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How satire shaped history by 

pointing and laughing at it
Anna Bradshaw

Editor-in-chief

As April Fools day 
comes and passes, so does 
the exorbitant use of jokes 
and pranks. Th is is a form 
of satire. In the modern 
day, satire is oft en forgot-
ten. We replace this word 
instead with “joke” or 
“irony.” But what is satire 
really?

Satire, in a literal sense, 
is the use of humor, irony, 
exaggeration, or ridicule 
to expose and criticize 
people’s stupidity or vices, 
particularly in the context 
of contemporary politics 
and other topical issues. 
However, in a historical 
sense, it is much more 
than that.

Th e website Britannica 
says, “Satire originated 
primarily in the ancient 
Mediterranean world, 
with its formal roots in 

Roman literature and its 
thematic roots in Greek 
drama, dating back as far 
as the 7th century B.C.E. 
While the word itself 
comes from Latin, the im-
pulse to mock power and 
social folly is ancient and 
widespread.”

“Th e word ‘satire’ is 
derived from the Latin ‘sa-
tura,’ meaning a ‘medley’ 
or ‘mixture’ (specifi cally, 
lanx satura, a ‘full dish 
of mixed fruits’). Roman 
poet Gaius Lucilius fi rst 
developed this, and it was 
later perfected by Horace 
and Juvenal.”

Aft er Rome fell, satire 
returned to Western lit-
erature, this time target-
ing the Church and class 
structure. Th e genre ex-
ploded in Britain not long 
aft er, with Jonathan Swift  
and Alexander Pope using 
satire as a potent political 
tool.

“Satire became a dom-

inant force in 17th and 
18th-century Britain 
through a combination of 
intense political instabili-
ty, the rise of a commercial 
print culture, and a delib-
erate revival of classical 
Roman literature. Oft en 
called the “Age of Satire,” 
this period uti-
lized humor, iro-
ny, and sharp wit 
to expose hypoc-
risy and critique 
society,” explains 
the Medium.

So now you 
can see, satire has 
evolved from an-
cient ritualistic 
curses and agri-
cultural “medleys” 
into a sophisti-
cated tool for so-
cial and political 
c o m m e n t a r y . 
It has adapted 
through various 
mediums, from 
ancient Rome to 

18th-century Britain to 
now in the modern day on 
the internet everywhere 
you look. 

Everything in the fol-
lowing issue falls under 
this category of “satire” 
and is meant to be taken 
as such. All those includ-

ed have given their per-
mission to appear in their 
satirical forms for come-
dic purposes, and none of 
what you are about to read 
is real. Enjoy! 

Happy April Fools!
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Mrs. Mook Becomes the Prime Minister of Japan

Aurora Petrie

Managing Editor

Th e other week, our beloved 
English teacher Mrs. Mook 
went on a trip to Japan, where 
a lot more happened than she 
had expected. On her fi rst day 
there, it was reported that she 
encountered a really nice group 
of people who called themselves 
the Yakuza, where they had 
promised to give her free shelter 
for her entire stay. She agreed re-
luctantly, and for the fi rst night 
staying there she felt safe—but 
when she had woken up, all of 
her belongings were taken, and 
she was last seen fl oating down 
the middle of the Shinano Riv-
er on an infl atable raft  that was 
about to give up—until! She was 
thankfully saved by some patrol 
offi  cers that were circling the riv-

er and got her out before she was 
in worse circumstances. 

Once she was saved, she 
made an oath to put an end to 
that malicious gang and protect 
the people of Japan from them 
once and for all. Also, she did 
this mission on her own because 
she’s like an independent person 
and what not. She spent days 
on days on days tracking these 
people, learning their everyday 
routes and routines, waiting for 
the right moment to play her 
attack, allegedly. When the time 
fi nally came to make her attack 
and claim what was hers, it was 
around 12 AM, streets were quiet 
at this time—but that was about 
to change real soon. Mrs. Mook 
whipped out the two samurai 
swords she had equipped from 
a really wise guy she met on the 
streets earlier back, but I forgot 
to mention that part, and started 

absolutely shredding everything 
around her until there was no 
trace of the Yakuza.

In a time frame of about 20 
minutes, Mrs. Mook had cleared 
the area of any sign of gang ac-
tivity. Th e next morning the 
news about what had happened 
had gotten around the entire 
country. Government offi  cials, 
such as the Minister of Defense, 
Shinjiro Koizumi, had appointed 
her to be the new Prime Minister 
of Japan. Th e old Prime Minister, 
Sanae Takaichi, was pardoned of 
her duties and was demoted to 
something else that’s unimport-
ant. 

Since Prime Minister Mook 
reign in Japan, she has invented 
electricity that can be generated 
by footsteps and is encourag-
ing hydrogen energy to boost 
climate targets. She also rebuilt 
Nagasaki in like a week.

Mr. Gjovik’s bad day:

Gjovik becomes homeless after a series of unfortunate events.
Vladimir Petrie

Website Editor

It was a nasty, stormy day at 
Saegertown High School, where 
a man named David Gjovik was 
temporarily residing. On this 
particularly stormy day, David 
decides he is fed up with AP 
Psychology students Dominic 
Dilly, Rorie Howles McBeth, 
Aurora Petrie, Mason Allio, and 
Jaiden Ludwick, too, I guess; 
he then does the cruelest, most 
unspeakable act known to all of 
humankind throughout all of 
history, which is giving them all 
two noogies (one is acceptable, 

but two, on the other hand, is a 
big no-no). 

Th e three of them then 
snitched on him to big brother 
Hayes, which then ultimately 
led to the downfall of Mr. Gjo-
vik’s career. Mr. Hayes and Dr. 
Howick pulled him out into the 
hallway later that same day to 
give him the news: the news that 
he had been absolutely FIRED! 
And that he should pack his 
things and get out within the 
next twenty minutes before they 
get the resource offi  cer on him.

Whilst David (no longer Mr. 
Gjovik because he was fi red) 
was about to open his car to set 
his things down, he had just 

happened to notice that he had 
locked his keys inside his car. 
Oops. And for a cherry on top 
for this horrifi c moment, it was a 
nasty, stormy day at Saegertown 
High School, so David pulled up 
his bootstraps and walked all the 
way home with his packed items 
in hand, and with the rain blast-
ing down onto him like bullets 
from the sky.

But WAIT! Th ere’s more! Af-
ter David fi nally returned home 
from the miserable walk of doom 
and despair, he just so happened 
to realize that his entire house 
had been taken in to be used as 
evidence because El Chapo and 
the Mexican cartel had been us-

ing his place as a safehouse for 
their illicit substances. Uh Oh, 
Spaghettios! 

So now poor David Gjovik 
has no job, which means no in-
come, no house, which means no 
shelter, and many other things, 
and on top of that, he lost his 
pride because he just became a 
homeless AND jobless bum.

But DO NOT worry for Da-
vid here, as things go pretty well 
for him in the end. He recently 
bought a scratch-off  lottery tick-
et as a last-ditch attempt at life, 
and he actually WON! Hooray! 
David isn’t homeless anymore 
and doesn’t even need a job be-
cause he won the lottery.

Aliens visitor comes to Saegertown 
Claire Harrison

Broadcast Director

 It was 7:15pm on a beautiful 
summer evening, and the sun 
was setting into a mix of pink 
and orange. Suddenly, Sadie 
Sature, a sophomore student at 
Saegertown High School, saw 
multiple ships falling out of the 
sky, crashing onto the Earth’s 
surface. One crashed right into 
Washington street and then one 
into her fi eld. She looked at it 
for a moment. It looked to be 
not from Earth; it was almost 
alien-looking. 

Sadie decided to make her 
way through the tall wet grass 
and head toward the crash site, 
and it was nothing like she had 
ever seen. It was sleek black; the 
hatch was open, and there was 
a path leading into the grass. 
Sadie looked around for any 
other clues, but she couldn’t re-
ally see anything. She decided to 
look around the spaceship more 
and see that a door is open. She 
looked more closely and saw a 
path through the grass and a 
blue-looking liquid along the 
path. 

Sadie followed the path of the 

unknown blue liquid, and she 
got to the end of the fi eld and 
came to a forest. At this point, 
it was almost nightfall, but she 
still decided to go in. Th e forest 
was dark, and it was almost too 
quiet. Sadie looked around at her 
surroundings, but she saw noth-
ing. She heard a twig snap and 
turned around, and she saw four 
eyes glowing in the middle of 
the fi rst, looking right at her. She 
called out to the creature, “Hel-
lo.” Th e creature continued to 
look at her, then moved toward 
her. In a raspy deep voice, it said, 
“Hi,” back. 

Th e creature emerged; she 
stared up at the monstrous crea-
ture. It was seven feet tall, with  
scales, green moss, a fi n going 
all the way down its back, and 
four limbs, and it was almost 
drake-looking. At fi rst they just 
stared at each other in dead si-
lence; no one dared say a word. 
Th e monster suddenly spoke 
in a raspy voice, “My name is 
Zarix; I’m from the planet Altea, 
and I’m not a threat.” Sadie was 
slightly startled by Zarix talking; 
she responded, “I’m Sadie, and I 
can help you.” Zarix smiled and 
walked over to Sadie, and they 
both went back to the ship. 

Steiger goes to the moon
Sophia Lilly

Social Media Editor

In a small town known as 
Saegertown was an even smaller 
man named Dustin Steiger. Th is 
little tiny man’s biggest dream 
was to touch the moon. One 
night as he dreamt peacefully, he 
dreamt of a magical green bean 
that could make him touch the 
moon. As he woke, he composed 

himself and thought, “I could 
travel to get this magical growing 
green bean,” but as he thought to 
himself, he remembered how 
risky the journey was, for he was 
willing to do anything to grow 
just to touch the moon. 

