
Fourteen years ago, the multiplayer game Club 
Penguin took the world by storm, eventually surging 

to millions of global players. Then barely in elementary 
school and caught up in the penguin craze, we hopped 
onto our family desktops to explore this new land.

We constructed identities for ourselves as we 
customized our penguins and created friendships 
as we chatted with penguins from near and far. We 
reached new heights in Jetpack Adventure, explored 
new depths in Cart Racing, learned to keep the 
elements in harmony through Card-Jitsu . . . Every day 
on Club Penguin was a new adventure.

But as the years passed, our log-ins became more 
and more infrequent as we discovered worlds outside 
of Club Penguin. Even so, the game was always a 
welcome reprieve from our busy lives beyond Club 
Penguin’s horizon. We returned for our buddies, 
strategically planning with friends to meet up in the 
same server. We returned to rediscover the fun of sled 
racing. And when the game was about to be finally 
discontinued, we even returned to help tip the giant 
iceberg. 

So as the Class of 2019 logs out one last time, we’ll 
always remember Club Penguin’s farewell message: 
Together, we can build an island, create a community, 
change the world . . . even tip an iceberg. Waddle on.
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A postcard: a snapshot of a newly explored place, a plethora of memories 
gathered into a single image. As we’ve traveled to new heights during the 

last four years, together we’ve amassed a myriad of postcards — a myriad of 
memories. 

As un19ue freshmen, we demonstrated our class spirit with our parody 
Facebook Homecoming profile pictures, proudly declaring ourselves “Fishmen 
2019.” We made our m19rk sophomore year, presenting on social issues in our 
English classes and receiving full scores on AP tests. As juniors t19king flight, we 
stood up for what we believed in during class discussions, marches and protests. 

Finally, as seniors, we discovered the next b19 thing  — ourselves — as we 
came into our own, going down the rabbit hole during Homecoming, putting 
on the best Bombay in the Bay performance, creating MAP documentaries and 
attending Winter Guard championships.

Exploring new worlds, we’ve all added our own memories onto our 
collective pile of postcards. And even though memories, like postcard ink, may 
wear away with time, the joy and love encapsulated in these group snapshots 
will never fade.

— Chelsea Leung

Penguin
Postcards

Derek Chiou and Samuel Wang perform the stunt 
dance during Senior Quad Day. Photo by Lei Otsuka.



ON QUAD DAYS: “Quad Week = no sleep.”  — Alex Ruemmler6 7ON CONSTRUCTION: “When do we not have construction?”  — Reva Vaidya
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Dear junior class office,

From holding an ambitious spaghetti dinner fund-
raiser to filming our junior prom promo at Safeway, junior 
class office was one of the highlights of an otherwise 
stressful year. Our adventures started out in the ASB 
storage room, and while we’ve all gone our separate 
ways since then, that small conference table will forever 
hold so many of our cherished memories. 

From philosophical talks to competitive Kahoot 
games, there’s no mundane task that you guys weren’t 
able to make interesting. I’m so sorry for forcing you 
guys to get pied in public on a rainy day, but it was for 
the greater fundraising good of $60. Nevin, I’m so proud 
of how you’ve finally stepped up and given at least the 
bare minimum of effort this year. Samyu, thank you for 
sacrificing your backyard to our gold spray paint bottles. 
Hanlin, we never got to the bottom of *that* discussion 
but hopefully we’ll be able to continue it in the future. 
Sasha, you embody the spirit of our chaotic class office 
and I hope you’ll never lose that energy. Khiara, thank 
you for being the supportive and loving soul for all of us 
when we needed it. Enzo, you really did pull through in 
the end :’). 

Hanlin was right when he said we were “the most 
janky people” he ever met, but I think it was our crazy 
personalities that really bonded us together. I’m pretty 
sure we all agree we fell a bit short as a class office, but 
as a group of friends, I couldn’t ask for anything more.

Love, your junior class president.

—Ashley Feng 

Santiago Dutro Reva Vaidya Sasha Pickard

Hannah Chang

Ferennie Liu

David BerkowitzJustin Lee, William Liu

Ines Picard

Camron Rezai Angela Poo

Justin Chao, Kami Cheatham

Isaiah Vivero
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ON FIRE ALARMS: “A nice walk around campus.”  — Kimi Uenaka8 9ON SENIORITIS: “It’s like being ugly. I’ve had it since I was born.” — Miya Uenaka

Faculty Farewells

Seniors,
Congratulations to all of you on gradu-

ating. This is a time — perhaps one of the 
last times — for you to enjoy moments 
with friends and teachers and community 
in this particular constellation, and you 
should revel in those connections you’ve 
made — with each other, and within 
yourselves.

As someone who has devoted her life 
to words and to the people who read, 
write, and discuss them, I have to believe 
that those connections come in no small 
part from your connections with literature.

Daily I have watched you connect 
over your shared sympathy for or annoy-
ance with a character, or your electric 
epiphanies in having unlocked a poem 
together, or your excitement at sharing 
the words you have crafted into poems, 
essays, and stories.  In those moments, 
you have realized things about your-
selves and each other that brought you 
not only closer to each other, but also to 
an understanding of your own deepest 
selves. Together you have made sense 
and created meaning and community, 
laughing and arguing and supporting 
each other as you tackled chal-
lenging texts, tasks, 
and tests. 

My plea to you, 
as you leave this 
world in which 
you have been 
regularly required 
to read poetry, 
drama, novels, 
philosophy, 
essays, and 
stories, 
is to 
choose 
to keep 
read-
ing.

Find the books. 
Find the most comfortable, most beau-

tiful, most well-lighted place to read. Be 
surrounded by books and people almost 
silently flipping through their pages — a 
holy sound in a holy place.  

At college, this won’t be too difficult — 
you’ll have multiple reading rooms and 
libraries from which to choose. Maybe 
you’ll gravitate to one with high win-
dows in lead casements and sturdy old 
wooden desks; maybe you’re drawn to 
the cozy armchairs and bright colors of 
a more modern setting. Find the reading 
spaces that invite you to lose yourself 
in your books. And beyond college, get 
a new library card everywhere you go, 
and use it. Public libraries are the Notre 
Dames of the United States — open 
and accessible places for reflection and 
regeneration, for the worship of learning 
and thought and emotional and intellec-
tual growth and democracy. 

Buy the books. 
This adjuration pertains particularly 

to your Humanities books — I imag-
ine your STEM texts, evolving with 

changing technologies, may be 
quickly out of 

date, and 
it might 
make 
sense 
to just 
get the 
online 
textbook. 
But your 

litera-
ture 

and philosophy texts will 
warrant multiple readings, 
and can yield constant, 
universal, lasting human 
truths that you’ll come 
back to throughout your 
life. And as you read 
physical books, some-
thing happens in your 
brain that doesn’t happen when you are 
reading online. As you run your fingers 
across the smooth pages, as you write 
your commentaries in the margins (with 
your fancy Muji pens or your favorite 
trusty 2HB unigel), you make those words 
and the ideas and images they convey 
physically as well as emotionally and 
intellectually a part of you. And as you flip 
a physical page, your brain takes a milli-
second of peace to download, save, and 
back up the content.  (Neuroscientists 
back me up on this.) Books are your tools 
— invest in them, and take them with you.

Read the books. 
Your reading has made you the empa-

thetic and imaginative individuals you are. 
Reading has taken you to worlds beyond 
this “Saratoga Bubble,” as you often refer 
to it, expanding your sense of the actual 
and the possible; the past, the present, 
and the future.  If at certain points you 
find yourself really just too time-pressed 
to read actual books with your eyes, 
listen to audiobooks — your free public 
library membership will give you access 
to an enormous selection of good ones. 
Reading can continue to free you, to con-
nect and fire new synapses, to heighten 
your awareness of the world, to sharpen 
your critical edge. Your reading will make 
you more precise and effective commu-
nicators, thinkers, and citizens. But most 
importantly, your reading will give you 
company, comfort, joy, and humanity — 
wherever you go.

 As James Baldwin said, “You think 
your pain and your heartbreak are un-
precedented in the history of the world, 
but then you read. It was books that 
taught me that the things that tormented 
me most were the very things that con-
nected me with all the people who were 
alive, or who had ever been alive.”

Keep reading. And drop us a line 
sometime about your adventures in 
words and the world.

Best,
Ms. Keys

To SHS:
As I write this, I think back on my 

time as a Falcon. You need to know that 
Saratoga High School rescued me. I was 
serving at a school in the community I 
grew up in, and having a pretty good 
year personally, but professionally was 
struggling.  There was something miss-
ing, and I was beginning to lose confi-
dence that I was in the right place. Then 
the opening at SHS appeared in a publi-
cation I was reading one afternoon, and I 
was hooked. I began considering what it 
would mean to leave where I had spent 
more than fifty years of my life. All of my 
friends told me I was crazy, but I needed 
this more than they could imagine. With 
the support of my incredible wife (Mrs. 
P-Rob) I went for it. Thankfully the folks in 
Saratoga felt they needed me as much 
as I needed them. The result has 

been seven of the BEST years of my life. 
I guess what I’m trying to say is that 

we all can believe there is this dream 
job or career or lifestyle out there that 
we want to pursue that will meet all of 
our wants and needs. When you reach it, 
you may discover that it’s not everything 
you thought it would be, and that’s OK. 
Because what I found is that the best 
gift you can give yourself is to be open 
to every possibility. Following your heart 
instead of your head can lead you to 
places you never imagined. Sure there’s 
fear, sacrifice, a lot of hard work, and 
sometimes loneliness that makes the 
journey tough. Yet along the way I’ve 
discovered so much more than if I stayed 
safely tucked away in my SoCal roots.

Now I’m at another point that is thrill-
ing and scary altogether, that is to finally 
“graduate” with the Class of 2019. I’ve 
gone to school almost every day since 
1961. Now I have to find another path. 
Sure, I’ll be back for games, plays, con-
certs, and a few field trips from time to 
time (I can’t go cold turkey from school 
life), but it won’t be the same. 

While it’s scary to think of what will be, 
I’m excited that I may get a chance to 

make stronger connections to support 
young men and women in the future. 
I’m a huge fan of the next generation. I 
know that you will do it so much better 
than my generation did. You’ll be on 
Mars someday soon, and you’ll find 
a cure for cancer and other diseases 
in your lifetime. The possibilities are 

endless. You’ll also face problems we 
haven’t seen yet, and figure out how to 
fix them, or just pass them on to future 

generations like we did. 
I pray you never lose 

sight of the fact that 
everyone really does 
want to be better. Doing 
it together is the only 
way problems can be 
resolved. Never give up 
hope. It’s the catalyst for 
getting better. Have faith in one another 
to get the job done, whatever that looks 
like, and faith in yourself and the choices 
you make. 

Finally, know that love, the ability to 
sacrifice your wants for the needs of oth-
ers, is most important. Giving of yourself 
so that those you love will succeed 
leads to fulfillment. Knowing when to be 
selfless without losing yourself is chal-
lenging. I learned it best as a teacher, as 
a husband, as a father, and especially as 
a grandfather. It takes time, practice, and 
a lot of failure along the way. Keep at it 
because those you love are important 
enough.

