
deal. However, one thing Shelly truly enjoyed 
was being in front of the camera. With her 
smooth curves and freckled shell, Shelly was 
unique and an egg-cellent model. She wobbled 
around with pep in her step and a yolk swinging 
from side to side.

She started posting elaborate photos, trying 
to mimic those of Kylie Jenner and her sisters, 

thinking that if she imitated their posts she 
could be just as succ-eggs-ful. She built 

up a small following called the Egg 
Gang, but Shelly wasn’t all that she 
was cracked up to be. At least until 
Dwayne ‘The Rock’ Johnson slid into 
her DMs. The Rock said to Shelly, 
“Hey, Shelly! I can see you’ve been 
struggling with your following and I’d 
like to offer some advice that might 

make your whole world sunny-side up.” 
Eager for more followers, Shelly responded. 

The Rock continued to tell her that if she really 
wants to go viral, Shelly needed to make her 
account much more simple. Shelly changed 
her name to ‘the Egg’ informally and her goal 
was to become the most well known instagram 
account ever.

Thus, @world_record_egg was born. The 
minimalist self-portrait that Shelly posted has 
gone viral and broke the world record for most 
liked photo. About a week ago, Shelly posted 
second post of her with a little crack in her 
shell. Either Shelly is under a lot of stress or 
she is blossoming into a new woman. Make sure 
to follow the egg on instagram to see where her 
fame goes.
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Dio breaks bank accounts
by Alis Patterson
Media Production Editor 

Cafe Dio: the home to every Wildcat’s favorite 
guilty pleasures. The expensive indulgence of the 
sugary treats and snacks are thrilling. There is noth-
ing like waiting in line for eons just to purchase a 
mediocre iced vanilla almond-milk latte, only to be 
late to your sixth period. No hate though, because 
I put myself through this at least ten times a week. 
I have no idea why I go 
through this ordeal, 
but it might I have to 
do with the fact that I 
am addicted to coffee. 
However, there are 
sadly some downfalls 
to going to Cafe Dio 
frequently, as students 
face far more than 
just a massive coffee-
induced stomachache.

I  c an  v i v i d l y 
remember the chill 
that ran through my 
body as I looked at 
my bank account on 
Black Friday. I won’t share how much was left in 
my account, as I fear the amount is too small for 
the average human brain to comprehend. I was so 
excited to go waste more of my money on deals 
that aren’t actually that good, but I couldn’t even 
participate in this special day because of Dio. I had 
no idea how going to Dio as often as I do would 
totally destroy my wallet like this. Curse the fifty 
cent whipped cream that I have to add to my mocha 
milkshake each day. I had to miss out on the best 

day of the year as I watched my friends add bags and 
bags full of clothes to their arms. I am not going to 
lie, I might have shed a tear when I saw what my 
Dio addiction had caused. I know the sinking feeling 
of looking at my bank account will haunt me well 
into my childbearing years. 

Not only does Dio decimate a wallet like it’s 
nobody’s business, but it will also cause some 
wacky side effects, and I am not just talking 

about my lactose intolerant 
friends. These symptoms 
won’t come from a single 
trip; they only come for 
those who go too often to 
be reasonably healthy. I am 
talking about the people 
for whom Dio has become a 
true addiction and that the 
employees know by name. 

For example, I am sure 
many of us have forgone 
the trip to the cafe during 
lunch, only to start feeling 
weird during sixth period. 
It starts with a sinking pool 
of regret in your stomach. 

This pool slowly builds to a vortex. Now your head 
starts feeling a little loopy. You start laughing, but 
you are not exactly sure why. Next thing you know 
dollar bills appear any time you look at a light, when 
you look down at your hand you are surprised to 
not see a cup or a morning bun, and feet will only 
point in the direction of Dio like a compass. There 
is no cure from this peculiar situation other than 
to bind yourself down with chains to stop the siren 
song of Dio. 