So he went on the journey, 
facing a furious beast, and as he 
reached the end on the top of a 
snowy hill, all that was there was 
a bean; confused, he put the bean 
in his pocket and journeyed 
home. As he grew closer to his 

home, he got extremely hungry, 
so he ate the bean in his bed and 
slumped. As he woke, he real-
ized that he was no longer in his 
bed. He was in orbit. He could 
fi nally touch the moon, but as 
he looked back at the world and 
people he loved so much, he re-
alized he loved being tiny and he 
missed the life he had. Steiger 
thought he heard an alarm, and 
he woke up and thought, “What 
a crazy dream.”  
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Rorie Howles-Mcbeth

Social Media Editor

For years, the loudest noises 
coming from Room 115 were the 
frantic whirring of electric mix-
ers, the clinking of spatulas, and 
the guidance of Mrs. Heather 
Sample. As our Foods and Home 
Economics teacher, she taught 
us the basics of survival: how to 
avoid burning roux, how to sew 
a button, and how to measure 
fl our without making a mess.

But yesterday, the teacher we 
know and love disappeared. In 

her place, standing in the bright 
lights of Kitchen Stadium on 
Iron Chef America, was a culi-
nary powerhouse. “Cooking is 
just chemistry you can eat,” she 
said, clearly preparing her for 
the fast-paced, high-stakes pres-
sure of TV cooking competi-
tions. When she was announced 
as a surprise competitor for the 
“Unexpected Educators” episode 
of Iron Chef, many assumed she 
would be outmatched by the 
restaurant chefs. But they didn’t 
know about her secret weapon: 
teaching 7th-12th graders for 
years.  

Th e competition was a senso-
ry overload. Th e secret ingredi-
ent is beets. While her opponent, 
a Michelin-starred chef from 
New York, panicked, Mrs. Sam-
ple was in her element. She treat-
ed the stadium like a 50-minute 
class period, managing her time 
with the precision of a seasoned 
expert.

“I saw her in the corner,” I told 
my friends, watching the episode 
with a watch party at our school. 
“Th at’s the same look she gives 
us when we say we don’t have to 
follow the recipe!”

Her menu was top-notch. She 

developed a three-layer beet-in-
fused gnocchi that the judges 
described as “elevated comfort 
food” and a savory beet tart that 
showed off  the technique she 
taught in her “International and 
Advanced Foods” course. What 
made her win so special was that 
she never stopped being a teach-
er. When the judges asked how 
she kept her cool, she smiled 
and said, “I have to make sure 
my kids—both at home and in 
the classroom—know that with 
enough preparation, you can 
handle any surprise ingredient 
life throws at you.”

Th e $20,000 prize? She told 
reporters she’s setting up a col-
lege scholarship fund for her 
students and upgrading our high 
school’s aging ovens. When Mrs. 
Sample walks back into Room 
115 next week, she’ll be a local 
celebrity. But she’s still the teach-
er who taught us that cooking 
is about love, precision, and 
the ability to laugh when your 
dish fails. She took the lessons 
of home economics and proved 
that they are the foundation of 
greatness. She’s not just a teach-
er; she’s an Iron Chef.

Stove Stadium: The Rise of Mrs. Sample 

Yutyrannus rampages through Saegertown
Kaiya Levesque

Social Media Intern

 Dinosaurs went extinct ap-
proximately 66 million years ago. 
Only fossils remain of these once 
great beasts. Yet, scientists have 
been trying to bring them back. 
Many “projects” over the years 
have been tried, most failing. 
One such project is the “Chick-
enosaurus” project. When pale-
ontologist Jack Horner proposed 
reverse-engineering chickens to 
activate ancestral traits like tails, 
teeth, and claws. Starting in the 
2000s and continuing into the 
present time, they haven’t been 

very successful… until Decem-
ber 10. 

 Th e Yutyrannus, the 
largest known dinosaur to have 
given direct evidence of feath-
ers and a cousin of the mighty 
Tyrannosaurus rex, is the fi rst 
genetically modifi ed dinosaur to 
have been brought back. Th is di-
nosaur is approximately 9 meters 
(30 feet) in length and weighs 
about 1.1 to 1.5 tons. Named by 
scientists, Wren could be the fi rst 
of many dinosaurs.

Unfortunately, Wren had es-
caped during transportation to 
a classifi ed location and is now 
loose somewhere in or around 
Saegertown. A few reports have 
trickled in of sightings of a dino-

saur. Many thought that it was 
just a prank, a hologram. One 
person even claimed, “It’s just 
one of those Shoebill birds.” 

Soon, there were reports of 
Wren making her way up to Sae-
gertown High school. Th e threat 
has just become more real. Th is 
predator, while genetically mod-
ifi ed, still has an appetite… and 
she is hungry. She even rammed 
a car off  the road, scaring the 
family inside the car, before fo-
cusing on the school. People in 
Saegertown have begun to real-
ize that this is a real threat. Many 
Saegertown citizens called the 
police, animal control, and even 
zoos. Wren easily broke through 
the windows of the high school 

cafeteria, suc-
cessfully getting 
inside the school 
where grades 
9-12 were hav-
ing lunch. Chaos 
ensued almost 
immediately.

Fortunately, 
there were no fa-
talities, and only 
a few minor in-
juries. Wren has 
been contained 
and is now be-
ing transported 
to the classifi ed 
facility where she 
will be kept. 

Flying Penguins Spotted

Lincoln Flowers

Panther Paw Editor

 Penguins fi rst appeared 60 
million years ago, shortly aft er 
the dinosaurs’ extinction. Ex-
isting in regions such as New 
Zealand and Antarctica, many 

early penguin species were al-
ready fl ightless. Th e early spe-
cies transitioned from fl ying to 
swimming.

 Although penguins 
have been fl ightless for nearly 
their entire existence, the idea 
of fl ying penguins has fascinated 
scientists. With the recent devel-

opment of gene augmentation, 
scientists have attempted to re-
introduce fl ight in lab penguins. 
Gene augmentation, or gene ad-
dition therapy, is a new scientifi c 
development that has helped 
scientists to recreate species 
such as the dire wolf and, soon, 
the woolly mammoth. Research-
er Jim Breweres stated, “It is an 
honor to add the fl ying penguin 
gene to our list of accomplish-
ments alongside the likes of pre-
historic species.”

Despite numerous and rig-
orous attempts to restore the 
gene, all attempts had seemed 
unsuccessful until a discarded 
subject was spotted on the Otago 
Peninsula taking a short fl ight. 
Since the initial spotting, fi ft een 
spottings among three penguin 
species have been confi rmed 
throughout the Otago Peninsu-
la and Banks Peninsula in New 
Zealand. 

Although the discovery inter-
ests the public, it raises ethical 

questions about whether sci-
entists should be permitted to 
alter animals’ DNA. “We should 
leave these animals to evolve on 
their own; there must be a good 
reason for their [penguins’] tran-
sition from fl ight to swimming,” 
stated Scientifi c Board Advisor 
Lee Sheffi  eld in an interview 
with Times News. While many 
scientists have disregarded the 
statement from Mrs. Sheffi  eld, it 
raises good questions about the 
potential damages and setbacks 
brought to penguins with the re-

introduction of fl ight. 
One major protest in New 

Zealand led to civil lawsuit cas-
es brought against the scientifi c 
commission. Despite this, there 
may already be too many fl ying 
penguins released to stop the 
spread of the newly altered gene. 
Regardless of lawsuit results, it 
seems the fl ying bird has been 
brought back for good; the only 
questions now are regarding how 
far the altered species will travel. 
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Aleigha Powell

Opinion Editor

I’m sure you’ve all seen where 
they go. The ones chosen to be 
searched. Down that hallway, the 
one with the weight room, but 
further. You know the one. Each 
day a new number is chosen at 
random to count off students, 
but one day, you could say, the 
wrong number was chosen.                               

The number of the day was 13, 
unlucky in itself, but nonethe-
less, it was the one that was used. 
A teacher, assigned as randomly 
as the number itself, stood at the 
front doors and counted, “One, 
two, three… 11, 12, 13.” And 
with that, she called the student 
back, pointing them to the teach-
er by the hallway. I wish I could 
tell you more about number 13, 
but all that can be said is that, 
after what happened, what you’ll 
hear in a minute, the school was 
investigated, and the teacher that 
called “13” was questioned. 

“On their face was the flat-
test smile, but somehow, I knew 
something bad would happen; 
I could just feel it… but I nev-
er thought it would’ve been as 
bad as it was,” she recalled. That 
teacher was later arrested for 
“withholding evidence,” and that 
may seem a bit harsh, but if you 
saw what they did, you’d have 
done the same.                    

On that day, Number 13 
walked to the teacher “with the 
same smile,” commented the 
teacher by the hall to authorities, 
but he apparently didn’t think 
the same of it and did his job, the 
last he did there, and told them 
to go back past the weight room 
and to the left. Thirteen did that, 

standing in front of the metal de-
tector; the gym bag was placed 
on the floor before 13 started 
to walk through, but the lone 
officer corrected him, telling 
him the gym bag had to come 
through too, something he’d live 
to regret, or well, something he’d 
regret. But 13 picked up his bag 
and slowly walked through the 
detector. Unsurprisingly, the 
alarm went off, and immediate-
ly following that, the officer de-
manded the bag, informing 13, 
“Whatever’s in here, it’s going to 
have to go to the office.” He tried 
pulling the bag from 13’s hands, 
but 13 pulled back, refusing to 
give up the bag. This went on for 
about another 30 seconds before 
the officer finally got the bag. 

