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Brain cells strive to survive 

Page 14

by Jamie Blough
Center Editor

This morning, I sat down at my desk 
during my first period Physics class and 
drifted off into an inconsequential, men-
tally unpresent state. I stared off into the 
remote distance of the classroom wall in 
front of me, on which hung a poster that 
laid out the basics of public presentation. 
As I stared at the word “presenting” on the 
bright orange paper, I thought to myself, “I 
have never seen this word before.” I then 
proceeded to spend at least three min-
utes attempting to comprehend the 
meaning and pronunciation of the 
word, repeating “PRE-sent-ing, 
pre-SEN-ting, PRE-SENT-ing” 
over and over in my head, all 
the while thinking, “what is 
this word? I am so confused.” 
Finally, after about five to seven 
minutes, I realized that all this 
time I had been trying so hard to 
understand “presenting,” a word that 
has been in my vocabulary since elemen-
tary school. That is what I mean when 
I say that my last brain cell has left  
the building.

Over the past nine weeks, my brain 
cells have slowly deteriorated, leaving me 
with a single, solitary companion. My last 
brain cell has accompanied me through all 
my in-class essays, trigonometric functions, 
DBQs, and velocity labs. It has supported me 
despite being the butt – and root, I guess 
– of my many unoriginal and unwelcome  
jokes, including:

“Milky Piggy:” It is four o’clock in the 
morning, and you’ve spent your night binging 
the Shane Dawson life series. The only thing 

by Lexi Kupor
Media Production Editor

Just take a glance at that newspaper rotting 
on your driveway or catch a few words of 
the nightly news, and you’ll easily see how 
our country is practically torn down 
the middle. From Kavanaugh to 
Trump to Kanye West, it seems 
as though a new conflict arises 
every day. However, with the 
spooky season already upon 
us, only one thing can end 
friendships, cause fist fights, 
and spread horror across the 
nation so rapidly: the candy 
corn controversy.

From the dawn of the 
trick-or-treating age, candy 
corn has been the most risky gamble to 
distribute on Halloween night. Middle-aged men 
with nothing better to do than wait for absurdly 
small minions to ring their doorbell and take candy 

from their plastic witch’s cauldron are confronted 
with the familiar emotional struggle every year: to 
candy corn, or not to candy corn?

On the one hand, the aestheti-
cally pleasing treat has the per-
fect autumn vibe. Just sprinkle it 
anywhere around your house to 
transform drab into instant fall fab. 
Feeling like VSCO just can’t give 
your fuzzy socks and mug picture 
the right look? Add a handful 
of candy corn to the mix, and 
you’re guaranteed to get those 
five extra followers you needed 
in order to be officially cool. 

Not only is candy corn up 
to par in terms of look, but many 

testify that the taste is just as great. The 
ingredients not only contain a handful of unpro-
nounceable chemicals, but, as the packaging des-
perately tries to remind you, there is allegedly some 
sort of honey in the mix, which obviously makes it 

Candy Corn causes a heated controversy: wax or wonder

by Caroline Wagner and Sasha Ryu
Media Production Editors

The leaves are turning vibrant hues 
of orange and yellow, and Starbucks 
has released an unnecessary array 
of pumpkin-flavored beverages. That 
can only mean one thing: it’s Hal-
loween season. Get ready for an army 
of Fortnite default skins and other 
disturbing costumes like sexy 
corn or sexy Trump (yes, 
they are both real). If you 
thought you could get away 
with being a blow up sumo 
wrestler for the fourth year 
in a row, brace yourself for 
a rude awakening. You’re in high school now, and 
nobody thinks it’s cute. 

Prepare to spend 30 dollars on a low-quality 
polyester leotard sewn by your overworked grand-
mother just so you’re not left out of the group 

costume. You’re guaranteed to see the pseudo-
intellectuals dress up as a play on words 
like “holy guacamole” and “50 Shades 
of Grey,” and, of course, the group 

of inseparable BFFs sporting the 
Thing One to Thing 18 shirts.

If you are brave enough 
to go trick or treating unac-
companied by someone 

under the age of ten, 
don’t be surprised 
if your neighbors 
are less than 

thrilled to cough 
up a Snickers bar 

for some miscreant 
teenager. Remember, even if no one else 
is around, God will know if you take more 
than one candy from the bowl (Kit Kats are the only 
exception). Don’t forget to feign an air of gratitude 
when you come to the house that hands out raisin 

What students can expect on this upcoming Halloween

poems by Eden Gibson and Tatum Jenkins, Editors-in-Chief

healthy! This unique combination makes for a sweet, 
nostalgic taste. Plus, unless you stockpile for the 
off-season, candy corn can only be purchased in 
the fall, which makes it even more delectable and 
of value to its fans. 

