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An exhortation to resist California’s unjust drought codes
by Aidan Adams-Campeau
Humor Editor

In his Letter from a Birmingham Jail, Martin Luther King Jr. wrote that “One has a moral responsibil-
ity to disobey unjust laws.” Who could have anticipated the profound relevance of his words, so many 
years later, as Californians are forced to kneel to executive decrees that clearly discriminate between two 
classes of citizenry.

In Islamic doctrine, the concept of “dhimmitude” involves non-Muslims living a restricted life as second-
class citizens under Islamic rule; the Islamic State has advocated this policy in modern times, charging 
non-Muslims in its territory a “Jizya tax” to reinforce their subservience. As California’s water levels have 
become increasingly Middle Eastern, so too have our political sensibilities, albeit while retaining a distinc-
tive American essence. Our class division is similarly religiously motivated, but here in the USA we’ve long 

since forsaken Allah for the Dollah. The rights of people in this country vary, from the lesser privileges 
conceded to mere human beings to the preferred legal status enjoyed by corporation-people, a fascinating 
race that grows in prestige and influence quarterly. 

Governor Brown made no attempts to hide this disparity under the law as he addressed California’s 
ongoing drought crisis in early April. His unprecedented executive order mandated that the state’s cities 
and towns reduce their water usage by 25 percent, a policy that would no doubt be more effective if it was 
directed towards those actually responsible for 80 percent of water consumption, California’s agricultural 
sector. Rather, true to form, the civilian population is required to suffer and cut back while the corporate 
population is encouraged to go on gettin’ while the gettin’s good, aquatically speaking. If this sounds like 
a just law to you, you’re just the kind of citizen our government wants. If not, feel free to follow some of 
my personal methods of noncompliance with the arid tyranny of our local despot.

The easiest change to make is only a matter of a slight adjustment to one’s daily routine. Instead of 
rushing through your showers, relax, unwind, and let the warm water ease your earthly suffering, all while 
performing a brave act of civil disobedience. I try to keep my showers to fifteen minutes at an absolute 
minimum, but time permitting I shoot for half an hour or more to really make a dent in the water table.

Here’s another simple trick: take a wrench and slightly unscrew all the faucets around your house until 
they’re nice and leaky. Though this may seem like a negligible impact, the EPA estimates that a “leaky 
faucet that drips at the rate of one drip per second can waste more than 3,000 gallons per year,” truly a 
valuable addition to the cause. In fact, using the US Geological Survey’s online Drip Calculator, I was able 
to determine that if there were one thousand homes willing to stand against the Brown regime, each with 
three faucets leaking at a conservative one drip per minute, we could liberate over one hundred thousand 
gallons of water in a single year.

I hesitate to recommend this final tactic, but as they say, desperate times call for desperate measures. 
Ultimately, few will have the courage to rebel. That’s why it’s necessary to include your neighbors in this 
noble struggle by turning on any hoses or spigots you run across in your dealings. This technique can be 
quickly detected, so it’s key to activate the greatest torrent possible at each occasion.

There is good news for us righteous crusaders: though the masses are too cowardly to take action against 
despotism, they’re also too incompetent to follow orders well. That’s why, despite heightened conserva-
tionist rhetoric, California’s water use in March was down just 3.6 percent compared to the same month in 
2013. As the political and global climates continue their troubling flux, be sure to keep up the good fight.

Schunk states the case for staying together through college
by Brian Schunk
Sports Editor

Your friends have warned you against it. They say, “You’ll never 
see each other,” and “You won’t know if they’re cheating on you,” 
and most of all, “It’ll take away from the college experience.” These 
are all valid concerns; however, you are the exception. When people 
say, “long distance relationships almost never work out,” you are why 
it’s “almost never.”

Think about it this way: You already didn’t choose to go to the 
same college as your significant other. That alone makes you mature 
enough to handle a long distance relationship. There’s just no way you’ll 
return home for Christmas Break having lost the powerful connection 
you have now. Your love runs so deep that you two don’t need to see 
each other for months at a time. Besides, nothing could be worse than 
attempting to move on when you have several thousand highly eligible 
replacements and every opportunity to meet and get to know them. 

You and your significant other are the kind of people who get 
excited about facetiming for hours and long car rides on the weekends. 
You know how the saying goes, “What doesn’t break you up further 
solidifies you as a couple.”

It still won’t be easy. That’s why I’m here to give you some advice. 
Follow these tips, and I personally guarantee your relationship will 
last at least a month longer before one of you decides it’s no longer 
worth it and patiently waits for the next time you see each other to 
break it off for good.

Ask yourself: What’s the key to the best relationship possible? 
The answer may surprise you. It’s not love, nor is it mutual respect. 

It’s knowing that you can’t do any better. That’s what true love is 
about: settling.

You and your significant other must do everything in your power 
to make sure you never meet someone whom you might consider to be 
a better romantic partner. This starts with your scheduling selections. 
Pro tip: Choose loads of morning classes. That way, not only will you 
look terrible in class, but so will everyone else you are surrounded by, 
leaving little possibility of finding a mutual attraction. 

In addition, absolutely avoid taking any electives that actually 
elicit your interest. Some people discover their true passions while 
taking these courses, but you’ve already found your true passion in 
your significant other, so what’s the point? It’s just risky. If you end up 
in a class you truly enjoy and discover your calling in life, you might 
want share that experience with someone. In that person, you could 
find someone with whom you’re completely compatible, and you two 
could forge a deep connection and fall in love. Don’t let yourself get 
suckered into that song and dance.

