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HumorPage 14
• People almost
  find success
• El Gato debuts
  hot new game

by Hyuntae Byun
Editor-in-Chief

People can’t get enough of success these days. In 
our accomplishment-driven society, it can be easy to 
overlook those who have come painfully close to suc-
cess and failed dramatically. Well-known lists ranging 
from the Time 100 to the Forbes 400 portray those who 
have succeeded politically, financially, scientifically, or 
otherwise. While researching for this article, I found 
that most lists of failures typically contained a rebuttal, 
usually something along the lines of “famous people 
who spectacularly failed before succeeding.” The best 
I could find was a Buzzfeed list of gifs.

This is unrealistic, of course. The reality is that the 
vast majority of us are going to 
fail spectacularly. At best, we 
will succeed in binge-watching 
other famous people in the form 
of Netflix marathons to try (and 
probably not succeed in) coping 
with our insecurities. There won’t 
even be any gifs. In the meantime, 
here’s a fun list of people who almost 
made the success list but ultimately failed.

Samuel Pierpont Langley: They say that 
money can’t buy you happiness. Evidently, the 
combination of money, education, intelligence, 
and extensive government resources also can’t 
buy you success. Samuel Pierpont Langley was the 
director of the Allegheny Observatory, a professor 
of astronomy at the University of Pittsburgh, and 
supposedly also a really great guy.

It may seem like Langley was successful, but 
you’ve probably never heard about him until now; 
that’s because his most notable accomplishment is 
his failure to produce a functioning aircraft. Despite 
tens of thousands of dollars of funding from both 
the War Department and the Smithsonian Institute, 
Langley was beaten by two high school dropouts: the  
Wright Brothers.

by Lark Breen
Culture Editor

I wake with my head throbbing and pinching and 
piercing, aware only of the pain and the soft pillow 
supporting my neck. I must have tripped over the 
edge of my ridiculously low bed and hit my head 
on the headboard before falling into my current 
position. I don’t remember that happening. For that 
matter, I don’t remember much of anything. I feel 
as though I have someone I was supposed to call or 
maybe something I was supposed to get, but I can’t 
remember who or what. It feels urgent. It’s probably 
just a physics WebAssign I have to do.

As I struggle to remember, my stomach moans, 
and I decide to grab a snack. My clumsy feet slip as I 
pass into the kitchen, and I grab the wall, knocking 
a large black and white print of New York City in 
the process. I open the pantry where I see all of the 
shelves are labeled with tags in incomprehensible 
arrangements of letters. Did I forget how to read 
English? Do I speak another language?

The point is that there is no food. None. Yet I 

smell hamburgers, or maybe meatballs. My sense of 
urgency must be that I had been meaning to go to 
the grocery before the accident. 

I go back to the bed and plop down. On my left 
stands a simple, narrow, dark colored bookshelf 
stacked with books from floor to ceiling. I remember 
I like books, and this memory reas-
sures me of the existence of my brain. 
Yet, on closer inspection, I find the 
books are all printed in some language 
I simply cannot understand.

I spend far too long staring at the 
books. I probably have a concussion. 
Do you have to take urine tests when 
you get concussions? You definitely 
have to take a test on a computer. The 
laptop on the desk won’t turn on, and 
the buttons barely move. It’s so flimsy! 
I sigh and give up. I still have to pee 
though, so I head to the bathroom.

My space is tiny. I trip on the corner of the bed 
another time, despite the bright, patterned sheets 

which serve as a brilliant warning sign. I open the 
toilet and I’m about to relieve myself when I notice 
the strangest thing yet: there is a thick sheet of 
plastic over the toilet. WHAT WAS I THINKING? I 
have to pee like crazy now, but I can’t figure out 
how to remove the cover. I’m kneeling down, des-

perately trying to find screws or tape 
or anything to take off the cover, but 
there’s nothing. I feel tears sting the 
corners of my eyes. I’m starting to 
feel like I’m in an alternate Hangover 
situation, or maybe even a Matrix 
glitch. I need to splash my face, but 
the faucet won’t work. They turned 
off my water!

