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Kid lives in the shadow of Plymouth-founding grandpa
by Charlotte Pla
World Editor

John Johnson stuck another C+ onto the overcrowded fridge and 
sighed; it seemed that no matter how many times he aced a test, his 
parents would never notice. John knew he had his great, great, great, 
great, great, great, great, great, great, great, great, great grandpa to 
thank for his parents’ neglect. John’s grandpa, John Johnson, had led a 
dedicated Puritan life, run an accomplished corn farm, oh, and discov-
ered Plymouth Rock. Yes, his grandpa discovered Plymouth rock, and 
NO, he won’t sign your baby’s forehead. But John will! He’s still alive! 
He’s successful too! He’ll sign your wailing offspring’s soft forehead!

His whole life John was compared to his grandfather and his 
grandfather’s accomplishments. He was so used to hearing “empty the 
dishwasher,” and “clean your room,” and “discover Plymouth Rock,” 
that he could not do anything anymore without getting an onslaught 
of insults from his parents. He was living in the shadow of his grandpa, 
who had been dead for centuries.

At school the pressure never subsided. John was used to being 

handed back tests with his teachers’ scrawl across the top reading, 
“technically all your answers are correct, but you didn’t discover Plym-
outh Rock, D plus” or “not as good as your ole pawpaw, F minus!” John 
was fed up living his life in the shadow of some random deceased family 
member who happened upon some dumb old rock on some dumb old 
(new) continent. John just wanted people to appreciate and acknowl-
edge how special he was, even if he couldn’t call himself an authentic 
pilgrim. So, the following morning, John packed up and set sail in 
pursuit of Newfoundland 2.0, fame, fortune, and finally... approval. 
John was going to rediscover Plymouth Rock and prove his worth.

Less than three hours into the voyage, John had had enough. His 
laptop had fallen overboard, the boat wifi had ONE bar (thanks Com-
cast), he didn’t know how to sail the ship, and he was still docked in 
the port. “I’ll never be like my grandpa,” John sighed as he dropped 
his head into his hands. 

But just as he was about to pack up and head home, John heard 
a “thump, thump, bing, thump, thump, bing” of the boat bumping 
against the side of the dock. “Hmm,” thought John, “what’s that 

binging sound…” He went up to the main deck of the ship to check 
out what was making the metallic clanging sound and found a dusty 
plaque posted on the dock. John wiped away layers of dust on the 
plaque and read, 

PLYMOUTH ROCK
FOUNDED BY DONALD TRAMP

EST. 1620

John gasped. This couldn’t be true. A plaque dating back to 1620 
with the name of the founder of Plymouth Rock…and it WASN’T his 
grandpa…?! John began sobbing as he recounted the 16 years of 
neglect that his friends and family and teachers and coaches and 
tutors and mentors and bosses and co-workers and fellow students and 
teammates and extended family members and penpals had inflicted 
upon him because of his inability to live up to the beacon of light to 
Americans everywhere that was his grandfather! John whooped, he 
cried, and he danced into the sun in light of his discovery.

Thanksgiving turkey advocates for voluntary euthanasia
by Cole Potter
Web Editor-in-Chief

By now you know of the movement. You have 
seen the interviews, the news coverage, the 
hashtag. You know of the protests, or per-
haps you even stood on the frontlines with 
us. You know what we fight for; our war 
is one for freedom and individual choice. 
No matter what side of this campaign 
you believe in, you are know our cause. 
Now, it’s time to learn about the flight-
less bird that kicked this whole thing off.

My name is Thomas Tiberius Turkey. 
I am two and a half feet tall, a fan of 
Elizabethan era literature, and a right-to-
die activist. Now, even I will admit, I was not 
always on the side of voluntary euthanasia. 
In my younger years I enjoyed strutting, 
pecking, and preening just as much as any 
other tom turkey, but time catches up to 
us all. Two years ago I was diagnosed with 
Chronic Feather Dysmorphia, an extremely 

painful and disfiguring 
disease, which I continue 
to receive medication 
for at great expense 
to my family and my 
own mental wellbe-
ing. I would consider 
myself a fighter, but 
some days the pain I 

suffer becomes too much for one 
domesticated fowl to endure. 

Last October, though, it 
appeared that there could have 

been some divine end to my agony. 
I was chosen by my farmer as a can-

didate for the Thanksgiving reaping and put on 
an IV drip of pain medication and nutrients to enrich my 

meat. Over the course of the month, I began to bid 
farewell to my family and friends, and by November 

I had come to peace with my fate. I thought of my 
death fondly, as it came as a swift conclusion to 

my long life, which had become fraught with pain 

and torment. Furthermore, my carcass would serve to bring joy and 
love to others, a glorious fate which few can claim as their own. I went 
to sleep on the second Thursday of November believing I would never 
awake, and I relished in the idea of my eternal slumber.

My sweet oblivion was stayed by the evil tyrant who rules this 
“democratic” nation. Barack “Obey-me” Obama bestowed his mercy 
upon me a mere week before last Thanksgiving as a part of a long-
standing political charade called turkey pardoning. Yet, what the 
president was unaware of was my pending demise as well as the 
growing sentiment in the turkey community of animosity towards 
government-prescribed life or death sentences. 