Thank you Falcons for RED PRIDE, 
STRENGTH IN NUMBERS, #gofalcon-
power, TOGA-ther - Everything IS Pos-
sible, RISE UP, and It’s GREAT to be a 
FALCON! It’s been an honor to share the 
laughs, tears, heartbreaks, joys, and vic-
tories with each other as we’ve grown up 
TOGA-ther. I will remember you always 
as America’s BEST High School, and the 
most genuine and caring young men and 
women I’ve ever known. Know that you 
are always in my prayers, and I can’t wait 
to see what’s next for all of us.

P-Rob

Dear class of 2019, 
It was an honor to have had some of 

you for one year and a privilege to have 
had a few of you for two. You were my 
first AP chem class and you journeyed 
with me through my son’s adoption 
process. Your love and care is more valu-
able than anything money can buy. 

So as you jump into the next chapter 
of your life, remember some things you 
learned in chemistry like…

Significant figures 
(Or don’t sweat the “insignificant” 

figures) Remember what is important and 
true and remember what isn’t. If you say 
the wrong things are true... you’re holding 
onto lies. Call lies as lies and truths as 
truths. Don’t let others tell you what’s true 

or force yourself to believe in something 
that’s not true. 

Kinetic motion of gases
Gas particles move fast (in 

high hundreds of mph) but gases 
don’t diffuse quickly because 
they bump into other particles. 
Don’t be in such a hurry to get 
to your destination. Expect the 
many bumps along the way 
and enjoy who you become 
because of them. 

Universal gas constants 
Like 8.314 kPa L/ 

mol K, some things are 
constants and you just 
have to remember 
them. Remember to 
value people not things. 

Remember to appreciate 
people (espe-

cially your 
parents). 
And 

remember 
to be brave 
enough to 
be kind 
and forgive. 

I’m sure there are lots 
of other things chem-
istry has taught you 
(and some things you 
would rather forget). 
But oh what fun it 
has been to have 
crossed paths with 
you!!

Mrs. Cahatol

Find the reading spaces 
that invite you to lose 

yourself in your books.

“

”



ON DETENTION: “Wait I can watch Netflix here without my parents lecturing me?”  — Annie Xu10 11ON THE GRAPES OF WRATH: “It really helped the students feel Great Depression.”  — Matthew Graham

To the Class of 2019,
In the opening scene of “Forrest Gump,” an excited Forrest is 

sitting at a bus stop next to a tired nurse.  He leans over to her 
and said, “Those must be comfortable shoes, and I bet you could 
walk all day in shoes like those and not feel a thing.” 

The nurse replied, “My feet hurt.”  
And then Forrest responds with a simple yet sage word of 

wisdom that reminds me of the Class of 2019.  He simply stated, 
“My momma always said you can tell a lot about a person by their 
shoes, where they go, where they’ve been...”

As many of you have watched this movie your Junior year in 
Ms. Morelle’s, Ms. Daly’s, or Mr. Tarbox’s class,  I wonder what 
people would think if they could look at the shoes of the Class 
of 2019. Although your life experience is somewhat limited, you 
might be surprised at the wear and tear on your shoes. 

For example, those of you football, girls’ water polo and boys’ 
golf players, your shoes are a little stinky but you are league 
champs! Some of your shoes are a little more polished from for-
mal competitions of Mock Trial, Speech and Debate and Model 
United Nations. 

Often you showed up at school in odd-looking shoes such as 
when you dressed up for Mr. Sheehy’s simulations in World or 
AP Euro as freshmen, dress up days for Homecoming, and that 
goofy costume during Halloween. 

Some of you went without shoes as you danced in Bombay 
by the Bay or on the deck of the pool as Ms. Thomson gave 
you a pep talk before your big swim. Robotics, your shoes are 

scuffed up from the travel to regionals and na-
tionals. 

As your teachers, we have particularly en-
joyed the creative shoes of the Class of 2019 
such as the catapults in Physics, the zany cel-
ebrations in World Languages, and the fun chats 
with your amazing math and science teachers. I 
have seen the very sexy shoes of the MAP stu-
dents as you made a lit jam in the Grammy Mu-
seum as well as the naturally not-so-sexy but shiny shoes of the 
Marching Band at Levi Stadium. 

Your shoes can quote Principles of Economics, “Pi” to some 
ridiculous digit, and Mr. Davis’ stories of Wyoming.  I missed 
your Junior Prom, but heard about how some of your shoes got 
messy as you got sick from the food! We have seen the shoe 
of elegance and confidence as you performed on stage, in the 
classroom, on the field, in the pool, on the court and in the quad 
for Homecoming week! 

Some of your shoes have carried the weight of anxiety, de-
pression and sadness. I remember at the passing of a loved one 
of one of you, unbeknownst to you, your best friend came to me 
and said, “Mr. T, you don’t need to worry, we’re looking out for 
so and so.” Your shoes are filled with empathy, kindness and a 
desire to help one another. 

Yes, your shoes have traveled far but there is so much more in 
store for you. My advice, from the movie again, is to “Run, Forrest 
… or Class of 2019 … RUN!”

— Mr. T

You seniors and I have one big thing in 
common this year:  we’re both leaving Sara-
toga High.

I have been struggling to write this piece, 
what will likely be my last written contribution 
to this special learning community. What can 
I say that hasn’t been said before? How can 
I say it without sounding cheesy and trite? 
Not really sure, but I will try to synthesize two 
strands of thought I’ve had over the past few 
weeks — one is about Karl Marx and some 
of his early writings, the other concerns my 
move to the Bay Area long ago 
and the time I’ve spent here — and 
hopefully something worth mulling 
over will result from weaving the two 
strand together.

Back in 1844, Karl Marx wrote in 
his early manuscripts about a con-
cept he called “estranged labor,” 
where he went on at length about 
the role of economic systems, how it 
directly and indirectly impacts the individual, 
and a bunch of other semi-dry stuff that only 
nerds like me seem to enjoy, but if you leave 
aside his politics for a moment (he did write 
“The Communist Manifesto”), there’s much 
in what he said in those early writings that 
speaks to important and weighty topics that 
it might be useful to think about from time to 
time —  like how we ought to live in these 
contemporary times, how to find happiness 
in life, and how to grapple with the prospect 
of leaving home and whether or not it’s pos-
sible to create new ones.

He described the modern worker in the 
workplace as being alienated… disconnect-
ed from herself and everything and every-
one else around her. This alienation occurs 
because the modern worker is made up of 
all these forces and powers that define who 
she is — her intellect, her creativity, her pas-
sions, her spirit. And, at her job — for her 
boss — she pours all of these energies into, 
let’s say, making widgets (metaphor alert! 
metaphor alert! “widgets” = mind-numbing, 
soul-sapping work). But the problem is that 
these widgets do not belong to her — she 
doesn’t own them and may not even have 
any use for them. So, each day, she hops 
into her Prius or on her tech shuttle bus and 
trundles into her workplace, pouring ev-
erything that makes up who she is into this 
thing, this object, this commodity that she no 
longer owns.

In so doing, a piece of this worker dies a 
little inside each day as the various forces 
that drive her, that make up who she is — 
her intellect, her creativity, her passions, her 
spirit —  are deposited into this object that 
will be packaged, marketed, and sold to 
consumers at large. This slow death of the 
intellect, of creativity, of the soul, turns her 
into a veritable zombie that now populates 
the shows we watch on TV. This modern 
worker is walking, but dead, alienated from 
her work, from herself, from her fellow work-
ers, from the world itself.

As a consequence, she may feel adrift, 

lost, not at home in what is supposed to 
be her home. She will find different ways to 
cope and different ways to escape — drugs, 
holidays, religion, whatever means at her 
disposal to ignite and resurrect the light of 
life that is slowly being extinguished inside 
of her day after day. That’s strand of thought 
#1.

About 158 years later, in August of 2002, 
at the age of 26 and a full year after I began 
my career as a fledgling high school Eng-
lish teacher, I stuffed my forest green 1999 

Toyota Corolla — the first car I ever 
bought with my own hard-earned 
money — with only my clothes, a box 
of terrible curriculum I had written 
from that first year teaching, and a 
bunch dance music CDs (long before 
it became dance music moved into 
a realm of coolness deserving of its 
own acronym — EDM), and hopped 
on I-5 South, my eyes still wet from 

tears stoked by yet another round of sad 
goodbyes. 

To be honest, the Bay Area did not feel 
like home at first. I remember driving down 
280, passing the exit for Stevens Creek and 
then suddenly finding myself lost, wonder-
ing to myself why 280 had suddenly disap-
peared, muttering under my breath, “Where 
the pho did 680 come from?” — especially 
seeing as how I hadn’t hopped off the free-
way. I remember thinking how sprawling San 
Jose appeared to me (so many strip malls 
and business parks!). And I remember think-
ing and feeling isolated and alone; I had yet 
to make friends and none of the pho restau-
rants I checked out ever seemed to get the 
recipe right, the way Mom used to make it, 
the way it tasted at home. 

That first year was tough — particularly 
because Google Maps didn’t yet exist and 
because I could count the number of ac-
quaintances I had on one hand. I probably 
spent the first several Bay Area weekends 
in bed, sullen and depressed, wondering if I 
would ever get over my funk and muster up 
the energy and motivation leave my house, 
if not to meet new people, then at least to 
figure out this 280/680 mystery. 

But over time, this sprawling place with 
segregationally diverse communities we call 
“the city” and “the East Bay” and “the pen-
insula” and “the South Bay” (and Hayward) 
started to feel like home, but it didn’t happen 
of its own accord.

I joined a local recreational softball league 
and before long, friendships grew out of 
many practices and games and post-game 
meals with the team members. We were 
the only team made up of Asian-American 
nerds (is that redundant?) — most of them in 
tech with me as the lone humanities enthusi-
ast (aka the only person with a soul — #sor-
rynotsorry). I played infield — mostly second 
base or shortstop, and our team fumbled 
along from season to season until we turned 
into a team good enough to attend tourna-
ments up and down the west coast. We 

were also surpassingly basic; we called our-
selves the Dragons (because we’re Asians 
— get it?) one year and in another year of 
“cleverness,” adopted the Phoenix moniker. 
The time I put into that activity was not only 
fun, but pivotal as the network of friends I 
have now — many of whom I consider family 
— grew out of going to those practices and 
playing in those games.

I forced myself to learn how to cook, one 
dish at a time, and aided by many calls to 
mom back in Seattle, I learned how to make 
pho, egg noodle and wonton soup,  bun bo 
hue (a spicy, lemongrass-y, and funky ver-
sion of pho for the Viet cuisine novices out 
there), and a slew of other Vietnamese dish-
es that reminded me of home. Eventually, I 
broadened my culinary repertoire to include 
a few Thai dishes, Taiwanese dishes, Korean 
dishes, and the occasional roast chicken so 
I can feed my white friends. Along the way, 
I discovered how much I enjoyed cooking, 
how relaxing and cathartic it was to put away 
the TV and the phone and to lose myself in 
the soothing rhythm of chopping onions and 
mincing garlic. 

