentionally, maliciously
prolonging one's life was successfully brought to court. The Anti-Immortal Act was passed in 2136, effec-
tively making it illegal to live past the age of 190, in regards to taking up resources that would be better
used by new people. This is the first conviction of its kind.

273



United States VS. Big Auto

By brooklyknight

In a historic ruling by the U.S. Supreme Court, the
first International Automobile Corporation has
been charged with purposefully inhibiting product
improvement as a means of income due to repair
charges. This marks the first time that lawmakers
have sought to challenge technological innovation
proves to exist, yet not be implemented in a product
with internal memos citing the rise in revenue from
repairs of faulty or damaged party. The company's
CEO declined to comment when contacted by

The Ballad of Reading

By jcurwin

Anyone caught reading a book will be punished.
Books are a thing of the past, the distant past. Only
Captor out of all the people on the benches longs
tor a book. He is not quite sure what a book is,

but he suspects that he would like one. As a child
Captor wrote images in the sand even when his
father told him that it was illegal. He once found a
book buried in the sand and studied it. A longing

grew in him to fathom the meaning. Now he

travels from town to town searching for other books.
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reporter; however, WikiLeaks, the provider of
internal documents proving that innovation was
stiffled for profits, said in a statement "This ruling
proves that Americans, and citizens of the world,
will no longer turn a blind eye to the deceptions

of corporations and will fight for efficiency and
sustainability over corporate gain." The trial is set to
start in 3 weeks, and the automaker is expected to
lose. No out-of-court settlement was oftered by the
Supreme Court.

'There are none. Whatever a book may be, there

is only one left. That is enough. Captor copies

the letters onto a blank piece of paper and begins
to understand. The book tells him that reading is
the answer to his misery. People sit on benches
examing their toes. Captor climbs up on poles and
cries out, "I have found the answer. Listen to me."
One little girl calls out to Captor, "Save me. I am
sick of my toes." Come to me and I will show a
world of wonder.
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INVENT A COMMUNITY MAGAZINE
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Fire Burns

By JCD

I ate fire once.] ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.I ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire
once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.I ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.l
ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire
once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.I ate fire once.l ate fire once.l ate fire once.

Unspoken Hearts

By meruiz83

Everyday becomes more evident that we are living
in a world of constant change. Nothing is what it
was, yet all is as it should be. We tend to forget that
everything happens for a reason. It all depends on
how we choose to take it.

There are a cacophony of voices yearning to be
heard. Voices of a community (whether gay or
minority) where religion keeps them as outcasts.
Can you hear it? Can you feel the pain they

go through? Now is the time to grow from the
ignorance that has surrounded so many for far too
long. Now is the time to change how one thinks.
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WE ARE WHO WE ARE, THAT DOES NOT
CHANGE HOW WE ARE! Why should one be
seen as an outcast because the "world" deems them
"unnormal". What is normal? Can anyone give a
true definition of what normal really means without
putting their personal ideals in the way?

If you're a minority, rise up. For years we have
tought the oppression of those who deem
themselves better than us. We are not beasts of
burden. We are not God's mistake. Stand up for
what you believe in. Now is the time. It's time for
unspoken hearts to speak up.
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WARD OFF A NEW DANGER

Patience and Fortitude

By upsofloating

There were dark times, once. A time filled with
warnings of apocalypses, every day on a precipice of
destruction. A time when the lights of knowledge
flickered in the face of prejudice and wilful
ignorance. Insidious forces worked to keep the
masses in the dark, unable to find their way to better

and brighter days.

‘Those days are long gone. Now, we remember them
only when our teachers and grandparents tell us
those stories, and the story of the revolution that
came. When the people, strengthened by patience
and fortitude, stood strong against those dark forces
and would not back down, would not be robbed

of their histories and stories and the stories yet to
come.

All the Pretty Chimeras

By MiltonBradley

Death was a memory; disease, a story told to scare
children. We had discovered the secrets hidden
among the stars and lost our sense of wonder.

One day the man found some medicine we can't
pronounce and our veins were living. It felt like a
fire inside and it kept us alive and it kept us always
dying bit by bit, so we cut ourselves into new shapes.

Boredom is our greatest evil. It’s big and bloated

No more would the doors of knowledge be barred.
No more would the keepers of stories be kept from
their posts.

Now, on every other street corner, stands the symbol
of our ancestors' triumph: the noble visage of a lion,
burning bright in the dark. In every wallet, on every
online profile, the stamp of privilege: we have access
to the past, the present, the future. We take what we
find, we mold it anew with the combined knowledge
of millennia, millions of people, infinite ideas and
infinite possibilities. Patience and Fortitude: forever
warding off the dark times of the past, so they may
never come again.

and it trivializes the architecture and the sunset and
every waking moment. Not even the bickering of
satellites can entertain us.

We use kiosks like morning coftee. If you feel like
ostrich plumage and a face made of solid chrome
today then step up. The kiosk outside our apartment
can do any modification you like.
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The Red Bees of Red Hook

By Bajalime

In Red Hook, Brooklyn, a colony of bees -- and
their honey -- were once found to have turned
an unnatural, unsettling red. At first, the bees
were regarded as a chemical curiosity. There was a
factory for producing Maraschino cherries in the
neighborhood, and the bees fed from the sugary
waste product as it was transported from one
building to another.

Over time, the factory closed and the bees
dissipated. Most people heard the story once,
shrugged it off, and moved on with their lives. To
the people of Red Hook, though, the bees grew

to mythical status. They were five feet long and
sounded like helicopters buzzing through the
streets. They scared people's dogs from blocks away
with their hisses, and when they were quiet, it was
only because they were creeping up to touch people
with their creepy, creepy, gigantic antennae.

'The Red Bees of Red Hook were terrifying, to be
sure. They were spoken of in whispers by children
whose parents and grandparents had seen them.
"Eat your vegetables," they would say to children
clutching candy bars, "or the Red Bees of Red Hook
will return and lick the sugar right off your greedy
little hands." The children played at Red Bees by
leaping at each other off of the jungle gym,in a
game that was quickly forbidden by most public

elementary schools.

More years passed. Red Hook became the
neighborhood of young families educating their
children in swank preschools and preppy boarding

schools. Murals of monstrous red bees, with
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glittering ruby compound eyes, began to appear

on walls in the older neighborhoods. The newer
members of the community didn't know what to
make of the Red Bees, but those who had been their
for decades, and their children, and their children's
children, knew the stories. And as much as they
teared the bees, there was also a respect, and a
comradery. Together they were the old guard of Red
Hook.

One by one, the Red Bees began to appear on street
corners, first made of red crepe paper and electrical
tape, half-beaten pinatas, single legs of faded red
pants formed into the rough approximation of a
torso. Then they became papier mache painted
lovingly, if roughly, in stark crimson. Finally they
were hewn in red granite, now become ten feet tall
with six sets of wings, grimacing at the newcomers
who had changed the nature of their beloved Red
Hook. These were the signifiers of the Red Hook
of old, before the prep schools and the skyrocketing

rents.

While everyone feared the day of the bees' return,
some feared more than others. The newcomers
began to shy away. They shielded their children's
eyes from the monsters and quickly shuffled back
to their newer, cleaner apartment buildings, which
were all blessedly free of all bees, red or otherwise.
And for some of the old guard of Red Hook, there
were moments where if they closed their eyes, the
streets were almost as they had been, their memories
now underscored by the thunderous hum of giant
wings.



Use Your Head

By kleopoldful

Mark Twain's autobiography, to ward off ignorance and enforce the use of common sense.

A Grotesque Protector of Choice

By Chela

'The Grotesque is a protector. It is ugly and solemn.
It is because they are hideous that the can fend off
the worst creatures of the night.

In the future, our world is still plagued by demons,
but they are nnot as easy to see as a horned beast.
'The greatest horror of the modern world is apathy.
Human’s today are innendated with knowledge, but
in the face of the onslaught are rendered powerless.
'The information age is, ultimately, too much
information for the brain to process. How do we
deeply care enough to choose, and do you protect
against overwhelming choice?

'The gargoyle of modernity is the mechanism that

chooses. How do we filter the information so we
can actually make a choice? How do you choose
what to eat for dinner when googling “mexican”
yields 15,000,000 results? You look into your friends

streams, your saved searches and your past history.

You filter, aggregate, sift through and predict. Then,

the choice can be made.

But is the protector just as ugly as the demon? Yes,
we have paralyzing glut of information. But the
mechanisms of choice leave us just as powerless?
The calculations fight the chaos, and our gargoyle
roars into action. And we don’t have to lift a finger.
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My own grotesque

By ThereseHeather

I was haunted by a grotesque. He (she?) watched
me work. Watched me sleep. Watched me post on
Facebook walls and send the covert SMS about
dinner plans. This grotesque lived in the same place
as me. This grotesque lived in the 5th aisle of the
Duke Humfrey's Reading Room of the Bodleian
Library at Oxford University.

He was a sneaky fellow. His big grin greeted me
with a fearsome smile when I sat down in my
tavourite cradling wooden chair. He sneered at me
during the usual essay crisis, usually on the Thursday
before Friday deadlines. And his frightened eyes
mocked my days of writing failure.

Our Fortunes

By Su_lLee

Unfortunately, evil spirits, hideous beasts, and
disgusting witches are hard to ward off. Fortunately,
for those who make it to the future there will be
ways to dust off these dangers and negative energies
in a natural and effective way. The discomfort, pain,
and anxiety caused by these monsters will be eaten
away with the simple display of a finger band, badge
of involvement, and display of love and aftection.
Cheaters, malicious minds, and liars will all at once
be banished to never harm another being with their
vile behavior.

'The expensive bands will represent the holiest and
purest of powers to fight oft heart wreckers. The
badge of involvement will be a thunderous warning

280

My grotesque was my Asian mother. Pushing me to
be better with his mad eyes and slackened jaw. He
never praised my inadequacies. "This can be better."

My grotesque saved me. Saved my writing. My
degree. I wouldn't have survived Oxford without
those watchful eyes. I wish my gargoyle was here
with me tonight, here in the New York Public
Library Rose Reading Room. I can't write. There
are no grotesques to stare down at me, instead of
roomful of 499 other writers, clamouring to finish
this crazy project. I'll have to be my own grotesque.
But aren't we all?

against those who try to cross the line from bad to
good. The displays of love and affection will surely
stop evil spirits in their path to destruction.

Oh, wait. These already exist. It's up to the beholder
to feel it within their heart and not take advantage
of the tools we already have on hand. The more
bands we wear, switch of badges, and heartless wear
of affection that pile up, the less powerful the tools
become.

Unfortunately, evil will always be present.
Fortunately, the tools that have been around
for centuries will always be stronger. This too is
guaranteed for the future. Just feel it within.



The Hangin Holes

By Proprietor317

It was in the year 2729 that we first "hung" the
black holes throughout the Milky Way.

We had learned quickly that not all IALFs
(Intergalactic Alien Life Forms) were going to be
good house guests. Of course initially it was all
smiles, musical exchanges, and grandiose plans.
Sure, there were those terrible awkward pauses

but no one expected they were just stalling for an
attempted invasion through Antarctica. Those were
scary days.

You'd think that with all that technology and
experience those greenies would have known they
were going to freeze their you-know-whats off.
‘They burned all their fuel trying to stay warm and
didn't even have the foresight to think about getting
out of here. All those Sci Fi writers had it wrong
for sure. Not one bullet fired... not one death laser
beamed... they just froze to death. Yup, those
greenies sure looked the part but I guess they were
human after all. Or just plain ole’ stupid.

Anyways, when the International Union of
Continents finally picked their jaws up off the floor
and got together we still didn't know what to do

in the event of another attack. We hadn't seen a
single tactic. Just a bunch of frozen green little
men. Rather than develop weapons to fight an
enemy we didn't understand the decision was made
to prevent them from even entering our galaxy. I
read somewhere that the original plan consisted of
a giant solar powered force field. I'm no genius but
even someone with the poor schoolin’ I had can tell
you that's one helluva big shield. Can you imagine
the maintenence routes on somethin' like that?
Would take lifetimes just for one circuit! Ha!
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Well, it's my understandin’ that when General Coco
shouted out "GARGOYLES" there was raucus
laughter throughout the assembly. People thought
he was kiddin' I guess. They thought he was jus
providing a little much needed comic relief.

He was talkin’ bout scarin them away. About
somehow convincing the little green men and
anybody (or anything) out there that they probably
shouldn't come near the milky way. Not a bad idea.

