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by Bradley Adams
PR Manager

For Americans, Black Friday is an infamous day where all types of 
people come together to celebrate all the extravagantly 
discounted prices. Some may say it’s a right of pas-
sage, while others simply dismiss it as a way 
for companies to sell even more during the 
holidays. As expected, with crazy prices 
come crazy people. Every year, people 
post videos and stories about their own 
personal experiences shopping or what 
they witnessed. Similar to many prob-
lems in calculus, the limit people will 
go to get the best price does not exist. 
In this special of Black Friday stories, 
Lululemon is in the spotlight.

To start off the company’s Black 
Friday event, their website crashed leav-
ing thousands of customers in a fiery rage. 
As a result, Twitter exploded with rants from 
triggered customers. I mean, imagine strategically 
planning to avoid driving to the store and waiting in 
line for the clothes you want, only for the website to crash. 
How could they?! Even though those shopping online may not be as 

physically violent as the die-hards waiting in line at the store, they 
are still a whole other breed of vicious. Lululemon reportedly had 
several customer service representatives quit immediately after Black 

Friday due to customers belittling them with comments. 
One reported that a woman named Bethany screamed 

at her on the phone, “are you always this stupid or 
are you making a special effort today?” Apple 

also reported that they had a surplus of new 
computer sales due to the fact that many 
women came in with smashed laptops 
screaming about how “Lululemon broke 
their computer.”

This year, consumers of Lululemon’s 
overpriced and incredibly comfortable 
clothing waited in a line totaling around 
200 people until the long-awaited opening 
of the store at midnight. What better way 

to spend the fleeting hours of your Thanks-
giving than camping outside Gilroy Outlets to 

purchase the top tier exercise clothes that you 
will most likely not even work out in? Since the full 

moon illuminated many of the shoppers faces, you could 
easily tell who your competition was. Throughout the night, there 

were murmurs of a real-life Regina George named Sharon who was 

Lulu Black Friday sale provokes fights over clothing

by Tatum Jenkins and Eden Gibson
Editors-in-Chief

Dear Santa,
I’ve been especially good this 

year. I have only commit-
ted a few transgressions: 
wearing socks with san-
dals that one time in April, 
failing to replace the toilet 
paper roll when I used the 
last piece, and pushing my 
brother down the stairs. 
Hopefully you can forgive 
me, because I’ve just finished 
compiling my Christmas wish list. I 
hope to find all of these items under my tree! 
1. Nicholas Cage sequin pillow

This cannot just be your average sequin pillow. I 
want Nicholas Cage’s mesmerizing eyes and chiseled 
facial features to be the first things I see in 
the morning. If Cage isn’t on it, don’t 
even bother coming down my chimney.  
2. Donald Trump chia pet

I’m finally ready to pursue 
my New Year’s resolution from 
2013 and start my very own 
garden. What better way 
to achieve my goal than 
with a patriotic yet 
highly unsettling chia 
pet? It’s organic, por-
table, and it doesn’t spew 
blatant lies via Twitter!  
3. Large bag of bird seed

I don’t own any birds. Don’t ask 
questions – just bring me the bird seed.  
4. Custom face socks

My therapist recently told me that 
I need to bolster my self-confidence, 
which has sunk pretty low since 
my boyfriend cheated on me 
with his personal trainer. 
And the server at Chipotle. 
And my cousin. It’s fine. 
Anyways, I’ve decided that 
the best way to follow those 

instructions is by wear-
ing socks with my face 
on them. I’ve attached 

a selfie to this letter for you, so 
don’t worry about having to find a picture.  
5. Original copy of the Bible

Sorry, Santa, but the jig is up. Both of us 
know what Christmas is really all about. A 

copy signed by Jesus would be preferable.  
6. Hammer, drill, and nails

My brother accidentally broke 
the stairs when I pushed him, so 

I’ll need some tools to fix that. 
7. Nickelback Greatest Hits 

Vol. 1
Anyone with a brain 

knows that Nickelback is the 
greatest band of our era. The raspy 

voices, pseudo-grunge, and authentic lyrics combine 
to form an unforgettable musical experi-

ence. I’ll be listening to this album on 
repeat until next Christmas – hope-

fully Vol. 4 will be out by then.  
8. Obama-scented candle

I would ask for Obama him-
self, but I know he’s pretty 

busy these days. Besides, 
there isn’t a more respect-
ful, honoring way to 
remember Obama’s presi-
dency than by inhaling the 
scent of his cologne 24/7.  

9. Wearable sleeping bag
I get pretty cold during the 

winter, so I’ll need something to 
keep me warm around the house. 

Hoodies are too mainstream, robes 
are too pretentious, and 
my Minnie Mouse pajama 
pants from 3rd grade are 

out of the question. But an 
article of clothing that I can rock 

with confidence and take a nap in? 
Sign me up. 

