Reflections on the 1PG/Sasquatch PDF Compilation

An in-depth history of these exemplary publications can be found on the following page, from
an aborted attempt, circa 1999, to attempt this same feat without the wonders of 21+ century
technology. That was undertaken to fulfill a promise to an avid reader, but it’s far less certain that
anyone today will be interested in revisiting these fragile imes. Unlike the selfimportant summary
given to preface the unfinished edition (the costs of reprinting everything were daunting!), this seeks
only to jog memories. As a tenth high school reunion approaches, it is hoped that these pages may
serve as a supplement to more traditional mementos such as yearbooks, photos, and emotional scars
which have yet to heal.

Atits best, the CHS Sasquatch aspired to combine countercultural elements of 7he Onion and
Adbusters with more “serious” reviews of popular media. Atits most pedestrian, which is even more
evident in the pages of its predecessor (8" grade’s Lake Poopo Gazette), it was an outlet for scatological
Dadaism and personal attacks. In addition to trregular self-published newsmagazines from a
Macintosh with a 150MB hard drive and dot matrix printer (with a notoriously dry ink ribbon), The
CHS Sasquatch participated in two CHS talent shows. The pirate skit and song “Lost at Sea” garnered
a third-place prize of $50, and a triumphant stage show of “Back in the Day” starring Aaron Lee and
Jacob Sullivan took home a grand prize of $150, which was promptly invested in white T-shirts which
proudly announced the collective’s emergence from the underground. Yet this heyday, like so many,
was not to last. The founding editor, as summarized brutally in R. Murray’s revival in the 1999-2000
school year, found himself too mired in college applications, sports, and other distractions to publish
consistently, and it seemed volume 3’s single issue might spell the end. Just how tenuous was its
position as both the “official” CHS newsmagazine and the “key to the Cambridge underground”
became clear when, soon after a well-designed revival (though notably missing contributions from Lee
brothers) by one Ryan alias ‘RJ* Murray, school administrators issued an official ban on its further
publication. As with any underground organization, recognition is both a blessing and a curse.

So, without further pretense than the next introduction from ten years ago, here are the
collected issues of the Lake Poopo Gazette and CHS Sasquatch in all their intimitable innocence.
Special note for contemporary readers should be made of which features remain resonant, which
have ceased to be, and which make reference to pop culture points so ephemeral that one wonders
today not only what they are about but also why they were ever written. Personally, 1 find that at very
least, the Francis cartoons haven’t aged a day, and “Where's Jabba?” still cracks me up just thinking
about it. Good luck parsing them out for yourself. And as always, belonging to something only
matters if people know about it, so pass this on to past contributors and anyone else who wants to
remember!

Julian Lee, founder and editor, now Master of International Affairs, Spring 2009

TOTAL PUBLICATION RUNS: 1994-5 (As LPG): 10 1ssues, 1996-7: 11 issues, 1997-8: 5 issues,
1998-9: 1 issue, 1999-2000 (Under R. Murray): Unknown number of issues.

ISSUES KNOWN TO BE MISSING (Cash reward now available for their return, if anyone’s gone
through their old stuff lately): LPG 1-2, 4, 10. Sasquatch 1-2




Have You Seen a Sasquatch? Three Years of Sightings af Cambridge High Schoal
Formalities and Introductions: History/A massage from the editar

As has been customary throughout publication, no staff notes or history was ever read by the
masses. It would go agzinst the erain for such to occur here; this isonly a reference guide for the
layman and when a CHS satirical newsmagazine becomes soleJ" stuff of legend, used by the editor to
bring out the issues within the issues and to feel important. Feel free to nass over this manifesto,

Hi‘:torv of The Ciasquatch musr b@gin with the Qld Raﬂdmo Tnneq an elemem ary newspaper run

could come from silly ﬂ1ers wh"ther OF RGL 'm_x one read them and made me kma a },ea_lcus and power-
hungry. It, of course, died out hafore teo long, and the idea didn't resurface seriousiy unti] late in
middle school.

1 must also acknowledge that the Sasquatch owes much ta The Qnion, which 1 read for the first
time at about that time. Had we simply been another cut and dryv newspaper, as rhe middle school
tried for two issues while The Sasquatch was in its infancy, we su rﬂl\ would have met the same swift
death by indifference. I have been tOIL that we're just aping The Onion, but our satirical roots date
back long before they really went maginstream or to color. *'hm,w‘n obwvi -ﬁuclv of a lower calibher of
professionalism, | think we've held our own with originality (for the most part... I've had to rurn away
articles too similar to past Onions).

The Lake Poond Gazette was formed in eighth grade to vent the childish ambition spewing from
every orifice. Named afier the other kookv Bolivian lake, it became a treatise on whatever subject was
en vogue, usually having something to do with bodilyv functions. cafeteria food, or just making fun of
teachers. A joint venture between Wicke's Spanish Cow International Fnremrzs.es and my Waste-O-
Paper Inc,, it forged a groove that would surprisingly carry on for ten issues of about ten puerila pages
per. Though Wicke split after the first in a dispute with the then-archrival Utica Times (the rapid- f‘r
satire of Mat Hughson), the sparsely read periodical was a moderate success. All hut the first and las
of these issues are lost, and what appears in this compilation is sorely incompiete at best.

