
EDITORS-IN-CHIEF
Meredith Hessel
Layton Sussman
ONLINE EDITOR-IN-CHIEF
Margaret Siu 
Julia Beckel, Asst.

DESIGN/ SOCIAL MEDIA EDITOR
Mary Katherine Nix
BUSINESS MANAGER
Margaret Smith
PHOTO EDITOR
Michael Patterson

MANAGING EDITORS
 Events [news/features/sports]
 Annabel Clark
 Issues [opinions/entertainment]
 Jack Kieffaber
SECTION EDITORS
 News
 Kathleen Hobson

 Opinions
 Jack Kieffaber 
 Julia Beckel, Asst.
 Entertainment
 Kate Monger
 Autumn Neurohr 
 Features
 Meredith Moderi
 Sports
 Grace Conley
 Gillian Campbell, Asst.
STAFF WRITERS
Gus Howard
Saheel Jungahare
Whitney Webb 
STAFF PHOTOGRAPHER
Whitney Webb 
SPECIAL CONTRIBUTOR
Miranda R. Barker

ADVISER
Sandy Hall-Chiles

4100 Merrell Road, 
Dallas, TX 75229
214-353-5899 

Eagle Edition | v33   eagleeditiononline.comE
Eagle Edition

The Eagle Edition earned Gold and 
Silver Crowns from the Columbia 
Scholastic Press Association, a Pace-
maker Award from the National Scho-
lastic Press Association and Silver 
and Gold Stars from the Interscho-
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Hey—you dance with a girl 
at this thing tonight!”

That was the dagger. 
It was my first 7th-grade 

dance at my new school in Kansas 
City—a Halloween costume par-
ty—and I’d been anticipating a lei-
surely night of camping in the far 
corner with my fellow wallflowers, 
texting my serious girlfriend from 
my old school in Dallas whose 
number looked strangely similar 
to my mom’s. But with those words 

my dad uttered before I walked out 
the door, it became clear, to my 
chagrin, that I was actually going 
to have to try. 

But, it wasn’t like I had no shot. 
2010 was a different social time—
years before Congress passed the 
Monotonous Dance Act of 2012. 
Though most of the night would 
consist of jumping into each oth-
er like zombies having muscle 
spasms and doing the Soulja Boy, 
we were guaranteed the DJ would 

cue the Adele at least once for the 
“snowball” dance. 

If I had to ask someone to do 
the deed, I knew who it would be: 
Alison Burmeister. 

Her name had a lot of syllables 
and I dug that, but she was also 
mysterious. I rarely saw anyone 
talking to her at school, and the 
only way I knew her at all was by 
getting stuck as her gym partner 
time and again. She was hardly 
anyone’s No. 1 pick in the 2010 
snowball draft, but she seemed 
nice—and 7th grade Jack’s sole cri-
terion was female.

So that night I lingered over to 
her quadrant of the dance floor, 
looking fine in my Tony Romo 
jersey. We proceeded over the 
next hour to give each other all 
of the 7th grade signs—the ex-
cessive fake laugh, the awkward 
half-smile, and the random con-
versation over whether or not 
iCarly was better than Drake and 
Josh (D&J was vastly superior). But 
then she tipped her hand: she told 
me she hated this music and really 
preferred the slow dances. 

Oh baby, The Chief was foxtrot-
tin’ tonight!

So, right on cue after “The Ham-
ster Dance,” Adele’s “Someone Like 
You” wafted through the speakers 

and coupling commenced. 
I took the multi-syllabic Ms. 

Burmeister to the center of the 
floor and remembered my train-
ing from Junior Cotillion—right, 
forward, left, back, right, forward, 
left, back. I was clearly en fuego, 
and remember vividly thinking 
“wow, these Cotillion skills will 
really help me out a lot at high 
school dances.” 

She fell right in step, and we 
gazed into each other’s braces. I 
didn’t want that moment to end—
but we’re talking about me here. 
Something had to go wrong. 

And that something was one of 
my football teammates tapping me 
on the shoulder.

