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Kia Gerbils takeover
by Ari Sweedler
People Editor

Many of you are all familiar with the friendly and furry 
creatures that Kia employs in order to make their famous 
commercials. For those of you who are not, be thankful. These 
seemingly harmless creatures are the embodiment of evil. 

If my sources are correct, then in your current time, 2013, 
the Kia Gerbils are still simply characters in a popular television 
ad. In my time, 2258, though, they are much different. They 
are no longer the cuddly little car-driving gerbils that they 
were meant to be. They are the rulers of the world, known to 
the human race as the Furry Ones. 

In 2142, the world was a peaceful place. Then the Gerbil 
nation attacked. The war lasted eight years, ending with the 
unconditional surrender of the human race. Ever since, the 
Gerbils treat all humans as slaves, forced to run on these gro-
tesque and primal wheels that generate electricity to power 
Kia City, the capital of the Gerbil Nation.

Soon after their creation in 2142, the Kia Gerbils quickly 
took over the world. Both their reproductive rates and intel-
ligence quotient were much higher than the average human. 
The average Gerbil IQ is 100, while the average human IQ is 70. 
Scientists believe that this was caused by the re-legalization of 
the video game World of Warcraft 30 years ago, after decades 
of being banned. The Onion News reported that the average 
human IQ dropped thirty points. Well, after a short and very 
one-sided war, known as The Great Preening, Korea was the 
only nation left standing (as Kia is a Korean-based company).

To put it in words that someone from 2013 will be more 
likely to understand, the Kia Gerbils dominate the world. Now 
we live in a society very similar to the 1968 film “Planet of the 
Apes” directed by the wonderful Mr. Schaffner (he is looked 
upon as a prophet in the 23rd century).

I’ve spent years living under the horrid Kia Gerbils, and 
it has changed me. The filthy creatures are truly something 
out of a horror movie. A healthy male specimen is normally 
about five and a half feet tall and weighs 300 kg. Aside from 
having the height of a human, the creatures of Kia share no 
similarities with humans. The Gerbils eat… I shiver having to 
type this vile word… “vegetables”. They mix a bunch of the 
atrocious foods into a “salad” and… yuck... it’s disgusting. I 
cannot bear to talk about their disgusting eating habits. Now 
that I’ve given you a quick history lesson, I need you to help 
not just me, but the whole human race. We can’t go on living 
like this. they torture us and treat us like dirt. Even worse, 
they make us eat salad...

The Resistance, the few humans who have managed to keep 
their wits and free will throughout this horrid existence, needs 
someone to prevent the Gerbil’s creation. We have managed to 
trace the heritage of the Kia Gerbil’s creator back to 2013. All 
other options have been exhausted. The Gerbils have always 
been one step ahead of us until now. To save countless lives 
lost in the Great Guinea Wars, 
we, the Resistance, need you 
to follow the advice of the First 
Sage, Nick Cage. You need to 
steal the Declaration of Inde-
pendence. Legend says that 
the scientists who created the 

Not everyone can cope with the end of the 90’s

by Maddie Abene
Editorial Editor
My dearest Justin,

I know I’m just a “nobody” to you, but 
I need to express my concern for your well-
being. What is happening to you? I just 
can’t believe what you’re doing to yourself. 
You’re so selfish now that it makes me 
sick, and you don’t seem to care about 
us “Beliebers” like you used to. 

YOU WOULD BE NOTHING WITH-
OUT US. When I found out that you 
smoked marijuana, I got so mad 
that I punched three holes in my 
wall and called the cops. I hope 
you saw my pictures on Instagram 
under the hashtag “Cut4Bieber.” 
So what if it was only ketchup on 
my wrists? It still goes to show 
that Beliebers will do anything for 
you, and I mean ANYTHING. I even 
send death threats to the people 
who don’t like you, because I still 
have faith that the old Justin will 
come back to me. 

