
� e Falconer wishes our 
readers a very happy New 
Year, and hopes that 2015 

will bring you another 
ten issues of engaging, 

painstakingly researched 
and well-written articles, 

which you will use to line 
your cat’s litter box. 

A MESSAGE FROM THE TPHS 
ADMINISTRATION 

Happy New Year Falcons! As the saying goes, 
New Year, New TP; which is to say, we hope we 
can all turn over a new leaf this year; which is to 
say, please don’t threaten to shoot up the school 

through Snapchat or something, for f***sake.

You’re not in grade school 
anymore. Please learn how to 
use “you’re” and “your.” 

-Smug Freshman
On Postergate

The Best and Worst of (the fi rst 
15 days of) 2015

Note to Readers: We are 
really, truly sorry that we let this 
happen. We know we promised 
two months ago that we would 
never let Sharon McWasp’s 
disturbed ramblings go to print 
again, but she threatened to sue 
for emotional trauma if we didn’t 
allow her space in this month’s 
issue. For the benefi t of readers, 
let this serve as a trigger warning: 
the following words may cause 
nausea, vertigo, colon cancer or, 
ironically, emotional trauma. It 
is our imperative as journalists 
and as decent people to warn you 
that McWasp is a dangerous, 
depraved individual, on par with 
Hitler and Teresa Giudice. Please 
stop reading. Don’t even skim the 
next three columns. Just put down 
the paper, and forget this ever 
happened.

Hey Falcon friends! It’s me, 
Sharon. I know it’s been a while, 
but it took a little time and a 
little money in lawyers’ fees to be 
here again. But don’t worry, I’m 
back with more topical and God-
fearing advice, just in time for the 

New Year. In fact, today I will be 
reviewing what I like best and 
what I hate most about 2015. I 
fi gure that I am eleven months 
earlier than all the other Best-
Of lists, so I think that means I 
win something — cash money or 
a Pulitzer maybe. I’ll keep you 
all updated on that, but for now, 
please enjoy these lists, and know 
that if you disagree with me, you 
are perfectly entitled to your 
wrong opinion.

Best-Of 2015:
1. My neighbor, Rita: This 

friendly mother of three just 
moved in next door to me. Hi 
there, Rita! I love your new 
Farrah Fawcett hair-do, and 
the goulash you brought to the  
Tupperware party last month 
was simply divine. Thanks for all 
you do, Rita!

2. Gluten-free gluten: Well, 
folks, science has done it again. 
Gluten has now been made 
gluten-free, opening up a whole 
range of dietary options for us 
conscientious eaters. Here’s 
hoping for sugar-free sugar in the 
near future!

3. “The Lord’s Holy Guitar 
Pick,” my son’s Christian rock 
band: This year my son formed 
his own rock band, comprised of 
himself and his little brother, who 
both play the tuba. They’re still 
working out the kinks with their 
new album, “Virginal Jams,” but I 
don’t think I’m overstating when 
I say that they’re the best rock 
act in the history of music, second 
only to Bing Crosby.

4. Mitch McConnell: This 
devilishly handsome Senator is 
just utterly charming, and there’s  
something about his wobbly 
third chin that suggests a warm 
empathy behind those small, 
watery turtle eyes.

5. Juice bars: I am so delighted 
by the sudden upsurge in juice 
bars opening around North 
County. There is nothing like 
paying $15 for a glass of ground-
up kale to remind you that 
you are better than everyone 
else. Remember, a spoonful of 
smugness helps the wheatgrass 
go down.

Worst-Of 2015:
1. My neighbor, Rita: I trust 

she has stopped reading this 
article by now. I was lying before; 
I truly despise this woman. She 
looks nothing like Farrah Fawcett 
and her goulash is average at best 
(she puts cumin in it, which is, 
quite simply, un-American).

2. Fifty Shades of Grey: This 
sinful slandering of the written 
word is the downfall of our great 
nation, which is why I have read 
the novel seventeen times and 
will be seeing the fi lm adaptation 
this year on opening day — for 
research purposes, of course. 

3. Bread: I read earlier on 
the Internet that bread has 
carbohydrates in it, which I’m 
pretty sure means it causes 
homosexuality. This is not even 
to mention all the gluten. Beware, 
readers!

4. Joaquin Phoenix: Enough is 
enough. 

GUEST COLUMNIST
By Sharon McWasp


