THE DAY THE SUB DID THE ASSIGNMENT, TOO!


T

o conclude Easter Week, I had an assignment for the first time at the cavernous Central High School, located in possibly the oldest building in the district, where I was in for a French teacher whom I will call “Mr. French” for uploading purposes.  The most advanced class, a tiny group which met during 2nd block, had a common high school assignment:  to write a one-paragraph journal entry describing what they expect their lives to be like 10 years from now.  The twist was to write it in French.  However, amid this increasingly unstable world as the Second World Depression continues to emerge as the sovereign debt bubble nears bursting, such a prompt in my honest opinion is inescapably to write speculative fiction.  Writing science fiction in a foreign language is a daunting task!  Obviously, I couldn’t write it in French as I never took any French, but I was interested enough to produce a couple of paragraphs in English.  During 2nd block, I wrote a best case scenario which combined The Andronechron Incident with a substance-free version of The Farm, and during 3rd block, I wrote a worst case scenario, a Chinese Communist version of Amerika.  Both were written from the perspective of a CHS alum 10 years after graduation, and certainly would’ve been a bear to translate into French.  During the split lunch of 3rd block, I typed them up on a student computer and emailed them to myself, leaving the original longhand on Mr. French’s desk.  I wonder how he reacted to the sub’s S/F next to his students’ work!
BEST CASE SCENARIO
"I woke up before dawn, as I do every day, promising myself a midmorning nap.  The solar panels must be cleaned before sunrise, or else they will be too hot to touch, and we need them clean if we expect to have air conditioning.  We milked the cows and worked in the fields until 10 am, when it became unbearably hot.  We ate and hand-fed our traumatized parents and siblings who suffer from eating disorder.  We feel deeply sorry for them, but wonder if we will ever have a chance to have kids of our own with all this extra responsibility.  Lulled by the air conditioner and ceiling fan, I get my midmorning nap.  For lunch, we have salad, and feed juiced veggies to our traumatized relatives.  Then we go back to sleep during the worst heat of the day.  We get up in the early evening, milk the cows, eat, and shower to go to the concert.  We ride the monorail to the concert, and drop off our traumatized relatives in the quiet room, where a pianist and a harpist played pedestrian selections for them, such as the Titanic theme.  We enjoyed the complex, stimulating art music that the orchestra played.  My favorite was the Poulenc, because it reminded me of all the French I took when I was at Central High.  I miss Mr. French and my classmates, but I don't miss the school uniforms and the hot, constrictive clothing of the Capitalist Age.  Biblical attire is so much more comfortable and climate-appropriate!  But I consider myself lucky because I didn't suffer the fate of my kinfolks and so many of my old friends who were back in the quiet room.  I couldn't help but notice that most of the Black people in the orchestra were from the African continent or the Caribbean rather than African Americans, and all of the white people in the orchestra were East Europeans or Central Asians.  With the Capitalist pipeline of addictions permanently severed, the severe emotional disturbance of the victims of the Capitalist war on human consciousness is painfully ubiquitous in these parts, and anesthetic orphans like me are stuck with dealing with the consequences.  My heart goes out to all the little kids who have to put their parents and older siblings in adult daycare so they can go to elementary school."

WORST CASE SCENARIO
“As usual, I was rudely awakened by a Chinese Communist officer pounding a shrill gong while walking through our rat-infested barracks.  We put on our prison stripes, which were so filthy that they could literally be stood up against a wall.  We line up at attention for inspection by our Chinese Communist captors amid the early dawn.  I briefly look with hatred at the red Chinese Communist flag which flapped over the concentration camp.  Although 27, I weigh less than I did when I was in 4th grade.  In the lineup, all of the big, stocky guys I knew from Central High who played football, basketball, etc. were conspicuously absent.  Rumor was that they had long since been taken away to fight as gladiators in Roman Empire-style "sporting events."  There were also no women, because they all had long since been taken to locked brothels and private harems.  After inspection, we are marched to breakfast, which consists of inedible maggot-ridden porridge, which we eat anyway.  I sorely miss the cafeteria at CHS.  Today, they force us to destroy truckloads of beautiful French art from the former Dixon Gallery and Gardens and Brooks Art Museum, because it was "decadent," "prurient," and "lascivious."  It is very hard to hide the tears as I am forced to tear apart and burn these exquisite canvases.  I am filled with memories of all the French I took at CHS.  I wonder what happened to Mr. French.  The chances of his being still alive round down to 0.  Every day, I am weaker, and am closer to death myself.  But this time, there will be no Allied D-Day invasion to rescue us—because there is no one left.”

Copyright © 2010 by Marjorie E. Steakley.  All rights reserved.


