


/Î ÔÈÅ #ÏÖÅÒ 

IŜǊŜ ŀǘ tƛǧǾŜǊǎŜΣ ǿŜ ƭƻǾŜ 

ƻǳǊ ŎƻƳƛŎǎΤ ƳƻǊŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŬŎŀƭƭȅΣ 

ǿŜ ŀŘƳƛǊŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƘŜǊƻŜǎΦ hǳǊ 

ǿǊƛǘŜǊǎ ƻƊŜƴ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳǳǎŜǎΣ ōŜƛƴƎǎ ǿƘƻ 

ƘŀǾŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ 

ŀƴŘ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜƳ όƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅύ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǊ ƎƻƻŘΦ  

!ƭƭ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǿǊƛǘŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǳǇŜǊπ

ƘŜǊƻŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ǳƴƛǉǳŜ 

ǿŀȅǎΦ  bŜǾŜǊ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜŜƴ 

ƳƻǊŜ ŜǾƛŘŜƴǘ ǘƘŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Cŀƭƭ 

нлмф ƛǎǎǳŜΣ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻǳǊ 

ōǊƻŀŘ ǎǇŜŎǘǊǳƳ ƻŦ ǘŀƭŜƴǘ ƛǎ 

ǎƘƻǿŎŀǎŜŘΦ ²Ŝ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

ȅƻǳ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǾŜǊǎŜΣ 

ǳƴƛǉǳŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 

tƛǧǾŜǊǎŜΗϤ 

{ǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ǘƻ .ŀǘƳŀƴ 

ŎǊŜŀǘƻǊǎ .ƻō YŀƴŜ ŀƴŘ .ƛƭƭ 

CƛƴƎŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ƛƴǘŜǊπ

ƴŜǘ ǎƛǘŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘƻŎƪ ƻǳǊ ŎƻǾŜǊ 

ǇƘƻǘƻΗ 

L ƭŀƛŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǳƳƳŜǊΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ 

ƘƻǿΣ ƻǊ ƛŦΣ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘΦ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ǘƻ ǘŜǎǘ ȅƻǳǊπ

ǎŜƭǾŜǎΣ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǝƴǳŜ ǘƻ ǇǳǎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻǳƴŘŀǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘ 

ǿƛǘƘ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǊȅ ƎŜƴǊŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘǊƛŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ¢ƻ Ŏƻƭƭŀōƻπ

ǊŀǝǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿǊƛǘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƻ ōŜ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŀǊƭŜǎǎΦ  

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ōƛƎ ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘΣ L ƪƴƻǿΦ LǘΩǎ ǘŜǊǊƛŦȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŜƴƎŀƎŜ ƛƴ 

ƴŜǿ ƎŜƴǊŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǊŜŀŘ 

ƛǘΦΦΦǎŎŀǊȅ ǎǘǳũΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΦ 

.ǳǘ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊƻǳŘ L ŀƳ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ 

ŎƻƴǝƴǳŜ ǘƻ ǇǳǎƘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜŀŎƘ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƛǎǎǳŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ 

ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǎǘ ƛǎǎǳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ǊƛŎƘ 

ǿƛǘƘ ƴŜǿ ŎƻƭƭŀōƻǊŀǝƻƴǎΣ ŬŎǝƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘŀǝƻƴǎΣ 

ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǇƘƻǘƻǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǳƴ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎǳƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀπ

ǝƻƴΦ LΩƳ ǎƻ ǘƘǊƛƭƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƴƻǊŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŜŘƛǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ 

ǿŀǘŎƘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƎǊƻǿ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇ ŎǊŜŀǝǾŜƭȅΦ  

¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ǎŜǘ ŀ ƘƛƎƘ ōŀǊτƴƻǿ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΗ  

 

Jennifer Pizzuto 

!ÂÏÕÔ 0ÉÔÔÖÅÒÓÅ -ÁÇÁÚÉÎÅ 

,ÅÔÔÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ %ÄÉÔÏÒ 

tƛǧǾŜǊǎŜ aŀƎŀȊƛƴŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊƭȅ 

ǇǳōƭƛŎŀǝƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǊƻǳŘƭȅ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘǎ 

ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘǊƻǎǇŜŎǝƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŎǊŜŀǝǾƛǘȅ ƻŦ 

ŀŘǳƭǘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǝǎƳ ǎǇŜŎǘǊǳƳΦ Lǘǎ 

Ǝƻŀƭ ƛǎ ǘƻ ŜŘǳŎŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ŜƴǘŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ǇǳōƭƛŎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǇǊƻǾƛŘƛƴƎ ƛǘǎ ǿǊƛǘŜǊǎΣ 

ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŀŘǳƭǘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǝǎƳ 

ǎǇŜŎǘǊǳƳΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƪƛƭƭǎ ŀǇǇƭƛŎŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 

ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ŜƳǇƭƻȅƳŜƴǘΦ 

tƛǧǾŜǊǎŜ ƛǎ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ōȅ ¸ƻǳǘƘ !Řπ

ǾƻŎŀǘŜ tǊƻƎǊŀƳǎ ό¸!tύΣ ŀ ƴŀǝƻƴŀƭ 

ƴƻƴ-ǇǊƻŬǘ ŀƎŜƴŎȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƳǇǊƛǎŜǎ ŀ 

ƳǳƭǝǘǳŘŜ ƻŦ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ 

ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ŀǳǝǎƳ ǎǇŜŎǘǊǳƳ ōǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǘ-

Ǌƛǎƪ ȅƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ŀŘǳƭǘǎΦ tƛǧǾŜǊǎŜ ǿŀǎ 

ŦƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ нлмо ōȅ .Ǌƛŀƴ 

YƭǳŎƘǳǊƻǎƪȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ 

ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƻǊ ƻŦ ¸!tΩǎ t! !ƭƭŜƎƘŜπ

ƴȅ /ƻǳƴǘȅ !Řǳƭǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ !ǳǝǎƳ tǊƻπ

ƎǊŀƳΦ Lƴ нлмрΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎ ŦǳƴŘπ

ƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ 9ŘƛǘƘ [Φ ¢ǊŜŜǎ /ƘŀǊƛǘŀōƭŜ 

¢ǊǳǎǘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ōŜƎŀƴ ŀǎ ŀ ƴŜǿǎƭŜǧŜǊ 

ǿǊƛǧŜƴ ōȅ ŦƻǳǊ ŀŘǳƭǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¸!t 

ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳ ƎǊŜǿ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǘƻŘŀȅ ŎƻƳƳƛǎǎƛƻƴǎ  ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ пл 

ŀŘǳƭǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǳǝǎƳΦ 

Lƴ ŜŀŎƘ ǎŜŀǎƻƴŀƭ ƛǎǎǳŜΣ ǊŜŀŘŜǊǎ Ŏŀƴ 

ǇŜǊǳǎŜ ŀ ǾŀǊƛŜǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƻǇƛŎǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 

ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǉǳŜ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǝǾŜ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ǿǊƛǘπ

ŜǊǎΦ ¢ƻǇƛŎǎ ǊŀƴƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǎǇƻǊǘǎ ǘƻ 

ǊŜǎǘŀǳǊŀƴǘ ǊŜǾƛŜǿǎ ǘƻ ƭƻŎŀƭ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦ 

н 



)Î ÔÈÉÓ )ÓÓÕÅȡ 

о 

wŜŀƭ WƻƘƴƴȅ !ǇǇƭŜǎŜŜŘ όaŜƎŀƴ /ǳƴƴƛƴƎƘŀƳύ - п 

/ƘŜǊƻǇƘƻōƛŀ ό!ƭƛŎƛŀ .ƻƴǳǎύ - р 

/ƛǾƛǘŀƴ ŀƴŘ !ǳǝǎƳ όbŀǘƘŀƴƛŜƭ DŜȅŜǊύ - с 

{ǳƳƳŀǝƻƴǎ όWƻǎƘǳŀ ²ŀƭōǳǊƴύ - с 

{ŎŜƴŜ тр ό!ƳŜƭƛŀ YǊȊǘƻƴύ - т 

5ŜǎƛƎƴǎ ōȅ 5ŀƴƛŜƭ !ǎƘƪƛƴ - т 

tƘŀƴǘƻƳǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ hǇŜǊŀ όaƛŎƘŀŜƭ YǳǊƭŀƴŘύ - у 
5ǳƳōƭŜŘƻǊŜ ϧ DǊƛƴŘƭŜǿŀƭŘ όaƛŎƘŜƭƭŜ aƛŘŘƭŜƳƛǎǎύ - ф 

CƻǊ ²ƘƻƳ ǘƘŜ DƘƻǎǘ ¢ƻƭƭǎ όWŀƪŜ ½ƛŜǎŎƘŜύ - мл 

!ǳǘǳƳƴ [ƻǾŜǊǎ όtŀǳƭ [ŜŎƘŜǾŀƭƛŜǊύ - мм 

¢ǊŀƴǎŦǳǎƛƻƴ όWƻǊŘŀƴ ²ŀǘǎƻƴύ - мн 

aƻƴǳƳŜƴǘ wŜƭƻŎŀǝƻƴ όbƛƭǎ {ƪǳŘǊŀύ - мп   

¢ǊƛŎƪ ƻǊ ¢ǊŜŀǘ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ {ǘƻǊȅ όaŀǊƪ {ǳƭƪƛƴύ - мс 

¦Chǎ ό9ƭƛǎŜ aƻǘŜύ - мт 

Wƻƴ .ǳǊƴŜǧ LƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿ όaŀƎƎƛŜ WƻƴŜǎύ - му 
²Ƙƻ LΩǾŜ !ƭǿŀȅǎ ²ŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ .Ŝ όDƛƴƎŜǊ wŜȅƴƻƭŘǎύ -  му 

{ǘƻƴŜȅōǊƻƻƪ wƛŘƛƴƎ [Ŝǎǎƻƴǎ ό{ǘŀŎƛŜ wȅƳŀǊȊύ - мф 

YŜƴƴȅǿƻƻŘ ϧ {ŀƴŘŎŀǎǘƭŜ ό!ƳŜƭƛŀ YǊȊǘƻƴύ - мф 

/ŀƭƳ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǘƘŜ /Ƙŀƻǎ ό5ŜƭŀƛƴŜ {ǿŜŀǊƳŀƴύ - нл 

.ƭƻƻŘ ¢ƛŜǎΣ tǘΦ hƴŜ  όWƻǊŘŀƴ ²ŀǘǎƻƴύ - нн 

CƛǊǎǘ-ǝƳŜ CƭƛŜǊǎ όYŜƴƴŜǘƘ aƛƭƭŜǊύ - нп 

!ƴƻƴȅƳƻǳǎ [ƛōǊŀǊƛŀƴ όWƻŜ /ŜǇŜƪύ - нр 

bƛŎƻƭŜ tŀȄƛƴƻǎ όwƻōŜǊǘ IŜǎǘŜǊύ - нс 

CƻŎǳǎ {ǳǇǇƻǊǘ DǊƻǳǇ όDǊŀōƻǿǎƪƛκIŀǊƳƻƴύ - нт 

¢ǊŀǎƘƛƴƎ aǘΦ 9ǾŜǊŜǎǘ όaŜƎŀƴ /ǳƴƴƛƴƎƘŀƳύ - ну 

!ǊǘǿƻǊƪ ōȅ aŜƭƛǎǎŀ aƻȊǳǊŀƪτол 

!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ DƛǊƭ tƛǊŀǘŜ DŀƳŜ ό!ƳŜƭƛŀ YǊȊǘƻƴύ - ом  

{ŜƴǎƻǊȅ hǾŜǊƭƻŀŘ ό9ƭƛƻǘ Iƛƴǘƻƴύ - ом 

±ŜǊȅ LƴǘŜǊŜǎǝƴƎ ¢ƘƛƴƎ όWƻŜ /ŜǇŜƪύ - он  

hōǎŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƛƴǘƻ /ŀǊŜŜǊ όbŀǘƘŀƴƛŜƭ DŜȅŜǊύ - он 

¢ǊƻǳōƭŜ LƴǎƛŘŜ όDƛƴƎŜǊ wŜȅƴƻƭŘǎύ - оо 

bŜǿ 9ȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ όWǳƭƛŀ CƛŜƭŘƘŀƳƳŜǊύ - оо 

tŜƴƴ {ǘŀǘŜ DǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ tƭŀȅŜǊǎ όaŀǊƪ [ƛȊƻǧŜύ - оп 

tŜƴƴ {ǘŀǘŜ DǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ /ƻŀŎƘŜǎ όaŀǊƪ [ƛȊƻǧŜύ - ор 

CƛƴƛǎƘƛƴƎ aŀǊŀǘƘƻƴǎ ό5ŜƭŀƛƴŜ {ǿŜŀǊƳŀƴύ - ос 

!ŎƘƛŜǾŀ όtƘƛƭǇ ²ƛƭǎƘŜǊύ - от 

²ŀƭƪƛƴƎ .ƻƻǘǎ όbƛƭǎ {ƪǳŘǊŀύ - оу 

.ǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ŀƴ !ƛǊŬȄ н-с-н Yƛǘ όaŀȄ /ƘŀƴŜȅύ - пл 