It didn't take long for scientists to jump on the
bandwagon and once they did... well, the scariest
thing in the universe isn't hard to figure out. Black
Holes have been ravaging galaxies since the Big
Bang. No one in their right mind would ever think
about coming within 20 light years of a Black
Hole, much less 50 of them! The Milky Way went
trom looking like perfect intergalactic conquering
grounds to a cemetery for stars.

In less than a year we had it all figured out. Did

I mention it was cheap too? With the right
microwaves focused just so and the moon lined with
those crazy mirrors... well, I'm no scientist so I get
lost when it comes to bending the light waves but
they somehow figured it out. We're not even talking
about holograms here- like an old-timey stage
production of "Cats" we used lighting effects to
simulate Mother Nature and it worked. Or I should
say it’s working. Not even a blip on the radar so to
speak.

You gotta love General Coco and his "Gargoyles."
Reminds me of when he came up with the Hyper
Octopus Triangle Tactic... but I digress...



The Warding of Reason

By agonsalves

Science is the grotesque of the future. When the fear caused by ignorance creeps in, measured inquisition
will cast it out. When people would sooner rely on their feelings and hunches, the real truth will always
be found through experimentation. In times of turmoil and upheaval, when the public reaches out for an
explanation, the findings of science will give them the piece of mind they are searching for.

Beware the Devil

By kristaj

When thinking about a futuristic piece of
architecture or technology to ward off evil, I cannot
help but think of the black monolith in "2001: A
Space Odyssey." Though the idea is not original,
even to Stanley Kubrick, it is quite an imposing
figure...a mysterious, large, smooth black rock that
seemingly cannot be destroyed. Especially if it has
special powers, whether real or symbolic.

Rather than the more realistic "Beware the Devil"
application that will come to pass in the next ten
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years (as sold for $49.99), if it doesn't exist already...
the romantic in me would love a return to gargoyles,
sprites, and unicorns. Fantastical creatures as
symbols of evil and innocence. Stories and art,
ceremonies and architecture...and old-school form
of dealing with superstition.

The evils in the future may not take on the same
forms that they do today, but traditional ways of
understanding and dealing with the bad in the
world will likely survive and thrive.
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Equality Now

By Matt McCluskey & Maralee Sanders To Rise Above

From time to time our government calls upon its
citizens make changes to their ways of thinking.
While we can legislate business and governmental
practices, the efforts of the executive, legislative or
judicial branches are never complete without the
active participation of the individuals who have

to interpret those suggestions in their daily lives.
Nowhere is this participation by private individuals
more apparent than in the growth of tolerance in
the United States. Tolerance has grown measurably
since the government and its citizens realized

that the promises of the Constitution require
government enforcement and a mindset shift by
those who live with those laws.

Historical analogies have been made before
between the struggle for racial and gender equality
and the struggle for acceptance of the gay, lesbian
and transgender community, but it will require
much more than the assumption that things will
eventually get better to ensure that individuals

of this community who are still persecuted and
denied basic opportunities begin to receive what
all Americans have been promised for centuries:

a home where they will be treated as all others,
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extolled for their gifts to the diversity of our nation
and yet accepted as any other tax-paying citizen. We
have hoped for this for too long and the ability to
change this is in our hands. Sexual identity is not a
corporate issue or an economic issue.

It is a moral issue. A moral issue that gets too easily
ignored in a down economy that is not producing
enough employment and a political culture that has
moved it to the bottom of the list while it gets its
finances in order.

We have the ability to change our own minds and if
we can realize - collectively - that regardless of how
we have been nurtured, we must accept the nature
of those who have been forced to hide theirs for too
long.

'This is not a problem of money or time. It is a
problem of thought. A single thought that would
affect such a small part of most lives, but would
have astound effects on the lives of a brave and
determined group that only asks for that primary
American thought: Creation of equality.



Cold Fusion Powered Space Travel

By jmann77

Human kind is born with an innate desire to
explore and voyage to new, previously unvisited
destinations. In the past, the limitations of fossil-
tuel powered rocket engines held us back. By the
year 2021, engineers will have developed a long-
range space vehicle powered by cold fusion that will
allow us to travel way beyond previously imagined
distances. Cold fusion is a nuclear reaction that
involves fusing atomic nuclei together to create a

Footloose and Car-Free

By arielfederow

cheap and limitless source of energy.

'This nearly infinite source of energy will allow us to
travel to far off solar systems that contain Earth-like
planets. The final goal of these missions would be to
colonize these planets, which are more than likely
full of valuable natural resources, that would be

able to sustain human kind for millennia to come,
ensuring that we will continue to thrive.

In ten years we will quit the car. We will stop driving completely. Short trips by foot, longer trips by bike or
zero-emissions bus, longer trips still by train. Things will be shipped via zero-emissions methods or built lo-
cally. Hauling will happen via zero-emission methods or bike haulers. We will never learn to quit destructive
forms of energy unless we quit them entirely, and we will never make ourselves quit them entirely unless we
have no choice. A bold step must be taken to not just replace cars, but to find a new way of living indepen-

dent of the conveniences they represent.



From the Earth to the Moon

By CDB
Citizens, neighbors, friends,

Fifty years ago, humankind sent the first men into
space in a race to determine which nation would
dominate the Earth. Today, I can announce, that
the next big step for mankind will be a mission of
peace.

After years of negotiations, research, and intense
collaboration an international coalition of nations
has agreed to move forward on plans to establish
the first international permanent human residence
and research center on the moon.

Over the past 5 decades, we've created a vast
network of information, eradicated diseases,
discovered new sources of energy, and established
stronger systems for the resolution of international
disputes. None of these achievements would have
been possible without the innovations of visionaries
willing to mine the reserves of human ingenuity for
the energy to move the world forward.

'The next stage of this grand endeavour will require
the input of more than just leaders and scientists
however. Although an agreement has been reached
on size, scope, and a majority of the funding, a
mission of this magnitude cannot move forward
with the unequivocal consent of the citizens in
whose name we act.

A panel of scientists, politicians and ordinary people

have assembled a list of potential experiments and
tentative goals for the first rotation of colonists
to occupy the base. Over the course of the next
tew months, participating nations will select the
most promising and beneficial projects from this
list in a series of referundums taking place in
every community. Nations achieving the highest
turnout will gain access to the technology utilized
on preferential terms. Richer nations will vote
alongside poorer nations and the powerful will
compete on equal terms with the weak.

Some have questioned why with all the problems
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left to solve on earth, we would seek to divert our
focus once more to the space. What justifies the
expenditure of billions of dollars on the moon, while
here on earth people still go hungry, neighbors are
still at war, and children are still equal access to
education?

I say look up. Centuries of pioneers have looked

to the heavens for guidance when humankind has
faced insurmountable challenges. Some saw the
symbols of the gods, others a means of navigation ,
and still more saw a beacon of hope on the darkest
of nights.

(But they looked up)

Each scientific discovery will builds upon those

that came before it. Some may solve problems like
hunger, some may yield more reliable methods of
communication, we may even discover cleaner, more
efficient sources of energy.

Only one thing is certain. We'll only get there
looking up.

Uniting together to solve these trivial technological
problems will create and reinforce an environment
of shared human values that will sustain our quest
for a more equitable relations among men.

Even now, with this historic agreement we've
reached a milestone few imagined possible even 10
years ago.

Let's make this mission to the moon our enduring
metaphor for "human" endeavor. Let's make this
mission our reminder, our inspiration to SOLVE
the problems we have here on Earth.

Let's make sure that the next generation to
look to the moon sees not only a symbol but an
achievement. Why? Because

Sometimes you have to look to the heavens to find
the answers here on earth.



If you want to build it, ask them to come

By jsinderbrand

After three years working on the Access to the
Region's Core project, which attempted to construct
the first new tunnel under the Hudson River in 100
years, and the Moynihan Station project, a plan to
expand New York's Penn Station into a historic
train hall, I recently experienced a public servant's
ultimate sense of defeat. The two projects poised

to best benefit the region's transportation network
at a time when construction costs were lowest

and unemployment was highest were canceled (in
the case of ARC) and diminished (in the case of

Moynihan Station) for political reasons.

Moving to the World Trade Center redevelopment
team reassured me that the practically impossible
can still be accomplished when the public is
convinced of the necessity of infrastructure
investment. Their representatives have no choice but
to prioritize spending of extraordinary proportions
-- and bureaucracies are forced to collaborate and
create streamlined processes to accomplish these
tasks.
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Focusing the energies of the public requires tapping
emotions in a way that invokes values deeper than
political party, economic status and the rural/urban
divide. It requires turning the ephemeral, long
term, intangible benefits into a manifest rendering
that compels its audience to prioritize investment
in the distant future at the expense of some more
immediate need.

Today we associate the ancient Romans with roads,
the ancient Greeks with athletic fora, and the
ancient Chinese with defensive fortifications. And
the course of human history was changed again
when the Newfoundlanders gave precedence to
communication and laid the first trans-Atlantic
cable, reducing the time to send a message from
weeks to seconds.

And despite its dark chapters, the 20th century also
heralded infrastructure designed not to oppress

or exploit, but to connect -- to make the world
smaller rather than just to make empires bigger. The
telephone, airports, and the internet have done more



to change the lives of their beneficiaries than any
individual can appreciate. The compelling stories of
empires past are instrumental in writing the story of
our collective future.

'The dream of high speed rail in the northeast
United States is, by all expert opinion, impossible to
build. It requires extraordinary amounts of money
and unprecedented collaboration. Homeowners

and businesses would have to be displaced.

New technology would have to be created and
engineering and construction methods adapted to
limited footprints and material requirements.

Within the last century, President John F. Kennedy
leveraged fear of the Communists to justify
spending on a moonlanding and space program
and President Dwight D. Eisenhower constructed
tens of thousands of miles of highway for national
defense. Adjusted for inflation, the cost of the
Apollo program would be about $170 billion and
the Interstate Highway System about $425 billion.
But, with a narrative for national superiority and
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defense, the federal government was able to justify

this spending.

What narrative could be used to compel the

same kind of national devotion to transportation
infrastructure? Does it have to be fear that compels
major infrastructure investment or can a positive
goal such as economic competitiveness or reducing
greenhouse gases be as compelling?

I believe the time for this change in thinking is now.
The tools exist for the collective consciousness of
the nation to coalesce around the kind of visionary
and challenging projects that benefit our children
and our children’s children. Even if that benefit
requires some sacrifice today. Help me tell that story
by sharing your support of infrastructure investment
with your friends and neighbors. Don't nod silently.
Shout it! Tweet it! Blog about it! Create a Meet Up
group and design a web site. Create a culture that
supports this kind of thinking and be a part of the

amazing project that’s coming.



Sun Shot

By Wham.Bam

My fellow citizens of planet Earth,

Today I wish to speak to you about the next big undertaking of humanity. It has nothing to do with religion,
race or country of origin. It does require all of us to work together. I am speaking about our next great en-
ergy source; Our original energy source: The Sun. We must come together, all nations sharing their brightest
minds, their best ideas and our resources.

We must make solar technology a reality worldwide. It must be safe. It must be easy. It must be reliable. It
must be affordable.

If we come together, this technology will free us from the burden of corporate greed, the burden of war, and
the burden of fear for our children and their children.

My fellow citizens, we can accomplish this goal, with cooperation from all nations within the next three
y p g P

years. Within the next five this technology can, and will, be implemented world-wide. Please join me in
working towards our sustainable future.

Yours under the sun,

- Beth Ann Mastromarino
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The Way to a Man's Stomach is Through His TV

By Inventivehero

My neighborhood of East Harlem is one of the

worst in New York City when it comes to the rates

of obesity, diabetes, and being just plain overweight.

The city itself has enacted negative reinforcement
tactics such as a mandatory calorie count on menus
and a proposed sugary drink tax - but little is

done to positively reinforce the good habits of the
community or educate the populace to better their
lives. I propose a sweeping change in tactics that

The New Frontier

By nnebeluk

attracts the attention of the citizenry, and educates
families to live healthier lifestyles. I propose a
community based game show - televised and backed
by donations from Television industry.

'This game would attract the community to
competitively work together to better themselves
for reward rather than curb their vices through
punishment.

