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I walk into my living room one Saturday morning to see that my 
brother has placed three different electronic devices right in front 
of him as he watches football. Each device is opened to the Adidas 
website, which tells the customer that they have entered the “waiting 
room” for the new Yeezys.

My brother, eyes bloodshot from looking at so many screens at the 
same time, looks up and demands, “Give me your laptop. I need it.” I 
look at him incredulously and cross my arms as I ask him, “Why?” He 
gives me a look that makes me feel stupid and replies, “For the new 
Yeezys. I’m going to buy them for $220 and sell them for $600, but 
I have to get past the waiting room first. The more devices open to 
the Adidas page, the better chance of getting in.” I roll my eyes and 
scoff at the notion of buying shoes to only end up selling them. I walk 
out of the room, joking about his obsessive longing for the sneakers.

Later on in the day, I 
enter the living room again 
to see that three more elec-
tronic devices and my cousin 
have joined my brother in 
his mission for the seem-
ingly priceless Yeezys. “You 
too?” I ask my cousin. “Yeah, 
of course I’m getting in on 
this,” he states simply, as if 
this is a normal occurrence. 
When my brother requests 

my laptop again, my cousin adds, “If you join us and I get the shoes, 
I’ll split half the profits with you.” Suddenly, the sparkle of dollar 
signs fills my vision and I see a new appeal to this task. 
“And I don’t have to buy the shoes?” I ask to 
assure myself that I’m getting myself into 
something beneficial. “Yep, and you get 
half the profits. $200. The only thing 
you need to do is bring down your 
laptop and go onto this website.” 
I quickly forget the prior nega-
tive feelings I attached to the 
hunt for Yeezys and, with the 
love of money in my heart, I 
sprint upstairs to grab my com-
puter to start my pursuit. 

I find a comfortable chair next to my cousin and, together, we 
enter myself into the long line of those hounding the 
Adidas website for the new shoes. I sit at the edge of 
my seat hunched over, the white color of the boring 
waiting room screen lighting my face. The webpage 
flickers and I shriek in excitement, thinking that I 
had entered the online throne room filled with Yeezys. 
Unfortunately, it’s just a result of the page reloading 
and I sigh in frustration. 

How could I have let myself sink this low and 
become so obsessed with a pair of shoes? But these 
aren’t an ordinary pair of shoes; these are Yeezys. 
They represent money that, as a close-to-broke high 

Jenkins describes her pursuit of Yeezy’s and money

by Erin Grasty
Media Production Editor

Dear Santa,
I’ve been good this year, I swear. If you don’t 

count the time I accidentally stepped on my dog’s 
paw or when I cussed out my third period teacher 
in German, then I should be on the nice list. So, 
I have a few small requests this year. Nothing 
big, don’t worry, but here is a list of 
what I’d like for Christmas.

It is anticipated that 
on Christmas I will find 
out whether or not I 
have been accepted 
by the University of 
Michigan. One of your 
golden rules is that 
“you better not pout, 
you better not cry” 
and, if you really want 
me to stay true to this 
guideline, then you’d 
send an elf to UM to do a 
little fiddling around. 
You’d be saving me a 
lot of trouble. Get-
ting into Michi-
gan would keep 
me from staying 
on my parents 
couch for an 
extra four to 
five years. Obviously, 
it’s in our best interest 
that I get into Michigan 
and, if you pulled a few 
strings, there would be 
nothing to worry about, 
you know?

I’m so unbelievably 
stressed right now 
as well. I am trying 
to juggle school, sports, 
extracurriculars, and everything that my college 
counselor is telling me to do. Key word here is 
trying. I am trying, but failing. I completely 

by Sophie Kroesche
News Editor

Although a few of our beloved Congressmen 
are on the naughty list this year, the White House 
staff would like to offer you this holiday guide for 
decorating and gift giving to take your mind off the 
newest tax reform bill and to help you hate us less. 

Thanks to our new interns, we’ve had the 
opportunity to get some real live millennial input 
this holiday season. Since we’re trying to relate 
to the youths while simultaneously ruining their 
futures, we tracked down all three of our young 
adults working in the White House for their ideas. 
String lights are a must-have, and pair them with a 
light pink tree and rose gold ornaments for a chic, 
urban vibe. Don’t forget to listen to our hip Spotify 
playlist as you deck those halls!

If you’d rather stick to a traditional décor so 
you don’t give your elderly relatives a stroke from 
your blatant disrespect of family values, we’ve 
got just the idea for you. Consider a 19-foot tall 
Balsam tree for each room of the house, paired with 
life-size nutcrackers in the likenesses of Andrew 
Jackson and General Robert E. Lee. There’s noth-
ing like celebrating our national heroes during the 
holiday season!

However, if you’re feeling bold, toss aside 
the traditional Christmas greenery and opt for 
a more monochromatic, sleek look. Here at the 

White House, we’ve drawn ideas from classic holiday 
favorites like “Nightmare Before Christmas,” “The 
Babadook,” and of course our favorite, “Game of 
Thrones.” While most of us certainly don’t endorse 
the hedonistic lifestyle of Westeros, winter is coming 
in D.C., and because we’re defunding the EPA, we 
want our indoor decor to look like the barren waste-
lands our national parks will look like in four years. 
Thanks to her dark holiday hallway decorations cur-
rently breaking the internet, Melania has assured us 
it’s now socially acceptable to be goth again. Follow 
the First Lady’s lead to decorate a hallway to look 
like The Ring.

Not ready to revisit scarring emo middle school 
memories? Consider thinking back to a few thousand 
years ago and celebrate the reason for the season with 
the classic nativity scene. Refurbish your ballroom 
with raw wood panels, hay, and manure. Follow our 
lead and hire actors to reenact a live birth of Jesus to 
impress your holiday party guests and spice up the 
evening. Although our actors who played the animals 
were free of charge, courtesy of the Senate, feel free 
to ask your local ranchhand to let you borrow a few 
pigs and sheep for the season.

