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This year, my good friend 
and fellow editor, Alissa Hirsh, 
has written a series of articles 
describing her experiences of 
junior year. 

Due to my constant need for 
attention, I would like to join in 
on the action and describe my 

From the real second semester senior

By Rachel Spector
Creative Director

I'm looking for-
ward to my first 
Vocal Jazz Night!

From the real second semester senior

I'm looking forward 
to Dance Marathon!

I'm excited to not 
fail anything!

I am looking forward 
to graduating and getting 
out of here!

What are you look-
ing forward to during 
second semester?

Photos courtesy of Sparknotes.com

As Mark Twain famously 
warned in his opening to Huck-
leberry Finn, “persons at-
tempting to find a motive in this 
narrative will be prosecuted; 
persons attempting to find a 
moral in it will be banished; 
persons attempting to find a 
plot in it will be shot,” and as 
of the most recent edition of the 
book, this warning is strikingly 
relevant. That’s because in the 
newest edition of Huckleberry 
Finn, published by NewSouth 
Books, every instance of the N-
word has been replaced by the 
word slave and the word injun 
will be corrected, creating a text 
that’s viewed as more politically 
correct. The change is primarily 
the result of a widespread ban 
on the book in many schools 
in the U.S., which NewSouth’s 
proponents claim will be lifted 
once the changes are placed.

To some, this sounds great. 
The American classic can once 
again return to the classroom, 
and its racist themes have been 
removed! And that’s precisely 
where their logic crumbles. 
If Huck Finn were written 

By  The North Star
Staff as a picture book or a short 

elementary novel, the change 
may be appropriate. It’s not. 
Huck Finn explores the deep 
racism present in society in a 
manner which is realistic for 
its time, and thus sheds light 
on an inherent hatred that is 
unimaginable in America to-
day. The new censorship dulls 
this racism, even changing 
the meaning of certain parts 
of the text. Although the word 
“slave” still carries a negative 
connotation, slave owners and 
more generally, whites, of the 
1800s used much more harsh 
language and their derogatory 
labeling of blacks is essential to 
understanding the alienation 
slaves were victim to. In several 
instances, the text also refers 
to freed blacks with the more 
offensive term. Replacing these 
sections with “freed slaves” cre-
ates an oxymoron and is less 
effective at portraying the way 
freed blacks were victimized. 

Perhaps most concerning is 
the more widespread implica-
tions the change could have. If 
publishers were to change the 
works of other great writers, 

we’d soon find an entirely new 
set of books for our expansive 
curriculum. On one list of com-
monly banned books found 
on classiclit.about.com, we’d 
soon see new editions of clas-
sics such as 1984, The Adven-
tures of Tom Sawyer, Beloved, 
Catcher in the Rye, Hamlet,
Of Mice and Men, The Scarlet 
Letter and dozens more if the 
trend caught on. Some stu-
dents are surely indifferent to 
such changes. Why care about 
books written 50, 100 or even 
200 years ago?  But while the 
books may not have particular 
interest in your life now, the 
provocative (think 1984) and 
oftentimes historically accurate 
(think Beloved) accounts of 
foreign, or even shockingly fa-
miliar societies are the building 
blocks of critical thinking and 
active involvement in society. 
So while we continue to allow 
our mainstream entertainment 
to revolve around sex, drugs, 
and clubbing, let’s at least 
preserve the few remaining 
sources of thought-provoking 
content present in a high school 
student’s life. 

experiences of senior year. 
First semester consisted 

of college applications, occa-
sional crying sessions on why 
I hate high school and Dance 
Marathon. 

As second semester begins, 
my plans are set for college, 
I stopped crying, and Dance 
Marathon is coming even 
sooner. This semester I have 
devoted myself to doing only 
what I love. 

In order to do this, I have 
taken drastic measures to as-
sure that my second semester 
senior year will be stress free. 

By drastic measures, I mean 
that I quit every class that I 
have little interest in. 

I am now taking only English 
and social studies electives and 
I could not be happier. I may re-

Who is your Valentine?

Continued from the love notes on p. 16

Dear Sara,
Right now I’m in paradise; I 
mean this has to be a dream 
beause I’m in love with an angel 
named Sara. Some parts of 
last year were hell. But, it 
was all worth it to meet you. 
I love you Sara and I hope this 
relationship lasts long.
Love,
Eugene

Dear Danny Fricano,
You remind me of a 
library book because 
I always want to 
check you out. How 
about we get together 
and play touch foot-
ball.

