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Birds fly upside down, people wear shoes on their hands – it’s the land of Analaubalofu, and you’ve just become the newest citizen! At first, you probably thought that this ‘Ana-whatchamacallit’ place was just plain crazy. But, soon enough, you found out that you can actually live a pretty awesome life here; there aren’t many rules (most of them are just like “Please do not feed the ducks” or “Watch your step”), there’s a candy store right down the street from your house that offers unlimited free samples every day, the jobs can actually be fun. There is one catch, though. You are forced to make tons of choices – daily, hourly, sometimes even one every minute – and some of the choices are things you wouldn’t normally consider. However, each decision has a huge impact on someone from Analaubalofu, and one wrong judgment could result in something nasty…
You’re lying in your bed, waiting for your alarm to ring. Your first workday in Analaubalofu is just about to begin! You are so excited that you can hardly sleep. Today, you are going to explore all the different job opportunities and pick the one you like the most – and that selection will be your occupation for a long time. You don’t know exactly how long, but you know that you have to select wisely. This choice could make a big difference.
Suddenly, a loud crowing breaks the morning silence and your thoughts, and you almost fall out of your bed. It turns out that the ‘alarm clock’ that you were provided with last night was actually a chicken with a clock on its stomach! You slap the chicken across the head, trying to find a ‘snooze button’, and it immediately stops crowing. Rolling out of the mess of blankets, you reach for the suitcase of possessions you brought from your previous residence.
While you dig through the bag, the chicken ‘clock’ leaps off of your bedside table and starts to hop around like a rabbit. It’s running into almost everything; knocking over your floor lamp, stepping on your shoes, getting tangled in your blankets. You watch, amused, as the chicken struggles to untie itself from the sheets and fails. Smiling to yourself, you reach back into your suitcase, pull out your clothes and get dressed. When you are done changing, you go to the kitchen and open the fridge. Just like you expected, you’ve never tried any of the food in the fridge before, and none of it looks like anything you would ever eat – probably because you don’t know what some of the stuff is. But you’re going to have to get used to it; Analaubalofu is your home now.
You finally decide on breakfast. It’s a green tortilla, probably made out of a vegetable, smeared with something from a jar labeled “Loganberry Spread”. The jam is bright purple with specks of red, and it looks a lot like the raspberry jam you used to have for breakfast every now and then. When you are done eating, you rush to the bathroom, brush your teeth with carrot-flavored toothpaste (you forgot to bring your own), and wash in the shamrock-shaped basin. Even the towels are strange – they feel a lot like an animal’s fur, rough yet oddly comfortable.
A knock on your door reminds you that the mayor had arranged for a city bus to stop by your house and take you to the career bank. You hurriedly comb through your tangled hair with your fingers, grab the bag of stuff next to your bed (it contains some things that you might need for your first day at work, like your wallet and a watch), and head towards the door. But then you remember that you forgot your cell phone – it’s charging on the kitchen counter where you left it last night. The knock on the door comes again, even more frantic now, and a voice calls for you to hurry up or the bus will leave. The chicken clock’s stomach says that it is 8:00, and with a start, you recall that you were supposed to be at the career bank by 8:15. Should you go retrieve your cell phone and miss the bus, or forget about your phone and concentrate on making it to the career bank on time to claim your new job?

Choice 1: If you get your cell phone, turn to page 3.
Choice 2: If you rush for the bus, turn to page 22.
You never know when you’re going to need your cell phone – and you can always find another way to the career bank. But the bus driver is probably going to be mad that he had to drive out to your house just to have you miss the bus; you can just forget about that. It’s not like the driver’s going to come back and attack you just because you missed his bus.
The sound of the bus’s roaring motor signals that the bus is driving away. You shrug to yourself and walk towards the kitchen. Once you get your cell phone and stick it in your bag, you go outside, lock the door, and stand on the sidewalk in front of your house. Now you have to decide how you will get to the career bank – should you find a taxi, or walk to the bus stop next to the supermarket and take the bus there?

Choice 1: If you try to flag down a taxi, turn to page 4.

Choice 2: If you walk to the bus stop, turn to page 18.
It would be easier to flag down a taxi. Anyways, the bus stop is a 5-minute walk, and there are taxis on the road in front of your street all the time. You stick your hand out into the road, and a few seconds later, a bright yellow taxi pulls up next to you. This taxi only has 3 wheels, which are arranged like the wheels on a tricycle, and the driver’s eyes are drooping. You don’t really trust a 3-wheeled vehicle and a tired driver – or do you?
Choice 1: If you trust the driver and the taxi, turn to page 5.

Choice 2: If you decide to flag down another taxi, turn to page 6.
There can’t be too much wrong with the taxi. You’ve seen 2-wheeled taxis around here before, and they rarely get in accidents; this one can’t be much worse. And the driver probably just didn’t get enough sleep. He should be wide-awake in a little while.

You get into the taxi, shut the door, and tell the driver your destination: 2843 Alske Boulevard. The driver nods, and your first instinct is that he knows where the career bank is. But then you get a sniff of the driver’s breath – it smells strongly of alcohol. You should get out of this taxi now! Before you can open the door, though, the driver stomps down on the gas, and the taxi speeds rapidly along the road, swerving back and forth through the traffic. Cars on both sides of the road honk loudly as the driver smashes into road signs, veering unintentionally onto a bridge. All of a sudden, the taxi leans sharply to one side – one of the three wheels has fallen off. The taxi spins in circles, breaks through the barriers on the bridge, and plunges into the water below. You scream loudly, knowing that the last thing you are going to experience is this crazy ride in an Analaubalofubian 3-wheeled taxi.

