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A day in the life of our future leader, Hyuntae Byun
by Violet Wallerstein & Hyuntae Byun
World Editor &  News Editor

Hyuntae’s point of view: Greetings, readers of El Gato. My name is Hyun-
tae. I am a sophomore at LGHS. I assume most of you know me. I’m told that 
I’m a difficult person to miss or forget. Today I will tell you a story. It’s a 
story about love and hate, about failure and success. A story about courage 
and cowardice. It’s a rather paradoxical story, but it’s the story of my life. 
I daresay that I have a very interesting life, so I will share a day of it.

Usually, I begin the day with a nice breakfast centered around rice, 
usually with eggs or bacon. Then, I head off to school, just like the rest of 
you. That’s about where the similarities end. I have observed over the years 
that to most people, school is a burden. To me, it is a call to adventure, 
a chance to prove my worth. I go to school to defend my family’s honor 
and good name. I go in the name of success, for I am its sole champion. 

School is comprised of multiple classes, all of which I excel in. I view 
it as my responsibility to do well. From my perspective, I can be viewed 
as a beacon of light and hope for everybody else in the world. I am the 
color in their otherwise colorless lives. You’re welcome. 

Apart from academics and competition, school gives me a chance to 
associate with my retinue of fellow classmates whom I refer to as “friends.” 
I use these “friends” in the same way a sea otter will use rocks: tools to 
fulfill my own interests.

After school, I pursue my passions. I practice my violin, the noblest 
instrument of them all. If I say so myself, my music is unparalleled in beauty, precision, and musicality. Even 
in orchestra, where solidarity is encouraged, I view myself as the first among “equals” (I have no equals). 

Speaking of which, I enjoy ending my day with a thirty-minute time period for pondering my future 
hopes and dreams. As they are my hopes and dreams, so too will they become the future of the free (and 
not free) world. I believe myself to be the best, and this reflects in my desire to possess unmatched power 
and influence when I grow up. 

Some call me egotistical, arrogant, or power-hungry. Such people are  all wrong. 
I am pure of heart, innocent in purpose, and superb in the execution of my plans. 
My future world order will be one of united peace and prosperity, reflecting my 
values. So my comrades, pay attention. Today, I am merely an amazing student 
in high school. Tomorrow, I will be leader of all. 

Violet’s Point of View: For some reason, I agreed to watch the test subject, 
Hyuntae Byun, for a full twenty-four hours. I was horrified at what I observed. At 
first you would assume he is a normal high schooler, but Hyuntae is much much 
more. For breakfast, Hyuntae did not eat cereal or pancakes or anything typical 
kids would eat. He instead had a small bowl of rice. At 7:00AM, he left for school 
and arrived forty-five minutes early. No one was there; he just wanted to be at 
school. He seemed genuinely excited to arrive. 

Hyuntae is also unique in the way he addresses others. He seems to believe he 
is the omniscient god of the universe and looks down on his classmates. He even 
criticizes his friends, but most words that come out of his mouth are used to glo-
rify himself. Hyuntae hardly considers teachers as his equals, but rather humans 
unworthy of his attention and deserving of sassy comments.

I’m concerned for his mental health. Not only is he overzealous about com-
munism, math, and violin, but he never calms down. Ever. Looking at him jumping 
up and down all day is slowly draining my life force.

Once he went home, he did three hours of math in addition to going over 
the top on the rest of his homework as well. I also think he tried to poison his 

little brother. They had a normal sibling quarrel, but then I saw Hyuntae put something 
in his rice. I may have just witnessed a murder, but we’ll have to see in the morning.  For half an hour, 
after a dinner of more rice, I saw him sit at his desk. He didn’t do anything, he just sat. I don’t know why 
I watched the entire time; he didn’t move once.  After that he went to bed murmuring something about 
world domination and what I believe to be Hyuntopia. I have high expectations for Hyuntae’s future 
achievements and perhaps world domination.

Finkle watches the Emmy’s Huang applies to colleges
by Michelle Huang
Web Editor
September 1, 2013

Great news! The Common Application opened today, so 
I can begin applying to the 100 top colleges! I’m going 
to start a new diary to document my intellectual 
journey. This is the start of a great future. 
There are so many challenges and 
opportunities in front of me, so to 
quote Dr. Seuss, “Today is your 
day. Your mountain is waiting, 
so get on your way!”
September 6, 2013

I just checked Harvard’s 
statistics, and apparently 
their average GPA is 4.8 out 
of 4.0. Columbia, MIT, etc. all 
have similar statistics... I mean, 
when your squint your eyes a 
little bit and then close them all 
the way, my GPA kind of looks like 
a 4.8? Hmm. I’ll figure out a way around this.
September 15, 2013