Space. The final frontier. Or so we though. But how can it exist as the final frontier when we've seen so little
of it?> What challenges await us beyond the milky way? Beyond Andromeda? Beyond every single star we've
ever seen. Space isn't the final frontier, or the penultimate frontier, its the next frontier. We as Americans
should embrace frontiers. We were a frontier, and we had a frontier and we are all frontiersmen. Radical
spritis, who will not be confined to the norms of society, we are pushing towards new grandeur. We are risk
takers, challenge acceptors, attempting anything that is possible. We are Americans and we have more fron-
tiers to conquer. We need to move forward. As frontiersmen, and women, we must look forward. It is how
we have always lived. Now is not the time for conservativism, for status quo, for same old, same old. As it
has never been the time for that, at any time in American history. We are pushing forward, always. We must
face this frontier, and the one after. We must challenge them, and show the whole world what it means to be
an American. What it means to be utterly unafraid of the great unknown.
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Icarus over

By jcurwin

When Icarus fell to the earth after flying too close to the moon, he told a story. He said that the reason he
tell is because he did not fly over the moon. Defy obstacles, he said. When you fly to the moon, navigate
over and around it. Nothing can stop you if you use all your wits. The others may try to stop you, but they
cannot if you take the whole and break it into a million particles.

To Rise Above

By leelooing
Friends, Community, Leaders, Movers and Shakers

A corner is never where we should hide the next leaders of families and nations. But a corner is where you
would find them, children cast to the side by forces beyond their control. Education is the key to even the
odds a little. It is the way to crash open the gates of adversity and give a child eyes to a world beyond what
is just around them. It is time the ceiling of ignorance, of economic poverty, and indifference crashes over a
wave of empowered new generation.
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CHANGE ONE THING

Changing the Lives of Animals

By tomgerrity

We promise to make a difference for those

who cannot help themselves by devoting time
and attention to the care of animals in our city.
Though there is a robust and thriving population
of pampered pets in New York, there are many
abandoned ex-pets that do not know where they
will sleep tonight, who will take them on their
next walk, or whether they will live to see another
sunrise. These orphans need the same shelter,

attention, love, and hope for the future that keeps all

of us humans alive and thriving.

Beyond the commonly considered population of
pets, there are also millions of wild animals, too
commonly dismissed as vermin, that occupy our
city. These animals are the original inhabitants of
this land, and we should share it with them rather
than occupying their space and displacing them. In
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a grisly show of willful ignorance to the fact that
these are living beings that strive to survive, we
use methods of extermination to "control" these
animal populations and otherwise kind and caring
New Yorkers often display strong contempt these
involuntary trespassers. This speaks of a weakness
and compartmentalization in our society, allowing
for atrocious treatment of lifeforms that feel fear
when threatened and feel pain when harmed.

In order to overcome this problem and make the
city a place where all beings can live harmoniously,
we will make a conscious effort to protecting the
animals of New York and we will encourage more
humane treatment of them.

Tom and Owen.



Family Roots

By nnebeluk

I'm going to remember the names of my family. The great-great-aunts, the half cousins thrice removed, the
people so distant it would be legal for us to marry. The people that my mom jokes about, saying "In Ameri-
ca, they're not even family". I'm going to keep them as close as family. The ever branching roots of my family
tree. The multitude of Slavic names that give me power, who helped my parents and me immigrate, so that
my children know about them. So my family remains just as close, just as tight as before cancer struck. I'm
going to call my grandparents on holidays, and go to all the family gatherings. I'll listen to the stories of how
people remember me as a chubby 6 year old and listen to the embarrassing nicknames that don't translate.
I'm going to remember my roots, so that they're power will help me into the future.

One picture a day

By gmehta

One picture a day. The simplicity and beauty in this act allows me to not only remember but also appreci-
ate the unique, raw, and memorable moments, things, people that make up my life. The moments that aren't
necessarily big occasions rather the random simple ones. These pictures can take me back to different emo-
tions- be it sad, innocent, angry and remind me of that particular day and how it impacted me in a certain

International Cuisine Day

By Talisker

I could change many things about myselft, the problem is making the changes stick. My New Year's Reso-
lutions never make it pass March. But this time around, seating in this amazing place, in a Church for
books and knowledge, I feel like my words, written in this page, will have a special power: the power to stick.
I promise to learn how to cook a new meal each month. I will pick a random cookbook from the library,
buy the ingredients and make it a special meal for my family. A new tradition has been born today: Interna-
tional Cuisine Day at home.

292



Miss adventures!

By MeggieMcD

I will start a blog or book documenting my new york adventures, starting with this adventure at the library!!

Friend and Daughter

By MPERIALHUNTRESS

I promise today that I will be a better friend and daughter. I promise that I will take everything that my
friends and parents say and act in the best way possible and support and encourage them selflessly.

Before Next Year

By Chrislamb 2

Before 2012, I am going to change:

- My job. Ilove my career but not the place where I do it. I make games for a living, and it's all I want to
do for as long as I'm able, but I've spent too long trying to do it at a place that is increasingly unhealthy for
me. Time for something new.

- My laptop. My Macbook, poor, faithful creature that it is, is way past it's prime. It regularly shuts down at
ra
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English for Business [Majors]

By kellelucas

I want to change the fact that business majors do not have to take a grammar course to graduate college/

university.

I want to change business major's views that English is *not* neccesary for their future careers, but com-
pletely and totally necessary to survive in their future careers.

I want to change that high school students are not taught enough grammar.

I want to change the views of others, and have them understand that being gay is okay.

I want to change teenagers' views on their self persception.

I want to change the next generation so that there is no hate.

Practical Tips for a Better Future

By NotTheMermaid

As I go through life, I vow to be more vigilant about
bringing an end to the minor injustices that I see, or
even partake in, every day.

When I finish a bottle of water or soda, I promise
to hold on to the bottle until I find a recycling bin
instead of being lazy and throwing it in the trash.

When I hear someone badmouthing another person,
I promise to speak up instead of sitting idly by, or
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worse, joining in.

When I come up against one of life’s many obstacles,
I promise to smile and not let my frustration get the
better of me.

Most importantly, I vow to share this mission with
others. If I can get even one person to join me in

a life of betterment and proactivity, we can find a
better future.
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BREATHE NEW LIFE

Letter From Birmingham Jail

By nnebeluk

Space. The final frontier. Or so we though. But how can it exist as the final frontier when we've seen so little
of it?> What challenges await us beyond the milky way? Beyond Andromeda? Beyond every single star we've
ever seen. Space isn't the final frontier, or the penultimate frontier, its the next frontier. We as Americans
should embrace frontiers. We were a frontier, and we had a frontier and we are all frontiersmen. Radical
spritis, who will not be confined to the norms of society, we are pushing towards new grandeur. We are risk
takers, challenge acceptors, attempting anything that is possible. We are Americans and we have more fron-
tiers to conquer. We need to move forward. As frontiersmen, and women, we must look forward. It is how
we have always lived. Now is not the time for conservativism, for status quo, for same old, same old. As it
has never been the time for that, at any time in American history. We are pushing forward, always. We must
face this frontier, and the one after. We must challenge them, and show the whole world what it means to be
an American. What it means to be utterly unafraid of the great unknown.
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Letter From Birmingham Jail

By JoseSPiano

Every February for the past 12 years - give or take a year or two - I have played for the Unified Professional
Theatre Auditions in Memphis, Tennesse

The truth

By fullofgummibears

"Don't Find Fault In What You Don't Understand" Unknown.
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MAKE A FOREVER FACE

......

E.E. Cummings "The Last Fuce'

By gmehta
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FOREVER FACE o oraloth
Cricket

By ellena ellena
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e.e. cummings face was really unsettling, he must have been mad before he
died! this would be my facial expression seconds before my potential death

Jato7777
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death mask

By sloonan
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The Finger-stache

By Indi Cover Your Heart
The classic finger mustache

From Snidely Whiplash to Tom Selleck, Goose
Gossage and Hulk Hogan, nothing is quite as
timeless as a mustache. For those who are not
blessed with five o'clock shadow that says "Hello!"
at 2 pm, or for the ladies who are jealous of the
grizzly scruff, there is the option of the finger-
stache. Handlebar? Chaplin? Trucker? If you have

a Sharpie you're a facial folicle afficianado.
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So why is the finger-stache so important? Funny
photos are always a sign of a good time. Some of
the greatest moments with your friends, family,

and loved ones are immortalized in time with the
growth of photo technology. Paul Simon asked us
not to take his Kodachrome, but Flips, phones, and
iPads have changed the way we view the world. It's
moments unexpected, random sightings, and chance
encounters. It's those moments we see, share, and
save.



Death Mask? Check out my Life Mask

By Proprietor317
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Alba's Felicity.

By ailamar
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THE ROAD OF TRIALS
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GATHER A LIST OF DEMANDS

The NYPL Find the Future 500 List of Demands

By nsharma 2
'The New York Public Library Find the Future 500 demand the following changes for our future and for
the future of our children:

1. We demand that everything should be recycled in order to decrease waste and prevent furthur devesta-
tion of natural resources.

2. We demand free secondary Public Education in the United States for our children.
3. We demand constant entertainment such as Alaskan Huskies and Pink Cotton Candy Clouds.

4. We demand a Four-day weekend.

5. We demand our government implement the 'End of Poverty' Plan and decrease povety in the United
States and contribute to the end of poverty on our planet.

6. We demand better public transportation.

8. We demand the same employment benefits bestowed to our brothers in European countries (8 weeks of
vacation, 2 weeks of maternity leave, univesal healthcae)

9. We demand the government and our local communities contribute to organizations dedicated to pro-

moting good health and posperity for our people.
10. We demand an end to discimination.
11. We demand net neutrality.

We may be young, we may be ambitious, but with the cooperation of the rest of our community, we will be
able to successfully implement our demands.
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Freedom of South AfricaCharter

By blueclaws

New York City Charter

The South African charter was established in
1955 as a way to end aparteid and revolutionize
the country. Volunteers went into the villages and
town of the country to hear what people wanted
in a charter. By the people and for the people, the
charter was the platform for Nelson Mandela's
success as the new leader of a racially agnostic
nation.

Although New York City is not in need of a racial
or religious renaissance, it is in need of a change

in attitude. Attitude is something every New York
is proud to have, but there are times to put it aside
and other times when it should be adjusted, but not
eliminated completely.

This charter attempts to pronounce and enunciate
the subtle annoyances committed by the people
living in or visiting the city. Attitude, like many
social norms, are viral. All it takes is one apple to go
bad, and soon enough the entire neighborhood feel
like it has a license to act in its own self interest.
'The city has too many communal experiences about
it to let bad habits and poor taste sour what could
be fantastic moments of social serindipity.

These five tenants have been been developed from
thoughts, criticisms, and ideas from people that live
in the city. All five boroughs are represented in the
points below (yes, even Staten Island), and although
some may be more applicable to one neighborhood
than another, all should be respected equally. The
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NYPD sees no difference in a crime committed in
Red Hook than in Astoria, and this NYC charter
bears the same unilateral applicability.

1) All shall have respect for the fellow New Yorker,
in the subway, on the sidewalk, and on the bus. The
width of the sidewalk should be treated as a 3-lane
highway: Cruise and text to the right, pass with
urgency and stride with a wide gait to the left. The
subway vertical polls are meant for multiple people
hare and be fair, and always wash your hands
before eating. Public bathrooms are sacred, but
common, places of relief --- Remember the next
person!

2) If you feel the need to show oft how New Yorker
you are, then you really aren't one. You don't need

a NYC DOH birth certificate to legitimize your
NYC citizenship. Being a new yorker is all about
who you are and what you bring to the table.
Everyone here has big dreams, strong convictions,
and an interesting taxi story. If meet those criteria
and you have a MetroCard on your person, you are
NYC and you don't need to defend yourself.

3) Character is the currency in the city, and we
strive for the highest GDP in the US. A city is only
as rich as the people that live in it, and we strive

to be as different as possible from one another, our
own unique snowflake. The funny thing is, with a
city as big as NYC, you'll likely find a your twin in

every area code.



Freedom of South AfricaCharter

By Ahnt

Stepping Stones on the Road to Happiness: Ways to experience life to the fullest

1. More knowledge

More time in life (time freezer)
Ability to travel more

True love

Source of unlimited money

To find my bliss/place of happiness

N N

Golden Doodle puppy
8.  World Peace
9. Ability to throw a music festival to unite people

10. Eat whatever I want without any physical/health implications

Freedom of South Africa Charter

Sharing, equality, we will fight side by side until "we have won our liberty'
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We Demand...

By christine.m.longo

Meditation

Food for everyone

World Peace

Peace of Mind

Sleep

Everyone laurh really hard at least once

Everyone in the world own at least one item that is pink
Everyone can read

Nobody has to worry about where they will sleep tonight

Animals

Freedom of South Africa Charter

By Kalus

Based on the will of the people.

