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Introduction 
"
Letter from the Editor 
	 For the second edition of  this magazine, I 
was much happier with the amount of  
submissions as compared to the initial edition.  I 
got submissions from a variety of  grades and 
students in the school.  Hopefully for the next 
edition there is even more school wide 
participation, and the school’s many talented 
students come into light.  The range of  grades 
submitting works has been great.  My biggest 
concern going forwards about the magazine is 
that, after I graduate, there will be no one to 
continue the magazine.  As a senior who will 
(hopefully) graduate soon, I won’t be around to do 
the magazine much longer.  Therefore, I’ll need 
somebody to help continue the magazine after I 
leave.  Soon, I’ll have to start looking for either a 
rising senior or junior who is up for the task of  
keeping the magazine going.  Hopefully, I am able 
to find someone competent and up to the 
challenge.  Going forward, if  anyone actually 
reading this is at all interested, let me know. 
	  

-Matt Berkowitz, Editor-in-Chief  "
"
About the 
Editors: "
Matt Berkowitz- Matt Berkowitz, 
born in the glorious New York City, is 
the chief  editor of  the magazine. His 
hobbies include being disappointed by 
the New York Jets and generally 
goofing about.  His hair gets that 
special shine because he uses women’s 
shampoo. "

Jack Crowther- Jack is a 17-year-old 
from just outside London.  Before I.S. 
Berne, he lived in Barcelona.  When he 
isn’t in school, he enjoys playing FIFA, 
spending hours procrastinating on the 
internet, and breaking Mr. Ferraro’s 
mug. "
Michael Forzato- Michael is from the 
United States, but has spent most of  his 
life living in Europe.  In his free time, 
Michael is usually to be found on the 
basketball court, or dreaming about 
Daenerys from Game of  Thrones "
"
"
"
"

�3



Poetry from  
I. S. Berne 
Students 
"
No limits 
Sydney LeVine (’21) "
Gravity denied 
Pull back your lies 
Feel the surge 
Of  potent energy 
Strut like a star 
With nowhere to fall 
See the ground shrink 
Forever beneath your feet 
And fly free, one with the stars "
Enemy 
Sydney LeVine (’21) "
Where did he come from? 
When will he leave? 
Not that it matters 
Matters at all  
All that is know 
Is that he 
Has some powers 
Whether of  strength 
Or conscious alike 
He has one sole purpose 
That too is a quizzer 
For that question alone 
Is one only you can answer. 

Skateboarding  
Mats de Thomas (’19) "
We’re a community 
We live for skateboarding 
We don’t care about the rules 
But we care about school "
We’re a community 
We live for skateboarding 
We do not think we’re cool 
But just free ""
"
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The Dark Side 
of  The Internet 
Jack Crowther (’15)  "
Today, six countries upheld that it is their citizens’ 
right to have access to fast and affordable internet. 
In a UN report, the author Frank la Rue, suggest 
that access to the internet is an essential part of  an 
individual’s ability to exercise their freedom of  
expression. However, this freedom of  expression 
means that all kind of  views and attitudes can be 
disseminated. The internet provides both a 
platform for positive change as well as negative.  
	 This is made no clearer than when an 
organization that beheads a journalist makes its 
demands to the US government on Twitter. This 
is of  course ISIS, ISIL, Daʿesh, or whatever other 
name the militant group occupying parts Iraq and 
Syria are being called. Famous for the 
propaganda videos they post online, the group is 
very effective at simultaneously breeding both 
hatred and support. Amateur videos and pictures 
are disseminated all over the web, on YouTube, 
Twitter, Instagram, and even Tumblr; famous for 
its staunch liberal views. 
	 There i s even a meme. Goog le 
“catsofjihad” for pictures of  kittens with weapons, 
or playing with soldiers. There is no way to know 
for sure whether this is someone making fun of  
ISIL, or if  it is really a member, but the evidence 
points to the latter. The Twitter account 
responsable “ISILcats”, also makes posts calling 
people to jihad. This really highlights the groups 
fluency in western internet media. Take a post of  
an ISIL fighter holding a cat with the caption: “I 
Luvs My Mujahid”. This sounds so much like a 
parody because it is one, but going in the other 
direction. This user has taken a well known 
western internet meme; the use of  a specific style 
of  text associated with a picture of  a cat, and 
parodied it for use as a weird kind of  feline 
propaganda.  
	 The internet is a platform not only for 
amateur content.  Well produced, professional 
media has been uploaded too. The principal 