The day I was forced back into my personal hell of feathers and 
pain was the day I swore my allegiance to the animal right-to-die 
movement. Through the many speeches I gave detailing my personal 
experience, my fellow activists have declared me as the figurehead of 
our cause. I am proud to wield the mantle, and under my leadership I 
have no doubt that there will be a day where all poultry are allowed 
the right to end their lives peacefully and humanely. I believe this 
day is growing nearer. I pray that this coming Thanksgiving, we will 
not see one turkey suffer the same fate that befell me. I swear to the 
American public, my mortal enemy Barack Hussein Obama, and turkeys 
everywhere: I will not rest until I am legally put to rest. 

Lyle shares costume uses
by Danika Lyle
Humor Editor

So you finally did it; you and 
your buddies drove to the season-
ally available Spirit Halloween Store 
and spent more than you would care 
to admit. Halloween came fast, and 
everyone had a blast trick-or-treating, 
crashing parties, and hiding symptoms of 
hypothermia beneath skin-tight dresses and 
morph suits. Now it’s November and you fear 
that your costume’s fate will be to lie at the back 
of your closet or head to the local Goodwill. Well, 
here are a couple of alternate uses for classic 
Halloween costumes. 

Scandalous Nurse as a Volun-
teer Uniform: Wear this cute 
costume to volunteer at your 
local hospital! The world is 
in need of RNs to give a 
helping hand, so instead of 
trying to get a cute guy’s 
blood pumping when they 
see you, pump actual blood 
at a clinic! 

Suggestive Candy Corn as 
Traffic Cone Sweaters: The 
latest Tumblr trend for fall is to 
put sweaters on mugs, so why not do the same 
with traffic cones? Tiny and tight candy corn 
dresses make perfect traffic cone cozies to spice 
up highway construction.

Attractive Disney Princess as a Self Con-
fidence Boost: When the world is just too 

intense and reality becomes an inter-
minable cesspool of hate and judge-
ment, put on your princess garb, 
escape to your bathroom, and look in 

the mirror to remind yourself that you 
are a princess, Dani. I mean, whoever 

is reading this. This doesn’t pertain to 
anyone in particular. No one can ever take your 
crown away from you... don’t you forget that.

Sexy Cat as Mr. Burns’ Gravity Experi-
ment: A skin tight jumpsuit made of black 
latex can serve a plethora of purposes! Use the 
fabric of this classic costume to re-upholster 

your futon, recreate Mr. Burns’ Gravity 
Visualization experiment, or patch up 

an old trampoline.
Minion as ____: There are no 

other uses for this costume. You 
made a mistake.

Police Officer as Full-Time 
Fuzz: You bought this thinking 
that ladies love a man in uniform. 

Well, you know who else does? The 
citizens of the United States of Amer-

ica. Do some volunteer police work 
around town to keep our streets 

safe. If volunteering doesn’t seem very appeal-
ing to you, I hear Cheryl’s bachelorette party is 
this weekend and I think that costume could 
make you some money. 

Big Bang Theory isn’t smart
by Antonia Salisbury
Editor-in-Chief
Dear World,

Today I’m taking back 
my voice. Because guess 
what, it’s 2015 and I refuse 
to just sit here and let 
neonerds infringe on my 
first amendment rights. So 
hear me loud and proud: I 
don’t like CBS’ The Big Bang 
Theory.

Nonbelievers have had to hide 
in the shadows for too long. But tell me 
this, Big Bang Theory fanatics, do you 
really “lurrrrrve” Sheldon’s character? 
Does “bzinga” actually make you cackle 
every time you hear it? I don’t think so. 
And what if I told you that under-
standing jokes about chemistry 
as a general field of science 
and “nerding out” doesn’t 
make you smart? Sorry, 
don’t shoot the messenger.

The Big Bang Theory 
tells a story older than time 
itself. It tells a story of impos-
ters and wannabes. But, let me 
tell you, wearing lensless glasses and 
watching a show that vaguely 
references science doesn’t 
make you a super geek 
genius in my book. The 
Big Bang Theory has 
misled our generation’s 
youth and now we have 
to band together to right 
these wrongs.

I am freeing myself from 
the manacles of oppression 
that I have suffered from 
watching Howard, Shel-
don, Penny, Howard, and 
Raj pal around on screen. 
The pain I have felt at the 
hand of critics who give it 
an 8.5 on IMDb ends here. 
I will not longer sit back 

and take these hardships while dummies across the 
nation tell me how much they 

love Kaley Cuoco and her new 
pixie cut. I am a hater, hear 
me roar.

I have a dream. I 
dream of never seeing a 
Vine of Sheldon saying 
something annoying that’s 

captioned “literally me,” or 
“sammeee!” I dream of being 

able talk about how annoying 
Howard is without being labeled 

a jock because I am more than that. 
I’m a daughter, a sister, a friend, and 
someone who really doesn’t play sports.  
And, most of all, I dream of a world in 

which Big Bang Theory fans and dissenters 
like myself can stand hand-in-hand 

because no one actually likes 
the Big Bang Theory and it 

will never be renewed for a 
tenth season.

So, if you hate the Big 
Bang Theory with every 

fiber of your being, know 
that you have the power 

to make a difference. Don’t be 
afraid to get involved at a local level. 

Whether you’re writing a note to 
your regional congressman or 

simply throwing shade on 
social media, any and all 
effort is a step in the right 
direction. 

Yours truly,
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Just like your chances of scoring 
big this Black Friday,

this page is not real.
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