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Valentine’s Day may be over, but there’s never a wrong time to 
surprise your loved one with a romantic night out. Worried about 
the budget? Never fear! We’ve compiled a list of inexpensive yet 
unforgettable locations for your perfect date.        

Chuck E. Cheese’s: If you thought 
Chuck E. Cheese’s was just for kids, 
you’d be tragically misinformed. 
As long as you ignore the pun-
gent smell of body odor and 
deeply unnerving stares of the 
demonic dancing mascots, you and 
your significant other will have 
the time of your lives. Start your 
night off with a greasy slice of cheese 
pizza, then burn off the calories with 
an impassioned match of skee ball. 
Make sure to wear gloves; you 
might encounter some dubious 
liquids in the plastic sky tubes 
above the arcade. Was that urine, 
vomit, or drool? Who knows? Just 
don’t forget to Purell on your 
way out. 

Your local dump: Why take 

your date to the aquarium or the zoo when your 
community landfill already houses a cesspool of 
microorganisms? Learn about the decomposition 
process and marvel at the deafening sounds of 
trash-heaving machinery for no cost whatsoever. 

And for the desperate procrastina-
tors who forgot to purchase an 
anniversary present: worry not! 
Anything can be a gift if you’re 
creative enough. Channel your 
inner Project Runway by crafting 
a waterproof dress from trash bags 

or an exquisite necklace using tin 
cans and plastic scraps. Your lover 

won’t be disappointed. The odors of rotting food may 
permeate your household for weeks afterwards, but at 
least you won’t be forgetting this date anytime soon. 

IKEA: A furniture store is an idyllic location for a 
date. Who wouldn’t want to play an extreme game of 

hide-and-seek? Besides, the IKEA food court 
boasts a wide array of mouthwatering cui-
sine, from the iconic Swedish meatballs 
to the underwhelming cinnamon rolls. 
It might not be your typical dinner 

destination, but at least the homey, inti-
mate atmosphere will rekindle the spirit of 

Surprise your loved one with an inexpensive date night 
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With the ski break coming up, El Gato 
tells the tales of probable family experiences 
for those who have 
decided to spend 
the week bonding 
with their family. 
Remember when 
mom and dad prom-
ised you and your 
siblings that you 
would go somewhere 
warm like Hawaii? Well, 
it turns out they “do not 
even remember having that 
conversation” and “clearly 
never said that.” Instead, 
they’re scrambling to find last 
minute ways to get the family 
together because “family time is 
limited.” Besides the typical skiing 
accident, there’s many other enjoyable 
experiences you may have.

We all know that every family tries 
to go on a hike over the break. There’s 
that one weekend morning where 
everyone just lies around the house 
sleeping in and watching Netflix 
until you hear the squeaking 
step of Dad’s hiking boots. You 
already know what’s happen-
ing when mom yells, “We’re 
leaving in 10 minutes. I 
packed us some peanut 
butter and jelly sand-
wiches because this 
hike will probably 
take up most of the 
day.” I mean, you at 
least got a cool Snapchat 
for your story. 

Mom and Dad always get very excited for 
some sport or physical activity in which you all 
participate. For example, they take you all down 
to a school and you play some hoops with Mom 
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Nobody saw it coming. The pigeons always 
seemed so non-threatening; their little claws 
and grey speckled bodies were a nuisance, if 
anything. Yet, they were the silent killers. 

We never noticed the flocks constantly 
flying around us, picking up our crumbs, 
waiting to strike. We thought they were just 
resting, but no. They were hunting, waiting for 
the perfect opportunity for humanity to become 
vulnerable, the right moment to establish domi-
nance and declare the Earth as theirs. After all, who 
would be prepared for it? You never suspect a pigeon. 
But in the year 2018, the Pigeon Revolution began.

Society was in anarchy. Trump was president, 
people were eating Tide pods, and the spirit rally was 
no longer in the gym. Basically, the world was just 
a mess. The pigeons saw this, and that’s when they 
knew it was time to assemble their ranks. They did it 
imperceptibly; each day, their flocks would increase 
by one, in such a manner that no human realized 
that they were slowly being surrounded. This attack 
could happen in the quad. At the beach. On the front 
porch. The peaceful nuisances weren’t just searching 
for crumbs; they were observing, finding the most 
vulnerable areas they could strike.

When you looked into their beady little orange 
eyes, you could see the devilish glint, but you 

ignored it because hey, it’s just a pigeon. God, we 
were so wrong. 

No one will forget the day of the attack. Tiny 
rays of sunlight barely peeked through the pigeons 
in the sky, as they quickly flooded our atmosphere. 
They picked up our children with their claws, 

tossing them around in the sky, kidnapping 
them to raise them as slaves. We didn’t 
know where to go. The pigeons knew 
how to learn from us, how to adapt to 

us; taking notes from the Germans who 
once used blitzkrieg, the pigeons created 

their own type of lightning warfare. White poop 
shot from the sky, forcing humans to run for shelter 
into their homes. But the pigeons knew how to get 
inside. They adapted their claws to pick locks, break 
into homes, and commence pelting us with their 
excretions until they corralled us into pigeon-made 
cells. They kept the ones with particularly luscious 
hair in a separate area, using them as nests for 
pigeon spawn.