It was in my best interest. T believed. to sit out and get a feel for the environment before throw-
ing my hat into the CHS publication pool. Actually. 1 was just a scared freshman, and urban Jegend
would have me the recipient of a swirly for an ill-targeted article. Besides, what better yvear could there
be than the second, for our sophomoric brand of facetiae? This time, scant recruitment lured ioyail LPG
reader/contributors together to launch the high schoaol equivalent. Brad Danto and Jon Myvers jcined
me as the founding fathers of the vet-untitled underground--vet somehow official-- newsmagazine.

The Sasquatch was born into 3 hostile world that would not read it. As we tested the waters for
the first two (now Jost) issues, the saving grace may have been the old magazine cut-out technique. A
special and crude advertisement for the "Rectal Fish", a fish that grew in from a seed inserted into the
cavity, is all that is in mv recollection of that earlvtime. As the contributions grew and we found the
bounds of approval, we were united and actually had something to talk about. Despite our best efforts
and eleven issues, the single copy problem kept us from gaining much ground. By the second year, , __
though, we were circulating multiple copies. and the mild upstart reachad the masses with z giorious Ociw,rrc[?
lukewarm reception. Tnterhz Q’ﬂanjv 9ot the betrer of us (and | suddeniy had no time) this vear, —
and volume three was a rr%uf-;fea albeit solid, single-issue finale. Idecline to go into the gory detaiis, as
I surely could. mostly due to c,nama[ constrictions but also because | am afraid 1 may even bore myself.

After a fair amount of experimentation and frustration. 1 learned that the best and/or only wav
for people to read things is to write things about the readers themselves (and about as many of them as
possible). The apparent success of the Seniars Laok Ahead features is thusly attributed.

To put things in perspective, while some of these are advertised as "Five-Minute Froductions™", |
conservatively estimate a nublication time of one hour per page for the materiai 1 penned. with more
mvolved stuff gobbling up to half a day (in the case of S.1.A.). All of these totaled in here adds up to a
disturbing amount of frittered time better spent frolicking, MV advice to anvone considering starting
something similar or continuing The Sasquatch (feel free!l | hereby reiinquish ail rights, public and
privatej: don't expect to gain notoriety unless yvou pump the better part of vour schoal days into it.

Basicallv. one must be a nerdy geek (do these rhmg‘% go hand in hand?) y with no social life to speak of.

Is it worth it7 If nothing else. [ can claim to have left a mark and tangible mementos that could
last a lifetime. From that stance, remembering the tomfoclery of vears past is better than not being
able to recall the hijinx on the moming after (after a weekend of more traditional pomp:. On the other
hand, there's alwavq time to read on the can; a person has only so iong to be invincible and stupid.
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U.S. Declares War on
Antarctica- and is Losing!

WASHINGTON D.C. - President Bill Clinton has officially declared war
on the uninhabited continent known as Antarctica today for reasons we
are not fully certain of. Operation “FROST-BITTEN BUTTOCKS” was
ignited off the west coast, and 20000 troops poured from the ships onto the
frozen ground and engaged battle on the enemy immediately. General
Powell had no comment as to how the war was progressing, but letters
from the soldiers suggest that the armed forces are undergoing agonizing
losses on the battlefield. One man wrote, ”... we're dying out here left and
right. If these snowball fights get any worse, one of us might actually have
wet clothes on the way back. My pal Bob hit me with an ice ball in the
heart, and I died right away. But then our captain made a whole pile of
them, and took out just about everybody. Now there’s only a few brave
soldiers out fighting, the rest have all taken lethal blows, and can only look
on in desperation. I'd say maybe 20 or 30 remain. When we started, we all
knew that only one of us would make it out alive...”

Many say that this is the most brutal war that we’ve ever been
involved in, none of the letters mention any killing of the enemy, but U.S.
casualties number several thousand. It certainly is the most secretive war
ever. We asked Nobel Prize winner, Chris Kreul exactly what he thought
was happening, and upon reading some of the letters, concluded, “Hey!
It's just a big snowball fight! It sounds like a whole lot of fun!” Thisis a
highly debated issue, and many just cannot believe that the government
would do such a thing. After careful research, one has to wonder, ”Are

“If you KicK a pile of poop, your foot’s gonna smell.”

- Chris Kreul
Receiver of 1994 Nobel
Prize
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"Last time I had gym on ¥Friday, I had gym on Friday."
—Jon Myers, when asked if it is a
Honday/Wednesday Rriday

Juiian: NYow &sn't that [pizzal just perfect?
Jon: That's just —--oh-- maspertiece!

Average BDewiation
(8tatistical Term):
Thezaverage distance
the mean.

"Is that like the
standard formula--
the agerage distance
from the moon?"
-Aimee Gaertner
of the Average
Deviation

*from Raufman Toundation/8®allup Organization:
A national survey of U.S. high school studentsffound that 7 out
10 students want to start and own their own business.

A local Sasquatch Survey of CHS students found that % out of 10
would rather get drunk and/or stoned.



