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The danger of cyber-relationships The Smiths know high fashion
By Justine Reyes
Graphic Designer

Hi! I’m Nev, host of Catfish, MTV’s new television show. Last year, we traveled across the country
figuring out the truth behind online romances. We
made a few love connections, and even did our fair
share of mending broken hearts. Suddenly, the idea
of “catfishing,” or hiding who you really are to hook
someone into an online relationship, was being
talked about by a lot of people. So, my cameraman
Max and I are back at it on the road to investigate
stories that seem “too good to be true,” or “too wild
to make up”. Will hope become love? Or, is love in
for a giant shock?
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We visited Janine B., our first contestant on the
show this season, and warned her that the chance
of finding true love was about equal to her chance
of being heartbroken. Janine was just a regular girl
looking for love —a girl who had little hope, up
until she received a rather peculiar friend request
on Facebook. This small notion excited her, only
because he was kind of her dream boy. In pictures,
John Doe looked almost exactly like One Direction
super star, Zayn Malik. His listed “likes” included
some of her favorite things; Star Trek fan fictions,
doing taxes, watching Ice Road Truckers, Classic Jazz
from the 1930’s, purple Fedora hats, and breakfast
food for dinner. This surprised her; she’d never met
a boy who had proper social skills and liked all of
the things that she also liked.
For the past one and a half years, John and
Janine have been communicating strictly through
phone calls, text messaging, Facebook, and Kik.

When we asked why Janine and John hadn’t
bothered to video chat each other, she simply
stated that he had no video camera, despite all his
webcam selfies on his Facebook profile. Proceeding
with caution, we searched for John’s address, just
to make sure he was a legitimate person. Next step
of course, was to find out what his social security
number and credit card number was, just to make
sure he wasn’t a scam waiting to happen. After all
this, we did come to the conclusion that he was
in fact, a real person! Just to make sure of this
fact, we called all of his relatives, past neighbors,
doctors, and former teachers using a new online
directory called, Security FireWall-Blocker, the
latest in preventing people from hiding what the
public really needs to know about them.
Reluctant about the correlation between his
uncommon interests and his devilishly handsome
good-looks, I took the pleasure in using FBI
analysis technology to individually scan “John’s”
retina in all 47 of his facebook profile pictures.
We ultimately came to the conclusion that someone that good looking couldn’t possibly like Ice
Road Truckers.
We arrived in the grimy city of Topeka at
about 3 o’clock in the morning, just hours before
their meetup. Topeka smelled a bit like forgotten
Outback Steakhouse leftovers and was so humid
that the air resembled a thick smoke during
war post-battle. Basically, Topeka was awesome.
Totally, totally awesome. Soon enough, it was time
for the moment of truth.
While Janine waited outside with a blindfold
tied tightly around her eyes, we knocked and
brought the real John Doe out. As Janine removed
the blindfold, she gasped in shock at the face she
saw come out of that grimy apartment in Topeka,
Kansas. It was One Direction singer, Niall Horan.
Disclaimer: I actually really, really like
Topeka, Kansas.

By Haley Wade
Editor-in-Chief

Once you reach a certain level of stardom,
“normal-people” fashion becomes obsolete. A-list
stars have a habit of pulling off stunning gowns
and suits on the red carpet and spending the
rest of their lives dressed like lost, homeless
mountaineers. It is not uncommon to see a star
in a brushed velvet suit one day, and a dirty
bed-sheet worn as a chiton the next afternoon.
Whether this is a statement on their humility and
“down-to-earthiness” or they have just passed
the point of caring, no one can be sure. Jaden
and Willow Smith, however, have found the ideal
middle-ground. Their daily outfits are just the
right mixture of “yes, they look good,” and “what?
Are those clothes?”
Essentially, their technique is to meld the
confusing slouchiness of day-to-day wear with
the luxurious fabrics and patterns that grace the
red carpet. Jaden, for example, doesn’t hesitate
to wear a thin, cropped sweater-vest over a tunic.
He keeps the hobo look in check by ensuring his
tunic is made with sleek black leather and topping off the look with matching studded sneakers
and newsboy cap. And who said the sweater-vest
couldn’t be made from chain-link?
Even with his more daring outfits, like the
one composed of a full Ironman costume, Jaden keeps it
classy. He could have turned
out looking like a confused
trick-or-treater. Instead, he
made sure his suit
and mask were
of the highest
quality and put
on a strut to match.
Bystanders may not
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have known who he was or what he was doing, but
they knew he looked good.
His younger sister, Willow, also pushes the
boundaries of famous fashion. Why should oversized
cut off overalls and turbans be saved for lazy sundays? Willow made it a magazine-ready look by draping leather sheet upon leather sheet until she looked
more like a dragon trainer than a twelve-year-old
pop star. And who said that hot pink converse have
to stop at the ankle? Why can’t they lace all the way
up the leg to the hip where they morph into a pair
of pants? Those are the kinds of questions Willow
Smith asks. Even though the world questioned how
on earth that was possible, she had the idea and then
made it work. The garment might be strange, but
it was no doubt custom made, establishing Willow
as a fashionista.
Who knows, maybe the Smith children’s youthful
passion for looking good will fade. Maybe they will
soon resemble Robert Downey Jr., who was spotted
wearing a red jumpsuit underneath a flannel pajama
set and a matching beanie. But for now we have to
appreciate their enthusiasm for taking the rules of
fashion and running with them.

