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by Haley Wade
Editor-in-Chief
August-September: Judy

On the day before I left for NYU, my 
best friends in the whole world took me 
out shopping for some cute new college 
apparel. With a whole new wardrobe, I 
was confident and ready for college, and, 
of course, eternally grateful to my pals for 
their fashion expertise. The only issue is 
that the mornings are so frigid here, and 
the classes are so far away that I’ve pretty 
much stayed in my sweatpants the entire 
time. There was this one really fantastic 
pair of pants that fit every single one of 
us perfectly. I planned to document my 
experience in those pants and then to 
ship them off to each of my friends, but I 
haven’t even taken these sweatpants off. 
They’re covered in soda stains and pizza 
sauce, but I can’t even imagine chang-
ing into those tight, flattering jeans if 
it means I have to take these babies off.

When I send the jeans over to Madge, I 
think I’ll send the sweatpants with them, because 
they are the pants that truly witnessed my first month of 
college. I was wearing these when I was pooped on by my first 
New York pigeon, when I got my first D minus in my Intro to English 

class, and when I marathoned Orange is the New Black alone in my 
dorm room. They’re really special and I hope my friends will see that.
September-October: Madge

When I got my package from Judy last month, I was more than 
excited to put on the jeans we picked out together at the mall. 
There were a pair of sweatpants in there, kind of gross ones, that 
I thought about throwing out. But when I tried on the jeans, I 
found out that my freshman-fifteen had turned into more of a 
freshman-thirty and there was no way those pants were fitting. 
This had sort of become the case for all of my pants, 
so I was extremely grateful for the sweatpants 
after all.

I think the problem began when 
I started getting tired of Hampton 
University’s awful cafeteria food. I 
was actually losing weight due to 
the constant food poisoning, so I 
tossed my food card and started only 
buying Cup of Noodles and boxes of 
Oreos. I have thrived on this new food 
plan for two months now, sometimes combin-
ing them into an Oreo/Cup of Noodles stew for 
a new flavor. The sweatpants have gotten pretty 
tight too, so I’m gonna ship them with the jeans to 
Dolores.
October-December: Dolores

The past three months of college at Harvard have been horrible. 
I have done nothing but work. I haven’t left my dorm in six weeks. 

I don’t even go to class anymore so that I can keep up with my class 
work. I’ve slept for nine hours this week, and each time I did sleep it 
was an involuntary nap that I awoke from startled and furious with 
myself. I got the jeans from Madge last month. I was wrapped in a 
duvet the month prior because clothes have become impractical. The 
jeans hold no value for me, but these stretched out sweatpants are 
large enough to swaddle my malnourished body completely and allow 

for increased mobility. I will send them to Sybil with the 
jeans because of their practicality. I will miss them. 

They have become my dearest friend. I must leave, 
this journal has wasted enough time already.

December-January: Sybil
When I got my package from Dolores 

last month, I was a bit alarmed. First 
off, the only message that came with it 
was a folded piece of binder paper that 
said “Help me” in what looked like a 
homemade ink made from blood, sweat, 
and tears. Secondly, there was this greasy 
rag that I found out later was a pair of 

sweatpants. Lastly, the tag on the jeans 
hadn’t even been taken off.

UCLA has been crazy, I’m getting hella tan 
and hooking up all over the place. I was worried that 

the jeans would be all worn by the time they got to me, but 
they look brand new and I look crazie hot in them. I haven’t heard 
from Judy, Madge, or Dolores for a while, but I hope they are having 
as good of a time as I am!

Judy kicks off the sisterhood of the traveling sweatpants

A junebug invades a home
by Rheagan Rizio
Sports Editor

The time is upon us at last. It’s June 
21, the first day of summer. The summer 
solstice. My time has finally come.

I’ve been waiting my entire life for this. 
Since I began life as a white larva, I have heard 
stories about my elders and how they spent 
their summers, and I have been so excited to 
take my turn. As I fed on the roots and grasses 
of plants I began scoping out houses, planning my 
perfect summer. And now it’s here. 

As the days get warmer, houses grow stuffy and 
the doors start opening. And that is when I take my 
chance, flitting from house to house until I find the 
perfect one. It is here that I make my home, flying 
around all of its residents so that they take notice 
of their new house-mate. I then find a nice piece 
of carpet, and after flying into every light bulb in 
the room several times (because that always seems 
like a bright idea), I fly down to the ground and 
burrow. I burrow down into the carpet as deeply as 
possible, ensuring that my legs are placed in the 
correct spot to stick in such a way that will make 
me nearly impossible to extract. 

It’s not easy being a Junebug—being told that I 
am not “relatable enough,” that “no one knows who 
[I] am.” It’s so heartbreaking. I have bug-feelings 
too, I’m not heartless—take notice of me! For 
goodness sake, I certainly have flown into enough 
peoples’ heads for them at least to take the time 
to learn what I am. Was all of that just pointless? I 
make SO MUCH NOISE. 

And I’m all alone in the world. So many of my 

fellows have come to such tragic ends: they’ve 
had eggs laid in their back by flies, they’ve 
been stuck in between a window and 

a screen until they’ve starved to 
death, they’ve been exposed to too 

much light and died because that’s 
just what they do. I am so lonely, 
down here in the carpet. Sometimes 

I detach myself, just to stretch my wings 
(they get a little tired and sweaty in their 

wing cases), and I fly past the windows, just to 
see the outside world. Occasionally I see some of 
my brethren outside, and they quickly stick to the 
screen to capture my attention. “Let us in!” they 
call out to me. “It’s so hot out here, we’re dying!”

