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Chapter 1
Apocalypse?!


 

12-21-12 and 6-6-06 are perhaps two of the scariest dates to us,
historically. One is the supposed “Devil’s Day,” and one is the day
that the world is supposed to end. There are people who have said
that the hysteria surrounding these dates is completely uncalled
for, and the majority of people agree with them. A few, however,
believe in both. Could they be correct? In comparing the two
apocalyptic dates, might we confirm or disprove the theories?

As I see it, there are two main differences between 2012 and
6-6-06: how the notion of apocalypse came about, and how the two
dates cause the complete and utter destruction of mankind.
Beginning with 2012, the idea came from some people who realized
that the Mayan calendar ended with 12-21-12 (December 21 of the
year 2012). This discovery most likely came from some type of
archaeologist, or scientist, or some other person who had gotten a
degree from a big fancy college. The discoverers, however skilled
they may have been, couldn’t seem to find a note from the Mayans
that said “Unfinished, calendar maker out for centuries-long
lunch,” they made the rational assumption that the world was simply
going to end that day for reasons unexplained. This particular
group must have been unbelievably smart. Eventually, word got out
that the Mayans had killed us with their sloppily-ended calendar,
and thus, a modern apocalypse was born. 6-6-06 is justified in
comparison with 2012 (then again, the Easter Bunny is justified in
comparison with 2012). In the Bible, it says that 666 is the
Devil’s number, so reading this, Iron Maiden created the song
“Number of the Beast,” while others applied this to the date 6-6-06
(to my knowledge, the Bible never said this would be an important
date, and obviously this day came and went like any other). To
atheists or people of various other religions, this may seem about
as plausible as the aforementioned Great Mayan Explosion of the
Universe. However, being a Christian, I think this may be a little
more credible than 2012. I also say this, though: there have been
many, many, many 6-6-06s in history, and nothing happened before.
If Satan had wanted to attack the world as people imagined he
would, why wouldn’t he have done so on those days?

The second difference between the two world-ending dates is the
way the apocalypse comes about. 2012, in my opinion, has the best
and wildest theories out there. The possibilities—aliens,
Armageddon, asteroids—are endless. I could invent any crazy
sequence of events off the top of my head, and as long as they
ended with world destruction, they would be accepted. Maybe
Superman’s evil twin Superchuck blows us up with his nuke vision.
Maybe the earth gets covered in ice cream and we freeze to death.
To borrow something from H.P. Lovecraft, let’s say Cthulhu is real.
2012 is the time that he will awaken from the sunken city of R’lyeh
and cause massive Godzilla-style destruction. One real theory that
I have heard (and one of the best if you ask me) is that giant
worms, angry with the way humans are treating the earth, will eat
us all. One of the best way to find the biggest theories is to go
online and find some of the message boards dedicated to 2012. I
have witnessed various “theorists” actually fight over
whose story will actually happen. On the other hand, 6-6-06 has one
basic idea that I’ve heard: Satan somehow takes over the world.
Again I say as a Christian that this is more plausible than the
2012 theory, because as part of my belief system, this is already
happening in a way. However, also from a Christian standpoint, I
say that if he could cause a mass attack in one day, why would he
wait until 6-6-06 to do it? Satan is evil, evil that doesn’t wait.
Also, non-Christians probably don’t believe in Satan anyway, so
this isn’t a problem in the first place.

The main similarity that I see here is that both dates can
easily be dis-proven. If you have nothing better to do, if you are
extremely gullible, if you enjoy conspiracy theories, you may
believe in 2012. However, if you look closely, you see that it
really isn’t supported by facts. Here’s something to think about:
the Maya lived a long, long time ago. Isn’t it possible that they
finally stopped making their calendar? It couldn’t have gone on for
eternity, as this isn’t humanly possible, so they had to stop at
some point. I’m confident that 12-21-12 had no real significance to
them. 6-6-06 can also be made to seem of no consequence, as I have
shown previously.

