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by Jordan Evans
Editor-in-Chief

Now that the weather’s getting too cold for you to wait in your car 
in the morning, head to the library before class… it’s getting steamy in 
there with the abundance of painful teenage romance. 
Coro – or homecoming, as you are inevitably going to 
call it when you’re talking about it to your confused 
relatives – proposal season is upon us, and you know 
that everybody’s gossiping about who is going to show 
up with whom. Your ask is going to be posted every-
where and analyzed by everyone, so make sure you’re 
sending the right message to her and all her friends.

You asked her two weeks before tickets went 
on sale: You duck under doorways even though you’re 
*just* over five feet and you’re way too eager to go to 
your first high school dance. Well, technically you went 
to Kickoff, but that doesn’t really count because your 
older cousin says it doesn’t. Your date was too confused 
to say no, and her friends took pictures, so she can’t back 
out now. Prepare some talking points right before your 
mom drops you off at her house for your extremely tense 
group dinner because you definitely haven’t spoken since 
the ask and know nothing about each other.

Your sign literally only said “Coro?”: You photo-
copied the yearbook, clipped out the pictures of, like, 
twelve mediocre-looking girls from your grade, glued them 
to a dartboard, and picked “the one” through the power of 
your righteous aim. You also threw two additional darts for 

your backup girls, whom you plan on asking with the same poster 
once the first girl rejects you. Ambiguity means you can reuse it!

You let her best friend draw the poster for “obvious reasons”: 
Ever since your friend made fun of you while copying your algebra 

Coro proposals give insight into askers’ personalities

by Eden Gibson
World Editor

Did your daughter recently join a new soccer 
team? Are you looking to fit in with the other 
parents on the sidelines? Are you not even 
sure what soccer is? Worry no more! Make an 
outstanding first impression by emulating one 
of the three basic types of soccer moms sure to 
be found at any match. You’ll blend in perfectly 
among the crowd. 

The Overprotective Mom: No soccer game 
is complete without the addition of the heli-
copter mother. If overly cautious and obsessive 
is the impression you’re going for, 
this is definitely the way 
to go. Make sure your 
daughter has applied 
sunscreen before the 
game, and don’t 
forget to embar-
rass her in front 
of her entire 
team by slath-
ering it onto her 
face at halftime. 
Better safe than 
sorry! The other 
mothers  w i l l 
definitely view it 
as an endearing and 
noble act rooted in 
respect for your child’s 
health. If your daughter 
falls over during the game, 
make an enormous spectacle. Maybe 
even rush onto the field with a first aid kit. The 
details are up to you. And by no means should 
you forget to bring the cooler full of orange 
slices for halftime, or the granola bars for the 
post-game snack. Remember, nutrition is vital 
to success!

The Spirited Mom: If anyone has ever told 
you that “less is more,” they were horribly mis-
informed. Show your daughter that you are truly 
invested in her passions by going the extra mile! 
Be sure to arrive at the field fully decked in her 

by Andy Braham
World Editor

Like many at LGHS, I like to travel on expensive 
trips to European countries on weekends, missing 
an occasional Monday or Friday. Upon learning of 
this past four-day weekend, I immediately bought 
a first class ticket to Paris, France. But unlike my 
mischievous peers, I did not intend to take advantage 
of Europe’s low drinking age; rather, I traveled as a 
food tourist. Millions have traveled to France for its 
fine food, but I was different. I intended to procure 
something I have always wanted to try.

Fast forward two days, I was now deep 
under Paris, on a tour of the one of 
Europe’s oldest catacombs. The tour 
guide was enthusiastic and had a 
funny accent which reminded me 
of my first au pair, but I did not 
pay much attention to him as I was 
loading the bones into my two thousand 
dollar leather suitcase. The bones were 
heavier than I expected. “Good,” I thought to myself, 
“they are still full of lots of tasty marrow.”  
         As I was taking my share of humanity’s remains, 
a guard found me and said “stop, stop.” Fortunately, 
I did not understand his French, so he did not inter-
rupt my important work. When I got to my hotel, I 
was almost entirely covered in bone dust from the 
catacombs which I licked off of myself like an old 

cat craving calcium. 
Under international law, smuggling burial 

remains is a criminal offense, but that did not stop 
me. As soon as I got home, I got to work making a 
delish bone broth from a recipe I read on Gwyneth 
Paltrow’s website, Goop.  The recipe for vegan-bone 
broth was written as follows:

“As I have mentioned, bone broth is an essential 
to a holistic and holier than thou attitude, but it’s 
not vegan. As a vegan super-goddess, I needed to 
find a vegan alternative to this cure all. That’s why 
I decided to try human bone broth because as PETA 

said, “if it’s human, it’s vegan.” Now 
many may have an issue with taking 
bones from living people, so I encour-

age you to find non-living sources. 
Once you acquire remains, you 

can put them in your pressure 
cooker and boil them for a few 
hours, the resulting gelatinous 
mix can be drank plain or mixed 

into muffins.”
I followed the recipe exactly and drank the 

remains of many hundreds of ancient Parisians. I 
felt better, knowing that I wouldn’t need to get 
bones from the graveyard, something I previously 
thought to do. As you can tell, I will go to any 
length to maintain my vegan lifestyle while still 
adhering to the latest food trends.

