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by Ruth Murai
Web Editor-in-Chief

I’m walking out of Walgreens when I hear a raspy voice behind 
me say, “Do you have the goods?” I spin around suddenly, caught off 
guard by the approach and see it’s only my friend Clark, dressed in a 
dark hoodie and sk8r pants.

“Dude!” I exclaim. “You can’t jump out at me like that I  
thought you—” 

“Shhhh!” Clark says, pulling me into an alley. “Bro, be quiet we’re 
gonna get caught.” I wonder for a second what Clark thinks we could 
possibly get caught doing in the middle of the afternoon in downtown 
Los Gatos. He hasn’t always been so shady, and he’s starting to make 
me nervous. “Give me the goods man, before we’re seen,” Clark gestures 
towards my brown paper bag from Walgreens.

“Right, uhh here.” I hand Clark the bag and watch confused as 
Clark peeks carefully inside and sniffs the contents. “Clark, man, I 
still don’t get why you couldn’t just go into the store yourself,” but 
he ignores me entirely. He stuffs the bag into his jacket and hands 
me a twenty before running off suddenly. “Dude! The Chapstick only 
cost like, $5!” I call after him, but it’s too late. Clark has disappeared.

The next day at school I approach Clark at 7-11. We used to hang 
out together in the library, but he claims the librarian’s rules were too 
brutal for him. At 7-11, I hand Clark $15. “Here’s your change from 
the Chapstick I got for you, dude. You ran off without it.” Clark stares 
at the money and then looks up at me slowly. His new friends have all 
gone silent, mouths slightly agape. “It wasn’t Chapstick, man. It was 
Burts’ Bees lip balm,” Clark corrects me. “Well, I mean, yeah but it’s 
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The following story is based on the true story of a Los Gatos 
student’s horrific summer experience. For privacy reasons, the 
student has asked to remain anonymous:

Against my better judgment, I had travelled to Canada for a 
month-long wilderness expedition. The team of Stanford medical 
researchers working on my case begged me not to go, as my 
health has been a recurring problem for me, but I assured them 
that my love for canoeing is stronger than my immune system. 

On the third day of the trip, I was roused in my tent by an 
itch right above my eyebrow. Opening my eyes, I could see the 
underbelly of a venomous wolf spider that had wandered onto my 
face. This would be the last time I felt my face for several days.

Terrified, I reached out for the girl sleeping next to me and 
whimpered for help. Sensing my fear, the wolf spider clamped its 
fangs down underneath my eye. I rolled over in immense pain, 
leaving the wolf spider to scamper away. I wanted to cry, but 
I had exhausted my tear ducts the day before after having my 
ear bitten by dozens of flies.

My face felt like it was on fire, and I lay down to let the 
pain pass. An hour later, I attempted to sit up again only to 
discover that paralysis had set in and I could not move my 
neck, my torso, or the left side of my face. Luckily, I was no 
stranger to immobility, as I spend much of my time pathetically 

lying in bed, unable to move because of the side effects of some 
of my myriad of medication. The facial swelling was harder to 
deal with, since it led many of my peers to call me hurtful names 

such as Shrek. Though the paralysis and swelling faded with time, 

by Kate Hinsche
Opinion Editor

I got to school on the first day at 7:50 AM, as requested by the 
school’s administration, only to find a sea of adolescent gorillas clad 
in a mix of bro tanks, short shorts, and LINK crew shirts. 

The LINK crew is trying to help us freshmen, but they should 
really be helping each other. I mean, let’s be real people, all of the 
upperclassmen are about to have a breakdown—they are the ones 
taking AP classes and the SAT, applying to colleges, and trying to 
prepare for the future. The worst thing freshmen have to worry 
about is a reading log once in a while and wondering if there will 
be a legitimately challenging Health & Fitness final. Freshmen don’t 
need hand-holding, the juniors and seniors do. And yet, those high 
and mighty, anxiety fueled, sleep deprived Neanderthals sneer at my 
rolling backpack in the halls, mutter “freshman” under their breath, 
and try to shove me into a locker. They think it is an accident, a side 
effect of my newbie cluelessness, when their feet are run over by my 
30 pound, laptop-safe chariot. 

I’ve already noticed the upperclassmen are on a serious powertrip 
that inspires them to walk in slow-moving herds. Broad shouldered 
males blockade every hallway they enter, trapping me behind them in 
a fog of whatever pungent body spray they picked up at Walgreens. 
Not even my book carriage can break the ranks of these creatures. The 
females have a different strategy. They commonly move in groups of 
three or four, and each one can be characterized by a unique eyeroll, 
exasperated sigh, and steely glare dealt to anyone deemed annoying. 
I believe they spend their weekends practicing these techniques. 

Of course, the freshman class is completely above these practices. 
Not only are our baby faces incapable of producing eyerolls and smirks, 
we already know that these displays of aggression mean nothing. The 
freshmen are the most protected students on campus; no one can hurt 
us without facing Autrey.

So here I am. The Lone Roller. I have classes to go to, teachers to 
see. H8rs gonna h8, and so will I. But I won’t hear my haters, I’ll be 
too busy dragging my backpack up to the third floor.

all Chapstick though, right?” I laugh the comment off. Clark continues 
to stare at me and says, “I think you need to go.”

After sixth period I head to my car and Clark approaches me 
again, suddenly apologetic. “Look, bro, I’m sorry I made you leave 
earlier, I just couldn’t let my Brotherhood see you disrespecting me 
like that,” he explains. I notice that Clark’s eyes are puffy, red, and 
slightly watery. Suddenly it all makes sense. The sk8r jeans, the 7-11 
hang outs. Suddenly I’m concerned for my friend. “Clark, man is there 
something you wanna tell me?”