I also immersed myself into my chosen 
career — for six years at Leland and for 
the past 11 years here at Saratoga. It was 
through this work that I finally understood 
what Karl Marx meant in those early writings 
because it was on campus and in the class-
room and in meetings with other teachers 
that I learned how to be a little better, year 
after year, at what I do. This immersion also 
made me realize how lucky I am because 
not once in the past 18 years as an educator 
have I ever felt alienated or disconnected in 
the way that Marx describes. 

Our work is fundamental to who we are. 
It defines us in a number of significant ways. 
After all, why do you suppose that after “Hi, 
what’s your name?”, the next question we’re 
often asked when we meet new people is 
“What do you do for a living?” Through that 
lens, Marx made instant sense to me as 
I reflected on my own work and I think he 
will make instant sense to you if you reflect 
on your chosen field of study and career 
path and what it ought to mean to you. To 
me, coming to school was a stolid bulwark 
against the cruel gale force winds of chance 
— which can sometimes in hurricane fashion 
rip your life apart. 

One day you’re starting a new school 
year with optimism. The next you find out 
your dad has stage-four lung cancer. And 
then on another day, you learn that he’s suf-
fered a stroke and the doctors are telling 
you that he may have three months. I have 
confessed to many friends that through the 
years, when things have gone to Hades in 
a handbasket, due to a broken heart, or an-
other family fire that requires me to put it out, 
or some other seemingly personal catastro-
phe, I can always count on going into work 
and sort of… not pretend that my problems 
don’t exist, but at least keep them at bay. 
It’s because when I come into work, it never 

feels like work, but home. Here, within these 
four classroom walls, you make me laugh 
and you make me think. Each school day is 
a rebirth, an opportunity to reinvent myself 
again for yet another day. I can be funny, I 
can be — occasionally — insightful, I can be 
the sage on the stage, the kind of person 
who almost always has an answer to your 
questions in a manner that’s very different 
from my own personal life — which some-
times raises questions for which I have no 
answer.

In short, I came of age here in the Bay 
Area, learning what it means to be an adult 
at work and at play, and through many errors 
committed in life and in love (oh so many 
errors!) in this crazy, mixed up, absurdly ex-
pensive, occasionally insufferable, and con-
sistently wondrous place we sometimes call 
the “bae/yay area.” I had left one family and 
home in Seattle only to find for myself and 
to create for myself new ones. So while the 
Bay Area didn’t initially feel like home, it be-
came one. 

But here we are in 2019, and due yet 
again to the winds of change and forces be-
yond my control, I — like you — will be leav-
ing home again. It’s been a struggle and not 
a little surreal to come to terms with such a 
decision. After all, if this is now home, then 
how can I possibly leave? But in reflecting 
on my leaving and your leaving and what 
that all entails and what it all means, my brain 
kept circling back to the meaning of home 
and the meaning of the work we do and 
Marx and a bunch of other things. I came up 

with three takeaways:
Leaving home is sometimes necessary 

and creating new homes is definitely pos-
sible. It’s by leaving the comfortable and the 
familiar behind, pushing ourselves into the 
unknown that forces us into necessary ex-
periences of discomfort and displacement. 
Through these experiences, we are given 
opportunities to make mistakes and to grow 
and learn from them. The experience can 
be alternately exciting and intimidating, and 
more often than not, we won’t know how 
things will turn out, but that’s okay because 
these experiences will shape and strength-
en us so that we’re resilient enough to tack-
le whatever comes our way. Not to mention 
that a home is a place you may leave, but it’s 
also a place you can come back to.

It’s definitely possible to achieve happi-
ness and meaning through what you choose 
to study or what to do with your work. But in 
that choosing, you can’t be chasing fame, 
or glory, or material things — which can be 
taken from you at any given time. For me, 
it’s about a well-told story that stays with 
me long after I’ve turned the final page. It’s 
about the philosophical and not-so-phil-
osophical questions we ask of ourselves 
and of others. I find it in a shared laugh, a 
shared glance, a shared understanding. 
I find it in those moments when I’ve truly 
connected with another human being, mo-
ments that affirm all that is great, profound, 
and possible within all of us, moments that 
demonstrate what it truly means to live an 
examined life, moments like every day on 

this high school campus. For you, whether 
your experiences are the same or different 
from mine, what you choose to do should 
be about finding what Aristotle calls your 
“special function,” that special something 
that gives you purpose, that you’re good at, 
that you were destined for, that makes you 
feel whole, connected, and at home. It’s the 
only antidote that will save you from Marx’s 
alienation — from becoming a member of 
the walking dead yourself.

Simply put, #1 and #2 can only be 
achieved by getting off your ass and in-
volving yourself in life. It doesn’t have to be 
joining a softball league or learning a new 
hobby like cooking, but it does mean adopt-
ing a tiny bit of that Nietzschean mindset so 
that you can “overcome” the former fearful 
or tentative version of yourself. Only then 
will you feel like you’ve lived life rather than 
having life lived you.

One final thought in closing:  the only 
thing that’s constant is change. Our lives can 
be and will be tempest-tossed by the winds 
of our particular set of circumstances. Not 
everything will work out the way you thought 
they were going to, but that doesn’t neces-
sarily mean that life ought to be about an-
guish and forlornness and despair. It can be 
about seizing these moments of now, taking 
advantage of and making meaning of the 
present since the present may never pass 
this way again. Keep that in mind and you’ll 
always feel at home.

— Ken Nguyen

Sometimes You Find Home When You Leave Home



ON DRIVER’S LICENSES: “Just like my tests at school, I didn’t study. But unlike my tests at school, I didn’t fail.”  — William Liu12 13ON ENGLISH BOOKS: “I didn’t read them.”  — Sehij Dhindsa

THank you sensei . . .

It was the best of times. From “cry-
ing havoc” in Shakespeare perfor-
mances to writing the havoc that was 
our essays, from researching social 
and ethical issues to reaching epipha-
nies in Socratic seminars, four years of 
English has pushed us to improve as more effective, precise writers 
and speakers. We’ve learned to ask questions, analyze and articu-
late, exploring story truths that help us better understand ourselves 
and the world. 

Thank you for guiding us through worlds made of words. Thank 
you for encouraging us to develop our own interpretations and 
opinions. Thank you for journeying through the text with us — when 
Juliet questions what’s in a name, when Simon discovers the beast, 
when Gatsby gazes out at the green light across the bay. 

Although we’re now embarking on our own odysseys, we will 
remember and cherish four years of exploring the magic of words, 
words, words together. 

but then you read. It was books that taught me that the things 
that tormented me most were the very things that connected me 
with all the people who were alive, or who had ever been alive.”

Keep reading. And drop us a line sometime about your adven-
tures in words and the world.

ENGLISH MATH

SCIENCE
As freshmen in Art 2, we began our journey 

through the SHS art program by drawing fruit still lifes 
and portraits. Back then, we joined the art program 
because we enjoyed drawing. But, as we progressed 
through high school, we learned how to appreciate 
art in a new way, as well as value the importance of 
an art community. 

Ms. Diane Vanry, you helped everyone become 
confident in their art, and you supported us in achiev-
ing our goals as artists despite whether we wanted 
to turn our passions into a career or not. 

For many of us, the opportunities that being in 
your art class offered ended up shaping the path to 
our future. Although four years flew by in a flash, we 
will never forget the memories we had in room 201 
at this school.

ART

MAP

These past four years, we’ve learned that we are but a tiny part 
of a vast, limitless system — intricate, yet fragile. We’ve been intro-
duced to the seven wonders of science: studying life and evolution 
in biology, examining the elements in chemistry, moving the world 
through physics, understanding our physical body in anatomy, 
discerning our cognition through psychology, seeking the stars in 
astronomy, and visiting the ocean life of marine biology. These are 
fields we couldn’t hope to finish exploring our lifetimes, but ones 
we will strive to push the boundaries of.

In the famous words of Isaac Newton, it is only by standing on 
the shoulders of giants that we can see further than others. Thank 
you for encouraging our curiosity these last four years and answer-
ing every last question. Thank you for providing a place for us to 
foster our scientific minds and pushing us further with challenging 
labs and examinations. But most of all, thank you for watching us 
grow and guiding us onto the proper path.

In the last ⌈π⌈ years, 
you’ve taught us many 
concepts that extend out 
of pure math. Through 
polar graphs and the 
roses and hearts that can be drawn on them, we 
learned that simple concepts can create beautiful 
things. In calculus, we learned various ideas, ranging 
from differentiation to integration, that aided our un-
derstanding of physics. But none of this could have 
come about without a solid foundation in algebra; 
had we not been encouraged through logarithmic 
mazes and grasped the “fish” that could find the fac-
tors of a quadratic equation, we would not have the 
opportunity to appreciate these simple things.

Thank you for making math interactive and fun, 
incorporating games and projects, be it statistics or 
sewing. Thank you for your passion and enthusiasm 
in teaching math, kindly encouraging us to take a 
step out of our comfort zone and explore new top-
ics. And thank you for having the patience to work 
through problems with us in the intangible worlds of 
imaginary and real mathematics.

DEAR PRINCIPAL ROBINSON,
Let’s admit it: Starting high school was 

scary. Sure, most of us already knew 
each other from elementary and middle 
school, but by then, college applica-
tions — deciding of our futures — were 
already looming on the horizon, and we 
were navigating campus alongside intimi-
dating upperclassmen who were literal 
feet taller than we were.

But as we first walked onto campus 
for freshman orientation, you welcomed 
us with open arms and your friendly 
smile. “It’s great to be a Falcon!” 
you said; little did we know 
just how true your signa-
ture phrase would turn 
out to be.

On the very first day of 
school, you looked down at our 
mid-growth-spurting selves, 
weighed down under giant 
backpacks, and welcomed 
us yet again to our new 
home. From those 
moments on, you 
made us feel 
like we had 
a place at 
the school, 
with every-
thing from 
your weekly 
emails to your 
unfailingly open 
door. We even got 

to call you, an adult, by a fun nickname 
— P-rob.

Over the last four years, we’ve been 
swept up into your plethora of slogans 
that at first seemed abstract but quickly 
became part of our daily vocabulary, 
emphatic capitalization and all — “Red 
Pride.” “STRENGTH in NUMBERS.” “Rise 
Up!” “#gofalconpower.” “TOGA-ther Ev-
erything IS Possible.” And of course, “It’s 
GREAT to be a FALCON.”

As we diligently pursued our interests, 
in or outside of school, you often 

stopped by in our classes to 
congratulate us on our most 

recent successes. You 
saluted everyone 
from Color Guard 
to robotics to MAP 

on their achieve-
ments and applauded for 
our class presentations, 

even ones in languages 
you didn’t understand. 

You praised our 
English projects 

and laughed with 
us during our 
history simula-
tions. We’ve 
noticed and 
appreciated 
your deep 

connection to 
us as students; 
you truly do know 
everything that 

happens on this campus. 
Outside the classroom, your friendly 

face could be spotted at pretty much ev-
ery single activity; sports from football to 
badminton were always graced with your 
endless school spirit and dedication. 
When we found you playing basketball 
Saturday morning at 7 a.m. in the Large 
Gym, we knew we’d soon be seeing you 
on the courts with us, shooting layups 
during our open gym practice sessions. 