~The End~
This driver can’t possibly be trusted. He looks exhausted, and very likely to get into an accident. You wave the driver on, and watch as the taxi swerves back onto the road among a bunch of honking cars. It looks like that taxi wouldn’t have been very safe to get into.
Another taxi is approaching your house. You flag it down; this one is bright pink, but it has four wheels and the driver looks much more awake than the last. And the taxi is extremely comfortable, too – the seats are wrapped in luxurious cushions, and the seatbelts are padded so that they don’t chafe any riders’ shoulders. You slump down in the back seat and throw your bag on the floor of the cab, immersing yourself in the comfort of the taxi.
The driver asks you your destination. You reply with the address of the career bank, and he immediately gears up the engine. You close your eyes and listen to the gentle rumble of the engine as the taxi moves down the road.
When the taxi comes to a full stop, you can barely bring yourself to get out of it. But you know you have to – the mayor is waiting, and your watch says that it is 8:25. You pay the fee in nogkas, the Analaubalofubian currency, and slip in a sizeable tip. The driver seems satisfied, and he waves good-bye as you grab your bag and head towards the door of the career bank.

The mayor is waiting in front of the door. He is glancing at his watch and tapping his foot impatiently. You run into the bank, rapidly apologize to the mayor for being late as you pass him, and shove open the gigantic double doors. You are standing in a large lobby with several hallways leading out of it. There are two signs on the wall, pointing in different directions. The sign that points left says, “This way to get your new career!”; the hall it leads into is outlined in gold trim, and it is cluttered with pictures of pudgy men in too-tight suits. The sign that points right proclaims, “Want a job? Go this way!”. It points towards a less elaborate hallway, but you can see a large crowd of people discussing something in a room at the end. Looking back, you see that the mayor is still standing outside and stealing frantic glances at his timepiece. You don’t want to disturb him, but if you don’t ask which way to go, you could go follow the incorrect path. Which hall should you follow?
Choice 1: If you go down the gold-trimmed hallway with the pictures on the walls, turn to page 7.

Choice 2: If you head towards the group of talking people, turn to page 8.

Choice 3: If you decide to disturb the mayor anyway and ask him which way to go, turn to page 9.
The gold-trimmed hallway looks much more interesting, and it probably offers better job opportunities than the other hallway. You head left, occasionally observing the pictures on the walls. Every portrait has a gold label underneath it, stating a name in large white letters, and in print half the size, the phrase “Mayor of Analaubalofu”. These must be all the previous mayors, you realize. You continue down the hallway, observing every picture closely. They all faintly resemble the current mayor, except the mayor isn’t as plump.
A small whisking noise sounds in the hallway within a couple feet of where you are standing. You whirl around on the spot, trying to spot the source of the noise. When you see nothing, you attempt to locate the path you were taking a few moments earlier. To your alarm, you see that both ends of the hallway appear to go on forever; both lead into pitch-blackness. While you try to relax your thoughts and figure out which way you are supposed to go, a band of cloth abruptly smothers your breath. Your hands are pulled tightly behind your back and tied together with a coarse rope. You try to scream, but something solid strikes you on the head and you immediately fall unconscious.
Three people, two men and a woman, are looming over you when you awaken, cold and wet and lying on the ground. The only thing they are wearing is clothes made out of filthy burlap bags. By examining your surroundings, you see that you are underground – in the sewage system! One of the men glares at you and sneers – you see that he is holding a metal pipe; that must have been what knocked you out. The other man laughs along with him while the woman pulls out a soaking piece of paper. When the men stop snorting and making jokes – probably about something you are wearing, because they were pointing at your shoes and giggling hysterically – your female captor starts reading from the paper she is holding.
“To the job-seeker, whose name we do not know,” she begins, looking you over as if your entire history could be stamped onto your forehead. “You are fortunate enough to become the newest member of our team. Not many Analaubalofubians are offered this choice.”

Standing up, you ask, “The newest member of what team?”
One of the men, the one who sneered at you first, answers your question. “The garbage collectors of Analaubalofu, of course! What else could we be?”

Looking your captors over again, you see that the man has a point. The burlap bags they are wearing are covered in trash, and the metal pipe must have been from the drains underneath the roads. You back up slowly, looking frantically for an escape, but someone grabs your leg and you fall face first onto the floor with a disgusting squish. You continue to struggle as your clothes are stripped and you are fitted with an Analaubalofubian garbage collector’s outfit, consisting of one small burlap bag and a heavy belt stocked with garbage bags, Windex, and a lot of other unidentified stuff. Then, you are shoved into one of the underground sewage tunnels, and you know you have no escape. You are now a member of the Analaubalofubian garbage collectors – and this will be your job for the rest of your extremely grimy life.

~The End~
As you enter the right hallway, you notice that the walls change color, from their original off-white to red to light blue. The color changes make you feel a bit nervous, but you are immediately relaxed when you reach the end of the hallway and a young blonde girl from the group waves you into the conversation.

“Hi,” she says. “My name’s Lynne. Are you here to pick a job?”

You are about to reply, when you get a glimpse of Lynne’s shoes. They are dark green and made out of some sort of animal skin, probably crocodile. But that is the only weird thing about Lynne that you can spot. Looking around, you see that quite a few of the other people in the room are wearing crocodile-skin shoes too. You remember that you are supposed to be answering a question when you realize that everyone else is staring at you intently.

“Yeah, I am,” you say. “Am I in the right place?”

