
HumorPage 14
•Spotify 
  Controversy
•Coffee 
  Alternatives    

by Wilma Wei
Humor Editor

To preface my story, let me just say that to 
most of my friends, I am almost never known 
and will probably never be known as ‘the athletic 
one’. But during this summer, I tried a few new 
activities, most notably river rafting and boul-
dering! Despite some minor cuts and bruises, I 
got some pretty hilarious stories from 
spending a week in Tahoe with 
my friends. 

For those who may 
not know what 
bouldering is, 
my definition is 
attempting to 
scramble up a 
huge rock with 
only two crash 
pads to save 
you from falling 
to your death. 
As it turns out, the 
special shoes we rented 
for bouldering don’t do much for helping me 
find the practically non-existent footholds on 
the slippery boulder. 

Our first boulder was short and small, giving 
me way too much initial confidence. On our next 
challenge, my friend and I decided to attempt 
a highball boulder, meaning that it would be 
much taller than normal. Eyeing the huge rock, 
I thought this would be an easy one to climb. 
Beginning my slow ascent up the boulder, my 
confidence began to waver. 

Spotify betrays users’ trustTahoe activities cause strain

by Caroline Wagner
Graphics Designer

My body shook as I went down into a back 
squat, my spine convulsing while I blacked out 
for half a second, but I prevailed. A new PR. 
No, this was not the crossfit championships. It 
was freshman PE. In all honesty, freshman PE 
kept me in the best shape of my life. Between 
running what had to be five miles every day 
and lifting triple digits, I’m sure I could easily 
take down Rhonda Rousey. 

Personally, I think the Freshman Fun Run 
could qualify for an Olympic sport. When the 
big day finally arrived, everyone claimed they 
would walk but then sprinted the first half. I 
found myself gasping for air and trying to clear 
the trail dust from my weakening lungs. The 
Minyard’s Minions team passed me with ease; 
I felt ashamed that the months of training 
had amounted to this. Then, we reached The 
Hill, which one could mistake as a wall. This 
part of the run alone taught me everything I 
needed to know about perseverance. Actually, I 
found myself on the practice runs where no one 
matched my awkward pace, running alone with 
The Fray blasting, “Where did I go wrong, I lost 
a friend...” through my headphones. 

After we finally made it up The Hill, I 
took the obligatory selfie of me and my friend 
in our matching clout goggles, the view of 
the scenic freeway in the 
background. As we began 
our descent, things got 
intense. People were 
dropping left and 
right. The girl to 
my left tripped on 
a rock and sailed at 
least ten meters down 
the hill. The first aid 
tents were overwhelmed with 

the parent volunteers taking on the character of 
a nurse from WWII. By the time we made it to the 
finish line, half of the freshman class had been 
wiped out. To make the day worse, our super orig-
inal Hawaiian-themed costumes didn’t even place 
for a Jamba Juice gift card.

Anything was better than the swim unit, 
though. I nearly drowned when we had to tread 
water for two minutes, my head occasionally 
bobbing beneath the water, then sharply turning 
towards the deck to make sure Mrs. Minyard wasn’t 
watching. As a first period victim, I slugged through 
the rest of the day with a mop of wet hair. It was 
a miracle I didn’t contract pneumonia or worse. 

By the time we got to the health unit, my body 
was two backstrokes away from giving out on me. 
However, I’m basically CPR certified and waiting for 
my chance to shine, like the intro to Gray’s Anatomy 
where the freak accident happens and there just 
“happens” to be a licensed medical professional 
aboard the ferry. 

Surprisingly enough, freshman PE taught me a 
lot — not only that the ideal rhythm at which to 
perform CPR is the beat of “Stayin’ 
Alive,” but that if I can bench the 
bar, I can do anything. I’ve never 
felt more prepared for life 
than I did after taking 
this class.

by Morgan Tinsley
Editor-in-Chief

After watching YouTuber Shane Dawson 
cover controversial YouTube figures like Eugenia 
Cooney, Jeffree Star, and Jake Paul in his mul-
tiple famous docuseries, fans eagerly await his 
next upload, wondering who, or what, he 
will cover next. 

If Shane is up for the chal-
lenge, I have a few recommen-
dations for what his next 
docuseries should revolve 
around. 

Adults who avidly drink 
milk: The concept of adult 
milk-drinkers boggles my mind. 
Who really still drinks milk after 
graduating elementary school? And why? 
Are you okay? Do you know that gummy 
calcium supplements exist? I think this is an 
important conversation we should be having 
as a society. I would really like to put a face to 
adult milk-drinkers, because I can only picture 
the actors from A Clockwork Orange. This job is 
for none other than Shane Dawson, because after 
humanizing Jake Paul, he might have a chance 
to humanize adults who enjoy the taste of milk. 

Ernie Keebler: I think Shane Dawson should 
tackle a real businessman in his next docuseries. 
Ernie Keebler, the face of Keebler Com-
pany which has been making deli-
cious cookies for a whopping 
166 years, could teach us all 
a thing or two about big 
business. Now I know 
Ernie Keebler is an 
animated charac-
ter, so it would be 
hard for Shane to 
interview him, but 
here’s my vision: Shane 

by Alania Fox
News Editor

Infamous for its all-knowing algorithms and 
customized radio stations, Spotify plays your 
favorite songs and predicts new music that you’ll 
hopefully enjoy with stunning accuracy. Have 
you noticed that those personalized playlists 
seem a little too good to be the product of mere 
algorithms? That’s because they are. After arduous 
months of research, infiltration, and wiretapping, 
El Gato finally found an answer to the question 
you never knew you had: why and how is Spotify 
able to recommend music so well? 