Since maintaining a long distance relationship is all about trust, 
you should get to know your significant other’s roommates, and then 
use them as spies. Take advantage of social media, and if you ever have 
any doubts about what your loved one is up to or is saying about you, 
go ahead and ask away. Anyone who says that’s “nosy,” or “intrusive,” 
doesn’t know the kind of love you have at stake. Besides, your partner 
would only have a problem with this if they had something to hide 
from you, which they shouldn’t. Having these sources of information 
will bring you the comfort level you need and deserve.

Finally, trust in your ability to be fairly static as a person. You’ve 

grown and evolved quite a bit over the past four years, so you probably 
won’t do much more of that in the future. By now you’ve heard the 
phrase, “High school is a time for change,” but no one has ever said 
that about college. Even if you do change as a person, you and your 
significant other are so compatible that you’ll definitely trend in the 
exact same direction. Besides, you’ve only grown closer with time, so 
why should that change now? 

Don’t be worried about the changes you and your significant other 
go through driving you apart, living isolated from each other, hun-
dreds or thousands of miles away. That’s just not how mother nature 
intends for it to be. Look at animals: anyone who has ever studied 
environmental science or biology will tell you that when two members 
of the same species become isolated from each other, over time, they 
become more similar. 

Rest assured, you’re doing the right thing by staying together. When 
it comes down to it, if you think it’ll work, it will, and it’ll be worth it.

Schools rescind every senior Friedland shows poetic side
by Jonathan Friedland
Editorial Editor

After completing the poetry unit in our English class, I feel enlightened to write some poetry of 
my own. My release party is scheduled for June 5, 2015 when I drop some dope lines in my graduation 
speech. Meanwhile, here are some excerpts from my book titled: Friedland’s Sick Lines. 
An ode to Curling: 
Sweep, sweep
Sweep, sweep
The game is over
English Teacher: 
The orange is orange
Nothing rhymes with orange
Doorhinge, close enough 
Your English teacher will analyze this for more than it is, 
But the orange was just orange, nothing more. 
Doordash: 
I drive to the restaurant.
I drive to the house.
I eat some of their food along the way.
I get my money and bolt before they notice.
AP Chemistry: 
I mix those chemicals like Elvis mixes those pills
I put dat’ HCl with dat’ NaOH and the class goes bezerk
Kenny P takes me to dat’ shower and the whole school 
floods because of my thuggery.
Esau Kang: 
He got flow
He got potential
He got legend material.
Cinnamon Rolls: 
I analyze the frosting to roll ratio
I choose the best roll.
The lunch lady gets mad
I eat the frosting. 
I eat the roll. 
The cinnamon roll is in my stomach. 
Then, it is in the toilet.

by Niamh Doyle
People Editor

Day 203.
I got a spot in the senior lot today. Today was 

a good day. I had to slash the tires of a perky new 
senior to claim the space. I grit my teeth while I did 
it – the struggle for power, though necessary, is one 
to which I have yet to be desensitized. The fear in 
that senior’s eyes was real; the disappointment upon 
realizing that he wasn’t going to make it 
to AP Bio on time, or that it wasn’t 
an #SSS he saw jumping in front of 
his car to perform the deed but 
his own self, projected one year 
into his murky future. As I sit 
in my car, studying for the 
government quiz I had failed 
a year before, I tried not to 
let my worries interfere with 
my hasty memorization. I’m 
safe today, but the future is 
uncertain. I try to cram court 
cases into my saturated brain, 
but it is the memories more than 
the worries that prohibit my learning…

The news spread like fog over the town 
of Los Gatos, that June of ’15. Slowly at first, we 
learned of one or two kids who failed one or two 
many classes and got their letters rescinded. But as 
the month progressed, the news billowed as more 
and more college-bound seniors found themselves 
college-bound no more, merely wells of ambition 
with no universities to call home. The class of 2015 
became obsolete, as we headed back to LGHS on 
Aug. 17 to recommence what we had so miserably 
failed the year before.

The first weeks of school were somber, a class-

wide silence broken only by the jagged sobs of 
those who refused to accept their reality. The new 
seniors and the old ones rarely mingled; the pain 
was too great.

Months passed and the tension mounted, the 
confrontational nature of frustrated teenagers 
with dashed hopes and uncertain futures exposed. 
The changes at first were civil: we formed our 
own student government and decorated our own 

portion of the main hall during spirit 
weeks. Now, though, not much 

is said of this civility. Riots 
start every free period, 

over-crowded classrooms 
are war zones. Distanc-
ing ourselves from our 
hopes of ever passing 
the classes we had 
failed in the first place, 
we settle in to lifetimes 
of desolate despair and 

broken dreams.
The bell rings and I 

shake myself from a troubled 
stupor. Alas, I shall fail this gov-

ernment quiz as badly as I did last year. 
I gaze into the sky but see only fog, though it 
could be smoke from the campfire of the disowned 
camp of drop-outs that occupy a fourth of the 
parking lot. I walk past rows of #SSS’s sitting 
idly in cars with glazed-over eyes and no hope 
of making it to school that day. A few rows down 
some #SSS’s vandalize the car of an unsuspecting 
new senior. Senior Power! They chant, rabid and 
twitching, Senior Power! 

Another day has commenced. Another day I 
ask myself; why bother at all.
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