group in charge is the “Al Hayat Media Center.” 
The group specifically target non-Arabic speakers, 
and produce a wide range of  content, ranging 
from short, Twitter friendly minute long videos, to 
the documentary style “The Flames Of  War”. 
They also release a PDF magazine in English.  
	 They are able to take the brutal imagery 
of  beheadings, mass murder, and war and turn it 
into a recruitment tool. A Google search will find 
a fairly well edited montage, made by Al Hayat, 
of  violent imagery; a kind of  music-video set the 
ever present auto-tuned chanting that is often 
associated with extremist Muslim groups. This 
particular video features low contrast, with a 
periodic “flash” that looks like some kind of  lens 
flare effect added in Final Cut, or Adobe Premier. 
It features English text asking the viewer to “make 
supplication” (to pray) for ISIL’s success, intercut 
with slow motion footage of  explosions and 
gunfire. Then, as the singing starts, the lyrics 
appear on the screen, “Lets go for Jihad!” being 
one of  them.  
	 While certainly disturbing to many, this 
propaganda glorifies the group, and attracts many 
from all corners of  the world to their cause. 
Foreign secretary William Hague said that as 
many as 400 British citizens are fighting in Syria. 
Not all specifically for ISIL, but a few certainly 
are. For France this number is 800. In total it is 
estimated that around 80% of  “western” fighters 
in Syria have joined ISIL, presumably attracted by 
their success and propaganda.  
	 Finding a solution to this problem is 
difficult. Censorship for one, especially of  political 
material like this, is problematic. It would also be 
futile. Once something finds its way onto the 
internet, it is remarkably difficult to remove. It 
would also give ISIL another layer of  legitimacy. 
It is very possible that someone might think: “their 
message is being censored by the government, it 
must have some weight behind it.” More 
importantly, it would be an overreaction for a 
government to stop its citizens from seeing 
something on the off  chance it converts a handful 
to the ISIL cause. It is possible that the openness 
of  the internet will actually help to undermine 
ISIL. The more information that comes out of  
the organisation through the web, the more it 
becomes apparent that power, not religion, is at 
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the heart of  their ideology. The brothels, the 
murder of  innocents, and the corruption can all 
be exposed by the same means that ISIL uses to 
publicise themselves.  """
Tea 
Matt Berkowitz "
" Maybe it’s because I’m American, but I 
don’t really get tea.  Why not just drink water? If  
one day you came into school and your friend 
came up to you and said, “Hey, you gotta try this 
new drink.  Basically, you put leaves into your 
water…” “What?” “That’s right.  You cut up a 
bunch of  leaves, stick ‘em in a bag, then you drink 
it.”  If  my friend came up to me and said that, I 
would think they’re crazy.  That sounds like some 
sort of  hillbilly drink, like “Y’all wanna make that 
water taste better, you can toss a bunch of  leaves 
into that there water.”  But this isn’t the case with 
tea.  Tea is actually classy to drink.  The Queen of  
England drinks tea, as does the rest of  the 
country.  And they are considered fancier than 
Americans because of  it.   