And yet high school could be difficult. 
Academics, extracurriculars, personal 
relationships — those were overwhelm-
ing at times, and yet we always knew you 
had our backs. Even just your waves in 
the hallways, smiles at the crosswalk in 
the morning and hugs at Breaking Down 
Walls were reassuring and comforting. 
You were with us through all our highs 
and lows, reminding us that falling will 
come before the greatest flights.

We’re beyond lucky to have been 
part of your last four years at SHS — and 
for you to have been a part of ours. Our 
mascot may be Freddie the Falcon, but 
for us you are the true face of this school. 
And as we move on to the next chapter 
of our lives, we hope you treasure all our 
memories as much as we will and find 
a new path that brings you just as much 
joy. 

You taught us how to stretch our 
wings as baby Falcons, and now we’re 
rising up and flying high — all because of 
you. We’ll always remember you — and 
of course, how great it is to be a Falcon.

On the first day of MAP, despite hear-
ing that we were the most diverse group 
of students on campus about to start 
a journey that would essentially shape 
our high school experience, we stood 
in distinct groups, convinced that there 
would be no way that 61 of us could be-
come friends, that 61 of us would all be so 
changed by what were essentially some 
coordinated high school classes.

But in that moment, none of us real-
ized that (surprise, surprise) the MAP 
teachers would be right. This would be a 
four-year experience that would push us 
past our comfort zones as students and 
as people. 

We grew technically, expanding our 
knowledge on visual storytelling. Enter-
ing MAP as clueless freshmen whose 
photography skills amounted to shaky 
selfies, we soon learned how to cre-
ate stop motion: to not only take but 
sequence thousands of photos to tell a 
story. And instead of expecting perfection 

we learned to make the most of every 
second of effort we put into our work. 

MAP taught us that doing justice to 
the stories we create takes commitment. 
The process of writing, filming, editing 
and reworking was often tedious, and 
we realized that making impactful films 
took a lot more than just turning on a 
camera. We entered MAP as individuals, 
with the mindset that we completed these 
projects just for a grade, but as we came 
out of tens of group projects, we found 
more worth in the stories we were striving 
to tell. 

Our MAP teachers lead by example, 
showing us how to work with others 
through their teamwork as a department. 
They provide an outlet to not only grow 
creatively, but to also place our trust and 
seek guidance from them and our peers. 
They constantly enforce that collabora-
tion is the best way to learn and grow. 

Not all of us are moving on to become 
filmmakers, photographers, or graphic 
designers, but all of us will pocket the 
skills MAP has gifted us in our respective 
fields. 

As we move past high school, we will 

meet people 
vastly dif-
ferent from 
us, but we 
will meet 
them with 
confidence 
because of 
our experi-
ence in the 
program.

We now know the importance of chal-
lenging our own views by collaborating 
with people who think differently than us. 
After four years in MAP, we as a class are 
vastly different as people; not only are 
we a lot more accepting, we are more 
willing to change and more prepared to 
face and tackle tough obstacles.

Thank you to all our MAP teachers: 
Ms. Head, Ms. Battey, Ms. Ritchie, Mrs. 
Mohnike, Mr. Torrens, Mrs. Herzman, Mr. 
Hemmerich, Mr. Davey, Mr. Tarbox and 
Mr. Friend, for shaping our high school 
experience and giving us the chance to 
make connections with people we never 
suspected we’d one day be able to call 
friends.

 —-   FROM THE CLASS OF 2019



ON SAT: “Let’s not think about it :)”  — Meitong (Megan) Jin14 15ON MACBETH: “WhAt, you eGG??” — Kaitlyn Wang

VALEDICTORIAN AWARD: Catherine Wu
SALUTARIAN AWARD: Jamie Hong

Nirav Adunuthula
Victor Wei Chen Jr.

Francesca Chu
Elaine Fan

Jamie Hong
Ethan Ko

Alexandra Li
Thomas Lim

Victor Liu
Nathan Luk
Carolyn Ma

Sirisha Munukutla
Kiran Rachamallu

Yashwanth Rachepalli
Blake Smith
Justin Sun

Amy Tang
Tanuj Vasudeva
Merrick Wang
Catherine Wu

Annie Xu
Michael Zhang

NATIONAL MERIT FINALISTS: 

NATIONAL MERIT SEMIFINALISTS: 
Ankur Garg Arian Raje Alex Ruemmler

NATIONAL MERIT COMMENDED STUDENTS: 

ACADEMIC HONORS

Divya Aggarwal
Eric Bao 

Akhilesh Bellathur 
Daniel Bessonov

Anisha Byri
Arin Chang 

Trina Chatterjee
Haoxue Che 
Neo Chen 

Derek Chiou 
Sarah Daodi
Julia Deng 
Ronit Dey

Ashley Feng 
Andrew Gao 

Dermot Gleeson 
Maya Gollamudi 

Tara Hojjat 
Kitty Huang 

Catherine Hulme 
Elizabeth Hung

Samyu Iyer
Amogh Kankanwadi

Asha Kar
David Koh

Esha Lakhotia

AJ Lee
Christopher Lee

Kaitlyn Lee
Mackenzie Lee

Sally J Lee
Chelsea Leung 

Jennifer Li
Joseph Li
Patrick Li

Cameron Lin 
Ferennie Liu
Claire Luo 

Ruchi Maheshwari 
Sanjana Melkote

Sarah Meng 
Lei Otsuka 

Peter Owens 
Deyshna Pai 
Sarayu Pai 

Rohan Pandey
Akshat Patwardhan 

Sasha Pickard 
Sohil Pokharna

Eric Pors 
Nevin Prasad

Meera Ravichandra 

Zachary Seid Phan
Bassil Shama 
Sherrie Shen 

Manit Sripadam 
Andrew Stephens 

Aditya Subramanian 
Elaine Sun 
Hanlin Sun 
Jason Ting 

Abhinav Tumu 
Kimi Uenaka
Reva Vaidya 
Rini Vasan 

Roshan Verma 
Caroline Wang 
Kaitlyn Wang 

Phoebe Wang 
Valen Yamamoto

Janice Yang 
Judy Yang 

Serena Ying 
Kyle Young 
Charles Yun 

Edward Zhang 
Nicholas Zhang 

Hillary Zhou

HONORS:

HIGH HONORS:

VERY HIGH HONORS:

Shivani Agrawal 
Neda Aminzadeh 
David Berkowitz

Dylan Boselli 
Nicholas Bray 

Anisha Byri 
Arin Chang

Trina Chatterjee
Haoxue Che
Victor Chen 
Derek Chiou
Andrew Choi 
Karen Chow  

Francesca Chu 
Enzo Coglitore 
Andrea Dang 

Ronit Dey 
Annika Donez 
Leena Elzeiny 
Ashley Feng 
Leon Feng 
Rashi Garg 
Mark Guidry 
Tara Hojjat 

Cathleen Hsieh 
Kitty Huang 

Kiran Illindala 
Samyu Iyer
Kay Jewler
Kevin Jin

Amogh Kankanwadi
Leandra Kingsley

Graham Kingston
Anshul Kulkarni
Esha Lakhotia

AJ Lee
Sally J. Lee
Jonathan Li

Cameron Lin
Ferennie Liu
Claire Luo

Simran Mallik
Sirisha Munukutla
Kristin Murakami
Caroline Okuno

Lei Otsuka
Deyshna Pai 

Mira Park

Siena Parsons
Akshat Patwardhan

Ines Picard
Sohil Pokharna

Eric Pors
Alexandra Propach

Isabelle Rieken
Zachary Seid-Phan

Anika Seth
Sherrie Shen

Manit Sripadam
Kiana Steele

Andrew Stephens
Madeline Stuart

Aditya Subramanian
Elaine Sun

Isabella Tan 
Isabella Taylor

Miguel Tenant De La Tour
Anson Tong
Reva Vaidya 
Dylon Van

Tanuj Vasudeva
Roshan Verma
Janice Yang

Hannah Yoon  
Kyle Yu 

Hanna Zahabi 
Edward Zhang 
Althea Zhao 
Emily Zhou

Nirav Adunuthula
Divya Aggarwal
Rachel Bakke

Akhilesh Bellathur
Khiara Berkowitz
Daniel Bessonov

Sarah Daoudi
Julia Deng
Elaine Fan

Andrew Gao
Ankur Garg

Maya Gollamudi
Elizabeth Hung

Janelle Jin
Asha Kar
Ethan Ko

Kaitlyn Lee
Mackenzie Lee

Sally Y Lee
Chelsea Leung

Alexandra Li
Jennifer Li

Joseph Li
Patrick Li

Thomas Lim
Megan Lin
Victor Liu

Nathan Luk
Carolyn Ma

Ruchi Maheshwari 
Sarayu Pai

Muthu Palaniappan 
Nevin Prasad

Kiran Rachamallu
Arian Raje

Meera Ravichandran
Alex Ruemmler
Bassil Shama
Blake Smith
Hanlin Sun 
Justin Sun 
Amy Tang 

Abhinav Tumu 
Rini Vasan 

Caroline Wang 
Kaitlyn Wang
Merrick Wang

Annie Xu 
Valen Yamamoto 

Serena Ying
Charles Yun 

Michael Zhang 
Nicholas Zhang 

Hillary Zhou

Valentina Araya 
Swathi Arvind 

Eric Bao 
Nicholas Burry 
Hannah Chang

Justin Chao 
Harman Chawla
Kami Cheatham 

Ivana Chen 
Neo Chen

Gabriel Cheng
Kimmy Chiu 
Ruhi Christie 
Devon Crane 

Jules Ducrot Huet 
Santiago Dutro  

Jennah El-Ashmawi 
Colleen Feng 
Derek Fung 

Dermot Gleeson 
Matthew Graham 

Shorya Gupta 
Madison Hartmann 

Jordan Hill 
Taylor Hill 
Ryan Ho 

Cassandra Holt 
Hanna Hovey 
Angeli Huang 

Eric Huang 
Hugo Huang 

Catherine Hulme 
Thomas Jens 

Meitong (Megan) Jin 
Ria Jobalia 

Nidhi Kadambi 
Gaia Kakkar

Rohan Kanekar

Owen Keogh 
Usman Khan 

Jesse Kingston 
David Koh 

Daniel Kraft 
Kirstin Kruka
Matthew Kuo
Iman Laique

Ishan Lakhani
Christopher Lee

Joshua Lee
Noah Lee

Eric Lei
Zachary Li

Mark Masulis
Sanjana Melkote 

Sarah Meng
Vittorio Morini Bianzino
Kaviya Nachiappan

Bijan Naimi  
Peter Owens

Rohan Pandey
Chloe Peng 

Andrew Petkovic
Tiffany Pi

Yash Rachepalli
Raveena Rao 
Heejin Roh

Sanya Salehi
Raiyah Shah
Zoyah Shah 

Sophia Shetler 
Jay Sonalkar

Divya Subbiah 
Vivian Tarbox 
Jason Ting

Kimi Uenaka 
Miya Uenaka 

Rahul Vadlakonda
Lucia Villanueva Alonso

Michelle Vu 
Catherine Wang

Cheryl Wang 
Phoebe Wang 
Samuel Wang 

Alyssa Whitman 
Ryan Wong 
Aaron Yang
Angie Yang 
Judy Yang 
Kyle Young 

Brandon Yuen 
Jenny Zhang  

Autumn Zuleeg



subtle toga traits

Taking a test or writing an in-class 
essay while listening to the glorious 
symphony of construction outside

Walking into the office and saying 
hi to Mrs. Armes after your third 
“dentist appointment” that week

Sprinting from rain shelter to 
rain shelter in the science wing 
like a character in Crossy Road 

Rotating through the same three 
off-campus food places for lunch

Watching the cafeteria cookies get 
smaller and smaller every year

Wondering if that bright 
pink detention pass is 
meant for you or not

Crossing the parking lot 
in the wrong place and 
hearing Mr. Hernandez’s 
voice yelling at you

Hearing the fire alarm go off — accidentally — again for the second 
time in a month and trekking pointlessly to the upper field

Boba fundraisers

Having a bookshelf at home 
filled with barely-touched 
SAT/ACT/AP prep books

Navigating through 
herds of underclassmen 
standing in the quad

Trying to make it back from off-campus lunch spots in 35 minutes

Hearing people say “I failed” after getting a B

Smelling the familiar aroma 
of cinna-biscuits during your 
first-period class

Slipping on the Falcon 
mosaic during quad day

ON SSS: “I’ve been napping every single day for hours.”  — Audrey Adams16 17

As the Sensei said in training 
for Card-Jitsu, “The simplest 
penguin knows that every 
journey begins with a single 
step.”
Our most important 
adventures began with a 
single step — a courageous 
foray into the unknown. 
As we take this next step 
into the coming chapter of 
our lives, we’ll be sure to 
remember the wise words 
of Sensei — and to jump 
into the future with one foot 
forward.

