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World editor has affair with Trump
by Jack Zukin
World Editor

Who is Donald Trump? Racist? Homophobe? Misogynistic pig? 
Maybe, but love is blinding. Can you blame me for seeing past 
his thick, privileged white shell? Can you blame me for seeing 
Donny as the soft, lovable marshmallow that he is? As an Ameri-
can you have that right, but I do not feel shame. I do not regret 
experiencing the most intense emotion known to humanity for a 
man whom you may or may not hate with some level of passion. 

I still remember the first time I saw him. It was a day just 
like any other. I was watching Fox News and there he was, calling 
Latinos rapists, prostitutes, and drug dealers, but I was already 
somewhere far away. What I recollect most clearly is the way his 
beautiful orange mane caressed his unabashedly masculine fore-
head. It was love at first sight. I can recall his almost permanent 
scowl slowly curling into that smug elfish grin that I have come 
to know and love when the anchor mentioned Donny’s undeserved 
skewering by the liberal media. 

So what if he’s married? No wall, not 
even the one he plans to build to keep the 
Mexicans out, can stop me in my quest for 
his love. Hearing his curiously raspy voice 
exclaim, “You’re fired!” still gives me that 
same warm, comforting feeling now, while 
watching his spinoff series, The Celebrity 

Apprentice, that I felt while watching the first 
episode of his original series, The Apprentice. 

I’m not attracted to the fame. I’m not 
attracted to the power. I’m not even attracted 

to the girth of his wallet. I’m attracted to the 
man behind the brand. The Donald John Trump who 

whispers his deepest, darkest secrets into my ear while 
we illicitly cuddle in the depths of the Trump Towers. The 

Donald John Trump who can stay up all night and chat with 
me about his insecurities. 

Don’t get me wrong, Donny’s sensitive side isn’t his only 
side. He is strong; he is assertive, and he is decisive. That’s the 
kind of man a sweet, docile person, such as myself, needs in 
his life. He isn’t afraid to make anecdotally backed assumptions 
that are most likely untrue. So what if Megyn Kelly’s irritation 
was most likely not due to her menstrual cycles? Just because 
something is false, offensive, and representative of medieval 
views on women doesn’t mean it shouldn’t be said in a nation-
ally televised presidential debate. It’s not about logic, nor is it 
about being polite. It’s about heart. And that’s something that 
Donald J. Trump has a lot of.           

Kate makes poem
     by Kate Hinsche
      People Editor 

Just gettin’ started
be back in 9 weeks
connecting to my roots
ranger Dave is our homie

So proud of ‘murica today
Celebrating those excessive sunburns
A couple of seaside gals
Unreal View

Missing this place already
Don’t know where I’d be without country music
How u gonna be mad on vacation

we out here
Never bored, always hungry
little summer camp tease
Country kind of summer

I go to the beach to help people feel tanner
Missing San Diego adventures
moving to London for the aesthetic
Just being touristy ‘n’ stuff

summer lovin’
Woke up way too early for this
Chasing waterfalls
Having Canada withdrawals

Imma country girl
Flannels and her
Camping with the best
California love

fresher than you
iz i in trouble?!
staying salty, staying happy

fam
it’s been real Tahoe
#takemeback

Hipsters suffer in a natural disaster
by Abbigale Berry
Web Editor

Take a quick look around your classroom. Notice any recurring 
clothing styles popping up? Now I want you to think about all of 
those earthquake drills we practice, the ones where we take cover 
beneath our desks and hope for the best (even if we’re on the 
top floor of the math and lan-
guage building in the class-
room closest to the redwood 
trees). Now let’s imagine the 
worst possible circumstance, 
and the most likely to occur, 
where instead of everyone 
calmly seeking cover beneath 
the desks, there is complete 
chaos- running, screaming, 
books, and papers flying 
everywhere. Now think back 
to those recurring styles. In 
the event of an earthquake, 
will any of these fashion 
faux-pas or hipster habits 
be advantageous to your 
survival? 

