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by Jonathan Friedland
Editorial Editor

Although I’m not entirely sure why this 
article is in the humor section as my fashion 
sense is no joke, I still choose to inform 
and enlighten LGHS students on what 
and what not to wear.

 First, buy yourself some tribal 
attire. Pacsun, Tilly’s, and sometimes 
even Nordstrom (if you’re lucky) all sell 
Native American inspired shirts, shorts, 
shoes, socks, tank tops, and underwear. 
Make sure to get at least five of each to 
avoid LGHS social exile and vilification for 
wearing the same clothes twice in one week.

  Now comes the easy part: matching. 
Since all tribal wear goes together perfectly, 
simply choose whichever item is in the front 
of your closet and put it on. You should 
come to school in a new combination of 
socks, underwear, shorts, and shirts every 
day. Your whole body should be covered 
in Native American patterns, preferably 
all contrasting colors and configurations. 
People will never know what to expect in 
your latest tribal outfit and your rise to 
the top of LGHS’s fashion rankings will be 
imminent.

by Brian Schunk
Sports Editor

When I saw Beyoncé perform live for the first time this summer, I 
was expecting a life-changing experience. I got one, but it was nothing 
like I had expected. Nothing could have prepared me for the chain of 
events that occurred that fateful day.

It all started out so innocently. I went with a friend, just one, and 
we got prime seats, just two rows back. Getting that ticket broke the 
bank, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was that I was finally going 
to see Bey perform live. As expected, Bey was absolutely flawless.

She was wearing a risqué outfit that showed off her luscious 
curves.  I’ve always been a firm believer in “if you got it, flaunt 
it,” and oh boy, she was flaunting it. I’d never seen such an 
incredible display of female empowerment. 

During her final song, I lost myself in the wonderful 
sounds of her voice. In that moment, everyone else 
just disappeared. It was just me and Bey, and 
it was the most magical experience of my 
life. I remember she turned toward me, and 
I felt my heart pounding as though it 
was going to burst straight through my 
chest. Then it happened. She winked 
at me. She actually winked at me. I  
promptly fainted.

The next thing I knew a couple of 
people were standing over me, looking 
worried. I couldn’t have been out very 
long, but in the meantime Bey must have 
finished her performance because I didn’t see 
her on stage. They asked me where my parents 
were, and how to contact them. “No,” I yelled at 
them, “I’m fine!” One of them said to me, “Son, that 
was a pretty nasty fall, you need to go to a hospital.” I spit back, “You 
need to go to the hospital!” In hindsight, I probably could’ve come 

up with a better retort. They must have thought I was fine after I 
said that though, because they left me alone.

My friend quickly checked to see if I was okay, and then 
we started on our way to his car. I told him to go on ahead, 
and that I’d meet him at his car. He understood that I might 
want a little space after what had just happened, so he obliged.

I hung back for a little while, and then I started walking to 
my friend’s car at a brisk pace. On my way to his car, I over-

heard some guy talking to his girlfriend. He had just 
finished applying chapstick to his lips, and then 

he said to her, “I can’t believe you dragged 
me to this concert. Beyoncé is the most 
overrated artist I’ve ever seen, and on 
top of that, she dresses like a slut.”

I’ve never been as angry in 
my life as when I heard that 

despicable piece of gar-
bage utter those words. 

I couldn’t contain 
myself. I turned to 

him, said some unkind 
things about his mother, 

and socked him right in 
his Adam’s apple. He fell to the 
ground, mostly out of surprise, and then 

I started running for my life. I knew what 
I did was wrong, but oh boy, it felt so right.

 In no time, he was up and chasing after 
me. I had a pretty decent head start, so I began 

to get a little bit cocky. I yelled over my shoulder, 
“your girlfriend is only mildly attractive!” I probably 

shouldn’t have said that. Pretty soon he was gaining on 
me, and fast. Those basketball shorts sure didn’t do much to restrict 
his mobility. I looked over my shoulder, and he was no more than ten 

feet behind me when he got decked by 
an old man in a Hawaiian shirt who 
came out of nowhere.

My pursuer hit the ground hard, 
and he was out cold. I just stood there, 
completely stunned. The old man dusted 
himself off, and then he walked up to me 

with a warm smile on his face. He spoke to 
me in a knowing voice, the kind of voice 
you hear from a man who has several masters 

degrees. “I saw what you did there, son. 
Very stupid, but also very admirable. I 

wish all Beyoncé fans were that fiercely 
loyal.

Allow me to introduce myself. My 
name is Redmond, and I’m the leader 
of the Bay Area’s Beygency. I’d like 
for you to join us.”

“The Beygency?,” I said, “I never 
knew that was real. I just thought it 
was something they dreamed up for a 
Saturday Night Live skit.”

“No son, it couldn’t be more real. 
The Beygency is exclusive to the most 

dedicated Beyoncé fans, and it works to silence the haters. What 
you did today was incredible. We could really use a young guy like 
you in our ranks.”

“I’ll need some time to decide,” I told him, “I don’t know if I’m 
ready for this. What I did was more instinct than anything else.”

“Take all the time you need. Here’s my card. Call me when you 
make your decision. Now get on home, son. Your friend is waiting 
for you.”

