
Meanwhile, over in China, mysterious yellow 
dust rained from the sky for several consecutive 
months. You know, normal weather phenomenon 
things! Staying on brand, 536 thought it would be a 
fantastic idea to make it snow from June to August. 
The summer crops just could not take it anymore and 
decided to pass away. Due to this absence of food, 80 
percent of people living in some Chinese cities died.  

On the topic of fun weather, an El Niño storm 
caused the decimation of an entire civilization in 
Peru. They had been minding their business for 
years, fishing, irrigating, you know, doing well. 
But then 536 said “not today,” and flooded their 

settlements. Yeah, you might have thought the 
California heat wave was uncomfortable, 
but at least you aren’t dead.

Could 536 CE even be considered the 
Dark Ages without a splash of bubonic 
plague? I don’t think so. Since Remy 
and friends insisted on spreading the 

disease throughout Constantinople (pack it up 
Yersinia pestis), a bunch of people started 

to die, and they died fast. The body pileup 
was too much for the city to take, so our 

boy Byzantine Emperor Justinian just 
chucked them all into the sea. Just 

threw them. Into the ocean. 
The issue with that, though, is that bodies 

float. And they did. And it smelled. Because of 
this lovely leadership, Justinian had the honor of 
having the entire epidemic named after himself! I 
feel, personally, that this really is the cherry on top 
of the entire chaotic disaster that is 536 CE. While 
many believe Donald Trump’s response to COVID-19 
has not been great, at least he hasn’t resorted to 
throwing bodies into the Hudson River.

The next time you find yourself complaining 
about the disastrous events of 2020, just remember 
that you aren’t covered in volcanic ash, starving to 
death, or floating lifeless in the ocean! Don’t lose 
faith – there are still four more months.
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Gibson contemplates 536 
by Brynn Gibson
Graphics Designer

So you think 2020 has main character 
energy? You think it deserves a full feature film 
documenting the trials and tribulations of the 
six months we have spent at home, alone in our 
rooms? Yeah, try again. 2020 simply doesn’t com-
pare to the chaotic evil that was the year 536 CE. 

Just to preface: you know that one volcano 
in the middle of Yellowstone that is capable of 
exploding and wiping out half of America? Well, 
up in Iceland, there were a lot of those, just 
waiting for their time to shine. And in 536 not 
one, but two (we love a power couple) 
decided to take the stage.

But wait, there’s more. Down 
in El Salvador, a third volcano 
just couldn’t take the heat. All 
the ash and smoke that col-
lected added some real flavor to the 
sky. And by flavor, I mean a dense fog 
that blacked out the sun and engulfed 
most of the Northern Hemisphere. 
Yeah, they really took the Dark Ages 
literally. This was basically the 
biggest catastrophe since the 
dinosaurs got blown up, but you still think 
the California fires are too much to handle.

Since the sun said peace out, crops through-
out Eurasia could not photosynthesize. This 
turned out to be a bit of a problem. Famines 
started popping up everywhere, and millions 
of people starved and died. Up in Ireland, for 
example, the bread simply failed. Literally. It 
was called The Bread Failure. Like it just didn’t. 
It would not. Remember when we all descended 
into chaos because we thought we’d be locked in 
our houses for months on end, so every Safeway 
turned into a war zone as we scrambled to buy 
food and hoard household essentials? Imagine 
that, but Safeway is empty. 

Zoom causes judgement
by Emerson Morley
National/World Editor

Never in my life have I felt more ashamed of 
my choices in bedroom decoration than in the 
past few weeks of remote learning. Every young 
lassy in my grade seems to have a spicy tapestry 
or some nice fairy lights, perhaps a polaroid or 
two on their walls. I find myself paying much 
more attention to their taste in interior design 
than what they are saying, but I suppose it’s not 
really school if you’re not half spaced 
out at all times.

Now, due to the 
fact I enjoy wast-
ing time gazing 
at other peo-
ple’s rooms, 
I started 
thinking 
about my 
own. 

Personally, I don’t believe in deco-
rating. I believe in adding flavor to a 
room, but if there is one thing in my 
living space that truly makes the vibes 
immaculate, it’s my large tarot card tapestry. 
At first glance, said tapestry looks like a good 
touch of quirkiness. However, this tapestry is 
no average tapestry. 