Freedom of South AfricaCharter

By yking3

Happiness and no regrets

Financial security, physical security (healt), money wouldn't change me, it would be, better understanding
among cultures,
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Our Demands Are Selfless

By Mayorbest

Our demands are selfless. I urge you to pause and examine why you really want what you desire. I am
positive that you will find that in one way or another your desire will have a positive impact on someone -
whether it be your parent, neighbor or a fellow human being living in a third world country on the opposite
side of the earth. If we reach for the stars and achieve our goals, however large or small they may be, we may
find peace and love amongst the world.

Upon asking 10 individuals of what they want, I received the following replies:

"I

want...

1. Businesses to accept social accountability; businesses should reach out to their consumers and respective
communities. Businesses should realize how their services are effecting society.

2.The world to be better for the kids who are going to be our age in 20 years. Want it to be better for them
than it is for us.

3. A flying carpet to explore the world, appreciate it and learn more about what's really C%oing on in the
world so we can gather a more comprehensive understanding of what's going on around the world.

4. A private spaceship to explore the universe and to go where no human has gone before.

5. A soulmate. Someone who will love me unconditionally forever and alwas.

6. A puppy to cuddle, love and share my life with.

7.'The death of auto-tune.

8. A universal flashmob where everyone will unite, if only for a moment, dancing to Chris Brown's Forever.
9. Unlimited Edamame - because it's natural, healthy and delicious.

10.I'd like to see my grandchildren some day.

'The replies all have somehting in common: every response was in some way, selfless. Everyone wants to share
themselves with the rest of the world - whether it be to share their love of fine music or sharing their love
and life lessons with their future grandchildren. We all want to make the world a better place and share our
beliefs with our fellow beings.
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It's good to want things...

By kleopoldful

1. Finding Cameron Russell to give him his future.

2. World Peace.

3. For In & Out to open a chain in NYC (a personal favorite).

4. Liquids on Planes.

5. Eternal life.

6. An alternative to air travel that is comfortable, fast, inexpensive, and intergalatic (another personal favorite).
7. Diet food that tastes good.

8. Immigration reform.

9.'The ability to live more in the moment.

10. More capacity for knowledge to get through school easier.

For Today and For Ever

By jenvazl

1.1 demand equal educational opportunities for all!

2.1 demand that people speak to me without an agenda.

3.1 demand a bed.

4.1 demand a uproarious laughter.

5.1 demand respect.

6.1 demand that I only surround myself with people who respect me.
7.1 demand a purpose.

8.1 demand the right to be without judgement.

9.1 demand smiles.

10.I demand open-mindedness.
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Freedom of Personal Limitations and Monetary Shackles

By zinstra

"] want the end of the Federal Reserve System and the return of sound money." & dam Rogers

“My goal is to become an entrepreneur with multiple businesses. By 40, I would like to be collecting money
from my businesses and surfing all year long. Hopefully, I will have a wife and 2-3 kids, a beach home and
condo in the city. Most likely I will be living in Cali with a retirement home in Puerto Rico or Costa Rica.”
B bi Onyejekwe

“I want to have financial freedom, no debt, and sex twice a day.” BB lue Bluekowski

"] want a kale farm in Oregon, goats ‘0’ shit...and a wood shop where I can hide in the winter, smoke pot

and build beautiful furniture.”B ogdan Gheorghe
“I want people to treat each other as they would like to be treated. I want people to say I love you when they

teel like it. I want children to become the most important thing in society. I want us to treat the earth with
profound respect. I want us to know the joys of existence as a truth that defines us without question...that’s

all.”MR ob Cukurs

“One thing I want from this world is to see it from outer space to get a bigger perspective on life.” ¥ reet

Gujral

“Simply put: to be lucky in love, and full of good fortune! B evin Gordon
“Compassionate hearts and awakening” X Annie Heller

“I want everyone to achieve their personal happiness.” M8 urt Goncalves

“I want to be fully alive and stretch myself to find my limits!”®M arielle Heller

-demands/wants collected and written by Cindy Gordon
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By Whisper or Clamor, We Will Be Heard

By SuzFarrellSmith

—_

Grace: I demand that people be polite on the subway.
Mike: I demand civility. We're all on this rock together.
Deo: I demand more understanding amongst peoples.
Jessie: I demand more curiosity and less laziness.

Shiv: I demand an end to fearmongering.

Steph: I demand more innovation. I want the new.
Claire: I demand kindness and respect.

Nina: I demand that CUNY release my friend’s grades so she can get her diploma.

Y 0o N o Nk N

Mark: I demand of myself that I always try. Make an effort to the very end.
10. Tim: I demand that all people have the chance to be heard.

Spur of Moment Anthem

By leelooing 2 days ago
I demand:

1. Respect

2. Limbo party

3. Coffee

4. Happiness

5. Computer Speakers
6. More potatoes

7. Curiosity

8. No pleated pants

9. Meditation

10. Stuffed animals
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Demands - Universal, Material, and Feline

By ANagler

1) Cars that use the wave engine instead of internal combustion

2) Equal pay for womeUnn in the same job

3) Making education and the environment important as business and technology to the government.
4) More cats

5) Allow me to be me

6) Healthcare for everyone

7) Peace!

8) Equal opportunity for all

9) More money.

10) More frequent subway trains (especially in the outer boroughs)
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Freedom of South AfricaCharter

By sloonan

The list of demands of the people who occupy and control the room where coffee springs forth
1. We demand public funding for all public libraries at a level that will allow them to grow and flourish.

2. We demand a trip to the international space station for those wishing to do research or just feel like
taking a trip there.

3. We demand quaity health care made available free of charge to all citizens.

4. We demand there be made every effort to aid in happiness for all.

5. We demand cotton candy be made available, to those young and young of heart.

6. We demand devices or potions concocted to give us the power of flight.

7.We demand for some device be made to instantly heal broken bones, especially feet.

8. We demand the brain be studied in order to uncover the ability to turn on or off invisibility at will.
9. We demand the peace and tranquility to meditiate every day.

10. We demand normal family members or replacement family members if the ones we currently have are
not deemed "normal" enough.

320



o~ 52 Ao

STEAL SOMETHING FROM THE GODS

Neigia & the Gift of Snow

By lorene

Neigia was the Goddess of Snow, but she was a
lazy goddess. She would decide upon a human
lover and spend all winter making love to them
atop a mountain. Where Neigia and her magical
snow cloak stayed, the snow stayed. Skier and
snowboarders all over the world despaired as their
mountains stayed brown as on place got buried in
SNOW.

One snowboarder had enough one winter. When
Neigia made her rounds looking for her seasonal

lover, he worked all his wiles to catch her attention.
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When Neigia propositioned him, he refused. No
man had ever done this before. She tried to cajole
him into agreeing, but he held out until she offered
him a boon.

'The snowboarder demanded he let her try on her
magical snow cloak. As she handed it over he
whipped it into the snowmaker, ripping it to shreds
and scattering it into the wind.

No longer did Neigia have the powder to make

snow, and mountains around the world got snow.
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What Was Ours

By CyTheWriter

It's bad luck, they say,
to look in the face of gods.

I laugh in the face of luck

(and danger, and fear,

which is, admittedly, not the
smartest of actions,

but what do we tricksters need of smarts?)
and I make my own.

I sneaked down into the sky

(for the sky is below us,

don't you know?)

and stole it from them.

What did I steal?

It's something that is there.
Something that we knew was
missing, and always knew

was missing.

'The hole in your heart,

the pain in the back of your dreams.
I stole the thing that was missing,
the nameless, tender thing,

stole it from the gods who took it
without our leave.

It's ours now,

and we can make our own

gods.

Invisibility for All

By leelooing

Invisibility. Everyone has wanted it at some point.

Enter invisibility. Goodbye order. Welcome chaos.
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What Everyone Wished For

By Redjeulle

I am so tired, so tired, of hearing every beauty
pageant contestant, and every birthday celebrant
who doesn't wish to be labeled so materialistic and

greedy, wish for it.

Everyone wishes for it, because it both seems elusive
and impossible. Those are the two words you don't
want to hear associated with a fervent desire. It's
like unrequited love, it either dies or it burns a fire
so hot it scorches your soul.

The latter is true for me. It was not impossible, or
else a phrase would not be invented to give it a
name. Everything that has a name exists; but it's
either no one has seen it yet or it's not in this world.
But it exists.

'The gods, they have everything. They must have it.

Somewhere in the levels of heaven, a deity holds it.
He or she is in charge of that. And that deity must
be one lazy god.

I went to the village witch, as she was the only one I
believed to know how to open the gates of the first
level of Heaven without dying. Indeed, she held the
secret for so long, and she was more than relieved
that finally, someone asked her how to open the
Gates with not a selfish motive.

But it was a selfish motive. If I hear one more

Miss Universe aspirant say world peace, I will
personally start World War III by taking over
Apple and releasing iPhone 5 but I would only
make ten phones. So I wish for world peace, I want
it too. I followed the witch's instruction to the
letter and I stood at the Gates, victorious over my
accomplishment.

I asked the Guardian of the Gates, a purple
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unicorn with a pet crocodile, where can I find the
god in charge of World Peace. At first he feigned
innocence, claiming that there was no such god, but
when I threatened to sell the beloved crocodile to a
certain fashion label, he relented.

I stood in front of the dwelling of the deity called

Conflictius. I knocked. Called his name. There was
no answer for a while, then I decided to just enter.
No one locks their doors in Heaven.

I found Conflictius in his bedroom, lying face down
on four-poster bed made of clouds and golden
pillars. Even while sleeping, he looked mean. I
dared not breathe, because I was not sure if he will

take kindly to my trespassing.

I tried to find the power he would not use. I looked
around, truthfully not knowing what I'm looking
for. A glass case? A golden vase? I had no idea. I
backed out slowly. Then I stepped on something
soft and furry that almost made me scream, but I
covered my mouth on time. The something soft and
turry turned out to be a golden cat, but it was so
thin and scraggly I wasn't sure if it's still going to
live much longer. I picked it up to at least show it
that I'm sorry, then it glowed it my hands.

The cat then spoke, not unlike the voice of a very
old lady, "I am World Peace. I have not been cared
for by my master. I think I am dying."

"No," I comforted the cat. "I will take you to my
world, where there are two kinds of people -- the
dog people and the cat people. I will take care of

you. Come with me."

He agreed. And World War III never happened.



Taking what's needed

By rzaramian

I would steal compassion, the one quality humanity has failed to fully understand. Compassion is caring for

suffering, poverty, injustice, and hunger. With this 'skill,' the world would be a livable place for all.

Chronos and the Time-Taker

By imahorcrux

Chronos and the girl met early one afternoon - or
was it late? She sought out the god to play a simple
game of Google-searching, a game she knew well,

but was certain the god wouldn't be as familiar with.

'The stakes were high - if she found her search
results first, she'd take his ability to personify time.
If he won, she'd be his bride. So they set up the
parameters of the competition: first person to get
accurate results via a Google search won.
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So she searched - using keywords - a trick only a
young human would know. An Chronos typed his
entire search query into the search bar, only to find
he had millions of results. As he saw the search
results mounting, he realized he'd been defeated.
He quietly handed her the mantel of time.

Which is how she was able to relay this tale so early
in the morning.
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CONSULT THE WORDS OF WISDOM:
PURPOSE

The More We Give

By loveandsqualor9

"I'll go and do all I can."

When we look toward the future, we often define goals to achieve. However, this limits us to doing what we
planned, rather than all that we are capable of. The question is how to push ourselves beyond these well-
defined goals, to truly do all we can. In seeking to do all we can, we draw inspiration from those around

us, those who came before us, and those who come after us, and those who will one day benefit from our
work. It is not an easy thing to push ourselves beyond our limits, to continue working after a goal has been
reached, and to accept that no matter how many milestones we attain, there will always be something more
we can give.

327



The Real Motivator of Purpose

By Daemonhatred

Money is not the true motivator to live or work.
Purpose is. If we raise individual and global
awareness, we can change the way we are running
the world. Everyone will be able to go to school
for what their natural talents are (what we were all
born to do), instead of being concerned of what is
lucrative.

Sometimes we forget the most simple things in
life and become involved in how to make money
and more of it. Our way of living now is too self-
centered and selfish because what motivates our
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purpose of living is not in the right place.

If we can shift our focus as an entire global society
to what matters: the environment, resources, and
each other, then we can change the materialistic
purpose that is driving our world now to something
more loving.