I looked at the card. Then I looked up to say thank you, but he 
was gone, nowhere to be seen.

Brian stands up to ignorant hater after Beyoncé Concert

Johnny’s fall fashion corner
by Brent Gingell
Web Editor

With drafts occurring in baseball, hockey, football, and bas-
ketball, thousands of young athletes are already regretting having 
spent their early lives working toward a goal that is making them 
live in dreadful places across the country. Thousands of young 
athletes have spent the first months of their professional career 
convincing themselves that they totally could have landed in a 
worse place and that they totally can have an extremely lasting 
professional career. 

“Edmonton isn’t the worst place in the world,” says one 
deluded hockey player. A triple-A baseball player told reporters 
that he is “so lucky” to be in Papillion, Nebraska, before bursting 
into tears and screaming that he misses both his mother and 
civilization. A member of the double-A Clinton Lumberkings in 
Iowa was reportedly glad to “see parts of the world you normally 
wouldn’t” and said, “the people are so nice and enthusiastic, 
almost like double-A baseball is the most exciting thing happening 
in Iowa.” Another player said, “Some guys hit the jackpot and 
got awesome places like Nashville, but at least this place has a 
twenty-four hour gas station. You really just can’t beat that.” 

Many future benchwarmers  have begun the process of 
acquainting themselves with the various benches in professional 
sports stadiums and arenas. There’s also a large amount of regret 
because many athletes did not pay suitable attention during class 
peer editing sessions in high school which limits their ability to 
offer teammates false positivity. One athlete of baseball’s dou-
ble-A Frisco Roughriders told sources, “If I paid more attention 
in English classes when we were telling other students how good 
they are at writing, I would be so much better at telling my 
teammates that their errors, strikeouts, and general poor play 
are totally not destroying the team and all of our chances at a 
professional career.” 

There was an outpouring of support from the local towns who 
were excited and awed by the influx of young, soon to be forgot-
ten talent into their towns. One fan of the Buffalo Bills said, “We 
know there’s one, maybe two players worth watching; the rest 
are just guys who are about to find mediocrity in a much more 
glamorous job than me, but in the end, we’ll both be cashiers.”

by Cole Potter
Web Editor

It’s Sept. 15 folks, the day of the year we all know marks the 
beginning of the varsity art season, and as a LGHS Art Team sup-
porter, I could not be more excited. After last season’s infamous 
mid-tournament Paper Maché Fiasco, this year’s team is poised 
to come roaring back with more newspaper and glue than ever.

While it is still the same team that this school has come to 
know and love, there have been some significant changes made 
this year. You will recognize the hand-painted banners, the ceramic 
water bottles, and the varsity jackets made in conjunction with 
the fashion students, but these nostalgic symbols of years of Art 
Team success are getting a revamp this year. For instance, those 
famous varsity jackets are getting an update which, this writer 
feels, truly epitomizes varsity art’s core value of self expression. 

Every member of this year’s squad will be able to customize fully 
his or her own jacket! So do not be surprised if you see some of 
your favorite players enter the ArtDome decked out in fleece-onesie 
letterman pajamas or tribal print varsity wear, which seems to be 
the latest craze amongst LG art team members. One varsity art 

Varsity art brushes by competition
player remarked, “I really appreciate the artistic freedom given 
to us through the new jackets. We have always been encouraged 
to be expressive and unique during competition, but this is the 
first time we have been able to demonstrate our individuality off 
the field as well.” That same player later had her jacket design 
revoked for being completely composed of translucent bubble wrap.

While sweeping reform is coming to varsity art’s structure this 
year, some things will remain unchanged. As is almost always the 
case, the Art Team’s biggest competition over the season will not 
come from any other high school, but rather from LGHS’s own 
varsity Music Department. The self-proclaimed varsity squad of 
band and orchestra members will undoubtedly battle it out with 
the Art Team for ticket sales and our school’s complete adoration. 

A band member who wished to remain anonymous commented, 
“We tried to become recognized as varsity first! Sure neither of 
us technically play ‘sports,’ but we play at sporting events which 
should definitely count for something.”

While this rivalry remains extremely heated, it is truly our 
privilege as LGHS students to witness the prowess of these two 
varsity programs.

Draftees regretret
I know this to be true because I, Jona-

than Friedland, the current King of Tribal 
Print, entered LGHS as a freshman dressed 
in the commonplace, monotonous, khaki 
pants and a neutral t-shirt. People rarely 
commented on my outfits because there 
were roughly five hundred other boys 
wearing the same thing to school every 
day. However, as my tribal knowledge 
and wardrobe grew, I quickly began 
seeing a new attitude towards my outfit 

every day. I began hearing questions 
like, “Where did you get those shoes?” or 
“How did you match that shirt and those 
shorts so perfectly?” I replied with a 
simple, “tribal works well with just about 
any kind of other tribal.”

Although my days in high school are 
numbered, my days of tribal wear are not. 
There is no doubt in my mind that my tribal 
wardrobe is accompanying me to college. I 
plan to start a tribal movement and hope 
that one day my entire college will look 
like a Native American tribe. 

  Ultimately, if you want to have friends, 
be liked, fashionable, and trendy, get your-
self some tribal attire. You will not  
regret it.
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