In comparing and contrasting these two dates, one can see some
of the absurdities of both. I believe that neither date should be
of any concern, for these reasons. Neither one, I don’t believe,
will ever cause an apocalypse.

 










Chapter 2
Books


 There seems to be a common idea that books are some kind
of evil creation meant to poison our minds. Once, I was talking to
a friend, and somehow we got on the subject of books. She ended up
telling me that I was one of very few people who read as much as
she did, to which I responded that although I hadn’t thought about
it before, I could say the same about her. In fact, most kids I
know would never read something as simple as Harry Potter, let
alone pick up The Da Vinci Code (true classics like Much Ado About
Nothing, Don Quixote or The Iliad and The Odyssey are unthinkable –
God forbid every single word not be spelled out so the most
illiterate person can understand it). I’m willing to bet that many
people in the sophomore class have not willingly read a book since
they were around kindergarten-age, and they they will come up the
numerous excuses to avoid reading, such as a lack of accessibility
and an inability to understand older books. However, I also believe
that part of the situation has to do with the aversion to being a
supposed “nerd” or “geek.” Anyhow, the way things that people say
about books and their lack of superiority to anything other than
physical work is not true.

The argument that there is a lack of accessibility contains a
lack of credibility. I, for example, have a wealth of books on my
phone by itself (around 100 – this number doesn’t include the
actual books I have on my shelf at home), and every single one of
these was free, as was the application that holds them. There are
numerous applications such as this one (called Stanza) for
many different kinds of phones, and since an extremely high
percentage of students own phones, almost anyone could carry dozens
of books with them. When taken this way, the books occupy
relatively little physical or electronic space. Being this easy to
carry, why wouldn’t you read more?

Another common excuse is that books are harder to understand the
older they get. This is true. However, books aren’t impossible to
understand either as long as you think a little (which some people
also refuse to do these days). I get that nobody likes to think too
much outside of school, but they need to realize that someday, they
will need a job, and all the top-paying jobs require quite a bit of
thought. With this in mind, why not think for fun while you still
have the chance to use your brain for recreation?

For some, neither of these arguments occur. Instead, they
believe that by reading, you become part of a strange group of
outcasts known as “nerds” or “geeks.” First of all, I would like to
say that nerds and geeks are very different, I myself being both.
“Nerds” are smart in school, and often get all A’s by choice.
“Geeks,” however, thoroughly enjoy science-fiction and fantasy
media, such as video games, movies, TV shows, and yes, books, and
often take part in dressing up as characters for various events
held by fellow geeks. Second, it is offensive to call someone a
nerd or geek simply because he reads (offensive both to the reader
and to the actual nerds and geeks out there). We are two very proud
groups of people, and we become agitated when outsiders are thrown
into our circles without the proper qualifications. Also, we don’t
much like it when our good name is used as a derogatory term, as we
are fine with being ourselves. As the wrong people are thrown into
our group, our name becomes not only a terrible thing to be
called—reaching the put-down level of idiot, moron, dummy—but also
that it is a terrible thing to be a part of, a terrible thing to be
a true nerd or geek. Reading is not the only characteristic of a
nerd or geek, and so people should not be ashamed to read once in a
while.

That books aren’t easy to take anywhere, that they are hard to
understand, that readers are nerds—these are the arguments that
most teens use, arguments that must be moved away from. But how
will we? First, we must move away from the bad stereotype of nerds
and geeks. Next, we need to realize that thinking is a part of
everyday life. Lastly, we can find ways to make books more
accessible in our busy lives today. If we do these things, we may
be able to enjoy books as a culture again.

 










Chapter 3
Defining Dirt


 The uses of the word dirt are many, and in
different contexts can mean very different things. As I see it,
there is no one true definition of dirt, and when used, the word
can be good, bad, or completely neutral. It is this very
debatability that makes me love dirt. The word contains many
emotions, many memories, many implications, and therefore has a
sort of beauty, and I fail to see why people don’t simply bow to
dirt. But I digress. The real issue here is how one word can mean
so much with four letters, and (unlike other four-letter words)
help to move along a variety of conversations.

