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WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT YOUTHTOPIA:

 


"A terrible book. Irresponsible."

-Barry Obay

 


"This book should be banned."

-Dale Servile

 


"No one under 21 should be allowed to read
this book."

-Marsha Sireton

 


"No reputable publisher should go anywhere
near it."

-Amanda Thority

 


"Ban it. Burn it. Bury it."

-Luke Baas

 


High school like you've never seen it.

High school like you've always known it.

 


Welcome to friendly Rockview Terminal!

 


This parent handbook overviews the high
quality educational atmosphere of Rockview Terminal. Here in lovely
Rockview we never forget that our children are our greatest
resource, and we do everything in our power to make sure that our
children are mentally cleansed, as thoroughly and as efficiently as
possible.

 


Patriotica, electronica, Americonica –
YouthTopia.
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“I’ve worked as a New York City schoolteacher
for twenty-six years...and have won awards doing so.… Over the
years, I have come to see that whatever I thought I was doing as a
teacher, most of what I actually was doing was teaching an
invisible curriculum that reinforced the myths of the school
institution and those of an economy based on caste... What I do
that is right is simple to understand– I get out of kids’ way, I
give them space and time and respect. What I do wrong, however, is
strange, complex, and frightening. Let me begin to show you what
that is.”

 


-John Gatto, Dumbing Us Down

 


 


FROM THE DESK OF

Stan D. Garde – Terminator of History






Dear Parents,

As a former history teacher who has recently
suffered a tragic slip and fall in the Rockview Terminal parking
lot, upon which I knocked my head quite soundly, putting me out of
commission for no little while, I have lately had the opportunity
to reflect on the good life as we know it here in Rockview
Terminal.[1]

Especially if you are a parent new to the
region and possess children of Terminal age, this modest handbook
should provide valuable insight into the nature and quality of
education in our local Terminals.

Before I begin to describe the Terminal I
know best, Rockview, where I happily taught before my tragic slip
and fall in the parking lot, let me note that Rockview Terminal has
been so named ever since the word “high” was banned from language
by Congress during one of this country’s many brave battles in the
ongoing war against certain drugs and their deviant users and
dealers.[2]

Thus, as is the case throughout the country
these days, the former h*** school at Rockview is now referred to
as the Terminal at Rockview.

Likewise, we teachers scarcely refer to
ourselves as such anymore.

Instead, we go by the title Terminator,
which we greatly prefer.

You may recall a minor protest to these
legal and linguistic reformations years ago, but rest easy, dear
parents, that in Rockview Terminal and the surrounding area, there
has been no serious protest of any size in a decade or so, not
since this ugly sort of thing was smashed during the Great
Repression, after some sad misguided soul actually made a picket
sign and wedged it into his cement patch on Main Street to protest
the government granting corporations the right to meter air in
houses.

Fortunately, our well-trained youth cause
little fuss these days.

With your loyal ever-loving help we do all
that is possible upon this Incorporated Dearth to give our children
the most modern and efficient of mental cleansings.

Please note that you must make every effort,
as responsible parents and mature adults, to keep this book out of
the hands of youth.[3]

As you will see, I have written this book
for thoroughly cleansed minds only – mature adult minds,
naturally.

May all peace and profit be with you always,
dear parents.

As we like to say here in the happy confines
of Rockview Terminal: Go Terminal Go!






Fully yours,

Stan D. Garde

Stan D. Garde

Terminator of History






FROM THE DESK OF

Jay Cage – Superinterminent of Terminals






Dear Parents,

Welcome to friendly Rockview Terminal!

This parent handbook overviews the top
quality educational atmosphere of Rockview Terminal.[4]

Here in lovely Rockview we never forget that
our children are our greatest resource, and we do everything in our
power to make sure that our children are mentally cleansed, as
thoroughly and as efficiently as possible.

This great task of the Terminals is one we
are sure that you as responsible parents and loyal consumers abide
by entirely.

Disclaimer One: Under no circumstances may
Rockview Terminal be held responsible for any learner’s failure to
conform.

Disclaimer Two: Failure to abide by Terminal
rules may result in expulsion, impairment, or worse.