"
The Hospital 
Benjy Berkowitz (’18) "
        	 The hospital sat in the middle of  
nowhere, miles away from anything else. The 
workers slept there with the patients because it 
was not worth it for them to leave and come back. 
If  they did they would have to wake up at 3 am 
just to be on time for the first shift, even if  they 
lived in the nearest town.  The workers daily 
routine was just as mundane as the patients. Wake 
up at 6:00; the chefs would go start to cook a 
tasteless meal for the masses of  the hospital, 
except for the vegetables that would have all their 
food pre chewed by a machine. The aids would go 
to their assigned wards which had to be rotated 

incase any patient disliked them too much. And 
the nurses and doctors would accompany them. 
        	 My fellow chefs and me don’t know 
exactly what goes on in the rest of  the hospital nor 
do we care. All we see is the patients come in, get 
food eat and leave when the aids come and open 
the door for the patients to leave the mess hall. 
What I do know is it is not pleasant in the wards, 
due to the almost alarming amount of  cigarette 
burns, bruises and scars on the patient's wrists. Up 
in the disturbed ward I hear that it is especially 
unpleasant. Disturbed is where they put all the 
worst patients that are too violent or crazy to be in 
the normal wards. A lot of  patients there are 
criminals that were deemed not fit to be in the 
prison. There was one patient up on disturbed 
that I got to experience first hand, and I wish I 
hadn’t. 
“Do you want a raise”? 
“What?” I responded confused. Right behind me 
was a scrawny doctor that worked up in the 
disturbed ward. I knew him from when the 
patients from disturbed came down at their special 
mealtime to eat. The doctor would stand next to 
me and give out medications, every now and then 
I would have to give a particularly tall patient his 
medication because the doctor could not reach 
him. One day he brought a step stool so he could 
reach all the patients. That day an average patient 
on the line grabbed his medication, leaned in and 
whispered something in the doctor's small ear. I 
did not hear what he said but it must have been 
bad because the doctor was so taken back by it he 
fell off  his step stool and bashed his round head 
on the cold hard floor. After that he just return to 
administration the brain numbing medication. 
“I said do you want a raise” He spoke louder this 
time. 
“What do you mean?” I was still confused. I was 
already the highest paid person in the kitchen 
staff. I didn’t see how I could get a raise. 
“You would have essentially the same job but 
under slightly different circumstances.” 
“I still don’t kno...”   
“You see” He interrupted, cutting me off  he spoke 
clearly and quickly. “There is a patient up on the 
disturbed ward. I do not think he should be there. 
This patient is different, more difficult to take care 
of. He requires special care. You see he was 
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actually worked for the hospital a while back, 
before you were here. Working here had a 
negative effect on him, cabin fever you could say. 
You see, he would always complain, say he wanted 
to leave or get a new job but he never did. I guess 
one day he snapped. He killed the two other aids 
on night watch with him and sat there like there 
was nothing strange about it, all spare you the 
details on the deaths. In the morning a nurse 
found him. He had propped the bodies up on 
their chairs in the glass nurse station and he was 
right in between them. ‘Mornin nurse Adelaide, 
isn't it a beautiful day today.’ The nurse came to 
me in tears, told me what had happened. We had 
a meeting and decided that if  he had blocked 
these crimes he had committed out of  his head 
like he had never done them, that it was better to 
keep it that way. So, my superiors arrange a new 
small ward to be built, fill it with actors and have 
him work there like nothing ever happened. Now 
he does the same daily schedule he always has.” 
I was shocked. They wanted me to stay with this 
crazy guy; they even gave him an entire ward. An 
electric chair is where he should be, not in his own 
ward. This guy was as crazy as Norman Bates for 
crying out loud. “No thank you I like my job nice 
and save the way it is.” I said as a matter-of-factly 
as I could. 
“I do not think you understand what you're 
missing. You will have the same job, cooking for 
the actors. You would barely come in contact with 
him. Not to mention you would get almost double 
the pay.” 
Now I was interested. I would be as stupid as 
stone to let this opportunity pass. “When do I 
start?” The doctor smiled an incredibly big smile 
for such a small guy. 
The new job was easy. I did exactly the same thing 
as I used to. The only time I saw the guy was 
through the thick glass of  the serving station, with 
all the actors. I was the only chef  there and it got 
quite lonely but I was willing to be lonely for the 
amount they were paying me. 
A month had passed and I almost forgot that the 
people I was serving were actors and the person 
that was crazy was the one acting the most 
normal. That night I sat down on my bed, the 
springs groaned under my weight as I reclined 
onto the one pillow that we were allowed. I had 

