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• Moms make
   grad night
• Have fun on
   a gap year

by Jordan Evans
Editor-in-Chief

Everybody’s been saying that 
you won’t talk to your high 
school friends in college, but 
you know that’s just not true! 
To prove your loyalty to those 
who’ve adapted to your idiosyn-
crasies over the past 13 years, 
you all decide to embark on one 
last adventure together, sans parents 
(and oftentimes, sans common sense). Here 
are El Gato’s predictions about what will happen on 
your senior trip:

Disneyland: At least one person in your group 
is going to school on the East Coast, and they’re 
paranoid at the prospect of getting snowed 
in. Preempting their mid-life crisis, they’re 
herding everyone down to SoCal for the 
summer, and no one else has the heart 
to decline a Disney offer.

Tropical beach (domestic): 
Hey, those people last year had 
fun, so let’s grab three dozen of 
our closest friends and ask last 
year’s seniors for their exact itin-
erary! You’re planning on drop-
ping as much money on cut-out 
swimsuits as business class airline 
tickets. But don’t worry, you saved 
a couple bucks by fitting seven 
people in a two-person room.

Tropical beach (interna-
tional): Literally how did you 
convince your parents to let you 
do this? As soon as the passport 
comes out, everyone forgets to hydrate 
and someone racks up hundreds of dollars in 
roaming data charges. The mom friend is going to 
give up on her duties three hours after running out 
of sunscreen, so brace yourself for an every-man-
for-himself situation, minus Jeff Probst.

Road trip: Well, I’m glad you have at least one 
person in your friend group whom you trust to drive! 
Don’t lose touch with them, especially if you go to 
the same school and need rides to the beach. You 
plan on uploading every Snapchat geofilter you 
drive through to your Story and you’ll definitely 
forget to text your mom every night. How else will 
she know the grill of your friend’s car didn’t get 

by Hayley Knowlton
People Editor

Since freshman year, 
the class of 2018 has 
eagerly anticipated the 
night of all nights. The 
event where the LG moms pretty 
much kill each other deciding which 
legendary theme will encapsulate the 
night. GRAD NIGHT. And we at El Gato 
have exclusive information straight from 
the Queen Mom in charge. The activities 
planned are as follows:

1. 10:00 PM - 10:30 PM: Time for all 
the girls to screech when they see each 
other. It’s been an entire three hours since 
they saw each other at grad-
uation, so OH MY GOD HI I 
CAN’T BELIEVE WE’RE HIGH 
SCHOOL GRADUATES HOW DID 
THIS HAPPEN I’M EMOTIONAL  
DSJBDUKYGFHADHBEF

2. 10:30 PM - 11:30 PM:  
Mandatory juggling contest.  
M a n d a t o r y. All who do not 
participate will be forced to wear 
a shirt that reads “I’m a dumb 
lame friendless jerk.” 

3. 11:30 PM - 12:00 AM: Pin 
the tail on the Ryan Gosling. The 
moms are especially excited for 
this activity. Perhaps a little 
too excited.

4. 12:00 AM - 12:15 AM: 
Scream session. Release 
your crippling angst that’s been 

Evans predicts senior trips LG moms plan festivities 

by Connor Holland and Ryan Manseau
Media Production Editor and Sports Editor

I’m an elderly kale chip, cracked and weathered by an 
unforgiving desert sun. I wander barren landscapes looking 
for clues of the old world. A lost civilization called Vegemite. 
Artifacts of this bygone era are hard to find; they were scram-
bled by Lucifer and his minions, who reigned over Vegemite 
until the canola oil coup d’état of ‘43. I’m going to tell you 
a story, because if I do not, it will die with me. It’s a tale 
of vengeance, of treachery and sedition. But above all else, 
it’s the tale of Vegemite and the bravery of a chief Asparagite.     

At dusk before the harvest moon of Vegemite, a dangerous 
time for all vegetables, Darryl and his newfound army of kales rode 
on gopherback to Chokeland. With the Artichokers and Zucchinos 
in control of Vegemite’s capital, formerly known as Asparagan, the 
Kales, Tomatans, and Asparagites bound together for their last stand. 
Recently ambushed by a savage faction of wandering, degenerate 
Broccolinis, the alliance of the Kales, Tomatans, and Asparagites, 
known as the “fertilized fellowship” were mildly depleted in numbers 
when heading into combat.

Darryl, whose wrinkled face showed 
the weight of an arduous life, felt a 
blooming sense of hope on this 
harvest moon that his homeland 
of Asparagan would rise once 
more. As the Fertilized Fellow-
ship approached the cellulose 
castle, Darryl split off with a 
group of elite baby carrots 
known for their stealth and 
stoic maturity. As Daryl and 
his men climbed the castle 
wall, the Fertilized Fellowship 
charged the leeward side of the 
city to create a diversion. 
The shouts and explo-
sions of the battle 
contrasted with the 
stillness of the night, and Darryl 
climbed on.