Disclaimer Three: No so-called Bill of
Rights applies in this Terminal or in any other.[5]

Finally, dear parents, if you ever feel the
need for further information about the nature of your child’s
interment in this quality institution, please consult this
handbook,[6] written by our very own Terminator of History, Stan D.
Garde.

Or feel free to contact anyone in our entire
fleet of lawyers at 1-800-TERMINAL.

May you always profit!

And may your children reach the utter
heights of mental cleansing, now and forevermore.






Yours in power,

Jay Cage

Jay Cage

Superinterminent of Terminals






TERMINAL SPACE

Rockview Terminal consists primarily of two
main areas, both of which are heavily patrolled by Terminators. The
main area is the electronica room, or e-room, sometimes called the
vast room, housing all the computers – the “fry” room, in
loyal-consumer-in-training lingo.

Some years ago the district realized it
could save money by simply removing all the walls between rooms and
constructing one vast central learning complex.

This also allowed the population of the
Terminal to rise considerably without the need to add on or build
anew.

And such massive display of centralism makes
everyone feel more chummy than ever before, here in the “fry”
room.

The other main area is the training room,
with its many pacing stations – known to lcit, we Terminators are
humored to note, as the “Treadmills From Hell.”

Strikingly, a substantial number of lcit
prefer the training room to the e-room. The training room consists
of multiple running stations upon which lcit are required to pace
for an hour each day at their heart-rates’ limit. A distinct
minority of loyal-consumers-in-training are urged into great
competitions against one another – they pace for hours like
world-class athletes until their very hearts are about to explode,
while Terminators on duty smartly flog any lcit who quit or topple
off the station.

The importance of the training room for all
lcit has been emphasized in the Terminal ever since Ambulatory
Motion was dropped from the curriculum years ago. Subsequently, it
was found that lcit need some kind of physical tutoring to go along
with the mental mastering, if their bodies are to be capable of
sitting upright in front of a computer all day, let alone be able
to work a serf wage job in the morning or evening, or both – in
addition to sitting at attention in front of that great commerce
machine of our times, the TV, late at night and on weekends.

The only, perhaps, negative side effect[7]
of the training room, as far as we Terminators can tell, is the
extra-strong straps that had to be installed in the e-room to
prevent disruptive lcit from using newfound stamina and strength to
break out. The straps are now threaded with steel.

An electric current is sometimes
required.

Sadly, these unbreakable restraints
contribute to the occasional sprained wrist, strained elbow, and
dislocated shoulder in some of the more inexplicably rebellious
lcit.

I have seen even a grotesque dislocated hip
or two in my time.

Honestly, I have no idea what makes these
lcit act the way they do. They seem to think they are undergoing
some kind of cruel and unusual punishment merely by showing up at
Terminal gates in the morning.

As if we do not mentally cleanse the lcit
for their own good![8]






TERMINAL CRUCIFIXION

As if we do not crucify them in their own
best interest!

Out back is where we crucify the students –
the loyal-consumers-in-training, I mean. The lcit.

Actually, out back is mainly where we
crucified the lcit – those who have most seriously erred – but
times being what they are now, the lcit more rebellious than can be
imagined, we crucify them all over the Terminal and Terminal
grounds.

There seems to be an inevitable rhythm to
the crucifixions.

This stern punishment arises from incidents
that arrive in clusters around the holidays, near the beginnings
and endings of the Terminal year, semesters, and months and
weeks.

Also, the beginnings and endings of exam
periods, days, and classes are particularly fraught with tension
and volatility.

Not to mention to different degrees every
moment in between.

We find remedial crucifixion necessary for
lcit crimes deemed especially heinous, such as duct-taping over
forehead ID bar codes and other subversive behavior, like excessive
cooperation and socializing.[9]

Rockview Terminal is more prone to
crucifixions nowadays, but I’m sure it has nothing to do with the
greater rates the Terminal is able to command from advertisers who
attempt to peddle their brand name attention deficit disorder drugs
at these lamentable yet festive events. After driving the nails
into the hands and feet and leaving the errant lcit hanging for the
better part of a day, a Terminal security agent then drives a
painted fluorescent orange, two-foot-long, three-inch-wide steel
spike through the center of the condemned lcit’s forehead, into the
wooden post behind.

There is talk among advertisers of
electronically lighting up the tip of the spike after it is driven
through the skull or otherwise brightening the advertisement, in an
effort to get the message to really sink in.