THE
FIRST 
STEP

Dressed in class colors, Madison Hartmann cheers on the 
seniors at the March 29 rally.— Amy Tang



ON COLLEGE APPS: “Finding a million ways to reuse the essay you wrote for something else.”  — Elizabeth Hung18 19ON RALLIES: “If it isn’t rigged so the seniors win every time, is it really a rally?”  — Usman Khan
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“Easy PE classes 

compared to the 

Falconfit we do 

now.”
— Ivana Chen

In the Middle
A LEAP FORWARD

The awkward phase between cute 
elementary school kids and cool high school 
kids. We suffered through wearing ugly P.E. 
outfits (only to graduate to ones just as ugly), 
running the mile and attending seven periods 
every day. 

We happily went home early during 
minimum days and dove further into 
academic subjects through group projects 
and presentations. GNN was our break 
from school, broadcast live everyday by 
the Multimedia class. Middle school was 
that awkward transition from elementary to 
high school but also was its own magical 
place filled with its own uniquely memorable 
experiences. 

— Phoebe Wang

The start of it all. We began our official 
school years with plastic rectangular pencil 
cases containing newly sharpened wooden 
pencils, messily shaping our letters as 
we wrote our first sentences under the 
guidance of 
teachers like Mrs. 
Pruitt at Saratoga 
and Mrs. Belville 
at Argonaut. 
Beginning with 
four-hour school 
days, we filled 
our classes with 
learning, playtime 
and friends.

As we 
journeyed through 
the years, our 
days were loaded 
with constant 
holidays and 
celebrations. 
Classrooms 
transformed 
into haunted 
houses as we 
slipped on our 
costumes for 
Halloween, 
rushing home 
to Trick-or-Treat 
with our friends.

 Every 
Valentine’s Day, 
we came to school with 
bags of labeled notes and 
attached candies, ready 
to be dropped off into 
our classmates’ individual 
boxes. For the 100th day 
of school, we wore candy 
necklaces with 100 candy 
beads and sparkly “100” 
glasses. 

In the classroom, as 
we graduated from sitting 
“criss-cross-applesauce” on 
colorful rugs to occupying 
our very own desks, we 
read our first chapter 
books and battled to 
beat the clock during timed multiplication 
quizzes. Entering the higher grades of 
elementary school, we became Sillybandz 
connoisseurs and stationery fanatics, 
trading A-gels and other “expensive” 
mechanical pencils  — $15 felt like a million 
dollars back then. 

We learned to save and manage money 

with a valuable form of currency: box tops. 
After scavenging them off empty cereal 
boxes, we collected enough to fill out a 
glue-on sheet or trade them in for one rice 
krispie or a fresh plastic kazoo. 

We matured as we worked 
through playground arguments 
with friends, learning from each 

other and from 
weekly assemblies 
and Project 
Cornerstone: our 
most important 
goal was to “fill each other’s buckets.”

Outside of our normal classrooms, we 
learned to play baseball, square dance and 

grow sunflowers in the communal garden.   
We gave mini plays, singing “Rumpus in the 
Rainforest” to standing ovations, cheering 
classmates and proud teachers. Our fifth 
grade December concerts were smashing 
successes, our parents recording our 
every move with video cameras as we 
played off-tune recorder and sang the 

iconic “Believe” from “The 
Polar Express.”

Field trips were the 
highlights of every year. We 
gingerly touched anemones 
at the California Academy of 
Sciences, watched master 
bakers shape dough into 
turtles at the Acme Bread 
Factory, mined gold at 
Sacramento, rolled corn 
tortillas at Mission San Luis 
Obispo and spent our first 
days away from home at 

the week-long 
science camp. 

Every 
year, we said 
goodbye to our 
peers with a 
mass yearbook 
signing 
(H.A.G.S!) and 
hugs, returning 
just a few 
months later for 
another year of 
fun. 

We ended 
our elementary school 
days with a flurry of 
celebrations, swimming 
at the high school for the 
pool party, posing for 
digital camera pictures and 
learning our farewell songs 
from the musical “Wicked” 
for our graduations: 
Argonaut sang “For Good” 
while Foothill and Saratoga 
sang “Defying Gravity.”

Though we sang those 
songs seven songs ago, 
their messages still ring 
true. Starting all the way 
from our elementary school 
years, we’ve changed 
each other for good — and 
as Falcons, we’ve helped 

each other defy gravity. 

— Chelsea Leung and Alexandra Li

ELEMENTARY DAYS
 A LOOK AT OUR FIRST SIX YEARS OF SCHOOL
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“I miss the orchard 
path walk to the library 
and the spring summer 
months when the fruit 
would fall or minimum 
days where we would be 
[at the library] at 12:30. I 
also remember learning 
the spanish alphabet 
from GNN.”

— Cameron Lin

“I miss getting out early on Wednesdays!”— Enzo Coglitore

“I liked the 7th 

grade tai-chi 

unit.”
— Carolyn Ma

OCT. 2014

“I liked how chill 

my middle school 

experience was 

and how I got to 

spend time with my 

friends.”
— Sohil Pokharna

feb. 2015

feb. 2015

“I kinda miss how you were able to have second chances and that when you messed up, it didn’t count.”— Elizabeth Hung

Elementary Days, clockwise from right: Elizabeth Hung, Serena Ying; Angela Poo, Meera Ravichandran; Mira Park, Judy Yang; Sehij Dhindsa, Patrick Li, Hanlin Sun

In the Middle, clockwise from top: Francesca Chu, Mackenzie Lee, Kaitlyn Lee, Alexandra Li, Christin Hao, Janelle Jin; Andy Choi, Noah Lee; Kimi Uenaka, Alex Ruemmler; 
Hannah Chang, Miya Uenaka, Ferennie Liu, Marrie McCarthy; Esha Lakhotia, Ashley Feng, Isabella Taylor, Rachel Vogel, Zoyah Shah, Ashley Feng, Sasha Pickard



ON SENOR RODRIQUEX’S RETIREMENT: “Um...I still see you....”  — Annie Xu20 21ON MAP APUSH: “I loved having a free period.”  — Cheryl Wang

David and Khiara Berkowitz moved 
from San José, Costa Rica, to San Jose, 
California six years ago along with their 
three siblings. 

As children, they hiked and swam along 
the Costa Rican shores with their two older 
sisters (also twins); now, they go on runs 
together in the Saratoga suburbia. 

While both siblings are in the Media 
Arts Program and share a variety of similar 
interests, the twins have surprisingly vary-
ing identities.

Both play tennis, but David also runs 
in varsity cross country. He enjoys playing 
guitar in his spare time, while Khiara admits 
she is “unfortunately not musically talent-
ed.” She enjoys a more balanced, lowkey 
social life, while David can be very extro-
verted one day but introverted the next. 
Both are dedicated and driven students 
who have found the right balance between 
their social lives and academic pursuits.

Despite their different personalities, Khi-
ara believes that she and her brother have 
grown closer as they’ve aged.

“As children, we enjoyed each other’s 
presence on a more superficial level, but 
now we have more things to talk about 
because we’ve been through more things 
together,” Khiara said. “We’ve experienced 
more life together, and that just makes the 
connection deeper.”

When they were children, their relation-
ship was different, as Khiara felt more like 
an older sister until David “experienced a 
maturity growth spurt.”

“I used to turn off his lights for him 
before he went to bed, and I would wait for 
him to get under the sheets,” Khiara said. 
As she recalled those childhood memories, 
Khiara laughed at the contrast between 
then and now. “He’s definitely a lot more 
reliable and trustworthy, and it sounds 
cheesy to say this, but he changed so 
much after coming here from Costa Rica — 
more philosophical, caring and thoughtful.”

David added how he was “often more 
reckless” when the twins were younger, 
which caused his sister to frequently get 
irritated with him. 

“I was scared of the dark and if no one 
tucked me in I would sit out in the hallway, 
so I would often ask Khiara to do it for me,” 
said David, smiling at the memory.

While the twins share the same friend 
group, they consider their relationship to 
be slightly different than a regular friend-
ship.

“I feel completely comfortable with 
David, and I never have to have a filter 
around him,” Khiara said. “You might have 
that with a close friend, but it’s so much 
more binding when it’s your sibling. He also 
understands me on a much deeper level 
because he’s been with me my entire life.”

Both see their situation has as having 
been a fortunate one.

“No, I really like the fact that we’re 
twins,” said David. Khiara nodded and 
added that they “never had the competi-
tion or resentment that might come with 
same gender twins. It’s more like having a 
guy friend that you’re extra close to.”

   — Ashley Feng

Even though Jordan and Taylor Hill are 
fraternal twins, teachers and sometimes 
their own parents mix up their names. 

They’re often associated with each 
other because they’ve  participated in 
many of the same activities, including four 
years of marching band. 

While people may assume that twins are 
similar, Taylor and Jordan have vastly differ-
ent personalities and interests.  

“Jordan has more of a shy demeanor, 
but once she opens up, she’s super outgo-
ing and happy and positive,” Taylor said. 
“She’s very organized. I’m super messy.”

And while Jordan remains extremely 

committed to band, 
Taylor has become 
more involved in 
drama and summer 
camp counseling.

Both twins agree 
that they have always 
been close, and 
Jordan said that they 
have grown closer 
over the past few 
years. 

But they will soon 
be separated in col-
lege: Taylor will be 

attending Boston Univer-
sity, while Jordan will be 
attending the University 
of Connecticut.

“Next year it’s going 
to be really hard be-
cause we’re not planning 
on going to the same 
school,” Jordan said. “I’m 
so used to her always 
being there. It’s definitely 
going to be different.”