Just when he was about to 
see what had set off the alarm, 
13 pulled a wood pencil from 
a pocket and stabbed the offi-
cer in the back and grabbed the 
bag again. The officer started 
to look up at 13, when another 
pencil was stabbed straight into 
his chest. 13 ran out the door re-
marking, “Told you not to touch 
my bag!”  Security was called in 
seconds, about five officers from 
his station, who came with guns. 
The wounded officer told se-
curity that 13 had run into the 
cafeteria, which is what he be-
lieved, but 13 in fact had run to 
the weight room and hid behind 
a pile of mats used for practice. 

As you can imagine, five 
officers armed with guns and 
looking for a student that wasn’t 
there put the other students into 
a panic. The officers and coun-
selors told them to stay calm and 
that they were to stay where they 
were, a bad idea when 13 was 
across the hall, but it wasn’t my 

decision. It was decided to not 
inform the students of the situ-
ation with the thought that 13 
would soon be found.                                  

The officers searched the caf-
eteria, but the armed student, 
believing there was a weapon in 
13’s bag, wasn’t there like they 
had thought. After this failure, 
the officers split up, with two 
going upstairs and the remaining 
three staying on the first floor. “I 
searched the wrestling room, ev-
ery inch of it, and didn’t see the 
kid anywhere,” officer Eric told a 
reporter later that day. Somehow, 
13 had so far gone unfound by 
all five officers, but the students 
were eventually evacuated from 
the building and sent home.    

Searches went into the night; 
more officers were called, and 
they made sure “every last inch 
will be searched,” commenting, 
“That kid’s a danger to society… 
stabbed one of my best officers, 
and now we can’t even find the 
guy.” This missing officer only 
drove the investigations further 
even with the major possibility 
that 13 had escaped.                                                           

The investigation was made 
more interesting when an anon-
ymous officer found the wound-
ed one, tied up with a cloth to 
stop him from screaming. The 
officer was then untied, and his 
first words were, “Did you find 
that kid?” All he wanted was jus-
tice; he had still been bleeding 
from his back and neck but could 
still move and aided the search. 

It had been three days: no 
school, no 13. By the end of that 
day it was assumed that 13 had 
found a way out, and they were 
right. What the wounded officer 
didn’t  know was that the pencils 
he was stabbed with were real 

lead and had gotten lead poison-
ing in his blood, but he’d find out 
soon enough.

But the real question is, what 
was in the bag that was worth 
stabbing an officer to hide? 
That answer came the very next 
day when 13 came once again 
through the school doors, with 
new hair, new clothes, new shoes, 
new bags, and glasses. By some 
luck, for 13 that is, they were 
chosen again to be searched, be-
ing mistaken as a new student, 
and 13 went to the hall again and 
walked back to the search room 
at the hall’s end. Thirteen was 
again met by the same officer he 
had stabbed (his wounds weren’t 
severe enough to keep him from 
his job). 

Thirteen was told to remove 
his glasses and to carry all bags 
through the metal detector; 13 
did just that, and once again 
the alarm went off on the gym 
bag. The officer asked to see the 
bag, and 13 pulled it, like be-
fore. This alone made the officer 
realize 13 was the same person, 
and he reached for his pocket to 
alert his main station; 13 pulled 
something from a pocket. As he 
was about to call, 13 pulled out a 
metal bar and broke the officer’s 
hand. 13 then pulled out a thick 
cloth and put it in the officer’s 
mouth so he couldn’t be heard. 
What happened after that proba-
bly shouldn’t be said, but let’s just 
say, later that day, 13 was caught 
and an officer was found dead. 

“I did it because he tried to 
steal my bag; he’s got no right to, 
so I stabbed him,” 13 reported to 
the local news in handcuffs. So, 
what was in the bag? That’s what 
everyone wanted to know, as I’m 
sure you do. Before 13 was cap-

tured and arrested, they made a 
point to throw the bag and land 
it by some trees. The officers pre-
tended not to notice and took 13 
to the station. Later that day they 
went back to where the bag was 
thrown.

“So this is what he died for?” 
The chief said in a remorseful 
tone. The bag had blown slightly 
away by this time, but the chief 
was sure of what he saw. On the 
ground was a single can of red 
bull.

The following day, the officers 
were determined to make 13 suf-
fer behind bars for a long time. 
“That kid killed one of my men 
for a lousy energy drink… surely 
you can’t let that go unpunished,” 
the chief opened the trial with. 
Thirteen pleaded guilty to killing 
him but claimed it was aggravat-
ed assault because “he had no 
right to do what he did; I was de-
fending myself ” and later added,  
“Besides, it was the best flavor.” 

After a lot of back and forth 
that day, the court ruled in 13’s 
favor and was only forced to 
serve three years with a $25,000 
fine. The fine was paid al-
most immediately (within two 
months) by 13’s parents, who 
truly believed their kid was in-
nocent. As for that sentence, that 
ended the week before yesterday, 
and 13 still has to go to school, 
and I heard, and this is just a 
rumor, but I’d take it seriously 
if I were you, that 13’s family is 
thinking about moving near you.

Anna Bradshaw

Editor-in-Chief

The wrong number or the wrong day:

What really happened when thirteen was chosen to be searched

MIRROR WRITING

!yɿƚ ɒ ƚi ɘviǫ oᎮ .ƨɿɘʜƚo ʞɔiɿƚ oƚ ƚi ɘƨu 

bnɒ ɘlyƚƨ ƨiʜƚ ǫninɿɒɘl ɘmiƚ nuʇ ɒ 

ɘvɒʜ nɒɔ won uoy ,ɘɿoʇɘd ƚuodɒ wonʞ ƚ’nbib ylluʇɘqoʜ uoy ǫniƚiɿw ʇo ɘqyƚ ɒ 

ʇo ɘǫbɘlwonʞ bnuoʇwɘn ƨiʜƚ ʜƚiW 

”.ǫniƚiɿw ʇo ƨɘluɿ ”lɒɿuƚɒnnu“ ɘʜƚ oƚ ƚqɒbɒ oƚ ɘlǫǫuɿƚƨ ƨ’mɘƚƨyƨ lɒuƨiv ɿuo ƨwoʜƨ ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM .ƚnɘɿɘʇʇib ɘɿɒ ’p‘ 

bnɒ ’q‘ ɘɿɘʜw ,ɘƚiɿw bnɒ bɒɘɿ oƚ ǫninɿɒɘl ƚƨniɒǫɒ ƨʞɿow yllɒuƚɔɒ ƚɒʜƚ 
lliʞƨ luʇɘƨu ɒ ƨi ʜɔiʜw ,(ɘlqmɒxɘ ɿoʇ 
,ƨbɿɒwɿoʇ ɿo ƨbɿɒwʞɔɒd quɔ ɒ ƨi quɔ 

ɒ) noiƚɒƚnɘiɿo ʇo ƨƨɘlbɿɒǫɘɿ ƨƚɔɘႱdo 

ɘzinǫoɔɘɿ oƚ bɘnǫiƨɘb ɘɿɒ ƨniɒɿd ɿuO“ 

.ʜƚlɒɘH ʇo noiƚuƚiƚƨnI lɒnoiƚɒИ ɘʜƚ 
moɿʇ ɘɔɿuoƨ ɘno ƨyɒƨ ”,ǫniƨƨɘɔoɿq 

lɒiƚɒqƨ ,bɘzilɒɿɘƚɒl ,lɒnɿɘƚni ƨ’niɒɿd 

ɘʜƚ ʇo noiƚɒƚƨɘʇinɒm lɒɔiƨyʜq ɒ ƨi ƚI 

.ƨɘɿɘʜqƨimɘʜ owƚ ɘʜƚ ƨɘǫbiɿd ƚɒʜƚ 
niɒɿd ɘʜƚ ʇo ƚɿɒq ɘʜƚ—muƨollɒɔ ƨuqɿoɔ ɘʜƚ ni yƚiviƚɔɘnnoɔ ni ƨɘɔnɘɿɘʇʇib oƚ ɘub ɿo bnɒʜ ƚnɒnimob-

non ɘʜƚ ǫniƨu nɘʜw ylɿɒluɔiƚɿɒq 

,ƨbnɒmmoɔ ɿoƚom ”ƨqilʇ“ niɒɿd ɘʜƚ 
nɘʜw ƨnɘqqɒʜ ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM ɘvɘilɘd 

ƨƚƨiǫoloɿuɘИ“ 

.loɿƚnoɔ ɿoƚom bnɒ noiƚɒƚnɘiɿo lɒiƚɒqƨ 
ɘviɘɔɿɘq ɘw woʜ ǫniǫnɘllɒʜɔ 

,yƚiɔiƚƨɒlq niɒɿd oƚni wobniw ɒ ƨɒ ƨƚɔɒ ƚi ɘƨuɒɔɘd ǫniɘd ƚɒʜT .ǫniʜƚ ƨuoiɿuɔ ɒ 

ʜɔuƨ ƨi ƚi yʜw oƚ ƨɒ ɘɔnɘiɔƨ lɒɘɿ ɒ ƨi 
ɘɿɘʜƚ ,ƚi ʇo ɘbiƨ nuʇ bnɒ ɔiƚƨiƚɿɒ ɘʜƚ 
bnoyɘd ƚud ,ƨnoƨɒɘɿ ynɒm ɿoʇ ƚqɘɔnoɔ ǫniƚɒniɔƨɒʇ ɒ ƨi ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM 

