
 How to: bring about the end of the world in six easy steps (without pictures)      

Bringing about the end of the world may sound like a daunting task, but, by following these 

six easy steps, becoming the conductor of the world’s demise can be as easy as A. B. C.! 

1.      Start by eating a filling breakfast. Inviting the destruction of our planet can take a lot 

of energy and time; by waking up early and eating a big breakfast you can avoid having 

to stop in the middle of your plans. 

2.      Stare into the sun. Once our planet’s only star has finally arisen, find a comfy spot 

and ogle. 

3.      Draw the solar body through your eyes and into yourself. When it feels like your 

eyes just can’t stand another moment of the sun’s rays, make sure to pull its heat and 

light through your pupils and allow it refuge in your soul. 

4.      Allow the life flame to consume you. After the flaming ball of gas has moved into 

your innards, permit it to burn you, from the inside, leaving an empty shell. This will be 

painful. 

(Tip: Make sure you smile through the torment; you’re doing your part for planetary 

annihilation) 

5.      Have your family/loved ones bury your empty shell of a body. If you have been 

following the steps correctly to this point, you should be dead now. You will have been 

buried; or, you would have been incinerated completely, or cremated. Your family will 

still mourn, saying things like (Insert name here) had so much left to offer and If only 

(Insert name here) had of applied that beautiful talent of theirs, this world would have 

been such a beautiful place. 



6.      Continue being dead as the majority of the planet’s life slowly freezes to death. 

Without the sun to provide warmth for the earth, with it being, instead, inside you, the 

temperature will slowly decrease becoming impossible to withstand in about a month’s 

time. Congratulations! You have just brought on the apocalypse in addition to answering 

the age old question, fire or ice? You go, you harbinger of the Armageddon, you go!  

Water Sprites be the Victor 

Game Menu Open: New Game: Start: 

Each player and class begins their preparation: knights raise their shields to huddle for 

protection, bandits adjust their bags to protect their inventory, rogues pull up their hoods to ward 

off water sprites, and humans sprint attempting to avoid the oncoming onslaught; yet in this 

game perfect strangers play  

the rain always wins; so, 

as I take off my sandals to avoid the paddled splash, laughing with those around me, and, 

barefoot, 

leap  

over  

puddles, 

feeling the water, cool, between my toes, I know; we want the rain to win, that’s how to play the  

Game Over.  

Straight Faced Tourism  

Visit dualistic Clown’s Peak! 

Where we worship sundials and hourglasses. 

Where the gentlemen, and ladies 

knock on door shaped statues 



with fist sized hate, 

screaming “Stay out!” 

And all while the villagers 

cower, from the blinding light 

of a sun, born, the moon.    

 

Tea-Time 

 She stands in response to the whistle of a kettle beckoning across the room; it sings, “You 

can make it!” But as she starts to breathe for the first time in months, the shadows sublimate, 

from ground, to air, to lungs. And though deafened by the sound of her own absent screams, she 

hears the heart beat stop; so class, as the chipped tea cup hurtles to the ground, whispering to the 

air of its brokenness, thinking of its soon shattered self, how fast does it fall? How fast does it 

fall?    

Freak 

 Growing tired of the sight of my own feet, I looked to the sun for advice; she said, “You 

won’t have to worry with sight anymore” and blinded me. So I listened to the voices of others, 

but they didn’t speak my language, instead they bashed my head with their mallets and reason. 

So I went to the water, asking her if she could help. She made me look up, restoring my sight, 

and told me to seek out her lover. I went to the moon and anchored my head to him, so as I walk 

the empty streets at night, I can hold my head high and claim the quiet as my own. They say the 

freaks come out at night and I’m proud to call myself one.  