I often wonder why people sometimes object
to the amount of money corporate advertisers willingly pay for the
three-inch spot on the head of the spike. The pharmaceutical
company that manufactures the Real-Lite pills that best calm the
loyal-consumers-in-training, Real-Lite Incorporated,[10] pays top
dollar to help remind everyone that allowing natural body chemistry
to simply run free – that is, out of control – can result in dire
consequences for everyone concerned. I say, let big business pay
for the remedial spike through the head. (To me, it's a
no-brainer.)

As a final warning about the dangers of
personal freedom and the financial-chemical remedy for this dread
state of being, Real-Lite corporation in conjunction with the
Terminal hangs a colorful banner over the head of the crucified
lcit displaying different pill sizes and strengths for sale.

Behind the Terminal is still the preferred
place to carry out crucifixions. That’s where visitors may find a
permanent assortment of three cross sizes – small, medium, and
large, for elementary, junior Terminal, and full Terminal lcit –
several small crosses, a few more large crosses, and nearly two
dozen junior Terminal crosses, since by far the vast majority of
all infractions occur at the junior Terminal age. Who knows why –
for some reason, freedom seems to max out at the stage at which the
body and mind begin to mature.

After the unfortunate lcit is spiked through
the head, to the cross, the body is left to hang until it rots and
thoroughly disintegrates. Eventually the bones fall into a heap
below. There is quite a mound of skeletal parts behind Rockview
Terminal by now. Sometimes we catch an lcit or two loitering out
back, wistfully kicking through the bones, as if reminiscing, maybe
searching for the skull of an old elementary chum or a junior
Terminal buddy.

More frequently we find a couple of boys
sword-fighting with thigh bones – not unlike the Terminators who
often spar with training room whips – a pleasure to watch.

Nevertheless, such freelance sport earns the
young warriors an automatic trip to the smashing block, where
security agents sometimes go easy on them, seeing younger versions
of themselves.

They joke with the thigh-bone duelers in an
effort to cheer them up, then smash only a fingertip or two.

On occasion, out back among the bones, we’ll
catch an lcit couple in the act of something more intimate. This
offense leads straight to the isolation rooms, naturally.

We Terminators generally allow, even
encourage, loyal-consumers-in-training to think no one patrols the
crucifixion area with any regularity. On the contrary, there is no
more peaceful spot near which Terminators like to take their breaks
than out back overlooking the crosses, skulls, and bones.

I must admit, I am especially drawn to the
place as well. My youngest son recently met his sorry fate there on
the cross, after he was caught cheating on a math test – a minor
crime, one might think, but he was a repeat offender, I am sad to
report.

After all of my son’s trips to the smashing
block, psychiatrist office, and isolation rooms, after all the head
resizings, electrical stimulants, and Real-Lite doses, the poor boy
seemed scarcely functional anymore, that is, no more functional
than before. The crucifixion turned out to be for the best, really,
an outright mercy. He was so far gone I don’t think even the final
spike through the forehead was terribly necessary.

Every once in awhile I’ll go out and lay a
red rose on the pile of bones and wonder if anything could have
been engineered differently to salvage my dear son’s life.

Alas, despite having graduated with
distinction from the Terminal years ago, I have no idea.

At least, my dearly departed son has served
as a vivid example to us all.

I find this to be no small consolation.






TERMINAL ISOLATION

Owned and operated by MarchRite corporation
at a bracing but reasonable price, the isolation rooms at Rockview
Terminal take full advantage of the most modern in corrections
technology.

I mention the isolation rooms first before
any other part of our beloved Terminal to assure concerned parents
and local loyal consumers that they do indeed exist. The supposed
absence of such rooms at other so-called “tolerant” Terminals
outside our district is mere rumor, I suspect.

How any Terminal could make do without
active sets of isolation rooms is far beyond my capacity to
comprehend, especially since isolation so well modifies disobedient
behaviour in the never-ending process of tutoring youth, who
plainly are inherently dysfunctional.[11]

For most loyal-consumers-in-training, simply
keeping them sitting alone at their desks proves to be enough of a
constraint on any sort of demoralized interaction, while teaching
the indispensable lesson that we are all thrown into this teeming
world on our own, and on our own we must remain to become a
productive success in life.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4929
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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