just got to the right channel on the TV when I 
heard a banging at the door. The door swung 
open the second I unlocked it. Standing at the 
door was a man of  epic proportions, a giant so to 
speak. His thin grey hair suggested that he was 
not very young and his black eyes seemed to stare 
right through me. Dressed in mint green pajamas, 
the same as mine and the same as the patients was 
the man I was hired to protect to keep from 
knowing the truth. I was petrified. This guy had 
killed two people and blocked it out of  his head, 
who was saying he couldn't do the same now. 
“I was wondering if  you could make me 
something to eat, I’m real hungry, anything will 
do.” He spoke in a calm and very low voice as he 
pushed up his thin rimmed glasses that were too 
small for his face. 
“S-s-sure.” I was too scared to speak. I had not 
stuttered since seventh grade, and now it was just 
back. This guy had the power to kill to people and 
block it out of  his head, maybe he could bring 
speech impediments back, heck, maybe he could 
fly, the point is I did not know a single thing about 
this guy but that he was a murderer. And now I 
was alone with him when everyone else was 
asleep. 
The giant of  a man turned and walked to the 
kitchen ducking as he went through the door. I 
followed not too close behind. The lights buzzed 
to life as I flicked the switch. “W-wh-what do y-
you want to e-e-eat.” I struggled just to form a 
sentence. 
“How about eggs.” 
“Eggs i-it is.” I open the cabinet with eggs in it, 
took two and started to fry them. 
“So, how long have you been working here?” He 
questioned. 
“T-two y-y-years.” I tried to get rid of  that terrible 
stutter but it was getting worse. “H-how ab-about 
y-you?” I slid the eggs off  the pan and on to a 
plate, put silverware on it and slid it across the 
table to him, I didn’t want to get any closer than I 
had to. 
“Why thank you very much. And to answer your 
question I've been here for longer than I can 
remember. I’m practically as old as the place itself. 
By the way these eggs are delicious.” If  I didn’t 
know better I would actually think he was quite a 
friendly person. His size was a bit off  putting but 
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besides that there was not a thing strange about 
him. “They put me in this new ward about a 
month ago, it’s smaller than the other ones. I’m 
the only aid they need. It can get quite lonely 
here. But, now that we know each other we can be 
each others company.” I nodded, I did not say 
anything, I was not sure if  I could. I noticed that 
he was done eating and I cleared the plate. Then 
put away the dish and silverware. 
“Well, thank you very much sir.” He said as he 
rose from his chair. 
“Y-your ve-very w-welcome.” I followed him out 
the door. He walked over to the common area and 
sat down on one of  the uncomfortable grey plastic 
chairs and signaled for me to join him. As I slowly 
walked over to him I stepped in some thick liquid. 
I looked down and saw a river of  dark red liquid; 
I followed the river with my eyes. It led to the 
room where the patients slept. There was no 
doubt in my mind of  what had happened. I ran 
over to the room that the blood was coming from. 
“You don’t need to do that.” The man spoke in 
his usual calm voice. “I already took care of  the 
patients.” 
“Y-you, w-what did y-you do!” I yelled 
“I just told you, the patients were acting up so I 
took care of  them, it’s my job.” 
“Y-you don’t h-have a j-job, y-you sick monster.” I 
screamed as I ran over to him and kick a leg of  his 
chair. The chair collapsed and he hit the ground 
with a thud. 
“What do you mean?” He yelled as I ran from the 
room locking the door behind me. 
I quit after that, I wanted to be as far away from 
that place as possible. I didn’t care what they did 
with him as long as he was away from me and 
everyone else. The worst part of  it all was that the 
outside world was as blind as him, no one knew 
about the hospital, it was never in the news and 
the dead actors were never noticed. This leads me 
to believe that the doctor knew this would happen, 
he purposely picked actors and staff, including 
me, that had no connection to the outside world 
so that no one would hear about the travesties that 
went on and continue to go one at the hospital. 
Maybe there was already a new batch of  actors 
and staff  unknowingly waiting to die. "