/ŜƭŜōǊƛǘȅ /ŀǊŜ CŜǎǘ όwƻōŜǊǘ IŜǎǘŜǊύ - пн 

/ǊŜŜŘ /ƘŀǇǘŜǊ ф ό5ƛƳŀ IŀǊƳƻƴύ - пп 

5ƻ ¸ƻǳ [ƻǾŜ aŜ όtŀǳƭ [ŜŎƘŜǾŀƭƛŜǊύ - пс 

.Ŝǎǘ CǊƛŜƴŘ {ŜǊƛŜǎ Ім όaŀƎƎƛŜ WƻƴŜǎύ - пт 

²ŀƭƭŀŎŜ ϧ DǊƻƳƛǘ όaŜƎŀƴ /ǳƴƴƛƴƎƘŀƳύ - пу 

LƳǇƛǎƘ LƳŀƎƛƴƻǎ ό¢ƻƳ {ƪƛŘƳƻǊŜύ - рл 

.ǳǊƎƘΩŜǊǎ ό½ŀŎƘ DǊŀōƻǿǎƪƛύ - рн 

¸ƻƎǳǊǘ CŀŎŜǎ wŜŎƛǇŜ ό5ŀƴƛŜƭ !ǎƘƪƛƴύ - рн 

{ǇƛŘŜǊ DǊŀƘŀƳǎ ό!ƳŜƭƛŀ YǊȊǘƻƴύ - ро 

DǊŀǾŜȅŀǊŘ 5ƛǊǘ ό9ƭƛǎŜ aƻǘŜύ - ро 

{Ǉƻƻƪȅ {ǿŜŜǘ ¢ǊŜŀǘǎ όaŀƎƎƛŜ WƻƴŜǎύ - рп 

LŎŜ /ǊŜŀƳ LƴǘŜǊƴ ό!ƳŜƭƛŀ YǊȊǘƻƴύ - рр 

5ŜŀǊƭȅ 5ŜǇŀǊǘŜŘ ¢ŀōƭŜ όbƛƭǎ {ƪǳŘǊŀύ - рс 

[ƛŦŜ Lƴ DƛƴƎŜǊΩǎ 9ȅŜǎ όDƛƴƎŜǊ wŜȅƴƻƭŘǎύ - рт 

¢ŜȄǝƴƎ όYŜƴƴŜǘƘ aƛƭƭŜǊύ - рт 

hŶŎŜǊ .ŀƛƭŜȅ όaƛŎƘŜƭƭŜ aƛŘŘƭŜƳƛǎǎύ - ру 

{ŎƛŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ 5ƛŶŎǳƭǘ {ƛǘǳŀǝƻƴǎ όWƻǎƘ ²ŀƭōǳǊƴύ - рф 

¦Φ{Φ /ǊȅǇǘŜŘǎ ό9ƭƛǎŜ aƻǘŜΣ !ǊǘǿƻǊƪ ōȅ /Ƙŀǎύ - сл 

5ƛǎƴŜȅ ±ƛƭƭŀƛƴǎ ό{ŀǊŀ .Ǌƻƻƪǎύ - см 

Iƻǿ ǘƻ 9ǾŀƭǳŀǘŜ ŀƴ !ǊǝŎƭŜ ό5ŀƴƛŜƭ !ǎƘƪƛƴύ - сн 

¦Ǉƻƴ wŜƅŜŎǝƻƴ όWŀƪŜ ½ƛŜǎŎƘŜύ - сн 
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By Megan Cunningham 

 

When weôre in elementary 

school, we learn about various folk 

heroes, some real like John Henry and 

Kit Carson, some not like Paul Bunyan. 

Nonetheless, those real-life folk heroes 

often have their stories exaggerated 

into tall tales and are often sanitized to 

make their legends more acceptable to 

grade-schoolers.  

Known for wandering bare-

foot with his tin pot hat and apple seed 

sack so that heôd leave the start of ap-

ple trees everywhere he went, Johnny 

Appleseedôs legend was based on a real 

man. Named John Chapman, his real 

life was far richer and more interesting 

than what youôd see in a Disney car-

toon.  

Born on September 26, 1774 

in Leominster, Massachusetts, John 

Chapman grew up in the midst of the 

American Revolution. His dad wasnôt 

around much since he was too busy 

serving as a minuteman at Bunker Hill 

and helping to construct defenses of 

New York against the British invasion 

with George Washington. While heôd 

survive the war, his mom didnôt, dying 

in childbirth in 1776. In 1780, Chap-

manôs dad returned home for good, just 

in time to teach his son about farming. 

Under his guidance, Chapman devel-

oped as an orchardist and nurseryman.  

By the early 1800s, Chapman 

started working on his own. While 

legend paints him as a messy nomad, 

he was much more pragmatic in reality. 

Early 19th century frontier law allowed 

people to claim land through a perma-

nent homestead development, which 

one can make by planting 50 apple 

trees. So in Chapmanôs travels through 

Pennsylvania, Ohio, and Illinois, heôd 

plant swaths of seeds to begin an or-

chard, before selling them to settlers 

once the land grew bountiful. This 

made him quite the land baron as he 

traversed 100,000 miles across the 

Midwestern wilderness and prairie. By 

the time Chapman died on March 11, 

1845 at 70, he owned more than 1,200 

acres of land. 

Most depictions of the apples 

Chapman planted look like the standard 

ones you see on a tree or the grocery 

store. However, the apples he actually 

liked to plant were small and tart 

ñspittersò named for what youôd do if 

you bit into one. Henry David Thoreau 

once said these apples were "sour 

enough to set a squirrel's teeth on edge 

and make a jay scream." But this made 

them perfect for making hard cider and 

applejack, a far more valuable crop 

than edible apples. In The Botany of 

Desire, Michael Pollan writes: ñUp 

until Prohibition, an apple grown in 

America was far less likely to be eaten 

than to wind up in a barrel of cider. In 

rural areas cider took the place of not 

only wine and beer but of coffee and 

tea, juice, and even water.ò Where wa-

ter could house dangerous bacteria, 

cider was safe. But youôll end up with a 

hell of a hangover the next morning. 

John Chapman was noted for 

his threadbare clothes and preference 

for bare feet. However, these eccentri-

cities mightôve been offerings to his 

religion, the Church of Swedenborg 

(AKA the New Church), a Christian 

denomination established in 1787. The 

second part of his signature look, like 

the apple seed sack, was most definitely 

accurate. As a Swedenborg he believed 

the more he suffered in this world, the 

more happiness heôll experience in the 

hereafter. Because the Church forbade 

members from harming Godôs creation, 

Chapman became a vegetarian and an 

animal rights activist. He also refused 

grafting to create his orchards, believ-

ing this growing technique physically 

hurts the source plants. So he carried 

his large seed sack everywhere he went. 

Unfortunately, Chapmanôs often-

depicted tin pot hat hasnôt been authen-

ticated. For religious reasons, Chapman 

remained chaste throughout his life, 

leaving no kids to inherit his lands or 

curtail the tall tales sprouting like his 

trees did. 

Chapman also had some ra-

ther strange beliefs and eccentricities, 

even by Swedenborg standards. At least 

one biographer attributes them to a 

horse kick to the head. For instance, he 

thought chopping trees and riding hors-

es was cruel. During his travels, he 

liked giving ribbons to small girls and 

walking on hot coals.  

Aside from planting apple 

trees, John Chapman often stopped at 

frontier cabins to ñspread some fresh 

news from the Hebrews.ò According to 

Harperôs Weekly, he once lingered to 

hear a longwinded preacher speak to a 

crowd of people from a stump he used 

as a lectern. Since he urged his listeners 

to give up extravagance, asking, "Where 

now is there a man who, like the primi-

tive Christians, is traveling to heaven 

barefooted and clad in coarse raiment?" 

An exasperated Chapman put his bare 

foot on the stump and proclaimed, 

"Here's your primitive Christian!" 

Though I think the preacher replied, 

ñHey, I donôt mean that primitive. Even 

Jesus wore a pair of sandals.ò Nonethe-

less, itôs said that Chapman was some-

what successful converting a few Native 

Americans willing to take his trees.  

And in turn, itôs said they taught him 

herbal remedies while hostile tribes 

mostly left him alone. 

Though some say that Chap-

man picked up his nickname in 1806, it 

wasnôt until after his 1845 death that the 

Johnny Appleseed legend really took 

off. Considering his distinctive look, 

uncommon views, and contribution for 

settling the frontier, itôs little wonder his 

legend proved so powerful. Of course, 

over the years, Chapman was made to 

seem less entrepreneurial and the use of 

his apples was played down as he made 

it into books and a Disney cartoon.  

Unfortunately, Prohibition 

killed much of John Chapmanôs real 

legacy. By the time the US government 

outlawed alcohol in 1920, he had be-

come an American folk hero. But even 

this didnôt stop FBI agents from merci-

lessly tearing down orchards to prevent 

the making of homemade hooch. Aside 

from slaughtering Chapmanôs trees, this 

also nearly killed Americaôs connection 

to hard cider. The beverage rooted deep 

in our history has only recently seen a 

resurgence of popularity. Today, a 176-

year-old apple tree in Nova, Ohio still 

remains and is said to be the last known 

planted by Johnny Appleseed himself.  

Michael Pollan credits John 
Chapmanôs preference for seeds over 
grafting for not only creating varieties 

like delicious or golden delicious, but 
also the ñhardy American apple.ò Since 
grafted apples are the same as the parent 
tree, they donôt change. But by forgoing 
grafting, Chapman created the condi-
tions for apple trees to adapt and thrive 
in their new world home. As Pollan 
wrote, "It was the seeds, and the cider, 
that give the apple the opportunity to 
discover by trial and error the precise 
combination of traits required to prosper 
in the New World. From Chapman's 
vast planting of nameless cider apple 
seeds came some of the great American 
cultivars of the 19th century."~~ 

The Real Johnny Appleseed 
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By Alicia M. Bonus  
 
 Have you ever experienced something really good for a long time with nothing bad hap-
pening to you?  But, when you believe that everything is under control, like nothing can possibly go 
wrong, something unexpectedly does.  And, after you finally get out of that bad situation, some-
thing unexpectedly good happens again, but only for the same cycle to start all over again. 
 For the past two years, Iõve experienced more stress than usual.  Itõs been difficult for me, 
experiencing rapid body issues that have been affecting my health and my mind.  Not only is As-
pergerõs Syndrome challenging enough on its own, but having to deal with Ulcerative Colitis 
(Crohnõs Disease) was the most difficult and painful process Iõve ever experienced for over twenty 
years, and I still live and suffer through the side effects today.  After treatments, I begin to feel a lot 
better.  I can exercise, take hour-long walks, clean the house, plant in the garden, wash the car, etc. I 
can do all this and more, feeling invincible. But then, three weeks later, I begin to feel terrible. I start 
to cramp, get tired, sluggish, annoyed, and even angry. I refuse to go outside, become bed-ridden, 
cancel upcoming events that Iõd previously planned to attend, avoid looking in mirrors, and some-
times cry. At this point, Iõm physically and emotionally drained.  My problems have been so bad 
that I feel like Iõve become a burden to my family and loved ones. Iõve tried to explain my situation 
to them in so many ways and specific details, but they still canõt comprehend what Iõve been going 
through. As a result, I end up either yelling at them or hiding from them. This has become a toxic 
routine for me, that I just end up avoiding or shutting out everyone.  
 This process can be a stressful and exhausting pattern. People experiencing this firsthand 
can begin to think they have a problem, that there may even be some kind of force thatõs making 
them feel this way. After this pattern or routine is experienced over and over again, the person can 
develop feelings of fear, anxiety, and sadness, and can begin to avoid everyone and everything 
around them, in an effort to avoid the eventual negativity that is to come. This overwhelming feel-
ing is known as òcherophobia.ó   
 Cherophobia is a form of anxiety. Itõs a fear of being happy, a fear of experiencing pleasure. 
And itõs a feeling that something seems too good to be true. The symptoms consist of not attending 
social gatherings, not going out in public, and not participating in many activities, and even believ-
ing that if youõre happy, then youõre to be punished. The phobia can be caused by conflict or trau-
ma that a person had experienced in the past. Cherophobia can act as a defense mechanism. For 
example, if itõs due to happiness vs. punishment link during childhood, it could be more common 
than we think. It could stem from the fear of conflict with a loved one, or a bad experience you as-
sociate with a certain event. So if youõre used to something bad happening right after a happy 
event, you might resist the happy event again. If you are pleasure-averse, it may be that somewhere 
along the way, by wrath, punishment, humiliation, or theft, you gained something only to quickly 
lose it again. And, that type of loss can completely kill your joy.  
 This is where hopelessness creeps in, which leads the person to feel anxious or wary of tak-
ing part in anything, wary of actively doing things that promise happiness because you feel it wonõt 
last. But, the fear of happiness doesnõt necessarily mean that the person is constantly living in sad-
ness. When it comes to looking for a cure for cherophobia, so far there isnõt any medicine that can 
help. However, therapy can become a good resource when explaining what youõre going through, 
even when nobody else understands you. Itõd be good to start digging into your past so that you 
can try and learn how to have control over your phobia. Therefore, you can learn how to not waste 
time, how to have fun, and how to experience happiness without feeling bad about yourself all the 
time. Treatments like insight -oriented psychotherapy and cognitive behavioral therapy are useful 
for understanding the causes, and undoing the negativity people have between pleasure and pain.  
Hopefully, with the help of therapy, people can work through their past and look forward to the 
future without fear and worry.~   

If Itõs Not One Thing, Itõs Another: A Story About Cherophobia 
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Summations  
 
By Joshua Walburn  
 

In mathematics, summations are the sets of addition in terms of sequencing of numbers, variables, and 
constants that result in a total of a sum. Numbers can be added and the result is a partial, prefix sum, or re-
maining total of a sum. Summations are like adding, but a form of counting level after level, or number after 
number. They can come in divergent, finite, infinite, arithmetic, geometric, and harmonic series.  

