
15El Gato • Friday, NovEmbEr 13, 2020 • www.ElGatoNEws.comHumor

Gibson attacks recreation soccer children stereotypes
by Brynn Gibson
Graphics Designer

Yeah sure, your kid is cute. You 
probably believe that too. It’s not 
that I beg to differ, just that 
it really doesn’t surprise me 
that you drop them off at 
the local middle school every 
Saturday for another person 
to handle. Throughout my 
two weeks of experience as 
a rec soccer coach, I have 
never encountered a group 
quite like the Blue team. On 
the surface, they are nothing 
special — just five little boys with bright 
eyes and wide smiles. All I can say is… 
looks deceive. So, parents, please find your 
child’s player evaluation attached below

The Terror Child: One could say we don’t 
get along, although that might be because your 
child feels most at home throwing a tantrum. One 
time he loudly announced he was grabbing his 

“willy” (his words, not mine), so I told 
him to maybe pursue a different 

activity. He told me he hated 
me. Off to a great start. 

Another time he threw 
the ball at one of his 

teammates. I guess 
I ruined his vibe, 

but the kick to my 
shin was uncalled for. 

He spends more time in 
time-out than he does 
on the field. To give 
him credit, he does 
have an aptitude 
for flailing on the 
floor and crying. 
His talents might 
be best suited for 

interpretive dance. Maybe 
try Abby Lee?

The Crier: Ok, not to be rude, but 
homeboy needs to get it together. I’m all here for him 
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if he is sad or gets hit in the face, but the next time 
he starts bawling I might just have to excommunicate 
him from the soccer field. Gets scored on? Tears. Too 
hot? Tears. Not fun? Tears. Too hard? Tears. Coach 
tells him to be a 
big boy and pack it 
up? Tears. I dunno, 
maybe he needs a 
hug. You should 
look into that. 

The Mentally 
E l s e w h e r e : 
Congratulations, 
your child is my 
favorite. Maybe it ’s 
because I see so much of myself in 
him, or maybe it’s because he is off wandering into 
the bushes and not bothering me. Last week he 
was tired, so he fell on the grass and took a nap. 
Honestly, I was kind of jealous. I’m sure it was nice 
to have some peace and quiet.

The Complainer: Your kid is definitely not a 
“team player.” In fact, I wouldn’t even call him a 

player. He spends most of the day telling me how 
he wants water, how the teams aren’t fair, how 
he has to pee, how he wants to go home, etc. The 
drama, emotion, raw talent for manipulation… 
it really draws you in. Of course, I never cave. 
You can usually find him in voluntary time-out. 

Yes, it is because he’s pouting, but I’m 
not complaining

The “Prodigy:” I hate to break 
it to you, Cheryl, but your six-year-

old is not Lionel Messi. In fact, he 
does not even know the object of the 

game. Last week I had to physically stop 
him from grabbing the ball from a player 

on the Orange team. I don’t care if his last 
coach told him he “showed such promising 

talent” when he played for the Dragonflies; king 
doesn’t even know which goal is his.

Parents, my problem lies not with them, but 
with you. Please, for the love of God, don’t make 
them come back next Saturday. They obviously 
don’t want to be there. And, to be honest, the 
feeling is mutual.

Sullivan meets virtual bae
by Sophie Sullivan
Opinion Editor
My Dearest Jenkins,

Hey. (Am I coming off too strong?)
I hope you’re doing well. It’s been a few 

weeks now since that night we first 
met, and you have filled my dreams 
nightly. I remember your face like it 
was yesterday. Those curves; the way 
you drifted from room to room; your 
cold, gray eyes looking back at 
me, trying to figure out if I 
am who I say I am. Your blue 
skin. Your pumpkin hat.

We met in a random 
public room. I wasn’t 
expecting you that 
night. What was I 
looking for…I wonder 
now? It all seems so 
arbitrary when in reflection 
you’re the only thing I 
remember. I can almost recall 
the exact words you said to me 
during the first game we played together: 
“purpl [sic] safe they in nav wit 
[sic, again] me.” Taken by surprise, 
I texted back, “dark blue chil [sic, 
you might guess].” I blushed. You 
smiled. We voted white together. 
We were inseparable.

I remember what happened next like 
it’s tattooed on the back of my hand. 
We spent the next rounds doing 
tasks together; by fate, neither 
of us were ever the imposter. You 
had my back while I downloaded 
in Weapons; I covered for you 
when you scanned in MedBay. We 
went everywhere together, soap and 
jenkins, and it was miraculous.

From then on, our connection only 
grew. “Purpl [sic — is this your nickname 
for me now?] cute,” you said during a vote 
one time. I didn’t know what to do. Do I 
say something bold? Should I play it cool? I 
took the middle road and went for simple, yet 

alluring. “:),” I replied. “Shut up and vote,” black 
said. We voted for black. We were wrong, but we 

didn’t care, for nothing mattered more 
in that moment than us and our spark. 

You liked me for me — from 
my little green plant hat and 
my purple skin, to my task-

oriented personality and 
accusatory tendencies, you 

saw me as flawless.
Like the voting period, 

however, our affection had 
a time limit. Whoever said 
love is timeless clearly 
has never experienced 

the pain of a long-distance 
relationship over two different 
time zones. Alas, it was 1 
A.M. PST, and I could barely 
keep my eyes open. I had to 

leave you. Exchanging words of 
endearment, I playfully said, “see 
you tomorrow.” We laughed, I logged 

off, and I realized what a mistake 
I’d made. I’d never find you again. I’ve 

scoured the highs and lows of servers 
— different maps, different imposter 
counts, everything — and you’re 
nowhere to be found. I can’t help 

but worry you’ve found another. It’s 
okay, though; young love is fleeting, 

and our paths will cross again one 
day. It’s literally in the stars.