Sorry, not 
Sorry 
Sophie Black (’16)  "
 Being raised by a traditional English 
mother, I've grown up with a particular emphasis 
on manners. I'll be quiet at dinner with strangers, 
I'll try not to ask too many questions and I'm 
always wary of  annoying others, repeating the 
word 'sorry' over and over to try and excuse my 
presence. Wherever I went I was surrounded by 
adults and the inadequacy I felt then has 
burdened me throughout my life, and to this day I 
still feel uncomfortable in my own skin. 
	 Recently, Pantene released a commercial 
called Sorry, Not Sorry. Being targeted at women it 
brought to light these mass feelings of  inferiority, a 
chorus of  apologies shouting out the inequality 
endured by women worldwide. We as women say 
sorry on a daily basis; for wearing the clothes we 
want to wear, for others intruding our own 
personal space, for being audacious enough to 
achieve what we desire; things we as equals should 
be able to do guilt-free and with pride.  "
The message was a powerful one and it truly 
made me think how often I undermine myself  by 
apologizing meaninglessly, automatically stripping 
me from any perceived significance to others. To 
put it in the words of  Jack Crowther, a senior at 
the International School of  Berne, "I've never 
considered that women say sorry more than men. 
I guess being a guy I don't really notice, but when 
a woman apologizes for no reason, it just seems 
normal."  
	 It's a stupid reflex to have embedded in 
our psyches yet it remains, and without conscious 
effort it's a behavioural trait that will continue to 
sabotage any assertion that we as women are 
equals to men, and our ideas are just as valid. 
"Sorry isn't and shouldn't be a necessary addition 
to a sentence." Says Kathleen Falconer, a junior at 
Zürich International School. "I think everyone in 
general, regardless of  gender, should stop 
apologizing for living their lives."  
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	 Personally, I have fought hard to get my 
opinions noticed and I refuse to let my insecurities 
bar me from getting what I want. Women around 
the globe are discriminated against for nothing 
more than their gender and although it seems 
ridiculous in these modern times, the prejudice 
persists. 
	 However, is it a problem that can be 
solved? I asked Michael Hatkoski-Villa, a junior at 
Zürich International School and he replied "I 
think it’s wrong, but it's always been that way, so 
it's going to be really tough to change it. Perhaps 
over time women will be treated as equals, but 
until then all we can do is raise awareness."  
	 Luckily, with each generation that passes 
we are become more educated as a race, and the 
issue of  women's rights and equality of  the sexes is 
finally being addressed. Feminists are out there 
fighting for the cause and people are listening, 
empowered by the messages of  freedom and 
liberty proclaimed by these figureheads.  
	 No longer should we apologize for others 
mistakes. No longer do we have to hide in the 
shadows, scared of  taking a man's role and 
providing for others. I am a woman and who 
knows what I want, and I shouldn't have to 
apologize for getting it, and I refuse to feel guilty 
about my success. I am a woman, and I am not 
sorry. "
The Chamber 
of  Terror 
Kimi Ragheb (’15) 
    