Another girl, this one older than Lynne, responds. “Of course you’re in the right place! Welcome to the newbies!” She flashes you a gleaming white smile. You keep on talking with each other; she learns your name, and you learn that hers is Marci. Many of the other individuals join in, and you find yourself frantically trying to remember names: Hera, Todor, Victoria, Camille, Derrek, Kory.
Your conversation is halted when the mayor enters the room, trailed by a couple more citizens, who join the crowd you are standing in. You’re relieved that you weren’t the only one late to the bank. “We’re all here!” he announces proudly. “Now, let’s get started!” He walks over to an extremely tall cabinet – you could swear that it wasn’t there when you entered the room – and withdraws a velvet-covered book from behind the doors. The manuscript closely resembles the tablets the cabinet members of Analaubalofu carried around. “Who wants to go first?” the mayor asks, waving the book in the air.
You’ve heard stories about job picking days. Individuals that decided to go first got best pick, of course; occupations are handpicked instead of drawn from a bag, like in Analaubalofu’s sister city, Hequobewigo, and the best choices are usually taken by the first couple job-choosers. In the past, though, the book that contains the career choices – the one the mayor is holding – has sometimes given special offers to the last few to examine its contents. Your neighbor was one of those lucky people; that was how he won the lottery, just a week after he began his career as the local stable cleaner…

You know you want a good job – after all, this choice could set up the rest of your life. But perhaps, if you were one of the last to look at the book, you could become very lucky, even if you were forced to take the worst profession on the list. Do you want to volunteer to go first, or wait a little while?

Choice 1: If you decide to pick a career first, turn to page 10.

Choice 2: If you would rather wait for the possible ‘surprise’, turn to page 17.
You walk over to the mayor and carefully tap him on the shoulder. “Which hallway should I take out of the lobby?” you ask.
The mayor replies, still studying his watch: “Take the right hallway. Weird things happen in the other one, the one that contains the previous mayors’ pictures. Perhaps there are some ghosts of the mayors there?”

It would be a good idea to follow the mayor’s advice – he should know his town pretty well. You go back to the lobby and follow the right hallway.

Turn to page 8.
You’d much rather have a good job than win the lottery. After all, in Analaubalofu, every choice can matter – and a satisfying profession would have more impact on your future than winning the lottery. The mayor smiles as you raise your hand. “You there,” he says, pointing at you. “Come and look at this.” He waves the velvet-covered book in the air again. “Perhaps you’ll find something really interesting.”

Lynne nudges you in the back. “Come on, we’re waiting!”

You slowly approach the mayor and the career book. As the manuscript touches your hands, you receive an oddly relaxing feeling; perhaps the material that the book is made out of contains magical powers. Others in the room are watching you closely as you fumble through the wrinkled pages of the book. Many of the occupations listed are jobs you have never heard of before: water purifier person, cell phone investigator, chicken feeder; others are more commonplace: pediatrician, babysitter, garbage man/woman. Suddenly, the pages start turning by themselves, and you nearly drop the book in shock. When the pages stop moving, you are looking at a page with five choices on it. You reach to turn the page again, to find the one you were looking at seconds before, but the rest of the book has turned to stone, leaving you to stare at the five choices presented to you. Perhaps this was another one of the disadvantages of choosing first.

Everyone is still watching you. You force yourself to read the words on the page of the career book. In extremely fancy script, it says: 

1. Kindergarten Teacher

2. Hot Dog Vendor

3. Member of the Analaubalofubian Senate

4. Beggar

5. Musician
It looks like these are your final choices. What do you pick?

Choice 1: If you are good with children and want to be a kindergarten teacher, turn to page 11.

Choice 2: If you think hot dogs are yummy and want to be a hot dog vendor, turn to page 12.

Choice 3: If you like to create new rules and want to be a member of the Analaubalofubian Senate, turn to page 13.
Choice 4: If you have nothing better to do and want to be a beggar, turn to page 14.
Choice 5: If you are talented at music and want to be a musician, turn to page 15.
A lot of people have told you that you are excellent with children, and you should consider becoming a teacher sometime. You point to the first choice in the book. The mayor starts clapping, and when he sees that no one is clapping along, immediately stops. You stifle a laugh in your shirtsleeve.

“Good pick!” he exclaims. “Now, go along, Steffan here will chauffeur you to the elementary school. All the stuff you need is waiting in your new classroom.” The mayor signals to a man in the back of the room, who approaches you.
You wonder why the mayor presented you with his own personal chauffeur, but you have no choice but to follow the slender man as he waltzes towards the door. Steffan’s white limousine is parked right outside; you can see the envy in Lynne and Marci’s eyes as you settle yourself in the seat, flick on a movie on the circular TV, and dig into the mini fridge – you know what kind of food to expect. Steffan simply smiles when he sees you dunking raspberry Cheetos in blue guacamole dip. “Having fun?” he asks. Your mouth filled with food, you can’t do any more than nod.

The limousine rumbles and drives away from the career bank. Looking back, you can still see the perfect O of Marci’s mouth. You smile and hope that she will also get a good job.

The elementary school looks almost like you imagined it, except for that the top half of the building is painted lime green and the bottom is painted vivid lilac. Other than the weird colored walls, everything else looks like a normal school. You can see children on the monkey bars and the basketball court; they act much like the children you are used to. Steffan opens your door and escorts you inside the school’s doors, down an incredibly neat hallway, and into the principal’s office. The principal also looks a lot like the usual principal.

“Welcome to Analaubalofu Elementary!” the principal exclaims. “Are you our new teacher?”