This continued for decades, centuries, millen-
nia, until one day, the Earth imploded. Finally, the 
pigeons had reached their end. Or so we thought. 
Just as they adapted their claws, they adapted their 
bodies to become space-friendly, floating across 
the universe until the end of time. Don’t feed the 
pigeons. You are only strengthening the beginning 
of the resistance.

Anxiety nightmares prey on college-bound seniors

Plan your ski week escape
and Daughter versus Dad and Son. Dad gets really 
into the game and starts attempting the fancy 
dribbling, because apparently he played basketball 

in elementary school, making him 
the master. Really, the 
ball just ends up so far 
out of bounds that you 
all just call the game and 
head home. 

As the last part of the 
week comes to an end, your 

parents know they will regret 
not going skiing, so they tell 

you to pack a bag and let your 
friends know that you won’t 

be joining them on the day trip 
to San Francisco you guys had 

planned for weeks. Fine, except 
that most of the snow is melted on 

your first day on the slopes. When 
your little brother skis over a dirt 

patch and face-plants into a slushy pile 
of yellow snow, your family just continues 

to ski all the way down to the lodge, leav-
ing your brother to help himself. That’s 

enough of that. 
Then, the Black Plague resurfaces 

and hits your family like a hur-
ricane. Immediately after you say 

you haven’t felt sick yet, a little 
tickle goes off in the back of 
your throat. You look across 
the breakfast table and your 
brother coughs. Next, you 
hear your mom sniffle. 
Take cover, the plague just 
started and your whole 
family’s going down. 
When your first period 

teacher asks, “How was every-
one’s February break?” you shrug and pop another 
cough drop into your mouth. The Nyquil has just 
begun to wear off, but the aftermath effects are 
rough. At least the whole school will feel your 
pain when this plague spreads to them in the next 
few months. 

Pigeons attack our society

by Dana Cook
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It’s 12:03 in the morning and I’m about to fall asleep, but my 
eyes pop open and I sit up; I forgot to fill out my housing applica-
tion for college next year. The clock is ticking and I have to finish 
it or else all the good dorms will be taken and I’ll get a random 
roommate assignment. I grab my laptop and quickly type in my 
password, opening Safari as fast as I can. 

I begin answering the roommate survey questions on my school’s 
housing application. “How neat does your roommate need to be?” 
“Could your roommate borrow your belongings?” “How often does 
your roommate need to shower?” The obviousness of these ques-
tions delineates my fear of a weird roommate, so the warm pajama 
feeling begins to take over as I fall asleep on my laptop. 

Next thing I know, it’s move-in day. I’m excited to meet my new 
roommate; she seems pretty cool and I found her on Room Surf. 
We’ve talked a little, but I hope living with her will bring us so 
much closer together. I try to stay optimistic, but there’s a looming 
feeling of discomfort following her greeting, “I’m Anna and I can’t 
wait to hold you! I’m so excited!”

The first thing I notice that bothers me about my 
new roomie is her organization, or lack thereof. 
Her belongings strewn across the room wreak 
havoc on my Pinterest-esque dorm. Dirty clothes 
blanket the floor and moldy food reeks from the 
garbage can. I notice that my blue jeans stick out 
from her hamper, although I never agreed to let 
her borrow them. A few days later, my favorite 
blue blouse goes missing, and, just as I’m about 
to call my roommate and ask her about it, she 
strolls in with her boyfriend wearing none other 
than my shirt. Not cool.

I let things go because it’s only our first 
week together, but by day seven, the stench in 
our room is unbearable. I begin memorizing her 
daily routine and notice she has not showered in 
a week. Strike two.

After a long day of class, I get back to our 
room, praying that it’s vacant, but she’s there. 
She talks excitedly about her new boyfriend and, 

without my asking, begins giving me every 
detail of their relationship. She explains their 
safety word, “hoochi koochi,” is a precaution 
to any unexpected or unwanted sexual advance-
ments. I am beyond uncomfortable and creeped 
out. I can’t live this way anymore. I have to 
talk to housing about changing my roommate.

I go to the office and spend two hours 
giving an account of each incident I have 
faced. I take the manager back to our room 
for an inspection and find the most horrid 
scene. Anna looks up playfully from her spot 
in my bed and claims she had an accident in 
her own. I scream and just as I feel I’m going 
to pass out, I wake up. 

My laptop keyboard burning the side of 
my face, I dry my sweaty hands and turn out 
my light. I take a deep breath and embrace 

the silence of my room at home. Maybe I don’t 
want to go so far from home next year...

romance. You can’t get get this five-star experience anywhere. After 
your meal, wander the endless aisles of useless living room accessories, 
then take a break to sketch a blueprint for your future family’s home. 
Just make sure your date doesn’t run away once you start talking 
about children.

McDonald’s: The dollar menu is perfect for the financially-troubled 
romantic. Enjoy a delectable feast of Chicken McNuggets and soggy 
french fries whilst gazing into each other’s love-struck eyes. Surprise 
your significant other with the toy from your Happy Meal, and make 
sure to hold hands as you venture through the children’s play structure–
especially on the way down the slide. Remember, nothing screams true 
love like the shrieks of toddlers and aroma of chemically-processed beef! 
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Just like your chance of qualifying for the Olympics, 
nothing on this page is real.