 The rain was drizzling down in warm 
drops as we were walking the path from 
Regensbach to Tanenburg. I felt exhausted and 
lonely as we had had, for companionship since 
Regensbach, only some mountain goats and 
ourselves. Thompson was good company but 
spoke little whereas Pierre was too occupied 
swearing in French at the rain for him even to 
hear my poor attempts at conversation in the 
language. We walked down the drenched path, 
hoping for some lonely gentleman or lady with a 

large house to accommodate us and cater to our 
desires. However, we found nothing, which left us 
even thirstier for accommodation. As we took a 
turn towards the rest of  the gravelled path, I 
believe I suddenly glimpsed at a 17th or 18th 
century manor that was resting at the top of  the 
hill we had just passed. I made sign to my 
companions to stop. I climbed towards Thompson 
and whispered him a few words. He agreed to 
stop and translated our earlier conversation for 
Pierre. He agreed also and we made way for the 
house I had viewed, hoping that I hadn’t dreamt 
of  it. Once we had come far enough atop the hill I 
searched for the house, dreading that I wouldn’t 
find it. After a few minutes, I started getting 
worried for I had still not found it and my 
companions were looking at me with uneasy eyes, 
believing me a fool. I was about to give up when I 
saw a square shape in the darkness. At first, I 
believed my eyes had betrayed me but I walked 
towards it nevertheless hoping we had found 
shelter. As I approached it, I immediately sensed a 
vile, malevolent aura that overtook and penetrated 
me. The manor itself  was very sinister for it 
emanated darkness and murder. All of  its features 
evoked a sleeping dragon: both windows of  the 
third floor were its eyelids, the ones of  the second 
floor were its flaming and sharp nostrils, and the 
floor door looked like an enormous fang backed 
by a tongue ready to swallow me. To complement 
the picture, the stairs leading to the first cellar 
appeared to be nightmarish claws that were about 
to tear me to shreds. My companions apparently 
felt the same for when the massive iron gates 
swung open they gasped, awaiting a ghoulish 
apparition. We first thought him to be a butler 
executing his master’s commands but as he came 
nearer we changed our thoughts as his defined, 
robust posture proved evidently that he was the 
housemaster. 
	 “Hello, gentlemen”, he spoke in a loud, 
heavy manner, more to indicate his presence than 
to address us. To his greeting we answered that we 
had been taken by surprise by the storm and 
asked him if  we could have shelter at his residence 
for the night. He said that we naturally could 
come in his house and that he would be pleased to 
accommodate us and dine with us. 
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As we went past the gates and through the garden, 
during the fading twilight, we remarked that our 
host was mannered and pleasant as he did not 
bother us with such frivolities as where to put our 
baggage or how to serve dinner for all of  us. 
Instead he complained about the weather and 
stated that he was lucky that he had prepared 
dinner for four as he had planned a reception that 
had been reported. We entered the house we had 
dreaded so minutes ago, and I could feel, oh I 
could breathe the very vicious air that this house 
exhaled. But that wasn’t what troubled me; what 
troubled me was the feeling of  unease that had 
packed me since we had met the owner of  this 
house. He had been a kind and convenient host 
but I couldn’t help wondering about how he had 
come immediately at our help, as through telepathy. 
He couldn’t have heard us, as we had not made a 
sound to call him and we had not rung the bell 
either. Then again, it was plausible that he had 
been expecting the friends he had spoken about 
and thus had seen us. However, the lights had not 
been on and he had said that the reception had 
been reported. 
	 Nevertheless, I forgot all of  my trouble in 
the events that followed. Our host had been of  
great help; he had gone, against our will, to the 
trouble of  showing us all of  the manor’s rooms 
and halls up to the tinniest details such as a 
window who would not open or a short path 
leading from a hall to an other. My description 
might make you think that this visit had been 
annoying or boring but such was not the case; 
with every detail the house was made more 
interesting and more vivid. It kept, however, the 
sinister image we had made ourselves of  it upon 
our arrival. Every door he showed us, every 
window he showed us, every corridor he showed 
us; but there was one room, one chamber as he 
liked to call it which he would not show. “The 
chamber, he had said, is a place where terrible 
things have once happened.” When questioned 
about it he would answer in vague terms and say 
that he did not want to be reminisced of  it. We 
soon tired out of  it and stopped harassing the 
poor man. 

