Lime Crime
By Avalee Fray-McCroskey
Lime Crime cosmetics changed the face of makeup with their electrifying colors, unique formulas, and
cool-girl attitude. Their products were constantly sold out and they were all the rage in the cosmetic community.
Their packaging is covered in unicorns and sparkles which even made the goths go crazy.
With all the hype, it has not been all rainbows and unicorns in the land of Lime Crime. Lime Crime has
been recently under fire for scandal after scandal. Many people have been wary whether or not they want to
support Lime Crime.

Lime Crime faced a security breach and thousands of their customers' credit card information was
stolen. The breach happened in October of 2014 but was not addressed by the company until February of 2015.
The bank accounts of the customers affected were wiped clean and they were not reimbursed by Lime Crime in
any way. The breach was said to have been due to Lime Crime not renewing its website's security program.
Lime Crime denies this statement and states that the hackers were able to get around their security.
Lime Crime is a Leaping-Bunny certified cruelty-free brand. Lime Crime also advertises to be
completely vegan. While the products are vegan now, the Unicorn Lipsticks used to contain beeswax and
carmine. At the time of labeling the products as vegan, the formulas had not yet been updated. Many people
supported Lime Crime because they were labeled as vegan and this lie made many people turn away from the
company. Lime Crime's famous Velvetines have also been under fire for containing ferric ferrocyanide and
ultramarines which are not approved by the FDA for internal use (the lips are considered internal). Lime Crime
addressed the FDA's letter by claiming that the ingredients were a misprint on the packaging. The packaging
has since been changed but no investigation has begun regarding the ingredients.

The founder and CEO of Lime Crime, Doe Deere has also been involved in a number of publicity spats.
She has been accused of repackaging craft-store glitter and selling it on the Lime Crime website. She has also
been accused of raising money for charities that do not exist. She has been labeled as “catty” and “mean” by
many people who have worked with her. She is also known to steal other people's work.

While the makeup may be fun, the company is not reliable. The price for Lime Crime’s products is
typically around $20. For products this expensive, it is important to know your facts. Lime Crime is a company
to watch but not to trust.

Fanfiction
By Rex Sears
The term "fanfiction" refers to the imaginative stories made by people who enjoyed previously created
fictional works. These stories could add on to the lore from said fictional works they are derived from, or
perhaps place the characters in a new or alternate setting. They present the opportunity to practice writing and
storytelling skills, and particularly well-written fanfictions can bring relief by closing off characters' story arcs,
which may not have been to the main audience’s satisfaction. On the other side, people can also just have some
ridiculous fun by making these well-defined characters act things completely different than they normally
would. However, the majority of “fanfictions” takes all this potential, and squander it completely. As a primary
example, here are a couple of ways they do so, using the worst fanfiction of all time, My Immortal, which is
loosely set in the Harry Potter universe:
1. Self-Insertion/Mary-Sues
Inserting a personification of oneself into their enjoyed fictional world is not something
inherently bad, as long as there is some kind of narrative and development within the story that
relates to this self-insert. However, there are problems that occur when the plot caters and
rewards this self-personification for no particular reason, and the story is expected to be taken
seriously, and considered good. In My Immortal, the protagonist, Ebony Dark'ness Dementia
Raven Way, is a self-insert of the supposed author, Tara Gilesbie. I say "supposed" because it is
difficult for me to believe that such filth can be written by the same species as myself. Ebony has
very few problems or even desires within the story. The teenaged girl engages in a romantic
relationship with Harry Potter character Draco Malfoy, but there is no build-up of feeling that the
characters actually care for one another, or even a reason why the two would date in the first
place. The story is hardly affected by their relationship. This leads into the next major flaw too
be aware of…
2. Stagnation
As stated previously, fanfictions allow the progression of characters or stories that could not or
would not likely occur in the official story. Whether this progression is quick and simple, or
carried out over a long period of time does not matter, as long as there is some knowledgeable
development in the story or characters’ interactions with each other. In My Immortal, there are
no stakes, risks, or reasons to believe that these characters could ever grow or be challenged by a
legitimate threat. This is due to there being no clear rules of this universe that anyone is bound
to. The characters seem to be perpetually set in one setting, with no hopes of change. And this
only serves to remind me that I will never love or be loved, and fiction is supposed to help me
get away from reality—blast it!
3. Author's Notes
Something else not inherently bad, author's notes can be useful in showing your audience that,
yes, their feedback is being received, is appreciated and is taken into consideration when writing
the story. It is when they are used in the same manner as a blog or comment section that
problems become glaring, and take the reader out of the experience. In My Immortal, the author
constantly swears at her critics, and attempts to block any criticism of the fluctuating "story," the
lack of characterization, the dreadful grammar, and overall terrible quality of the drivel she
unleashed upon the world. And finally…
4. Spelling, Grammar and Punctuation

