
but by anyone who wasn’t visibly outraged about my loss. If I cried, 
would you have cared then? I was crying on the inside. You don’t 
get it, saving face when your whole world is shattering around 
you is the best acting I have ever done. I deserve an Oscar for not 
crying when they called his name.

The Academy was obviously charmed by Matthew’s naked body 
in Magic Mike. I guess they don’t remember my two bare buttcheeks 
on top a pile of cash in Wolf of Wall Street. 

Looking back, I understand why they are refusing to give me 
my deserved Oscar. They want to honor me with something greater 

than a Lifetime Achievement Award. They 
want to give me a super Oscar, or as 

Christoph Waltz would say, an 
“Über Oscar.” 

So get ready America.
Leonardo DiCaprio 
PS: Matthew, what were 

you doing when you were 
twelve? Eating your own 
boogers? Smelling your own 
farts?  I was literally acting 
in a hard hitting drama con-

vincing America I was 
mentally challenged. 

DiCaprio out. 
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Justin Bieber’s cellmate speaks on living with the star

DiCaprio writes open letter to fans El Gato life hacks

Mr. Rudolph reveals true stories about quirky students 

by Ruth Murai
People Editor

Although I’ve experienced true horror, this was one of the most 
mild encounters in my long career as a hardened criminal. The truth 
is that I never experienced true fear until about two weeks ago when 
I met my new cellmate. His name is Justin Bieber.

When I found out who my new cellmate was going to be, I laughed, 
honestly. I thought I could handle an egotistical teenage popstar 
prone to temper tantrums. My confidence was shaken, however, after 
only one night with Bieber. I awoke in the middle of the night to a 
sort of shuffling sound and then a soft tapping on the walls. I rolled 
over in my bed, and there was Justin, standing in the corner of the 
cell, walking into the wall over and over again, muttering under his 
breath. When I got out of my bed and got closer to him, I realized he 
was quietly crying the lyrics to his number one hit, Boyfriend. When 
I tapped him on the shoulder he abruptly spun around and stared 
into my eyes. “I’ll never let you go” he whispered. Shaken, I backed 
away, but he crept closer, never breaking eye contact, smiling as he 
said, “I can take you places you ain’t never been before.” I must have 
seemed startled, because he laughed and returned to his bed as if 
nothing ever happened. 

The next morning, convinced that it had all just been a dream, I 
tried to avoid eye contact with Bieber in the mess hall. He found a 
seat a few tables away that allowed him to keep direct eye contact 

with me for the entire meal. I uneasily stuck around the mess hall 
for a long time after Bieber had finished his meal and left, but when 
the guards finally forced me back to my cell, I was disturbed to find 
Justin sitting on his cot, rocking in his arms a bundle of sheets that 
seemed to be vaguely shaped like an infant. At first, Justin mumbled 
quietly to his doll, but his voice grew steadily. Soon enough, he was 
repeatedly shrieking, “Baby, Baby, Baby, ohhh, I thought you’d always 
be mine, mine.” His voice grew to such a high decibel that I couldn’t 
take it anymore; I ran over and ripped the baby doll from his arms. 
“ENOUGH!,” I screamed, “None of that here, this ain’t no Canadian 
prison. We don’t put up with crazy.”

The hysterical sobbing stopped with an alarming abruptness, and 
Justin stared intently at the sheets in my arm. “Mine mine mine. I 
thought you’d always be mine mine mine,” he muttered. I threw the 
sheets down in disgust and left the cell. When I returned about an 
hour later, Justin had scratched the word “Mine,” repeatedly all over 
his half of the cell and was passed out on his cot, fingers soaked in 
blood from all of the scratching. 

That night I couldn’t sleep because of all the scratching, crying, 
and mumbling that came from Justin’s side of the cell. “How is this 
even happening?” I muttered to myself, “this is the guy with the 
ridiculous haircut and the girl voice? This is the Canadian abomina-
tion?” Somehow, after hours of sleepless pondering, I must’ve fallen 
asleep, because when I woke up, Justin was standing over me with a 

by Michelle Huang
Web Editor

Why do things the traditional way when you can do them easier, 
cheaper, and better? Introducing four life hacks that will quickly make 
your day both efficient and improved.