	 However, when came the hour of  dinner 
after we had been attributed a room each, Pierre 
attempted questioning him about it once more. 
We soon learnt that a murder had been 
committed there, a century before he had taken 
possession of  the place. A father had killed his 
daughter there. She had been killed in cold blood, 
in her sleep. “You see, he continued, one doesn’t 
really want to sleep where a murder has taken 
place. I have first taken this chamber as my 
bedroom but I found I could not sleep without 
believing that either the daughter or the father 
would come and haunt me. –Ridiculous, I know, 
he added, but still it felt so true and then there 
were the local talks” 
	 -Local talks? , Thompson asked, truly 
curious. 
	 -About a werewolf  who would be 
supposed to haunt the castle at night. Comes from 
the daughter’s murder I guess.  
	 The rest of  the conversation we had at 
dinner wasn’t half  as interesting as this one but in 
every other field the dinner turned out to be 
interesting; good wine flowed at will, the food was 
excellent and we were seated in comfortable, 
elegant chairs besides the fire. My unease faded 
away with every glass of, at first, wine and later 
liquor. In fact, the dinner would have been perfect 
if  it hadn’t been for an incident that happened at 
dessert. One must understand that the table was 
rather large, and were separated in two sides; on 
one side rested our host, who had presented 
himself  as Lord Jasper Anthony Frederick, an 
Englishman, and myself, and on the other side 
were my companions: Pierre who was French and 
Thompson who I had met in London but was 
Spanish though he spoke a flawless English. The 
others did not notice the incident, but had they 
been nearer they probably would have. We were 
about to begin dessert when the Lord, who served 
us himself  accidentally swung my half-empty glass 
down the table and the wine ran down on my lap. 
	 The event had the awakening power of  
the sound of  fingers clapping to hypnotized 
patients. I say hypnotization, but to me the 
awakening had more the effect of  being thrown 
into the cold, savage stream of  a mountain 
torrent. I could have sworn, at that moment, that 
what was drizzling down my lap at that very 
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moment wasn’t some prestigious local wine as the 
Lord had told us but some blood, probably 
human, warm and thick and bloody. I would have 
cried out if  it hadn’t been for Lord Jasper who 
looked upon me with fiendish, threatening eyes 
and apologized to me: “Excuse-me! I wasn’t 
looking at my actions. You must forgive me”. He 
had said it with such honesty that it could have 
been impossible not to believe his earnestness if  
one had not seen his cruel face. My friends were 
absorbed in some other business and I believe 
they scarcely heard him. Even if  they had, they 
surely wouldn’t have doubted him who had so 
pleasantly welcomed us in his home and had 
shared his meal with us. 
	 I knew not how to react, and stood there, 
frozen by fear. Then, he added in a whisper: “ 
Was the dinner to your taste my dear friend?” in a 
mean, sarcastic tone of  voice. I attempted to 
escape his glance and looked at the table, to the 
leftovers of  our meal. Was I saw, for I swear that it 
was true, was some horrible result of  a demented 
mind’s plots: the turkey and horse meat we had 
eaten of  had, by some evil magic trick, turned 
into human flesh and bones. There laid one’s torso, 
here was an eye gleaming into the light of  the 
lamp, and there stood, half-eaten, a human hand. It 
tried to escape those visions of  nightmare, but 
they had, in some malevolent way even penetrated 
my mind. 
	 The Lord was prompt to turn back to the 
personality he had shown us before and the veil of  
illusion took me once more. When dessert finally 
came though, I took none of  it, more by mere 
instinct than by reminder of  what had happened. 
My possessed mind would not accept what my 
eyes told me: that the dessert weren’t some mere 
peaches picked this very morning but really 
human eyes covered with blood. I was kept under 
illusion all the time yet my mind would always 
come and wander to that chamber we had been 
told about. I couldn’t help but wander: was it the 
Lord himself  that had caused the local talks, as he 
liked to call them? Or had he caused the wretched 
murder we had spoken about? 
	 When came the time to leave the table I 
was on the verge of  speaking about the dreadful 
events that had happened to my friends but I 
quickly refrained of  it for when we quit the table I 