I’ve lost all of my friends due to my 
excessive “fan-girling,” but I don’t even 
care because I have you. And how do 
you repay me for my steadfast devo-
tion? You don’t respond to the twenty 
fan mails I send every day, you cheat 

by Ruth Murai
People Editor

January 1, 1990: It’s the first day of 
the rest of my life. I was three years old and 
unaware that a new era was dawning in this 
world—an era that would surpass any 
other time in human history. Even the 
Renaissance was irrelevant in compari-
son. For who could even think to bother 
with Leonardo DaVinci when Leonardo 
DiCaprio’s golden age was only just 
beginning? It was the first day of 
a new decade. It was the first day 
of a changed world. It was the first 
day of the 90’s. 

July 11, 1998. I’m eleven-years-old 
and wearing my favorite white tracksuit 
with cool red stripes up the legs. The sun 
reflects off the polyester, and I literally 
shine. My crew and I are practicing for 
the school talent show, where we are going 
to be singing ‘N Sync’s I Want You Back. 
My boy Andrew and I are in an argument, 
because he wants to sing Justin’s part, but 
he seems like more of a Chris to me. He doesn’t 
even have frosted tips. I yelled, “What makes 
you all that and a bag of chips, dawg?” And 
he screamed, “Man don’t wig out on me! 
You’re mad buggin’ if you think you could 
be a better Justin than me.”  In order to solve the 
dispute we had a dance off and I win because I got 
jiggy with it. To make sure he really knew who the 
Justin of our crew is, I crushed his Tamagatchi, and 
he cries as it beeps a final time. That will show him. 

May 6, 2004: It has been four years, five months, and 
six days since the 90’s “ended.” But for me, the 90’s will 
never truly end. The 90’s are not in the past. They are my present, and 
my future. I refuse to move on, and that is why today is particularly 
difficult. Today, you see, is the airing of the final episode of Friends. 

The ending of Friends represents more than just the end 
of the single best sitcom of of ALL TIME, but also it’s the 

end of my ideal life—a life where you CAN 
look good in overalls if you have the body 

of a young Jennifer Aniston; a life where 
bare midriffs are not only appropriate, but 

encouraged at business meetings; and a life 
where no matter your job, you can afford 
a gorgeous two bedroom apartment in 
Manhattan, and you don’t even have to 

really work. You just get to drink a 
lot of coffee. This all ends today 
and I am scared for what it means 

for the future. 
September 24, 2013. As fall 

approaches, I scour my local thrift 
stores for the right flannel. It has to 
be two sizes too big and preferably 

covered in the tear stains of a 90’s teenage 
girl mourning the death of Kurt Cobain. I 

rarely venture out into the open these 
days, for the modern world has moved 

so far away from the values of the 90’s we 
all learned on Full House that I’m afraid. 

Most days I spend in my room browsing 
eBay for the rarest Beanie Babies, and 
I get them for a steal. My most recent 
Beanie Babie purchase is “Valentina”, 

a fuschia bear with a tie dyed heart stitched 
onto its chest. It cost me only twelve hundred 
dollars, which, when compared to its original 

price of 5 dollars in 1994, is pretty reasonable 
when you adjust for inflation. While most people 
these days spend their time on “Facetweet” and 

“Instavine,” I prefer to update my AOL blog with reviews 
of Aaron Carter’s most recent concerts. My mom says this 
is unhealthy, and that I need to move on, but I think she’s 
whack. The 90’s were the best years of my life, and I am 

going to live the rest of my life as if they never ended.

on me with Selena Gomez, you use illegal 
drugs, and you spit on your fans. How-
ever, I wouldn’t really mind being spat 
on by you, because your spit is equiva-
lent to holy water. I’m also not com-
plaining about you singing shirtless 
in your new music video for the song 

Lolly, but I don’t like your overly  
sexual connotations. 

Now that you performed 
and rapped under you alter 

ego, “Shawty Mane,” 
I feel like I don’t even 

know who you are anymore. 
Who is this girl that says she loves your “lolly”? I’ll 
make sure that she never makes it pop. What happened 
to my sweet Justin who used to sing songs about “never 
saying never” and there being “one less lonely girl?” 