'The only way to do this is to break down many
socio-economic and political barriers that are
preventing us from truly caring about one another,
the way we should be.



Give the gift of expression

By rinsakura

Purpose defines my future goals, the driving force that pushes me to achieve and hold on to my dream. My
future goal is to help Autistic children communicate themselves better, and lead a normal life. The purpose
behind this dream is to help every child, and every adult, who with this rare disease, have limited themselves
from the most basic needs of life, expression.

My Words

By viaveres

I asked - how will the words I write affect others,
how will they change the world? The answer "I'll go

and do what I can," was interesting.

To me, this gave me a sense of what was intended.
Purpose. I will move forward with the intent to
effect the world. I will write, I will speak and move
myself in the attempt to move others.

I will do what I can, as it is all we can do.
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Find your purpose and never fail

By km

Finding purpose is what gives a person drive. The drive to go on and to keep pushing when you feel you've
hit the limit. When facing an insurmountable challenge, it's the ones that have truly found their purpose
that will succeed while those who haven't will ultimately fail. They'll fail because it's not true to their heart
and will find a way to rationalize themself out of the situation. Purpose isn't something that can be chosen.
I think it's something ingrained in your heart that you would be willing to pay the ultimate sacrifice for. You
will overcome any challenge because if you fail, you will have failed your purpose.
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WORDS OF WISDOM: DESIRE

Words of Wisdom: Desire

By Ida

How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find
confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my
direcyion’How will i find confidence in my direcyion’How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will
i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion’How will i find confidence in
my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How
will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find
confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my
direcyion’How will i find confidence in my direcyion’How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will
i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion’How will i find confidence in
my direcyion?’How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How
will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find
confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my
direcyion’How will i find confidence in my direcyion’How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will
i find confidence in my direcyion?’How will i find confidence in my direcyion’How will i find confidence in
my direcyion?’How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How
will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find
confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my
direcyion’How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will
i find confidence in my direcyion?’How will i find confidence in my direcyion’How will i find confidence in
my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How
will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find confidence in my direcyion?How will i find

Words of Wisdom: Desire

By Indigenous Pigeon

time, purpose, family, fate, desire
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CONSULT THE WORDS OF WISDOM:
DESIRE

Time to Be Me

By ceesie

"What's the use of talking?" asked the gold watch.
Words are fleeting and disappear as quickly as they
are uttered. We all hope to be around long enough
to leave a lasting mark. And in that time, to speak
loudly enough, travel far enough, and care deeply
enough. As we grow older, we hold on tighter to
every passing moment. We wonder if our years have
been wasted. We wonder if we've spent too much
time wondering.

When I was four, I looked forward to snacktime
and dreaded bedtime. Yet, every day, there was
another snacktime and another bedtime. I didn't
understand that a day passed was a day gone. I was
reckless, greedy, and carefree.

When I was fourteen, I thought that time crawled
by at a snail's pace. Every day seemed longer than
the last. I couldn't wait to be older, although my
conception of "older" had little to do with time.
"Older" was my idealization of maturity, one in
which I could do whatever I wanted, whenever 1
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wanted. I was impatient, petulant, and hopeful.

Now, at twenty-four, I realize that time has
somehow snuck up on me. I am still young, but
won't stay young forever. I've heard stories of regret
and stories of triumph from people who are nearing
the end of their lives. It terrifies me to think that I
won't like the stories that I will tell. When will it be
too late for me to fulfill my dreams? Yet, the same
terror that inspires me to make the most of the time
I have also holds me back. It stops me when I am
about to take a leap of faith or a big risk. It takes
spontaneity and surprise out of my life.

I can't stay young forever, but I can embrace my
youth - me as a carefree four year old, me as a
hopetul fourteen year old. I am different now, but

I am still the same. That will be true even when 1
turn eighty-four. When that time comes, I want to
be proud to tell the stories of my regrets or those of
my triumphs. Whatever I leave behind, it will be
enough.
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Time after Time....

By gmehta

Is there really any point when you worry and fret over time that is wasted? The whole idea of time is that
yanyp y y

there's still some in the future, just like a game! It's a race to cross oft your "things to do before I die" list.

Forget about smelling the roses, isntead go to a random country, starting cooking new exotic dishes, chop

your hair, spend more time with family, and then sit back and relax....you did all that and had fun without

worrying about "time"

Words of Wisdom: Time

By Ida

When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan

alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan

alone?When will i be stronher in a relationshiptjan
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MAKE NEW MONEY

Global Knowledge Bank

By bunnybird

Using the World Knowledge Bank is simple.
Setting up your accont will take the longest. In
order to set up an account, you must schedule an
appointment with a StoryTaker who will work with
you to collect your life lessons.

Once you have submitted your lessons and
memoirs, you have some decisions to make about
how your account will be handled in the future.
You may choose to allocate all or some of your
account knowledge to the general population.
Items designated as such will be available for

any interested parties to access and share. Please
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remember to assign a minimum age of access to all

public files.

For those files you choose to assign to a specific
person, please designate that person. He or she wil
have access granted at the time you have indicated.

'The purpose of the containment of your knowledge
in our bank is to allow others to learn your life
lessons and perhaps ease their journey through life.
Use hyour account wisely, and perhaps you will
learn a great deal about yourself as well.



Banking on the Future

By WickedJen and Heather Kalachman

An Idea Bank

Imagine a bank where you could deposit and

trade ideas. Not just as a personal property for
your own use, but as a commodity that everyone
can access. Perhaps you've got an idea that is
great. Revolutionary. Earth-shattering. But what
happens if you don't have the resources, the time,
the energy, the skills or the desire to do something
about it? What if you could give it to someone
with the wherewithal to actually implement it? Or
barter it with someone for a different idea that you
can achieve or even prefer to your own? Even bad
ideas can be rescued with the right owner. Too
often ideas fester in the recesses of our minds,
stowed away and forgotten as the trials of everyday
life distract us. Alternatively, some ideas are too
ahead of the time. Instead of being labelled as
impossible ideas, these ideas can be safely stored
until a time where technology and human thinking
catch up. An idea bank could serve as a place to
save all visions, so that no idea is ever lost to the
imperfectness that is the human memory again.

A Non-Profit Bank

‘Though it may seem like a pipe dream, the world
would be a better place with banks that focused on
helping the individual make responsible financial
decisions instead of on making a profit. Too many
good people have lost everything because they
were given loans beyond their means or credit they
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didn’t understand. A bank that trades honestly, that
makes a modest profit that it then reinvests in other
deserving people. A bank that operates truthfully
rather than deceptively. A bank that offers financial
counseling, that ensures that the individual banking
with them fully understands and can manage any
debt they are getting into. A bank that operates not
on principles of greed and trickery but on kindness,
openness, and responsibility. While it may seem
infeasible at the moment, perhaps one day such a

bank could be a reality.

A Worldwide Natural Resources Bank (The
“WNRB”)

In the very immediate future, the world needs to
create a bank to store and preserve natural resources.
We are in grave danger of running out of basic
resources that sustain our lives, such as water (as
well as those resources that merely sustain our

way of life, such as oil). We are consuming these
resources at an alarming rate and not paying enough
attention to conservation efforts. We currently fight
over resources and claim them for one nation or
another, but we could and should share them and
regulate them, depositing portions of the resources
we extract from the earth so that they can be
withdrawn when they are most needed. We must to
learn to conserve, even if a little at a time, saving up
these resources for future generations.



Reputation Economy

By nnebeluk

I know Jim he's a standup guy! In the future we will reward that kindness, literrally.

He isn't cute but his points are crazy high!!!

By christine.m.longo

In the future, value will be placed on your deeds and your good will, not your ability to create situations from
which only you benefit. As such everyone will have a card, that appears similar to today's credit card, how-
ever credit is not given by a bank. Any points that are accrued on this card are gained through actions that
work toward making the world a better place for all who live in it. These points are the only way to obtain
goods and services in the future, yet somehow most people are not motivated by the material gains that
come from points, they are motivated by the pride they feel from a high number of points because it repre-
sents the fact that they are creating a more accepting, more equal and more humane world for current and
tuture generations. On dating websites...girls are really going to dig guys with high points.
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Charity Standard Currency

By Apreche

'The fundamental question for any currency system
is how new money is created, and how it is valued.
Many different currency systems have been used
through the years based on precious metals, loans

to banks, or even computer processing cycles. Yet,
there is one type of currency, that in my knowledge,
has not been attempted, a charity standard currency.

Imagine a currency by which new money is only
created by an act of charity. If you volunteer at a
shelter every weekend, they will be able to print this
currency and pay you with it. The more charitable
acts are performed, the more money is printed.

'The best part about charity based currency is that
people can indirectly perform great acts of charity
indirectly simply by demanding to use the currency.
For example, if employees of a company all demand
to have their salaries paid in this currency, then

the company will be forced to perform vast acts

of charity in order to pay its employees. If players
of an MMORPG demanded the game used the
charity dollars, then the people running the game
would have to perform some great charitable acts
to have enough of the currency to power their in-
game economy. They would have to do something
charitable for every monster slain that dropped so
much as one charity cent!
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‘There are no doubt some flaws in this idea. Chief
among them is that there aren't many tools to

fight inflation. As more and more charitable things
occur, the less each dollar will be worth. People will
have to perform more and more charity to create a
significant amount of money. Eventually it might
not be worth it to actually do anything charitable,
and people will just use the existing money supply.

There's also the problem of figuring out how much
charity translates into how much money. How
many dollars is it worth for being a volunteer
firefighter? How many is it worth for donating a
stack of books to the library? Inconsistent payouts
create problems of people scamming the system.
Some people might perform relatively small acts
of charity, but make out with tons of cash. Others
might sacrifice greatly and receive relatively little.

Still, the fundamental idea makes it worthwhile

to try and solve these problems. How good would
it make people feel to look at cash in their hands,
and know that cash represents an actual good deed
someone performed in the past. That person's
personal sacrifice to help others is what you are
using you buy your groceries. The psychological
effect that could have on the entire society may
create a greater good than any negatives from sub-
par economics.



Make the Most of Your Sleep with Sleep Bank!

By Tadhog

Dear Client,

Welcome to the Sleep Bank. We are happy to have
one as one of our first customers in this innovative
new sleep solution.

Like other banks, the Sleep Bank allows you to
store away and make use of excess sleep, as well as
bring future sleeping forward on credit. When you
go to bed in the evening, you can elect to “save” any
number of sleep cycles to your account. Sleep is
accounted for and traded in assessed sleep cycles,
rather than standard hours. Once in your account,
you can use these sleep cycles, or slee-cycs, at any
time, topping you up during a busy week when you
need to be on top of your game, or making up for a
poor quality night of sleep.

You can even make your extra slee-cycs work

for you, by selling them to Sleep Bank or to

341

other clients. If you are ever short on sleep, you
can choose to borrow sleep from Sleep Bank at
attractive rates.

All of these services are available by putting on

the Sleep Bank headset, and then choosing your
settings. You can set them manually via the headset,
or remotely via your smart phone (download the
Sleep Bank app from the app store). If you have not
already recieved your headset, you should receive
one shortly via courier. Once you have it, log in to
your account and you’ll be ready to save!

Sleep Bank has been in use now in our trial Boston
and Seattle markets for nearly two years now, and
has been a rousing success. We think that you will
too. We know that sleep can be a 24 hour a day
issue, so you can mange all your account anytime
at www.sleepbank.com. We also have helpful,
dedicated reps able to take your call at any time.



Dream Bank

By gibbliil

'The dream bank is where you can share your dreams and experience other people's dreams. Dreams are
collected by wearing a mesh cap which is sensitve enough to detect neural activity and record dreams. The
dream bank is a virtual place where dreams are uploaded by donors. This will create a dream library that us-
ers can peruse and also rate others dreams. You can leave comments like "you are a truly sick individual" or
n - n " . " . . .

you are so creative" or "you have really boring dreams". This will encourage people to value their dreams.

Are You Smarter Than a New TV

By Inventivehero

I suggest a barter system based on trivia knowledge. Where a good or service can only be received if a ques-
tion can be correctly answered. the more expensive the good or service, the harder and more obscure the

question! Knowledge is POWER! For REAL!
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CONSULT THE WORDS OF WISDOM:
FAMILY

A Published kind of Family

By Talisker

Will T ever become a writer? That's the question
that always pops into mind when someone asks
me to think about my future. Today, the word
of wisdom that came up as an answer to my
question was: Family. At first, I struggled to find
the connection. My parents were both literature

professors so the connection to the written word has

always been there. But why family? How could that
concept guide my quest to become a writer in the
tuture? And I think I've got it now.
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I've wonder for years if I should write children's
books, or young adult books. Now I see that the
answer has always been in front of me: in the life
stories of my mother and grandmother. That's what
I'm supposed to become, the writer, the storyteller
who finally sheds light on the story of two
immigrant women, who travelled as stowaways from
Europe to South America with nothing but their
clothes and some family jewels. That’s the story I
must tell.