You nod, and the principal grabs your hand and shakes it energetically. “Wow, you’re exactly what I was looking for! You’re good with little kids, I assume?” This time, she doesn’t even bother to wait for an answer. She pulls you into the hallway and towards a small classroom, and as you move down the hall, you mouth thank you to Steffan and wave with your free hand. He nods back and disappears outside the building.

Several bouncy kindergarteners greet you and the principal when you enter the classroom. “Is this our new teacher?” one of them asks. He is missing both of his two front teeth. You smile and pull your hand out of the principal’s grasp.

“Yes, I am,” you say, patting the boy on the head. “What’s your name?”

“Cornelius,” he replies. “But everybody calls me Neely.”

Looking back, you see that the principal is smiling. “Well, have fun,” she says, and walks out of the classroom. As you continue to introduce yourself to the other children, you know that you are going to have a lot of fun with your new job, and you are glad that this was the one you picked.
~The End~
Perhaps there are better things to do than selling hot dogs, but that is what you want to do. You have heard that Analaubalofubian hot dog vendors get free hot dogs for their services; you absolutely love hot dogs, so this shouldn’t be too bad.

Lynne is still standing close to you, and she gasps when you point to choice number 2. “Selling hot dogs? Are you sure? There’s bound to be other things that you want to do for the rest of your life.” But she has spoken too late; you feel a tugging sensation in your stomach, and unexpectedly, the room around you dissolves and morphs into a street. You recognize the road as one of the most traveled ones in Analaubalofu. Lynne, the mayor, and everyone else in the career bank have suddenly disappeared.

You swing your head around to get a better look at your surroundings, but a hat falls off your head. Looking at the hat on the sidewalk, you see that it says ‘Hot Dogs’ in bold red letters. There is a large white hot dog cart near you; you can smell the hot dogs in the steamer. As you move behind the cart to examine its contents, a teenage girl and her boyfriend approach you and ask for two hot dogs. You reach for two buns, slap a frank in each, and offer them condiments. They load the hot dogs with ketchup, mustard, and relish; throw some cash on the cart, and walk away, holding hands and munching on the buns. But when you try to watch them, another girl requests a hot dog. You are soon exceptionally busy, and you are left with no time to rethink your choice about becoming an Analaubalofubian hot dog vendor.
~The End~
Why would anybody deny the choice to create a city’s rules? You would really like to do just that, so you point to the third choice on the page.

“Wow,” Marci gasps behind you. “That’s a really good opportunity!” You shrug and watch as the mayor leaves the room and reenters, followed by a woman in a blue skirt and matching jacket.

“This is Emilie. She is the president pro tempore of our senate,” the mayor says. “She’ll be the one showing you around the senate building.”

Emilie walks up to you and shakes your hand. “Nice to meet you,” she says, leading you towards the door. “Let’s go see the senate building first and meet the others – is that OK with you?”

You agree with Emilie; she knows what to do better than you do. The senate building isn’t white like most capitols, though – it’s a bright aquamarine, with a rectangular-shaped ‘dome’ instead of the usual circular one. “Cool!” you exclaim. “Is this the capitol?”

“Yeah,” Emilie says. “We – the senate – have all our meetings in here.” She leads you towards the fancy doors. When you enter the building, you can see some of the other senators walking from one room to another, while others are simply pacing their offices or researching things online. The senate building looks like a pretty busy place. Emilie introduces you to the president of the senate, Nicholas, who smiles and pats you on the back.

“Welcome to Analaubalofu,” Nicholas says. “Are you having fun here?”

You know the answer that Nicholas is looking for – and that answer is exactly how you feel. “Yes,” you reply. “I’m having the time of my life!”

Nicholas smiles again. “Good,” he replies. “Let’s see more of the senate building now, shall we?” He leads you to the assembly room, where you see all of the senators gathered. They are apparently expecting you, Nicholas, and Emilie. They greet you, one by one, and present you with small gifts and a bunch of papers that you have to fill out. You recognize some of the senators; Carl, Roxanne, the guy that is always on the coffee ads (you forgot his name). Everyone is extremely welcoming, and you make sure to welcome everyone back, as you will be spending a really long time working in the capitol together.

~The End~
You’ve always wondered what the beggars on the streets where you used to live felt like. So why not become one of them? You announce to the crowd that you would like to be a beggar; the reaction is a loud gasp.

“Why?” Lynne and Marci glance at each other and then stare at you. “There are better things to do than that!”

But it’s too late to change your mind, if you even want to; the career book has heard your final decision. Two of the mayor’s security guards grab your hands and drag you out of the building as everyone stares in disbelief. Once you are outside, your shirt is dragged off of your head, harshly yanking out a couple of the hairs on your head. It is replaced with a large cloth bag with holes cut in it for your head and arms. Your shoes are ripped off your feet and torn to shreds; you are left barefoot. And finally, the guards pick you up, each guard taking an arm and a leg, and toss you onto the career bank’s front lawn. One of the guards throws a tin can on the ground beside you. They storm back into the building, slamming the double doors shut with a loud bang.

You grab for the tin can – the label is still on it: “Campbell’s Condensed Chicken Noodle Soup” – and stumble onto the sidewalk, holding the can in front of you and pleading with the pedestrians. Each person stares at you bizarrely; occasionally, one of them tosses a coin or two into your container. You can see a couple parents whispering to their kids, probably telling them not to grow up to be like that crazy person on the streets. Some of the citizens throw you crazy looks and mutter curses into their hand.
At the end of the day, you have walked through nearly all of downtown Analaubalofu. Your tin can holds only 19 nogkas and 4 vekgos, equivalent to 83¢ in the United States – barely enough to buy small fries at the fast food restaurant down the street from where you are standing. And even worse – you have to find somewhere to spend the night, and temperatures here are known to drop below freezing in the evening during this time of year. Now don’t you wish you had chosen something else for your lifelong career in Analaubalofu?
~The End~
Music is one of your talents, and it has always been a love of your life. One of your dreams when you were younger was to become part of a large band, and you can do just that right now.