Grilled cheese: Not everyone is a gourmet chef, and not every 
grilled cheese enthusiast knows how to whip up this delicious delight. 
For those with limited culinary skill, this new way of making grilled 
cheese will change your cooking experience. Take your toaster. Turn 
it on its side. Sprinkle cheese over two slices of bread, then carefully 
slide your creation (cheese facing up) into the sideways toaster and 
push down. After a couple of minutes, two slices of perfectly toasted 
grilled cheese will pop out! Pick them off of the floor or whatever 
surface they land on, press the cheesy sides together, and enjoy.

Coachella tickets: It happens every year—Coachella tickets go 
live, you call friends out of excitement, you cry over ticket prices, 
tickets sell out, the lineup is announced, you regret the decision not 
to purchase tickets and then scroll through a Facebook newsfeed full 
of pictures from Coachella. Ditch that sob story this year by landing 
free tickets! Drive down to SoCal with a friend who’s not afraid of 
blood. Once you’re there, wait for the crowd around the ticket booth 
to thin up a bit. Then, just out of sight of security, saw off your own 
hand. Get your friend to carry you up to the booth, screaming “Oh 
My God! We need to get to the medics!” The guards will surely panic 
and let you two go through the line without checking for tickets. Lose 
yourself in the music and wrap your hand in a stolen hippie tapestry.

Saran Wrap: We all hate that moment when we pull some thin 
plastic out of a brightly colored box, get ready to wrap it over a deli-
cious food, but have it fold over and scrunch up instead. There is a 
quick solution for this—just eat all your leftover food! Obviously if you 
can’t keep Saran Wrap straight, you need some extra energy anyway.

Scantrons: To ace your next Scantron test, forget the long hours 
spent cramming and reach for a tube of Chapstick instead. That’s 
right, Chapstick! On the day of your big test, sit in the back of your 
classroom and disguise your Chapstick as a pencil. Once you receive 
your Scantron, run Chapstick down the left side, covering up black 
lines where the machine marks off wrong answers. There is a 25 percent 
chance that the red ink will smear on the Chapstick! Assuming that 
your teacher cannot smell the cherry scent, he or she will probably 
assume the red smudges on your Scantron are blood and think you 
did not get any answers wrong.

by Jonathan Friedland and Rheagan Rizio
National Editor/Business Manager and Sports Editor

LGHS teacher Mr. Rudolph has the rare opportunity of witnessing the intellectual vitality of students 
at all times. Rudolph still remembers when one of his students did his or her best impression of a starving 
soldier. In the middle of Rudolph’s campus-famous lectures, this student stood up, grabbed a bunch of 
tests, and started eating them as if the tests were some scrumptious french fries from In-n-Out Burger. 
Unsure of how best to proceed in this extremely unusual situation, Mr. Rudolph called the office and had 
the vice principal come and deal with it. Despite the existence of extenuating circumstances surrounding 
the event, Rudolph recalls the event as “the strangest thing that has ever happened to me as a teacher.”

While a student eating paper may be the most outlandish thing he 
has seen, Mr. Rudolph still vividly remembers several strange 

responses to questions. During algebra one day, Mr. 
Rudolph used a very common method of teaching 

fractions, drawing a circle on the board and 
splitting it up into different pieces to show 
the students a more tangible way of under-

standing fractions. In this case, Mr. Rudolph 
split up the circle into four parts and asked what 

fraction of the pie he would have if he took one 
slice. Expecting the simple answer of ¾, he was 

surprised when a quick-thinking student replied 
with the extremely-well thought out answer of 57.  

 Other eccentric answers sometimes come from not 
paying attention. On one occasion, Mr. Rudolph asked a 

simple question of two plus two. Another quick-thinking 
student replied with “Jamaica.”