“Hmmmmm,” I think. “Ummmm… no. No I 
don’t think so. There’s only room for one of us in 
here, and it looks as though this house is about 
full.” And then I fly away. I mean, sure I’m lonely, 
but I’d rather be lonely and dominant than have a 
companion and be subservient to them. 

So this has been nice. Thank you for listening, 
there aren’t many who would take time out of 
their day to acknowledge my struggles. Probably 
because most of you don’t know I exist. But that’s 
okay, because now you know, and I hope you will 
show me a little more notoriety because of this 
in-depth look into my life. You’ll probably find 
either my body, or the body of one of my fellow 
june bugs in your carpet the next time you clean 
your room. But don’t be disgusted— be honored, 
honored that we chose your home, honored that 
we wanted to spend our first and last summer of 
our lives with you. 

Violet’s summer body tips
by Violet Wallerstein
World Editor

I just want to say that we apologize for last 
issue. We realized that our “get fit quick” tips were 
incorrect so we’re here to give you some better, 
more successful ideas! So, we all know summer is 
just around the corner, and most of us have been 
too lazy to eat well or exercise.  If you follow this 
simple diet plan, you can lose 10 pounds a day 
for this summer!!!

1. Eat ALL of your dead skin cells. This way, 
you’re consuming matter that was already in your 
body, and not putting on additional weight!!!

2. Eat tons of processed food. Besides all your 
skin cells, you need other nutrients as well. Pro-
cessed foods are called “processed” because they’re 
easier for your body to digest and use! Anyways, 
fruits have natural sugars that you really don’t 
want to be eating if you’re trying to slim down fast.

3. Our last story told you to exercise, but DO 
NOT DO THAT. If you exercise, you’re moving and 
that could attract extra particles . You don’t want 
to risk it!! Just sit in clean areas and try not to 
move for as much of your day as possible.

4. While you’re sitting still, watch TV! By 
watching TV you use your brain and that burns 
calories without the fear of getting dust to weigh 
you down! 

5. No matter what, do NOT read or take any 
classes! Trying to learn new information will fill 
up your brain, and that will make you gain weight! 
Your friends make call you an airhead, but you’ll 
look so great it won’t even matter.

6. We also apologize for telling you not to 

drink water. The more water you drink, the more 
you’ll pee. If you pee enough, you may be able to 
cleanse your body of all your extra internal fat! Just 
urinate it out, man.

6. Don’t wash your clothes. By keeping them 
unwashed, you keep yourself in the exact same state 
so that weigh ins are accurate. It may sound dirty, 
but you’re sure to get an accurate reading. 

7. Turn yourself into an infant. If you really can’t 
lose the weight, this is a simple, easy option! Just 
find a witch in the woods and ask for Michael. If 
you turn yourself into a baby, everyone will think 
you’re cute for being fat and you won’t have to 
worry about it!

all photos S. Clark

by Anna Esslinger
Culture Editor

The May decision deadline has passed, the board in the Career 
Center is filled to the brim with signatures, and students proudly 
donned their favorite collegiate gear on College Apparel Day. Many 
of you underclassmen are probably wondering how on earth these 
seniors came to their decision. To someone who has not yet opened 
the Common App, the daunting task of choosing a college seems 
impossible. There are about 4,000 colleges in the United States, 
and picking the perfect school requires a lot of time and effort. You 
really need to know what you want in order to find your perfect fit. 

I personally chose my future school, Occidental College, because 
my favorite movie Clueless was filmed there. This summer I will 
embark in my final descent into becoming the 90’s teen-queen 
Cher Horowitz. All my appointments are set; in June I’m getting 
plastic surgery to replicate the flawless face of Alicia Silverstone 
and blonde hair extensions so that I can finally have the infamous 
“Cher Hair.” July and August will be spent practicing and perfect-
ing Cher’s “Valley Girl” accent. On move-in day I will be showing 
up at Occidental wearing a yellow tartan skirt and blazer spewing 
out the classic Clueless line “As if!” at fellow students. In my free 
time, I plan on frequenting Paul Rudd’s estate, carrying out the 
passionate love affair we established in Clueless. Although I realize 

Anna shares how to choose the right college for you
that the cost of tuition plus my plastic surgury and expense of my custom 
outfits will put a dent in my parents bank accounts, it will all be worth it. 

Fellow El Gatan Haley Wade chose her first choice Barnard College 
because of her love for television personality Oprah Winfrey. She imme-
diately made it her top choice when she saw Oprah endorsing the liberal 
arts school on her show. When visiting the campus last year, she attacked 
her tour guide and locked herself in the main auditorium when the inno-
cent tour guide informed her that Oprah was not currently on campus. 
Fortunately, the admission officers loved the enthusiasm. Classmates in 
Wade’s second period English class notably remember Haley screaming with 
excitement, “THAT’S MY BELOVED” when Oprah came on the screen while 
the class was watching the appropriately titled film Beloved. When asked 
about her excitement for next year Wade stated, “I have it all planned 
out. I will create a shrine devoted to Oprah that I will use to lure her 
into my dorm room. I will then cut off all of Oprah’s hair and mix it into 
some form of a polyjuice potion. After distributing the polyjuice potion 
around campus turning everyone into Oprah, I will become notable for 
being the second-most generous person on the Barnard campus, falling 
second only to Oprah.”

As you can see by these two stories, finding the perfect college is not 
as hard as you think. The trick is simple, find one thing you are really 
passionate and revolve your whole life around it. I know the decision 
may seen scary, but believe, it’s not. 