If you’ve found yourself marveling at this 
very concept, it’s possible that you’ve been 
assigned a Spotify agent, commonly known as a 
Spotispy. Once you recover from the initial shock, 
everything begins to make sense. Have you ever 
noticed that Spotify has the word “spot” in its 
name? It’s no coincidence. What about when you 
tell Spotify where you live when you subscribe? 
Sure, they keep up the guise of helping you 
find nearby concerts, but the 
true purpose is for them to 
determine where to send 
their operatives.

When your friends 
play their own music, 
hidden cameras cat-
alogue your facial 
expressions and how 
frequently you speak 
over the songs. These 
recordings are imme-
diately sent to the Spo-
tify Theoretical AI Listening 
Knowledge-Extracting Database, 
a.k.a.  STALKED, where robots and 
human scientists collaborate on analyzing 
your reactions and translating them into quan-
tifiable measures of how much you enjoy specific 
parts of songs. 

This may seem scary at first, but don’t worry. 
Your Spotify overlords have yet to do anything 
malicious with their technology. As long as that 
remains true, you have no reason to feel ashamed 
as you listen to your bops; sure, you’re willingly 
submitting yourself to capitalist control over 
every aspect of your life, but who isn’t? In fact, 
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you can take it one step further than merely being 
unconcerned. Just as many people befriended their 
FBI agents who watched them through their electron-
ics, you can get chummy with your Spotispy. Maybe 
even… more than chummy? El Gato has devised a 
surefire way of guarenteeing a bond between you 

and your agent in no time. We 
call it the Seven Steps for Successful 
Spotispy Soulmates. 

Step one: let your Spotispy know 
that you’re aware of their presence. You 
can do this by speaking aloud in an empty room as 
your music plays and addressing them directly. Step 
two: chat with your Spotispy. They know all about you 

already, but what do you know about 
them? They’re more than their 

career. Show an interest in their 
passion, whether it’s knitting, 

tennis, or freestyle acupunc-
ture. Step three: check your 
spam folder for promotional 
emails and search for the 
hidden messages in them. If 
you’ve made a good impres-

sion, you’ll receive coordinates 
for a meet-up location. You won’t 

get the date or time, so as soon as 
you decode the email, get yourself 

to where you’re meant to be and wait 
for as long as it takes. If you miss a month 

of school, so be it; it’ll be worth it. Step four: 
exchange numbers and start planning more meetups: 
hold their hand as you stargaze and ponder life after 
death,  let your coffee get cold as you get lost in their 
dazzling eyes, or take them to dinner and a movie. 
Step five: learn that Spotispy agents track multiple 
users at once and initiate a conversation in which you 
express your feelings at this betrayal. Step six: learn 
that Spotispies are heartless monsters with no sense 
of monogamy. Step seven: delete Spotify and write 
an article exposing all the trade secrets that they 
revealed to you in moments of weakness.

Dawson presents the life of Ernie Keebler through 
a live-action performance by Jeff Sessions in a 
red and yellow hat. Just think about it. 

The fence lizard colony living in my base-
ment: I just want to know where they’re coming 
from. What’s so inviting about my basement 

besides the ample spider supply for their 
meals? I keep trying to rescue them and 

put them back in their natural habitat, 
but they’re just not having it. I 

think Shane could help the lizards 
and I better understand each 

other and resolve our differ-
ences. He seems to be good 
at working with snakes, so 
I’m sure he can do justice 

for a different reptile. 
Sigmund Freud: Freud, I learned 

about you in sophomore year English class 
and now we’re briefly touching on your theories 
in psychology – looks like you were wrong about 
repression, buddy – and man, you’re into some 
pretty weird stuff. You did some great things for 
your field, but why couldn’t you keep the Oedipus 
complex stuff out? I think it was just you who 
loved your mother a little too much. Give Shane a 
call — I think he could give you another chance 
to move on from your mommy issues. 

Shane, you know what to do. I hope 
to see an overly-dramatized 
trailer for your coverage on 
one of these subjects in 
the near future.

Shane Dawson series ideas

About halfway up the boulder, I was unable to 
find my next foothold, and my mind immediately 
jumped to thinking about how stupid it would 
be for me to die on my first time bouldering. So 
I muscled through my panic, slowly bringing my 
right foot up to find a new foothold, only for me 
to lose my grip on the handholds above. As my 
body fell down the face of the rock, my life flashed 

before my very eyes. But, my 
life was saved by my friend 

catching me by grabbing 
my buttcheeks while 
uttering the words, ‘you 
will not die today’, and 
shoving me back up onto 
the rock. Slightly shook 

from what just happened, 
I dragged my body up the 

boulder until I reached the 
very top. 
For river rafting, we started 

drifting at a slow, calm pace along 
the river. While my friend was rowing, we 

were going at a great pace; rowing seemed so 
easy, so I thought I would take a turn. As soon 
as I put the paddle in the water, we immediately 
began spinning in circles and any effort to right 
ourselves left my shoulders burning. Attempting 
to hide how tired I was, my breathing turned into 
a weird wheeze as I tried to ‘casually’ row down 
the river with my trash arm strength. 

Considering the near-death experiences and 
(very little) physical effort I put myself through 
in Tahoe, I consider myself lucky that I survived 
with a few sunburns, cuts, and my bruised ego.
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Just like the chance of the 
freshmen winning the rally, 
nothing on this page is real

B. Adams