The beginning of a summation requires the Greek capital letter sigma, which signifies the addition of 
many variables. Constant 'n' resembles the so-called 'what to' sum. The go to value, visually goes above the 
capital sigma. It can be any number of where the sum goes, or even mathematical concepts like n - 1 or infini-
ty.  

Riemann's Zeta function is an example of an infinite sum where the given formula is zeta(s) is where 
the sum goes to infinity and starts at n = 1 1/n^s. Among its endless continuation, it can be sequenced like this:  

 
1 + 1/1^s + İ^s + 1/3^s + ı^s + ...  
 
Just like how it counts by 1s, there's a lot more to the zeta function also by the function's spiral like 

curve as seen in its graph. It can also be interpreted as a fractal where in one view, where it's shown for various 
inputs for both of its real (horizontal) and imaginary (vertical) number axis.  

 
         This same mathematical hypothesis can be rewritten as an integral where {x} = x - |x|. It's also 

one of the $1,000,000.00 hypotheses that mathematicians begin to question. An arithmetic sum can feature the 
first nth terms of a sequence. Using a specific formula such as a sum goes to n - 1 and starts at k = 0 (a + kd) = 
n/2 (2a + (n - 1) d) where the given numbers are {20, 25, 30, ...}.  

 
         With that being said, that's where n = 30, a = 20, and d = 5 when determining for that specific 

sequence code. Summations are common in general mathematics, studied through the courses of algebra and 
calculus related disciplines. College students who take a calculus courses from I through IV, summations can 
be a huge role for them to find a new way of sequencing, just by calculating a sum.~~  
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By Amelia Krzton 
 

There are many famous cities in upstate New York, excluding the Big Apple. Some of these cities include 
Westchester, Watertown, Albany, and most importantly, Saratoga. As we all know, in the fall of 1777, a very im-
portant battle happened during the American Revolution. These were the Battles of Saratoga at Bemis Heights and 
Freemanôs Farm. These battles were important because of the incredible impact of the American victory. These 
battles are known as the ñTurning Point of the American Revolutionò and are considered by many historians to be 
among the top 15 battles in world history.  

Now that we have gotten the basics on one of the most important battles of the Revolutionary War, I would 
like to talk about a recent entertainment place that opened in Edgewood Towne Center last year and one of the 
outings I went to with Evolve group this past summer. It is none other than Scene 75. Besides Pittsburgh, there are 
currently Scene 75 locations in Dayton, Cincinnati, Cleveland, and one coming to Columbus soon. Imagine if these 
four entertainment centers moved to upstate New York. The Dayton location would move to Watertown, the Cincin-
nati location would move to Albany, the Cleveland location would move to Saratoga, and the soon-to-be Columbus 
location would be relocated in Westchester County. The Watertown location would have the Scene 75 Bar and Grill 
for a restaurant, as well as the Center Bar and Snack Zone for additional food and drink. The Watertown location 
would have the Toxic Meltdown, arcade games, indoor go-karts, laser tag, virtual reality, blacklight mini golf, bumper 
cars, bouncing inflatables, mini bowling, 4-D Motion Theater, Drop Tower, Valkyrie, Laser Maze, Chaos Room, 
Atomic Rush, and Sand Volleyball (for both leagues and open play).  
The Albany location would have the Scene 75 Bar and Grill for a restaurant, as well as the Center Bar and Snack 
Zone for additional food and drink. The Albany location would have the 4-D Motion Theater, arcade games, Atomic 
Rush, blacklight mini golf, bouncing inflatables, bumper cars, Chaos Room multiplayer, indoor go-karts, laser tag, 
mini bowling, the Pin Deck, Valkyrie, and the Vault Laser Maze. Finally, the Saratoga location would have the Food 
Truck Alley with The Great Garrettiniôs Pizzeria, the All-American, Momma Tôs Tacos, and the Snack Shack, as well 
as the Center Bar. The Saratoga location would have the arcade games, indoor go-karts, laser tag, blacklight mini 
golf, virtual reality, bouncing inflatables, X-Rider 4-D Motion Theater, Spin Zone Bumper Cars, mini bowling, and the 
Vault Laser Maze. The soon-to-be Columbus location would move to Westchester, New York. I hope you guys en-
joyed this imaginary Scene 75 scenario in upstate New York!~~ 

Scene 75 in Upstate New York (An Imaginary Scenario) 

 

Designs by Daniel 

Ashkin 
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Top 10 Phantoms of the Opera 
Compiled by Michael Kurland 
Based on the Novel by Gaston Leroux 

 
1. Michael Crawford ï Originated the role in the Andrew Lloyd Webber musical from 1986-1991 and the 
main inspiration for all Phantoms since. 

2. Lon Chaney ï The very first Phantom on film in the 1925 silent film from Universal Pictures 
3. Colm Wilkinson ï Originated the role in the Toronto production of the Lloyd Webber musical from 
1989-1994. Also portrayed the character in a work-in-progress performance in 1985. 

4. Maximillian Schell ï Portrayed the part in a 1983 TV movie 
5. Ramin Karimloo ï The most famous Phantom in the Lloyd Webber musical from 2007-2011. Also 
played the two other love interests of Christine (Raoul, 2003-2004 and Christineôs father in a photo-
graph in the 2004 film adaptation.) 

6. William Finley ï Starred in a Rock version called ñPhantom of the Paradiseò in 1974, with his singing 
provided by Paul Williams 

7. Robert Englund ï Most likely the goriest portrayal in 1989 
8. Herbert Lom ï Featured in one of the Hammer Horror Films in 1962 
9. Claude Rains ï First Phantom since Chaney in 1943 
10. Richard White ï From the 1991 Maury Yeston musical~~ 

In Memoriam: 
Hal Prince: Director, Andrew Lloyd Webberôs 

The Phantom of the Opera 
(January 20, 1928 ï July 31, 2019) 

ñYou alone could make my song take flight. 
ITôS OVER NOW, 

THE MUSIC OF THE NIIIIIIIIIGHT!ò 
- The Phantom, Finale (1986) 
Music by Andrew Lloyd Webber 

Lyrics by Charles Hart & Richard Stilgoe 
Book by Richard Stilgoe & Andrew Lloyd 

Webber 
Based on the Novel by Gaston Leroux 
Produced by Cameron Mackintosh 
Directed by Hal Prince~~ 

Lon Chaney (1925) Claude Rains (1943) William Finley (1974) 

Colm Wilkinson (1989-
1994) 

Michael Crawford 

(1986-1991)  

Michael Kurland 
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Dumbledore and Grindelwald:  
Friendship To Rivalry Series 

 
By Michelle Middlemiss 
 
Part 1: The Players: 
In this series I want to show the evolving relationship between Dumbledore and Grindel-
wald, along with the consequences it has on the Harry Potter Mythology. 
 

Who is Dumbledore? 
 He is the head of Hogwarts. Dumbledore was asked to be the Minister of Magic but 
refused several times to remain the head of Hogwarts. He is the only wizard that Volde-
mort feared and was famous for beating Grindelwald (who was trying to take over the 
wizarding world). 
 

Who is Grindelwald? 
 He is the ñvillainò and is more than meets the eye. Grindelwald is caring and com-
passionate and he takes Credence under his wing and helps him stay alive. 
 

Who is Credence? 
 He is Dumbledore's unknown brother who developed dark magic called 
ñObscurusò (due to his magic being repressed for a very long time). Credence is an or-
phan trying to find a home where he belongs and joins Grindelwald. He is technically a 
fantastic beast. 
 

Who is Newt Salamander? 
 He is an unqualified wizard. Dumbledore is using him to find Credence. Newt Sala-
mander loves magical beasts. Heôs not allowed to leave London, or will be thrown in Azka-
ban (evil jail). 
 

Who is Voldemort? 
 He is the head of the death eaters; his followers must be ñyes men/women.ò He is 
an intelligent, genocidal sociopath who shows no compassion, love or remorse for any-
thing. He split his heart into seven parts to become immortal. He is compared to Grindel-
wald (unfair to Grindelwald). He accidentally had an 
eighth piece of his soul attach to Harry Potter. 
 

Who is Harry Potter? 
 He is a wizard who is famous because he is the 
only survivor of the Avada Kedavra, or the ñKilling Curse.ò 
Harry is kind, caring and compassionate. ñBecause he 
knew how to love, he had a power Voldemort could never 
have.ò (Harry Potter and the Half Blood Prince, JK Rowl-
ing) We first meet Harry at age one, when Dumbledore 
leaves him on the doorstep of his aunt and uncle because 
his mom died to save his life. Dumbledore could not keep 
Harry due to a blood pact, or promise, from his momôs 
death.~~ 
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By Jake Ziesche 
 
 äHold the phone! You plan on doing what?å cried Iris.  
 äIçm going to find out if the legends are true. Içm going to venture inside the house on Hal-
loween and see if itçs haunted,å replied Oswald.  
 The four friends, Oswald, Iris, Annabelle, and Kai, were standing right outside the spooky 
old house everyone said was home to a ghost. Oswald had gathered them all there to announce 
his big plan for Halloween.  
 The others were flabbergasted at the stunt Oswald had in mind. Entering the house was 
one thing, but only a crazy person would do it on Halloween. On top of that, anyone who did ex-
plore it went in during the day. Nobody was brave enough to enter at night.  
 Iris was the first one to find her voice. äWhat brought this on, Oswald? I never would have 
pegged you as the one to enter a haunted house.å 
 Oswald decided to tell his friends the truth. äYou see, I love a good mystery and I thought 
looking around a supposedly haunted house would make for an exciting challenge. Moreover, this 
house has always given me the creeps and I thought going inside would help me be brave. Not 
only that, Içm going to film it and show everyone to prove that I actually entered.å 
 Iris felt like her head was spinning from all the revelations. Despite that, she needed to 
know something important. äWould I be correct if I guessed that you want us to join you on this little 
excursion?å 
 äI was hoping you would join me,å Oswald sheepishly admitted. äWho wouldnçt want to look 
for ghosts?å  
 äYou mean other than Scooby-Doo?å Iris retorted.  
 The others laughed at this. Iris rolled her eyes at her friendsç display. This was serious, but 
they were treating it as a joke. 
 äMaybe weçll run into things that go bump in the night,å Kai said mischievously.  
 äI hope nobody attempts to prank us,å Annabelle added. äI heard that last year some kids 
used this house for pranks and they got in major trouble.å  
 äWeçd better be cautious,å said Iris. äI donçt want anyone scaring the living daylights out of 
us.å 
 The others whole-heartedly agreed. Iris was glad they were on the same page, and she 
was starting to warm up to the idea herself. As long as they were together, the group would have 
each otherçs backs.  
 äHoly guacamole!å cried Kai. äLook at the time. Itçs getting late and we need to get ready for 
our impromptu ghost hunt.å  
 äYou can say that again,å added Annabelle. äHalloween will be here before we know it.å  
 That was everyoneçs cue to leave. Halloween really was only a few days away, and the 
friends needed to prepare themselves.  
 After his friends left, Oswald got one last look at the house, and thought about the upcom-
ing adventure. As he turned to go, Oswald thought he heard a noise, but thought it was only the 
wind. As Oswald departed, he pondered what scares All Hallowsç Eve would bring. The friends had 
no idea they would get more frights than they bargained for.~~  
 

For Whom the Ghost Tolls 
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Ode to autumn,  
 

our time,  
 

we like our autumn strolls,  
 

while looking at the colors in the leaves,  
 

for our love is like a parade of trees in the fall,  
 

our colors blossom,  
 

and as the leaves fall,  
 

we grow anew,  
 

fresh leaves, 
 

just like our love,  
 

we may hit rough patches,  
 

but,  
 

our love will grow again,  
 

like a fall rose we bloom,  
 

with the colors of the rainbow,  
 

and beyond,  
 

sure, sometimes we may prickle,  
 

but our love is as colorful as a rainbow,  
 

with a pot of gold at the end to sweeten the deal,  
 

we refresh within the autumn breeze,  
 

and bask in the crisp air,  
 

for we are,  
 

autumn lovers.  
 
 

For: The one who has taken me 
 
 

By Paul Lechevalier ~~  
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There's a hospital that's located near my 
hometown of Boston. It's where I was born, and 
where I go to receive my physicals. For as long 
as I can remember, I was diagnosed with having 
sickle cell anemia. Ever since I was a kid, I'd 
always have chronic pain in my feet whenever I 
would go outside near the playgrounds, where 
I'd go and play red rover, dodge ball, and cops 
and robbers. Most of the other kids never took 
into consideration of the amount of rough hous-
ing we would have, but it didn't matter to me. I 
wanted to, pun not intended, be on equal foot-
ing with them, because I didn't have many kids 
to hang out with. There have been numerous 
times where I would go out hiking with them, 
because we loved the outdoors, particularly the 
forests near our neighborhood. During those 
occurrences, I would end up with a few notable 
injuries, from deep gashes in my legs caused by 
the rocks of a deep river bank when I was 8, to 
my fractured right arm when I tumbled down a 
hill into a small flowing creek when I was 10, 
to a slight head trauma when I was 13 wrestling 
with my friends around a bonfire during sum-
mer camp. As the years went by, however, I 
would find myself going back to that hospital 
more frequently than usual. Every week, I 
wound up getting blood transfusions to prevent 
me from feeling more fatigued with each pass-
ing year. The thing is, I would start developing 

this unnerving fear whenever I would end up there. It's not the physical checkups, nor the surgeries I 
had after those times in the forest with my friends. It was something much more simple.  