If that last paragraph turned your face a fall-
leaf red and sent smoke out of your inno-
cent ears, “self-proclaimed candy corn 
enemy” is probably an irreplaceable 
part of your identity. In fact, you’re 
probably considering adding that to 
your finsta bio to make yourself seem 
like more of an opinionated quirky 
teen. To these candy corn critics, 
something of such an odd shape and 
plastic-like texture can only be one 
thing: the Antichrist in edible form. 

The aisles of Walgreens haunt its 
patrons with the shelving of candy corn 
in mid-August, as if the start of school didn’t 
already crush the summer vibe enough. Child-
hood memories of staying up thirty minutes past 

boxes and toothbrushes, and bless those who hand 
out god-tier candy like king size Nestle 

Crunch bars. When approaching a 
select few houses, brace your-
self for jump scare hallow-
een decorations that don’t 
mix well with a sugar high 

and adrenaline. 
Do your best to 

refrain from acci-
dentally whacking 

any of your neigh-
bors in the face when 

they pop out at you 
from behind bushes  
and tombstones.  

Halloween is on a Wednesday, so that 
means showing up to school at 8:15 AM sharp 

Thursday morning with roughly three hours of sleep 
and dangerously high blood sugar levels. Don’t 
expect your teachers to have any mercy – after all, 

it was your choice to party it up till 1 AM with the 
Pillsbury Doughboy, and they have every right 

to assign a ten-page reading log if they 
feel so inclined. However, you might be 
able to get out of doing grammar notes 

for the day if you save your English 
teacher’s favorite chocolate bars and 
slip it to them before class. Even the 
honorable Mr. DW isn’t immune to 
the temptation of a sweet and salty 
peanut butter cup. 

In all seriousness, Halloween 
has its ups and downs, but over-
all it’s a great way to have fun. 
Don’t stress too much about 
what other people will think of 

your costume (unless you’re planning to dress as 
sexy corn). It won’t be too long before you’re too old 
or too busy to have a proper Halloween experience, 
so have fun in your morphsuit before you enter the 
mediocrity of adulthood.

your bedtime on Halloween night are ruined by 
uncovering plastic packets of five pathetic pieces of 
candy corn in your pillowcase. Could anything but 
the consistent ninety degree weather throughout 
the month make October any worse?

This Halloween, don’t waste your time on petty 
political matters; it’s time to focus on what 

really makes you an informed 
American citizen. Delectable 
novelty or plastic devil spawn? 

Trick or treat? You decide. 
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rotating in your brain is the fact that Jeffree Star’s 
current net worth is 50 million dollars. You stare at the 
blank document in front of you, titled “Descriptive 
Essay Draft 4.” Your last brain cell emerges from the 
depths of your omnipresent mind, chanting, “Who’s 
a Milky Piggy? Me, me, me. Who’s a Milky Piggy? Me, 
me, me. Who’s a Milky Piggy? Me, me, me.”

African Dobby: It is a Friday afternoon, and you’ve 
just sat down in your fifth period class. Your AP Lang 
teacher places a three-page synthesis prompt in front 
of you. He tells you to write in pen as he begins his 

40-minute timer. You pull a three-
week-old, half-eaten bagel 

out of your backpack and 
bang it on your kneecap 
until it spasms. While 
you chuckle, your last 
brain cell simultane-
ously embodies Dobby 
the Elf and spins in a 

circle to Toto’s “Africa” 
on a tropical island.

“My Way” by Fetty 
Wap: You’re sitting in your 

third math class of the week 
when your teacher exclaims, 

“I am passing back the quizzes 
today!” She calls your name 
and your last brain cell does a 
somersault as you stay seated, 
overanalyzing the hair on your 

left pinky knuckle. After hearing the repeated shouts 
of your classmates, you emerge from your desk and 
pick up the final grade. The 75 percent written in 
bold at the top of your quiz causes your last brain 
cell to divide into three parts; one plays the banjo 
along to “My Way” by Fetty Wap, one bangs its head 
on the trunk of a tree while doing a body roll, and 
one levitates in mid air while attempting to play a  
poorly tuned flute.

betrayal

i thought he was the sun

but alas, i am the moon

two lonely souls 

never destined to meet  

but i guess rebecca's lips

were fated 

to meet yours

at that party.

i'm fine.

my name is violet q. rose and i am  

different i don't belong in this world. i 

want to lie beneath the stars and fly 

away from the weight of oblivion into 

the clouds above. billie eilish is the only 

force that keeps me going as i strive 

to escape the dismal, empty cage of 

normalcy. i wrote some poems to express 

my existential angst. i hope you like them 

because i can't take criticism. harsh 

words clip my wings. 

destiny

i wore a red choker

you wore a blue shirt

i was the fire

you, the water

we are so different

but Forbidden love

always burns the brightest

weakness

my bones are made of glass 

my skin is a frail strip of cellophane

that struggles to protect my feeble soul

from the void of desolation 

my delicate heart is a stale wheat thin 

crumbling away

never to be seen again
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