
excitedly title an empty notes page “FIRST US HISTORY LECTURE! OMG!”
The hot tub was a time machine and had sent him back in time to 

when his teachers were students! Jacob grabbed his bag from the floor 
and started running for the door; he had to get back to the hot tub to 
reverse the time-swap and be back in time for his first real day of junior 
year. While running down the science wing steps, Jacob had to avoid 
Mr. Chef, who was waiting to catch students trying to get to their cars. 

Once at home, Jacob ran to his backyard and threw open the hot 
tub’s cover. He heated up the water to exactly the degree it had been 
the night before and activated the Massage: Lower Back and Spine jets; 
that part was just for him. He settled in and closed his eyes, ready for 
a nice little trip back through time.

by Charlotte Pla and Cole Potter
World Editor and Web Editor-in-Chief

If you have a Twitter, or any knowledge of pop culture, you already know who’s beefing with who 
and what about. Most recently, rapper Drake took to handling his beef with fellow rapper Meek Mill 
in the way he knew best: cooking with Ina Garten. And when he finished his soufflé, he wrote a rap 
that basically attacked (and ended) menace to society Meek Mill’s, rap career. But before he threw in 
the towel, Meek asked us to ghostwrite his latest hit. So here it is, Meek’s final blow:

“Back to Back to Back?”

Oh man, oh man, please let me try again, 

Nicki couldn’t make it in today,
But she let me know what she had to say.

She wanted me to say whattup to your mama,
And please put an end to this drama.

You say you run the track;
In high school I ran for track.
Four hundred meters in 0:52,

That’s how long it took to make Nicki my boo!

Shoutout to Degrassi.
For helping to put an EXPLETIVE on.

Bruh you killed it as wheelchair Jimmy,
Now ramps ain’t all you rolling on.

I’m so proud of you Aubrey,
For having strength through your career.

Hit me up next February, 
Or just let me know how you doin’ in a year.

I got an extra ticket to see the Sixers,
So let me know if you’re in Philly.

We can goof around in lots of pictures,
I’ll let you borrow my jacket if you get chilly!

Drops mic.
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Juniors look for alternate parking
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by Jessica Blough
Center Editor

Since school began, the topic of “junior park-
ing” has caused much distress for the Class of 2017. 
Juniors who expected to be basking in the benefits 
of “upperclassmanship” by now have found them-
selves in the backseat of their minivan, dependent 
on carpools once again. However, the administra-
tion is excited to announce that they have come 
up with three new options for junior parking that 
are just as convenient as the old lot. 

Starting next week, the school will begin selling 
permits to park on our beloved front lawn as a way 
to conserve water. After months of construction to 
insure the lawn was level enough to park on com-
bined with conservation efforts to kill the grass, 
the lawn has finally been deemed safe for motor 
vehicles. For those of you who were planning to 
enjoy the lawn in other ways, such as sitting on it 
during lunch or using it after school, the adminis-
tration would like to extend its deepest apologies, 
and ensure you that lawn use will not be any more 
restricted than it was last year. Pick up your “Save 
Water, Park on the Lawn” bumper sticker today. 

Though a bit farther away than the front lawn, 
the next option is quite a distance from downtown 

traffic and easily accessible for students who live 
in the mountains. Simply turn right off of Church 
Street, go through the parking lot, and drive up 
the right side of the dam trail to the nearly empty 
Lexington Reservoir. The receding water level has 
freed up ample space along the shoreline, perfect 
for parking. After parking, the walk back to school 
is a perfect way to wake up your brain and get ready 
for a new day. Additionally, if you’re running late 
to class, a nice jog or sprint down the trail can 
help you get in your daily workout and be ready 
for field hockey season. However, if you do choose 
this parking option, be sure to yield to hikers and 
bikers on your way up. 

Finally, after discussing the parking situation 
with the town council, the school decided to kill 
two birds with one stone and solve beach traffic 
by allowing juniors to park in the middle of the 
Santa Cruz Avenue onramp to highway 17. Students 
are highly encouraged to park in the middle of 
the roads to fully block any incoming traffic and 
prevent any non Los Gatans from using the onramp 
to skip the traffic on 17. Also, students who paint 
“GO HOME BEACH TRAFFIC” or “LG LOCALS ONLY” 
on their vehicles will receive special recognition 
from the mayor for their efforts.

Meek Mill releases his latest diss

by Jordan Evans
People Editor

Marie Whittingham arrived back at school after summer break 
in the middle of the night. It was actually 7:45 in the morning, 
but her sleep schedule was so screwed up that, to the average 
person, it felt like 2:30 a.m. She met up with her group of friends 
and proceeded to dominate the conversation with quotes from 
Parks and Recreation whenever applicable. When it was time to 
ceremoniously walk up the front steps, Marie made 
it halfway up and proceeded to fall dramatically, 
most likely due fact that she did not move all 
summer. In fact, she had watched Netflix 
and chilled the entire break. This caused 
an extravagant traffic jam resembling 
Highway 17 beach traffic, and she was 
late to English.