.ɒɘbi ɘʜƚ ɿoʇ ƚƨiƚɿɒ ɘʜƚ oƚ ƚibɘɿɔ ǫniviǫ 

niɒǫɒ ”,ɘƨɿɘvɘɿ ni (ƨɘɔiboɔ bnɒ ƨʞoodɘƚon ƨuoiɿɒv ƨƨoɿɔɒ ,bɘvivɿuƨ 
ɘvɒʜ ƨɘǫɒq 000,82 oƚ qu ʜɔiʜw ʇo) ƨɘƚon ƨiʜ ʇo ƚƨom ɘƚiɿw oƚ nwonʞ ƨɒw 

iɔniV ɒb obɿɒnoɘ⅃“ ,ƨɘƚɒƚƨ 
yllɒɔiʇiɔɘqƨ oƨlɒ ƨwɘИ ƚɘnƚɿA 

.ƨƚnɘmuɔob lɒɔiɿoƚƨiʜ ɔilduq ni 

ɘɿɘʜwynɒ ɘɿuƨ ɿoʇ bɘƚɒƚƨ ƚ’nƨi ƚi 
ʜǫuoʜƚlɒ ,ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM ɘƚɒɘɿɔ oƚ 
ɘno ɘʜƚ bɘɘbni ylɘʞil ƚƨom ƨɒw 

obɿɒnoɘ⅃ ƚɒʜƚ ǫniylqmi ylluᖷ ”.ɘƚoɿw 

ɘʜ ƨɒ ʞni ƨiʜ ǫniǫbumƨ moɿʇ miʜ 

bɘƚnɘvɘɿq ɘvɒʜ bluow ɘlyƚƨ ǫniƚiɿw 

bɘɿoɿɿim ƨiʜƚ ,yƚʇɘl ɒ ƨA .ʞɿow ƚɒ bnɒʜ ƚʇɘl nwo ƨiʜ ǫniwoʜƨ ƨɘʜɔƚɘʞƨ ɘbɒm 

oƨlɒ ɘH .bɘbnɒʜ-ƚʇɘl ƚniɒq bnɒ ɘƚiɿw 

miʜ wɒƨ yɘʜƚ ƚɒʜƚ ƨbɿoɔɘɿ ƚʇɘl 

obɿɒnoɘ⅃ ʇo ƨɘiɿɒɿoqmɘƚnoɔ ɘɿɘw oʜw 

ɘlqoɘꟼ .nɒɘlɔ ƨbnɒʜ ƨiʜ ƚqɘʞ ɘvɒʜ 

yɒm ƚi ƚɒʜƚ ƨi ɒɘbi ɘno ƚud ,nwonʞnu ƨi ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM ƨiʜ ʇo ɘƨoqɿuq ɘʜT 

.noiƚɔɘɿib lɒmɿon ɘʜƚ ni ɘƚiɿw ɘʜ bib 

ɘlqoɘq ɿɘʜƚo ɿoʇ bɘbnɘƚni ǫniʜƚɘmoƨ ǫniƚiɿw ƨɒw ɘʜ nɘʜw ylnO .ƚʇɘl ɘʜƚ oƚ ǫnivom bnɒ ɘǫɒq ɘʜƚ ʇo ɘbiƨ ƚʜǫiɿ ɘʜƚ ƚɒ ǫniƚɿɒƚƨ ,ǫniƚiɿw ƨiʜ bɘɿoɿɿim oƨlɒ 

ɘʜ ,ʇlɘƨmiʜ bɘƚnɘvni ɘʜ ƚɒʜƚ 
bnɒʜƚɿoʜƨ ʇo bniʞ lɒiɔɘqƨ ɒ ʜƚiw ɘƚiɿw 

obɿɒnoɘ⅃ bib ylno ƚoИ“ ,ƨyɒƨ 
ɿɒluɔiƚɿɒq ni ɘɔnɘiɔƧ ʇo muɘƨuM ɘʜT 

.iɔniV ɒb oɿɘiꟼ ɿɘƨ ib obɿɒnoɘ⅃ ƚƨiƚɿɒ 

ɘʜƚ oƚ ɘlƚiƚ ɘʜƚ ɘviǫ ylƨuoiɔɒɿǫ ɘʞilɒ ƨnɒiɿoƚƨiʜ bnɒ ɘlqoɘq ynɒm ,ɘlyƚƨ ƨiʜƚ 
ʇo ɿoƚɒɘɿɔ ɘʜƚ ƚibɘɿɔ oƚ yɿoƚƨiʜ ni no 

ʞɔɒd ʞool nɒɔ ɘw noƨɿɘq ƚɔɒxɘ ɘno ƚ’nƨi ɘɿɘʜƚ ƚɒʜƚ ƚɔɒʇ ɘʜƚ ʇo ƨƨɘlbɿɒǫɘЯ 

.bɘmɿiʇnoɔ yllɒiɔiʇʇo ƚ’nƨi ƨiʜƚ ƚud 

,ƨnoiƚqiɿɔƨni ʞɔoɿ nɒidɒɿA ɔimɒlƨI-
ɘɿq oƚ ʞɔɒd ɘɔɒɿƚ yldiƨƨoq oƚ biɒƨ ɘɿɒ ƨniǫiɿo ƨƚi bnɒ ,ɘɿiqmƎ nɒmoƚƚO 

yɿuƚnɘɔ-ʜƚ91 bnɒ ʜƚ81 ɘʜƚ ni ɿɒluqoq 

ɘƚiup oƨlɒ ƨɒw ɘɔiƚɔɒɿq ɘʜT 

.ƨʞoodɘƚon ƨiʜ ʇo ynɒm ni bɘƨu ƚqiɿɔƨ 
bɘƨɿɘvɘɿ ƨ’iɔniV ɒb obɿɒnoɘ⅃ ǫnivɿɘƨdo nɘʜw iɿɒƨɒV oiǫɿoiᎮ yd 

yɿuƚnɘɔ ʜƚ61 ɘʜƚ ni bɘdiɿɔƨɘb ɿɘƚɒl 

ʜɔum bnɒ yƚiupiƚnA ɘƚɒ⅃ ni nwonʞ ƨɒw ɿɘʜƚɒɿ ƚud ,ɘmiƚ ni ƚnioq ɘlǫniƨ ɒ ƚɒ ɿo ,ɘƨ ɿɘq noƨɿɘq ɘno yd bɘƚnɘvni ƚon ƨɒw ǫniƚiɿw ʇo ɘlyƚƨ ǫnilzzuq bnɒ 

ɘupinu ƨiʜT 

.ƚi ʇo nuʇ ɘʜƚ niuɿ bluoɔ ɘǫɒmi ɘʜƚ ǫniqqilʇ bnɒ ɒɿɘmɒɔ ɘnoʜq ɿuoy ǫniƨu 

ʜǫuoʜƚ ,ƨɘvlɘƨmɘʜƚ ƚi qilʇ oƚ yɒw ɒ ǫnivɒʜ ƚuoʜƚiw ƨʞɿow ƚi woʜ 

bnɒƚƨɿɘbnu ƚ’nob oʜw ɘƨoʜƚ ɘƨuʇnoɔ 

oƚ yɒw ƚɔɘʇɿɘq ɘʜƚ ɘd bluow bnɒ yɒw 

nwo ƨƚi ni ɘǫɒuǫnɒl ƚƨol ɒ ʇo ƚɿoƨ ƚƨomlɒ ƨi ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM 

.ƨɘvlɘƨmɘʜƚ ƨɿɘƚƚɘl ɘʜƚ bnɒ ,ƚʇɘl oƚ ƚʜǫiɿ ni ƨɒ ,ƨbɿɒwʞɔɒd ʜƚod ƚɘdɒʜqlɒ 

ʜƨilǫnƎ ɘʜƚ ǫniƚiɿw ɘɿɒ uoy ɘƨuɒɔɘd ƨi 
ʜɔiʜw ”,ƨɿɘbnɒʜ-ƚʇɘl yd nɘʞɒƚɿɘbnu 

yliƨɒɘ ɘɿom ƨi bnɒ bnɒʜ ƚʇɘl ɘʜƚ ʜƚiw ƚuo bɘiɿɿɒɔ ƨyɒwlɒ ylɿɒɘn ƨi ƚi ⁏ǫniƚiɿw 

ʇo mɿoʇ nommoɔnu nɒ [ƨi ǫniƚiɿW 

ɿoɿɿiM]“ ,ƨɘƚɒƚƨ ʞɿowƚɘИ AMAႱ 

.ɿɘʜqiɔ ʇo mɿoʇ ɘviƚimiɿq ylɘmɘɿƚxɘ nɒ ƨɒ bɘƨu ƨɘmiƚɘmoƨ ƨi ƚI .bɘƚɔɘlʇɘɿ 
nɘʜw lɒmɿon ƨɿɒɘqqɒ ƚi bnɒ ɿɘqɒq ɘʜƚ 
oƚ ɿɒluɔibnɘqɿɘq blɘʜ ƨi ɿoɿɿim ɒ nɘʜw 

nwoʜƨ ƨi ƚluƨɘɿ ɘʜT .ƚʇɘl oƚ ƚʜǫiɿ 
moɿʇ—ɘlqmɒxɘ ɿoʇ—ʜƨilǫnƎ ni 

ɿɒɘqqɒ lliw ƨɿɘƚƚɘl ⁏ɘǫɒuǫnɒl nɘviǫ ɒ 

ɿoʇ yɒw lɒɿuƚɒn ɘʜƚ ʇo ɘƨɿɘvɘɿ ɘʜƚ ƨi ƚɒʜƚ noiƚɔɘɿib ɘʜƚ ni ǫniƚiɿw yd bɘmɿoʇ ƨi ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM 

.noiƚuloƨ ɿuoy ɘd ƚʜǫim ǫniƚiɿW 

ɿoɿɿiM ,llɘW ␚ƚɘdɒʜqlɒ nwo ɿuoy ǫniƚɒɘɿɔ ƚuoʜƚiw ƨyɒƨ ƚi ƚɒʜw wonʞ oƚ ƚnɒw lliƚƨ ƚud ƨɿɘʜƚo moɿʇ ƚɘɿɔɘƨ ǫniƚiɿw ɿuoy qɘɘʞ oƚ bɘƚnɒw ɿɘvɘ uoy 

ɘvɒH 
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Aleigha Powell

Opinion Editor

I’m sure you’ve all seen where 
they go. The ones chosen to be 
searched. Down that hallway, the 
one with the weight room, but 
further. You know the one. Each 
day a new number is chosen at 
random to count off students, 
but one day, you could say, the 
wrong number was chosen.                               

