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by Shannon Enriquez
Humor Editor

We humans live on a planet 
with a population of nearly 
7.4 billion people. Now, I 
know what you’re thinking, 
“seven billion people and yet 
I can’t seem to find anyone 
who shares my same enthusi-
asm for Groundhog Day?” To 
your dismay, the importance 
of Groundhog Day can wait, as 
aliens are the newest “out-of-this-world” topic 
of discussion.

7.4 billion people may seem like plenty, but the 
larger perspective you gain, the smaller the number 
becomes. When you look at the entire solar system, 
then the galaxy, then the universe, we humans 
become as insignificant as Groundhog Day 
itself. With this knowledge about our 
universe, people who refuse 
to believe in aliens are 
imbeciles. How self-cen-
tered does one have to 
be to think that Earth 
is the only planet in 
our entire universe with 
living, breathing, bodies  
roaming the surface?

Sure, we have yet to find any 
evidence of various life forms, but we 
found water on Mars, so basically, what’s 
the difference? The closest us Earthlings 
have come to gaining concrete evidence of 
the existence of aliens have been the recent 
UFO sightings and the various, and may I 
add, impressive, attempts at breaking and 
entering into Area 51. If we keep trying and 
searching for evidence, we will discover the 
aliens eventually.

As our insignificance as humans increases, 
and our world continues to evolve at a rapid 
pace, robots are inevitably going to 
take over the world, launching outer 
space exploration into full gear. This 
leaves it up to the robots to greet 

by Erin Grasty
Media Production Editor

I’m sitting at a table in Starbucks studying 
for the first trig test of the semester. “Wowee – 
calculus? You must be a very smart girl,” says an 
elderly man to my friend at the table. I keep my 
head down in hopes that he won’t involve me in 
the conversation. However, the situation takes an 
unexpected turn. Thirty minutes later, I find myself 
knowing what has happened in the past 80 years 
of this man’s life, wondering when it’ll ever end.

In this situation, I did not come well equipped 
for survival. It is crucial that a typical citizen 
utilizes the necessary skills to get out of 
an unnecessarily long conversation. 
In order to avoid talking to an 
elderly man about his upbringing, 
follow these proven steps to get 
someone to stop talking.

First, resort to simple nodding. This 
tactic reveals if the unwanted stranger can 

uphold the conversation on their own. If they ask a 
question, keep your mouth shut and continue nod-
ding. By isolating the speaker and depriving them 
of any conversational support, he or she will either 
remove themselves from an otherwise one-sided 
interaction or run out of things to say.

Another option is a combination of moves: 
interrupt and mansplain. Mansplaining is an art 
form of conversation that has been used for centu-
ries. Since the dawn of man, a perfect way to kill a 
conversation is mansplaining. With every sentence, 

idea, or topic the rando trying to talk 
to you uses, interrupt them mid-

sentence and explain to them 
exactly what it is they are talk-
ing about. Even if you don’t 
know what they are talking 
about or don’t have the proper 
knowledge, you must interrupt 

them and mansplain in order to 
end the conversation. The other 

by Austin Yung
News Editor

Valentine’s Day is the most romantic day of 
the year; couples romance about in all areas of 
your environment (blech). Fancy restaurants are 
fully booked as sweethearts share a delicious 
platter of spaghetti and meatballs, attempting 
to reenact Lady and the Tramp. After a magi-
cal evening, they head home to do the dirty…  
laundry together.

On the other hand, I’m just 
sitting at home, all alone with 
nothing but a half–eaten 
cheese pizza and a rom-com 
to keep me company. As 
I rest on the couch, I des-
perately cling to my phone in 
hopes that someone will ask me out 
before the night ends. Last week, I felt 
confident that I could find a date since I 
put “lonely man in his forties looking for a 

groovy time” on Craigslist. However, all I’ve gotten 
are weird calls in the middle of the night from Elvis 
impersonators asking, “Are you lonesome tonight?” 
The week before that, I tried Tinder, but no conversa-
tion ever sparked from that either.

At this point in my life, I’ll date anyone as long 
as they like everything I like, or else it just won’t 
work. When I was in my thirties, I thought I saw the 

most beautiful girl in the world at 
McDonald’s. She was as skinny 

as a stick and had luscious 
locks. After seeing her every 
now and then at Ronald’s 

place, I built up my courage 
and asked her out. Sadly, she 
said no since she turned out 

to be a mop. Even though she 
wasn’t a living thing, I felt as 

though she mopped the floor with 
my heart. I cried so much that Noah 

had to build a second ark and fill it with 

Yung talks about his lonely Valentine’s Day experience

Tactics to avoid talking to annoying, social strangers

by Hayley Knowlton
People Editor

Come on, guys, aliens are a completely irratio-
nal thing to believe in. There are so many 
other things we should be focusing 
on, yet you freaks are focusing 
on so-called “extraterrestrial 
beings.” I’m not even sure why 
this is a topic of conversation; 
it’s complete idiocy. Like, are you 
really going to tell me that there is an 
entire colony of space mutants that none of 
us have ever actually legitimately seen? Mmkay. 
I’m skeptical, and here’s why. 

Clearly, if I haven’t seen it, it’s fake. That’s 
simply common sense. This is why I don’t 
believe in global warming, gravity, 
the moon landing, Taylor Swift, 
or aliens. My own eyes are what 
determine what is real in this 
world. I don’t know what’s so 
controversial about that.