Mr. Rudolph recalls another bizarre encounter when a student came to school dressed in pajamas. 
Admittedly, here at Los Gatos a popular choice for spirit day is Pajama Day. However, that is one day of 
the year, and this particular student seemed to be unfortunate enough to not own anything else, as he 
only ever wore his pajamas to school. Even stranger than wearing pajamas to school, a different student 
reportedly became infuriated with a teacher at LGHS, climbed onto the roof and started sprinting back 
and forth as if he were preparing for military boot camp. The assistant principal had to come out and talk 
him down from the roof. 

After the Advanced Placement exams in both AP European History and AP United States History, Mr. 
Rudolph and his students play the game of Diplomacy which can often become extremely intense. The 
activity consists of dividing students into different European countries and pitting them against each other 
in a pseudo-war, involving spies and deception. Occasionally, students take things a bit too far. Last year, 
a student angrily stormed out of the classroom when he realized that 
his team came in last place. Two years ago, a student was 
attempting to turn in her orders to Mr. Rudolph when 
members of opposing countries teamed up to thwart 
her attempts. Trapping her on one of the shelves in 
his room, they kept her there until Mr. Rudolph 
declared the end of the round, at which point 
they let her return to her country.

Certainly being a teacher is not with-
out its odd moments. Teachers have the 
opportunity to see things others don’t 
see, gain witness to the absolute best and 
brightest our generation has to offer, and, 
of course, gain some fascinating stories along  
the way. 

by Anna Esslinger and Hana Beach
Culture Editor and Editor-in-Chief
To whomever it may concern: 

As many of you know, last night marked the end of my career 
as an actor. Or, at least, it was supposed to. But I lost. Again. 

I know I play it off like I don’t care about awards, like I act 
because I “love the craft.” However, receiving an Oscar would 
be the most satisfying way to end my illustrious film career. My 
Oscar-worthy roles, ranging from Romeo, Shakespeare’s leading 
stud, to Jim Carroll, the drug-addicted high school basketball star, 
have challenged me both physically and mentally. I turned down 
endless Nora Ephron films and Nicholas Sparks love story roles 
to focus on the hard-hitting dramas that could get me my 
own little golden man. 

Regarding this year’s Best Actor decision, I have a lot 
to say. I want to clarify that I am not mad about losing. 
I am mad about losing to a man known for being a 
crazy person. I felt the same confusion during Matthew 
Mcconaughey’s speech that everyone did while watching 
James Franco’s performance in Spring Breakers. 

I understand that the Academy wanted to praise 
Matthew for losing fifty pounds and bringing awareness 
to AIDS. I also struggled to make my most recent film. I 
gave up almost three years of my life to try to find Quaa-
ludes, only to learn that no Quaaludes remain. Marty and I 
traveled the world to find all the remaining Quaaludes. Our 
journey was very similar to Nick Cages’ quest for treasure in 
National Treasure. Can we be real? Fifty pounds is literally 
nothing compared to joining an international drug ring just 
to try to find a bottle of Lemmons, which apparently 
no longer exist.  

I immersed myself in the life 
of Jordan Belfort. My journey to 
become the embodiment of Belfort 
was very much like that of Daniel 
Day-Lewis’s journey to become 
the embodiment of Lincoln. I 
lived and breathed Belfort for 
at least the last three years.  

I have never felt so 
betrayed in my entire life. 
Not just by the Academy, 

fistfull of my hair in his hand, choppily cut from my head. “HOW?!” I 
screamed at the nineteen year old teenage heartthrob. He smiled, and 
I could see that up close, his teeth seemed to have sharpened edges. 

That was four days ago.  Today, I am writing this appeal to the 
prison to have me placed in a different cell. I have seen a lot in my 
life. But never, ever in my life, have I ever met someone so terrifying 
as Justin Bieber. Send help.

J. Reyes

J. Reyes
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