The number of the day was 13, 
unlucky in itself, but nonethe-
less, it was the one that was used. 
A teacher, assigned as randomly 
as the number itself, stood at the 
front doors and counted, “One, 
two, three… 11, 12, 13.” And 
with that, she called the student 
back, pointing them to the teach-
er by the hallway. I wish I could 
tell you more about number 13, 
but all that can be said is that, 
after what happened, what you’ll 
hear in a minute, the school was 
investigated, and the teacher that 
called “13” was questioned. 

“On their face was the flat-
test smile, but somehow, I knew 
something bad would happen; 
I could just feel it… but I nev-
er thought it would’ve been as 
bad as it was,” she recalled. That 
teacher was later arrested for 
“withholding evidence,” and that 
may seem a bit harsh, but if you 
saw what they did, you’d have 
done the same.                    

On that day, Number 13 
walked to the teacher “with the 
same smile,” commented the 
teacher by the hall to authorities, 
but he apparently didn’t think 
the same of it and did his job, the 
last he did there, and told them 
to go back past the weight room 
and to the left. Thirteen did that, 

standing in front of the metal de-
tector; the gym bag was placed 
on the floor before 13 started 
to walk through, but the lone 
officer corrected him, telling 
him the gym bag had to come 
through too, something he’d live 
to regret, or well, something he’d 
regret. But 13 picked up his bag 
and slowly walked through the 
detector. Unsurprisingly, the 
alarm went off, and immediate-
ly following that, the officer de-
manded the bag, informing 13, 
“Whatever’s in here, it’s going to 
have to go to the office.” He tried 
pulling the bag from 13’s hands, 
but 13 pulled back, refusing to 
give up the bag. This went on for 
about another 30 seconds before 
the officer finally got the bag. 

Just when he was about to 
see what had set off the alarm, 
13 pulled a wood pencil from 
a pocket and stabbed the offi-
cer in the back and grabbed the 
bag again. The officer started 
to look up at 13, when another 
pencil was stabbed straight into 
his chest. 13 ran out the door re-
marking, “Told you not to touch 
my bag!”  Security was called in 
seconds, about five officers from 
his station, who came with guns. 
The wounded officer told se-
curity that 13 had run into the 
cafeteria, which is what he be-
lieved, but 13 in fact had run to 
the weight room and hid behind 
a pile of mats used for practice. 

As you can imagine, five 
officers armed with guns and 
looking for a student that wasn’t 
there put the other students into 
a panic. The officers and coun-
selors told them to stay calm and 
that they were to stay where they 
were, a bad idea when 13 was 
across the hall, but it wasn’t my 

decision. It was decided to not 
inform the students of the situ-
ation with the thought that 13 
would soon be found.                                  

The officers searched the caf-
eteria, but the armed student, 
believing there was a weapon in 
13’s bag, wasn’t there like they 
had thought. After this failure, 
the officers split up, with two 
going upstairs and the remaining 
three staying on the first floor. “I 
searched the wrestling room, ev-
ery inch of it, and didn’t see the 
kid anywhere,” officer Eric told a 
reporter later that day. Somehow, 
13 had so far gone unfound by 
all five officers, but the students 
were eventually evacuated from 
the building and sent home.    

Searches went into the night; 
more officers were called, and 
they made sure “every last inch 
will be searched,” commenting, 
“That kid’s a danger to society… 
stabbed one of my best officers, 
and now we can’t even find the 
guy.” This missing officer only 
drove the investigations further 
even with the major possibility 
that 13 had escaped.                                                           

The investigation was made 
more interesting when an anon-
ymous officer found the wound-
ed one, tied up with a cloth to 
stop him from screaming. The 
officer was then untied, and his 
first words were, “Did you find 
that kid?” All he wanted was jus-
tice; he had still been bleeding 
from his back and neck but could 
still move and aided the search. 

It had been three days: no 
school, no 13. By the end of that 
day it was assumed that 13 had 
found a way out, and they were 
right. What the wounded officer 
didn’t  know was that the pencils 
he was stabbed with were real 

lead and had gotten lead poison-
ing in his blood, but he’d find out 
soon enough.

But the real question is, what 
was in the bag that was worth 
stabbing an officer to hide? 
That answer came the very next 
day when 13 came once again 
through the school doors, with 
new hair, new clothes, new shoes, 
new bags, and glasses. By some 
luck, for 13 that is, they were 
chosen again to be searched, be-
ing mistaken as a new student, 
and 13 went to the hall again and 
walked back to the search room 
at the hall’s end. Thirteen was 
again met by the same officer he 
had stabbed (his wounds weren’t 
severe enough to keep him from 
his job). 

Thirteen was told to remove 
his glasses and to carry all bags 
through the metal detector; 13 
did just that, and once again 
the alarm went off on the gym 
bag. The officer asked to see the 
bag, and 13 pulled it, like be-
fore. This alone made the officer 
realize 13 was the same person, 
and he reached for his pocket to 
alert his main station; 13 pulled 
something from a pocket. As he 
was about to call, 13 pulled out a 
metal bar and broke the officer’s 
hand. 13 then pulled out a thick 
cloth and put it in the officer’s 
mouth so he couldn’t be heard. 
What happened after that proba-
bly shouldn’t be said, but let’s just 
say, later that day, 13 was caught 
and an officer was found dead. 

“I did it because he tried to 
steal my bag; he’s got no right to, 
so I stabbed him,” 13 reported to 
the local news in handcuffs. So, 
what was in the bag? That’s what 
everyone wanted to know, as I’m 
sure you do. Before 13 was cap-

tured and arrested, they made a 
point to throw the bag and land 
it by some trees. The officers pre-
tended not to notice and took 13 
to the station. Later that day they 
went back to where the bag was 
thrown.

“So this is what he died for?” 
The chief said in a remorseful 
tone. The bag had blown slightly 
away by this time, but the chief 
was sure of what he saw. On the 
ground was a single can of red 
bull.

The following day, the officers 
were determined to make 13 suf-
fer behind bars for a long time. 
“That kid killed one of my men 
for a lousy energy drink… surely 
you can’t let that go unpunished,” 
the chief opened the trial with. 
Thirteen pleaded guilty to killing 
him but claimed it was aggravat-
ed assault because “he had no 
right to do what he did; I was de-
fending myself ” and later added,  
“Besides, it was the best flavor.” 

After a lot of back and forth 
that day, the court ruled in 13’s 
favor and was only forced to 
serve three years with a $25,000 
fine. The fine was paid al-
most immediately (within two 
months) by 13’s parents, who 
truly believed their kid was in-
nocent. As for that sentence, that 
ended the week before yesterday, 
and 13 still has to go to school, 
and I heard, and this is just a 
rumor, but I’d take it seriously 
if I were you, that 13’s family is 
thinking about moving near you.

Anna Bradshaw

Editor-in-Chief

The wrong number or the wrong day:

What really happened when thirteen was chosen to be searched

MIRROR WRITING

!yɿƚ ɒ ƚi ɘviǫ oᎮ .ƨɿɘʜƚo ʞɔiɿƚ oƚ ƚi ɘƨu 

bnɒ ɘlyƚƨ ƨiʜƚ ǫninɿɒɘl ɘmiƚ nuʇ ɒ 

ɘvɒʜ nɒɔ won uoy ,ɘɿoʇɘd ƚuodɒ wonʞ ƚ’nbib ylluʇɘqoʜ uoy ǫniƚiɿw ʇo ɘqyƚ ɒ 

ʇo ɘǫbɘlwonʞ bnuoʇwɘn ƨiʜƚ ʜƚiW 

”.ǫniƚiɿw ʇo ƨɘluɿ ”lɒɿuƚɒnnu“ ɘʜƚ oƚ ƚqɒbɒ oƚ ɘlǫǫuɿƚƨ ƨ’mɘƚƨyƨ lɒuƨiv ɿuo ƨwoʜƨ ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM .ƚnɘɿɘʇʇib ɘɿɒ ’p‘ 

bnɒ ’q‘ ɘɿɘʜw ,ɘƚiɿw bnɒ bɒɘɿ oƚ ǫninɿɒɘl ƚƨniɒǫɒ ƨʞɿow yllɒuƚɔɒ ƚɒʜƚ 
lliʞƨ luʇɘƨu ɒ ƨi ʜɔiʜw ,(ɘlqmɒxɘ ɿoʇ 
,ƨbɿɒwɿoʇ ɿo ƨbɿɒwʞɔɒd quɔ ɒ ƨi quɔ 

ɒ) noiƚɒƚnɘiɿo ʇo ƨƨɘlbɿɒǫɘɿ ƨƚɔɘႱdo 

ɘzinǫoɔɘɿ oƚ bɘnǫiƨɘb ɘɿɒ ƨniɒɿd ɿuO“ 

.ʜƚlɒɘH ʇo noiƚuƚiƚƨnI lɒnoiƚɒИ ɘʜƚ 
moɿʇ ɘɔɿuoƨ ɘno ƨyɒƨ ”,ǫniƨƨɘɔoɿq 

lɒiƚɒqƨ ,bɘzilɒɿɘƚɒl ,lɒnɿɘƚni ƨ’niɒɿd 

ɘʜƚ ʇo noiƚɒƚƨɘʇinɒm lɒɔiƨyʜq ɒ ƨi ƚI 

.ƨɘɿɘʜqƨimɘʜ owƚ ɘʜƚ ƨɘǫbiɿd ƚɒʜƚ 
niɒɿd ɘʜƚ ʇo ƚɿɒq ɘʜƚ—muƨollɒɔ ƨuqɿoɔ ɘʜƚ ni yƚiviƚɔɘnnoɔ ni ƨɘɔnɘɿɘʇʇib oƚ ɘub ɿo bnɒʜ ƚnɒnimob-

non ɘʜƚ ǫniƨu nɘʜw ylɿɒluɔiƚɿɒq 

,ƨbnɒmmoɔ ɿoƚom ”ƨqilʇ“ niɒɿd ɘʜƚ 
nɘʜw ƨnɘqqɒʜ ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM ɘvɘilɘd 