Walking through the doorway into 

class, she saw that the other students were in the middle of taking the 
summer reading test.  She sat down as stealthily as her backpack jangles 
would allow and flipped the paper over. It took about four seconds 
for her to realize that the movie adaptations of her assigned books 
were drastically different from the  
original text. None of the test 
material had been covered in the 
two-hour productions she found 
on Netflix, which was legitimately 

not cool.
During tutorial, she went 

to go visit Mr. Hughes in his 
strange, dark dungeon of 
a room. As she stepped into 

his classroom, she forgot how 
extremely frigid the class was and 
proceeded to go into a state of 

Student adjusts to life after summer of binging on Netflix and eating

by Charlotte Pla
World Editor

Jacob lay his head back against the edge of the hot tub and let 
out a deep sigh. “THIS is how you end the summer right,” he thought 
to himself.

The next morning, Jacob parked in the Lower J next to a 1960 
Honda Accord. Looking around the lot, he realized his 2013 Volkswagen 
Jetta looked futuristic in comparison to the cars his less fortunate 
classmates had been handed. Jacob shrugged this off; after all, this 
was Los Gatos, and parents buying classic cars for their kids didn’t 
sound too crazy.

When Jacob pulled open the door to his APUSH classroom, he 
expected the smell of Mr. Rudolph’s coffee and the morning breath 
of 20 other students who thought that “brushing your teeth in the 
morning is definitely optional,” but the morning breath was the 
only thing assaulting his nose today. Was Mr. Rudolph late? Jacob 
shrugged this off too. 

He searched the crowd for a familiar face to sit next to, but was 
surprised to see that he was looking into a sea of strangers. And then 
he saw their outfits. Bellbottom everything, corduroy, denim in every 
shade, even khaki! He tried to turn away, but then his eyes landed on 
a plaid sweater vest! He couldn’t escape the visual terror: bowlcuts, 
high waisted pants, ponchos, paisley button-downs! Jacob struggled to 
keep his breakfast down as he quickly found a seat towards the front.

“What’s going on?!” Jacob thought. What awful new fall fashion 
spread had brought bellbottom jeans to the online shopping carts of 
the students of LGHS? Jacob’s day couldn’t get any weirder.

Determined not to let his first day of junior year take an official 
turn for the worse, Jacob let go of everything strange that had hap-

pened this morning. He tossed his backpack onto the floor and turned 
to his new neighbor.

“Hey, can I borrow a pencil?” Jacob asked.
“What? Did someone say something?” the new neighbor said.
“Me,” Jacob waved his hand, “I asked if you had a pencil I  

could borrow.”
“Of course,” he dug around in his bag for another pencil while 

Jacob took in his new neighbor’s button-down short sleeved shirt, 
khaki cargo shorts, white socks, and sneakers.

“Here you go! What’s your name again?” neighbor asked.
“Jacob. What’s yours? And have you seen Mr. Rudolph?”  

Jacob asked.
“Allen, Allen Rudolph. Are you sure you aren’t in 

the wrong class? This is Mr. Smith’s United States his-
tory class. I don’t even think we have a Mr. Rudolph, 
unless you meant me!!” Allen started to giggle at his 
own joke.

“Wait, this isn’t APUSH?” Jacob asked.
“What’s APUSH?” Allen asked.
Jacob got a sick feeling in his stomach. Either this 

was one of those “first day of school goes horribly 
wrong” nightmares or… he grabbed Allen’s paper off 
of his desk and read the date.

“No,” Jacob thought, “No no no no!” In the top 
left hand corner, under Allen Rudolph was the date: 
August 17, 1971.

“It all makes sense now,” Jacob thought. The cars, 
the clothing, the strange faces, and even Allen. Allen 
is Mr. Rudolph thought Jacob as he watched Allen  

Student travels through time and meets LGHS teacher, Mr. Rudolph

O. Hill

shock.  Over summer, she was continually cocooned with four layers 
of blankets and the occasional small dog; her body had a difficult 
time adjusting suddenly to the frosty classrooms. She narrowly 
escaped. Her only battle scar was a case of low-key frostbite on eight  

of her unprotected, Birkenstocked 
toes.

 Marie’s greatest feat, how-
ever, happened during the last 
period of the day, when Señora 
Mazzaferro asked her if she was 
still paying attention. All of 
summer had prepared her for 
this moment. Netflix had repeat-
edly pelted her the question it 
asks all addicts: “Are you still 
watching?” Marie was ready. “Sí, 
Señora. Sí I am.”courtesy wikimedia commons
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