For starters, there is a large baby riding 
a horse in the foreground of the picture. 
It is worth mentioning that the baby is not 
the most…proportionate child I have seen 
depicted through art. He is a little chunky. 
I guess that’s what I get for buying a tapestry 
from a sketchy site on the interwebs. 

 Above the plump baby, there is an image 
of the moon. The moon has a truly terrifying 
face, intense eyebrows and an expression that 
makes both myself and my sleep paralysis demon 
quiver in our galoshes. I also have a rather large 

TikToker Bryce Hall attempts to murder Holland’s cat
by Lucy Holland
Culture Editor

To start off, I just want all five people who 
will read this article to know that writing this 
is not easy. This is a memory that countless 
hours of therapy has not helped me with. I 
am only telling this story because two 
days ago I ran into Bryce Hall and had a 
full-blown, freeze-frame, record scratch, 
flashback. This story is 100 percent 
true and real and did in fact happen 
and occur. 

Okay so here’s some backstory: 
Bryce and I? We’ve been friends 
forever. Like, our dads were frat 
brothers. He lived around the corner 
from me when we were really little. 
Every Friday night we’d have family 
dinners, and we’d play Twister. I mean, he is a whole six years older 
than I was, but we had fun. And no, it’s not weird for an eight-year-old 
to play with a thirteen-year-old. Don’t question me.

Everything changed when Bryce got musical.ly 
clout. He started acting like he was too cool for 
everyone, and when I asked to make a video 
with him, he threw my phone out the window. 
Eventually, his parents kicked him out because 
he didn’t want to give them his hard-earned 
money from (what he calls) his  ‘rise to 

stardom,’ so he moved into the apartment 
above my garage. 

About three days into this living situ-
ation, he invited some weird musical.ly 
people over (I think one was a Sagittarius) 
and they trashed the apartment, so 
my parents decided to kick him out. 
We didn’t hear from him until three 
months later when it happened. 

So, you’re all caught up. Here we go. 
This is when the poop hits the fan. One night in freshman 
year, I come strolling on home. I had just eaten a great burrito; I 
was having a glorious night. Then, I see this group of weird older guys 
wearing really short shorts and hats way too small for their heads. It 

kind of seemed like they had just bought the most expensive clothes 
they could find, tried to throw them together, and put a 

flannel on top. The boys really didn’t know how to 
dress. Anyways, that’s beside the point.

I walked up the driveway and imme-
diately said, “Uh, hey guys, why are you 

in my driveway?” Lo and behold, Bryce Hall 
turned around. His tall, skinny sidekick was 

holding my cat. And his other tall, skinny 
sidekick? He was holding a bag of frozen 

shrimp. Bryce knew that my cat was deathly 
allergic to shrimp, and he was going to feed them 

to poor little Big Boy. Big Boy is my cat, by the 
way. Bryce did this weird hand motion that almost 

looked like he was rolling some dice, signaling his 
parade of poorly dressed fanboys to follow him. 
They scampered away into the night, and I never 
saw them again. 

I ran to Big Boy to make sure he was alright, and 
he looked up at me and said, “I hope that weird man gets his power 
turned off.”

Duvall pleads for the conclusion of Snapchat streaks
by Emily Duvall
Culture Editor

Hello everyone, this is a public service announcement. To all of 
the teens reading this who use Snapchat, this pertains to you. Even 
if you aren’t a teen, listen up. This is an opportunity to educate 
yourself about a serious matter. It’s 2020. If you are still sending 
Snapchat streaks, please don’t.

Picture this: it’s a normal Wednesday evening and suddenly I 
receive a snap from someone I don’t talk to that much. Awesome, 
right? No. Not awesome. I open this snap, and it’s a black screen 
with the letter “S” sloppily drawn on it. Where is the flavor? The 
creativity? I am guaranteed going to leave you on opened if I 
receive a snapchat lacking that much excitement. After I proceed 
to leave you on opened, I’ll scroll into the chats and notice you 
had the audacity not to open my Snapchats either? I hate to break 
it to you, but you’re not a celebrity, and you can, in fact, open 
my snaps of actual photos. If you must send streaks, please try 
to make the photo more intriguing than a black screen or a wall.