I step into another room, but I 
realize it’s not a room in my house, 
but a bright, spacious hallway-type 
space. I figure it’s the main hall of the 
apartment complex, yet there was no 

door. I have a fixed cover on my toilet, but no cover 
whatsoever on the entrance to my home? Suddenly, 

Confused woman becomes conscious in unfamiliar room

Losers almost became winners
by Shreya Koushik
Sports Editor

Day 1, Wednesday: I was just admitted into the college of my dreams. The 
Facebook page is buzzing with potential roommates just waiting to be chosen. 
I scroll through hundreds of girls who love to watch Netflix and binge eat, 
but then I stumble upon Rebecca Evans. She is old money from Fargo, North 
Dakota. It is pretty cool that her name just happens to be the same as the 
main character from the movie The Roommate. She is eloquent, yet casual; 
in theory, she’s the perfect match. I am too shy to post an ad just yet. I gaze 
longingly at Rebecca’s post.

Day 2, Thursday: I smell like desperation and cheese puffs. I have just 
commented on Rebecca’s status after staring at the computer screen for four 
hours. I hope my “I love Netflix too!!” comment was not too forward; I should 
have just used one exclamation point. Now Rebecca will never like me. My 
diary is stained with tears and artificial cheese residue. 

Day 3, Friday: I see a Facebook friend request: Rebecca Evans would like 
to be friends on Facebook. Her profile picture is of a cartoon character – so 
cultured. I jump for joy, and tears of victory stream down my face. Rebecca 
messages me, and things go swimmingly. We both enjoy breathing, going out 
and staying in sometimes, eating, exercising, and drinking water. She is the 
epitome of perfection, and she even looks kind of like Leighton Meester. We 
set up a FaceTime for the following day. 

Day 4, Saturday, 9:00 am: Things might be moving too fast, and I don’t 
know if I am ready for this commitment yet. I go to the hairdresser to get a 
new ‘do to boost my confidence. I don’t know why frosted tips ever went out of 
style; they are rad. I put on my best outfit and check my Facebook messages. 
Rebecca exclaims that she’s tied up in business right now but is free at twelve 
o’clock. I write back with a smiley face.

12:01 pm: I pace back and forth in my Juicy Couture sweatsuit. Is my hair 
not good enough? Was my smiley face too suggestive? She hates me for sure. I 
feel like crying but don’t want to mess up my phenomenal makeup. Just then, 
my phone rings. Rebecca and I chat for hours about our similar interests. For 
some reason her camera wasn’t working, so I couldn’t see her. She confides in 
me that her guilty pleasure is listening to country music and gulping down 
a pint of Ben and Jerry’s Phish Food. I can be my true self when I am with 
Rebecca Evans. We talk about the normal things like our mother’s maiden name, 
the name of our first pets, the year our parents got married, and the names of 
our lower schools. I found it a little odd that Rebecca did not have any pets, 
a mother, or a lower school, but I did not want to be judgemental. We hung 
up, and I lay on my bed, starstruck.

Day 5, Sunday: I checked Facebook this morning, and an eerie feeling came 
over when me when Rebecca Evan’s profile no longer existed. Maybe Rebecca 
wanted a social media detox that all those celebrities are doing. I get that. 
I reach for my phone to text her, but I only see an email from Chase Bank. 
“Unusual activity on your account traced to Fargo, North Dakota. Balance 
Total: $0.53.” I’ve made a huge mistake. I guess I will just get a single dorm.

by Jack Zukin
World Editor

Christianity: an organization that promotes the message of 
love all over the world. Jesus’ legacy created a precedence of 
acceptance and devotion for the life that inhabits this earth. 

But Jesus has been dead for 2,000 years, and gradually, 
over time, his message of love has given way 
to the hedonistic inclinations of modern 
society: a society dominated by legalized 
drugs, abortions, and oversexed music, 
including titles such as Sexy Back and 
Wet Dreamz. Are we all doomed to 
burn in hell for our crimes against 
humanity? Is there ever going to be 
order in the universe again? It didn’t seem like 
it, to be completely honest. We were at the Point 
of No Return. 