ƨƚƨiǫoloɿuɘИ“ 

.loɿƚnoɔ ɿoƚom bnɒ noiƚɒƚnɘiɿo lɒiƚɒqƨ 
ɘviɘɔɿɘq ɘw woʜ ǫniǫnɘllɒʜɔ 

,yƚiɔiƚƨɒlq niɒɿd oƚni wobniw ɒ ƨɒ ƨƚɔɒ ƚi ɘƨuɒɔɘd ǫniɘd ƚɒʜT .ǫniʜƚ ƨuoiɿuɔ ɒ 

ʜɔuƨ ƨi ƚi yʜw oƚ ƨɒ ɘɔnɘiɔƨ lɒɘɿ ɒ ƨi 
ɘɿɘʜƚ ,ƚi ʇo ɘbiƨ nuʇ bnɒ ɔiƚƨiƚɿɒ ɘʜƚ 
bnoyɘd ƚud ,ƨnoƨɒɘɿ ynɒm ɿoʇ ƚqɘɔnoɔ ǫniƚɒniɔƨɒʇ ɒ ƨi ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM 

.ɒɘbi ɘʜƚ ɿoʇ ƚƨiƚɿɒ ɘʜƚ oƚ ƚibɘɿɔ ǫniviǫ 

niɒǫɒ ”,ɘƨɿɘvɘɿ ni (ƨɘɔiboɔ bnɒ ƨʞoodɘƚon ƨuoiɿɒv ƨƨoɿɔɒ ,bɘvivɿuƨ 
ɘvɒʜ ƨɘǫɒq 000,82 oƚ qu ʜɔiʜw ʇo) ƨɘƚon ƨiʜ ʇo ƚƨom ɘƚiɿw oƚ nwonʞ ƨɒw 

iɔniV ɒb obɿɒnoɘ⅃“ ,ƨɘƚɒƚƨ 
yllɒɔiʇiɔɘqƨ oƨlɒ ƨwɘИ ƚɘnƚɿA 

.ƨƚnɘmuɔob lɒɔiɿoƚƨiʜ ɔilduq ni 

ɘɿɘʜwynɒ ɘɿuƨ ɿoʇ bɘƚɒƚƨ ƚ’nƨi ƚi 
ʜǫuoʜƚlɒ ,ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM ɘƚɒɘɿɔ oƚ 
ɘno ɘʜƚ bɘɘbni ylɘʞil ƚƨom ƨɒw 

obɿɒnoɘ⅃ ƚɒʜƚ ǫniylqmi ylluᖷ ”.ɘƚoɿw 

ɘʜ ƨɒ ʞni ƨiʜ ǫniǫbumƨ moɿʇ miʜ 

bɘƚnɘvɘɿq ɘvɒʜ bluow ɘlyƚƨ ǫniƚiɿw 

bɘɿoɿɿim ƨiʜƚ ,yƚʇɘl ɒ ƨA .ʞɿow ƚɒ bnɒʜ ƚʇɘl nwo ƨiʜ ǫniwoʜƨ ƨɘʜɔƚɘʞƨ ɘbɒm 

oƨlɒ ɘH .bɘbnɒʜ-ƚʇɘl ƚniɒq bnɒ ɘƚiɿw 

miʜ wɒƨ yɘʜƚ ƚɒʜƚ ƨbɿoɔɘɿ ƚʇɘl 

obɿɒnoɘ⅃ ʇo ƨɘiɿɒɿoqmɘƚnoɔ ɘɿɘw oʜw 

ɘlqoɘꟼ .nɒɘlɔ ƨbnɒʜ ƨiʜ ƚqɘʞ ɘvɒʜ 

yɒm ƚi ƚɒʜƚ ƨi ɒɘbi ɘno ƚud ,nwonʞnu ƨi ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM ƨiʜ ʇo ɘƨoqɿuq ɘʜT 

.noiƚɔɘɿib lɒmɿon ɘʜƚ ni ɘƚiɿw ɘʜ bib 

ɘlqoɘq ɿɘʜƚo ɿoʇ bɘbnɘƚni ǫniʜƚɘmoƨ ǫniƚiɿw ƨɒw ɘʜ nɘʜw ylnO .ƚʇɘl ɘʜƚ oƚ ǫnivom bnɒ ɘǫɒq ɘʜƚ ʇo ɘbiƨ ƚʜǫiɿ ɘʜƚ ƚɒ ǫniƚɿɒƚƨ ,ǫniƚiɿw ƨiʜ bɘɿoɿɿim oƨlɒ 

ɘʜ ,ʇlɘƨmiʜ bɘƚnɘvni ɘʜ ƚɒʜƚ 
bnɒʜƚɿoʜƨ ʇo bniʞ lɒiɔɘqƨ ɒ ʜƚiw ɘƚiɿw 

obɿɒnoɘ⅃ bib ylno ƚoИ“ ,ƨyɒƨ 
ɿɒluɔiƚɿɒq ni ɘɔnɘiɔƧ ʇo muɘƨuM ɘʜT 

.iɔniV ɒb oɿɘiꟼ ɿɘƨ ib obɿɒnoɘ⅃ ƚƨiƚɿɒ 

ɘʜƚ oƚ ɘlƚiƚ ɘʜƚ ɘviǫ ylƨuoiɔɒɿǫ ɘʞilɒ ƨnɒiɿoƚƨiʜ bnɒ ɘlqoɘq ynɒm ,ɘlyƚƨ ƨiʜƚ 
ʇo ɿoƚɒɘɿɔ ɘʜƚ ƚibɘɿɔ oƚ yɿoƚƨiʜ ni no 

ʞɔɒd ʞool nɒɔ ɘw noƨɿɘq ƚɔɒxɘ ɘno ƚ’nƨi ɘɿɘʜƚ ƚɒʜƚ ƚɔɒʇ ɘʜƚ ʇo ƨƨɘlbɿɒǫɘЯ 

.bɘmɿiʇnoɔ yllɒiɔiʇʇo ƚ’nƨi ƨiʜƚ ƚud 

,ƨnoiƚqiɿɔƨni ʞɔoɿ nɒidɒɿA ɔimɒlƨI-
ɘɿq oƚ ʞɔɒd ɘɔɒɿƚ yldiƨƨoq oƚ biɒƨ ɘɿɒ ƨniǫiɿo ƨƚi bnɒ ,ɘɿiqmƎ nɒmoƚƚO 

yɿuƚnɘɔ-ʜƚ91 bnɒ ʜƚ81 ɘʜƚ ni ɿɒluqoq 

ɘƚiup oƨlɒ ƨɒw ɘɔiƚɔɒɿq ɘʜT 

.ƨʞoodɘƚon ƨiʜ ʇo ynɒm ni bɘƨu ƚqiɿɔƨ 
bɘƨɿɘvɘɿ ƨ’iɔniV ɒb obɿɒnoɘ⅃ ǫnivɿɘƨdo nɘʜw iɿɒƨɒV oiǫɿoiᎮ yd 

yɿuƚnɘɔ ʜƚ61 ɘʜƚ ni bɘdiɿɔƨɘb ɿɘƚɒl 

ʜɔum bnɒ yƚiupiƚnA ɘƚɒ⅃ ni nwonʞ ƨɒw ɿɘʜƚɒɿ ƚud ,ɘmiƚ ni ƚnioq ɘlǫniƨ ɒ ƚɒ ɿo ,ɘƨ ɿɘq noƨɿɘq ɘno yd bɘƚnɘvni ƚon ƨɒw ǫniƚiɿw ʇo ɘlyƚƨ ǫnilzzuq bnɒ 

ɘupinu ƨiʜT 

.ƚi ʇo nuʇ ɘʜƚ niuɿ bluoɔ ɘǫɒmi ɘʜƚ ǫniqqilʇ bnɒ ɒɿɘmɒɔ ɘnoʜq ɿuoy ǫniƨu 

ʜǫuoʜƚ ,ƨɘvlɘƨmɘʜƚ ƚi qilʇ oƚ yɒw ɒ ǫnivɒʜ ƚuoʜƚiw ƨʞɿow ƚi woʜ 

bnɒƚƨɿɘbnu ƚ’nob oʜw ɘƨoʜƚ ɘƨuʇnoɔ 

oƚ yɒw ƚɔɘʇɿɘq ɘʜƚ ɘd bluow bnɒ yɒw 

nwo ƨƚi ni ɘǫɒuǫnɒl ƚƨol ɒ ʇo ƚɿoƨ ƚƨomlɒ ƨi ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM 

