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I never imagined that it would be this uncomfortable. 
I never imagined how much passion could pass between a 
glance, nor how the simple accidental touching of hands 
could bring back so many memories.

It all started on the first day of classes; I walked into 
first period English 11 and there she was. I 
have to say she might have dimin-
ished from a solid ten to an eight 
since we had last seen each other, 
but an eight is still exceptional 
to me. She was coughing into 
her arm, yet I felt the strong 
urge to claim the seat next 
to her.

From that day on, refer-
ring back to the journal I 
kept about her, we hardly 
communicated unless peer 
editing or borrowing writ-
ing utensils was involved. 
But I could see it in her eyes, 
she remembered it too. The 
love and passion that had once 
burned so brightly between us 
and was possibly revivable, was 
just beneath the poker face 
she kept while asking me if I 
had an extra red pen. Perhaps 
even the urge to sit next to 
her I had early in the year had been fate, willing me to 
pursue my predestined lover whom I had once let get away. 
I could not let it happen again; somehow I had to get 
her back as my girlfriend and out of this uncomfortable 
phase of not acknowledging the past and unavoidable 

by Violet Wallerstein
Cener Editor

When I became a mom, I knew things 
were going to change for me. Weekends went 
from bar-hopping to Christmas-shopping 
faster than I could have imagined. Now, 
four kids later, I’m used to the cycle, but 
there’s one thing I still haven’t adjusted to: 
the music.

Radio Disney is constantly playing in 
the car, playing the same two Selena Gomez 
songs on repeat, and I was ready to “come 
and get” away from her after the third time 
I heard that song today. All I want is to 
throw some YEEZUS on, but my husband 
keeps saying “That’s inappropriate for three 
year olds!” or “Are you trying to turn our 
children into North West?” I think they need 
to be introduced to real music before they are 
squares who only listen to classical music, 
but it’s not worth starting a fight; we already 
argue far too much over whether to watch 
Say Yes to the Dress or Master Chef. 

Anyway, my kids love Kidz Bop. I don’t 
mean they occasionally listen to it, but we 
own all 26 versions. It gives me a chance to 
keep up with what’s ‘hip’ while keeping my 
husband happy about the appropriateness of 
the music. When you think about it, it really 
is the perfect solution- kids making music for 
kids.  Take Get Lucky, a truly terrible song, 
and these kids perform it to perfection. Miley 
Cyrus’s tasteless song Wrecking Ball even 
sounds wonderful when Kidz Bop sings it.

At first, like any sane adult, I was 
extremely opposed. Who wants to listen to 

Obssessive love ends badly Kidz Bop takes mom

by Brent Gingell
Web Editor

The Center for Disease Control and Prevention (CDC) has issued a warning to the national 
school system concerning an increasing number of cases of temporary amnesia in students. 
The CDC said there is absolutely a correlation with students raising their hands, especially 
when they have something important to say. 

A doctor of audiology from Stanford recently spoke to reporters on the issue 
saying, “Yeah, it’s totally baffling. There’s nothing wrong with these kids, but then 
they just forget what they were about to say. It’s like losing your car keys, except 
with thoughts and stuff. The root cause is basically that when Alexander the Great 
died, his generals started vying for the country, then you had that whole thing 
with the Ottoman Empire. That’s about where the link is. Diseases always originate 
in ancient history, and the connection between this temporary amnesia and Alex-
ander’s conquests is obvious.”

A local sophomore student told me exclusively: “Can you please not tell anyone 
my name? It’s so embarrassing. I was in class, just yesterday; I think it was English, 
but I’m already repressing the memory, and I raised my hand to add something to 
the discussion. The person who was talking took what felt like days to shut it before 
the teacher finally called on me. All I could do was laugh awkwardly and say, ‘Oh my 
god, ha ha ha, I just totally forgot what I was about to say.’ Everyone was looking at 
me, and the teacher thought I was nuts. I think I just got too excited anticipating 

the brilliance of my retort during the hand-raising phase that I just forgot what I wanted to 
say. Everyone looks at me differently now.” 

The student above is not the only one suffering at the hands of this disease; it has spread 
to the national level. A student from Minnesota, Michael Michaelson, made contact with 
me, saying that he had experienced hand-raising amnesia. “I know I have this disease. I 

was in history class, and the teacher happened to mention my favorite little-known movie 
of 1937 so my hand shot up so I could drop a major knowledge bomb. He kept rambling on 
and on so I was definitely psyching myself up during the hand-raising, then he called on 
me with a sigh, like I interrupted him, and I just blanked. It was mortifying. Until I heard 
about this tragic epidemic, I figured it was just the Minnesota cold finally getting to me.” 

A team of doctors from Yale School of Accounting published a report concerning the 
epidemic. Having drawn data from many trials of testing hand raising amnesia, the general 
consensus of the doctors was that it had become “a real issue” and “totally problematic.” 
But when asked about whether there was any hope, the docotors said that “we cannot quite 
tell, try referring to that docotor from Stanford.” 

Students around the world have been suffering from this terrible disease, and it is only 
becoming worse. When it’s America’s children at risk, we must address the danger imme-
diately and aggressively. I want to raise awareness by raising my fist in the air, and–oh 
god, ha ha ha, I just totally forgot what I was about to say. This is so awkward. I swear 
it’s right on the tip of my tongue.

by Kate Hinsche
Opinion Editor

Before the incident… My name is Darrel Rogers, and I consider myself among 
the highest achieving seniors at LGHS. I take my education very seriously. I 
have never missed a day of school in my life, I have an SAT score of 2380, 
and straight A’s in my six AP classes. I intern at the same accounting firm 
every summer, and I plan on attending Harvard for a degree in business. 
That is my life–numbers and business.