   
— Kaitlyn Wang

I knew my Nike basketball shorts and 
Reebok sports sneakers were fresh, but I 
was still surprised one morning freshman 
year when no one could refrain from com-
plimenting my fit. “Damn Daniel’s” filled the 
air, and my ego skyrocketed. My 
middle-school fashion was 
finally garnering some 
much-needed apprecia-
tion.

To my dismay, a 
couple hours and a dozen 
“Damn Daniel’s” later, I real-
ized my clothes had noth-
ing to do with it. 24 hours 
prior, overnight teenage 
internet sensation Daniel 
Lara rose to stardom in a 
series of short “Damn Daniel, 
back at it again with the white 
Vans” clips  — and the world 
took notice.

At the time, I was sitting in the school 
library with then sophomore Aayush Gupta, 
who, upon hearing yet another “Damn Dan-
iel” comment,  suggested someone make 
an app to leverage the viral sensation. It 

just so happened that my freshman-year 
self had time, so I pounced on the oppor-
tunity.

Senior Patrick Li and I worked together 
after school from 3 to 8 p.m., with inter-

mittent snack breaks, to make the 
“Damn Daniel Button” — a cookie-
clicker-esque app that consisted 
of a button, leaderboard and some 
medals. Retrospectively, it can only 
be described as truly innovative 
technology. On the unforgettable 
night of Feb. 25, Patrick and I 
released the app to the iOS App 
Store, went to bed and didn’t 
particularly think much of our 
afternoon-long endeavour.

The next 24 hours could 
only be described as a 14-loop, 

120-mph roller coaster.
The morning after releasing the app, I 

decided to check the app’s leaderboard to 
see if there were any brainless teenagers 
who clicked the button more than 10 times. 
To my surprise, there were. More than one, 
and they clicked it more than 10 times.

In fact, 14 hours after release, 20,000 

people had clicked the button over 
200,000 times. I was confused, excited 
and, more than anything, really, really con-
fused. 

The app continued to explode through-
out the next couple days, racking up nearly 
50,000 downloads by Saturday morning. 
Everything seemed to be going beautifully 
until Sunday morning, when a friendly-look-
ing cease and desist from a lawyer showed 
up in my email inbox. 

Turns out, the app was infringing on a 
copyright Lara had placed on the sound 
effect. Thus, using it without his explicit per-
mission was illegal. And Patrick and I most 
definitely didn’t have explicit permission. 

The story from there on out is a lot 
more boring. After an awkward call with 
Daniel Lara and his associates and taking 
the app down, the situation blew over. In 
short, it ended up being a pretty exciting 
weekend. 

Today, all that remains of the Damn 
Daniel Button is a couple screenshots, a 
couple memories and a really great ice-
breaker. 

             — Daniel Bessonov

DOUBLE troubLe
COSTA RICAN TWINS DEVELOP CLOSE FRIENDSHIP

DamN Daniel
HOW A MEME APP LED TO A LEGAL SHOW DOWN

TWINS TALK ABOUT COMMON MISCONCEPTIONS

Level UP
SENIORS GAME THEIR WAY THROUGH HIGH SCHOOL

Courtesy of JORDAN HILL

Courtesy of  KHIARA BERKOWITZ Courtesy of  KHIARA BERKOWITZ

Agar.io: Although the concept of absorbing smaller cells as a 
bigger cell seemed easy to follow in theory, actually doing so was 
so much harder in the game. Nevertheless, agari.io’s widespread 
popularity was one of factors that created a library-wide ban on 
computer games.

slither.io: Agar.io might have been the first .io game to magically 
consume countless hours of our time, but Slither.io came quickly 
soon after, providing a modern take on the classic Snake game. 
And making even more hours disappear.

Pokemon Go: revolutionized how we played mobile games with 
each other during the summer it lasted in 2016, bringing entire 
communities together all in the name of catching little virtual crea-
tures — the only thing that still divided players was whether you 
chose team Mystic, Valor, or Instinct.

Fortnite: After breaking onto the gaming scene 2017, Fortnite 
shortly broke our grades after, creating an inverse relationship 
between number of games played and GPA.

Surviv.io: For those who didn’t have computers that could run 
Fortnite, Surviv.io was the poor man’s alternative, allowing students 
to once again discretely play games on library computers.

Tetris battle: After years of gracing our screens with shapes 
and colors Tetris Friends will be shutting down on May 31st follow-
ing in the footsteps of Club Penguin as games that we will never 
forget.

brawl stars: Providing a unique mobile gaming experience, 
Brawl Stars has provided both entertainment as well as diminished 
battery life.
 — David Koh and Victor Liu

Throughout our time in high school, video games have remained a constant in our lives year after year, and we have somehow 
always found time for them despite our ever-hectic schedules. They have both helped and hurt us in these last four years, de-stressing 
us after a long day of tests but also taking us into the early morning as we procrastinate on homework by finishing up that last level on 
Candy Crush.

The list of the most popular games around SHS has ebbed and flowed in the last couple of years, but we will always remember the 
most memorable ones that captured our hearts and the many hours of our lives that probably should have been spent on something 
more productive. 



ON JUNIORS WHO PARK IN THE SENIOR LOT: “we do not stan”  — Samyu Iyer22 23SSS: “I’ve been a second semester senior since freshman year.”  — Sehij Dhindsa

We often forget that dance is not just physical movement or calculated 
choreography. Rather, the power of dance lies in its ability to tell stories. 

Looking back at the progression of these nine (largely meme-inspired) dance 
moves, it’s evident that we’ve had highs and lows in the past four years. The 
lineup of viral dance moves we’ve loved and hated over the past four years 
traces distinct memories of our high school experiences, from barely containing 
laughter while teaching our friends and family to floss, to groaning in pain at the 
sight of classmates dabbing, to watching the senior girls shoot in unison to Ariana 
Grande’s “God is a Woman” during Quad Day.

NEXTPOTUS

ROSHAN verma
Runner-up: Enzo Coglitore

NEXTP-Rob

Nevin prasad

Runner-up: Anuj Changavi

NEXT Jeopardy Champions

kiran rachamallu AND sarah meng

Runners-up: Rohan Pandey, Audrey Adams

NEXT
Most Interesting Person 
in the World

DAVID BERKOWITZ

Runner-up: Rohan Pandey

NEXT Socrates

ASHLEY FENG AND ROHAN PANDEY

Runner-up: Kevin Jin

NEXT Fortune 500 CEOs 

DANIEL BESSONOV

Runner-up: Arian Raje

NEXTDalai Lama & Malala

SEHIJ DHINDSA AND DEYSHNA PAI

Runner-up: Annie Xu

NEXTMr. Yim

justin sun

Runner-up: Sherrie Shen

Last four years in . . .

Whip/Naenae: Silentó’s music video for “Watch Me (Whip/Nae Nae)” was released 
in June 2015. The 1.6 billion views the music video has amassed since then speaks 
to the sheer popularity of these dance moves. 

Juju On That Beat: popularized just in time to make an appearance in our 
freshman Quad Day, this music video choreography features multiple iconic moves, 
including Hit Dem Folks, Juju and the Running Man.

Dab: A dab is many things — a dance move, an exclamation of triumph, an ironic 
reaction, a sure-fire method of inciting cringe and disgust. Who knew a movement as 
simple as tucking one’s head under a raised, bent arm could be so revolutionary … 
and so timeless. 

Floss: While its origins are disputed, this deceptively simple move has perplexed 
children, teens and unsuspecting dads worldwide. 

Shoot: Strangely addictive and infinitely adaptable, the shoot appeared in nearly 
every single grade’s Quad Day performance after it went viral in 2018.

Triangle dance: Trios of jumping teens briefly took over SnapChat stories this year 
in attempts to achieve this deceptively easy viral dance. Beyond the issue of stami-
na, the real challenge lies in the fact that you to have at least two real friends.

Milly Rock: Yet another dance move fallen victim to being a Fortnite emote, the 
Milly Rock, invented by artist 2 Milly, requires a certain nuance to perform correctly. 

Orange Justice: Whether its origins truly lie in a Fortnite dance submission compe-
tition or a viral cybergoth dance video from 2011, the Orange Justice has a certain 
comedic appeal that can’t be beat.

Woah: The fact that #HitTheWoah is trending on Tik Tok should give you some 
insight into this one. 

— Elaine Fan

DANCE MOVES
While our parents may view memes as nonsensical, they have shaped a huge 

part of our lives throughout high school, serving as a form of communication in 
ways words cannot convey. 

Here is a list of only a few of the most popular memes since our freshman year 
— from Harambe to Salt bae to Mason Ramsey and beyond. 

MEMES

Harambe: Harambe is, many would say, the epitome of 2016. After the gorilla was 
shot and killed in May 2016, he suddenly skyrocketed to stardom.

Arthur’s fist: Arthur’s fist is one of the first examples of a modern meme. It be-
gan the popular trend of taking scenes from shows out of context.

Kazoo kid: I like to sing, dance, pretend aaaaaand kaaaazooooooo!

Bee movie: The Bee Movie is a 2007 computer-animated film about a bee named 
Barry. Just search up “the bee movie but” and you will find titles from “the bee movie 
but every time it says bee it gets faster” and “the bee movie trailer but every time 
they say bee the content aware scale gets stronger.”

Expanding brain: One of the most popular meme formats of 2017, the expanding 
brain has been a staple in meme culture ever since.

Salt bae: From a viral video of a Turkish butcher sprinkling salt (in a peculiar way) 
onto a piece of meat, salt bae rapidly gained fame in 2017.

Disloyal man stock image: The Distracted Boyfriend meme is a stock image 
with a man turning to look at another woman. The meme has had an infinite number 
of variations.

Johny johny: Arguably the creepiest meme of 2018, Johny Johny is a children’s 
nursery rhyme where Johny’s father (Papa) reprimands him for eating sugar. No one 
is saying Papa is sadistic… but is he?

They did surgery on a grape: That’s all you need to know.

Tide pods: Eat it, you coward. Just kidding, please do not do this.

Walmart yodeling boy: Mason Ramsey became an internet sensation in less 
than a year, after a video of him yodeling in an isle in Walmart went viral. He may 
not be number one on the charts anymore, but he will always be number one in our 
hearts.

Surprised pikachu: :o

Black hole: The historic first image of a black hole made rounds in the scientific 
community as well as the meme community.

Duolingo bird: The Duolingo bird encourages you to learn new languages, but at 
times, it can be aggressive. Maybe it will come for your family if you don’t conjugate 
five Spanish verbs today.

Old town road: Lil Nas X is an innovative genius, flawlessly combining the 
SLAPPING beats of hip hop music with the twang of country. Lil Nas X has everyone 
shouting that they got the horses in the back.

 — Elaine Sun



ON GOING OFF CAMPUS: “I see it. I like it. I want it. I got it.”  — Rachel Bakke24 25ON APUSH TESTS: “My hand basically died.” — Kiran Rachamallu

NEXT

Elizabeth Hung

NEXT

miya uenaka and ferennie liu

NEXT

simran maLlik

The piano Manhangout spots

“The library is chaos; it’s 
every man for himself.” 

— Nevin Prasad

Ethan Ko takes a master class from Keith 
Porter Snell on June 30, 2018.