No matter what happens, I’ll always be here 
supporting you as much as I can because I’m a true 
Belieber. Girlfriend or not, I will wait for you until 
you are ready to be joined in holy matrimony. I know 
you’ll come around one of these days. I’m not going 
anywhere. I’ll be right here, in your basement, tweet-
ing at you until you acknowledge my existence. Until 
then, please pull yourself together and stop making 
references to ecstasy.

 My love for you is an eternal flame burning into 
my very soul.

 Xoxo,
Your future wife 

Transformers and Decepticons come to Earth in the form of Tesla cars
by Haley Wade
Editor-in-Chief

Close your eyes. Imagine you are driving a new Tesla Model S. The 
steering wheel is smooth under your hands, the huge glowing naviga-
tion screen is the only light ahead of you as you roll seamlessly down 
an empty highway. The electronic engine is purring and the radio is 
playing softly. 

Suddenly there is a rough jolt. The car begins going faster, although 
you’re not applying any more force to the gas. You’re stomping on the 
break, but the acceleration makes your eyes water and presses your 
head back into the seat. With a screech of ripping metal, the doors 
open of their own accord and expand, rearranging themselves into 
massive arms. The wheel axles are turning into bent legs. You roll out 
of the car and skid along the pavement, finally stopping just in time 
to see your new car rise to the size of a thirty foot humanoid figure.

Wake up, America. I’m begging you to look past the shiny 

exterior and great mileage to see that we’ve been driving extrater-
restrials through our towns and parking them in our garages. I, for 
one, find it to be no coincidence that shortly after a particularly active 
week of meteor showers, Tesla releases new models onto the market. 
I’ve been monitoring the stars for months now, and the things I’ve 
seen can’t be refuted. 

Some try to argue that because I live across the street from the San 
Jose Airport, fast moving blinking lights in the night sky should be 
a common occurrence. To them I say: do you really feel safe at night 
blindly assuming that every plane-shaped object in the sky is a plane? 
Wouldn’t that be exactly what the Autobots expect us to believe?

When Tesla Motor Company announced their new cars and displayed 
a prototype in 2009, I rushed to my collection of Seventeen Magazine 
horoscopes to find that I would be having a great session of girl talk 
with a few of my besties and that I would have an opportunity to 
meet new people. New people that might not be people at all, but 
robotic aliens.

My suspicions were confirmed when my next-door neighbor bought 
a Tesla in 2012. Every time he walked away and locked it, the car made 
a high-pitched chirping sound. No doubt, the transformer was calling 
out to its fellows as soon as it thought its owner was out of earshot.

The arrival of Autobots on Earth can only mean one thing: the 
Decepticons are here, too. Earth has just become the battleground of 
one of the greatest intergalactic wars of all time, and we are unknowing 
and unprepared. When the battle finally breaks and our Teslas reveal 

their true forms, our cities and livelihoods will be demolished. There 
are no real-life Shia LaBeouf’s and Megan Fox’s; we stand no chance 
supporting either side of the war. My underground bunker is fully 
stocked, but very few of us are truly prepared for the epic onslaught 
of advanced warfare soon to take place. 

If our government knows the where-
abouts of the AllSpark, the energy 
source that the  Autobots and 
Decepticons are looking for, now 
is not the time to protect the 
citizens from dangerous knowl-
edge. Reveal its coordinates and 
let the Autobots take it in peace. 
The Teslas will return to their 
home planet and free us from 
the dangers they could easily 
inflict on the Earth.

It may mean sacrificing 
the safest, most aestheti-
cally pleasing, most envi-
ronmentally friendly, and 
most successful car America 
has ever produced, but the 
safety of our civilians has to  
be prioritized.

Kia Gerbils (we don’t know who 
they are, the Kia Gerbils covered 
their tracks too well) used the 
Declaration of Independence 
somehow. Written in code on 
the Declaration of Independence 
is the key to a gene that makes 
the Gerbils intelligent. The future 
doesn’t make sense to us either, 
even though we live in it. Anyway, 
destroy the Declaration of Indepen-
dence and save billion of lives!

Signing off,
Ari Sweedler, Aug. 7th, 2258
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