Several of the people in the crowd are peering over your shoulder, and when they see you place a finger on the fifth choice, they begin cheering. “Awesome!” the man named Kory exclaims. “That’s the job I’ve always wanted – and from what I’ve heard, it isn’t offered that often.”

The mayor nods in agreement. “Since I’ve been mayor, that choice has only been offered twice…” He smiles and reaches to shake your hand. “Come along, now,” he says. “Don’t you want to get going? It is a work day, you know.”

You suddenly notice that a man has appeared next to the mayor – just like the cabinet that the career book was pulled from, you could swear that he wasn’t there a few seconds before. The man moves toward you; he is wearing a tux and holding a baton.
The man introduces himself as André, the conductor of the Analaubalofubian Philharmonic, and he offers to drive you to the concert hall. You agree, and he leads you out to the front of the career bank where his Ferrari is parked. Looking back, you see that Kory’s eyes are literally popping out of his head at the sight of the car. You slip into the front seat of the Ferrari, dropping your bag on the floor. André slides in beside you. “Cool, isn’t it?” he asks. “A while back, the Philharmonic offered me either a new car or a pay raise for my good work. I chose the car, of course – I already make enough money working for this awesome orchestra.” He grins, showing his polished white teeth.

André and you strike up a conversation as you drive towards the concert hall. You ask him how he feels about his job; he says that he really enjoys it, and he hopes that he could stay here for the rest of his life. He asks you about your experience with music; you reply by listing off every musical instrument you’ve seen in your life and how it impacted your love for music. André is in the middle of naming all of the members of the Philharmonic when you pull up in front of the concert hall. The building is enormous; you likely would have never imagined a hexagonal shaped music hall before, but you already know to expect weird things in Analaubalofu. This is one of the less disconcerting things you’ve seen – especially compared to that three-wheeled taxi on your street earlier today.

Inside, though, the concert hall looks just like a normal hall. The stage is almost exactly like the one the local band in your previous hometown performed on, and the auditorium contains so many red velvet seats that it would take you a couple days to sit on each and every one of them. André leads you down to the stage and into a large practice room. Quite a few of the Philharmonic players are rehearsing a Beethoven symphony – you see two cellists, a flautist, a clarinetist, two trumpeters, a trombonist, a percussionist, and a couple of violinists and violists. One of the cellists jumps up immediately to greet you, knocking her music stand into another. Several of the other musicians burst into laughter; you instinctively join in.

While you continue to laugh, the music director enters the room and tries to get the rehearsal started again. The percussionist sneaks up on him and squeezes his shoulders tightly – in response, the director whirls around with a stern look on his face, but his expression doesn’t stay harsh for long. He breaks into a huge smile when he spots you among the crowd.

“Welcome to the Phil!” the director says. “Well, I guess you’ve figured out by now that we’re not the most serious group of musicians out there?” He winks and reaches over to take André’s baton from his hand. “Would you like to watch our rehearsal? I’ll get you orientated – after we finish this symphony, of course.”

André pulls over two chairs, one for you and one for himself. “The director’s a conductor too,” he explains once you both have sat down. “But he’s only the assistant conductor for our orchestra. When he was first hired as director and asked to choose his conductor – our previous one was killed in a horrible fire – he didn’t consider himself good enough for the job.” André pats you on the back. “He tries to act serious, but he’s really a pretty laid back man, as you can see.”
The director raises the baton and the musicians begin playing. You’ve heard Beethoven’s fifth symphony once before, and this rehearsal sounds almost nothing like the real thing (because there are only fifteen instruments), but you can already tell that the Analaubalofubian Philharmonic is outstanding. Sitting back in your chair, you tap your foot to the beat of the music as you think about how much fun you are going to have with this wonderful orchestra.
~The End~
You could definitely use some luck in your life. Getting a good job isn’t as important to you as the things that you could receive from the career book – possibly lots of money, a mansion, a limousine…

Still, no one has volunteered to pick his or her job first. You look around the room, studying each person’s expression carefully. Todor looks extremely nervous; one tap on the back could make him leap a couple feet in the air. Victoria seems pretty relaxed, but you know her calm features are hiding her anxiety. Derrek is messing around with the ties on his sweatshirt, untying them and retying them around his fingers.

Finally, Camille raises his hand. “I’ll go first,” he says in a thick accent. “Might as well get it over with.”

The mayor offers Camille the career book. “Go ahead; just flip through its pages. That’s all you need to do.”
As soon as Camille takes the book and tries to open the cover, a strong breeze wafts in and blows the book out of his hands. “Hey!” He exclaims to no one in particular. “That’s mine!” The book doesn’t seem to listen. It soars out of reach, flying around the room. You and Lynne share a laugh when Camille attempts to grab for the book but misses and loses his balance, falling into the mayor’s book cabinet. The cabinet wobbles dangerously; you instinctively dash towards it with your hands outstretched. But you are too late. With a loud crash, the cabinet smashes into the wooden floor and breaks into tons of pieces. The contents of the cabinet – among them are several bulky dictionaries and manuals – scatter all over the ground. You could swear that the career book landed on top of a bookshelf with a grin etched onto its pages. Looking up from the mess, you see the mayor has backed up into a corner, his face red with fury.

