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Holland explains recent dreams that have been...weird
by Lucy Holland
Culture Editor

About a week ago, I was stung by a bee. I am a 5’9, 
foul-mouthed, water polo-playing Capricorn, and I was 
taken out of commission by my overactive immune 
system’s response to an insect’s stinger that so rudely 
inserted itself into my toe. When I tell you I had a 
toe the size of an overfilled water balloon, I am not 
kidding. For about a week, I was surviving by guz-
zling Benadryl so my toe didn’t explode. Unfortunately 
enough, that resulted in a myriad of naps and narcolepsy 
during online school. Another fun little side effect 
of falling asleep four times in the middle 
of the day is some weird, A Wrinkle in 
Time-type dreams. So, as any other 
17-year-old would do, I decided 
to publish some of these allergy 
medicine-fueled daydreams in 
my school newspaper. 

Louis Tomlinson slapped 
me for being American

Alright so, dream number 
one: I’m working as a wait-
ress in a restaurant and 
Louis Tomlinson and Ed 
Sheeran come in. They 
sit down at a table, I 

walk over and offer them menus and ask to take their order. I guess 
this restaurant is set somewhere other than America because after 
I talk old Eddy asks me where I’m from. I tell him I’m from Alaska 

(I have no idea where that 
came from) and Louis 

Tomlinson immediately 
stands up and slaps me 

straight across the face as 
he proclaims for all the world 

to hear, “I hate Anchorage!” 
 Sailing around the world 

with James Corden
Picture this: I’m wear-
ing a dark red ball-

gown and a bright 
yellow pirate 

hat, and I’m 
standing at 
t h e  h e l m 
of a big old 
pirate ship, 
but instead 
of sailing the open seas, I’m flying 
Peter Pan-style up in the clouds. My 
co-captain is none other than Mr. James 
Corden, one of the 2958720 late-night 
talk show hosts, but British! There’s 

not much plot to this dream. All 
I really remember? The dress and 
the hat.

Turning Voldemort into 
sparkles in Mexico

This one is set in the hotel 
I was staying at in Cabo over 

spring break of my 
freshman 
year. I’m 
down at 
the beach 

with my family friends 
swimming in the water when suddenly, Volde-

mort is pulling a Jesus and skipping across the surface of 
the ocean towards me. Before you can say “This noseless dude 

is really pale, he should definitely be wearing more sunscreen,” I 
start climbing the side of the hotel where Leonardo DeCaprio (as seen 
in Titanic) and Phoebe Bridgers are waiting for me on the roof. When 
I make it to the top, they throw me a wand that looks suspiciously 
like the lamp from the Pixar logo. We all yell “I was sitting over on 
the bench” while waving our wands at Voldemort, who is now casually 
tanning on a pirate ship that has found its home floating in the pool 
of my hotel. He who shall not be named (whom I’m now realizing 
I named like three times, so this reference doesn’t work very well) 
suddenly explodes into a cloud of sparkles, yellow tiaras, and green 
jolly ranchers.

Millenials Davidson and Duvall write letter to Gen Z
by Cara Davidson and Emily Duvall
Public Relations Manager and Culture Editor
Note to reader: We are NOT millennials! This is a role-
play!
Dear Gen Z,

We hope you are doing sub-
stantially well. Hopefully 
you understand this mes-
sage, even though we are 
using correct grammar 
and capital letters. I 
apologize if my language 
is too “lit” for you (did 
I use that word right?) 
but I forgot my morning 
coffee. #caffeineaddict. 
I absolutely NEED my 
Starbucks, or I cannot 
function! 

We have so many 
questions for y’all, 

and we don’t understand what the problem is with our side parts. 
They’re so adorable! We LIKE our side parts! We have been 

going strong with our side parts since 1990. You 
weren’t even alive. I think I know better. 

So now we’re living in a 
world where children 

can tell me that my 
hair is not “trendy?” 

I think I know more 
about life than you do. 

Also scrunchies? WE came 
up with that! 

What is tea and why are 
we spilling it everywhere? 

Is it chamomile or pepper-
mint? Also, your makeup looks 

bad. Why are your eyebrows so 
chunky? We like our smokey 

eyes! I am unique and I am free. 
You all are so cooped up in your 

Snappychat and pesky iPhones, you can’t go one second without 

videoing yourself! We didn’t have social media growing up! We could 
never imagine being that way.

Also, why should we care what you guys think? This WILL go on 
my Facebook, and I bet I have a ton more friends than you guys do. 
Facebook is so great. I can’t go a day without my Facebook. I just 
have to document how I feel in this exact moment! #FacebookMom 
#Facebooker #adulting. Also, memes, am I right? Like, I got the horses 
in the back, am I right? Pen pineapple apple pen, right? I know what’s 
hip. I am NOT a boomer. 

Let us just tell you that your “baggy” clothes are not attractive. 
We are skinny jeaners now, and we will be skinny jeaners for life. Low 
rise is the epitome of good pants. These high rise jeans are ruining 
your outfits. If you keep making your jeans bigger what will happen?! 
What’s next? Canadian tuxedos?!

Finally, Tide Pods are NOT a snack. Venti chocolatey-chip frappe 
with two pumps of chocolate sauce and no whipped cream is better.

Keep calm and carry on <3
Sincerely,
Emily and Cara, and all other proud Millennials 

P.S. I’ve seen Musically and I know for a fact that you are supposed 
to film videos at 2x speed. I’m not a boomer. 