I’ll end this letter with 
a poem I wrote for you. 

It ’s brief, but like 
our time together, 

i ts  s ign i f i cance 
t r a n s c e nd s  a l l 
physical qualities.

Roses are red, 
violets are blue. I’m 
scared of downloading 
in Electrical, but not 
when I’m with you.

Find me,
soap

Army recruiters spark lols
by Lexi Kupor
Public Relations Manager

Ever since Mar. 13, nothing has been the 
same. Sure, maybe I haven’t consumed a 
single vegetable for the past seven 
months or I’ve developed a life-
threatening disease from 
my “creative” toilet paper 
alternatives, but those 
aren’t the biggest of 
my losses. Oh, what 
I would do to return to 
the ones I miss most: the 
school army recruiters.

After failing my fourth 
period math test, nothing 
soothes my internal 
despair more than 
w a l k i n g 
out the 
front 
d o o r s 
to witness 
the sight of several 
frighteningly-tall men 
handing out Navy flyers. I 
artfully zig zag to avoid their table 
at all costs and glance back to see their 
laser eyes follow my path as I speed walk 
down the steps; part of me almost feels 
remorse. Then I remember that I sat out of 
the freshman swim unit and only ran three 
Fun Walk laps in second grade — I’m sorry 
to disappoint, but I don’t think I’m the girl 
they’re looking for.

But this awkward avoidance isn’t the worst 
of it. As if we didn’t already have enough 
testosterone in our school halls, these recruiters 
can’t seem to go anywhere without bringing along 
a pull-up bar. A symbol of peak masculinity, the 
metal structure seems to quite literally call the 
names of the same boys who spend their lunch time 
throwing wet toilet paper balls at the bathroom 
ceiling. I, for one, find it difficult to enjoy my 
lunch as the scene of a sweaty person hanging on 
a bar while angrily grunting and hopelessly kicking 
their legs replays in the background. 

Seriously, if these guys are scouting for people 
who could actually hold their own in life-threatening 
situations, they’re looking in the wrong places. They 
should really be getting to know the middle school 

Wall Ball and 4 Square champions if they’re 
searching for athletic prowess. Or try 

the Anime Club; those kids have some 
serious potential.

Anyways, my efforts to avoid these 
sergeants’ grasp quickly failed. Soon 
enough, they pinned me down. I’ll 

never forget the morning 
I woke up to that 
first text: “Hi, this 
is Dave with the 
US Marines. Have 

you thought about 
your plans after high 

school?” Ok, I get it, you 
have a crush on me, but 

you could’ve started it off 
a bit more casual. So, I told 
him how I really felt. After 
I sent back my response, 

I received one final 
message: “I don’t think 
you’re fit for the Marines 
at this time. Thank you 
for your consideration.” 
And that was the last I 
ever heard…

Despite my scarring 
exp e r i e nc e s ,  I 

hope to right 
my  w r o n g s 
when  Dave 
and I meet 
aga in .  I ’ l l 
continue to 
desperately 
count down 
the days until 
I can return to 
school grounds 

and see these 
elusive sergeants 

once more.

Wagner dives into the joys of becoming a legal adult
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C. Wagner

by Caroline Wagner
Graphics Designer

The day had finally arrived. I was now legally 
allowed to buy a hamster at Petco. In other words, 
I was eighteen. After getting me and my matching 
pajama set out of bed, I checked my reflection in 
the mirror. I had a single gray hair that I plucked 
from my scalp. Getting ready for school, I picked 
out a modest blazer and a pair of flats. Classy. 

I pulled up to school in my new Subaru. Great 
family car, by the way. My friend asked me why 
I was dressed like an accountant. “When you’re 
older and wiser, like me,” I told my friend who 
was two and a half months younger, “you see 
things differently.” 

I strutted down the school hallway, standing 
barely over five feet tall as gangly freshmen who 
towered over me passed by. One of them jostled 
my purse, which I had swapped my backpack for 

last night. “Kids these days,” 
I sighed. 

After school, I decided to 
legally change my name to 
Spike. My parents begged me 
to stop this madness as I 
walked out the door on the 
way to the courthouse, 
but my mind was 
set. Or should I 
say, Spike’s mind 
was set .  Before 
the judge slammed 
down the gavel, she 
shook her head in 
disappointment. 

I  was trying to 
think of something to 
commemorate the new 

name, when the perfect idea came to mind. A tattoo. 
When I arrived at the tattoo parlor, I requested 
“$PIKE” on the inside of my lower lip, with the S as 
a dollar sign. As I left the parlor, a random woman 

stopped me on the street and asked me 
what my name was. I pulled down my 
lower lip to reveal SPIKE, but before I 
could ask her anything, she ran away. 
People are so odd these days. 

When my friends told me they 
wanted to steal a traffic cone just 
for the fun of it, I hesitated. While 
my friends would live it up juvie 

if they got caught, I would be 
stuck at a county jail being 
traded for a pack of cigarettes. 

“Spike doesn’t want to go to 
jail,” I said, and I retreated to 

my Subaru. 

With the election coming up, and my new 
ability to vote, I felt single handedly responsible 
for the outcome of this election. It was a lot of 
pressure for me to bear, but I survived, with 
grace and elegance.  I knew the only man fit for 
the job was one that could come up with the 
line, “Beggars can’t be choosers / ***** this 
ain’t Chipotle.”

 Could either Trump or Biden come up with 
something like that? Yeah, I didn’t think so. 
Kanye 2020.

At the end of a day, after I had already 
adopted a child because I apparently can do 
that too, now that I’m eighteen, I realized I 
had gone too far. 

I returned the child, legally changed my name 
back to something more socially acceptable, and 
changed back into a shirt with the logo of a band 
I’ve never listened to. 

C. Wagner