“You guys better clean that up,” he commands, shaking his fist. “Nobody’s going to get to pick their job until this room is spick-n-span!” The mayor’s hand is clenched so tight that you can see the veins straining behind his skin.
Camille is staring at the clutter and shaking. “Um, I didn’t mean to knock over your cabinet,” he stammers. “It was an accident.”

“Of course it was an accident!” the mayor retorts. Everyone in the room, including you, jumps. “Now get cleaning!” He waves his unclenched hand and a rack of cleaning tools, including brooms, mops, and dustpans, appears about five inches from you. But there is no time to think about how the cleaning supplies appeared so suddenly in the room; you grab a broom and start sweeping up the shards of glass and splinters of wood. Reluctantly, the other individuals join in, removing all of the cleaning tools from the rack and moving across the room to clean up the rest of the cabinet. You can see that Marci is merely pretending to pick up – she’s sweeping the same piece of wood into her dustpan and dumping it out, then sweeping it back in. The mayor is standing next to the door with his arms crossed, watching everyone work. You focus back on your broom and work hard on cleaning up the mess; you know that you won’t be able to pick your new job in Analaubalofu until the career bank looks exactly like how it was when you came here earlier this morning.

~The End~
It’s only a short walk to the supermarket, and it’s much cheaper to ride the bus in Analaubalofu than take a taxi. You start walking down the street, but suddenly, a man stops you. You recognize the man as your next-door neighbor. “Could you do me a favor?” he asks. “I was supposed to drive my daughter down to the career bank, but my wife just gave me a call, and I have to go meet her down at the park. Would you be willing to take my daughter to the bank? She should be out in a couple of minutes, I hope.”
You just happen to be going to the career bank, so it shouldn’t be too much trouble to take your neighbor’s daughter with you. But you are already running late yourself, and you could get in huge trouble with the mayor if you are any later… What do you do?
Choice 1: If you offer to take your neighbor’s daughter to the career bank, turn to page 19.

Choice 2: If you would rather get to the career bank on time by yourself, turn to page 20.
“Sure, I’ll take her,” you offer. “I just happen to be going to the career bank myself.”

Your neighbor nods. “Thank you so much! I need to leave now, so if you just wait a while, Lisa should be ready. I think she’s brushing her hair or something.”

In a couple of minutes, a tall girl runs out of your neighbor’s house holding a brush and trying to slip a jacket on. She looks around, and when she doesn’t see her dad, approaches you. “Are you supposed to take me to the career bank? My dad said he was going to ask someone to drive me there.”
“Yes, I am,” you reply. “You’ll be fine if we take the bus, right?”

Lisa shrugs. “Sure. As long as we get there soon. The mayor already hates me, because for some odd reason, he thinks I was the person driving the car that killed his pet dog. I don’t want him to get any madder at me.”

You probably think that Lisa is a really weird girl, but you have no choice but to take her to the career bank. So, you set off down the street towards the supermarket. You arrive at the market just in time; a bus is waiting at the bus stop. The bus driver smiles and waves, and you and Lisa board the bus, pay for tickets to the career bank, and find seats in the very back.

When the bus reaches the career bank, Lisa immediately jumps out of her seat and dashes towards the building. You know it’s your responsibility to watch her, so you rush after her. But when you enter the career bank, you find yourself in a large lobby with two hallways leading out of it – one to the left and one to the right. You can see Lisa running down the left corridor. Hanging over the hallway to the right, however, is a large sign that says, “Want a job? Go this way!”. This is obviously the correct hallway to follow; a group of people is in a room at the end discussing something. Should you follow Lisa and direct her down the correct hallway, or should you continue on your own down the right corridor?
Choice 1: If you follow Lisa and tell her that she is going down the wrong hallway, turn to page 21.

Choice 2: If you decide to continue on your own way and follow the right hallway, turn to page 8.
You are in a hurry, but you’re not the kind of person to not help your neighbor, are you? You should volunteer to take your neighbor’s daughter to the career bank – you don’t want your neighbor to have a grudge on you for the rest of your life. Anyway, you’re going to the career bank yourself.

Choice 1: Turn to page 19 so that your neighbor doesn’t get mad at you.
Your neighbor trusted you to watch his daughter, so you should go after Lisa and tell her that she is going the wrong way. As you enter the left hallway, you see that the wallpaper consists of large black-and-white dots. Nothing to worry about, you think. But you become uneasy when you see Lisa round a corner about 50 feet ahead of you and disappear from sight.
You keep your eye on the turn Lisa took and start running towards it. When you reach the spot where Lisa disappeared, however, the passage seems to have vanished along with her. Three passages, one going forwards and the other two on your left, surround you. None of them look very welcoming; the first route on your left is pitch black, the walls of the second route on your left are moving in circles, and the route leading forwards has spiders crawling all over the floor. You really don’t want to follow any of these passages, so you turn back the way you came and start heading that way. But after you are forced to take a bunch of unwanted turns, you realize that you are stuck in a large labyrinth of hallways – and unless you can find your way out of here soon, you will probably spend the last days of your life wandering these frightening hallways.

~The End~
It’s never a good idea to make a mayor mad; you don’t want to do that by missing the bus he arranged to pick you up, so you forget about your cell phone and dash outside with your bag. When you reach the bus, the doors are closed, and you don’t see the bus driver anywhere – and then you remember that he was knocking on your front door.  Looking back, you see that the driver is still standing on your front doorstep, watching you with an amused look on his face. The bus driver walks over to the bus and opens the door, and you step on and sit down in the first available seat. You are one of only four people on the bus. The bus starts driving down the street towards its next stop.