This does not apply if someone is writing a story to practice their writing skills, like if they are
learning a different language. I'm talking about when people abbreviate and purposefully
misspell words in failed attempts to sound "cool" and "edgy." Improper grammar usually takes
an audience out of a story, as it requires them to think for a split second to understand what that
cluster of letters was trying to relay. This is why spellchecking is so important. In My Immortal,
there is not a single sentence without improper punctuation. Not. A single. One. I'm constantly
trying to understand what terminology means, how many characters are in a setting, and which
character is speaking!
If you'd like to read the majority of the story, here's a link. Be aware, it could be considered Not Safe
For Work or School, if that school or workplace is capable of reading it themselves.
https://www.fanfiction.net/s/6829556/1/My-Immortal

Prom Review
By Elizabeth Coy
Prom 2016 was a blast. It was held at the Alki Bathhouse which was a perfect place for pictures, and it
being small made it perfect for a small school like SeaLu. For us seniors, it was very bittersweet because that
was our last high school dance ever, but that made everyone want to have more fun. The theme for the dance
was “City Lights,” which was very fitting seeing that we live in the city.
One of the most important aspects of prom is the dress. Most girls go to big department stores like
Macy’s, JC Penny, or Nordstrom. Some girls order theirs online, and others go to smaller stores or boutiques. A
popular color this year was blue. A few girls including myself were wearing light blue and some wore teal.
Another popular color was black, which is classic and looks good on anyone.
For pictures, people tend to go to the same places—Hamilton Viewpoint Park, Seacrest Park, anywhere
on Alki Beach. But they are popular for a reason because they all show off how beautiful Seattle is.
Next is the music. Music can tend to be hard to please everyone because people like different kinds of
music, but a good DJ plays a little bit of everything. In my opinion, I thought that there was too much rap for
my taste but I made sure to not let that ruin my experience. Overall, I was very happy with prom. At the end of
the day, it doesn’t matter how good the music was, or where the venue was, or how many people there were. All
that matters is that you have fun with your friends and make it a night to remember.

A Little About The Author
By Aaron Peña

I love taco trucks. Coming from a Mexican family, I have gone to taco trucks as long as I can
remember—at home, in California, in Maple Ridge, and of course, in Guadalajara. They’re everywhere you go,
and extremely convenient for going out with friends and family. Before you know it, you’re going there every
day and having a blast conversing with the people around you.
Walla Walla is a place I’ve come to love. The area is just so beautiful. I went there as a young boy,
when I finished Rainier Scholars, and I still vividly remember how appealing it was. Everywhere you looked, it
was green with nature. A green better than Seattle, everything looked so untouched, so in place. Things like the
pond on Whitman College’s campus are just captivating. I feel a sense of peace in Walla Walla, which is not
something I often get in a large city like Seattle.
Aaaaandddd I’ve come to love “pumping iron.” Weightlifting became a passion of mine at the end of
eighth grade year because I was made fun of a lot for being “out-of-shape” or “nerdy.” Instead of lashing out to
the bullies, I used my emotions to get fit. I came across a boy named Nick, who has now become one of my best
buddies. Together, we learned to weight lift efficiently and motivate one another. As I grew older, I learned to
properly exercise with weights and to this day still ‘pump dat iron.’ I dedicate time every day to weightlifting,
and will continue to do so for the rest of my life.

The Ballad of Every Senior Ever
We start our mornings with a groan and a growl
Burdened by the question "how are we not out by now?"
Like a bear out from his cave
Forced to work were basically slaves
944 days of the same routine
I commiserate the freshmen with eyes full of gleam
I used to dream of senior year and all its supposed magic
The disparity between expectation and reality is honestly quite tragic
I want to enjoy the last of my time here, I really do

But when I open my planner the depression ensues
I want to cherish these moments and feel some sentiment
To sit back with content and cherish our accomplishment
I want to and smile and spend time with those that'll I'll miss
To sit around with our classmates and happily reminisce
Instead, the homework and responsibilities pile up high
I lose that hope for a magical year as I let out a sigh
Coming here is like someone flushing while you're in the shower
Like realizing you caught measles while you were on the Mayflower
These last couple months have really soured our tastes
I used to wonder why seniors wanted to graduate with such haste
But as I experience it for myself I begin to find out
Senioritis is a serious condition that non-seniors know nothing about
"Quit being so dramatic" adults will say
Underclassmen dismiss us, saying "their class is just that way"
No one seems to want to understand our plea
Dealing with this unending misery just for a degree
Teachers call it whining
While they do more assigning
Really we're searching for sympathy
Playing this sick game hopelessly and dismally
But for now, I'll do what they want to get the grade
I wish my college scholarships didn't depend on a charade
Only 4 more days and then were done
Then the juniors will catch it and the next generation will have begun