Lucifer’s forces attempted to deter the fertilized fellowship by 
catapulting habanero-sautéed brussel sprouts into the heart of their 
forces. The Flowers retorted with a storm of sharp toothpicks launched 
into the capital’s defenses, piercing their thick artichoker skin. 

The baby carrots acted swiftly and deliberately, mincing the two 
Artichokers standing guard atop the castle; Darryl wasted no time, 

making for the entrance to Lucifer’s quarters. They entered the 
chamber. The infant carrots engaged in combat with the brutal 

Potatan guards who stood alongside Lucifer. Darryl entered 
the chamber, and his eyes burned with passion. 

There, atop his former throne, sat Luci-
fer. A tinge of fear broke his expression 

as Daryl hurtled towards him with his 
rigid stock preparing to make a fatal 
blow. Darryl raised his stem to strike, 
and at the last moment, from beneath 

a petal, Lucifer pulled a mystic dagger 
and stabbed him. As Darryl felt the blade 

pierce his chest, he slid to the ground, 
realizing he had minutes to live.  As Darryl 
grew desperate, he groped for a bottle of 
highly concentrated garlic aioli, grasped 
it, and splashed it into Lucifer’s wretched 
gaze. Both kings grappled on the floor 
of the throne room, wrestling over  
Lucifer’s dagger. 

Suddenly, they were still. Luci-

Holland and Manseau present finale of Vegemite tales

too intimate with the local fauna?
Someone’s decrepit vacation house: 

There’s no doubt your friends only 
agreed to the idea because this 
way, you can spend your parent’s 
money on new clothes instead of a 
hotel. Lock up the family heirlooms 
because the armoire is too big a 

target to ignore when your friends 
get too rowdy. On your nights in, 

someone will timidly suggest Twister 
or Down by the Banks to pass the time, and 

those who object are really only doing so to keep  
up appearances.

Stay-cation: Hahaha wow you ventured all the 
way to your couch over the break!!! How quirky and 
fun! Don’t worry, it’s still considered a senior trip if 

your friend is in your middle-of-the-night Netflix 
Snapchat. You’re the person who wore Con-

verse to prom and made it your Instagram  
caption, right?

building up since 2014 by screaming into 
the night!

5. 12:15 AM - 1:00 AM: Naptime. 
For everyone. Lay down, the moms 
need a break. 

6. 1:00 AM - 1:30 AM: Balloons. 
You’ll see.
7. 1:30 AM - 2:30 AM: Fight club. Have 

issues with people in your grade? Differing 
political opinions? Fear not! The moms set 
aside time for rival seniors to meet up 
in the large gym and literally beat each  
other senseless. 

8. 2:30 AM - 2:45 AM: Glitter 
cannon. Everyone’s tired and internally 
bleeding from the last event, but the 

night must go on. Glitter cannon  
fixes everything.

9. 2:45 AM - 3:45 AM: The it-moms 
teach everyone how to craft. Get your 
embroidery hoops out, idiots. 

10. 3:45 AM - 4:15 AM: Thirty 
minutes to cry. The night’s almost 
over and people have started to realize 
that their time at this school is almost 
over, but don’t worry! The moms 
forget nothing. They will distribute 
stuffed animals and blankets for a 
nice cry sesh as you realize the 
inevitability of aging. 

11. 4:15 AM - 5:00 AM: Clos-
ing ceremonies. There will be 
bubbles. There will be fire. 
There will be Justin Timber-
lake (don’t ask how). Just you 
wait, class of 2018. 

fer’s thick petals pressed Darryl against the 
cold marble tile. A malevolent smile 
flashed across his face as Lucifer 
raised his royal dagger, preparing 
to plunge it into the old Aspar-
agite’s chest. With one swift 
motion, green juice splattered 
the royal tapestries, but it was not 
Darryl’s. In that moment of despera-
tion, the young kale, Charlemagne, 
took up the three pronged fork of 
justice and thrust it through Lucifer’s 
empty cavity of an artichoke heart. 
He slumped to the ground with a 
conclusionary thump, and it was over. 
The two kings lay beside one another, 
with death looming, and Darryl smiled 
at the young kale. He knew, in that 
moment, Asparagan would rise again. 
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Just like your chance of getting tan 
instead of sunburnt this summer, 

nothing on this page is real.

Use your Snapchat or iPhone camera 
to scan the QR codes below to read 
Vegemite Tales One and Two and access 
other articles on the El Gato website:

Part 1: Part 2:
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