Let’s start with the obvi-
ous fatalities. If you’re one 
of those flower children who 
have taken a liking to Birken-
stocks, the probability of books breaking your toes is increased 
one percentage point for every Brandy Melville item in your 
closet. Forget maxi skirts; you’ll trip before you have time to 
remove those braided rainbows and run. I sincerely apologize to 

all of you anti invisalign, brace faces out there, because once the 
tectonic plates start shifting you’ll find your mouth magnetized 
to the biggest Apple monitor in the classroom. Y’all better double 
knot those Chuck Taylor’s before you trip on your laces. And let’s 
be real here, are those hipster glasses really helping your sight?

Next let’s discuss the slightly beneficial trends. Unlike the 
kids who most likely attended 
their last-ever Coachella in the 
Spring, to those who have taken 
to sporting the highly sensible 
slip on Crocs, your toes will be 
completely safe from falling 
books while your feet are able to 
breathe through the high stress 
of surviving a quake. For the kids 
who like to complete their look 
with plastic chokers, you won’t 
have to worry about your spine 
alignment after a good shake. 
Another great piece of emergency 
apparel is super skinny, skinny 
jeans because your knees won’t 
buckle. The last perk of being 
“in style” is the all time favorite 
Free People bralette. We all know 
this “totally functional” lace bra, 
and depending on the rest of 
your ensemble you may make it 

out with no more than a fabric burn around your neck. And no 
mom, it isn’t a hickey. 

And if you are one of the lucky hipsters who make it out, 
don’t forget to check Waze for the fastest route out of the school.

Five party fouls to avoid in order to maintain social status
by Antonia Salisbury
Sports Editor

Before you hit the school year social 
scene, beware of these potential party 
fouls. No one wants to leave a negative 
impression on his or her classmates, so as 
long as you learn the rules and keep them 
in mind, you can avoid being your class’ 
number one party dunce. Here’s looking 
at you, freshmen. 

Flirting with someone on Snapchat 
who you’re not really tryna get with: 
You tease! Why’d you have to treat him/
her like that? Just because Snapchat 
doesn’t publicize who you are leading 
on doesn’t make it okay. Live in the 
moment, drop the phone, and flirt with 
someone uninteresting who makes you feel 
attractive face-to-face instead. The real world is 
full of people to deceive I.R.L. so ditch the digital antics and get back 
to what you do best.

Teaching people poker: If you ever find yourself 
exclaiming, “You don’t know how to play 

poker?” then you probably should’ve 
quit while you were ahead. Let me 
set you straight: no one knows 
how to play poker unless they’ve 
been locked in a closet with a pam-
phlet of poker instructions. If I wanted 
to know how to play, I would’ve asked! 
Nobody can hear you anyways, and anyone 
who can will pretend that they can’t. 

Playing DJ: Oh boy, let me tell you: chang-
ing the music is a major no-no. You might feel 
like getting jiggy with it to some Queen Bey; 
meanwhile, someone else might feel like standing 

in the corner with their arms crossed listening to 
Hotline Bling. It’s not always the right time or 

place to blast the latest, chart-topping banger. 
“Turn Down For What?” Turn down for the neighbors. 

They could file a noise complaint, okay Mr. Wise Guy? You 
are a guest in my home.
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As summer’s end grows more and more realistic, the pain of each test, 
quiz, homework assignment, and minute spent in class is exacerbated by 
the lack of Tahoe, Shoreline, and artsy Santa Cruz pictures on Instagram. 
30 days hath September, yet those days will no longer have confused-
looking boys holding up fish, beach sunsets, families at Hawai’ian vaca-
tion resorts, and girls looking out to the ocean flooding your Instagram 
feed. In memoriam to #summer2k15, a found poem of classic summertime 
Instagram captions:

That Guy: We all know That Guy. That Guy 
really ruins stuff for the rest of us. Don’t 

be him. He really fouls things up. 
If you’re That Guy, I see you in the 
corner wearing swim trunks. There’s 

no pool here. Get your knobby knees 
outta this party!

Adding your cousins into the 
mix: Do not, under any circumstances, 
bring your cousins to a party. No cousins 

allowed. Leave rando cousins at home! 
Nobody here knows your cousins. You 

don’t even know your cousins. That’s why 
your parents forced you to bring them out 

with you for the night. They live in Boston!!! 
They’re homeschooled! What were you thinking?
Lastly, don’t call people out. There’s no need 

to be the mean police. Let people be who they are. 
As I always say, be yourself because everyone else is 

already taken and has fouled up just as many parties as 
you have, if not more.


