
Despite the many discomforts of napping, 
people still argue that a nap is the perfect solu-
tion to any problem. Failed your math test? A nap 
will fix it. Got into an argument with a friend? 
Nap it off! Need to escape the monotony of your 
dull and miserable life? The couch awaits! Why 
fall into a bottomless pit of despair when you 
can just fall asleep? 

The only issue with this argument is that 
contrary to popular belief, your problems will 
still exist when you wake up. It’s a harsh reality, 
but that’s the way life goes.

Not only this, but naps certainly won’t 
make it easier to get anything done, even if the 
internet told you that they “increase produc-
tivity.” “I’ll be able to finish that assignment 
later,” you say. “A 20 minute nap will help me 
focus!” Lies. When has anybody woken up from a 

nap ready to face their 
responsibilities or actu-

ally do their homework? 
And we all know that naps 

never last 20 minutes. Even 
though you triple-checked that 
alarm, it somehow still won’t go 
off. Never trust your phone to 

wake you up on time. 
Does any of this mean I’ll stop taking naps? 

Of course not. That would require going to bed at 
a reasonable hour and facing my responsibilities 
like a productive, functioning member of society. 
Not likely. Naps are simply an unavoidable but 
necessary evil. Until we teens figure out how to 
get our lives together, we’ll simply have to suffer 
through the consequences of naptime. 
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Decode relatives’ comments
by Erin Grasty
Media Production Editor 

The fourth Thursday of November is a story we’ve 
heard and experienced many times. Year after year 
your forgetful grandparents and other crazy relatives 
ask and say the same things. One might even joke 
that their relatives are recycling a script of sayings 
to use in order to make it through the night. In 
fact, many relatives pre-plan phrases to say to us at 
Thanksgiving dinner so they sound like they really 
care about you; however, they don’t. Here is a list 
of common lines your family members use and what 
they really mean.

 You first walk through the door of Grandma 
Ruth’s house and hear the typical 
“Happy Thanksgiving!” accom-
panied by a fat smooch to your 
cheek. The person welcoming 
you doesn’t actually care about 
whether or not you’re having a 
‘happy’ Thanksgiving. On the 
inside, he or she is thinking 
to themselves, “I’m only here 
to find out what you want for 
[insert upcoming holiday here].”

After hearing said greeting, 
you walk up to your aunt whom you 
last saw three months ago. They scan 
you and say with a smile, “Look how much 
you’ve grown!” when, in fact, you’ve been 
the same height for the past three years. 
Obviously, your aunt is letting you know 
that they’ve noticed and you should really, 
“Watch the weight.”

If your aunt says that you’ve 
grown when you know you haven’t, 

then you should tell them you don’t want seconds 
when they ask. However, if they didn’t acknowledge 
your recent weight gain and they ask, “Would you 
like seconds?” it is crucial that you say yes because 
the real question isn’t whether or not you want 
seconds. Your life depends on the answer you give 
because your aunt is thinking to herself, “If you like 
my cooking you will say yes. If you don’t I will bug 
you about it for the rest of the night and be thor-
oughly offended if you continue to reject seconds. 
I also need you to eat so I won’t feel awful about 
the amount of food I’ve shoved into my own body.”

Finally, as the night comes to an end, the likeli-
hood of a relative asking about a significant other 

increases. With every glass of wine, 
your grandmother becomes more 
and more interested in your love 
life and will eventually ask, “Are 
you dating anyone yet?” When 
decoded, this phrase can entail 
two things. First, Grandma Ruth’s 
friend Greta has probably been 
bugging her about her adorable 
grandson/granddaughter and now 
Grandma Ruth wants to set you 

up with them. Either that, or your 
grandmother might be trying to 
say, “I need you to start producing 
offspring because my genes are perfect 
and must continued.” 

 With this insider’s knowledge 
you now know what your relatives are 

really saying on Thanksgiving and 
can make it through the night 

without being fooled by their 
scripted phrases.

Napping is a vicious cycle
by Eden Gibson
World Editor 

Taking a nap always seems like a good idea. 
However, people never make good decisions 
when they’re functioning on 3 hours of sleep 
and a six-pack of Redbull.  

Napping seems harmless, but it can quickly 
spiral into a vicious and unforgiving cycle. A 
single nap has the power to uproot your entire 
sleep schedule. Take a nap after school, and 
you won’t be tired when it’s time for bed. And 
if you don’t sleep that night, what will you do 
the next day to counteract your exhaustion? 
Crash on the couch and take another nap! It 
can only help you at this point, right?

Wrong. You probably expected your nap to 
actually be refreshing, didn’t you? That was 
your first mistake. 

Taking a nap is always a gamble. When will 
you wake up? In 30 minutes? 4 hours? 3 years? 
How will you feel when you emerge from 
your deep slumber? Confused? Angry? 
Disoriented? Will you still carry the 
heavy burden of unrelenting existen-
tial dread? There’s no way to be sure. 

Here’s the honest truth: you’ll 
most likely wake up drenched in sweat and 
unsure of your own identity. You’ll probably be 
more tired than you were before, and at least 
three out of your four limbs will be asleep. 
Expect a crusty layer of dried saliva around 
the corners of your mouth and a slimy pool of 
drool where your face was. And did you really 
take a nap if you didn’t wake up with a strange 
lined imprint on your face? 