 Needles. I dread the thought of seeing those damned things pierce through my skin every time I 
would need those transfusions. So much so, that the staff would literally need to put me to sleep before 
they underwent the process. From when I was still a child, all the way up to my teenage years, I couldn't 
bear the thought of it happening, and would always be susceptible to panic attacks. It's hard to explain 
why, but...just the thought of having some foreign liquid, let alone someone else's blood go through 
me..it just feels sickening, as if it would take a turn for the worst and mutate me from the inside. Though 
because I was always asleep, I started to get used to the idea when I became an adult. Or so it would 
seem. 

 I was coming back home from a neighborhood gathering near Detroit around 7 PM on a brisk, 
fall evening. I usually travel through a heavily forested region to get back down a long winding road, 
where my home is located. Though something felt ñoffò on this evening. The temperatures began to fall 
into freezing points, and the leaves that usually came down, began to rain down heavier than usual 
through unusual wind gusts. I quickly activated my windshield wipers to brush off the pouring foliage. 
An abrupt crash resounded in my eardrums, followed by total blackness. 

 Consciousness begins to set in. As my eyes begin to flutter open, I smell stale paint emanating 
from the decaying, brick-layered walls around me. The room is drenched in a faded green light, with the 
floors covered in crinkled, worn-out ceramic. I'm bound to a hospital bed, reeking of rusted copper, and 
dried sweat. Anxiety wraps around me, as I struggle to release myself from my queerly misshapen leath-
er shackles. I use every ounce of my arms' strength to unhinge the sidebars off, while looking to my 
right side to use the eerily rusted scalpel to cut off the remainder of my cuffs. The ground beneath me 
uncomfortably scrapes against the soles of my bare feet, as I stand to walk out of my room to see the 
hallway ahead of me. This place...its familiarity halts me as I take in the surroundings. Could it beéthe 



мо 

very same hospital? 
 Ahead of me lies an excruciatingly long hallway, lit with lambent lime lights. Numerous sick 

rooms line both sides of the hall. As I slowly make my way through, I am nary able to make out what is 
within the open rooms, nor of the figures that are possibly occupying them. They all have the very same 
green tinted, flickering UV lights as my room. Some figures remain still on top of their beds, others 
pace erratically, while the rest exert themselves to be freed from their confines. Their muffled cries 
range from being disturbingly detectable, to faintly waning, as if they're filled with water. What then 
perplexes me begins to form within the middle of the hallway. A discernible white light gently opens 
itself up towards my general direction. Somehow, it feels worrisome, but not as distressing as what 
comes next. The lights from behind me donôt necessarily turn off, but rather start to become covered in 
an ever-moving darkness. The noise that emanates from it is much more disturbing. These were not the 
sounds of houseflies, but what could be akin to a swarm of aggressively loud locusts.  

 The dark cloud flies towards me with hostile intent, as my instincts immediately kick in to scur-
ry towards the light. As the light draws ever closer, it resonates an audible hum, comparable to a wailing 
underground tunnel. I begin to feel the chittering flock tear at my legs with their distance drawing near-
er. The tones of the swarming darkness, and the piercing light begin to clash at a vociferous roar, as I 
hastily leap into the luminescence! Silence. Within it lies a white void, surrounded by an array of pris-
tine hospital beds, covered with spotless white sheets, spanning its infinite reaches. While the scenery 
raised my concern, it also felt captivating. The glow of the null landscape feels recognizable. This is the 
exact sensation I felt every year when I would visit for those physicals. I could feel tranquility bask over 
me, putting me to slumber for an eternity.  

 Those hours would soon waiver. New tones fill the nothingness with a clear, liquefying pres-
ence, and detectable taps to each hospital bed. IVs would begin to rise from the floorless void. This 
awakened me in a sweat, as I began to witness the beds all around me start to unfurl. All the sheets from 
underneath them would soon take shape in the form of human bodies, all slowly breathing in their 
strangely rhythmic pattern. The IVs themselves did not have any visible tubes connected to them, which 
only encumbered my curiosity. It wasn't until the bags themselves began to vibrate, as they would show 
me not one tube forming, but several. These devices then quickly took the form of translucent jellyfish. 
But what would fill me to the brim with firm unease, is the end tips then began to crystallize, forming 
the sharp objects of my existential dread. The tendril-esque syringes quickly stabbed into all forms of 
the bodies with precision, as they quiver and bleed dark azure through their once white sheets. It wasn't 
long until the bodies would begin to shake violently in erratic seizures. The sheets abruptly start to bloat 
from once human-like figures, to near inhuman lumps of fleshy mass, drenched in their bloodied tarps. 

 Adrenaline soon claims my body, as I quickly begin to run the opposite direction where the 
door was once located. To my terror, it had long sealed itself shut before I had the chance to reach the 
end. Trapped in this dimension, I could only look in utter dread at the beds quickly wheeling toward me, 
the lumps now shaking harder than ever before. A collective explosion begins to erupt from the bodies, 
and out flying were multiple fleshy syringes, all bee-lining for me to make their marks. I try to dodge 
most of them, until the space from underneath me began to bind me with the same stringy appendages. 
As I struggle to break free, the sound of their punctures through my skin echo within the void. I scream 
and thrash in utter horror, until I witness the frightening visages all over me. The scars from the gashes 
in my legs burst open. My right arm begins to bend and shrivel to a near husk at an intense rate. My 
head begins to leisurely crumble from the cranium down. My childhood injuries unfurl in viscous form 
in front of my very eyes. The rest of my body soon begins to dry up and looses its muscle mass. What 
were once screams, now become haggard gasps of breath. As my vision fades, and my vessel begins to 
give way, the last thing I hear before my untimely collapse answers me: 

 
ñWelcome to Horizon Hospital, young one. Where your soul will be reborn anew...ò~~   
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.ȅ bƛƭǎ {ƪǳŘǊŀ 
 

hƴ WǳƴŜ ноǊŘΣ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ L ǘƻƻƪ ŀ Řŀȅ ǘǊƛǇ ŦǊƻƳ 
ƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴ DǊŜŜƴǎōƻǊƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴ ƻŦ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎΣ bƻǊǘƘ 
/ŀǊƻƭƛƴŀ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ²ƛƭƭ IƛƴǘƻƴΣ ŀ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ ƻŦ !Ǌǘ ŀǘ 
[ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎ /ƻƭƭŜƎŜ ǿƘƻǎŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ-ƎǊŜŀǘ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ 
CŜƴƴŜǊ ¸ŀǊōƻǊƻǳƎƘΣ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŀǎ ŀƴ ƻŶŎŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ 
!ǊƳȅ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ /ƛǾƛƭ ²ŀǊΦ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ Iƛƴǘƻƴ ŬǊǎǘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ 
ŀǧŜƴǝƻƴ ǿƘŜƴ L ǊŜŀŘ ƻƴƭƛƴŜ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜũƻǊǘǎ ǘƻ ǊŜƭƻŎŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ 
CǊŀƴƪƭƛƴ /ƻǳƴǘȅ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘǎ ǇǊŜπ
ǎŜƴǘ Ǉƻǎƛǝƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇǳǎ ǘƻ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎΩǎ 
hŀƪǿƻƻŘ /ŜƳŜǘŜǊȅΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƻǘƘŜǊ 
/ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ōǳǊƛŜŘΦ !ǎ ŀ /ƛǾƛƭ ²ŀǊ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŀƴΣ L 
ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŜŀƎŜǊ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ IƛƴǘƻƴΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ 
ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǝǾŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜōŀǘŜ ƻǾŜǊ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ 
ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ bƻǊǘƘ /ŀǊƻƭƛƴŀΣ ǎƻ L ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ŀǊπ
ǊŀƴƎŜŘ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿΦ Iƛƴǘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ 
ŀǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ŀƭƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜΦ 

 ¦Ǉƻƴ ŀǊǊƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎΣ ǿŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ōȅ 
ǘƘŜ CǊŀƴƪƭƛƴ /ƻǳƴǘȅ /ƻǳǊǘƘƻǳǎŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘƻǳǎŜŘ ŀ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ 
ƳŜƳƻǊƛŀƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƳ ƻŦ ǎŜƎǊŜƎŀǘŜŘ άǿƘƛǘŜέ 
ŀƴŘ άŎƻƭƻǊŜŘέ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ Ŧƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇƭŀǉǳŜ ŘŜǇƛŎǝƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
/ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ ƅŀƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘŜǊΦ L ƘŀŘ ǊŜŀŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜƳƻǊƛπ
ŀƭ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŎ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎ ƭŀƴŘƳŀǊƪǎ ƻƴƭƛƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ 
ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘǊƛƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŀƴŘƳŀǊƪ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŎƻƳƳŜƳƻǊŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀŎȅ ōǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƘŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ 
ƻŦ WƛƳ /Ǌƻǿ ǎŜƎǊŜƎŀǝƻƴΣ ŀ Ŏƻƴƴƻǘŀǝƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŀƭΩǎ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ ŘŜǎƛƎƴ ƳŀŘŜ ŜȄǇƭƛŎƛǘƭȅ ŎƭŜŀǊΦ hƴŎŜ ǿŜ 
ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇǳǎΣ L ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ aŀƛƴ 
{ǘǊŜŜǘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƛǾƛƭ ²ŀǊΣ L ŀƳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ 
ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴƅƛŎǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜōŀǘŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎȅƳōƻƭƛǎƳ L ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ǿƘȅ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 
ǊŜƎŀǊŘ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ ǎǘŀǘǳŜǎ ŀǎ ŎƻƴǘǊƻǾŜǊǎƛŀƭ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘǊƻƴƎƭȅ ƛƴ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŀǎ 
ƳŜƳƻǊƛŀƭǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜΣ L ŦŜƭǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎπ
ǝǾŜ ƻŦ ŀ /ƛǾƛƭ ²ŀǊ ŘŜǎŎŜƴŘŀƴǘ ǿƘƻ ŦŀǾƻǊŜŘ ǊŜƭƻŎŀǝƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŀƴŎŜΦ  

 ²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƳŜǘ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ IƛƴǘƻƴΣ ƘŜ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ƻũŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ŀ ǘƻǳǊ ƻŦ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŎ [ƻǳƛǎπ
ōǳǊƎ ŀƴŘ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǝǎǝŎ ƭŀƴŘƳŀǊƪǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ŘŜǎƛƎƴƛƴƎΦ IŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ōȅ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǳǎ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎ /ƻƭƭŜƎŜ ŎŀƳǇǳǎ ς ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ aŀƛƴ .ǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǿƘƛŎƘ Řŀǘπ
ŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ мурт ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǳǎŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ /ƛǾƛƭ ²ŀǊΦ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ Iƛƴǘƻƴ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎ 
/ƻƭƭŜƎŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ǊŜƭŀǘŜŘ Ŏƻ-ŜŘǳŎŀǝƻƴŀƭ ƛƴǎǝǘǳǝƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ 
мтут ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴ ƻŦ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎ ǿŀǎ ƛƴŎƻǊǇƻǊŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ мтффΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƳŀŘŜ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎ /ƻƭƭŜƎŜ ŜǾŜƴ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 
¦b/ /ƘŀǇŜƭ IƛƭƭΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǝƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴΦ  

 tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ Iƛƴǘƻƴ ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅŜŘ ŀ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭŜ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ŀƴŘ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎƳ ƛƴ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ [ƻǳƛǎπ
ōǳǊƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ƻŦ ŀǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ  !ƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ 
ǿŀƭƭ ŜƴǝǘƭŜŘ ά.ŜŦƻǊŜ L 5ƛŜΣέ ŀ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ǇǳōƭƛŎ ŀǊǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŘŀǘŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ нлмпΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ Ŏŀƴ ǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǎŜƭŦ-
ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǿǊƛǘŜ Řƻǿƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŜΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŎ ŀǊǘ ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ 
ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǳǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ мфоф ƳǳǊŀƭ ōȅ ŀǊǝǎǘ wΦ YŜƴŀƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎ Ǉƻǎǘ ƻŶŎŜΣ ŦŜŀǘǳǊƛƴƎ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƳŜƴ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ 
ƛƴ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŀǩǊŜ ŎƻƴŘǳŎǝƴƎ ǘǊŀƴǎŀŎǝƻƴǎ ŀǘ ŀ ǘƻōŀŎŎƻ ŀǳŎǝƻƴ ǿƘƛƭŜ !ŦǊƛŎŀƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ƳŜƴΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǊǘƭŜǎǎ 
ƻǊ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǿƻǊƪ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ Ƙŀǳƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƻōŀŎŎƻ ǎŀŎƪǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊŜƘƻǳǎŜΦ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ Iƛƴǘƻƴ ƳŀƛƴǘŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ 
ƳǳǊŀƭΣ ŎƻƳƳƛǎǎƛƻƴŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƪǎ tǊƻƎǊŜǎǎ !ŘƳƛƴƛǎǘǊŀǝƻƴΣ ŀǎƪǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ǉǳŜǎǝƻƴǎ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƻǊŀǊȅ 
ǾƛŜǿŜǊǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƳŀƎŜǊȅ ŎŀǊǊƛŜǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ ŎƻƴƴƻǘŀǝƻƴǎΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǾŀƭŜƴǘ ƳŜƴǘŀƭƛǘȅ ŀƳƻƴƎ 

aƻƴǳƳŜƴǘ wŜƭƻŎŀǝƻƴ ŀǎ ŀ /ƻƴǘŜƳǇƭŀǝǾŜ {ǘŜǇΥ ¢ƻǳǊ ƻŦ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎ 