Sincerely, 
   Your biggest fans 

Tinsley reveals the true story of the Elf on the Shelf

Finish the Vine crosswordQuirky Christmas wishlist

by Morgan Tinsley
Sports Editor

Many people would agree that living in permanent purgatory 
would be the worst form of existence. I disagree. I believe 
that my existence, my own personal purgatory, is worse than 
any layer in the depths of Hell. 

I am the Elf on the Shelf, and this is my story.
When I was adopted by the Smith family, I assumed 

my life would be full of fun. After all, I was the famous, 
magical Elf on the Shelf. People loved me. They paid 
for my company. I thought that nothing could top 
this. I was wrong. 

First, I realized that I was not the only Elf on the 
Shelf. My brand was famous, not me. Next, I found 
out that Christmas is not about magic. There is no 
Rudolph, no Santa, and the elf I saw at the mall where 
I was born was just a little person with fake ears. Then, 
I discovered what my job actually was. I was not 
the magical elf who brings Christmas joy to young 
children. I was merely a raggedy puppet whose sole 
purpose in life was to sit still for hours, smile at 

snot-nosed children, and get man-handled by their grubby parents. 
After the Smith children grew up, I was sold to the Filmers. And 

after the youngest Filmer caught his parents doing Santa’s job on 
Christmas, I was given to the Porters. Baby Porter screamed bloody 
murder whenever he saw me, so within a year I was handed down 
to the Greens. It was a vicious cycle and has continued for years. 
Currently, I’m on my third year with a new family, the Bakers, and 
they have been the worst family yet. 

It wasn’t bad enough that the Bakers have 
five obnoxious kids. It wasn’t bad enough 
that Mr. Baker’s hands were always sweaty 
while he moved me to a new location. It 
wasn’t bad enough that the Bakers’ dog, who 
had absolutely foul breath, viewed me as a chew 
toy. No, it wasn’t bad enough. The Bakers just had 

to be that family who thought it was funny to put me 
in compromising situations and then post it online. Mr. 

Baker, or Mark, couldn’t just put me on the fireplace mantel 
and go about his day. He had to shove me in a hot dog bun, 
completely disregarding my gluten allergy, and post my 
suffering online. He made me do “yoga,” which was really 

just Mark maneuvering me into humiliating positions and sharing 
it with his 47 sadistic Facebook friends. I had been scraped, tied 
up, and accidentally waterboarded at the hands of the oafish Mark 
Baker, but nobody helped me. The children all laughed at me, and 
of all the times Mrs. Baker called Mark a pathetic slob, it was never 
because of the way he treated me. Nobody cared.

It wasn’t until the Bakers were my caretakers 
that I began to understand the infamous murderer 

Chucky. If I had legs that weren’t made out 
of cotton, I too would hack up the people 
who brought me into their home. Sadly, 

dreams usually don’t come true. I cannot 
even open my mouth to bite Mark’s sweaty 

thumb or tell his children that Santa’s not 
real. I just have to stay here and suffer with 

the Bakers until his children stop caring about 
scrawny elves. Hopefully they will forget about me and 

leave me to rot in an old decoration box.
Suddenly, I feel a lump in my throat as I watch Mark 

walk towards me, a grin on his face and a toilet paper roll in his 
hand. Here we go again.

about to take out Karen because she said to her “you’re a homeschooled 
freak who’s a less hot version of me.”

While freezing and eager customers waited, Lululemon employees 
emerged from the depths of the store to distribute hand warmers to 
comfort them. Then, about 30 minutes later, they came around with a 
bag full of candy to provide that sugar boost you need to plow down 
the competition for your favorite hot pink “free to be zen bra.” To help 
aid the masses, employees only permitted 50 people in the store at a 
time to prevent any of the Bay Area trophy wives from ending up in 
the emergency room.

While many Lululemon fanatics were satisfied with the discounted 
prices, to the masses, the clothing was still overpriced. The store prided 
themselves on their incredibly cheap, inexpensive, and low costing 
sweatpants and leggings with a price of only 69 dollars. Thank God 
people were able to spend so little, allowing them to use the money 
they saved to fuel their daily Starbucks fix, feed a starving kid in Africa 
for a year, buy their children Teslas, and pay for their twice-removed 
third cousin’s tuition for Harvard Law School.

In the end, customers triumphed as they were finally able to order 
their discounted clothes online and many left the thunderdome-like 
store feeling accomplished. Whether you purchased a pair of their “ABC 
Pant Classic” or “Reveal Tight Lattice Paisley” pants, you not only get 
to feel great, but you’ll look great. On top of that, everyone will think 
you actually workout!

Just like your chance of getting 

anything other than coal for  

Christmas, nothing on this page is real.
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