But then... Yeezus (play on words with the name Jesus) 
broke onto the scene in 2004 with his album, High School 
Dropout. Crunchy beat after crunchy beat, Kanye shed some 
light unto the world until it looked like there might be some 
kind of hope for this godforsaken place. Then we all realized...

Kanye requests financial backing
Kanye Omari West is the second coming. It’s impossible to 
ignore the comparisons: The two have a humility surpassed 
by no one; Jesus saved Lazarus from death and Kanye saved 
Taylor Swift’s career from death, Kanye has the letter “e” in 
his name and, surprise surprise, so does my man JC. I mean, 
I could go on and on.

But here’s the problem. For Kanye to give 
to humanity what Jesus gave to us by dying 

at the cross for all of our sins, Yeezy needs 
one billion dollars. Kanye’s idea board 
includes avenues for salvation such as 

holograms, hoverboards, and “seven 
screen movie experiences.” Trust me, 
these are only a few of his ideas. Sure 

Jesus gave the world love, compassion, and joy, but 
is that what we need right now? Do we need an end 

to war and child hunger? No, we need a seven screen 
movie experience so that I can immerse myself in some total 
dino carnage while watching Jurassic World, which I arrived 
to on my sick hover board. That’s what the world needs. So 
please Mark Zuckerberg, Bill Gates, Larry Page, give Kanye 
what he wants. Give the world what it wants.

Grad seeks roomie
Erich Schumann: From his birth, Erich lived in 

the shadow of his grandfather, the prodigious Roman-
tic composer Robert Schumann. While growing up, 
Erich studied music and originally aspired to become 
a musician; unfortunately, he ultimately failed to do 
so. What a loser. Erich moved on to study a subject 
that he thought would be easier and more attainable: 
theoretical physics. He was one of the directors of 
Germany’s fledgling nuclear program during World War 
II. Unfortunately, Erich’s projects never quite got off 
the ground (literally).

As a result, following the conclusion of WWII, Ger-
many’s scientific community attempted to defend its 
conduct during the war by minimizing, ridiculing, and 
rejecting him; in particular, the scientific community 
expended substantial resources to a public humiliation 
program of Erich’s contributions to the nuclear program. 
Erich was even called a Nichtskönner, which in German 
translates to “incompetent scientist.”

As if this weren’t enough to justify Erich’s place-
ment on this list, Erich even failed at clarifying his 

failures. When he attempted to publish a book to 
redeem himself, it was rejected by 

publishing houses and by British 
occupation authorities. The next 

time you do badly on a physics 
test, just be glad that at 

least nobody is calling 
you a Nichtskönner.

Hyuntae Byun: 
Last but not least on 

this list of almost-accom-
plished individuals is myself. 

Unlike others on this list, how-
ever, I haven’t actually succeeded enough to fail 

on a large scale, which reflects a larger failure. Even 
my failure fails to be a spectacular failure. You see, I 
originally proposed this idea for the center section. 
If you direct your eyes to the top of this page, you’ll 
notice that it actually got printed in the humor section.

?

I see someone pass by.
“Excuse me!” I shout to the man in the  

blue shirt.
“Yes Ma’am,” he responds. I stand, staring 

dumbly for a while. Ma’am? Did I time travel, too?
“Are you looking for the dining area?” he probes.
“Food! Yes. But first I’d like to take a breather. 

Sorry to ask such a dumb question, but where’s the 
door? I think I’m new here.”

“Normally, you’d go that way,” he gestures down 
the wide room/hall, where I notice yellow arrows 
on the floor pointing away from us, “but I’ll take 
you in the elevator.” He is giving me a strange look. 
I concentrate on my feet to avoid embarrassment. 
Finally, I feel a cool breeze on my face and I know 
we are outside.

The parking lot is huge, and there a few people 
milling about with funny carts. Blue carts with 
yellow logos. I look up. The apartment building 
above me is also blue with a yellow logo. I read 
slowly, the letters barely familiar. I-K-E-A. What a 
strange place I picked to live.
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