мр 

ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǿƘƛǘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ мфолΩǎΣ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ Iƛƴǘƻƴ ŀǎǎŜǊǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊŀƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƴŘ ŀ ŘƛŶŎǳƭǘ 
ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƻ !ŦǊƛŎŀƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǾƛŜǿŜǊǎ ǘƻŘŀȅ ǿƘƻ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊƭȅ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻǎǘ ƻŶŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŀƛƭΦ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ 
IƛƴǘƻƴΩǎ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳǳǊŀƭ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴΣ ǘƘŜ мфос hǇŜǊŀ IƻǳǎŜ aǳǊŀƭΣ ƻōƧŜŎǝŬŜǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƛƴ 
[ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǝƳŜ ǇŜǊƛƻŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǳǇƭƛƊƛƴƎ ƳŀƴƴŜǊΦ ¢ƻŘŀȅΩǎ ǾŀƭǳŜǎ ƻŦ ŘƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ƛƴŎƭǳǎƛǾπ
ƛǘȅ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ Ǿƛǘŀƭ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻŦ ²ƛƭƭΩǎ ŀǊǝǎǝŎ ǿƻǊƪΦ  

tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ Iƛƴǘƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎ ŦƻǊ ос ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ŀƴ ƛƴǘǊƛƎǳƛƴƎ ŎŀƴŘƻǊ ƛƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƛǎǎǳŜ ƻŦ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǊŀŎŜ ǊŜƭŀǝƻƴǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ƻǳǘƘΦ Iƛǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ-ƎǊŜŀǘ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊ 
ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƭƛŜǳǘŜƴŀƴǘ ƛƴ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅ D ƻŦ ǘƘŜ птǘƘ bƻǊǘƘ /ŀǊƻƭƛƴŀ LƴŦŀƴǘǊȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇǊƻƳƻǘŜŘ ǘƻ 
ŎƻƭƻƴŜƭ ƻŦ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜƎƛƳŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎǘǿŀǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ 9ǇƛǎŎƻǇŀƭ /ƘǳǊŎƘΦ  IŜ 
Ƙŀǎ ŀŶǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊǎ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǎ ŀ ǊƻƳŀƴǝŎƛȊƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ǿŀǎ ŜƳōƻŘƛŜŘ 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘΦ ά²ƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘ ƛǎ ōŜŀǳǝŦǳƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ άǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ŦƻǊ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŀŎƘπ
ƛƴƎ ƧǳŘƎƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǳǎŜǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ǘƻ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ƭƻǿŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀŘǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƭƪ ōȅ ƛǘΦέ IŜ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ 
ǎƛƎƴƛŬŎŀƴǘ ŦŀŎǘƻǊ ŀũŜŎǝƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜōŀǘŜ ƻǾŜǊ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ άǿŜ ŀƭƭ ŀǊŜ ōƭƛƴŘǎƛŘŜŘ ōȅ ƻǳǊ 
ǇǊƛŘŜΣέ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎŜǉǳŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴǳƳŜǊƻǳǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻƴ ōƻǘƘ ǎƛŘŜǎ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǇǊƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ 
ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŬƴŘ ŀ ŎƻƳǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ǎƻƭǳǝƻƴΦ !ōƻǳǘ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƎƻΣ ƘŜ ƛƴǉǳƛǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
Ǉƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǊŜƭƻŎŀǝƴƎ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ hŀƪǿƻƻŘ /ŜƳŜǘŜǊȅ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƛǘǎ Ǉƻǎƛǝƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇǳǎ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘǳŜ άŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭƛƎƘǘƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴΣέ ǊŜǉǳƛǊƛƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƻ 
ŘǊƛǾŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛǘΦ CǳǊǘƘŜǊƳƻǊŜΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ тл҈ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŀǘ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎ /ƻƭƭŜƎŜ ŀǊŜ !ŦǊƛŎŀƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴΣ Iƛƴǘƻƴ 
ŦŜŜƭǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ ǎǘŀǘǳŜ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇǳǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ŘƛǎƛƴŎŜƴǝǾŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ 
ǘƻ ŀǧŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜΦ άaȅ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ-ƎǊŜŀǘ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƛǎ ōǳǊƛŜŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ 
ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘΦέ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜΣ άLŦ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘŜȄǘ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƳŜǘŜǊȅΣ 
ƛǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƭŀǝƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƘƻƴƻǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘΦέ 

hǳǊ Ŭƴŀƭ ǎǘƻǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ [ƻǳƛǎōǳǊƎ ǘƻǳǊ ǿŀǎ hŀƪǿƻƻŘ /ŜƳŜǘŜǊȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘŀōƭŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ 
ƘŜŀŘǎǘƻƴŜǎ ƳŀǊƪŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ {ǘŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ .ŀǊǎ ƅŀƎΣ ǘƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ ƴŀǝƻƴŀƭ ōŀƴƴŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀŎȅΣ ǘƻ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŀǘŜ 
ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜǎ ƻŦ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎΦ ¦Ǉƻƴ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭ ¸ŀǊōƻǊƻǳƎƘΣ ²ƛƭƭ 
ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƛƴǎƛƎƘǘǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ŦŜƭǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊƻŦƻǳƴŘΦ bƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŜƳŜπ
ǘŜǊȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀƴ ŀǇǇǊƻǇǊƛŀǘŜΣ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǜǳƭ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƭŀǝǾŜ ƭƻŎŀǝƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘǳŜ ǘƻ ƘƻƴƻǊ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊπ
ŀǘŜ ŘŜŀŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŀŶǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ŎƛǾƛƭƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ŀƳƻƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǇŀǊǝŜǎΥ ά̧ ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜΦέ L ǎǘǊƻƴƎƭȅ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŜƴǝƳŜƴǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ƘƻǎǝƭŜ 
ǊŜŀŎǝƻƴǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭǎ ƻƴ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ƳŜŘƛŀ ǿƘƻ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǎƘŀǊŜ Ƴȅ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǝǾŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ /ƛǾƛƭ ²ŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘ ŘŜōŀǘŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ L ƘŀǾŜ ƻǳǘƭƛƴŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ L ŦŜŜƭ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜ ŎƻƳǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜΦ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ ²ƛƭƭ IƛƴǘƻƴΩǎ ƛƴǎƛƎƘǘǎ Ŏŀƴ 
ǇƻǘŜƴǝŀƭƭȅ ŜȄŜǊǘ ŀ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ƛƴƅǳŜƴŎŜ 
ƻƴ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎǎǳŜ ς ŀƭǘπ
ƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŘƛǎŀƎǊŜŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎƭȅ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎȅƳōƻƭƛǎƳ ƻŦ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ 
ǎǘŀǘǳŜǎΣ ōȅ ǘǊŜŀǝƴƎ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ 
ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƛǾƛƭƛǘȅ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƳŀƪŜ ǇǊƻπ
ŘǳŎǝǾŜ ǎǘǊƛŘŜǎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ŬƴŘƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƻƭǳπ
ǝƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƴǳπ
ƳŜƴǘǎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŀƭǎƻ ŜƴǎǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 
Ƴŀȅ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾŜ 
ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǇŜ ƻŦ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ŀ Ŏƻƴπ
ǎǘǊǳŎǝǾŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΦϤϤ 



мс 

"Ù -ÁÒË 3ÕÌËÉÎ 
 

)Î ÔÈÅ ÃÉÔÙ ÏÆ 0ÈÉÌÁÄÅÌÐÈÉÁȟ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÏÒ (ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÅÎȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÆÅ× ×ÅÅËÓ Á×ÁÙȢ %ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ 
×ÁÓ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ (ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÅÎȟ ÅØÃÅÐÔ ÆÏÒ υ-ÙÅÁÒ-ÏÌÄ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ (ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÅÎ ×ÁÓ ÓÃÁÒÙȢ (ÉÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ 
(ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÅÎ ÉÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÁËÅ-ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅȢ 

! ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÍ ÐÕÔ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÃÏÒÁÔÉÏÎÓȢ (ÉÓ ÍÏÍ ÈÁÄ ÓËÅÌÅÔÏÎÓ ×ÈÏ ÃÁÎ ÄÁÎÃÅȟ ÊÁÃË
-Ï-ÌÁÎÔÅÒÎÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÌÉÇÈÔÓȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÄÅÃÏÒÁÔÉÏÎÓȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÃÏÒÁÔÉÏÎÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÃÁÒÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÍ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ 
ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÁËÅȢ 3ÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÄÅÃÏÒÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ×ÅÒÅ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒÓȟ ×ÉÔÃÈÅÓȟ ×ÉÚÁÒÄÓȟ ÓËÅÌÅÔÏÎÓȟ ÂÁÔÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÍÐȤ
ËÉÎÓȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÄÅÃÏÒÁÔÉÏÎÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄ ÔÏÏȢ 

4ÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÄÁÙȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ×ÅÎÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÒÍ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÓÏÍÅ ÐÕÍÐËÉÎÓ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÊÁÃË-Ï-ÌÁÎÔÅÒÎÓȢ  7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ 
ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÒÍȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÓÁ× Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȢ (Å ÓÁ× ÃÏ×Óȟ ÐÉÇÓȟ ÈÏÒÓÅÓȟ ÓÈÅÅÐȟ ÇÏÁÔÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÉÃËÅÎÓȟ ÇÅÅÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÄÕÃËÓȢ (Å ×ÅÎÔ 
×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ÔÏ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ÓÁ× ÓÏÍÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÐÏÎÉÅÓȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÉÄÅ Á ÐÏÎÙȟ ÔÏÏȢ  

Ȱ#ÁÎ ) ÇÏ ÏÎ Á ÐÏÎÙ ÒÉÄÅ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȟ $ÁÄÄÙȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄȢ  
 Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄȢ 
7ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÔÕÒÎȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÃÌÉÍÂÅÄ ÏÎ Á ÐÏÎÙȢ  (Å ÈÅÌÄ ÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÉÎÓ ÔÉÇÈÔ ÓÏ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÁÌÌ ÏÆÆȢ  (ÉÓ ÄÁÄ ×ÁÓ 

ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÅ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÏÎȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÒÏÄÅ ÁÌÌ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÒÍ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ËÅÐÔ ÈÉÍ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙȢ 2ÉÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÎÙ ×ÁÓ Á ÌÏÔ 
ÏÆ ÆÕÎȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÎÙ ÒÉÄÅȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ÔÏ Á ÈÁÙÒÉÄÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ПÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÓÏ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÇÏÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÎÅÒÖÏÕÓȢ "ÕÔ ÈÉÓ 
ÄÁÄ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ÃÌÉÍÂÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÇÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÒÏÄÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
ÆÁÒÍȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÓÁ× Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÆÁÒÍÅÒÓ ÇÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÒÖÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÒÕÉÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÖÅÇÅÔÁÂÌÅÓȢ 

7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÙÒÉÄÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÖÅÒȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÕÍÐËÉÎÓȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÂÉÇȢ 
Ȱ7ÉÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÕÍÐËÉÎ ÍÁËÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÊÁÃË-Ï-ÌÁÎÔÅÒÎȟ $ÁÄÄÙȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  

 Ȱ) ÂÅÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌȟȱ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ 9ÏÕÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ 
ÓÃÁÒÙ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÍÐËÉÎÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÎÅÅÄÅÄȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÒÍÅÒÓȭ ÍÁÒËÅÔ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÓÏÍÅ ÆÒÕÉÔÓ 
ÁÎÄ ÖÅÇÅÔÁÂÌÅÓȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÌÏÓÔȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌȭÓ ÄÁÄ ÂÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÕÉÔÓ 
ÁÎÄ ÖÅÇÅÔÁÂÌÅÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÓÔȢ   

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÂÁËÅÒÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÒËÅÔȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌȢ 7ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ Á ÃÏÏËÉÅȩȱ  
Ȱ/È ÙÅÓȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȟ $ÁÄÄÙȦȱ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ×ÅÎÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁËÅÒÙ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÃÈÏÏÓÅ Á ÃÏÏËÉÅȢ (Å ÃÈÏÓÅ ÁÎ ÏÁÔÍÅÁÌ 

ÃÏÏËÉÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ËÉÎÄȢ 
7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ ÈÏÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÒÍȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÈÅÌÐÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄ ÔÁËÅ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÕÉÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÖÅÇÅÔÁÂÌÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎȢ (Å 

ÅÖÅÎ ÈÅÌÐÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÃÁÒÒÙ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÍÐËÉÎÓȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ (ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÅÎȢ (ÉÓ ÍÏÍ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ×ÅÁÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÆÅÌÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢ 

4ÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ×ÅÎÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÍ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÈÉÍ Á (ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÅÎ ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÏ ÔÒÉÃË-ÏÒ-ÔÒÅÁÔÉÎÇ 
×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅ ÓÈÏÐȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÅÃÉÄÅ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÅÁÒȢ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 
ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÅ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÅÃÉÄÅ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍȢ &ÉÎÁÌÌÙȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÆÏÕÎÄ Á ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔȡ Á ÓËÅÌÅÔÏÎȢ  