Today

By yoyi

No need to recreate or imitate.
Give me a blank slate.

No doubt or fear about uncertainty.

Tomorrow is only what I make of it.

Words of Wisdom: Family

By LaurenDisorder

Here we are, my teammates and I, and we're not 100%
sure we've matched the right book to the right quest.
We're looking at

Biebuyck (ed., trans.), Mateene, "The Mwindo Epic."
LA: Univ. of CA Press, 1969.
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BREAK OUT OF PRISON

Tear it all apart

By arielfederow

Prisons are fundamentally unjust institutions. The world we live in does not have a fair and unbiased justice
system. The same people are given radically different sentences for identical crimes; rich people get oft easier
than poor people; white people get off easier than black people; women get off easier than men. Before
reforming the prison system, we need to reform the justice system, so that justice really is administered fairly.

There's a simple way to do this - make justice truly blind. Rather than forcing the defendant to appear in
front of the court, let all defendants be represented by a statement and a simulacrum or a masked image. Let
their identities be obscured, let their voices be masked, and let the facts of the matter speak for themselves.
Make choices so that every defendant sounds like someone very unlikely to commit a crime, and from there
we will have better data about what kind of prison sentences are really needed.

Once that happens, prisons will then have to be reformed. The key difference is the difference between
offenders who committed crimes against other people versus offenders who merely committed crime against
the social order. The former need more careful treatment than the latter - was it a crime of passion, of
sociopathy, of something else? This matters when it comes to reintegrating a person into a community.

For crimes against the social order, it depends what the issue is. Is it violating a taboo that exists solely due to
tradition or is it in response to forces active in the community? If it's the former, let that eccentric live. If the
latter, would it have hurt someone? If so, the community needs to deal with the offender. If not, well, what is
the point of the punishment? Let the punishment fit the crime.
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Prisons are hard.

By sdmarcus

Prisons are difficult. For one, they're not sentimental places to visit, like an elementary school or a nursing
home. It's easy to leave a prison and feel bad for the inmates until you consider the crimes that those people
committed. It's hard to look inmates in the eye, and it's hard to listen to what they have to say.

I met someone a few days ago who had been in prison for 23 years and had just been released. I spoke to him
a week after he had left prison for the first time in over two decades, and he articulated a host of mental health
and anxiety problems that have completely altered his view of the world. He told me how difficult it is for him
to go outside-- every interaction with another person, every time he walks into a store or gets on a bus, he is
tearful he might end up back in jail. He has become as imprisoned now as he was weeks, months, and years
ago.

I write all of this is to state the obvious: that the prison system doesn't really serve the best interests of the
public. So here's a start: most people currently in prison probably shouldn't be there, and I'm including in that
"most": non-violent offenders (particularly drug offenders-- addiction treatment is more effective), people
with mental illness (they should be in treatment), sex offenders (there should be a mental-health focused
program for these people), juveniles (who, for the most part, should not be tried as adults). For the violent,
mentally-capable people left, they should be punished with a focus on rehabilitation, which is how the current
system purports to operate on paper but rarely meets that goal in practice. More attention should be given to
changing the mental pathways that led to the violent behavior and providing the kinds of services (help with
employment, health care, housing) that can make resorting to violence a less attractive option.

'The prison problem is hard and there aren't easy answers to fixing such a pervasive and difficult problem. And
there aren't necessarily sexy or popular reforms that would air on Oprah or gain the attention of documentary
filmmakers. But the scope of the problem is large and the need for reform is obvious. This recommendation
should be taken as a spring-board for a more comprehensive rethinking of the criminal justice system.
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Criminals Outsourced to Outer Space

By liminary

Prisons exist to contain and punish those who violate the rules of society. There are some crimes that are
simply too heinous to consider leaving the criminal on parole doing community service or on on bail. It is
built into the very psyche of human beings that deserved punishment must be inflicted upon those who
wreck havoc on the peace of the community. Being that that is a given, how else can we punish without
sending criminals to crowded modern prisons that eat away at taxpayers' money?

Punishment can be served on so many levels but I believe that one of the worst punishments for a human
being is isolation. As explorations into outer space continue, I can envision a prison system that involves
sending certain types of criminals, typically those who are the greatest threat to the community, into
specially designed centers in space. Removed from all that is familiar on Earth, the criminals will hopefully
get a chance to re-make themselves while performing work that benefits science and humanity in general as
a kind of fair payback for the crimes that they have committed.

Although the initial cost of outsoucing conventional prisons to outer space might be huge, the long-term
benefits are apparent. The criminals would be isolated but they would also be doing the kind of experimental
work that might not appeal to the average citizen. It might be dangerous, or not, and some might debate
whether the punishment fits the crime, but this is a practical future solution to dealing with social aberrants.
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Humane Alternative to Prisons for the Future

By emcfins and Heather Kalachman

Greater use of House arrest for instances of non-
violent crimes

Since social networking has led to the rise of
voluntary sharing - cameras filming on city street
corners, in stores, even street lights - credit cards
and computers in cars track where people travel and
spend their money, we know what others doing at
all hours of the day and feel this will only grow over
time. Why not have people stay at home, pay for
their own food, do their own laundry, while being
observed all the time? As they say, it takes a village
to raise a child, why not the same to rehabilitate

a criminal? The community can be their guards

and counselors, ensuring that the person who
committed the crime get the help and treatment
they need. There would be decreased cost to society,
taking people from their lives and their families.
While this may lead back to a Scarlet Letter type
of shaming, at least people who commit such
crimes will no longer be removed completely from
their lives. Criminals will be treated better and

live in better conditions. They are less likely to be
severely mistreated. Keeping them with the general
population of the community will keep them in the
public focus as well as remind others of what the
consequences are of breaking the law.

Alternative Methods to Prison Should Focus on
Rehabilitation

In an effort to alleviate recidivism, future
alternatives to prison should focus on a combination
of rehabilitation as well as providing resources to
assist those who have committed crimes, especially
in cases of non-violent and “victimless” crimes.
While society is beginning to come around to more
rehabilitative options, such as drug rehabilitation for
drug oftenders, and programs to assist prostitutes,
rather than having these “criminals” serve jail time,
we have not yet come far enough in providing these
alternative remedies. While some crimes may be
committed purely due to power hunger or other
forms of greed, the vast majority of crimes are
actually related to flaws in society that we need to
focus on fixing - poverty, hunger, joblessness, and
addiction issues all contribute to rising crime rates.
Instead of locking someone up for selling their
body because they need money to eat, we should
find ways to provide resources that can assist with
finding work. Instead of sending someone to jail
for possession of heroin for personal use, we should
offer them programs in which they can learn to live

drug-free.

It may seem, upon an initial assessment, that
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switching to a rehabilitative-based program would
not be cost-effective. However, the long-term
savings to society, in preventing future crimes and
creating more model citizens, outweighs potential
higher costs (and, in truth, financial studies would
need to be done to determine whether a full
rehabilitative method would actually create higher
costs than keeping someone in prison, as the results
may be surprising).

Moreover, those convicted of crimes should be
required to attend cognitive behavior therapy, until
a time when, in the court’s and/or the therapist’s
discretion, the person no longer presents a risk to
society, having thoroughly worked through the
issues that may have caused him or her to commit
a crime(s). If the accused believes that he or she
has made enough progress to discontinue therapy,
but the treating therapist does not agree, he or she
will be free to make a motion before the sentencing
court to be released from future therapy sessions.

Individualized Sentencing

Perhaps a better solution to the revolving door

that is the American prison system is a more
individualized approach to punishment and
rehabilitation. While there may be a few truly “bad
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seeds” out there, it isn't much of a logical stretch

to assume that most crimes have a reason, a basis,

a driving factor. Some criminals may need mental
health treatment, others financial assistance, yet
others a stable home environment. While there

are some of these programs in place, often times
they are under utilized, under funded and under
valued. The balance needs to be fixed. Right now,
more often than not offenders are simply locked
away with other criminals, leading them to be bad
influences upon each other. Instead good influences
should and must be emphasized. It often times easy
for those of us who consider ourselves to be law-
abiding citizens to just ignore the problem, to put
on blinders, to just lock the offenders away. Out of
sight, out of mind. The critical mistake with this
mentality is that it doesn’t better society in the long
run. Simply jailing oftenders may get rid of them
for a while, but many will end up back on the streets
with no skills, no resources, no support system. This
will drive them back to a life of crime. And while
it’s easy to think that it’s someone else’s problem,
the next time these undersupported individuals end
up back on the streets and fall back on their old
ways, it may be in your neighborhood. The victim
may be your neighbor, your co-worker, your friend,
your family . . . maybe even you.



Reformation Schools

By viaveres

Instead of prisons we would deal with crime through Reformation Schools the goal being to create the pat-
terns of productive citizenship within the students.

For their tenure professors and associates within the school would help them to build trust in the system.
Would give them tools to work within it instead of against it and moving them towards a graduation result-
ing in the potential for employment.

'The essence of the program would be in creating the routine of a productive citizen in the student and edu-
cating them as to the nature of that routine.

Love Burn

By Nathan Maton

There is a place in Brazil called Ithicao. They were a small village tucked away in a remote jungle in the
tuture. They aren't fully connected to society although they do travel to visit and have people travel to visit
them. Each time a problem arises the offender is forced to sit in a circle and listen to affection towards
them from their closest family members. This goes on for a full day, the close relations of the offenders pour
affection onto the person who committed a criminal act. They expose their vulnerability, fears and hopes so
that they express the fragile beauty of human relationships. They began in 2025 to expand their practices
and now cover the entire South American continent.
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Seven Sins, Seven Vows

By Terecille Basa-Ong, Corrine Brown, Laura Carter, Amanda Green, Michele Guido, Celine H., David Moldawer

I solemnly swear to get angryl hen the situation
calls for it.

As a child, my parents told me to control my
temper. As an adult, I've taken pride in my self-
control. I now realize my mistake.

Controlling your temper is fine when you’re stuck
in traffic or on line at the post office, but we get
angry for a reason, and when we develop the habit
of swallowing our feelings, we are left with a flabby,
underdeveloped rage. When anger is called for,
when we see something terrible happening right in
front of us, it quivers feebly to the surface and then
sags out of view, leaving us weak.

Where has our wrath gone? It’s our most potent
source of power. Anger has toppled governments,
saved lives, transformed society. If something makes
us angry, there’s usually a very good reason for it.
Anger means we feel the need to act, to change the
situation for the better. Anger is the voice of our
convictions.

So I vow to feel my anger, to get comfortable with
it, to learn to use it, where appropriate, to make a
difference when it matters most.

k ok ok

I solemnly swear to fight my human urge to
selfishly over-consume and protect only myself.
Instead, I will actively push to give what I can to
support others in need, especially those who are
unable to ask, without considering personal reward.
I will fulfill my own desires and satisfactions by
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assisting my human family and the earth we share
together. Each day I can contribute some act, some
word, and some energy towards a positive change,
and be content that I am making a difference.

& %k 3k

I solemnly swear that, despite whatever tools

may be made available to me in future forms of
technology, particularly artificial intelligence,
genetic engineering, and robot house staff, I will
not allow myself to live a life solely devoted to the
pursuit of leisure. I will continue to use my muscles
for motions, including but not limited to, breathing,
eating, sexual intercourse, core nervous system
tunctions, and at least sixty-five percent of daily
motion. I will also continue to use my mind, and
its ability to think, to formulate all of my opinions,
ideas, and stories. Any aid I receive will solely go
toward improving upon the work I was able to
complete of my own volition, using my own effort
and natural abilities.

In addition, I will not take advantage of available
genetic modifications solely for the purpose of
lessening the burden of being born a human. Any
modifications I adopt will be for an increased
ability to contribute to humanity and its endeavors.
I will not apply modifications that are based in a
desire for additional “down time” or a release from
personal exertion.

'This is not to imply that I will not use the
increasing number of tools available to improve
upon my efforts. Rather, I will commit myself to
living a life of accomplishment and meaningful



contribution.