I GOT IT! The Ivy Leagues have acceptance rates around five percent, so if I create twenty different 
accounts and apply twenty times, at least one of the twenty will get accepted! Nice one, Michelle! 
Now I better figure out the best way to steal Social Security Numbers...
October 8, 2013

Today I tried to braid my hair and Maya Sweedler’s hair together so I could absorb all of her 
knowledge. It was a spiritual experience. She screamed and I got sent home for “violating” another 
student. That’s okay because now I have more time to work on my personal statement.
October 16, 2013

People have been throwing me concerned looks, whispering things like “Should we help her?” and 
“She’s losing it.” They’re wrong. I’m not losing anything… I’m a winner. I’M A WINNER.
October 19, 2013

My friends dragged me to the mall for my birthday. They wanted me to have “fun.” So dumb. 
They are stupid, simple creatures. It was a nightmare. I got stuck in a revolving door at Forever 21. 
It kept going on and on and I couldn’t get out. I cried. I haven’t slept in seventy two hours.
November 27, 2013

I have made so many fake profiles for college. I am such a smart, smart girl. I even made an 
online profile for my dad where he confessed to several fake murders. It was supposed to frame my 
dad for wrongful crimes so I could write about my trials and tribulations, but my mom got really 
angry instead and kicked me out of the house. Parents ruin everything. I’ve found myself a bench 
next to a man named Toothless Joe. I’m very mean to him because when he smiles, his toothless 
gums distract me from college apps.
December 2013

It is terribly dark outside and I was just rudely awakened by screaming. These people are so 
inconsiderate. You might be getting stabbed, but I have real priorities, like my application to Stan-
ford. Wait a second—the neon light from Walmart’s sign just illuminated Toothless Joe’s body… Is 
he bleeding? He doesn’t have a pulse. I think he’s dea—wait, this will make a great college essay.  I 
wrote the most glorious, most moving essay ever after I found Joe’s body. My English teacher edited 
it and wrote, “Is this a joke? You just wrote down the lyrics to Firework by Katy Perry. Michelle, I’m 
going to get you help.” I think she really liked it.
?????

I don’t know the year, or month, or date anymore. everything is so bright, so soft… blanket is 
so tight. I can’t move… haha. rolling accross the ground I am so happy. i am so happy like a slug. 
walls are so so so soft… i write about this for “describe an environment in which you’re perfectly 
content” prompt? for college essay? ...college? haha...
**Note from the author: This journal was promptly confiscated from the troubled girl upon realization 
that she had smuggled it into the asylum. Please, if you or a friend is under massive pressure and 
is experiencing breakdowns, don’t hesitate to seek help. There is always hope in the early stages.**

by Lauren Finkle
Web Editor

By 4:45 on Sunday afternoon, I was dressed in my pajamas, curled up with a blanket, and seated on 
my couch next to a plate of warm cookies. I have discovered that this is the best position to be in while 
watching celebrities pat each other on the back.

I forewent the preliminary red carpet watch shows, which consisted of Kelly Osbourne pouncing on 
unsuspecting celebrities and quizzing them on their outfit and dress-shopping experiences, pretending 
to have the utmost authority on fashion while her sometimes purple, sometimes grey hair blows in the 
breeze. I figured that if anything interesting happened wardrobe-wise I would be better off checking Sofia 
Vergara’s Twitter (and I was right—her red Vera Wang dress ripped towards the end of the evening, though 
the rip was not as unfortunately placed as it was in her sparkling blue 2012 Emmys dress).

By 5:15, even my Energizer Bunny dog was snoring. Watching Neil Patrick Harris watch TV is not nearly as 
fun as it sounds (and if you think it sounds fun, we need to discuss the various therapies available for you).

I started to wake up again when Julia Louis-Dreyfus took the stage for Veep, hoping the former Seinfeld 
actress would offer some humor. She ended up “forgetting” her speech—I use quotations here because 
I remain unsure whether it was a joke or not. Needless to say, the music slowly increasing to drown her 
out was most welcome.

 Then the worst happened—Maggie Smith did not win the Emmy for supporting actress. Being 
the biggest Downton Abbey fan in the whole world, I cried quietly into my blanket as some woman from 
that show everyone keeps talking about that has something to do with drugs made her way to the stage.

As the night went on, I was so painfully bored I began timing how long it took for music to play during 
speeches, as I felt it seemed it was beginning at different times and I could imagine a grumpy old man in 

the back eating Jo-Jos and watching Breaking Bad, unable to play the music at 
the correct moment. My hypothesis proved correct. By the last dance number, 

I was making a montage of Grumpy Cat faces and considering posting it as 
my Facebook status.

And then...the world ended. Downton Abbey did not win best 
drama. As my father applauded with glee, I melted into a puddle 

of Victorian clothing and cold tea. It seems the 2013 Emmys 
were the worst—in more ways than one.
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