Ȱ-ÏÍÍÙȟ ) ÆÏÕÎÄ Á ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÁÓ Á ÓËÅÌÅÔÏÎȢȱ  
Ȱ%ØÃÅÌÌÅÎÔ ÃÈÏÉÃÅȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÍȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ×ÅÎÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÅÓÓÉÎÇ ÒÏÏÍ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅȢ  Ȱ(Ï× ÄÏ ) 

ÌÏÏËȟ -ÏÍÍÙȩȱ  
Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ÂÏÎÙȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌȢȱ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÏ ÔÏÏȢ 
/Î ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ (ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÅÎȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÍÁËÅ ÊÁÃË-Ï-ÌÁÎÔÅÒÎÓȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌȭÓ ÄÁÄ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÈÉÍ Á 

ÂÏÏË ×ÉÔÈ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÆÁÃÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÍÐËÉÎÓȢ Ȱ7Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÄÏ Á ÇÈÏÓÔȟ ÏÒ Á ×ÉÔÃÈȟ ÏÒ ÅÖÅÎ Á ÇÏÂÌÉÎȢȱ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÇÏÏÄȢ  

/Î ÔÈÅ ПÉÒÓÔ ÐÕÍÐËÉÎȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌȭÓ ÍÏÍ ÃÁÒÖÅÄ Á ÇÈÏÓÔȢ /Î ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÐÕÍÐËÉÎȟ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÒÖÅÄ Á ×ÉÔÃÈȢ /Î ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÒÄ 
ÐÕÍÐËÉÎȟ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÒÖÅÄ Á ÇÏÂÌÉÎȢ 3ÏÏÎȟ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÊÁÃË-Ï-ÌÁÎÔÅÒÎÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÄÏÎÅȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÃÁÒÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÅÄ 
ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÎ (ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÅÎ ×ÁÓ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄȢ 

4ÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ (ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÅÎ ПÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄȢ  -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÐÕÔ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄȢ  Ȱ-ÉÃÈÁÅÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÏË 
ÌÉËÅ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÓËÅÌÅÔÏÎȢȱ  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄȟ $ÁÄÄÙȢȱ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅȢ 3ÏÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒÂÅÌÌ ÒÁÎÇȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ 
ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ !ÌÆÏÎÓÏȢ !ÌÆÏÎÓÏ ×ÁÓ ÄÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÓ Á ×ÉÚÁÒÄȢ  

Ȱ(Éȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌȢȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÍÙ ×ÉÚÁÒÄ ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅȩȱ  
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ !ÌÆÏÎÓÏȢ 9ÏÕ ÌÏÏË ÍÁÇÉÃÁÌȢȱ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ   
3ÏÏÎȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒÂÅÌÌ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ 3ÁÍÁÎÔÈÁȢ 3ÁÍÁÎÔÈÁ ×ÁÓ Á ×ÉÔÃÈȢ  
Ȱ(Éȟ 3ÁÍÁÎÔÈÁȢ 9ÏÕ ÌÏÏË ÂÅ×ÉÔÃÈÉÎÇȢȱ  
Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌȢ 9ÏÕ ÌÏÏË ÂÏÎÙȢȱ  
.Ï× ÔÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÅÒÅȟ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÒÉÃË-ÏÒ-ÔÒÅÁÔÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÇÏÏÄÙ ÂÁÇÓ 

ÁÎÄ ÓÅÔ ÏÆÆȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ×ÁÖÅÄ ÇÏÏÄÂÙÅ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÆÆ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ &ÉÒÓÔȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ -ÒÓȢ *ÏÈÎÓÏÎȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ  
Ȱ4ÒÉÃË-ÏÒ-4ÒÅÁÔȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȢ  
-ÒÓȢ *ÏÈÎÓÏÎ ÈÁÎÄÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÐÒÅÔÚÅÌÓȢ Ȱ(ÁÐÐÙ (ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÅÎȟ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ -ÒȢ (Ï×ÁÒÄÓȭ ÈÏÕÓÅ 

ÁÎÄ ÔÏ -ÓȢ +ÅÌÌÙȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ ÌÏÔÓ ÏÆ ÃÁÎÄÙȢ  
-ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ×ÅÎÔ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒÈÏÏÄ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÒÅÁÔÓ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÔÒÅÁÔÓȢ 

7ÈÅÎ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃËȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁ× Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÒÏÏÍȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á (ÁÌȤ
ÌÏ×ÅÅÎ ÐÁÒÔÙȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÏÆ (ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÅÎ ÔÒÅÁÔÓ ÆÏÒ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÓÈÁÒÅȢ -ÉÃÈÁÅÌ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÏÆ (ÁÌȤ
ÌÏ×ÅÅÎ ÅÖÅÒ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 4ÈÅ %ÎÄȦͯͯ 
 

Trick or Treat: A Halloween Story 



мт 

.ȅ 9ƭƛǎŜ aƻǘŜ 
 
 ϝϝ!ƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦Ch ŎƻƴǎǇƛǊŀŎȅ ǘƘŜƻǊƛŜǎ ƳŜƴǝƻƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǊǝŎƭŜ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜƻǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŎƻƴŎǊŜǘŜ ŜǾƛŘŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ 
ǇǊƻǾŜ ƻǊ ŘƛǎǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƭŀƛƳǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǾƛŜǿŜŘ ŀǎ ŜƴǘŜǊǘŀƛƴƳŜƴǘ ƻƴƭȅΦ ϝϝ 
 ²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ¦ChǎΚ  ¦ChΣ ƻǊ ¦ƴƛŘŜƴǝŬŜŘ CƭȅƛƴƎ hōƧŜŎǘΣ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ WΦ wǳǇǇŜƭǘ ό¦{ !ƛǊ CƻǊŎŜύ ŎƻƛƴŜŘ 
ƛƴ мфроΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƻ ƅȅƛƴƎ ƻōƧŜŎǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴϥǘ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ōŜ ƛŘŜƴǝŬŜŘ ŀǎ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ŀƛǊōƻǊƴŜ ƻōƧŜŎǘǎΦ  
¢ƻŘŀȅ ƻǳǊ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǝƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǝŜǎ ƻŦ ¦Chǎ Ƙŀǎ ǊŜǎǳƭǘŜŘ ƛƴ ƳƻǾƛŜǎΣ ǘǾ ǎƘƻǿǎΣ ǘƻȅǎΣ ōƻƻƪǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ 
ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ²ŀǊ hŦ ¢ƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘǎΣ ŀ мфоу ǊŀŘƛƻ ŘǊŀƳŀΦ hǊǎƻƴ ²ŜƭƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŀƳ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ Ƴŀǎǎ ǇŀƴƛŎ ōȅ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴ IΦDΦ 
²Ŝƭƭǎ ƴƻǾŜƭ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŦŀƪŜ ƴŜǿǎ ōǳƭƭŜǝƴΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΣ L ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ǊŜŎƻƳƳŜƴŘ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ ²ƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǝƻƴ 
ǿƛǘƘ ǎǇŀŎŜΣ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ ǘƻ ŬƴŘ ƛƴǘŜƭƭƛƎŜƴǘ ƭƛŦŜΦ LǘŜƳǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǎǇŀŎŜ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅ 
ƭƛŦŜ ŦƻǊƳǎΦ {ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅϥǎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭƛŜŦ ƛƴ ŜȄǘǊŀǘŜǊǊŜǎǘǊƛŀƭǎΦ 
 tǊƻƧŜŎǘ .ƭǳŜ .ƻƻƪΥ IŜŀŘǉǳŀǊǘŜǊŜŘ ŀǘ ²ǊƛƎƘǘ-tŀǧŜǊǎƻƴ !ƛǊ CƻǊŎŜ .ŀǎŜ ƛƴ hƘƛƻΣ tǊƻƧŜŎǘ .ƭǳŜ .ƻƻƪ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƛƴǾŜǎǝƎŀǘŜ  
 aŜƴ ƛƴ .ƭŀŎƪΥ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ Ƨƻō ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aŜƴ Lƴ .ƭŀŎƪ όaL.ύ ƛǎ ǘƻ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ǎŜŜƴ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǇƘŜƴƻƳŜƴŀ ŀƴŘ 
ŀǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƊŜǊ ŀƴ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜƴŎŜ Ƙŀǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǎŜŜƴ ƛƴ ōƭŀŎƪ ǎǳƛǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǘǎΣ ŘŀǊƪ ǎǳƴƎƭŀǎǎŜǎΣ ŘǊƛǾŜ ōƭŀŎƪ 
ŎŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŀǊŜ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƛƴ ƎǊƻǳǇǎ ƻŦ ǘǿƻ ƻǊ ǘƘǊŜŜΦ {ƻƳŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ aL. ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƴƻ ƘŀƛǊ ƻǊ 
ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎΣ ǎǳǇŜǊƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŜȄƛƻƴǎΦ tƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ ǊŜǇƻǊǘ ƻŦ aL. ǿŀǎ ŀǘ aŀǳǊȅ 
LǎƭŀƴŘΣ ²! ƻƴ WǳƴŜ нуΣ мфптΦ IŀǊƻƭŘ 5ŀƘƭ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǇƻǧŜŘ ¦Chǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƻŀǘ ƛƴ tǳƎŜǘ {ƻǳƴŘΦ 
wŜǇƻǊǘŜŘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ¦Chǎ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƳŜǘŀƭƭƛŎ ŘŜōǊƛǎΣ ǳƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŘƻƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŘŀȅΣ 5ŀƘƭ ǿŀǎ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ōȅ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ŀ 
ōƭŀŎƪ ǎǳƛǘ ǿƘƻ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘ ƻǊ ƘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎŜǉǳŜƴŎŜǎΦ  
 !ǊŜŀ рм ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǎǘ ƳȅǎǘŜǊȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ ¦ChǎΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜŘ ¦Ch ǎƛƎƘǝƴƎǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ΨрлǎΦ ¢ƘŜ 
ƻŶŎƛŀƭ ǊŜǇƻǊǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ bŜǾŀŘŀ ¢Ŝǎǘ ŀƴŘ ¢ǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ wŀƴƎŜ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘ ŀǘ DǊƻƻƳ [ŀƪŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ǎŀȅǎ ƛǘΩǎ ǳǎŜŘ ŀǎ ŀƴ ƻǇŜƴ 
ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ǊŀƴƎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ¦Φ{Φ !ƛǊ CƻǊŎŜΦ Lƴ нлмоΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ƻŶŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜŘ ƛǘǎ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜΦ ! ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǳǎŜŘ 
ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ¦Chǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƛŜƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎǊŀǎƘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜŜƴ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘ ōȅ ŀƎŜƴǘǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ƭŀǿǎǳƛǘǎΦ .ƛƭƭ /ƭƛƴǘƻƴ 
ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǿǊƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŜƳǇǝƻƴΦ  Lǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŜũŜŎǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŘŜŀǘƘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǇƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǊŀŘƛŀǝƻƴ 
ŀũŜŎǝƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŬƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀǊŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ Ƙŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǘƻƭŜƴ ƭŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƛƴ нлмр ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƘŀŘ 
ƻǿƴŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ мутлǎΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǊƳ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 
ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŎƻƴǎŜǉǳŜƴŎŜΦ ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜΣ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘŀǝƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ŘŜŬƴƛǘŜƭȅ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦΦ 
¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊƪŜǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ƛƴ ŀ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǿƘƛǘŜ ōǳǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘǊŀƴǎŦŜǊǊŜŘ ƻƴ W!b9¢ 
!ƛǊƭƛƴŜ όWǳǎǘ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ bƻƴ-9ȄƛǎǘŜƴǘ ¢ŜǊƳƛƴŀƭύΦ W!b9¢ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƻŶŎƛŀƭ ƴŀƳŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƻ ŀ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŬŜŘ ƅŜŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜǊǾŜǎ ǘƘŜ bŜπ
ǾŀŘŀ bŀǝƻƴŀƭ {ŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ǎƛǘŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ !ǊŜŀ рмǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŜƴǝƻƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ /ŀƳƻ 5ǳŘŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀǊƳŜŘ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ 
ŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘƻǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜΤ ƴƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƛŘŜƴǝǘȅ ǳƴƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ Ǉŀπ
ǘǊƻƭ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ōŀǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ŎŀƳŜǊŀǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
ōŀǎŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΦ ! ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƳƛǎƛŘŜƴǝŦȅ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘΦ  
 ¢ƘŜ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ ¦Chǎ Ƙŀǎ ŀũŜŎǘŜŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛǎ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴǘ ǿŀȅǎΦ {ƻƳŜ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜƭƛŜŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȄƛǎǘπ
ŜƴŎŜΣ ŀ Ŏǳƭǘ ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀƴ ǳƴǎǘŀōƭŜ ƳŀƴΦ  IŜŀǾŜƴΩǎ DŀǘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ мфтлǎ ōȅ aŀǊǎƘŀƭƭ !ǇǇƭŜπ
ǿƘƛǘŜ ŀƴŘ .ƻƴƴƛŜ bŜǧƭŜǎΦ !ǇǇƭŜǿƘƛǘŜ ƳŜǘ bŜǧƭŜǎΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳǳǎƛŎ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƴǳǊǎŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǇǎȅŎƘƛŀǘǊƛŎ ƛƴǎǝǘǳπ
ǝƻƴΦ {ƘŜ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƛƴƅǳŜƴŎŜŘ ōȅ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƻƻƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŜǿ ƴŀƳŜǎ .ƻ ŀƴŘ tŜŜǇΦ !ǊƻǳƴŘ мфтпΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀ ǎƛȄ-ƳƻƴǘƘ 
ǊƻŀŘ ǘǊƛǇ ŀƴŘ ŀǎǎŜƳōƭŜŘ ƴŜǿ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ ά¢ƘŜ /ǊŜǿΦέ  ¢ƘŜ ŎǳƭǘΩǎ ǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘȅ ǿŀǎ ƛƴƅǳŜƴŎŜŘ ōȅ !ǇǇƭŜǿƘƛǘŜΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ 
ŀ tǊŜǎōȅǘŜǊƛŀƴ ƳƛƴƛǎǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŜƭƛŜŦ ƛƴ ŜȄǘǊŀǘŜǊǊŜǎǘǊƛŀƭǎΦ  
 Lƴ мфурΣ .ƻƴƴƛŜ ŘƛŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ aŀǊǎƘŀƭƭ ƪŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƎƻƛƴƎΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ ΨфлǎΣ ŀ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ŬƴŀƴŎƛŀƭƭȅ ōȅ 
ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎǝƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŜǘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǿ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ǿƛŘŜǊ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŜƭƛŜŦǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƴ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ 
ƳŀƪŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŘŜǎƛƎƴƛƴƎ ǿŜō ǇŀƎŜǎΦ Lƴ aŀǊŎƘ мффтΣ оф ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ aŀǊǎƘŀƭƭΣ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƊŜǊ ŀ Ƴŀǎǎ ǎǳƛŎƛŘŜΦ 
¢ƘŜȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǎǇŀŎŜŎǊŀƊ ǿŀǎ ǘǊŀƛƭƛƴƎ IŀƭŜς.ƻǇǇ /ƻƳŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀōƻŀǊŘ ŀ ǎƘƛǇ ŀƊŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŜŘΦ 
¢ǿƻ ǎǳǊǾƛǾƛƴƎ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ƻǇŜǊŀǝƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎǳƭǘΩǎ ǿŜōǎƛǘŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ 
 ¢ƘŜ ¦Φ{Φ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ Ƙŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ōŜƭƛŜŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƛŜƴǎ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀƭΦ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ /ŀǊǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 
ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘŜƴ-DƻǾŜǊƴƻǊ /ŀǊǘŜǊ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀ ¦Ch ƛƴ hŎǘƻōŜǊ мфсф ǿƛǘƘ мн ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ 
ŜǾŜƴǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǾƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜ ŀƴȅ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴ ƻƴ ¦Chǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛŦ ŜƭŜŎǘŜŘ ǇǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΦ IŜ 
ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŜƭŜŎǘŜŘΣ ǎǘŀǝƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜƭŜŀǎƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀƭǎƻ ǇƻǎŜ ŀ ƴŀǝƻƴŀƭ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ǊƛǎƪΦ {ƻƳŜ 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴϥǘ ōŜ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǳƴǝƭ ǘƘŜ CǊŜŜŘƻƳ ƻŦ LƴŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴ !Ŏǘ ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴΦ ¢ƘŜ CǊŜŜŘƻƳ ƻŦ LƴŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴ !Ŏǘ 
όChL!ύ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭƭȅ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ǘƻ ŦŜŘŜǊŀƭ ŀƎŜƴŎȅ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎ ƻǊ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƻ 
ǘƘŜ ŜȄǘŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŘƛǎŎƭƻǎǳǊŜ ōȅ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƴŜ ŜȄŜƳǇǝƻƴǎ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǿΣ ƻǊ ōȅ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ 
ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ƭŀǿ ŜƴŦƻǊŎŜƳŜƴǘ ǊŜŎƻǊŘ ŜȄŎƭǳǎƛƻƴǎΦ 
 ²ƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ŎƻƴǝƴǳŜŘ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǝƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ Ǿŀǎǘ ǎƛȊŜΣ ǿƘƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ 
ƭŜŀǊƴΚϤϤ  

