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by Emmy Morley
Graphics Designer

Every student understands the situation. It’s 
tutorial. You have ten minutes to get some water, 
pee, see a teacher, and hopefully take a breath 
at some point in between. You race into the 
bathroom, expecting a line. Instead, you find a 
group of five people wearing 
hoodies. You proceed with 
caution and turn your head, 
pretending you don’t see the 
Juul they just tucked into 
their sleeve. Unfortunately 
for those sneaky peeps, we 
can still smell the mango even 
if they’ve frantically waved it 
out of the air when they heard 
the door open. 

Like a silent plague, the 
number of teenage vape-gods 
has been steadily rising. Two 
people silently puffing in the 
corner became three people. 
Three became five, five became 
seven and finally, last week, 
before second period, I saw 
it. It was like seeing a Dodo 
bird. A dinosaur. The north-
ern lights. There were double 
digits. Not ten, but 12 people 

by Alis Patterson
Media Production Editor

Where you sit at the Thanksgiving table means 
everything. It explains your personality down 
to that weird time in middle school where you 
thought that moustaches were the fashion 
accessory of the century. I am here to tell 
you what your seat means about you. 

Head of the table: I hate to break it 
to you, but you either have daddy issues 
or a superiority complex. If you have 
daddy issues, then sitting where your 
dad, who never came back from the 
grocery store, is supposed to sit might 
offer you the illusion that you are 
doing just fine without him. Sweetie, 
you are not doing just fine. On this day 
of thanks don’t forget to thank your dad for 
making you irresistible to nicotine-addicted, 
skinny white guys. 

Now if you have a superiority complex given to you by your younger 
siblings, please do not talk to me when college acceptances come out. 
I genuinely hope you get into none of your top choices, you bragging 
butternut squash. 

To the left of the head of the table: Babygirl, you need to 
listen to some Lizzo and get over that guy who broke your heart 
two years ago. I know you still look at his picture every night 
before you fall asleep, and I am telling you now that 
blocking him is the best move. Also, please stop trying 
to get his restraining order against you over turned. It’s 
a little creepy, and your family is currently considering not 
inviting you to Thanksgiving next year. I hate to be the 
one to break it to you. 

To the right of the head of the table: I think it is time 
you tell people about your Beanie Babies collection. I know 

you think that it’s okay after that guy had them on iCarly, but 
everyone on the show thought it was weird too. Don’t get me wrong, 
it is not something you should be proud of, but I think you need 
to be honest with your family. Plus your mom already found your 
collection, and promptly told the rest of your family. The interven-

by Caroline Wagner
Graphics Designer

Elementary school was a tumultuous time. I 
don’t even remember certain grades because 
I suppressed those memories to pro-
tect myself. Sure, 
middle school 
was awkward and 
painful, but during 
elementary school you 
didn’t even have the social cues 
to feel embarrassed and self-conscious yet. 
What this meant for me was that – and this is hard 
for me to say – I wore cat ears ONE time. Just once. 
Please don’t let this change how you see me. 

The scary thing is, elementary school was so 
long ago that all we have are fragments of memo-
ries. For example, our principal decided to dress up 
in a chicken suit and dance on the roof. Another 
time, the entire fourth grade learned a dance to 
Katy Perry’s Roar and did a flash mob. Why did we 
spend instructional minutes learning a flash mob? 

I wouldn’t know. You learn not to question 
these things. Another fun one is when 

a pigeon flew inside the cafete-
ria during lunch. That turned 
waffle stick Friday from a good 
day into a great day watching 

the janitor face off with the 
vicious creature. 

The one thing elementary school 
did right was giving kids little 

plastic feet as incen-
tive for running. The 
feet were a currency 

in an economy based on 
physical fitness, and business was boom-
ing. I don’t know why I ran countless 
laps around a sandy track just for a 
plastic replica of an unsightly body 
part. The feet were an addiction. Once 
you got one, you wanted another. 
And then you wanted a sparkly one, 

and before you knew it, you were 

Why you don’t want to remember any of elementary school

What your seat at the Thanksgiving table says about you

by Wilma Wei
Humor Editor

Ah, all nighters – something I unfortunately 
know all too much about. Since the Research 
Paper™, I’ve observed all the patterns in all-
nighter behavior. Hopefully many of you will be 
able to relate to the three stages of experiencing 
an all-nighter.

1-2 AM: As soon as I started studying for 
biology, I realized this was only the beginning of 
my long, long journey into 
the evening. I pushed 
down that little spark 
of panic in my soul 
by starting off with 
an absolutely crazy 
dance to Lizzo’s 
album, jumping 
around and shout-
ing the lyrics until 
my dad yelled at me 
to shut up. Inevita-
bly, I procrastinated 
by planning out my 
entire year instead of 
studying for my biology 
test. I started 
out motivated, 
hyping myself up 
with a playlist, 
until my energy 
slowly died out 
like the light in 
my eyes when I 
realized I’d be 
up for four more 
hours studying. 