First, the physical dirt. Scientifically, dirt is many rocks
ground into various particles and either scattered about or
gathered in one place, most likely used for planting crops and/or
walking on. We all remember learning about dirt in our earth
science classes (really, there isn’t a whole lot more to an earth
science class in the first place), and we all know what it feels
like to get it in our faces, under our fingernails, and in some
cases, in our mouths. There are many different kinds of dirt, and
many different names for dirt. These can be the densely packed soil
in your backyard, the useless dust-like stuff in a gravel-pit, or
the loose, hot sand in the desert. Just as with its social
meanings, physical dirt can be good, bad, or in-between. The bad
generally comes from the sand in a desert, which takes up a good
amount of space that could be used instead to farm or provide homes
for various creatures. Dusty dirt is normally neutral. Nobody
really cares if it is there or not, and while it doesn’t really
help anyone, it is usually found in places where it doesn’t hurt
anything, such as a mine or the aforementioned gravel-pit. There
are many kinds of good dirt, however. This can be the sand on a
beach or in a dune, which creates beautiful landscapes, or it can
be the soil in your very backyard. Soil is a very positive thing,
as it gives us food to eat, a ground to walk on, and places for
various animals to live, such as worms and rodents. The latter may
sound repulsive, but my guess is that you would rather they be
underground than in your home. You may say that soil is much
different than dirt, but you would be wrong. “Dirt” and “soil” are
essentially the same thing, serving the same purpose under
different names. It seems strange to me that dirt (or soil) has
acquired so many negative connotations, as it normally has a very
good scientific meaning.

Socially, “dirt” is normally negative. You can describe someone
as being dirt, meaning that they are nothing to you (which is very
odd, as physical dirt is most certainly something). You can “get
the dirt” on someone, which means that you are gathering gossip
about a specific person. “Soil” also has a social use as well, and
it is one that you should hope never to hear in public. If someone
says that they have “soiled themselves,” it’s time to cut and run.
When used in this way, it means that the speaker has defecated on
himself, and horrible smells are to follow, proceeded by possible
gagging and the occasional scream of misery from the mouths of his
peers. I have only heard this used once in public, and it seems to
have knocked me out, because the next thing I remember is waking up
on the floor of the mall in which the incident occurred, along with
a few others who were still at least semi-unconscious. At first,
because of the absolute vacancy of the place, I suspected we had
somehow become the lone survivors of some sort of horrible
mall-apocalypse, but this theory was debunked quickly, as when I
walked outside everything seemed perfectly normal. Only then did I
remember the tragedy that had occurred in that poor fellow’s
trousers. Anyhow, in a social setting, you most likely want to hear
neither dirt nor soil.

The real puzzle is that of how dirt became a negative social
word in the first place. My theory is as follows: somewhere along
the line, someone must have started thinking of dirt as a gross
thing, to be kept out of the house and eradicated on sight. Seeing
that physical dirt was now a source of disgust, people began
applying it to social settings, and thus, negative dirt was
born.

Dirt is, in my opinion, one of the most versatile words in our
language, as it has many definitions that mean many different
things. It can be used for a variety of purposes and I love the
word. Why? Once again, its definitions are completely debatable,
and it can be used almost anywhere.

 










Chapter 4
How To Be a Waste of Time (In Three Short Steps)


 The people I don’t like in this world are few and far
between. I would like to think that I’m a pretty easygoing person,
and that I can get along with most people. However, there are some
very special people that I can not stand, no matter how much I try
to get along with them, and they are so good at making people hate
them that they have become something of a joke among my friends and
I. The Elite (as I call them; a nickname given for being such a
select group) have certain characteristics about them, such as the
ability to take many things too far, or the gift of finding what
they perceive to be someone’s weak spot and picking at it
constantly. If you would like to be a part of this special group
people, read on, as I have created a step-by-step plan for becoming
an Elite.