Mendoza discusses the ugly truth behind all babies

Soccer moms go bananas
team’s apparel, and cheer wildly from the sidelines 
at every opportunity. Maybe even toss in a couple 
of moves from your days on the cheer squad back 
in high school. If you’re feeling extra spirited, 
you can create matching hair scrunchies for your 
daughter’s team. Pinterest is your new best friend! 
The other mothers will undoubtedly hail you for 
your creativity and dedication. 

The Mom Who Seriously Needs to Chill: 
If the other types of moms don’t play to your 
strengths, don’t worry! Even if you don’t have the 
artistic ability to create adorable hair ties for your 

daughter and her teammates, any mom 
can channel her inner Gordon 

Ramsay. Simply scream 
at the referee after he 

makes a question-
able call, throw 
your hands in 
the air dra-
matically, and 
furiously pace 
up and down 
the sidelines 
while swear-
ing under your 
breath. Does 
it matter that 
your daughter 
is eight years 

old and that this 
game is a friendly 

recreational scrimmage 
between the Fairies and the 

Unicorns? Absolutely not! Any 
informed mom will tell you that success at a young 
age builds confidence and pushes your daughter to 
do her best. And if your daughter is in high school, 
casually situate yourself next to the college coaches 
and subtly drop hints of her jersey number. If you 
follow these instructions, the referee won’t eject 
you from the game!

Whatever the stance you take, if you want your 
daughter to commit to soccer, you need to commit 
as well. Put on your war paint, strap on your fanny 
pack, and bring your A-game. 

Bone broth is new diet fad

by Chloe Mendoza
Media Production

They’re the secret predators. First, they establish trust. Next, 
they draw you in with their seemingly vulnerable appearance. 
Then, when it’s too late to back out, when you already know what’s 
happening and there’s nothing that can stop it, they attack. The 
babies must be prevented. 

Recently in my AP Environmental Science class, we learned 
about the different types of relationships species form. One of these 
is parasitism. Now, this knowledge didn’t stop me from failing the 
test, but it perhaps did something far greater. It opened my eyes 
to the true enemy. Parasitism can be defined as one species that 
feeds on a host’s body or energy and spends time on/near a host. 
Sound familiar? 

Straight from conception, babies are insidious. They aren’t 
resting in that womb, they are waiting. Waiting to drain you, to 
victimize you, to take everything that you hold dear. They don’t 
have mercy, they don’t have emotion. All that babies have is an 

echo in their mind, their primal instinct that propels them 
to drain your mortal soul. 

Okay, I get it, babies are God’s gifts, our future 
generation, the apples of our eyes, the fruit of our looms, 
whatever. These little monsters aren’t people, they’re 
parasites! They don’t speak, they barely have teeth, 
and they all look exactly the same. All they do is spit 
up food, cry, and occasionally poop on you. They 
constantly need to be with their parents, who claim 
they are exceedingly knock-your-socks-off happy 
to take care of their offspring, but we all know that 
joy is just an effect of the babies’ trickery. 

Babies, henceforth referred to as spawn, want to 
empty your soul. Haven’t you noticed that the more 
tired you get, the more energy they steal from you, and 
the more their beady little eyes light up? They benefit 
from your harm! All those late nights spent listening 
to their incessant crying, the days they got applesauce 

stuck in your cornea and you had to go the hospital, 
that’s exactly what they wanted. By falling prey to their 
cuteness, all you’re doing is giving the spawn exactly 

what they want. 
Honestly, we’re pretty much screwed. There’s not 

much we can do to escape the spawn’s evil grasp. 
However, while full eradication is impossible, 
preparation is not. I propose some sort of spawn-
proof headgear, something of the goggles and 
ear-blockage variety. The goggles filter through 
the spawn’s sympathy-inspiring appearance that 
turns rational adults into useless mush and 
would show the true darkness that lies inside. 
The ear-blockers’ main function would be to 

translate the adorable gurgles and giggles and 
reveal the true message of the spawn, which is 

to leave no survivors. Take up my battle plan or let 
the babies lay waste to civilization. It’s your choice.

homework three years ago, you’ve been irrationally embarrassed of 
your penmanship. You actually didn’t take the AP Lang test because 
you were so paranoid that the grader was going to make fun of you 
for your chicken scratch. In return for her hard work, you offered the 
friend your APES homework to copy, but she politely declined based 
on the fact she’d spend more time deciphering your work than just 
doing it herself. Don’t forget to smile, buddy, your inferiority complex 
is showing.

You went the gimmick-free route: All her friends told you to 
plow right into the friend group during tutorial and ask her, making 
a it super big spectacle for everyone. You finally opened up to your 
mom and explained that the fear of public rejection is why you 
haven’t been slept in three days. When you did ask your date, there 
wasn’t a poster and it was barely audible, but she was pleasantly 
surprised. She’s lucky to go with someone willing to be casual about 
the whole thing.

You asked her the last day tickets were on sale: You were born 
on a petri dish and subsist on Flamin’ Hot Cheetos and the tears of 
substitute teachers. Only last night did you finally have the epiphany 
that you are not, in fact, too cool for Coro, and yes, you should go. Not 
only do you have to dole out a fat sum of cash for the tickets, but your 
date is going to resent you for making her find a dress in less than 24 
hours. Spend the next day practicing your dance moves in front of the 
mirror in an attempt to salvage your reputation.

Your actions definitely have consequences, so strategize your ask 
wisely. After all, when you see a girl with any combination of a poster, 
flowers, candy, and an unsure smile plastered on her face, the whole 
school chimes in to play whodunnit.
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