Sasquatch
SasQUATCH.
Not real... More like UNREAL!
Not a myth, not a concert, but a festival.
3 hours away, traffic to kill.
You get there, and it's like WOW.
It puts the gorge in gorgeous.
Just a tent and you and a buddy.
The ground ain't hard... It's Sasquatch!
You wait, in fevered anticipation,
Because you're not here to camp:
You're here to parTAYYY!!!
You kick it with friends,
You kick a soccer ball,
Because remember, you're having a ball.
It's SASQUATCH AFTERALL.
Tick and tick, tock and tock,
Socks and crocs, socks and crocs.
Finally it's time and you set off for the night.

by Abbi Sanders

It's a real long trek over to the venue.
Man, the PEOPLE. LOOK at them!!!
Girls and guys, decked out in weird.
Everyone dressed for a rave? What?
We are the most normal people there.
Then a startling realization:
We are therefore the weirdest.
We are sober. I know, hard to believe.
The only sober people we know.
The only sober people in all of Sasquatch.
We dance our way through the day,
Waiting for the reason we are there.
That reason is-all in caps- A$AP ROCKY!
One moment, the view, another, the run.
Careening wildly down the hill, outta control.
Dipping and whipping and diving and wilding.
We're in. Fenced in. Awesomed in. Moshed in.
That's right, we're in the pit for ASAP ROCKY.
Wait, what? WE'RE AT SASQUATCH!!!!
But no, where is rocky? WHERE IS ROCKY?!?!?
The crowd grows restless, then restlessmore.
This is NOT part of the plan. The crowd knows it.
The crowd heats to a boil, absence the fire.
The nothingness stirs the pot, fights overflow.
WHERE IS ASAP ROCKY?! He needs to get here ASAP.
A whisper can be heard above a roar, always.
Trust me, I was THERE. I HEARD the whisper.
And then, he's here. ASAP ROCKY is HERE!
AT SASQUATCH. US. ASAP ROCKY.
ASAP is unfashionably 40 minutes late,
But no one fricking cares. This is Sasquatch!
He comes out, hoodie on, shades on, swag on,
Bouncing on the stage, stage bouncing on the crowd.
Because it's fricking WILD. ASAP sparked a damn RIOT.
I take it back: I'm not sober. IM HIGH ON LIFE!
I dance and dance and bounce and mosh:
It's the time of my life.
I rub shoulders with strangers, literally and more.
For 45 minutes, I am an animal. A party animal.
And then, he says goodbye. It was too short,
But all good things must come to an end.
We trek up the grass, fries and smoothies waiting:
Lifesavers they prove to be.
Our feet hurt, but our eyes shine.
We are exhausted, but never more alive.
We finally leave, the din of music behind us throughout.
It's a long, long walk. The brisk night casts itself upon us,
The dense crowd no longer a blanket.
We are weary but happy when we reach our tent.
We collapse into our bags of sleep because,
Even at Sasquatch, you still need sleep.
We sleep to dance another day.
We sleep because the show must go on.
SASQUATCH must go on. And we're ready.

by J.T. Gallant

by Aaron Peña

by Gloria O’Farrell

The Shining Murder Ballad
Jack becomes the caretaker for the Overlook Hotel
He brings his family and his typewriter
Little does he know he will be in a living hell
This is no place for a writer
Rumors have been told by the chef
About the people that lost their minds
Winter innkeepers that came before were brought to death
Because they felt like they lost their time
Jack brushed these stories off his shoulder
His wife was slightly concerned
Outside the weather turned colder
They will soon realize the rumors will return
Jack's son Danny has a special gift
But no one knows this yet
This causes their stay to shift
It makes his mother sweat

His gift is called "The Shining"
Only a few people have it
He is able to talk to people who are no longer thriving
The kid's doctor can't describe it; it makes her want to quit
As he rides his Big Wheel down the hall
He notices something rather odd
A set of young twins makes him stall
"Redrum, Redrum!" They say as they walk abroad
Jack's writing comes to a stop
He slowly becomes insane
Staying in this lodge makes his head want to pop
He wants to see his family in pain
Danny and Wendy run to a safe place
Jack chases them with his axe
They lead a trace in the snow to the maze
I would tell what happens next but I can't spoil the climax
by Logan Preston

by Hannah Miller