Clark stares down at the pavement and stuffs his hands in his 
pocket. “Man, I wanted to tell you; I just thought you’d judge me.” I 
suddenly feel sorry for my friend, clearly swept up in the pursuit of a 
new high. I put my arm around his shoulder and say, “It’s okay man, 
we’ll get you off of this stuff. You can do this.” Clark smiles and nods, 
“I just, I can’t help it man. This stuff is like a drug to me.” I pause, 
replaying Clark’s statement in my head again. “Clark, you know pot is 
an actual, real drug, right?”

Clark jumps back, glaring at me, “Pot?! Who do you think I am?!” 
He pulls a yellow tube of Burt’s Bees from his pocket, shoving it in my 
face. “I haven’t been smoking,” he shouts, “I’ve been beezing!” I stare 
at Clark for a second and try to understand what he is saying, and he 
registers my confusion. “You know, beezing,” he explains. “It’s when 
you take Burt’s Bees Lip Balm and put it in your eye.” Clark begins 
to demonstrate, taking the cap off his lip balm and slathering it onto 
his eyeball, and I begin to get angry with him.

“You think you’re being really funny, I bet,” I accuse Clark, “but 
drugs aren’t a joke and when you’re ready to talk about this seriously 

I’ll be there for you. Until then, stay away.” I stalk off to my car and 
leave Clark with his lip balm. “It’s a serious shame how usually intel-
ligent people can get so swept up in such dumb things,” I mutter as I 
walk along, thinking about Clark and all his new friends. I think about 
how Clark used to be a real stand up guy, a true friend. I wonder how 
they got him to do it.

the sting of their words will never leave my mind.
While I struggled to find human companions on the trip, I did make one good friend by drinking unpu-

rified groundwater: a parasite that began inhabiting my stomach, causing me to wake up and violently 
throw up every few nights. This was only a small side effect of the unique friendship we built. Unlike my 
peers, my parasite never criticized my grotesquely swollen face or fainted at the sight of my skin’s natural 
deathly glow - an intense bond developed between us. 

When I got back home my parasite grew jealous of the attention I gave to my peers. One night, I went 
to T-Birds for pizza with some friends. Every time I spoke, my parasite viciously tore at my stomach lining, 
making me wince in pain. As my friends got up to go to Yumi Yogurt for dessert, my parasite did everything 
in its power to stop me from going with them. I rushed off to the nearest toilet to get rid of this envious 
parasite once and for all. After three hours and about seven hundred flushes later, my parasite and I finally 
parted ways in the bathroom stall at T-Birds. 

And that brings us to the end of yet another horrible and traumatizing summer vacation. I’m off to 
bigger and better things this school year. I have goals, like not seeing one of my five doctors three times 
a week and making friends that don’t live inside my stomach. If you need me, I’ll probably be spending 
the majority of this year in the nurse’s office.

Troubling Burt’s Bees trend sweeps through LG campus

Freshman whines

Real, anonymous LGHS student suffers horrific summer

Diet allows only kangaroo meat
by Brent Gingell
Web Editor

In a long, emotional, but ultimately misguided Facebook 
post, local girl Elizabeth Smith has announced she has become 
a kangatarian. Kangatarianism is a ‘lifestyle’ that follows a 
vegetarian diet with the sole exception of kangaroo meat. Diets 
such as this have become increasingly popular in recent years 
as people realize that being a vegetarian is pretty hard, and 
beans make you gassy. 

The move came after a wide 
array of failures in other more 
trendy ‘lifestyle choices’ 
such as vegetarianism, 
which she quit at a family 
barbecue; pescetarian-
ism, which she quit 
upon learning that 
ducks are not 
fish; and 

finally gluten-free, which she quit upon learning that gluten makes 
everything delicious. 

When confronted by vague acquaintances from the third grade, 
otherwise known as Facebook friends, she defended herself saying, 
“It’s like being a vegetarian, except with kangaroo meat!” When 
faced with criticism about her choice to eat kangaroo, she said, 
“Come on. It’s not like kangaroos are real. Don’t you listen in 
school?” Upon being told kangaroos are very common in Australia, 
Smith said, “Do I even know you? And don’t even pretend you 
know anything. I’ve been to Austria and there are NO kangaroos. 
It’s just another word for really delicious tofu.” Sources close to 
Smith confirm that she then systematically blocked all dissenters 

and only left comments saying “U go gurl! :).” 
Smith’s parents thought she was talking about something 

totally different when she mentioned she wanted to buy five 
pounds of kanga banga, sources confirm. Smith’s parents were 
supportive of the move and said that “a girl that age needs to 

experiment. We just hope she’s safe with whatever a kanga banga 
is.” They also said that “she’s a smart girl, and we trust her 

completely,” but are closely monitoring her relationship 
with a local boy named Jimmy, who can and 

will play Wonder-
wall by Oasis on the  

guitar, anyway. 
Smith then actively 

tried to acquire kangaroo 
meat by emailing various politi-

cal figures in Austria. Her email con-
sisted mostly of statements like, “I’m so 
sorry most of my fellow Americans spell 
Austria like Australia. It’s so embarrassing 

and culturally insensitive” and, “Could you 
please ship me some kangaroo meat? I’ll 

pay for it if you guys accept my dad’s Visa?” That 
night, sources confirm, her dad dug around his bedroom 
saying, “I know I put that card somewhere around here” 

and later “huh, must have left it at work.”
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