& %k 3k

I solemnly swear to commit my life to works worthy
of pride. I will strive for pride in my relationships
with other people, in all tasks that occupy me, and
in my limited time on this Earth. I will work to be
my best self even at the most difficult times. I will
be the supported and the supporter. I will be the
friend, partner, and mentor I would want to haveX
to others and myself.

Yet I will never be so certain of my achievement
that I become fat and complacent with pride. One
proud moment is not enough. I will strive for more,
even after enjoying success and happiness. I will not
settle. My effort will expire only when I do. I will be
proud of never being too proud.

& %k ok

I solemnly swear never to allow lustful thoughts
and impulses get the better of me. It is especially
easy to give in to one's desires, particularly if it is
within close reach or easily accessible. One's heart
is so quick to fall for things, whether it be another's
heart, a product, an ideal, a reality TV show, a hobby,
or a lifestyle. It doesn't help that, in our tech-savvy
age, instant gratification is, indeed, instantaneous.
One can buy that handbag at a moment's click, and
at half-price too. One can find that lover, however
fleeting they may be, with their idea of a most
perfect date, via howaboutwe.com.

But nolb ve is much more gratifying, and one
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should have the patience to wait for their one true
love. To discipline themselves not to buy a bag at
half-price, as it will still be out of one's budget. If we
all go through life abiding by a lust-free philosophy,
we'd all better appreciate the things meant to come
into our lives because they do so organically. Lust
only makes us wish for and, sometimes, attain the
things that may not be meant to be in our livesi#

is no wonder the divorce rate has skyrocketed in our
modern age, and why our economy tanked in recent
years. The satisfaction that lust brings us is fleeting
and, ultimately, not even worth the effort. Of course,
we all end up learning this the hard way.

& %k ck

I solemnly swear not to fear the loss of what I

have, and not to feel pain at seeing what another
has, because love is patient and kind, it is never
jealous, it is never boastful or conceited, it is not
rude or selfish, it does not take offense, and it is not
resentful. I hereby assure you my love for you will
never endl  will be forever faithful to you with all
my heart and all my soul. Together you and I we will
embrace each other and make the world jealous!

& %k ok

I solemnly swear to be glutton-less, by living a life
that is conscious of how my consumption effects
others. I will promote lifestyles that encourage living
well by using less and doing so through socially
minded enterprises. I will spend my life building
communities relating to sustainable manufacturing
and connecting people in need with natural food
sources.



Food for Thought

By alicialikesfood

Food Beware: The French Organic Revolution by
Jean-Paul Jaud is a film made entirely in French

and is about a small village in France, named Barjac,
where the mayor mandates an all-organic menu

for the lunch program in the local (private) school.
'They serve 200-220 meals a day and the film focuses
on different the stakeholders such as the farmers,
parents, kids, and health care advocates.

I don’t think I can count how many times I've heard
how French cuisine is the best cuisine in the world,
or that there is nothing better then a French meal.
Julia Child became famous for making traditional
French cooking accessible to the modern American
wife/mom. I did not grow up eating any French
food, went to France once in my life, and have only
seen beef bourguingnon from watching Ina Garten
on the Food Network. But what I liked about this
film was how even the French has lost touched with
eating and enjoying the right food and that America
is not the only country dying from an eating
disorder.

In parts of the film, government officials try to
explain the increasing numbers of people (including
children) that die from cancer and how the food
industry and pesticides play a role in that fact. What
I found alarming was how one government official
said that the current generation will not be as
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healthy as their parents. Being 21 now, a lot of the
times I do feel like I'm invincible and that of course
I 'am healthier than my parents, but at the same
time I can’t run 5 miles straight like my dad can or
work out three times a week like my mom. And our
health is obviously linked to our environment and
what we put into it. After the mayor mandated that
the kitchen to go all-organic, the children noticed
that the food tasted better and that is was of higher
quality than before. They even started a small garden
in their school and all the students collectively took
care of the produce together and were served the
fruits of their labor together in the cafeteria. I can’t
imagine the satisfaction it must feel like to be 7-10
years old and being able to enjoy food that you grew
with your own two hands. It would be my dream

to see other nursery schools, hospitals, and regular
schools (not just private but public too!) to look
towards small-scale agriculture to serve the younger
generation.

Yes, there are issues with food prices and how
organic food is more expensive than buying the
everyday food items in the grocery store, but at the
same time we have to look at the collective costs
eating this way is causing us. The film makes it very
clear that you can not put a price on health and you
can not put a price on our future. If you think about
all the hidden costs that goes into mass production



of food you will realize that the organic food ends
up cheaper. How? Well, as more and more farmers
spray their fields with toxic chemicals, the yield on
their farm goes higher, but as every farmer is doing
that believing they will get more bang for their
buck, the prices decline rapidly as their is much
more supply than demand. If this was a traditional
business, the head honchos of a company can cut
costs by firing employees, closing down factories,
etc. But a farmer can not lay off his land, instead he
needs to squeeze out even more produce in order
to stay afloat Bbut then the price declines even
more. Then farmers demand the government to give
them compensation on their losses and hello guys,
that money comes out of our taxes! It really is not a
question of finances, but a question of seeing how
these issues are real, but at the same time they are
preventable by controlling what you eat.

As I was reading The New York Times today, there
was an article called “A Federal Effort to Push Junk
Food Out of Schools” that talks about how the
Obama Administration is pushing for legislation
on banning candy and sugary beverages in schools.
I love how Michelle Obama is talking about
childhood obesity being a priority and she wants to
take initiative in addressing this problem but at the
same time, there was a 7-11 down the block from

my high school, and if I craved a Twix bar or Spicy
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Hot Cheetos, my open-campus allowed me to get
it if I wanted it. I see how schools not supporting
such poor eating habits, I still feel like nutrition and
eating well in general needs to a part of a school’s
curriculum if you want to see any improvements

in younger people’s health. Not to dog down on
this federal push, but I think Michelle’s approach
to the White House Garden is more applicable

for students to be involved in their food. I think
changing the Coke cans to Aquafina bottles is not
the same as teaching kids how to be accountable
for a communal garden like they do in Barjac.

'They should learn about how worms are necessary
in order for soil to grab the nutrients it needs or
what a zucchini flower looks like. I understand that
Barjac was a small school and I can't tell you how
to apply that same curriculum to larger American
public schools but I do think it has to come from
the parents. Parents really need to advocate for a
holistic curriculum at schools and until there is one,
parents should do holistic teachings at home. I also
think it is quite a rarity for a mayor to mandate such
a law. As he says in the film, telling parents they are
killing their children does not win him any votes,
and telling farmers they are killing the country
does not win him any votes either, but he says it is a
conversation necessary to have. He would definitely
have my vote if I lived in that lovely French town.
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Feets of Fury

By leelooing

In honor of my new found friends and the energy and positivity they inspire, dance steps.
So that more people can literally "follow in their steps"
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The Future (a limited
edition haikv)

By lorene

My limited edition haiku addresses how to
discover your future. A limited edition of 3
was handwritten on neon pink cardstock.

The Future (a haiku)
what the future brings

only lives within your dreams
rest well future self
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CONSULT THE WORDS OF WISDOM:
FATE



Toward Family or Ambition

By Mary Pasho McGregor

I am at a crossroads. This is not the first time in

my life I've been at a crucial decision point. In my
younger days, I could always choose the path that
led to something new, unexpected or fleeting. Now,
I am married, and I need to balance the things I
want against the things my husband may want and
against the viability for our future ¥ nd the future
children we may or may not have. I'm also getting a
little older ®v hich means our parents and our aunts
and uncles and cousins and friends are getting older.
Every year that goes by, I become evermore aware
of my own mortality, but more so the mortality of
those I love. I am less concerned with losing my
own life than I am of losing the companionship of
others. Whereas ten years ago, I was hungry to see
new places and go out on my own, now I begin to
regret my time away from others.

What does Adventures Among Wilde Beasts:
Romantic Incidents & Perils of Travel, Sport and
Exploration Throughout The World, Hyrst’s book of
perilous hunting expeditions in 1909, have to offer
me in the way of wisdom? Perhaps something in
the reported natural world can offer some insight
about the nature of life, and what is most important.
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I chose to dive into Chapter VIII, “Lions and

Lion Hunting”. Here we are at New York Public
Library, flanked by two world-famous Lions,
Patience and Fortitude. What do these stately
Lions have in common with the Lions of the wild
at the turn of the 20th Century? More importantly,
what do I have in common with these wild beasts?

“...It is with a sort of regret that we read in our
natural histories that the handsome beast is now
rarely met with except in Africa, and that ‘our
children will scarcely know him except from books

(p. 94)

»”

Hyrst writes of Lions as possessing these particular
attributes: ferocity, courage, loyalty, and cunning.
More than all of these things, the Lion is ruled by

hunger.

“His ferocity and his courage perhaps only exist in
proportion to the needs of his stomach” (p. 94).

'The Lion is a pack animal and travels with his
family. But when hunger calls, the Lion leaves
the Lioness and cubs and will stop at nothing to
satisfy this hunger. This was me, in my younger



days. Fleeing my small, country town and

my childhood poverty, driven by a hunger for
achievement, stability and success. I let myself
wander to anywhere opportunity awaited. It
brought me to New York. Now, I'm thirty years old,
and wondering where to land next: to destinations
unknown, or to the side of my family?

Away from the security of the pack, the Lion relied
on courageous, quick-witted instincts to stay alive,
catch his prey and elude his captors.

“Whatever may be said of his courage, the Lion has
plenty of sagacity and cunning. There is a method
in his roarings. When he cannot find a meal to
hand he puts his head down to the ground and
bellows with all his might, knowing full well that
the noise, being so near the earth, will be refracted
and dispersed, so that it will be difficult for the
hearer to decide from what quarter it has come.
'Thus an animal that is snugly hidden away will
spring out, thinking the noise is close to him, and
will eventually run straight into the very danger he

is trying to avoid” (pp. 95-96)

'The act of hunting a Lion perplexed men of all
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nations and backgrounds, made up of varying
quantities of patience and fortitude. What they
all had in common was the approach of baiting
the lone Lion with food, and either ambushing
it or outsmarting it. The Lion’s size, ferocity and
cleverness often outperformed the combined
bravery and intelligence of men.

So, what have I learned from the Lion? The world is
tull of brave and clever people who may be looking
for the opportunity to stop me in my tracks and
take my place. If I let my ambition blaze my trail

to distances unknown, I will succeed as long as I
can be braver and smarter and hungrier than most.
I will have to learn to balance my ambition with
intelligence and practicality and bolster it with
courage. I will need to be careful that my ambition
(or hunger) does not become my downfall.

In the end, though the Lion is also known for his
loyalty. I will always have to balance my ambitions
with the needs of those I love. No matter what
exciting adventures await me in the great unknown,
it may not be matched by cherished time with those
I'love or the comfort of home.



Exquisite Corpse: Fate

By elsy1225

Adventures Among Wild Beasts by Hurst (pg. 69)

“We can't stand here all night to be made fools of ...

»

We have only one night to prove our worth and to
make an impact on the world.

But it’s 2 a.m. and I'm thinking that maybe I'd
rather just wait for the Rapture since I've been
told with near absolute certainty that it’s going to
happen at 2:15. I'm hitting the wall, that moment
where I'd rather be doing just about anything than
what I'm tasked to do M hat is, help write an epic
book in ten hours M nd it’s making me delirious

enough to consider apocalyptic doomsday scenarios.

Possibly zombie-related apocalyptic doomsday
scenarios.

I wouldn't describe myself as someone who buys
into cultish thinking; but there’s something darkly
appealing about the notion that all of this tiresome
work won't be worth a damn come morning;, so let’s
just hang out, get something to eat, do something
other than write.

This isn’t the first time I've looked for an exit

when attempting something significant (though
it’s definitely the first time that said exit was the
End of Days). Time and again, I've set ambitious
goals for myself ® omplete and record some epic
set of songs, write a screenplay, develop a massive
collaborative storytelling project B nd time and
again, I give up before I even get started. I don't
know what it is Ma ck of ambition; attention deficit
disorder; fear of failure Bbut it happens.

Let’s not let that happen tonight.

'There are too many great things that can come out
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of this experience. First, there’s the game itself.
'This fantastic overnight scavenger hunt (with an
essay component) that takes us into the deepest
and most mysterious bowels of the library with 500
strangers, uncovering hidden or forgotten treasures
and bringing them to light. Then there’s the place
itselt 8 everal times tonight I've found myself in
awe of everything around me, forgetting the game
entirely. There’s also the idea of friendship -- of

the connections we’ve make with the people in the
squads we got thrown into, the people we now could
not imagine succeeding in this quest without.