A letter from Ben Affleck
By Aidan Adams-Campeau
Humor Editor

An exciting summer diary
By Sarah Bainbridge
Culture Editor

June 5: It’s the last day of school,
diary, and I’m already making a list of all
the cool things I’m going to do before my
senior year. Nothing is going to stop me
from making this the best summer ever.
Watch out world!
June 17: Well, diary, still no boyfriend,
and I haven’t shown off my tankini body
yet, but I have left the house multiple times
to buy ice cream. Maybe on Wednesday I’ll
get out that list again, I still need to perfect
my hip hop/ballet mash-up performance for
the senior talent show.
June 18: Turns out ballet isn’t as easy as
I thought. Who knew pointe meant dancing
on your toes and not just pointing at them?
June 30: My ankles aren’t swollen anymore and we are getting a splint. My mom
says I have to move my worm farm out of
the kitchen because they are “gross”. HA,
what does she know?
July 4: Woohooo, independent country! Celebrating by being an independent
woman who doesn’t need a boyfriend; or
have one. I’m making some crazy patriotic
desserts for the block party.
July 5: Apparently I’ve developed an
allergy to red food dye number 5 which
happened to be in nearly everything at
the party.

July 20: Well diary I haven’t left the
house for a few days but there are
some really fun infomercials on tv.
Did you know that you can get three
triangular hair curlers for only $9.99 if
you call now? I have been calling after
every infomercial and should be receiving some life enhancing products soon.
August 1: School is starting soon and
I still haven’t gone to any wild parties or
kissed any cute boys, but I have gained
15 pounds!
August 3: Diary, the triangular curlers have done wonders for my hair,
my whole head looks like a triangle
now and I am channeling my inner Mia
Thermopolis (pre-princess transformation, of course) for the first day
of school.
August 9: back to school wardrobe
update! I have gotten three backless
dresses from Brandy Melville, but my
mom says I have to wear a turtleneck
under all of them.
August 13: Countdown to the first
day of school, Diary! Only six weeks,
and I can hardly wait to share all my
summer stories with people at school.
August 19: First day of school! I have
my Mia-hair and my turtleneck under my
dress and I am ready to rock this year.
What a great summer.

Dear members of the general public:
It seems that every day there are new headlines
about government leaks, drone strikes, and chaos
in the Middle East. I’d like to take a moment to call
attention away from these distractions and refocus
it to a more deserving subject: me, Hollywood megastar, Ben Affleck.
It was recently announced that I have been
chosen to play Batman in the upcoming film, Superman vs. Batman. Inexplicably, this casting decision
was criticized by many on the internet, with the
hashtag “#BetterBatmanThanBenAffleck” trending
worldwide on Twitter. I’d like to take a moment to
respond to these ridiculous and hurtful remarks.
I would first like to address those who have
claimed that I don’t have the characteristic look of
the chiseled, mysterious, and brooding Batman. I
would remind these people that the first priority of
any superhero is maintaining his secret identity. I
am uniquely suited for this role, since I possess one
of the most unremarkable facial structures in the
entire entertainment industry. People are continually shocked at my success as an actor because of
my middling attractiveness. However, my lack of
distinguishable facial features will prove my greatest
strength as the new Batman. Even if my identity
is revealed, I will still be able to walk the streets
undisturbed due to my astoundingly

forgettable appearance.
Others have complained that my acting is
“boring,” and for this reason I’m not suited for the
task of playing the caped crusader. I can understand
how my emotionless tone and expressionless face
could give that impression to the untrained eye,
but real cinephiles will surely notice and marvel at
the nuances of my performances.
Lastly, I will reply to what has been the most
personally devastating attack made against me in
the last few days. Some Internet users have suggested that my chin will not be aesthetically strong
enough to intimidate my nemeses when the rest
of my face is masked. I would like to remind these
people that words can hurt. Just because I’m in the
public spotlight doesn’t mean I’m immune to jawrelated insults and criticisms. My chin may not look
like the ones you’d find on magazine covers, but
it’s the one I was born with, and it doesn’t deserve
constant ridicule.
However, I’m realizing that producing and directing Academy Award winning movies is not enough
to garner continuing public respect. As Batman, I
am the hero Hollywood deserves, but not the one it
needs right now. So you’ll hunt me. Because I can
take it. I’m a silent guardian, a watchful protector.
I am the dark knight.
Sincerely,
Academy Award winner
Ben Affleck
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