Step 1: The Jerk
Factor

This is probably the easiest step here unless you are
excessively nice. In order to be a jerk, you must be totally and
completely rude to anyone you don’t like or don’t know. The easiest
way to get into this habit is to find someone you have never talked
to, heard of, or seen in your life, and give him a piece of your
mind. Do not compliment him or be nice to him in in any way, shape
or form. You must completely tear into him, and don’t stop until he
becomes so angry he can’t speak. Say a man is walking down the road
and is a little obese. In this case, you should go up to him and
tell him about how he would be better off not eating for the rest
of his life, as he wastes enough food to feed all of China
(remember, even if this man is not that large, you can’t let up:
the goal is to become a jerk). The good feelings you should draw
from this experience will be twofold, as you should believe you
have saved part of the planet, and you feel better about yourself
for being skinnier than him. The latter will also be important for
step 3. Let’s look at another situation. Maybe someone is sitting
down at a computer at your place of work or school. You don’t know
what they are doing; for all you know they might be curing cancer
before your very eyes. Regardless, you have to lay into this guy
for sitting there and being lazy. Once again, the golden rule is
“don’t let up.” Let him have a piece of your mind for sitting there
on his computer all day, and if sitting there is his job, make him
realize that he should have picked a better more productive job,
such as advocating world peace (this doubly rude, as it implies
that his job is more useless than promoting something that can
never be). When he says he doesn’t have enough money to travel and
do that, your immediate response should be as follows: “Well who’s
fault is it that you don’t make any money? That’s right! Yours!”
This may seem beyond rude, and the answer is that it is, but
remember, you are supposed to make everyone miserable. When you can
do this, you will be on your way to becoming an Elite. There are
numerous other scenarios we could talk about, but it is better
practice for you to figure out how to handle those by yourself.
Once you have mastered rudeness towards strangers, you can move on
to people you know. When you are finished with this step and have
successfully “jerkified” yourself, continue reading.

Step 2: Be a
Hypocrite

This step is rather important, as nobody likes a hypocrite (even
hypocrites don’t seem to like hypocrites, which, if you think about
it, is rather hypocritical). You must learn how to be very preachy
about everything under the sun, and then not take any of your own
advice. This works best when you do this in big and obvious ways.
Tell everyone to be a pacifist, and then be the rudest person in
school, causing and participating in as many fights as possible.
Make everyone bring Tupperware in their lunches rather than plastic
bags (in order to “save the environment”), and then buy school
lunches everyday with Styrofoam plates and trays and plastic
utensils. This will serve to make everyone angry at you. Now, I
know this step seems fairly short, and maybe even easier than the
first. Trust me, though, when I say that this is a very important
step and should not be taken lightly.

Step 3: The B+B
Complex

This is by far the most difficult and involved step. You must
develop a “B+B Complex” (B+B meaning “bigger and better”), and
within this step, there are many different “checkpoints” to
hit.

 

1. Checkpoint: Always
Right

For this point, you don’t always have to be right, but rather
tell everyone else that they are wrong until they give up. Be sure
to get your opinion in on every single topic that comes up. If you
are thinking something, especially if it’s rude and inappropriate,
make it your initial reflex to blurt it out immediately

2. Checkpoint: Follow My
Lead

Your way of life is the only way that anyone can live, because
it is better than everyone else’s. This must be one of your core
beliefs if you are to be an Elite. Degrade anyone and everyone for
living a life that is different than yours.

3. Checkpoint: Mountains and
Molehills

This is the last checkpoint for Step 3. You must make a bigger
deal about yourself and your problems than is necessary. Are you
vegetarian? Act like looking at any kind of meat makes you want to
vomit. Sprained your ankle? Say how much it hurts everyday for
months on end, eventually making it a well-known fact that it is
starting to heal (in fact, it should be healed for a few months
prior to this). An Elite should be able to do on thing very well:
lie.