ON QUAD DAYS: “Where some of the biggest high school memories are made.” — Nevin Prasad26 27ON QUAD DAY PRACTICES: “I lost my voice every year.” — Amy Tang

NEXT Steven Spielberg

ISAIAH VIVERO and DIVYA SUBBIAH

Runners-up: Sanya Salehi, Nick Bray

NEXT YouTubers

ENZO CoGLITORE and SAMYU IYER

Runners-up: Rohan Pandey, Kiana Steele

NEXTBob Ross

HANNAH CHANG

Runner-up: Zoyah Shah

NEXTOscar Winner

MATEO MORGANSTERN

Runner-up: Shasta Ganti

From the Lost Sea of Atlantis to Cars 
Land to the Future to Wonderland, we 
have danced our way through high 
school in annual September lunch per-
formances, each year’s choreography 
reflecting the current trends and our own 
attitudes at the time.

As freshmen, we were not even a 
month into high school, 
still forgetting where 
our classes were and 
how the bell schedule 
worked, when we found 
out about Homecom-
ing. It was a whirlwind of 
confusion. What do you 
mean the seniors started 
two months ago? But we 
slowly figured it out and 
put together a perfor-
mance that was decent 
for freshmen standards. 

The girls danced to 
Beyonce, an homage to 
the Queen of Pop we 
grew up with. The boys 
did the Macarena, simple 
but classic (except the 
part when they crawled 
on the ground while Enzo 
Coglitore lassoed them, 
but we don’t talk about 
that). Even though none 
of us really knew what 
our theme Atlantis was 
about, we still enjoyed 
the stressful time.

Next we were off to 
Cars Land. We swore 
last year we would be 
prepared this time. We 
were no longer the bot-
tom of the pyramid; there 
was more to lose, farther 
to fall if we didn’t perform 
our best. We thought we 
knew what to do, so we 
started as early as pos-
sible. It didn’t occur to us 
that what was trending in 
July probably wouldn’t still be popular in 
late September. 

Dabbing, juju on that beat, hitting the 
folks — we really went all out on cringey 
dance trends that year. We also overcom-
pensated for our insufficient number of 
dances the year before with a whopping 
five girls’ dances, which really wasn’t 
necessary. Looking back, 2016 might 
have been our worst Homecoming of all, 

but sophomore year was difficult for all 
of us — school was getting harder, we 
couldn’t use the “we’re freshmen and 
don’t know anything” excuse anymore, 
our parents still had to drive us every-
where and junior year academics were 
looming ahead. 

Then we arrived to Back to the Future 
in the fall of 2017. Some 
of us had gotten our 
licenses by the start of 
the year, and with the 
cars came a new sense 
of freedom and superior-
ity over the underclass-
men. Everything we 
thought we knew last 
year, we actually knew 
this year. 

We learned our les-
sons to not start practice 
too early or too late, 
not overusing cringey 
trends and not choos-
ing quantity over quality. 
The dances turned out 
decent — one might 
even say good. We had 
some exciting formation 
changes, very expen-
sive looking boys’ BnB 
jackets, a fire colorguard 
mix, an actual partners’ 
dance, and a last-minute 
but still pretty good stunt 
dance. For many of us, 
we glowed up during 
junior year, and Home-
coming was just the 
beginning.

At the end of that 
journey, we found our-
selves in Wonderland, 
at our last Homecoming. 
Without a doubt, senior 
year was our best year 
— thank god. We had the 
most participation of any 
year, we finally learned 
to smile so we wouldn’t 

look depressed in the YouTube videos 
and we learned how to put together cos-
tumes that actually looked good. It took 
us quite a long time to figure it all out, 
but we did it. As the performances came 
to an end, we celebrated our four years 
together, standing as one big red crowd 
chanting “2019!”

— Francesca Chu

Dialed in
HOW QUAD DAY DANCES EVOLVED

“AGD! AGD! AGD!”
As we nervously tugged at the bot-

tom of our leggings, the crowd roared 
and the phrase echoed throughout the 
McAfee on the night of Feb. 15 and 16 
for the annual Bombay in the Bay perfor-
mance. Countless hours, late night and 
early morning practices and group chat 
arguments led up to this single perfor-
mance. We couldn’t believe this moment 
was already here; it seemed we were 
learning the choreography for the fresh-
man girls’ dance just yesterday.

AGD is the senior girls’ dance for 
students that have been a part of the 
Bombay in the Bay show for all four years 
of high school. In October, the 14 AGD 
members started practicing once a week 
on Sundays. 

As the February show date ap-
proached, practices took place more fre-
quently. In the leading weeks, our group 
had practices nearly every day. Planning 
each practice was a battle itself. Each girl 
had her own schedule issues, and often 
the only times available for our group to 
meet were 10 p.m. or even 7 a.m.

Sanjana Melkote, Veda Jammula, 
Anika Seth and Sarayu Pai were the main 
choreographers, so they organized the 
practices.

Each practice was a new experience. 
There were definitely some of us who 
goofed off too much or just could not 
learn the dance. Although often frustrat-
ing, these tiny moments of relearning 
dances from months ago or chasing 
each other around the quad all added to 
the memorable times of AGD. Everyone 
became closer in a way that we never 
expected. All the inside jokes and unex-
pected conversations between dances 
brought us together.

“Every practice was filled with remarks 
like, ‘Oh I understand the dance now,’ or 
‘No, we don’t need to review that,’ but 
I now realize we were all lying to our-
selves,” Raveena Rao said. 

But as with anything, there were times 
when we clashed, mainly due to certain 
group members consistently being late to 
practices. This forced us to communicate 
better and learn to be the best dancer 
we could be for the whole group’s sake. 

Another matter we couldn’t seem to 
agree on was our costumes. One of our 
four choreographers, Sanjana Melkote, 
custom ordered our outfits from India in 
early January. We needed to give her our 
exact measurements and we obviously 

made mistakes while measuring. When 
the costumes finally came in, we all met 
up and laughed at the the awkward fits 
that were the result of our inaccurate 
measurements. However, after switching 
tops with one person and bottoms with 
another, each one of us finally found a 
costume that fit, and everything felt right. 

One of the most exciting parts of AGD 
for us was filming the introduction video. 
The introduction video is traditionally a 
comical compilation of smaller scenes 
that represent each of the dancers. After 
looking forward to filming our own video 
for the past three years, we all knew 
what nickname we wanted and what our 
scene was to consist of. 

Muthu was “the $hopaholic” and Ava 
was “the Price is Right.” Other group 
members ranged from “Rainbow Gang-
ster” to “AMD Wannabe.” After each shot 
was filmed, Divya Subbaiah put together 
the video, and we enjoyed it far more 
than we expected to. It represented us 
so well, and the first time we watched it, 
all of us could not stop laughing.

“A lot of us still make jokes about our 
taglines when we see each other at 
school,” Jennah El-Ashmawi said.  

 When it finally came time to perform 
on Feb. 15, we were nervous, but also so 
excited to finally get on stage. 

The moment was surreal as the crowd 
cheered us on throughout our entire 
dance. As we gathered on stage for our 
finale pose, all the long practices and 
dedication felt worth it as we held up our 
performance sticks and smiled, taking in 
the harsh stage lights and roaring crowd.

 
—  Ava Hooman, Esha Lakhotia and 

Muthu Palaniappan 

Bnb finale
AGD’S FOUR YEAR JOURNEY

NEXT Ed Sheeran

NIRAV ADUNUTHULA

Runner-up: Peter Owens

NEXTGigi Hadid

KHIARA BERKOWITZ

Runner-up: Kirstin Kruka

NEXTRick Riordan

VICTOR LIU

Runner-up: Ashley Feng

NEXT Jimmy Kimmel

ANUJ CHANGAVI
Runner-up: Victor Liu

Courtesy of LILY YANG

AGD strikes their finale pose on stage 
during the Feb. 15 BNB show.



ON DRIVING: “Ha. I’ll get back to you after I take the test for the fifth time.”  — Kaitlyn Wang28 29ON THE SAT: “We are going to determine the rest of your life off this one 3 hour test.”  — Enzo Coglitore

     Fresh FacesNEXT Steph Curry

Kirstin Kruka and Kyle Yu

Runners-up: Rachel Bakke, Sehij Dnindsa

NEXTBrandon Stanton

Muthu Palaniappan

Runner-up: Usman Khan

NEXT
Katie Ledecky & 
Michael Phelps

Lei Otsuka and Andrew Gao

Runners-up: Sarah Daoudi and Ishan Lakhani

NEXT

Derek Pinai and Rini Vasan

Runners-up: Merrick Wang and Khiara Berkowitz

As the clock hit 7 p.m. on many Sunday 
nights, students were rushing to complete 
their homework. Yet Anuj Changavi was 
finishing another entry on his blog, Stuck 
in the Middle, before posting a link to it on 
Facebook.

Focusing on either instances from his 
life or anything generally on his mind, 
Changavi has written most posts himself, 
but also published entries from friends 
and classmates. For example, senior Sehij 
Dhindsa wrote “The Spongebob Mental-
ity” for Changavi’s blog, talking about 
learning important values from Sponge-
bob, even if some might not consider 
Spongebob a worthy role model. Chan-
gavi also publishes anonymous posts from 
others, including “Where is Everybody?” in 
which a student writes about the value of 
true friends.

Changavi said he started his blog to 
publish pieces he had already written 
and as a medium to express his thoughts 
freely. 

Throughout this pro-
cess, hundreds of people 
have seen and supported 
Changavi’s blog. 

For Harman Chawla, 
reading Changavi’s blog 
was a path to gaining 
interesting insight that 
Changavi does not usually 
share in person. 

“[The blog] has tight-
ened our friendship more as well as his 
relationships with other people,” Chawla 
said. 

Chawla especially appreciates that 
Changavi allows other people to post on 
the blog.

“His decision to allow responses has 
also been one of the best things to hap-
pen to everyone who reads his blogs,” he 
said. “It honestly feels like a more positive 
and controlled confessions page that al-
lows us to learn more about each other.”

In the process of having this blog 
serving as a space for himself and oth-
ers to express themselves, Changavi 
said that the blog has helped him 
emotionally: Most of his posts are 
created from impulse thoughts. In 
addition, he said that the blog has 
given him a refreshed outlook on 
life. 

“[The blog allows] me to really 
think introspectively and has given 
me an outlook on life where I really 
just [have to] live in the moment and be 
[myself ],” he said.

Similar to Changavi, Iman Laique 
started her blog Answers In Your Ceiling 
to share her thoughts and perspectives 
with other people in her community while 
simultaneously exercising her passion for 
writing. 

Laique said many of her close friends, 
with whom she initially shared her writing, 
also encouraged her to share her work 
with a wider audience.

“I wanted to share pieces of my life and 
perspective with others,” she said. “I think 
mostly to connect with people.”

 Laique said that many of her readers 
have expressed appreciation for what the 
blog did for them.

“After I started my blog I had a lot of 
people coming up to me saying that they 
appreciated it so much and that it helped 
them reevaluate their lives too,” she said. 
“I love that so much.”

On her blog, Laique writes about a 
plethora of topics that have attained much 

prevalence in today’s so-
ciety, like body type and 
social interactions.