The next stop is about a minute’s drive from your house. A girl and a boy, both about 20 years old, enter the bus and sit across the aisle from you. The girl stares out the window at the scenery, but the boy looks over at you and smiles, and you smile back. “Are you going to the career bank?” he asks.

“I am,” you reply. “Is that where you and your friend are headed?” You motion towards the boy’s companion.

The boy nods. “Actually, this is my sister, Violet. I’m Jack, and our mom decided all of a sudden this morning that we needed to get jobs – probably so that we can’t annoy her at home anymore.” Jack nudges Violet with his elbow and mouths the words ‘Say hi’, which causes Violet to flinch but continue looking out the window. “She’s a bit shy,” Jack explains.
You can accept the fact that Violet doesn’t want to talk to you; she’s probably as nervous as a lot of first-timers; you’re actually pretty nervous yourself. But Violet looks extremely uneasy. Should you continue to converse with her brother, or should you leave them alone?

Choice 1: If you continue talking with Jack, turn to page 23.

Choice 2: If you decide to stop talking to Jack, turn to page 25.
As Violet continues to watch the trees outside, you and Jack talk about your experiences in Analaubalofu. You learn that you have a lot in common – you are both new to the weird customs here, and you live on the same street; Jack and Violet had to walk a while to get to their bus stop.
After about another 15 minutes, you can see the career bank. It is a very fancy building, built a lot like the White House in the United States. You walk up to the double doors, closely followed by Jack and Violet. When you open the doors, you see the mayor and four other people standing in front of a white poster board in the middle of a large lobby. He waves you and the other people that were on the bus in, so you walk with the group into the career bank and form a small semicircle around the mayor and his poster. You are standing on the left side of the circle.
“Welcome to Analaubalofu!” the mayor announces. His potbelly bounces up and down with every word; you can see Jack stifling a laugh on the other side of the group. “So, you are all here to pick your lifelong jobs? If you aren’t here to do that, then you’re in the wrong place.” The mayor chuckles again.

A woman standing next to you gasps. “For the rest of your life?” she says, just loud enough for only the people around her to hear. A murmur starts among a small group close to you and slowly spreads until nearly everybody in the lobby is whispering. You realize with a start that picking a good career today is even more important than you thought before.
The mayor and his helpers are still standing in front of his poster board, waiting for the chatter to quiet down. When everyone stops talking, the mayor begins again. “This gadget in front of me – no, it is not a blank poster board, as it might appear,” he adds after seeing confused looks on a couple of individuals’ faces, “is a Job-Picker 2000, and it will list all of the jobs available in Analaubalofu. I have all of your names in a hat here–” The mayor pauses again to take a black top hat from one of his female aides, “and I will draw them, one by one. When I call your name, you may come up here and examine all of the occupations listed on the machine. Then, you can pick the one you like, and one of my assistants – Nathan, Marcus, Jasmine, or Ava – will record your choice and help you get started.” Each assistant raises his or her hand as the mayor lists the four names. “Are we all ready?”
Most of the people in the group nod; you are among them. The mayor smiles and reaches into the top hat. “Let’s all not be disappointed if we don’t get something we want, all right?” He pulls out a slip of yellowing parchment. “Renée Abrams,” he calls. A woman raises her hand, and the mayor signals her forward. “Look at the job choices, and take your pick.”

As Renée observes the script on the Job-Picker 2000 for a couple of minutes, you notice that the room has suddenly gone silent. Finally, after what seems like hours, Renée slowly extends a finger and points to a choice on the screen. “This one,” she says.
The mayor and his assistants begin clapping. You start applauding too, and soon enough, the rest of the crowd is clapping with you. One of the mayor’s male assistants steps forward and shakes Renée’s hand. “Renée Abrams,” he pronounces, “you have become Analaubalofu’s newest ornithologist!” Renée simply blushes and nods her head. You continue applauding as the assistant leads Renée out of the lobby and towards a small office.

“Well, that’s one down, and a lot more to go,” the mayor declares. “Let’s keep on going, shall we?” He reaches back into the top hat and pulls out another piece of paper, but this one is an elaborate piece of writing paper. “Jennifer Mann,” he calls. Another young woman approaches the mayor and looks at the Job-Picker 2000. When she finally picks a job, a female assistant leads her out of the room and the mayor continues picking names from his top hat. You shuffle your feet as people disappear one by one, until you are one of three people left in the room.

All of a sudden, the mayor calls out your name. You carefully walk towards the Job-Picker 2000, looking its features over thoroughly. The screen on the machine flashes a bright red and the previous list of occupations vanishes, replaced by a new list. The top three choices are: 
Chemist
Veterinarian
Web Designer
These are the best choices on the list, so you want to choose one of them. But which one do you pick?

Choice 1: If you enjoy chemistry and want to be a chemist, turn to page 26.
Choice 2: If you like working with animals and want to be a veterinarian, turn to page 27.
Choice 3: If you are good with computers and want to be a web designer, turn to page 28.
You should probably leave Jack and Violet alone. Anyways, you don’t know either of them very well, and Violet doesn’t look like she likes her brother talking with you. So, you smile to Jack and turn to stare out of the window next to your own seat. Suddenly, however, you feel a shudder, and you almost slide off of your seat. The bus has come to an abrupt stop in the middle of the highway.

The bus driver glances back at his passengers. “Are you all right?” he calls. “We just ran out of gas. I don’t really know how; I filled up this morning, I’m sure of it! Does anyone have a phone that to call a tow truck with?