We have two choices ahead of us: stay here with
our heads buried in forgotten tomes, making
something interesting that will live in the library for
years, or give up and face the wolves. But in order
to make progress, to make something great, we
must forge ahead. Dragons do not slay themselves.
Progress is not made without the will to preserve. A
tew hours of hard work will pale in comparison to
what we create. History needs both its heroes and
its villains; hopefully tonight we will be the heroes,
slaying the dragons with those forgotten tomes,
finding the future among the forbidden stacks of
the NYPL together.

Now, at this point B he work is not yet complete.
We write, looking ahead, seeing the finished fruit
of our labors in our mind’s eye. But who reads it,
looking back at a time behind when these words
were committed to paper? We are both looking at
the same point in time I ur future, their past. A
moment in time that exists for neither of us but in
thought, yet we are both there, now.

We have chosen the path together and this is our
fate.
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BESTOW HONORS

a tale of the king

By morisaur

this is (or could be, perhaps) an epic tale of the grasshopper king. i present it to the public in list form
starting with the initials of those excellent relations soon to be renamed (RJPNRER). the list proceeds in
this way, consisting of all my dearests:

1. the grasshopper king, a lover

2. the single-shoed lady of the cables, my mother

3. the unquenchable, grape-handed juggler, a father
4. freckled piper, my brother

5. my fingerling potato, RR

6. apple of my toes, EM

and lastly of course

7.7 the other lover
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The Tale of Genii

By brooklyknight

Genji scrolls are delicate and fair with rushing blue waters and jet black hair.Genji scrolls are delicate and
fair with rushing blue waters and jet black hair.Genji scrolls are delicate and fair with rushing blue waters
and jet black hair.Genji scrolls are delicate and fair with rushing blue waters and jet black hair.Genji scrolls
are delicate and fair with rushing blue waters and jet black hair.Genji scrolls are delicate and fair with rush-
ing blue waters and jet black hair.Genji scrolls are delicate and fair with rushing blue waters and jet black
hair.Genji scrolls are delicate and fair with rushing blue waters and jet black hair.Genji scrolls are delicate
and fair with rushing blue waters and jet black hair.Genji scrolls are delicate and fair with rushing blue wa-
ters and jet black hair.Genji scrolls are delicate and fair with rushing blue waters and jet black hair.

Myth of Modernity

By IMPERIALHUNTRESS

'The Strumpets of Aristotle and Homer
The Truant Schoolboy of Kent

'The Lady of the Hellcat Rebellion

The Patroness of the Everlasting Vagabond
'The Dark Lord of Limbo

The Dancing Waif of the Feast

'The Daredevil of Pi

'The Singer of Jilted Lovers
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The Tale of the Betancourt Family and their acquaintances

By LK

'The Tale of the Betancourt Family and Their Acquaintances

Dona Espertorberberona: what we lovingly call my grandmother - magnanimity personified and a
matriarchal treasure trove of aphorisms, fairy tales and comic tragedies up her sleeve.

She Who Laughs A Lot: mischievously crafty, an aunt who finds the hilarity and the humor in all things

mundane and tragic.

Lady Jealous: a frenemy with an insatiable appetite to rob one of one’s friends and to sow subtle dissension
along the way.

Mr. Quarrels: a man of a sensitive nature who never seems to see the likelihood of someone else being right,
but righteously plods on with his own opinions.

Madame Flaneur: this would be me; a dignified woman that loves to amble, promenade, saunter and
lollygag as I ruminate and look on in wonder at the vagaries of the world, marvelling at the doors in the
neighborhoods and the stories they tell of their peculiar brownstone homes.

Sister Righteous: it could be said of a sweet, well-meaning, and, at times, annonyingly alarmist relative who
piously and assidiously remarks upon our sins and ostentatiously displays her religiosity.

Don Juan The Infinite: the neighborhood seducer: always reconnoitering and canvassing the sidewalks and
throughfares in order to vigorously conquer where no man has conquered before.

'The Knight For All Things Racist: an appallingly open neighborhood crank who hates his neighbors more
than they despise him and spends his retirement hours writing petitions to rid the neighborhood of us, the
un-desirables.

'The Duke Must Know It All: What a lovely neighbor - studiously studying the foibles of his neighbors,

never jealous nor bothersome, but definitely meddlesome.
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Everybody Knows Everything

By chozzles 2

Leading characters:

- The Scholar of Songs (my dad, Mike)

- The Bringer of Souls (my mom, Karen)

- The Hornblower (my brother, Bernie)

- The Girl with the Blonde Hair (my sister, Anna)
- The Cat Lady (my friend, Kat)

- The Fashionista (my friend Anna)

- The Many-Armed Goddess (my friend Robin)

- The Directress of Greenpoint (my friend Lauren)

- The Storyteller (me, as bequeathed to me by my friend Anna, aka ajlobster)

The Tale of Strongee

By songtree

'The Mistress of Adventure, The Duke of Passion,
'The Lady of Fun and Wonder, The Governess of
the Law, The Goddess of Fitness, The Duchess of
Understanding, The Lord of Wisdom, The Princess
of Curles, The Matron of Vitality, The Prince of
Determination, The Handmaiden of Hipsters, The
Queen of the Space Race.

368



Honors

By rinsakura

Lady of wisdom
Knight of honor
Protector of justice

Maiden of bravery

The Tale of Genii

By prisefterinferno

Philosophical Jester

Lord of the Water

Lady of Brave Insecurities
Follower of the beaten Path
Brash Youngling
Weathered Stone

Bending Pine
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Honoring the Family

By imahorcrux

Shenan, the tattoo artist - Wielder of the Ink
Dot, the genius - Lady of the Books

Ike, the comedian - Boss of the Hilarity
Gramma, the boss - Matriarch of Might

Jennifer, the aunt - Our Lady of Perpetual
Happiness

Jacci, the sister - Desperately Seeking Attention
Honey, the cat - Lady Buttons

Scurfy, the cat - His Royal Spinelessness
Su-Ling, the last cat - Boisterous Riffraft
Jessica, the yeller - Countess of Cheer

Maggie, the religious - The Bible Belt

The Chung/Fegans of San Francisco

By mackenzie

My mom: Empress of the Discount, Possessor of the Deadly Backhand
My grandfather: The Glass-Eyed Dictator, He Who Cannot Modulate the Volume of his Voice
My father: Archduke of Meandering Tales, Ruler of What-Was-That-Story-About?

My grandmother: Viscountess of Excessively Large Jewelry, The Mah-Jongg Mistress of Seaclift
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Top 10 People in My Life

By whitneyebryan

1) The Wise Lioness

2) The Master of the Hillbillies
3) The Ensign Builder

4) The Esoteric Prince

5) The Effervescent Pony

6) The Clever Peacock

7) The Wandering Sage

8) The Earthy Mare

9) The Golden Princess

10) The Gentle Healer

The Tale of Geniji

By michelin99

Adam Star--Loved by the
Buftalo

Candice Chiu--Lady of the

371



In Honor of My Familial World

By emcfins

'The Mistress of Breathing Fire

Knight of One Million Fish

Most Honorable and Good Emperor of Thundering Clouds
'The Lady of the Fiery Mountains

Governess of Motherly Love
'The Lady of Forgetful Beauty
The Mistress of A Million Hearts
The Minister of Gentle Mischief

'The Lady of Secret Awe

Tale of the Honorifics

By Luna

'Though honorific titles carry a regal dignity with them, they are more of an artifact of the language, rather
than a sincere and respectful way of reffering to those close to you, or even those exhalted by you. "Your
Highness", "Lord","Lady"... these words hold little meaning as we no longer live in a feudal society and no
longer hold monarchy in the same regard. These titles also lose their sincererity in the sense that they are
used for many generations. A name is given to you before you come into the world, holding no bearing on
your actions, and titles also bear no resemblance to your charachter. Titles should be given to reflect the
deeds and characteristics of those that deserve them. Though my friends and family are not royalty, they
are held in my highest regard, and would be bestowed titles from the most grateful corners of my heart and
tondest memories. My Mother, Jo Marie, "Her Wiseness and Joyfulness", My Father Gurcan, "Adventurer
of the Seas", My Brother Ben "The Comical Minstrel" and my Husband Evan "His Honest accurateness".
'Though these names probably have little or no meaning to you, the new titles may give you an idea of who
they are. Christopher "The Organized One", Scott "Heart Like a Warm Beanbag Cushion", Daniel He's
Seen Every Episode" and Diane "The Mighty, with Handwriting of a Godess"! You get the idea. Try it out.
Perhaps those close to you will feel honored to be granted a unique and poignant title. -Denise Yazak
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CONSULT THE WORDS OF WISDOM:
PEOPLE

Kindness Makes The World Go Round

By cmulli and Jennifer Wright

"Be kind, for those you meet are fighting great battles." Philo of Alexandria spoke these words more than
a millennium ago. They have helped civilization advance for more than two thousand years. Hilaire Belloc
echoed this sentiment in his poem, "The Frog," writing: "Be kind and tender to the frog."

No matter who we are or where we go, we are all better versions of ourselves when we are aware of and
sympathetic to the battles, small and large, of the people we meet. Whether it was two thousand years ago,
a century ago, or five hundred years from now;, civilization will be at its best when we stop finding reasons
to cut one another down and emphasize kindness.

So what about the future? The future is what we make it. Equally as important, it's HOW we make it. If
I bring kindness and tenderness to my interactions with others, it is one small step toward crafting a better
future. What you put out into the universe will work its way back.
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Can humanity attain an ideal world?

By FLWmoveOver and Jennifer Wright

Will people learn to live together in peace and truly
ever become one society where everyone is treated
equally?

Reading “The Bad Child’s Book of Beasts” offers us
a glimpse into the values that defined 1896. As the

children’s book was written over one hundred years
ago, reading it made me think about how far - and

how short - the human race has come.

Given the topic, it seems natural to first consider
animals. In 2011 animals are more protected than
ever, yet we still have to worry about animals
becoming extinct and fighting to protect their wild
spaces. A hundred years ago, it was for their hides
or their blubber for oil. Now we exploit the land
where they roam due to the energies that lie below
the ground. Ice caps are melting and populations of
animals are dwindling. The larger populous - those
animals called “man” - say they care, but the second
their energy prices go up they cry for cheaper prices
- animals be damned.
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'This book is about animals, but the questions it
raises are about people. Although we are different
from animals we’re perhaps not as superior as we'd
like to believe. Society has always had the haves and
the have-nots. We talk about caring for everyone
and believe ourselves to be enlightened about
equality. However, even in 2011 there are whole
continents that are living way below the poverty
line in comparison to other continents and societies.
'That’s become more apparent than every as a result
of our unprecedented access to technology. Social
networks allow for an amazing ability to share our
lives with others thoughout the world, whether
that means our day to day routines or monumental
events such as natural disasters. Yet, our habits have
changed very little in the world’s only superpower.
Americans are the greatest consumers of the
greatest amount of goods - and we produce the
greatest waste on this quickly shrinking planet. It’s
my hope that in the future society can look at itself
and be proud that it’s taken care of all the living
entities on what will probably be an even smaller
earth than the one I see now.



However difficult it may be to believe that change
can happen, and whole continents can be bettered,
we have to inspire the future as the past has inspired
the present. Women’s equality, animal rights, gay
rights, and countless other movements were non-
existent in 1896. Although, society is a work in
progress, and always will be, I have to believe that
society will continue to work towards a unified
appreciation of everyone as equals. It is my hope
that one day we will begin to believe and behave as
though we're all in this together.

I am sure that in the future there will be some kind
of inequality and imbalance in society where living
creatures will be disregarded. It will be as obvious an
imbalance as seen towards the animals in the book

that my current society has been too blind to correct.

But part of being human, and not an animal, is our
ability to gain perspective through time and to strive
to better our own immediate lives. But as the world
continues to shrink and transparency continues to
illuminate the world I expect our immediate lives

to be able to influence a much greater part of the
world. Our human instincts, along with the lessons
that life and the universe teach us, lead me to
believe that my original ideal will one day become

a reality. I do believe we have the potential to truly
live as one society where everyone is thought of and
treated as equals. I believe that in spite of the fact
that we are all different - a great strength, but also
our biggest hurdle. Part of striving to improve is to
strive for the dream of an equal society. While it
may not be possible to live in complete peace and
treat everyone as true equa