“What do you think you’re do-
ing?” he cried in horror. 

“Having the time of my life!” I 
thought to myself. 

“No, no, no,” he sputtered out, 
“not with her. Have some self re-
spect, bruh, she’s hideous. You play 
football, you can do so much bet-
ter. Nobody dances with that.”

At this point quiet a crowd was 
growing, and I was stuck with Ali-
son in the middle of a tribal circle. 

“Don’t listen to them,” she broke 
out in tears, “we can still dance. 
We can go behind the pavilion 
where nobody can see us. Please.” 

Jack B. Quick

It was a dilemma straight out of 
Grease: the girl making you choose 
between her and your status with 
the boys. So which do you think 
I picked? I’m a pretty nice guy, 
right? Probably told my friends to 
pack sand and let me live my life? 
Went and fox trotted behind the 
pavilion, became steady boyfriend 
and girlfriend, and still stay in 
touch to this day?

No, man, I was a coward. 
I brushed her off and went and 

did the Cupid Shuffle with all of 
my cool and popular friends while 
Alison spent the night behind the 
pavilion alone with tears in her 
eyes. It’s funny because I honestly 
couldn’t tell you any of those best 
friend’s names anymore, but I’ll 
never forget all of those beautiful 
syllables in Miss Burmeister’s. In 
fact, I’ve never gone to a dance 
since where I didn’t think about 
what I did to that girl in the 7th 
grade. But hey, at least I was popu-
lar for one night. 

If anybody reading this knows 
an Alison Burmeister from Kansas 
City, MO, tell her Jack Kieffaber 
would still really like to foxtrot 
behind that pavilion— if somehow 
she’d be willing to dance with a 
jerk like me.

—Jack Kieffaber

We weren’t quite sure what 
to think when we saw Señor 
Laba in the chapel entryway 
with two ice cream carts, but 
the paletas proved to be a 
refreshing way to experience 
the cultural values of great 
food and sticky hands. (See 
p. 23 for more).

Foxtrot 
fiasco

7th grade 
Casanova strikes 
himself out

Tilley Neuhoff’s new club 
initiative—sponsored by 
Tolly Salz—is already making 
strides to send aid abroad to 
Syria. During the third and 
fourth day of Homecoming 
week, the group’s bake sale 
raised $240 to pay for a year 
of education and supplies for 
20 Syrian children.

Upperclassmen met in advi-
sory Monday to discuss an 
escalating trend of exclud-
ing classmates from parties 
and group texts. Though few 
teachers had any idea what 
the “incident” on Friday 
even was, clearly the Class 
of 2016 needs to re-channel 
its former, “I Believe that We 
Will Win,” attitude. 

National 
Hispanic 
Heritage 
Month 
chapel ends 
with paletas

Football 
makes the 
playoffs...
hopes to 
scare off 
Oakridge

We knew our Eagles were 
scary good, but this wasn’t 
quite what we had in mind. 
The team plays at home as 
the top seed in the Small 
School Division on Hallow-
een Night. It’s not optimal for 
trick-or-treaters, but we think 
a costume-out could remedy 
things. Besides, who doesn’t 
want to see David Kerrigan as 
Harry Potter casting spells on 
the other team?

When it 
rains, it 

pours [for 
days on 

end]

April showers might bring 
May flowers, but October 
deluges bring cancellations. 
Torrential downpours last 
week resulted in the Cister-
cian game being delayed to 
Saturday at ESD, the Lower 
School’s Spooktacular Carni-
val moved until Nov. 14.

Senior pep 
rally skits 

bite the 
dust for the 
foreseeable 

future 

Administration finally realized 
this year that the preponder-
ance of senior inside-jokes 
and the possibility of offen-
sive content were enough to 
cancel the time-honored tra-
dition. But, hey, at least we 
can still sing the fight song 
that everybody knows the 
words to.

Students in 
Action Club 
has bake sale 
for Syrian 
Refugees

Senior ties 
formed at 
Wolf Run 
tested by 

recent 
events
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