Yours truly,
Secret Admirer

To Kimmi Carlson,
Let’s do Valentine’s Day be-
cause like a dictionary, you 
add meaning to my life.
Love,
Yo Big Pappa

Dear Kyle,
Your eyes take me back to 
the coast of Maine, where the 
misty fog would settle over the 
sapphire water because I can’t 
tell where heaven ends and the 
Earth begins. Thank you for 
bringing joy into my life.
Happy Valentine’s Day.
Love,
Angela

gret this decision when I take a 
math class in college and realize 
that I have forgotten addition, 
but if I were a rational thinker, 
then I would enjoy math and 
science and let’s face it; math 
and science are no friends of 
mine.

I now have the time to enjoy 
my extra-curriculars, have fun 
with my friends, and enjoy 
what’s left of secondary educa-
tion. 

I sympathize with those se-
niors who took four AP classes 
on subjects that they don’t even 
like. This plan may pay off in 
the long run, but the long run 
is a long time away. It’s actually 
not that far away, but they still 
have little time to enjoy their 
second semester.

I am a true second semester 

senior and I am absolutely 
thrilled about it. I advise all 
of you underclassmen to do 
the same when you are second 
semester seniors, except don’t 
actually do the same. Math is 
kind of important.

Alissa mentioned in her 
article that the juniors are in 
a fantastic position. I respect-
fully disagree. They still have 
to worry about the ACT, loads 
of homework, making up two 
snow days and, of course, an-
other year and a half of high 
school. It is the second semester 
seniors, like myself, who are in 
a fantastic situation. In a matter 
of months, we will be going on 
to bigger and better things and 
anything is possible. Look out, 
world. Here we come. 

Dear North Star staff,
I’ll spare you all  of my sappy 
words and just say that you 
guys have made this year 
so much fun. I love being on 
North Star and I look forward 
to 8th period with you all 
every day. 
--Steffie

Dear White Mountain 
Tribe,
You guys are the loves 
of my life. My chex mix 
wouldn’t be nearly as 
tasty without you. “Stu-
pid Boy” by T. Mills will 
always be our song. 
Love, Runs With Scissors
ps. I have some ones for 
Lawyer Lee

Dear Saraj, Corianne, Lia:
Saraj, no you.
Corianne, nevermind.
Lia, LOVE you! :D
Love, Sofiya

Dear North Star,
We are North...Star.
We are ONE!
Just saying (with love),
Mara <3

Dear Frankie,
I love you! You’re the best. 

Happy Valentine’s Day babe.
Love always,

George Neuhaus
FOR SALE:  HAMBURGER 

SHAPED LAWN MOWER! GREAT 
CONDITION! ASKING FOR 1 HUG 
OR ONE NEW BARBIE OR O.B.O. 
REACH ME AT roehaz2@nths219.
org

You can’t do it alone Jack.
-Haroon Siddiqui
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By Alissa Hirsh
Sports Editor 

We are now more than half-
way done with junior year, and 
I am thrilled to report that this 
is absolutely, without question, 
the best time of our lives.

For the first time in our rela-
tively short careers as human 
beings, things are starting to 
matter. We’re no longer fresh-
men without a sense of purpose 
or a car; we’re 17-year-olds who 
are beginning to find our place. 
Our GPA’s are starting to shape 
up (or down), we’re prepping 
for the ACT, and we’re finally 
having real college talk, career 

talk, life talk. We’re beginning 
to make plans, eliminate choic-
es and evaluate our decisions in 
preparation for the future.

It may be a little scary, but 
believe me: it will be a lot scar-
ier when it’s real. For now it’s 
just an idea that’s been planted 
in our minds, and hopefully our 
imaginations will water and 
tend to it until it grows into a 
big, strong tree, ready to share 
its apples with the world.

Creepy metaphors aside, we 
need to embrace the fact that 
this is our time. It is the time 
to hope, to dream and to think 
of all the possibilities that await 
the rest of our lives. 

We are all future doctors, 
lawyers, NBA phenoms and 
Hollywood superstars. We’re 
the next Barack Obama, the 
next Bill Gates, the next person 
to date Jake Gyllenhaal. 

These are all hopes that 
admittedly may be crushed 
one day when we realize the 
world is not our oyster, being 
a lawyer requires more work 
than memorizing the opening 
“in the criminal justice system” 
monologue of Law and Order, 

Nothing pleases me like visiting Facebook after a 
long school day. Ah, Facebook, the only place where 
friend-stalking is socially acceptable and being “in a 
relationship” is more serious than being “married.” It 
is where people can have hundreds of friends, many of 
whom they don’t talk to outside of the cyber world, let 
alone even know in person. What’s to hate about our 
networking society? Well, Facebook’s magic comes with 
a hefty strike on my sanity. Some Facebook conventions 
make me want to rip my hair out in frustration over the 
social ineptitude of my pals. So without further ado, I 
present my rant on the most rage-inducing character-
istics of Facebook users.

End “Like” button abuse. Together, we can 
make a difference.