Step 3 will certainly be the most difficult step of all. You
must make yourself believe you are better than anyone; in reality,
you will not be.

Shunned by society, you are now an Elite. You have transcended
humanity and risen above the ranks to be the most arrogant person
around. If you have followed my instructions to the letter, only
your closest friends will remain by your side. Now get away from me
before I’m tempted to choke you.

 










Chapter 5
Everyone Should March


Teamwork, discipline, responsibility – these are all
integral parts of any marching band. Without any of them, the band
will fall on its face when it tries to march, and in this sense its
greatest strength can also be its greatest weakness. However,
because these things are so necessary for the band to function,
everyone involved needs to learn them. I think that everyone should
experience band because it may be the best way to learn
them. Everyone has to have them, so why not learn by
doing?

When a band works as a team, it brings joy, friendships,
livelihood. Had I not been forced to work well with certain people,
I might never have found a way to get along with them. Now we work
very well together, and I, for one, am much happier because of it.
Another thing that teamwork brings about is the possibility of
lasting friendships. As a freshman in band, I didn’t know many
people very well, but having to work so closely with them for so
long, I got to know them better and started talking to them quite a
bit. They’re now some of my best and most reliable friends that I
can talk to for hours on end. Who wouldn’t want that kind of
friendship with so many great people? Any student could benefit
from this kind of team-building mindset (so long as they’re
open-minded and willing), and being in the band could work wonders
for someone who needs to be cured of a selfish streak. Take, for
example, one of my own section. We were rivals for I don’t know how
long, mainly because of the fact that we had such different views
on what was important in the band. He was one of those people who
only really thought about what he was doing right vs. what everyone
else was doing wrong. This thoroughly annoyed not only me, but our
section leader as well, and there would consistently be fights
between them about things that really should have been trivial, but
this guy insisted on making a huge deal out of absolutely nothing.
For instance, the kid would think only about getting to his spot in
the formations; never mind if he got there too fast or couldn’t
stay in step while marching. Our band director always told us that
we needed to line up with the people around us, so this didn’t fit
with what the kid was doing. Another thing he seemed incredibly
concerned about was critiquing everyone else’s musical ability
(however, he was possibly the worst player in the band and was
almost talentless in a sea of talent). These difficulties with him
made everything harder on the saxophone section, and in some cases,
the rest of the band as well. We worked with him for a while
though, and eventually he began to practice more, and one day he
even began lining up with the rest of the band, even if he was not
quite on his spot. This was one of many miracles that the band
experience performed.

Teamwork is not the only good thing that comes out of
being in a band. A student can also experience positive discipline
this way, as a band must be highly disciplined in order to look
good on the field. This comes in the form of maintaining a single
position with your upper body at all times, whether marching or
standing still. This was very hard for many students at first,
including myself. We were able to reach an amazing level of
discipline after just a few short weeks, however, and now we
frequently get complemented not only by the people involved with
our band, but by other bands and directors as well.

Another important aspect of a good band member is
responsibility. Any player has a responsibility to the band to have
the music memorized and to know his spots in the formations. On top
of this, he has the responsibility of practicing in order to
improve himself as frequently as needed. Without doing these
things, he is (for lack of a nicer word) useless to the band and
makes them look extremely bad when marching, whether in a
competition or at a football game. Responsibility is quickly
learned in the band, and those who ignore it tend to quit early on
in the season. The same people who have trouble with discipline
usually have problems with their responsibility as well, and unless
a band member learns these things as soon as possible, they won’t
be in the band for long.

Soon after the season starts, students learn that band is
not simply a blow-off class as some might think. The payoff is
great though. A band competition can leave you feeling happy and
excited, joyful and triumphant, united and strong. For these
reasons, and for the things you learn along the way (teamwork,
discipline and responsibility), every student should have a
marching band experience.