.ƨɘvlɘƨmɘʜƚ ƨɿɘƚƚɘl ɘʜƚ bnɒ ,ƚʇɘl oƚ ƚʜǫiɿ ni ƨɒ ,ƨbɿɒwʞɔɒd ʜƚod ƚɘdɒʜqlɒ 

ʜƨilǫnƎ ɘʜƚ ǫniƚiɿw ɘɿɒ uoy ɘƨuɒɔɘd ƨi 
ʜɔiʜw ”,ƨɿɘbnɒʜ-ƚʇɘl yd nɘʞɒƚɿɘbnu 

yliƨɒɘ ɘɿom ƨi bnɒ bnɒʜ ƚʇɘl ɘʜƚ ʜƚiw ƚuo bɘiɿɿɒɔ ƨyɒwlɒ ylɿɒɘn ƨi ƚi ⁏ǫniƚiɿw 

ʇo mɿoʇ nommoɔnu nɒ [ƨi ǫniƚiɿW 

ɿoɿɿiM]“ ,ƨɘƚɒƚƨ ʞɿowƚɘИ AMAႱ 

.ɿɘʜqiɔ ʇo mɿoʇ ɘviƚimiɿq ylɘmɘɿƚxɘ nɒ ƨɒ bɘƨu ƨɘmiƚɘmoƨ ƨi ƚI .bɘƚɔɘlʇɘɿ 
nɘʜw lɒmɿon ƨɿɒɘqqɒ ƚi bnɒ ɿɘqɒq ɘʜƚ 
oƚ ɿɒluɔibnɘqɿɘq blɘʜ ƨi ɿoɿɿim ɒ nɘʜw 

nwoʜƨ ƨi ƚluƨɘɿ ɘʜT .ƚʇɘl oƚ ƚʜǫiɿ 
moɿʇ—ɘlqmɒxɘ ɿoʇ—ʜƨilǫnƎ ni 

ɿɒɘqqɒ lliw ƨɿɘƚƚɘl ⁏ɘǫɒuǫnɒl nɘviǫ ɒ 

ɿoʇ yɒw lɒɿuƚɒn ɘʜƚ ʇo ɘƨɿɘvɘɿ ɘʜƚ ƨi ƚɒʜƚ noiƚɔɘɿib ɘʜƚ ni ǫniƚiɿw yd bɘmɿoʇ ƨi ǫniƚiɿW ɿoɿɿiM 

.noiƚuloƨ ɿuoy ɘd ƚʜǫim ǫniƚiɿW 

ɿoɿɿiM ,llɘW ␚ƚɘdɒʜqlɒ nwo ɿuoy ǫniƚɒɘɿɔ ƚuoʜƚiw ƨyɒƨ ƚi ƚɒʜw wonʞ oƚ ƚnɒw lliƚƨ ƚud ƨɿɘʜƚo moɿʇ ƚɘɿɔɘƨ ǫniƚiɿw ɿuoy qɘɘʞ oƚ bɘƚnɒw ɿɘvɘ uoy 

ɘvɒH 
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Rorie Howles-Mcbeth

Social Media Editor

For years, the loudest noises 
coming from Room 115 were the 
frantic whirring of electric mix-
ers, the clinking of spatulas, and 
the guidance of Mrs. Heather 
Sample. As our Foods and Home 
Economics teacher, she taught 
us the basics of survival: how to 
avoid burning roux, how to sew 
a button, and how to measure 
fl our without making a mess.

But yesterday, the teacher we 
know and love disappeared. In 

her place, standing in the bright 
lights of Kitchen Stadium on 
Iron Chef America, was a culi-
nary powerhouse. “Cooking is 
just chemistry you can eat,” she 
said, clearly preparing her for 
the fast-paced, high-stakes pres-
sure of TV cooking competi-
tions. When she was announced 
as a surprise competitor for the 
“Unexpected Educators” episode 
of Iron Chef, many assumed she 
would be outmatched by the 
restaurant chefs. But they didn’t 
know about her secret weapon: 
teaching 7th-12th graders for 
years.  

Th e competition was a senso-
ry overload. Th e secret ingredi-
ent is beets. While her opponent, 
a Michelin-starred chef from 
New York, panicked, Mrs. Sam-
ple was in her element. She treat-
ed the stadium like a 50-minute 
class period, managing her time 
with the precision of a seasoned 
expert.

“I saw her in the corner,” I told 
my friends, watching the episode 
with a watch party at our school. 
“Th at’s the same look she gives 
us when we say we don’t have to 
follow the recipe!”

Her menu was top-notch. She 

developed a three-layer beet-in-
fused gnocchi that the judges 
described as “elevated comfort 
food” and a savory beet tart that 
showed off  the technique she 
taught in her “International and 
Advanced Foods” course. What 
made her win so special was that 
she never stopped being a teach-
er. When the judges asked how 
she kept her cool, she smiled 
and said, “I have to make sure 
my kids—both at home and in 
the classroom—know that with 
enough preparation, you can 
handle any surprise ingredient 
life throws at you.”

Th e $20,000 prize? She told 
reporters she’s setting up a col-
lege scholarship fund for her 
students and upgrading our high 
school’s aging ovens. When Mrs. 
Sample walks back into Room 
115 next week, she’ll be a local 
celebrity. But she’s still the teach-
er who taught us that cooking 
is about love, precision, and 
the ability to laugh when your 
dish fails. She took the lessons 
of home economics and proved 
that they are the foundation of 
greatness. She’s not just a teach-
er; she’s an Iron Chef.

Stove Stadium: The Rise of Mrs. Sample 

Yutyrannus rampages through Saegertown
Kaiya Levesque

Social Media Intern

 Dinosaurs went extinct ap-
proximately 66 million years ago. 
Only fossils remain of these once 
great beasts. Yet, scientists have 
been trying to bring them back. 
Many “projects” over the years 
have been tried, most failing. 
One such project is the “Chick-
enosaurus” project. When pale-
ontologist Jack Horner proposed 
reverse-engineering chickens to 
activate ancestral traits like tails, 
teeth, and claws. Starting in the 
2000s and continuing into the 
present time, they haven’t been 

very successful… until Decem-
ber 10. 

 Th e Yutyrannus, the 
largest known dinosaur to have 
given direct evidence of feath-
ers and a cousin of the mighty 
Tyrannosaurus rex, is the fi rst 
genetically modifi ed dinosaur to 
have been brought back. Th is di-
nosaur is approximately 9 meters 
(30 feet) in length and weighs 
about 1.1 to 1.5 tons. Named by 
scientists, Wren could be the fi rst 
of many dinosaurs.

Unfortunately, Wren had es-
caped during transportation to 
a classifi ed location and is now 
loose somewhere in or around 
Saegertown. A few reports have 
trickled in of sightings of a dino-

saur. Many thought that it was 
just a prank, a hologram. One 
person even claimed, “It’s just 
one of those Shoebill birds.” 

Soon, there were reports of 
Wren making her way up to Sae-
gertown High school. Th e threat 
has just become more real. Th is 
predator, while genetically mod-
ifi ed, still has an appetite… and 
she is hungry. She even rammed 
a car off  the road, scaring the 
family inside the car, before fo-
cusing on the school. People in 
Saegertown have begun to real-
ize that this is a real threat. Many 
Saegertown citizens called the 
police, animal control, and even 
zoos. Wren easily broke through 
the windows of the high school 

cafeteria, suc-
cessfully getting 
inside the school 
where grades 
9-12 were hav-
ing lunch. Chaos 
ensued almost 
immediately.

Fortunately, 
there were no fa-
talities, and only 
a few minor in-
juries. Wren has 
been contained 
and is now be-
ing transported 
to the classifi ed 
facility where she 
will be kept. 

Flying Penguins Spotted

Lincoln Flowers

Panther Paw Editor

 Penguins fi rst appeared 60 
million years ago, shortly aft er 
the dinosaurs’ extinction. Ex-
isting in regions such as New 
Zealand and Antarctica, many 

early penguin species were al-
ready fl ightless. Th e early spe-
cies transitioned from fl ying to 
swimming.

 Although penguins 
have been fl ightless for nearly 
their entire existence, the idea 
of fl ying penguins has fascinated 
scientists. With the recent devel-

opment of gene augmentation, 
scientists have attempted to re-
introduce fl ight in lab penguins. 
Gene augmentation, or gene ad-
dition therapy, is a new scientifi c 
development that has helped 
scientists to recreate species 
such as the dire wolf and, soon, 
the woolly mammoth. Research-
er Jim Breweres stated, “It is an 
honor to add the fl ying penguin 
gene to our list of accomplish-
ments alongside the likes of pre-
historic species.”

Despite numerous and rig-
orous attempts to restore the 
gene, all attempts had seemed 
unsuccessful until a discarded 
subject was spotted on the Otago 
Peninsula taking a short fl ight. 
Since the initial spotting, fi ft een 
spottings among three penguin 
species have been confi rmed 
throughout the Otago Peninsu-
la and Banks Peninsula in New 
Zealand. 

Although the discovery inter-
ests the public, it raises ethical 

questions about whether sci-
entists should be permitted to 
alter animals’ DNA. “We should 
leave these animals to evolve on 
their own; there must be a good 
reason for their [penguins’] tran-
sition from fl ight to swimming,” 
stated Scientifi c Board Advisor 
Lee Sheffi  eld in an interview 
with Times News. While many 
scientists have disregarded the 
statement from Mrs. Sheffi  eld, it 
raises good questions about the 
potential damages and setbacks 
brought to penguins with the re-

introduction of fl ight. 
One major protest in New 

Zealand led to civil lawsuit cas-
es brought against the scientifi c 
commission. Despite this, there 
may already be too many fl ying 
penguins released to stop the 
spread of the newly altered gene. 
Regardless of lawsuit results, it 
seems the fl ying bird has been 
brought back for good; the only 
questions now are regarding how 
far the altered species will travel. 
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Mrs. Mook Becomes the Prime Minister of Japan

Aurora Petrie

Managing Editor

Th e other week, our beloved 
English teacher Mrs. Mook 
went on a trip to Japan, where 
a lot more happened than she 
had expected. On her fi rst day 
there, it was reported that she 
encountered a really nice group 
of people who called themselves 
the Yakuza, where they had 
promised to give her free shelter 
for her entire stay. She agreed re-
luctantly, and for the fi rst night 
staying there she felt safe—but 
when she had woken up, all of 
her belongings were taken, and 
she was last seen fl oating down 
the middle of the Shinano Riv-
er on an infl atable raft  that was 
about to give up—until! She was 
thankfully saved by some patrol 
offi  cers that were circling the riv-

er and got her out before she was 
in worse circumstances. 