3-4 AM: At 
this point, I have 
probably cried at 
least four times 
while realizing that I only had three more hours 
before my massive test. By three in the morning, 
I had had so many cups of tea that I decided to 
read my tea leaves. Apparently, it’s predicted 
that I’m about to fail this test – how fun! At 

some point, I blankly stared at the word “allosteric 
enzyme” for over thirty minutes, hoping it would 
eventually make some sense to me, and somehow 
I found myself scrolling through the depths of my 
Instagram explore page until I reached some strange 
ASMR slime video. Suddenly, all my topics began 
mixing together; the required court cases from AP 
Gov were popping up in my head while I should’ve 
been focusing on the molecular structure of a ste-

roid – riveting! To add to this 
chaos, my Spotify shuffle 

somehow ended up 
on a Self-Help 
podcast – hm, 
maybe Spotify’s 
trying to tell 
me something.

5-6 AM: At five in the 
morning, I came to the con-
clusion that there was defi-
nitely something wrong when 

the sun started to rise – for the 
second time in the hours that I 

had been awake. I could hardly 
stay awake – my heav-

ily-defined eye bags 
were a good indica-
tor of that. Never-
theless, I dragged 
myself to class, 
ready to absolutely 
nail this exam.

After taking 
my biology test, I 
felt confident in all 
my answers (that 
steroid structure 
really did come 
in handy) and 
vowed never to 
pull another all-

nighter ever again for the sake of my mind and 
body. Even though I felt like I could sleep for three 
years straight, at least I have my very own in-depth 
schedule for the remainder of my year that I cre-
ated at 1 AM.

tion they planned is scheduled for the Sunday after the 
holiday, just a heads up. Your Black Friday shopping  
spree happiness will be short-lived.

The middle seat on the left: You are officially the 
family favorite, congratulations! Your family put you in the 

middle because you can perfectly deal with your racist aunt and 
your little cousin who likes to stab things. This is a rare thing for 
people to be able to do, and you deserve a medal for your service over 
the holidays. You need to start accepting that extra 20 dollars your 
grandma slips you at the end of the night.

I obviously missed some seats, so for the rest of you just please 
try not to become the next “wine aunt/uncle.” And to the cousin that 
attaches itself to the whatever dog is at the event, I am here for you.

sporting a full chain. This is what 
one would consider a modern 
day “drip.” 

If you were fortunate 
enough to be a proud 
member of Girls on the 
Run, you were proba-
bly in the best shape of 
your life. Unfortunately, 
when Mom made me wear 
my gray and peach-colored 
Asics to school, I was more 
preoccupied with the potential 
of getting bullied. I didn’t want 
to identify as a “girl on the run.” 
The only thing that made the pro-
gram worth it was the complimentary 
coffee cake courtesy of Hobee’s Cafe (rest 
in peace) after the 5k. 

Of course, you can’t forget Silly Bandz. On 
Trading Wednesdays, you could find every student 
bartering for deals. “Are you kidding me? I’m giving 

you a glow in the dark bat. That’s worth at least 
three regular ones.” I have a distinct memory of 
walking into McDonald’s one day after school with 
all of my Silly Bandz packed up and down my arm. 

My hand was purple from the loss of circulation, 
but it was a small price to pay for how cool I 

looked while ordering my chicken tenders.
On those days, recess could be what-

ever you wanted it to be. Whether it 
was playing four square or pretending 
to be cats on the playground, there was 
no limit to our creativity. If you were 
in the crowd of four square, shame on 
you if you ever called a redo in order 
to stay in. The bouncy ball has mercy 

on no one.
In short, elementary school was 

a rollercoaster from start to finish, 
but it helped to prepare us for the 

drop tower of middle school. Sure, life in 
elementary school was just plain weird at times, but 

it was nothing compared to the disaster of puberty.
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huddled in the entryway of the bathroom. I had 
to take a pause then, just to take in the stunning 
sight. They stared. I stared back. I proceeded to 
say good morning and went along with why I was 
there in the first place. 

However, upon exiting the bathroom stall, our 
mutual ignoring act became impossible. I walked 
toward the sink, adjusting my backpack, when a 
single vape-god leapt forward, directly in front 
of me and proceeded to aggressively vomit into 
the sink. It was just about 8 AM. Now before this 
event, I had been incredibly patient. They could 
what they wanted to do, I would do what I wanted 
to do. I could just throw my sleeve over my nose 
and go about my business. However, this may 
have pushed me over the edge. While the lovely 
hooded person finished their yakking, I couldn’t 
help but say, “I’m sorry, nope!” and high-tail it 
out of that bathroom. 

To the early-morning Juulers: guys, it’s been 
a real good run, but I think I speak for the entire 

student body when I say the bath-
room, before 8 AM with 12 of your 
closest friends and a single Juul 
pod, might not be the best way 
to bond. Let’s set the Juuls down 
at least until lunch.  And while I 
understand it’s always vape o’clock, 
maybe before first period could be 
the exception.

Wei details her all nighters
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Just like your ability to stomach 
your mom’s dry turkey, nothing on 

this page is real