 










Chapter 6
The Hiker


 It was dawn on the mountains as the hiker cooked his
breakfast, getting ready to set off for the day. He savored the
crisp, cool morning air, and the first orange rays of light making
their way through the trees surrounding him. The atmosphere caused
him to be thoughtful, and on this particular morning he was
reminiscing about times past, wishing life was still as
interesting. He had recently retired, and no longer had the money
for such excursions, and though he was glad to be done with his job
(which didn’t suit him at all, boring desk work), he greatly missed
the ability to go anywhere he wanted.

He removed his morning toast from the fire, slathering some
peanut butter and jam on, and began slowly eating it. As he did
this, a squirrel bounded up close to him and sat down, looking at
his breakfast. It was carrying a nut in its mouth at first, but
this it set down, probably hoping to get some of the better-looking
food that the man carried with him. The hiker noticed all this, of
course, and promptly broke a piece of toast for the creature.

“There you are,” he said, and watched the squirrel as it ate. He
was surprised to find an animal in this place that would dare come
so close to a human, but was glad for any kind of company, no
matter how long it was there. The two ate in silence for a moment,
but the hiker, feeling as though he needed to say out loud what he
had been thinking.

“Isn’t it strange how thinking about the past makes you want
those times back?” At this the squirrel seemed to sit up a little
more, and it looked at the hiker, eating just as normally as ever.
It almost seemed to nod in agreement – though there can be no
telling what the man saw, having been without a soul to talk to for
days – and so he went on.

“I used to travel the world – I suppose I still do from time to
time, though in less far-away places, and never as frequently – and
I went to the grandest areas anyone could think of. I loved to
travel and experience the cultures and people. Why, once, I went to
Paris, and I daresay it is the most beautiful city ever built.
Greater than Rome itself, I imagine. Everything about it was
beautiful: the architecture was beautiful, the language was
beautiful, the great Eiffel Tower was beautiful. I had been there
on vacation with my wife, and we had as great a time as anyone
could hope for. My wife… ” And the man drifted off for a second,
remembering how his wife had laughed, how she had looked to him and
embraced him so, for she had passed not a long while before he
decided to come to these mountains. The squirrel, now finished
eating, looked at him in the silence for some time, until it cocked
its head and made a small sound as if to wake him from his
trance.

“As I was saying, my wife and I went atop the Eiffel Tower once
while we were there, and every part of the city could be seen, as
if we were at the very top of the entire planet. We spent a good
portion of the night up on that place, and it everything was just…
good. Large words don’t do it justice and end up sounding overly
enthusiastic for what this experience was. Everything was simply so
good. Only a man with no soul—simply because he has no soul—could
feel anything but joy on the night we shared. We simply talked
until what must have been midnight, and even then we were reluctant
to go back to the place we were staying. How I wish I could go
back… ” And the hiker drifted off again. The squirrel was becoming
annoyed with his constant flights of mind at this point, and it
began chattering at him to finish his story.

“Right then, my apologies. Anyhow, I’ve been walking up here for
a few days now, and I like it, I really do… but these mountains are
just a few hours away from my home, and it doesn’t have quite the
same appeal as traveling abroad. There is no real sense of
excitement from all this. I would love to once more on a large trip
across the world. I just don’t know, though… I don’t have the money
anymore.” He sighed. “I should have appreciated those days more. I
always took those things for granted, and now I wish it would never
have ended. I guess you never really know the extent of all you
have until it’s gone. Which makes me wonder, will I someday wish to
be hiking in these mountains again? Yes, I suppose I will. I’m
getting on in years; it won’t be long before I can’t walk for much
more than a short while at a time.” He thought for a moment, and
the squirrel waited patiently.

“From now on, I will enjoy every moment I have. After all, life
is short, and we have to make the most of everything we are given.”
The squirrel seemed to think for a moment, then looked back at the
man, and bounded back from where he had come. The hiker smiled to
himself and, content with his decision, packed up his things to
continue on the trail.
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