 UFOs and their Effects on the American People 
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By Maggie K. Jones 
 

It all began at Little Italy Days in Pittsburghès Bloom-
field neighborhood. I was walking around, checking out all 
of the booths the festival had to offer, when I saw Jon Bur-
nett. I was shy at first but then I thought to myself, åWhat if 
I could interview him for Pittverse?æ   I asked him and he 
told me to email him to schedule an interview. He signed an 
autograph that said, åBlue skies with Jon Burnett.æ 

So, we sat down with some coffee at Starbucks in 
Bloomfield. He started his career with Nashville PM maga-
zine from 1977 to 1980 in Knoxville, Tennessee. In 1982, he 
started to work for Evening magazine. Then he began to work for KDKA news as a weather-
man in 1990. 

I asked him what his favorite season is, and he told me fall was his favorite because of 
the change in temperature. He also said his least favorite is summer. 

He didnèt go to school for meteorology and weather forecasting. He majored in Thea-
ter at the University of Tennessee back in the 1970s. 

He is not picky, but he loved his motherès lemon pie. And fried okra.  
His favorite memories were the friendships had made at KDKA and trips with Evening 

magazine. He can remember the Blizzard of 1993, when 24.6 inches of snow fell; it was a two-
day weather event for Pittsburgh. The snowstorm of 2010 had the most snow for the one-day 
weather event: 17.8 inches of snow fell during a period of 24 hours. And he recalls the major 
flood of 2003. 

And that was my interview with former weatherman Jon Burnett.~~            

  Blue Skies with weatherman Jon Burnett: 
Interview with Former KDKA Weatherman 

²Ƙƻ LΩǾŜ !ƭǿŀȅǎ ²ŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ .Ŝ 
 
.ȅ DƛƴƎŜǊ wŜȅƴƻƭŘǎ 
 

9ǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ LΩƳ ƴƻǘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ Ŭǘ ƛƴΦ LΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ 
ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ ǘǊǳŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ ¢ǊǳŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǎǝŎƪ 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ŜƭǎŜ ŘƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǇƛŎƪ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǇǳǩƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŘƻǿƴΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘǊƛŜŘ 
ǘƻ Ŭǘ ƛƴ ōȅ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ DƛƴƎŜǊ wŜȅƴƻƭŘǎ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ ŀ /ƘǊƛǎǝŀƴΦ L ƭƻǾŜ 
ǎǘǳŘȅƛƴƎ DƻŘΩǎ ²ƻǊŘΣ ǿǊƛǝƴƎ ǇƻŜƳǎΣ ŎƻƭƻǊƛƴƎΣ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎΦ L ŘƛǎƭƛƪŜ ǎǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǝƳŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ 
ŜƭŜŎǘǊƻƴƛŎǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ L ŀŎǉǳƛǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ƛƴǘŜǊŀŎǝƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǝƻƴǎΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǎƻŎƛŀƭƛȊπ
ƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ L Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜŜǘΣ L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ ōƻŀǊŘ ƎŀƳŜǎΣ ŜƴƎŀƎŜ ƛƴ ǇƻǎƛǝǾŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǝƻƴǎΣ 
Ǉƭŀȅ ǎǇƻǊǘǎΣ Ǉƭŀȅ ǾƛŘŜƻ ƎŀƳŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾƛŜǎ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƭƭΦ L ŘƛǎƭƛƪŜ ŜŀǝƴƎ ƳŜŀǘΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ǾŜƎŜǘŀπ
ōƭŜǎΣ ŦǊǳƛǘǎΣ ōŜŀƴǎΣ ǊƛŎŜΣ ƘǳƳƳǳǎΣ ǇǊŜǘȊŜƭǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ōǳǊƎŜǊǎΦ L ƭƻǾŜ ŎŀƳǇƛƴƎΣ ƻǳǘŜǊ ǎǇŀŎŜΣ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎΣ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜ ŬŎπ
ǝƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƭŦ-ƘŜƭǇ ōƻƻƪǎΦ 

{ƻΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀǾŜ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜΚ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ L ŀƳ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ L ŀƳ Ƴȅ ǾŜǊȅ 
ƻǿƴ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ ƭƻǾƛƴƎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ L Ŭƴŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ŦƻǊΦ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ǳƴǝƭ L Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ Ƴȅ 
ƭƛŦŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǎǘŀōƭŜΦ hƴ Ƴȅ онƴŘ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ L ŀƳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŎƘŀǇǘŜǊ 
ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ƻǊ ƪŜŜǇ ǿǊƛǝƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜΦ LŦ L ƳƻǾŜ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŎƘŀǇǘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƎŜǩƴƎ ŀ ǎǘŀōƭŜ ƧƻōΣ ŀ ǇŜǊπ
ƳŀƴŜƴǘ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ L ŀƳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŘŀǝƴƎ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΦ .ǳǘΣ ƛŦ L ŀƳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŘŀǝƴƎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ L 
ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ Řƻ ƛǘ ƻƴƭƛƴŜΦϤϤ 
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Stoneybrook Therapeutic Riding Lessons 
  
By Stacie Rymarz 
 
I recently completed two seasons of horseback riding lessons at The Ston-
eybrook Foundation riding facility in Acme, Pa. It took me a while to get settled 
in, but I was paired with an instructor who taught me the basics of horse care 
from brushing, grooming and picking hooves to saddling. I was introduced to 
several horses during each lesson until I was paired with a mare named Ca-
dence who fit my needs perfectly. Cadence is the tallest horse at the founda-
tion. She is also the only horse thatõs been a mom that resides there. She is 17 
hands tall and she was used to hunt foxes with dogs running all around her. So, 
she really likes Maxwell, even more than Maxwell likes her! I think Iõm very for-
tunate to be paired with a horse that is not spooked by a service dog. At the 
beginning, we started out slow, learning to walk, steer and stop. Dismounting 
from an English saddle was one of the most challenging things Iõve ever done 
in my life, due to my lack of coordination and balance. I even had my foot 
stepped on. Despite the challenges, Iõm proud to say I have progressed to trot-
ting and outside trail rides. To me, riding is something you get better at little 
by little. Itõs really hard to describe to someone who has never done it, but the 
experience is eye opening and most certainly worth a try! ~~ 
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ПÉÇÕÒÅ ÎÁÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ -ÁÒÑÕÉÓ ÄÅ ,ÁÆÁÙÅÔÔÅȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ ÅÎÔÉÔÌÅÄ ,ÁÆÁÙÅÔÔÅȭÓ #ÉÇÁÒÅÔÔÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÎÅ× ÒÏÌÌÅÒ 
ÃÏÁÓÔÅÒ ÎÁÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ !ÂÒÁÃÁÄÁÂÒÁ #ÏÁÓÔÅÒȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ ÉÎ Á ÓÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ +ÅÎÎÙ×ÏÏÄ ÅÎÔÉÔÌÅÄ -ÙÓÔÉÑÕÅ -ÁÇÉÃȢ 9ÏÕ 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÕÓÅ ÍÁÇÉÃÁÌ ÐÏ×ÅÒÓ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÏÆÆ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÌÌÅÒ ÃÏÁÓÔÅÒ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ σ-ς-ρ ÃÏÕÎÔÄÏ×Îȟ ÌÉËÅ ÏÎÅ ÈÁÓ 
ÓÅÅÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× 3ÔÅÅÌ #ÕÒÔÁÉÎȢ 4ÈÅ 3ÔÅÖÅ -ÉÌÌÅÒ ÓÏÎÇȟ Ȱ!ÂÒÁÃÁÄÁÂÒÁȟȱ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÐÌÁÙ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÒÏÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÌÌÅÒ 
ÃÏÁÓÔÅÒȢ  
 !Ô 3ÁÎÄÃÁÓÔÌÅ 7ÁÔÅÒ 0ÁÒËȟ ) ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ "ÌÕÅ 4ÕÂÁÌÕÂÁȟ ÔÈÅ 4ÈÕÎÄÅÒ 2ÕÎȟ ÔÈÅ 4ÕÂÅÒÓ 4Ï×ÅÒȟ 
ÔÈÅ ,ÉÇÈÔÎÉÎÇ %ØÐÒÅÓÓȟ ÔÈÅ "ÏÁÒÄ×ÁÌË "ÌÁÓÔÅÒÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ #ÌÉÆПÈÁÎÇÅÒÓȢ -Ù ÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÁÔÔÒÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÁÔ 
3ÁÎÄÃÁÓÔÌÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ -ÏÎ 4ÓÕÎÁÍÉ 7ÁÖÅ 0ÏÏÌȟ ÉÎ ×ÈÉÃÈ ) ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÈÏÕÔÅÄ ÍÙ ÆÁÍÏÕÓ ÃÁÔÃÈÐÈÒÁÓÅ Ȱ2ÉÃÏÌÁȦȱ 
×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÖÅÓ ÏÆПÉÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÃÁÍÅ ÏÎ ÅÖÅÒÙ χ ÏÒ ψ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢ ) ÁÌÓÏ ÇÏÔ Á ÓÏÕÖÅÎÉÒ ÃÕÐ ÉÎ ×ÈÉÃÈ ) ÇÏÔ ÏÎÅ-ÄÏÌÌÁÒ 
ÒÅПÉÌÌÓ ÏÆ $ÉÅÔ 0ÅÐÓÉȢ ) ÏÃÃÁÓÉÏÎÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÔ ÁÎ ÉÃÅ ÃÒÅÁÍ ÃÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÒÁÉÎÂÏ× ÓÐÒÉÎËÌÅÓ ÆÏÒ Á ÔÒÅÁÔȟ ÁÓ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ 
ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ )ÃÅ #ÒÅÁÍ )ÎÔÅÒÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÓÔ ÓÕÍÍÅÒȢ /ÖÅÒÁÌÌȟ ÍÙ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÅÁÓÏÎ ÐÁÓÓ ÁÔ +ÅÎÎÙ×ÏÏÄ 
ÁÎÄ 3ÁÎÄÃÁÓÔÌÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÕÍÍÅÒ ×ÁÓ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÆÕÎȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ Á ÄÅÓÉÒÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ Á ÓÅÁÓÏÎ ÐÁÓÓ ÔÏ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÓÅ 
ÁÍÕÓÅÍÅÎÔ ÐÁÒËÓ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÎÅØÔ ÙÅÁÒȢͯͯ 
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By Delaine Swearman  

 

òGet rid of outside noises. Things are too chaotic and busy out there and a respite needs to 

be calm, relaxed, and quiet. The space needs to have sound absorbing walls.  It could have 

a glass window where one could observe what is happening outside. I need to be able to get 

comfortable in any position. I like seats that rock and spin. Comfortable seats are must!  