Also, if aliens were actu-
ally real (which they are not), 
then people wouldn’t be so 
careless with them. I mean, if 
all those alien sightings were 
legitimate, I don’t understand why 
people would take out their cameras and record 
them. Run, you degenerates! If they’re here, I’m 
pretty sure it’s not to come say hey. Put your 
phones down, trash millennials. Also, if there were 
intergalactic creatures running around Earth, we 
all know the US military would not be 
standing idly by; they would have 
blasted those lemon-headed things 
directly in the face by now. So, point  
disproved, America. 

If I hear one more word about 
Area 51 being a base to hold aliens 
in, I’m going to lose it. Obviously, the 
government does not use Area 51 for 
the purpose of fictional beings. They 
undeniably use it to hide Vine, Nicholas 
Cage, and Webkinz. However, I believe 
that sometimes these coveted treasures 

hidden inside the base can escape, which explains 
why Vine is making a return after mysteriously 

disappearing in its prime. The notion that aliens 
reside in Area 51 is ridiculous – do you 

really think a fence is going to 
stop extraterrestrial creatures from 
walking (or slithering, or flying, 
or whatever) away? That’s just 
crazy talk.

With that, I rest my case. 
Anyone who believes in aliens 
is one of those people who lives 

alone in a one-bedroom apartment 
with, like, 11 birds. Or perhaps in a 

landfill. Either would suffice. Because 
no one wants to hear that load of buffoonery out 
of you, ESPECIALLY not me! Everyone should think 
what I think, and if they don’t, they’re stupid. Sorry, 
Enriquez, your points are complete trash. Nice try 
though! Anyway, I’m out, jabronies. 

person will become so frustrated with you that he 
or she will simply lose interest in hearing what you 
might have to say.

An alternative route starts 
with establishing whether or 
not this person is a doctor or 
has experience with delivering 
babies. If he or she does not 
know how to deliver a baby, then 
stealthily slip your jacket, back-
pack, lunch box, pencil case, or any 
nearby item underneath your shirt 
to look as though you’re pregnant. 
Then, with as much conviction as 
possible, scream, “I’M GOING INTO 
LABOR! AHHHHH!” This move takes 
your aggressor by surprise, leaving 
them speechless and confused. It is 
a sure way to end any conversation, 
but takes slightly more effort than 
the other two options. 

animals two by two yet again. 
Luckily, I live in my mommy’s 
basement, so she comforted me 
as I sobbed uncontrollably.  

 Even back in high school, 
I could never find a date. I 
remember when I tried to ask 
Sally McBeth out to prom; she 
said no because she slipped on 
a banana. I asked her when 
she fell because she obviously 
looked fine, so Sally dropped her banana peel on 
the ground and blatantly slipped, which gave her 
a concussion. While she was in pain, relief spread 
across her face as she realized she didn’t have to 
dance with me anymore. I decided that I didn’t need 
Sally and that I didn’t deserve to be with someone 
like that, so I went with the next best option, my 
mommy. That night, my mom and I were the life of 
the party, as we performed our mother-son dance 
routine. It started off with the macarena, then 

went to the running man, and 
my mom finished it off with the 
worm. Sally McBeth was there 
too, but with another guy. I 
could tell she looked jealous of 
my mom since she could always 
pull off a dope worm.

But lonely nights like these 
sadden me, so I’m eating choco-
lates from a heart-shaped box 
that my mom bought for me 

so I can feel better. No matter how many flowers 
or chocolates my mommy gives me, the feeling of 
loneliness never goes away. I begin to eat the choco-
lates while I weep, too emotional to forget that I’m 
allergic to cocoa beans. As I stuff my face with the 
chocolatey goodness, my body begins to swell up so 
much that I look like the Michelin man. As my eyes 
begin to close and my surroundings fade, I think 
to myself, “Wow, I just overdosed on chocolate on 
Valentine’s Day, aren’t I original?” 

However, if any of these strategies don’t result 
in ending the conversation with an uncomfortable 

stranger, then the person speaking is a 
Dirty Rag. Dirty Rags are the 

most exhausting people to 
be around. They have so 
much dirt on other people 
and their past that they 

can talk for approximately 
six hours and 37 minutes with-

out needing a response from the 
recipient of the conversation. A Dirty 

Rag will sit there spilling dirt while they 
soak up every ounce of your energy and 

well being. Once they finish speaking, there 
is nothing left of you. So if you try every 

suggested strategy, then there is only 
one thing left to do: puke. Puke on 

the Dirty Rag and your job will be 
complete and you can finish your 

trig studying.
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Earth’s new alien friends. Personally, I think 
robots, and robots only, should indeed be the 
ones to greet our alien counterparts. Would you 
really want someone like Logan Paul to represent 

Earth as a whole? Didn’t think so. 
We can program robots to 

be as friendly or as good-
looking as we want, giving 
the aliens the correct 
impression of us Earth-
lings. With a good first 

impression underway, this 
will allow for a step closer 

to being able to take over the 
alien planet. Earth is becoming 

too populated, too infested with 
12-year-old boys running around 

with cameras calling themselves 
“vloggers.” If we make friends 

with the aliens, we can take 
over their planet and send 

all 12-year-old vloggers to 
there, leaving plenty of room 

here on Earth.
Thinking about how infini-

tesimal Earth is on the scale of 
the universe, the thought of aliens 
becomes more of a reality. Let us 
continue to break and enter into 

Area 51 and find the hidden 
facts the government 
has been keeping from 
us. Aliens are out there!

S. 
Lin

de
n

S. K
roe

sch
e

S. Linden

courtesy pixabay

courtesy pixabay K. Monsef

 cou
rtes

y pixab
ay

K. Monsef

K. Monsef


