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 For the vast majority of students, El Cami-
no seems to be a rather non descript and droll place, 
devoid of mystery and intrigue. Teachers shuffle in 
and deliver lectures while students respond to the 
ringing of bells indicating their pre-planned sched-
ules. But unbeknownst to the average student, many 
thriving underworlds teeming with auras of danger 
and creative tendencies lurk in the shadows. 

For example, if one was to sneak on campus and 
pay a visit to the wrestling room on the 3rd Friday of 
every month when the clock strikes midnight, they 
would be introduced to an organization so shocking, 
incomprehensible, and downright groovy that their 
understanding of the school they call home 
would be shaken to its very core. The fol-
lowing is an account as told to the writer 
by a pair of anonymous students who 
witnessed this secret society in action. 

The propulsive rhythms of bass 
lines so gnarly and bold that they 
were not have thought to have sur-
vived past the 1980’s caused the earth 
to gyrate in accordance to their robust 
commands. While the bass lines or-
dered the earth to dance, the defiantly 
stanky, unrelenting and not at all level 
headed drums decisively ended silence’s 
reign over the empty space surrounding 

the wrestling room. The confluence of this two 
elements alone were stunning enough. 

However a third factor even more potent than 
the prior lifted this discovery from  preposterous-
ness to downright inconceivability. To the trained 
ear it was unmistakable. The two voices spitting 
fiery couplets of disrespect towards the other. The 
shocked and strapping responses of the crowd. 
The vocal syncopations , sophisticated rhymes, 
intricate changes in meter, and convincing vocal 
phrasing. Yes, in the El Camino Wrestling room 
at midnight, a full fledged rap battle of epic pro-
portions. 

As we peered through the window, cu-
riosity insatiable, our preconceived notions 
of our alma mater were forever shattered like 

a dainty glass cup being tossed from the 13th floor 
of an old hotel. Inside, the walls were covered 

with posters of rap icons A smoke machine was 
chugging away in the corner, only adding to 
the sweaty intensity of the room. Mr. Ahlgren 

held the mic in hand releasing torrents of 
word play so advanced and yet based in 
simple logic that we could scarcely be-
lieve our ears. His opponent, Mr. Peppel, 
wore a look of fortitude, his lips faintly 
moving up and down, obviously plan-

ning his next move. In the dense crowd of 
faces watching the battle we saw many of the 
staff we had so underestimated. 

Mr. Hurst was boldly rocking both an “It 

was All a Dream” Biggie tank top topped off with 
an Reagan for President in 1984 backwards cap. His 
trademark inquisitive nature was on full display as he 
jotted down notes while bobbing his head to the mu-
sic. Faces we had associated with structure and control 
were transformed  into contorted masses of passion 
tainted with the threat of violence. Mr. Thompson’s 
elongated limbs were akimbo with an overwhelming 
internal fire. 

Mrs. Thompson commented on her husband’s 
dynamic persona saying “He is like a whiter Eminen.” 
As we stood outside this forbidden fortress, our previ-
ously held misconceptions splintered by a preposterous 
reality, we could not help wonder if it was all a dream. 
Knowing it was not so, it dawned upon us nothing will 
ever be the same.                

Secret teacher rap battles; scholarly swag

EC rap royalty; T-Pepps and Bob-the-Jungle Man swaggin.
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April Showers bring May FLOUR...
...tortillas stuffed with your choice of white or brown cilantro-lime rice, 
 black or pinto beans, fajita vegetables or meat, salsa, sour cream, and cheese. 

The foil-wrapped, silver lining 
to the storm. 
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