
The Interview 

We’re in an isolated office scattered with papers and empty coffee mugs and soul-sucking yellow 

fluorescent lighting at the end of the day. Planet Organizer, like a bank manager, speaks with a 

blend of fake empathy and too real condescension.  Pluto moves and speaks with an endearing 

mixture of timidity and hopefulness.  

Planet Organizer: Next! 

Pluto: (moves to sit down at the desk, shy and shakily) Hi! It’s uh me again. Pluto, you know. But 

don’t shake your head! This year I have a very strong case for me being a planet again.  

Planet Organizer: Pluto, dear, it’s been 14 years, I just don’t think there can be any arguments 

you can make to get back to planet status. I know it’s hard to hear. Trust me, you are not the only 

one that feels this way. I have had hours and hours of meetings like this with asteroids and 

moons and don’t even remind me about Ceres. But we can’t deem everything that is round and 

orbits the status of a planet. And it has been decided that you are just… not. 

Pluto: But therein is my point! It’s been 14 years! 14 years of debating on my size, 14 years of 

correcting people it’s actually 8 instead of 9 planets now, 14 years since I was made “not a 

planet” and still included in diagrams and science fair projects. The people want me back, I can 

feel it! 

Planet Organizer: That might be more due to human laziness than anything else. Don’t forget 

that we’re the people so repulsed by logical change we still operate under the Fahrenheit scale. 

Pluto: Ok, I will agree it’s hard to tell apart the laziness and the love, but I still believe the people 

want me back. 

Planet Organizer: Regardless of public opinion, we still can’t approve to make you a planet 

again. We have standards to maintain in our planet policy. 



Pluto: You keep a planet named Uranus and somehow I’d be the embarrassment to the policy. 

Planet Organizer: That was a misstep on our part, but we’re trying to adjust the emphasis now. 

And names aside, Uranus still dominates you in the size requirements for being a planet. 

Pluto: Oh with the size argument again. I’m sure I could win out against Mercury any day and no 

one has tried to revoke his planet status.  

Planet Organizer: We’ve been over this, Mercury is twice your size. In fact we’ve been over all 

of this, again and again. You come in year after year hoping to get reinstated to a planet when it 

was a mistake to name you a planet in the first place. It was a miscalculation, and you know this! 

Why do you still insist on bothering with this every single year? 

Pluto: Because it’s unfair! I know that I’m a weird gray area, a very small icy one at that, but still 

I’m just left in the middle, the aftermath. I’m just left to teeter between one label and another, 

planet, non-planet, and in the process, I’ve just become famous for not being something. For 

very nearly being something only to be left on the outskirts. Could you live like that?Just waiting 

to be what you used to be while it eats at your brain everyday that you probably never will. 

Wouldn’t you do everything you could to change that? 

Planet Organizer: (There’s a pause as she looks down at her papers, back up for a second, and 

then eyes back down again) So we’ll see you back here again next year? 

Pluto: Yeah… I might as well. 

 

The End 