Morley experiences CVS
March.” I was lucky this gentleman had not read 
Little Women, though he did not seem the type. 

He responded with, “Can I get your number?” 
and I told him I had a boyfriend – I did not. This 
man had the AUDACITY to ask what his name was, 
so I glanced down at my phone and said the first 
name I saw. It was none other than El Gato star 
staffer Jackie King. I told my drug-store prince 
charming that Jack King had my heart, and I 
was sorry, but I was happy with our hypothetical 
relationship. And he walked away. It took me 

three minutes 
to decompress 
from the stress 
of the situation. 

N ow  t h i s 
series of events 
only got more 
stressful as I 
exited the store. 
Because I have 
the grand plea-
sure of being a 

woman, I had a 
feeling he might follow me out. I was correct. I 
now prepared to take out this little man with my 
Birkenstock sandal if he bothered me again. He 
said, “I’m not following you.” Very convincing. He 
took the convo in another direction of me and my 
non-existent boyfriend Jack King and I enjoyed 
indulging in the devil’s lettuce, because in his 
words, he “sold the highest-quality product.” 
I told him that Jack King and I were not really 
into smoking doobies on Monday afternoons, 
and he finally walked away. Upon entering my 
car I locked my doors and watched as he (and 
his frat boy muscle-tank minus the muscle part) 
sauntered off to his Ford-F150. Red flag within 
a red flag on top of a red flag, sir. Anywhoosie, 
if there is anything I know about CVS it is to be 
prepared for anything. Next time I’ll be bringing 
pepper spray and shiv. 

Gomez sparks conspiracy
by Maya Gomez
People Editor

Before I begin, I would like to preface this 
article by making it clear that I do not intend 
to offend anyone who claims they have been to 
these so-called “states’’ and “real places.” How-
ever, I cannot promise that I will truly listen to 
or believe you. Now, who else remembers learning 
that one particular state song in grade school? 
“Alabama, Alaska, Arizona Arkansas, California, 
Colorado…” Growing up, I was surprised to learn 
that Kansas was not a fake state made up in The 
Wizard of Oz. I now know that it 
is, in fact, a real state, where 
real people, with real 
families, who likely 
have a real dog, 
live. But have you 
ever actually met 
a person who lives 
in Kansas? I cer-
tainly have not, 
unless you count 
Toto the dog from 
one of the middle 
school productions 
from years past. 

What about Delaware? 
The only person I’ve ever heard 
of living in Delaware is Aubrey Plaza, 
though I’m about 70 percent sure she 
was dropped down from the heavens as a gift 
to mankind. Vermont? I have gone a total of 16 
years with no idea where Vermont stands on the 
East Coast, and I am perfectly content continuing 
for another 10, maybe 20 years completely and 
utterly clueless. 

Now, I have personally been to New Hamp-
shire. I stayed for an entire week. I have stood on 
the New Hampshirites’ soil, eaten their food, and 
waited in line at their grocery stores. However, 
I’m still pretty sure that it’s not real. Someone 

had to have pulled a Truman Show joke on me, 
set up some sets and had people walk around 
pretending to be citizens. 

It’s possible you are thinking that I’m crazy. 
“Maya’s insane; she has to have gone mad!” But be 
my guest, name three things that have happened 
in the small state of New Hampshire that were 
not on a TV show. Go on, I’m listening... You’ve 
got nothing, don’t you? You know, I genuinely 
forgot that Maryland was a state a few months 
ago, but I mean can you blame me? Nothing has 

ever happened in 
Maryland. Now, 

you can search 
up “Maryland” 
a nd  s c r o l l 

through the 
endless photos 

provided by the 
Google  search 

engine until you 
find a happy smil-
ing family sitting 
at a picnic table, or 
a group of young 
adults laughing in 
front of their col-
lege univers ity. 
I’m convinced that 
they’re paid actors. 
Because have you 
ever, ever, met anyone 

from Maryland?
My proposal for citizens 

of the United States of America is that we 
completely cut out the following states from 
our country, because even if they did exist, 
they clearly serve absolutely no purpose: New 
Hampshire, Delaware, Wyoming, North Carolina, 
Kansas, Indiana, New Mexico, Vermont, Missouri, 
South Dakota, Maryland, West Virginia, Nebraska, 
Illinois, and Rhode Island. 

by Emerson Morley
National/World Editor

There is no greater place to waste an hour 
of your life and your bank account than CVS. 
I love it. You can grab some snacks, a pair of 
socks, and 50 buckaroos worth of makeup all 
in one go. CVS pharmacy is not the store for 
the faint of heart, however, as it seems to 
attract some unique characters. I’ve outlined 
my favorite irregular CVS experience below. 

Roughly three months ago, I traversed on 
over to the nearest CVS to purchase a new 
curling iron, as I have had the same one 
in my possession since sixth grade. I was 
standing in the aisle, staring down the curl-
ers, trying to decide what I wanted to own 
for the next lord-knows-how-many years, 
when an interesting gentleman walked by. 
Buddy was tatted, at least 25, and carrying 
three bottles of iced tea and a single squeeze 
bottle of mustard. He strolled up to me, and 
my female instinct kicked in. I prepared to 
roundhouse-kick this lad and then finish him 
off with my new Revlon curler to the head 
if need be. He walked up and said, “Wait, 
what’s your name?” as if he had asked before, 
which he had not. I was possessed with the 
confidence of a freshman asked to prom by a 
senior and immediately responded with, “Jo 

graphics B. Gibson