The adults must have a separate quiet area to work thatõs away from noisy kids. We also 

need a table and chairs for eating or doing work. It has to have WiFi and outlets and charg-

ing ports. It cannot just be a place for parents to take their kids to have a meltdown. It also 

has to be well marked and in a sensory friendly part of the airport. There should be access 

to flight information, an airport map, and a dedicated bathroom so we donõt have to leave 

the area to access these needséó 

 

These were some of the actual suggestions I made in March and April 2018 when asked to 

give input on the design of the new sensory room at the Pittsburgh International Airport. 

Fast forward to July 23, 2019, and òPresleyõs Placeó became a reality.  

 

Presleyõs Place was named after the autistic son of airport employee Jason Rudge, who 

wrote a letter to the airport CEO suggesting a sensory -friendly room. The CEO immediately 

embraced the idea.   

 

Autism Connection of PA was one of the consultants on the project and meetings were held 

to gather ideas for the design of the room. The meetings were attended by mostly parents 

and teachers of autistic children. I was the only vocal autistic adult advocating for adult 

needs at one of these meetings. This worried me, although I was assured that everything I 

said was being taken into consideration.   

 

I didnõt hear much about the progress on the room until I was invited to attend the grand 

opening event on July 23rd. I was excited to go as I wanted to see how my ideas were in-

cluded in the final design. After a brief ceremony at Gate A9, a sheet was removed and the 

entrance to òPresleyõs Placeó was unveiled.  

 

A large green sign marks the 

entrance over the door. Beside 

the door is a plaque explaining 

the purpose of the room to be a 

quiet, sensory -friendly place 

and another plaque with in-

structions to dial 7 on a courte-

sy phone to unlock the door. 

The door itself has a large glass 

window.  

 

Inside the door is a small foyer 

area with a chair and an interactive airport map. Real -time de-

parture and arrival flight information is displayed on the wall. 

There is also a map of the sensory room and description of 

each area and its purpose.  

A Place for Calm Within the Chaos 
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After walking straight through the 

foyer, you enter a large family 

room . This is the largest room and 

has several types of furniture, in-

cluding bean bag chairs, comforta-

ble swiveling column chairs, a re-

clining rocking chair, and bench 

seats with lighted tunnels. There are 

lighted bubble tubes, textured walls, 

and mirrors.  

 

Connecting to the family room are three individual rooms 

with padded walls and floors, adjustable lighting, and slid-

ing glass doors. They have bench seats with a lighted tun-

nel, a reclining rocking chair and a bubble tube.  

 

Also connecting to the family 

room is a quiet room . This 

room is designated as a silent 

adult room where there is to 

be no talking or òsounds from 

technology.ó  It features a 

sliding glass door, several 

outlets and charging ports, a 

regular table and chairs, 

comfortable swiveling column chairs, and a reclining rocking 

chair. This is my absolute FAVORITE room!  

 

Backtracking to the foyer, off to the 

side is the entrance to the airplane 

experience . American Airlines donat-

ed three rows of seats with overhead bins, so that you can 

òpracticeó boarding a plane. Even though there are only three rows 

of seats, it appears as though you are inside an entire airplane due 

to the amazing 3D effect of the artwork on the walls. There is an 

exit door outside of the airplane experience so that people can leave 

this area and immediately transition out of the sensory room to 

board their actual flight.  

 

Just to the right of the sensory room, with a separate entrance is a family toilet room . It is 

a large bathroom that has a single toilet, an adjustable height sink, and an adult size ad-

justable height changing table. The table adjusts from a few inches off the floor to a position 

where a very tall person would not have to lean over to assist someone on the table.  

 

After touring Presleyõs Place, I was VERY IMPRESSED.  So many of my suggestions were 

included in the final design. Jason Rudge spotted me as I finished my tour and asked if I 

liked the quiet room .  òI love it,ó I exclaimed. òI just KNEW you would,ó he replied.   

 

And then I suddenly realized, the quiet room was created for ME.  It was the adults only 

room that I had asked for. Presleyõs Place may have been built because of Jason Rudgeõs 4-

year -old son, but the quiet room was designed specifically with my adult needs in mind.~~  



нн 

 

Part One 
 
  
 Downtown Steelsvania, 14384. The time is 11:50 AM. It 
is a chilled 40Á C, with the majority of Steelsvania's citizens teem-
ing the industrial renaissance-like city in their hustle and bustle of 
speedy construction, burning renewable fuel, and the coming setup 
of their city-wide Xmas decorum. Near the west of the city lies 
Hartel Industries, a state national business complex that specializes 
in providing nuanced technology to small growing businesses in the 
many fields of medical, ecological, & historical restoration. It is ten 
minutes away from upper management's lunchtime commute, as a 
dark green limousine begins to pull into the front of the large, glass 
edifice. Emerging from it are numerous board members of the Har-
tel Committee, with Lucien directly in the middle. Before getting 
caught up in the deep conversation on the company's next course of 
action to expand Silver Shield's ventures into other portions of 
Steelsvania, he is greeted by one of his secretaries, Meredith 
Burkovich, with an enthusiastic statement. 
 ñMister Hartel, sir! There are three guests that have sched-
uled their 12:30 appointment to see you! One Ms. Detective Valerie 

Mariska of the SPD, a Ms. Nina Robertson, & a Wilford Stentson.ò 
 Lucien looks to all four of them with a relaxed stare before turning to his fellow committee. 
 ñGo on ahead without me, gentlemen. I'm starting my lunch meeting with my guests early.ò 
 The committee looks towards each other in quick befuddlement before dispersing from the young man 
to head towards the varying elevators to the top floor. Lucien looks to his guests and subtly motions them with his 
head to follow his lead. Past the large reception desks that occupy both sides of the luxurious lobby, the group 
heads towards the left row of elevators, with Lucien pressing the bottom floor button. After a minute goes by, the 
doors open. With the doors shut, a brisk silence fills the elevator, while Lucien presses his left index finger to-
wards one of the small tile squares to the lower left corner of the elevator's operations panel. It slowly unhinges 
outward, revealing a bio-metrics pad, which he then puts his left thumb print to read his signature. A small, tonal 
beep sounds off from the pad's sensor, as it seamlessly transitions from a red glow, to a green glow on the tiles' 
outlines. The shaft begins to travel downwards. Lucien then steps back to lean against the elevator wall, before 
letting out a distinct sigh around his guests.  
 ñ*Siiiigh*, So Ms. Robertson, care to tell me how a lovely young lady such as yourself ended up dawn-
ing Iron Diamond's suit?ò 
 Nina audibly gasps at such a direct accusation. 
 ñ*GASP* I haven't the faintest clue what you could mean by that!ò 
 ñIf it weren't as obvious as Klark Siegel's disguise, I'd say your hair is the biggest dead giveaway. Plati-
num blonde types are rare to come by, especially with one as natural looking as yours, in comparison to other 
girls. Then again, might just be my intuition.ò As Lucien casually winks in her direction. She scoffs before con-
tinuing the conversation. 
 ñHmph! I'd never expect the son of Harold Hartel to be such a chauvinist. I suppose you're going to rat 
me out to the media on it?ò 
 The young professional chuckles at her brash response. 
 ñNah, after all, we may very well need you as much as you need us. So don't worry hun, my lips are 
zipped.ò 
 As Valerie leans against the right side, she interjects with their conversation in a rather cold demeanor. 
 ñDon't forget that certain precincts within the SPD are more than willing to let vigilantes like you do 
what they need to do to clean up Steelsvania's streets. If you were as brash as Mr. Hartel here, we would've 
locked you up faster than JEJA's urgent newscasts.ò 
 ñAnd I'm certainly grateful you haven't, despite your rude temperament, Detective Mariska.ò She was 
clearly egging on the detective's subtle, sneering tone. 
 Lucien snickers at her previous remark, before he turns his head to his left side. He notices the collected 
silence of the elderly Mr. Stentson. 
 ñSo, remind me again how you tie in with the Chinese Darth Zader?ò 
 The old gentlemen takes off his bowl hat before speaking in his dulcet tone. 
   ñI am Zhou's butler, and messenger. He wishes to keep his identity only to that of public events that he 
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himself deems appropriate to his growing enterprise of Furus Geomancy Acoustics. Everything else, be it inter-
nal affairs with his partner, Chelsea Furus, or outsiders from the enterprise, he leaves to me to inform him oth-
erwise.ò 
 Lucien gives off a slight smirk before continuing his conversation.  
 ñI gotcha. But, you didn't bring anything to write down though, you sure it won't be a problem?ò 
 ñEidetic memory, Mr. Hartel. I appreciate the concern, but it will not be necessary.ò 
 ñVery nice. I'll definitely keep that in mind.ò As Lucien gestures his right index finger to his right 
temple, with Mr. Stentson giggling at his clever usage of puns.  
 As the elevator comes to a complete stop, the doors come open. What is revealed to Lucien's guests, is 
rather plain and suburban in contrast to the opulent scenery of the top visible portions to Hartel Industries. Be-
fore them is a spacious, centralized room with patterned carpeting, wallpaper coated in intricate Chinese drag-
ons, sans the heavy-handed gaudiness. Throughout the walls, are varied posters of the rich prodigy's childhood, 
all martial arts films spanning from The Dragon's Entrance, to Yip Man. To their left are visible shoji screened 
doors, painted with bamboo foliage to reflect the young man's serenity in his home away from home. In the 
center is a large mounted 65ò television, with its outer linings decorated in the same dragon-like aesthetic as 
the walls that cover its surroundings, sharing in between it two large stereo towers. Below its cabinet are a 
plethora of gaming systems, all-encompassed in both retro and current systems. A large three-seater leather 
couch can be seen in the middle of its setup, as well as two distinguishing bean bag chairs in tiger-striped pat-
terns placed from both sides of the leather chair. And lastly, to the right, is a walk-in bar, with a glass and mar-
ble finish. Its transparent lining that supports the structure shows heavily detailed sculptures that tell of its own 
Chinese story of war, akin to the Cubed Kingdoms period. It shows off a vast selection of liquors, wines, and 
even barreled whiskeys from the back. It seats over a grand total of ten people with meticulously crafted nim-
bus cloud orders holding up the seats. To top it all off, near the left wall towards the opening door of the bar, is 
a 50's themed jukebox, with near limitless selection of musical genres.  
 ñPlease, have a seat anywhere you guys like.ò As Lucien goes towards the bar to fix himself a high 
ball glass of aged whiskey from the top shelf.  
 Valerie strolls down to his direction, over the farthest corner near the jukebox before scanning his 
collection atop the liquor shelf, then points to the James Laser bottle.  
 ñSeems a bit jarring to see the son of a world-renown philanthropist want to hide something so tacky, 
the 80's would set itself on fire, like the Fiery Rock festival on E.ò  
 Ignoring the otherwise condescending comment, Lucien pours her glass slowly to let the aroma sink 
in. 
 ñNothing wrong with keeping things professional and leaving your personal life out of it. Or is that 
foreign to your own profession, detective?ò  
 Valerie slowly knocks it back while making a subtle, crude gesture toward him.  
 ñBesides, you seem like the kind of person where you're cut from the same cloth. It's quite the struggle 
to keep appearances, isn't it?ò 
 ñTouch®, kid.ò 
 Noticing Nina walking towards the shoji screen doors, Lucien smiles at her curiosity. 
 ñWanna take a look?ò 
 Lucien quickly shoots down his drink, then briskly walks over, seeing the sudden blush flush over her 
face. 
 ñO-Oh, no, I didn't mean to intrude unless you wereïò 
 Lucien slides the doors outward, revealing his own custom-made dojo, with the everyone else's aston-
ishment following suit.  
 ñO-o...okay with...it.ò 
 The training room is setup with traditional tatami mats planted over the floorboards, with the walls 
painted in ancient Chinese scroll art. It also comes with a sleuth of self-moving wooden wing chun dummies in 
a circular position. In the respective corners of the large room, lies a punching bag connected to a small motor, 
with the chain-link on top of the ceiling connected to a heptagonal setup to the left. To the right, is an all-in-one 
gym machine that would rival Titanic and Barflexs setups combine. Nina then raises her voice in blissful glee 
at the sight of his dojo. 
 ñWow...it's lovely! Heavily traditional, but lovely!ò 
 ñHeh. How ironic you tell me this.ò As Lucien smirks in anticipation.  
 ñBecause we're plotting our course of action right here.ò 
 
 

To be continued...~~ 
    