Facebook’s most renowned feature is the “Like” 
button plastered to every page on the site. The button 
tells the world what amuses us. But with great power 
comes great responsibility, young ones. Do not abuse 
the button’s function. I’m primarily glaring at the people 
who “Like” their own statuses (writing a positive sta-
tus already implies your affection for it!) and the ones 
who “Like” a status and follow with comments saying 
“LOL!” You don’t need to send two notifications to tell 
someone you enjoyed their words. Preserve the button’s 
reputation and use it appropriately. Redundancy makes 
me shed a tear.

You’re having a shower, then sleeping? 
Thanks for the update!

Facebook statuses are decaying into one large 
exchange of tiny activities with your 600 friends, as 
though the world observes with bated breath as you 
feed your cat or take out the trash. Make your days 
interesting, children! Do something awesome, then 
status it. Rescue kittens. Spoon-feed homeless people. 
Do something unusual so my news feed isn’t cluttered 
with “OMGLOL shower time bbl.”

<Insert overused song lyrics here>.
Facebook statuses are designated places for sharing 

interesting words of wisdom or summarizing unusual 
days. You know, things that spark my interest as a Fa-
cebook friend. But few things aggravate me more than 
seeing “I whip my hair back and forth” or another musi-
cal status on a friend’s wall. Kids, pasting pop music to 
Facebook does not result in swag. On the contrary, it 
makes me want to launch B.o.B out of an airplane so he 
can pretend he’s a shooting star, because “pop music” 
and  “good Facebook lyrics” are mutually exclusive.

Thus concludes my Facebook diatribe. Maybe I’ve 
opened someone’s eyes to proper Facebook etiquette, or 
maybe I’m getting tagged in a plethora of angry statuses 
tonight. But if you’ll excuse me, I must now tell the world 
I’m about to eat Cheerios. Brb txt me kthxbai.

By Warren D’Souza
Guest Contributor

and contrary to ER and Grey’s 
Anatomy, being a doctor does 
not just entail constant sex with 
all the other doctors. 

But why do we care about 
all of that now? So what if 90 
percent of our knowledge stems 
from NBC’s Wednesday night 
line-up?

Our position is fantastic be-
cause it is unique: right now the 
seniors are scrambling to find 
scholarships and meet dead-
lines, the freshmen are playing 
Sporcle on their netbooks and 
riding their bikes home and the 
sophomores barely exist.

We juniors are perfectly in 
the middle. Not too stressed, 
and not too insignificant. We’re 
just toying with the idea of 
college and scholarships, and 
awaiting the drama/comedy/
tragedy known as “Life af-
ter Niles North.” And we’re 
ready to take on that challenge, 
because saying you’re ready 
requires absolutely no work, 
experience or knowledge. 

Anything is possible because 
we have nothing to prove other-
wise. Look out, world, here we 
come (in a few years).

Name calling is an issue we 
all are familiar with. We have 
the Names Assembly and are 
constantly reminded in our ev-
eryday lives that calling people 
names is hurtful. 

What gets me is how people 
use them knowing that these 
words insult other people. 
These people may not be the 
ones that you’re intending to 
hurt, but they’re the ones you 
refer to.

You know these words; 
they’re in our vocabulary. Yes, 
you may not mean to, but it 
does hurt.

Listen, the truth is that when 
you guys are joking around 
in the hallways calling your 
friends “retards,” you’re insult-
ing the people you’re actually 
referring to.

 From personal experience, I 
know that the individuals with 
disabilities that I have worked 
with have many abilities just 

like everyone else. They feel 
happiness, joy and pain just like 
everyone else. So, the next time 
you think about calling your 
friend a “retard,” think about 
what you’re actually saying and 
ask yourself if you really want 
to say that. 

You choose the words that 
come out of your mouth and 
when you choose to call some-
body a “retard” you’re choos-
ing to be ignorant, selfish and 
disrespectful. It’s really selfish 
to continue using these words 
while knowing the emotional 
abuse you’re causing. 

If you actually care, and if 
you have any heart, you’d take 
a  second to think of a replace-
ment word and maybe even try 
to get your friends to stop using 
any derogatory names. The 
point of this article is not to tell 
you how your words hurt oth-
ers; you should already know 
that. The point is to tell you that 
you have a choice to make.

 I can’t make you understand 
the severity of the words you’re 
using but I can tell you that it’s 
really easy to stop. 

And if you care at all about 
the people around you and if 
you have any conscience, you’ll 
stop using derogatory names.

Spread the word 
to end the word

By Bo Bradarich
Guest Contributor

The CEC Club will be 
having an awareness cam-
paign day on March 2, 2011 
to stop the inappropriate 
use of the word “retard.”

Comic artist, senior Daniel Schryer, had a different experience. His junior year went something more like this...