Once she was saved, she 
made an oath to put an end to 
that malicious gang and protect 
the people of Japan from them 
once and for all. Also, she did 
this mission on her own because 
she’s like an independent person 
and what not. She spent days 
on days on days tracking these 
people, learning their everyday 
routes and routines, waiting for 
the right moment to play her 
attack, allegedly. When the time 
fi nally came to make her attack 
and claim what was hers, it was 
around 12 AM, streets were quiet 
at this time—but that was about 
to change real soon. Mrs. Mook 
whipped out the two samurai 
swords she had equipped from 
a really wise guy she met on the 
streets earlier back, but I forgot 
to mention that part, and started 

absolutely shredding everything 
around her until there was no 
trace of the Yakuza.

In a time frame of about 20 
minutes, Mrs. Mook had cleared 
the area of any sign of gang ac-
tivity. Th e next morning the 
news about what had happened 
had gotten around the entire 
country. Government offi  cials, 
such as the Minister of Defense, 
Shinjiro Koizumi, had appointed 
her to be the new Prime Minister 
of Japan. Th e old Prime Minister, 
Sanae Takaichi, was pardoned of 
her duties and was demoted to 
something else that’s unimport-
ant. 

Since Prime Minister Mook 
reign in Japan, she has invented 
electricity that can be generated 
by footsteps and is encourag-
ing hydrogen energy to boost 
climate targets. She also rebuilt 
Nagasaki in like a week.

Mr. Gjovik’s bad day:

Gjovik becomes homeless after a series of unfortunate events.
Vladimir Petrie

Website Editor

It was a nasty, stormy day at 
Saegertown High School, where 
a man named David Gjovik was 
temporarily residing. On this 
particularly stormy day, David 
decides he is fed up with AP 
Psychology students Dominic 
Dilly, Rorie Howles McBeth, 
Aurora Petrie, Mason Allio, and 
Jaiden Ludwick, too, I guess; 
he then does the cruelest, most 
unspeakable act known to all of 
humankind throughout all of 
history, which is giving them all 
two noogies (one is acceptable, 

but two, on the other hand, is a 
big no-no). 

Th e three of them then 
snitched on him to big brother 
Hayes, which then ultimately 
led to the downfall of Mr. Gjo-
vik’s career. Mr. Hayes and Dr. 
Howick pulled him out into the 
hallway later that same day to 
give him the news: the news that 
he had been absolutely FIRED! 
And that he should pack his 
things and get out within the 
next twenty minutes before they 
get the resource offi  cer on him.

Whilst David (no longer Mr. 
Gjovik because he was fi red) 
was about to open his car to set 
his things down, he had just 

happened to notice that he had 
locked his keys inside his car. 
Oops. And for a cherry on top 
for this horrifi c moment, it was a 
nasty, stormy day at Saegertown 
High School, so David pulled up 
his bootstraps and walked all the 
way home with his packed items 
in hand, and with the rain blast-
ing down onto him like bullets 
from the sky.

But WAIT! Th ere’s more! Af-
ter David fi nally returned home 
from the miserable walk of doom 
and despair, he just so happened 
to realize that his entire house 
had been taken in to be used as 
evidence because El Chapo and 
the Mexican cartel had been us-

ing his place as a safehouse for 
their illicit substances. Uh Oh, 
Spaghettios! 

So now poor David Gjovik 
has no job, which means no in-
come, no house, which means no 
shelter, and many other things, 
and on top of that, he lost his 
pride because he just became a 
homeless AND jobless bum.

But DO NOT worry for Da-
vid here, as things go pretty well 
for him in the end. He recently 
bought a scratch-off  lottery tick-
et as a last-ditch attempt at life, 
and he actually WON! Hooray! 
David isn’t homeless anymore 
and doesn’t even need a job be-
cause he won the lottery.

Aliens visitor comes to Saegertown 
Claire Harrison

Broadcast Director

 It was 7:15pm on a beautiful 
summer evening, and the sun 
was setting into a mix of pink 
and orange. Suddenly, Sadie 
Sature, a sophomore student at 
Saegertown High School, saw 
multiple ships falling out of the 
sky, crashing onto the Earth’s 
surface. One crashed right into 
Washington street and then one 
into her fi eld. She looked at it 
for a moment. It looked to be 
not from Earth; it was almost 
alien-looking. 

Sadie decided to make her 
way through the tall wet grass 
and head toward the crash site, 
and it was nothing like she had 
ever seen. It was sleek black; the 
hatch was open, and there was 
a path leading into the grass. 
Sadie looked around for any 
other clues, but she couldn’t re-
ally see anything. She decided to 
look around the spaceship more 
and see that a door is open. She 
looked more closely and saw a 
path through the grass and a 
blue-looking liquid along the 
path. 

Sadie followed the path of the 

unknown blue liquid, and she 
got to the end of the fi eld and 
came to a forest. At this point, 
it was almost nightfall, but she 
still decided to go in. Th e forest 
was dark, and it was almost too 
quiet. Sadie looked around at her 
surroundings, but she saw noth-
ing. She heard a twig snap and 
turned around, and she saw four 
eyes glowing in the middle of 
the fi rst, looking right at her. She 
called out to the creature, “Hel-
lo.” Th e creature continued to 
look at her, then moved toward 
her. In a raspy deep voice, it said, 
“Hi,” back. 

Th e creature emerged; she 
stared up at the monstrous crea-
ture. It was seven feet tall, with  
scales, green moss, a fi n going 
all the way down its back, and 
four limbs, and it was almost 
drake-looking. At fi rst they just 
stared at each other in dead si-
lence; no one dared say a word. 
Th e monster suddenly spoke 
in a raspy voice, “My name is 
Zarix; I’m from the planet Altea, 
and I’m not a threat.” Sadie was 
slightly startled by Zarix talking; 
she responded, “I’m Sadie, and I 
can help you.” Zarix smiled and 
walked over to Sadie, and they 
both went back to the ship. 

Steiger goes to the moon
Sophia Lilly

Social Media Editor

In a small town known as 
Saegertown was an even smaller 
man named Dustin Steiger. Th is 
little tiny man’s biggest dream 
was to touch the moon. One 
night as he dreamt peacefully, he 
dreamt of a magical green bean 
that could make him touch the 
moon. As he woke, he composed 

himself and thought, “I could 
travel to get this magical growing 
green bean,” but as he thought to 
himself, he remembered how 
risky the journey was, for he was 
willing to do anything to grow 
just to touch the moon. 

So he went on the journey, 
facing a furious beast, and as he 
reached the end on the top of a 
snowy hill, all that was there was 
a bean; confused, he put the bean 
in his pocket and journeyed 
home. As he grew closer to his 

home, he got extremely hungry, 
so he ate the bean in his bed and 
slumped. As he woke, he real-
ized that he was no longer in his 
bed. He was in orbit. He could 
fi nally touch the moon, but as 
he looked back at the world and 
people he loved so much, he re-
alized he loved being tiny and he 
missed the life he had. Steiger 
thought he heard an alarm, and 
he woke up and thought, “What 
a crazy dream.”  
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How satire shaped history by 

pointing and laughing at it
Anna Bradshaw

Editor-in-chief

As April Fools day 
comes and passes, so does 
the exorbitant use of jokes 
and pranks. Th is is a form 
of satire. In the modern 
day, satire is oft en forgot-
ten. We replace this word 
instead with “joke” or 
“irony.” But what is satire 
really?

Satire, in a literal sense, 
is the use of humor, irony, 
exaggeration, or ridicule 
to expose and criticize 
people’s stupidity or vices, 
particularly in the context 
of contemporary politics 
and other topical issues. 
However, in a historical 
sense, it is much more 
than that.

Th e website Britannica 
says, “Satire originated 
primarily in the ancient 
Mediterranean world, 
with its formal roots in 

Roman literature and its 
thematic roots in Greek 
drama, dating back as far 
as the 7th century B.C.E. 
While the word itself 
comes from Latin, the im-
pulse to mock power and 
social folly is ancient and 
widespread.”

“Th e word ‘satire’ is 
derived from the Latin ‘sa-
tura,’ meaning a ‘medley’ 
or ‘mixture’ (specifi cally, 
lanx satura, a ‘full dish 
of mixed fruits’). Roman 
poet Gaius Lucilius fi rst 
developed this, and it was 
later perfected by Horace 
and Juvenal.”

Aft er Rome fell, satire 
returned to Western lit-
erature, this time target-
ing the Church and class 
structure. Th e genre ex-
ploded in Britain not long 
aft er, with Jonathan Swift  
and Alexander Pope using 
satire as a potent political 
tool.

“Satire became a dom-

inant force in 17th and 
18th-century Britain 
through a combination of 
intense political instabili-
ty, the rise of a commercial 
print culture, and a delib-
erate revival of classical 
Roman literature. Oft en 
called the “Age of Satire,” 
this period uti-
lized humor, iro-
ny, and sharp wit 
to expose hypoc-
risy and critique 
society,” explains 
the Medium.

So now you 
can see, satire has 
evolved from an-
cient ritualistic 
curses and agri-
cultural “medleys” 
into a sophisti-
cated tool for so-
cial and political 
c o m m e n t a r y . 
It has adapted 
through various 
mediums, from 
ancient Rome to 

18th-century Britain to 
now in the modern day on 
the internet everywhere 
you look. 

Everything in the fol-
lowing issue falls under 
this category of “satire” 
and is meant to be taken 
as such. All those includ-

ed have given their per-
mission to appear in their 
satirical forms for come-
dic purposes, and none of 
what you are about to read 
is real. Enjoy! 

Happy April Fools!