While the blog allows 
Laique to express her 
feelings through writ-
ing, she has also said it 
has given her a greater 
sense of community and 
increased awareness of 
similarities amongst her 
peers.

“I think connecting with people has 
given me, and I’m sure others, a sense 
of togetherness and empathy,” she said. 
“That’s all I really wanted.”

— Rahul Vadlakonda

Blog Life
STUDENTS FIND PEACE IN POSTING WINTER GUARD SENIORS MAKE HISTORY, CREATE TRADITIONS

When the graduating guard 
members entered the team as 
freshmen, they were 15 girls 
strong — so many that Joey 
Kidd, the director at the time, 
was shocked by their num-
bers. He later commented that 
they could be a team on their 
own, and thus the name “Team 
Fresh(men)” was born.

While several members 
began color guard in middle 
school, transitioning to guard 
in high school was initially 
intimidating.

For Miya Uenaka, high 
school guard was dramati-
cally different from middle 
school guard; she recalled her 
surprise when Kidd instructed 
her to toss a six, a maneuver in 
which the rifle rotates six times 
in the air before it is caught, the 
summer before her freshman 
year.

In a similar experience, Al-
exandra Propach remembered 
thinking that “guard is going to 
kill me” when she was asked 
to toss a double and cartwheel 
under it on the second day of 
band camp. As a result, the 
girls were relatively quiet in 
rehearsals during their first 
season, until their initial appre-

hension faded away, allowing 
their “weird, silly, louder sides” 
to emerge and somewhat 
shocking the instructors, Alex 
Ruemmler recalled.

Said Miya: “I think after 
sophomore year we were all 
just collectively like, ‘Hey, this 
isn’t scary anymore,’ and that’s 
when we really started to have 
fun and play around.” 

From there, the group 
formed unique traditions and 
countless inside jokes, includ-
ing pre-game rituals, trophy 
licking, Victorian family pho-

tos, warmup theme songs 
(“Pancake” by Jaded), slogans 
(“cows go moo”), nostril pho-
tos and an ever-growing list 
of funny quotes from various 
members. Entries range from 
“Las Vegas is in Nevada?” to 
“What is Obama’s first name,” 
to which the response was 
“Brocco.” 

Kimi Uenaka noted that 
the members have grown so 
close that they can understand 
anything she says, even if it 
wouldn’t make sense to oth-
ers. Outside of practices, the 
girls spend hours together; 
throughout freshman year, their 
home base during tutorials and 
lunch was Hyde Park. Last year 
it migrated to the new music 
building. 

“We spend all our free time 
together because of rehearsals 
and individual practicing,” Miya 
said. “So of course we’re close 
— we see each other at least 
six to seven days of the week.”

The seniors are also compil-
ing a captain binder to outline 
captain duties and ensure tradi-
tions are passed on to future 
years’ guard, since there are no 
junior captains in training this 
year.

Furthermore, through the 
course of eight color guard 
and winter guard shows, from 
“Quest” to “En Garde” to “Em-
ily,” Team Fresh has left its mark 
on Falcon history. In their junior 
year, the girls took the team 

to Dayton, Ohio, for the Winter 
Guard International (WGI) World 
Championships for the first time 
since 1991.

Continuing their successful 
streak in the 2019 season, the 
girls won CCGC Champion-
ships and placed 16th in the 
nation at Dayton for their show 
based on Emily Dickinson’s 
poem “I heard a Fly buzz — 
when I died.” Varsity competed 
in the open division at this 
competition for the first time in 
school history, one class above 
the 1991 team. 

Guard has impacted the 
girls’ lives in various ways, from 
changes in mindset to expo-
sure to different areas of the 
country, as they’ve traveled to 
competitions in Vegas, SoCal, 
Fresno and Ohio. Miya noted 
that she has become more 
outgoing in general, as her 
comfort in guard translates to 
an in-class setting. Ruemmler 
and Casey Holt plan to con-
tinue doing guard after they 
graduate, whether they join an 
independent winter guard or 
participate in drum corps over 
the summers.

“I feel like it has made us 
all willing to push ourselves,” 
Ruemmler said. “The motto is 
to try whatever’s thrown at you 
with no qualms, and I feel like 
we apply that to our lives more 
now.”

 — Elaine Fan

Changavi Laique

Roger Federer & 
Serena Williams

Team Fresh: Hillary Zhou, Kimi Uenaka, Alexandra Propach, 
Angela Poo, Casey Holt, Alex Ruemmler, Meera Ravichandran 
and Miya Uenaka pose for their Victorian family photo during 
their 2019 winter guard season. 
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My alarm rings at 7:40. If I leave my 
house before 8, I can still make it to 
school on time. But as I attempt to get out 
of my bed, the warmth of my blankets lulls 
me back into the haven of my bed. The 
moment my cheek touches the pillow, I’m 
out.

My inability to get out of bed in the 
morning is not an isolated incident. 
Just ask attendance secretary 
Mandy Armes, who sees me at least 
twice a week as I stroll into the of-
fice at 8:30 to collect my late pass. 
But the reason for the plethora 
of tardies I’ve accumulated this 
year is not due solely to laziness. 
I have a disease, and it’s called 
senioritis.

Aside from being late, I have 
put in less and less work in my 
classes and my grades have felt 
the hit (I’ve only ever received 
two test grades below a 65 in 
high school, and they were 
both achieved this April). 

Don’t get me wrong, I’ve 
been an academically mo-
tivated student throughout 
my high school career, so the 
pressure of not getting rescinded from 
college urges me to keep all my grades at 
a B or above. 

But as college decisions began to be 
released, I felt my priorities change, an 
effect of the disease that plagues second 
semester seniors. As a sophomore or 
junior, if I had a test ahead of me, I would 
study for days beforehand, and would 
never let leisure activities like attending 
concerts or hanging out with friends deter 
me from my schoolwork.

Now, you can catch me going to San 

Francisco on a Wednesday night to see 
my favorite artists perform live. The night 
before an AP Bio test, my eyes are fixated 
on Serena and Blair while I rewatch the 
entire series of “Gossip Girl,” not focused 
on the textbook that lies open on my bed 
or the diagram of a flower fruitlessly beg-
ging for attention (no pun intended). If any-

one was wondering, yes, one of the D’s 
I received was on that particular test.

The way I see it now, there’s not 
much to lose. The girl inside me who 
has been grinding for four years 
won’t let my grades slip to the 
point where it affects my future. I 
still do my homework and study 

enough to get by. I still plan to take 
all the AP tests I’ve signed up for. 

But as the last six week grading 
period begins, I’m hit with a startling 
realization: The life that I’ve been 
living for the past four years is com-
ing to a close much sooner than I 
expected. I’ve taken the comfort-
ing presence of my friends, peers 
and mentors for granted. In mere 
weeks, the class of 2019 will 
be donning our blue and white 
graduation gowns, and soon after 
that, my best friends will be hun-

dreds of miles away.
So for the rest of the school year, I will 

continue to film compilations of my friends 
hitting the woah at school. I will continue 
to be a biweekly regular at detention. I 
will spend my time after school making 
memories, not writing research papers. I 
will be enjoying my limited time as a high 
school student, suffering delightedly from 
senioritis.

— Amy Tang

ON AP FRENCH: “Merci for curving my 69% to an A!” — Samyu Iyer30 31ON SUBTLE ASIAN TRAITS: “Something I never knew I needed.” — Janelle Jin

It’s 12:34 A.M. With two tests, two 
quizzes, and a project on the horizon, the 
night is just getting started. I’m a second 
semester senior year, and I’m find-
ing things are as hard as ever. 

Since freshman year, I’ve held 
SSS (second semester senior) in 
mind as a heavenly time — a 
semester where I can finally 
relax and enjoy school with-
out the usual, accompanying 
stresses of tests, grades 
and homework. Each year, 
I’ve looked at the batch of 
seniors about to leave with 
envy. They’re done, I thought. 
School is a breeze for them. 

Well, I was wrong ASF. 
Second semester senior 

year, for me, has proven to be 
just as, if not more difficult than 
any other semester in high school. 
In fact, it’s been harder — due to 
the same volume of work amidst 
heavy senioritis.

Take, for example, the night 
before an AP Bio test. Each time, 
I have two life paths. Immerse 
myself in a three-hour YouTube binge, or 
study. Here’s where things get interesting.

When I study, I could theoretically just 
study for an hour. Sit down at 5 with the 
textbook, concentrate for an hour, and fin-
ish at 6. Usually, however, an hour is never 
enough to learn everything — and if I give 
up studying halfway, I’ll have lingering anx-
iety that I’m going into a test unprepared. 
Then, I’ll walk out with a solid 60 percent 
as I only knew a little bit of the material.

If I take the YouTube routel, I’ll get a 

20 percent and a rescind notice from my 
future college, which isn’t really a smart 
move. 

That, essentially, leaves me with one 
viable choice: study as much and as well 
as possible. And that, in turn, proves to be 
just as stressful as every other semester 

of high school.
Tests aside, the same type of logic 

applies for projects and homework. 
I could choose to not do anything 
and take the zero. But the moment I 
put in even a little bit of work, I might 
as well just make it good.  

The way I see it, four years here 
have conditioned me to subcon-
sciously care about how I’m doing 
at school — regardless of whether 
it has any effect on my future. It’s 
basically a matter of pride. And 

because of that, SSS has been any-
thing but a joyride. 

Don’t get me wrong. I’ve still loved 
high school and the past four years. 

It’s just that this final part hasn’t lived 
up to the hype. 

— Daniel Bessonov

SUN mon tue wed thu fri sat

two weeks of sss

21 22 23 24 25 26 27

28 29  30 1 2
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Project 
Defense
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Friends
Season 2
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college
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AP Calc AB
FRQ Final 
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Season 1
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what to do
after school

End Game
Premiere
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(do nothing
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college 
visit
day



ON 35-MINUTE LUNCHES: “Someday I’ll make it back from In-N-Out on time...”  — Maddie Stuart32

Are you fire type, water type, or snow type?

1. What’s your ideal vacation?

Explore a big city. Relax on a coastal cruise. Go on a nature retreat.

2. What’s your favorite fast food joint?

Taco Bell McDonald’s I don’t eat fast food.

3. What’s your favorite color to wear?

Red Blue Grey/black/white

You’re fun, talkative, and 
love to hang out with

friends! You can get a little 
out of control, but you 
always bring the heat!

You’re easygoing, chill 
and go with the flow.

You can be indecisive at 
times, but you’ll always 

end up in the right place.

You’re cool, calm and
collected. You can be 
intimidating at times, 

but it’s because 
nothing can stop you.

snowwaterfire

+1

+1

+1

+2

+2

+2

+3

+3

+3

Answer each question and 
add up your score!

Score: 3-4 Score: 8-9Score: 5-7

33

As Captain Rockhopper said, 
“Aye, I love Club Penguin, but 
the sea is callin’ out to me.” It’s 
time for us to leave our island 
and sail beyond the horizon, 
but we know that Saratoga will 
always be our home. 

New
Horizons

Ferennie Liu completes a Color Guard carves warmup 
exercise on the football field while practicing for the 2018 fall 
marching band show “A Dream Within.”