The egg’s rise to viral fame
by Erin Grasty
Editor-in-Chief

If you haven’t heard about the egg, then 
you must be living in a hole. Instagram user @
world_record_egg has stolen the hearts of fans 
around the world. With roughly 8.5 million 
followers and two posts, this verified account 
has exceeded the world record for the most 
number of likes – which currently sits at a 
whopping 50 million. Kylie Jenner’s 
original record-holding photo, 
an image announcing her newly 
born baby and picturing Stormi 
holding onto her thumb, stands 
at 18.6 million, a measly score 
compared to the egg.

But there’s still one thing 
many don’t know about the egg: 
how this new icon really rose 
to stardom.

It all started in a small town in Alabama, 
when a young hen brought Shelly Brown, also 
known as @world_record_egg, into the world. 
Shelly was raised in a single-parent household 
and didn’t get to live with the same luxuries as 
her friends. Many of the kids at school bullied 
Shelly for not being a hard boiled egg like the 
rest of them in hopes that she would crack 
under the pressure. She spent her free time 
rolling down hills, unscrambling her thoughts, 
wondering what color she would be, and what 
treats she’d store if she were an easter egg.

Throughout her life, Shelly lived for the 
simple things. She didn’t like salt and pepper 
and felt that being hard boiled was not a big 

How to support sporty friends as a non-athletic person
by Alaina Fox
World Editor

It’s a painful struggle that 
affects thousands, millions, 
maybe even seven people: 
how to support your 
athletic friends as an 
ignorant couch potato. 
If you fear falling 
victim to mortifying 
situations, look no 
further than to this 
handy guide to end  
your confusion.

One of the first prob-
lems you’ll face upon enter-
ing the gym to watch your 
friend is the dilemma of where 
to sit. Which side of the gym should 
you choose? Also, do you go to the left or right on the bleachers? The 
top row or the bottom? How close should you sit to the other people in 
your row? Don’t worry, the solution is simpler than it seems. In order 
to have a clear view of both sides and avoid the changing seats as the 
teams switch places, just take a seat in the middle of the court. Better 
yet, if it happens to be basketball, you can secure a great vantage 
point by sitting in one of the hoops. 

Then there comes the issue of making your support evident. People 
need to know that you don’t just support LG, but your talented friend in 
particular. Plus, you want to make sure that your friend can easily spot 

you from their position on the field or court. The obvious answer is to 
customize a shirt with their face on it. Add a neon orange background 

to give it that special LGHS glow. But I know what you might be 
thinking: shirts are basic. They’re fairly equivalent to a foam 

hand or face paint stripes. Don’t repress your enthusiasm – 
go all out! Sneak into the gym at midnight with a group 

of equally enthusiastic pals and decorate the walls with 
wallpaper, paintings, frescos, or glass art depicting your 
friend in action. If it happens to be an outdoor sport, 

you can spray paint the field. Too predictable? Commis-
sion an artist to create a towering ice sculpture of your 

friend flexing to show off how cool they are.
Entering in style is important, but it’s essential to 

stay peppy throughout the game. If you pause for even a 
moment, anyone would be well 

within their rights to assume 
you don’t actually care. In order 

to keep those cheers going, inject a 
pint of Redbull or Monster directly into 
your bloodstream. Drinking it takes too 
long, and you don’t have the time to sit 
around waiting. Finally, it’s important to educate 
yourself about the sport so you can offer the proper 
congratulations. We’ve all been in the position of 
losing a friend because you told a basketball player 
they made a great touchdown. It’s not fun, which 
is why I’ve compiled these helpful tips to make 
sure you stay in the loop.

Basketball: Notice how there are two 

Bs? That’s no accident. Everything in basketball 
starts with a b. You think that’s a hoop? No, 
it’s a boop. They aren’t players, they’re blay-
ers, or alternatively ballers. Just put a “b” 
in every word and you’ll seem fluent in  
basketball blingo.