I am kind enough to respond with a little “spice” to your words 
of “streaks snap back” by actually showing my face. Imagine that! 
And hey, isn’t it cool that we can actually talk to each other and 
not just send blank photos with zero flavor? Maybe, dare I suggest, 
that instead of solely sending pictures to keep a streak alive, we 
could actually converse rather than only trying to keep the streak! 
What a concept!

It should not be a task to keep a streak. Don’t you want to 
snapchat your friends? I would hope so. Somehow we managed to 
normalize sending blank photos and calling it an accomplishment 
to have a streak with someone you don’t even know or talk to.   

     The worst part is that they probably don’t even 
take the time to open your snaps. Personally, 
Snapchat is my main form of communi-
cation, and I am constantly sending 
pictures back and forth with my 
friends. If I were to catch them 
in the act of sending bland streaks 
photos, I would destroy them on the 
spot with zero hesitation. The block 
button would be pressed as fast as the 
kid who blocked me when I told him I 
didn’t do streaks. True story.

There is the instance, however, where 
people go and send streaks about once 
a week. For starters, let me inform you 
that you have to snap once a day to keep a 
streak. I am genuinely curious about what 
your thought process is if you send streaks 
once a week. I truly do not understand. And 
at this point? I am concerned for you. 

I must confess that I have been guilty of this 
crime within previous years. I decided to stop 
sending streaks in 2019, but still, I did it. Middle 
school was a dark time for my Snapchat, and I have 
the memories to prove it. In my defense though, my 
streaks were at least photos of things that were super 
interesting, like my artsy Frappuccinos, pictures of 
my in-style Adidas Superstars, and many more amazing 
things that I just know people were in awe of.

   I understand that when you were in middle school, 
having a streak with someone was the coolest thing you 
could do. Cooler-than-ice-cold, cool. I thought it was too, 
so no judgement here. Unless you still send streaks. All 
judgement is still very present if you still send streaks. 

I’m sorry to burst your bubble, but please don’t be that 
person who still sends streaks. If the feelings are mutual 
between you and another person regarding streaks, 
and both of you go about not opening each other’s 
snaps, then totally go for it; you have my support. 

But, for the rest of us, we don’t need three pictures 
a day with the time filter on it. My advice to you 

is if you still commit this horrific crime of Gen 
Z, check yourself. Maybe even send a picture of 
your face every once in a while. It could brighten 
someone’s day. 

   And again, please open people’s snaps. 
Trust me, it is not “fan behavior” to simply 
open someone’s snap or reply. A first step 
could be to start sending more pictures 
of your face, and I bet the responses and 
snap-backs will come piling in. It won’t 
make you any less cool, I promise. Sending 
streaks is very 2016-2018, and I know we 
are past those dark times of bottle flip-

ping and dabbing. And to the person that 
blocked me on Snapchat because I said I didn’t 

do streaks, this is for you: streaks are not that big of 
a deal. 2020 needs a lot of things, but it does not need streaks.
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portrayal of Ben Affleck and Matt Damon from 
“Good Will Hunting” plastered beside the big-boned 
tarot card infant. I’ve added character to the movie 
legends by adding fake eyelashes, small sombreros 
and a touch of lipstick to their looks. Ben and Matt 
have made the Alt-girls of Tik Tok into measly 
fashion peasants.

Though the way I choose to adorn my sleeping 
chambers is an accurate reflection 

of my personality, it seems to 
confuse my peers on Zoom. 
In the collectively dreaded 
breakout rooms, I’ve heard 
far too many comments 

about my 

robust 
tarot baby for my liking. 
Frankly, I’ve had enough 
of the blatant judgement. 
You don’t find me criticis-
ing your Spotify-album 
codes or Harry Styles 
pictures, so I’d appreci-
ate it if my fat tarot baby 

and I could live in peace and strug-
gle through remote learning together. 

  If you don’t heed my warnings, I will be sure 
to send both Ben Affleck AND Matt Damon after 
you. And listen closely as I tell you this: there is 
nothing more bone-chilling than those two lads with 
sombreros and lashes. Tread carefully.
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