Except for Halloween. Halloween, the one glorious day out of the year 
that I can shed my austere exterior persona and truly express myself. Of 
course, no one can know of my love for the holiday, as it is completely 
unprofessional to be gallivanting through the night and collecting candy 
with the local youths. Every year I hand-construct my costume in secret, 
working long hours into the night so that not even my parents are knowl-
edgeable of my plans. Since my days in middle school, every costume has 
had to enshroud my face to protect my identity. This year I crafted a 
spectacular astronaut costume. Those artsy Pinterest mothers will seathe 
with fury, wondering how on Earth someone could so adroitly fabricate 
a costume of this quality, never knowing that it was a teenage boy who 
out-crafted them. 

The incident… It is Halloween night, and my brain cannot compute the 
level of candy intake coupled with the sheer exuberation of celebrating 
this cherished holiday. If I were to go indoors at this moment, I might take 
on the qualities of a rubber ball and begin bouncing off of the walls. Ha ha! I 
begin to walk up the pavement to a quaint, yellow Victorian, smiling under my 
astronaut helmet the whole way. Every parent answering the doors to hand out 
treats has complimented my costume. My self-confidence is through the roof. I 
ring the doorbell and a cantankerous-looking youth opens the door. He looks S. Sullivan

at me inquisitively. “Nerd,” he mutters and slams the door. I stand at the door, dumbfounded for the first 
time in my life. I ring the doorbell again. The rude young man answers the door again saying, ”Why are you 
still here nerd? Go home, you look like an idiot!” My composure shatters, my face contorting into shapes 
with which I am entirely unfamiliar. The only words I can muster are, “I know what you are, but what am 

I?!” I turn and sprint as fast as I can down the sidewalk, keeping in mind that my asthma can act up if 
I run for too long. Halloween is ruined. 

Three weeks later… The blinds are drawn. Piles of dishes covered with half-eaten meals 
are stacked haphazardly in the corner. My astronaut costume lies crum-

pled on the floor. I cannot look at it without bawling for two hours 
afterwards. My parents ask what 

happened, but I don’t have the 
strength to tell them. They think 
I’m having a mental breakdown. 
Shrink after shrink have drifted 
in and out of my room. They 
don’t know what I’m going 
through, they can’t under-
stand my pain. Halloween is 

ruined. I wore a costume 
less than acceptable.. how 
can I ever live this down. 
Halloween is ruined for-
ever. I will forever reside 

in my bedroom where I am 
safe from the critical eye of 
the public. Goodbye for now 
good world, stay safe.

Teenage trick-or-treater called out for being lame

chemistry between us.
On the 61st day of class sitting next to my ex-girl-

friend (soon to be girlfriend again), we exchanged 
our first few sentences. “WHY do you stare at me so 
much?!” she asked. I immediately thought to inform 
her that that was not an appropriate tone to use 
within a relationship, but realized she did not know 
we were dating again yet.

“Just reminiscing about the good times, I like your 
sweater today,” I said reaching out to run my hand 
along the sleeve of the knitted jumper.

“What good times? And stop touching me!” 
She quickly pulled her arm away from 

my reach.
“You know, when we… 

used to date,” I could feel 
my cheeks blushing and 
turned to my essay so that 
she would not see.

“I have no idea who you 
are or what you are talking 
about…” she said. I looked 
up into her bewildered face 
and realized my mistake. 
She did not remember me… 
She did not remember our 
laughs, our good times, 
our memories… She just 

thought I was another class-
mate, another fish in the sea.

“Yeah, sorry… wrong person,” My heart 
shattered into a million pieces, and I solemnly turned 
back to my essay. I did not remember her being so 
cold-hearted back in second grade; I guess true love 
doesn’t mean anything to her anymore. She better 
find a new red pen supplier from now on.

Students everywhere are being diagnosed with HRA
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children sing censored songs when you could 
listen to the dog next door bark for six hours 
straight? But after hour after hour in the car, 
my sanity began to disappear, and the music 
started sounding beautiful. It was like tiny 
angels coming to earth to improve all these 
dirty songs just for my children.

Not to mention how talented they all are! 
At this point I can name all the children on 
every album. Their prepubescent voices make 
the songs all the more majestic as they sing 
their little hearts out.  

Now my kids are more grown up, but my 
heart still belongs to Kidz Bop. My husband 
and son are always asking me to stop playing 
the CD’s, but I know that my 18 year old is 
just not ready yet. There’s so much cursing 
that the radio doesn’t bleep out anymore, 
and not to mention the sex! I don’t even let 
him eat off of glass plates yet!

Some say my love for children’s music has 
become “out of hand” or “just plain creepy,” 
but I totally disagree. I am celebrating their 
talent as well as hiding from the filth of the 
outside world within their sweet tunes. I am 
excited to say I will be attending three of 
their concerts next month, and if you wanna 
jam with this cool mom, let me know and I’ll 
try and find an extra ticket.

Other than at the concert, you can find 
me jamming out in my parked car in the 
garage, free of criticsim, I will be listening 
to old Kidz Bop CD’s until the new Kidz Bop 
104 drops later this fall. I heard that they 
will be covering the new Maroon 5 single 
and that it is sure to leave listeners pleased.