Badminton: These athletes love 
their adjectives, and it’s impor-
tant to keep that in mind. 
Insert words similar 
to bad – inferior, 
substandard, 
abysmal,etc 
–before talking 

about BADmin-
ton. Trust me, your 
friends definitely won’t 
feel insulted.

Tennis: As Joan Stokes insight-
fully put it, “There’s a lot of misconcep-
tions about the scoring system in tennis. People  

seem to think that love means zero. Whenever it’s love, 
it is like, ‘Hey, we are equals. We embrace each other.’ A lot of the 

time they’ll throw down their racquets, hug each other, and part ways.”
With these tips in mind, go forth and cheer on your friends  

in all their athletic endeavors. Whether you’re hanging in  
hoops or tenderly embracing those around you when  
the tennis announcer calls out “love,” I wish you the best  
of luck.

Wei describes an unsettling winter break trip to Nevada
by Wilma Wei 
Culture Editor

With winter break just a few 
weeks ago, many people have trav-
eled all over the world. Despite the 
fun of traveling, there are always 
some shortcomings. From dealing 
with that one really sick guy 
sitting next to you to forget-
ting your favorite blanket 
or eye mask, traveling can 
be a real hassle. As your 
traveling expert, I will take you 
through my winter break experience 
when I flew to Nevada. 

The first struggle began before I was 
even on the plane, when I was going 
through security. There was that awkward 
moment for me when I handed the security officer my ID and ticket, 
and they asked me, “How old are you?” Suddenly, as the TSA officer 
questioned me, sweat broke out on my forehead as I even questioned 
myself, “How old am I?” and then I began questioning everything in my 
life. The officer looked at me suspiciously until I blurted out, “Uh, 16!” 

Or there’s that time the metal detector beeped when I walked 
through it, and the officers made me empty my pocket contents in 
front of everyone. I had to shamefully pull out my empty Snickers  
wrapper that I never threw away. 

Once I was on the plane, all I wanted to do was kick back, relax, 
and take off my shoes. As I thought of the idea, I could feel the sweat 

beginning to form as I worried, ‘What if my feet 
smell? Or what if the person next to me thinks I’m 
weird?’ As I tried to secretly slide my shoes off, 
the person seated beside me caught me, and as I 
looked over, awkward eye contact ensued as the 
man looked at me with concern and confusion. 

Midway through the flight, the man beside 
me fell asleep, and as time passed, his head 
lolled to the side, and his entire body began to 
fall towards me. Soon enough, I was pressed up 
beside the window to avoid any form of contact, 
fearing for my life as his gaping mouth moved 
inches away from my shoulder, and my life flashed before my eyes. I 
could feel his janky breath, uncomfortably warm on my neck. I thought 

to myself, ‘Just forty more 
minutes before the 

plane lands…’ 
Before we were 

about to land, I 
really needed to 

use the restroom, 
but the man beside 

me was fast asleep. He 
was so deeply asleep that 

even as I shook him, prodded and 
poked him, he remained asleep. Finally, my 

only option remaining was to do what resembled 
a strange Tai Chi move where I had to hop onto 
the armchair and maneuver my way around 
them. Shame filled me as and everyone around 
me looked at me with an expression of confusion 
mixed with pity. 

We finally landed in Nevada and I left the plane 
filled with embarrassment, thinking I survived all those awkward 

moments. When I got to the baggage claim, suitcases rolled out; I 
think I see my bag and I reach for it, desperate to get out of there. 

I can finally see the light at the end of the tunnel as I reach for the 
bag and suddenly, I feel another hand meet mine. “Ohmygod… is this 
the beginning of the greatest romance of the twenty-first century?” 
I asked myself, but I turned around to see the man who was sitting 
beside me through the whole flight, and all hope extinguished. I 
lurched back as if I had been burned, and finally… I see my luggage 
emerge from baggage claim.
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