Glancing around the bus, you see Jack, Violet, and the other four passengers all shake their heads. Unfortunately, you don’t have your cell phone with you either. The driver exits the bus and tries to wave down a car on the road, but with no success. You sit back in your seat and close your eyes, knowing that you’re not going to get to the career bank on time for job picking unless the bus driver can find help soon.
~The End~
Science was always your thing in school, and you have dreamed about getting to work in a real laboratory in the future. You point to the first choice on the Job-Picker 2000’s screen; the words flash once and highlight themselves in yellow. One of the mayor’s assistants approaches you, introducing himself as Nathan. “So, you want to be our new chemist, huh?” he says. “Come along, now. Let’s get you introduced to our chief chemist up at the laboratory.”

One of the other people left in the job-picking room pats you on the shoulder. “Good luck,” he says. “Have fun working in the labs!” You pat him back and wish him luck finding a good job.
The chemistry lab is a small building on the Analaubalofu college campus. The college, like the other buildings you have seen in Analaubalofu, closely represents the college in your hometown. As you walk inside the lab, you can see chemists working on experiments inside smaller rooms. You watch as one of the chemists’ test tubes explodes; it looks like he might have mixed some the wrong chemicals together. Nathan smothers a laugh into his hand, and you also find it hard not to laugh at the chemist’s mistake.
The chief chemist’s office is in the very back of the lab. Nathan introduces you to her, and you learn that you have joined the Analaubalofubian team of chemists at just the right time. Another chemist had quit his job a week earlier because he had allergic reactions to some of the chemicals in his research. You are fitted with safety goggles and a lab coat and put to work on a project with another chemist. It is important for you to work as hard as you can on this assignment – you have chosen to be an Analaubalofubian chemist for the rest of your life, and many are expecting you to be capable for the job.

~The End~
Other animals are just as important as human beings are, and you want to have a part in taking care of them. Reaching out a hand, you select the second choice on the Job-Picker 2000. The mayor applauds your choice, just like he has done with every person so far.

One of the mayor’s assistants – you read her nametag and see that her name is Jasmine – smiles at you and mouths for you to meet her outside of the career bank. She heads towards the double doors, and you follow her. The mayor is still clapping in the main lobby; his claps become fainter and fainter as you walk towards the doors, and they fade completely once you close the doors behind you.

Jasmine is standing on the front doorstep, waiting for you. “Hi,” she says. “Are you ready to become a veterinarian?”

“Yes,” you say enthusiastically. “Are we going to the animal hospital first?”

“Actually,” Jasmine replies, “we’re going to visit the animal shelter first. Most of the animals you’re going to be taking care of reside there; only a couple – which are other people’s pets – stay at the hospital.” She starts walking towards the street, where you can see a dark blue SUV is parked.

You sit in the front seat of the SUV beside Jasmine. Soon enough, you are driving towards the animal shelter. Jasmine flicks on the radio and tunes it to a local country music station. The drive is a short one; it seems as if you had just sat down when Jasmine tells you that you have arrived at the shelter.

The first thing you see inside the shelter is a trainer leading a small black Labrador puppy on a leash. You bend down to pet the dog, and it responds by slobbering eagerly all over your hand. The puppy’s trainer smiles and welcomes you to the shelter, and she asks Jasmine if she could show you around. Jasmine agrees and hands you a small stack of papers, explaining that you need to fill these forms out and return them to the mayor. Then, she shakes your hand and walks out of the shelter towards her car. You bend down to pick up the puppy, who is salivating on your shoes now, and stroke its back with your hand. The puppy barks happily and wriggles in your grasp, but you hold on tightly. As the trainer leads you further inside the animal shelter, you cuddle the dog and observe his features closely – you will spend a lot of your time here at the shelter, and you want to become as close to the animals as you can.

~The End~
You’ve been interested in how computers work for a really long time, and you were especially fascinated by HTML coding and the making of web pages. After studying web design for a while, you feel that you are ready to design a real web site – what better place to do it than right now? You proudly select the third choice on the Job-Picker 2000.

The mayor pushes Marcus forward – you learned his name from watching him assist the others who had picked jobs before you – and he moves towards you, holding out his hand. You reach out to shake it. “Well, you are now the official designer of the Analaubalofu city web site,” he states to the remaining people in the career bank lobby. “You will have the privilege to design a site for our wonderful city. This is surely a wonderful opportunity.”

You can’t help but notice that Marcus’s voice is extremely boring – he speaks with a dull drawl. Once he is done addressing the audience, he directs you down a hallway in the back of the room. “Go ahead,” he orders. “The city technician’s waiting for you at the end.”

Just like Marcus said, a man is waiting for you at the end of the hallway. The man introduces himself as Timothy, the electronics manager of Analaubalofu (he makes quotes with his fingers as he says the word “electronic”). “Thanks for picking this job,” he says. “Our last web designer, Jerry, suddenly disappeared after he went for a vacation in Hawaii. Even now, no one knows where he is.”

Timothy shows you to your new office, which contains only a very fancy computer, a small laptop, and a television. “The television was Jerry’s,” he explains. “He was quite a fan of working and watching different TV shows simultaneously. Sometimes, though, this resulted in some huge disasters; once, he updated our web site, just to find out the next day that he had put the wrong date for the next city council meeting. A bunch of people showed up at the city hall during the mayor’s birthday party, claiming that they were there for the council meeting… I hope you can do a better job than him?” Timothy laughs and pats you on the shoulder.

You know that you will be able to do well with this job – after all, you picked this occupation because this was what you wanted to do for the rest of your life, and you were willing to make such a dedication to designing the web site for Analaubalofu.
~The End~