Enriquez discusses the trauma associated with senior year
by Shannon Enriquez
Humor Editor

Do you break down at least once a day due to stress 
levels? Are you always on edge? Always hungry and tired? 
If these symptoms relate to you, chances are you’re a first  
semester senior.

You just finished your junior year of high school. A 
year of death, or should I say, SAT prep, multiple AP classes, 
and the pressure to have perfect 
grades. This was supposed to be 
the hardest year of your life, 
or so you thought. Nobody 
warned you about senior 
year. As far as you were 
concerned, senior year 
was filled with beach 
trips, skipping school, 
and no homework. 

The f i rs t  day 
of senior year rolls 
around and you 
are shook. Finding 
out your research 
paper will take you 
three months to 
complete, that you 
actually have home-
work assigned each 
night, or worst of 
all, how soon your 
college applications 
are due, makes you 
reminisce about the better, 

simpler days that were junior year. 
Oh, how naive you were. 
Just make it to senior 
year they said; it’ll 
be a great year they 
said. Oh, how foolish  
you were to believe such 

lies, such atrocities. 
Instead of the perfect 

senior year you had envi-
sioned, you find yourself at home on the weekends 
writing college essays, or better yet, begging schools for 
mercy. You spend your weekdays struggling to find the 
willpower to keep your eyes open throughout the day 

due to lack of sleep, when we both know you could have 
gone to bed earlier, but your procrastination is at an all 
time high this semester. Procrastination has taken over your 
life. You scrape by, doing the bare minimum, until Friday 
arrives and you repeat the whole vicious cycle over again.

The social aspect of high school is thrown right 
out the window. You decide football games, start-
ing at seven o’clock, are past your bedtime and you would 
rather spend your time sleeping. School dances are too much 
work for your liking. Who has the time to plan the pre-party,  
what dress you will wear, or even who you will go with? Sweatpants 
have become your staple piece in every outfit. Jeans? Never heard 
of her.

The thought of the springtime brings you the utmost peace and 
serenity. A time where the stress and source of your acne come to die. 
The college application process is over, homework is bearable, and 
all you have to worry about is what bikini you will wear in Waikiki 
on your senior trip. Nothing will ruin this time in your life for you. 
Not today, Satan. Not today!

Rethink the way you treat your clothes; they have feelings
by Chloe Mendoza 
Media Production Editor

Your clothes are a representation of yourself to the world. They’re 
your messages, your expression, what makes 
you an angsty teen or a weirdly con-
servative looking party girl. But do 
you even take into account their 
feelings? In the morning, when 
you scramble in the closet for 
the crumpled top and throw 
it on with a pair of pants 
which shade is not even close 
to complementary, how do 
you think that shirt feels? 
Like a chump. That’s how. 
Today, we will be evaluat-
ing the personality types 
of various articles of cloth-
ing and comments those 
articles of clothing have 
made. Let’s begin. 

Start off with the most 
insecure: the scarf. You didn’t 
even really consider the scarf 
an article of clothing did you? 

You just lumped it in with all of 
the other accessories. Do you even 
know how offensive that is to a 
scarf? The typical scarf is the most 
sensitive item of clothing there 
is, with many overlooking 
just how crucial it can 
be in transforming 

the most cavalier of out-
fits into something chic and snappy 

that you just know will turn heads. 
Here’s an excerpt from Harry Potter’s scarf 

documentary: “People don’t even notice me. 
Whenever they watch my movies, do they ever 
comment about how I take those ridiculous robes 
and subtly transform them into preppy yet also 
casual ensembles? No! All you hear is OooO, AAaa, 
Harry Potter defeated the Dark Lord, Harry Potter 
saved mankind, Harry Potter this, Harry Potter that. 

Without me protecting his scrawny neck, Harry Potter 
would have DIED in book one, which for the record was 

originally called Harry Potter and the Sorcerer’s Scarf. I guess 
scarves don’t sell as much as stones. When did it just become 

about the money?” Powerful stuff. Powerful stuff. 
 Let’s continue with your shirts. God, how you mistreat your 
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shirts. Just wantonly assuming every shirt goes well with denim, not 
even considering which wash goes best with each style. Quick run 
through: black shirts like dark wash to match their cold, dead spirit. 
Pattern shirts enjoy a nice moderate wash so as to not distract from 

their energy. Cashmere you ask? Oh honey, if 
you are even trying to make an ensemble 

out of something as pure-bred and 
highly-esteemed as cashmere with 
denim, you need to take that sweater 
in for therapy ASAP. 

Don’t shoot the messenger, I’m only 
writing what your clothes confide in me 
when they’re trash-talking you while 
you’re at sports practice, AJ tutoring, 
or just chillaxing with the homies. You 
signed up for this when you bought 
those clothes, and it’s about time 
you took responsibility for your 
actions. Trust in a clothes-person 

relationship is a two-way street; if 
your clothes can’t trust you to appreciate 

them and wear them in the correct manner, how can 
you expect them to stay up when you want them to? Or to not let a 
casual nip-slip out now and again? If you don’t start treating your 
clothes with the respect they deserve, they will retaliate. 
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