Of course, because we are accepting of all two 
religions, Hanukkah plays a big role in our Christmas 
décor planning. Jump on the bandwagon and place 
a menorah above every fireplace to show off your 
accepting heart and woke cultural awareness.

Your choice of winter boot explains your personality 

Student writes to Santa
disregard making an effort at any sort of social life 
and I am on an average of five hours of sleep per 
night. I have subpar grades at the moment and I’m 
struggling to even find the time to walk my dog 
once a week. If you could just give me a list of 
things I should be doing or give me hints on how 
to succeed, it’d be greatly appreciated. 

Also, do you have anything in the workshop 
that I can sprinkle on my entire 
school to get people to like me? 
It’d save me a lot of work in cre-
ating a sufficient social life. My 
goal right now is to be the well 

rounded student 
that colleges 
expect me to 

be, but it’s 
impossible, 
so do your 
favorite kid 
a favor.

The last 
thing I want 
for Christmas 
is Chris Pratt. 

I know he and I 
are meant to be. 

He starred in Guard-
ians of the Galaxy; my 

favorite movie is Guardians 
of the Galaxy. He’s a Gemini; 

I’m an Aquarius. His favorite color 
is purple; my favorite color is purple. 
His blood type is -O; my blood type 
is -O. He breathes oxygen; I breathe 
oxygen. It’s basically a match 
made in heaven. His name is even 
in the word Chris-tmas. The world 
is basically asking for us to be 
together, and you know it.

I hope I’m not asking too 
much of you, but note that I have never 

failed to leave you cookies and I always have a few 
carrots out for the reindeer squad. I have been loyal 
to you my whole life so hopefully you’ll see this 
and make some of my Christmas wishes come true.

First family gives décor tips

by Lauren Sanders and Dana Cook
Editors-in-Chief

Celebrating diversity is important, especially when it comes 
to the vast range of winter’s signature clothing item: The Boot. 
Which winter boot are you?

Uggs: You have very little sense of individuality. As soon 
as the temperature drops below 70 degrees, you sport the only 
winter boot you have. You always pair the boots with a Starbucks 
drink that you carry with you at all times, though you think it’ll 
be more trendy to switch to Philz this year. If you don’t already 
own them, you are definitely asking for a tall pair to fold down 
this holiday season. The amount of fluff you can fold over the 
top determines the alpha in your friend group, and this year, 
you’re gunning to win.

Cowboy boots: You seem to be confident in yourself at every 
time of day. What are Saturdays for? We forget, but surely your 
Instagram caption will remind us. Everybody knows that you 
don’t actually ride horses, but you can’t see the haters through 

your American flag sunglasses. You’re deeply insecure and crave 
external validation. But don’t we all?

Sperry boot: While your friends apply to UCs and 
CSUs, you make sure everyone knows just how hard it is 
to finish all your supplements for the Ivy League Schools 
you’re applying to. You have zero absences or tardies, and 
you love to freak out about how “bad” your grades are 
when you only get a 90 on a test. Hopefully your future 
Greek life siblings will still like you despite your coming 
from the opposite coast.

Classic Timberlands: Uh oh! What you thought was a 
stylish, practical form of footwear has now adopted a role in 
the dark realm of memes. Quick, burn them! We forgive you.

Thigh-high black stilettos: Out of all of your friends, 
they often call you the most dramatic, though you don’t 
know why. You take the longest to get ready and are always 
~fashionably~ late, probably because no one will wait for you as you 
slowly waddle along in your heels. 

Combat boots: You know that edgy persona that most 
functioning American teenagers adopt in middle school? 
You don’t? Oh right, that’s because you’re still in it. But 
mom, it’s not a phase. We promise. Your favorite food is 
concrete and you should definitely invest in makeup 
remover. You’re probably a Scorpio, but we love you 
anyway, and no, My Chemical Romance is not ever getting  
back together.

Rain boots: You’ve always been a good 
kid, and you hold your innocence as 

close to your heart as your security 
blanket. Bonus points if your boots 
feature ladybugs, bumblebees, or polka 
dots. You will probably go to college 
within an hour’s drive of home, which 
is ironic because at that rate you will 

have next to zero opportunities to wear your rain boots. That’s 
okay. You do you.

school student, I need desperately. They represent power over 
my brother and accomplishment. If I get these shoes, I will be 
able to say that I got Yeezys and that I sold them success-

fully. I could put the word “Yeezy-based entrepreneur/
businesswoman” in my résumé. I’d technically be 

employed by Kanye West. Waiting for Yeezys 
is a hobby, a career, something I 

can excel at.
At around 3:00, 

our waiting ends. I 
return to the living 

room, our Yeezy 
headquarters, to see 

all the devices turned 
off and returned to their pre-Yeezy 

state. My heart breaks in two and the glim-
mer of potential money in my bank account slowly dims. I turn to 
my brother and cousin, my jaw hanging open. “What happened?!” I 
exclaim, “Why did you stop?” My brother, same defeated expression 
on his face, responds, “They sold out. We’re going to have to wait 
for the new pair on December 16.” 

I immediately begin to form a plan of action, starting with mark-
ing December 16 as “YEEZYS ALL DAY EVERY DAY” in my phone’s cal-
endar and convincing my friends to join me in the pursuit for $200. I 
know once Yeezy Day, December 16, rolls around, I’ll be prepared and 
I will get those shoes and my $200. Through sleep deprivation, lack 
of exercise and proper sunlight, I am determined to sell those Yeezys 
no matter what harm it causes me. I just hope that Kanye is proud.
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