had seen some threat on the lips of  the Lord. The 
words had been unspoken yet I swear I had 
understood them well enough. They were: “Do 
not speak about this to your friends or I shall kill 
you!” I couldn’t understand what he had been 
intending if  he wished me not to speak about 
what had happened. Those events were clearly of  
his hand, unless he had mistakenly made my glass 
shudder, which I doubted. Perhaps he had 
intended that I only see them; vicious minds 
sometimes had such schemes. While were being 
guided to our rooms by the lord himself, I 
continued to wonder about them although I still 
was in an unclear daze. My heart urged me to tell 
my companions as soon as the lord was gone, but 
my cowardly mind refused for the glance on the 
lord’s face when he had pronounced the words 
had been chillingly terrifying. 
	 Finally, we were left to our quarters but I 
dared not to. I waited with my conscience heavy, 
awaiting the housekeeper to come and cut our 
throats in our sleep, in the cowardly fashion he 
had probably used to kill his daughter, for I 
doubted no more that he had been the portentous 
murder that had spoilt the ground of  this house 
with blood. The crazed dinner that we had been 
served remained an enigma to me, however. 
While he surely was struck by some demented 
illness, it would have probably been unpractical, 
nearly impossible, to serve us gentlemen raw 
human flesh without us finding out. What was 
more, we had then all been corrupted by some 
magic if  he had. 
	 After some time, sleep took me and I 
managed to fall, slightly, asleep. My mind was left 
at peace yet then I had a dreadful nightmare. As 
of  today, I know not whether what I saw was a 
nightmare, which I think it was, or whether it was 
true. My sleepy visions went like this: I was 
sleeping in the same bed where I truly rested but I 
could likewise see myself  in my sleep. Then, with 
no alert, a wretched hellish creature appeared 
next to me. I was resting on the other side of  the 
bed; this saved me for I could testify that had I 
been on the side facing this abomination I would 
have certainly lost my mind at the sight of  it. 
	 I could feel its foul breathe already: it 
stunk a toxic, rotten smell as if  it had sprouted up 
out of  a fissure which lead to hell. It came closer, 

�13



mumbling lifeless, primitive cries and echoes. I 
was so awed with fear that was trapped there, 
shocked. I then managed to get up , drenched 
with sweat and shouted but no one heard me and 
my shout for help sounded as my death song. It 
was then that I glimpsed towards the creature; a 
glance sufficed to render me hysteric. The 
demonic smell the creature emitted had only been 
a foreshadowing to the creature itself; it had 
lifeless features that could not be compared with 
any living thing animal, vegetal or mineral. It 
presented no nose, no mouth or ears. It was of  an 
extreme green colour, one so lively that human 
minds could neither perceive nor conceive it. I 
only perceived it through the veil of  illusion; and 
even then it struck my eyes so hard that I was 
made demented temporarily. It showed odd, 
unphysical and whimsical shapes to ran 
alternately where its nose would have been and 
where its arms would have been in a startling, 
hypnotizing way. It moved its bizarre, tentacle-like 
shapes towards me and at their putrid, cold and 
dead touch I fainted while everything around me 
whirled infinitely.  ""
 

"
Noah’s Ark 
by Matt Berkowitz ""
The world is a pretty crazy place right now, with 
ISIS and Ebola striking fear into the world’s 
population.  Sometimes I think it’d be nice to just 
start over, like a modern-day Noah’s Ark.  Here 
are the animals we’d have to bring along: 
• Octopus: Because how would we know who’s 

gonna win the NCAA basketball tournament or 
the presidential elections without that one 
octopus that predicts stuff. 

• Sharks: Because the world just wouldn’t be the 
same without Shark Week.  

• Cats: Although I’m not a big cat fan, what 
would the internet be without pictures of cats 
doing funny stuff.  

• Dogs: Duh. 
• Pigs: Because a world without bacon isn’t a 

world worth living in.   
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