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Satire, games, Puzzles and More

Happy President’s (me) Day, Stags! 
Nick Silvia, Contributing Writer 
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The Most Important Day of the Year 
 Valentine’s Day just passed, and I spent it how I always do (roasting people online who are 
much happier than me in every capacity because I’m definitely not jealous), but now it’s time 
for everyone’s true favorite holiday: Presidents’ Day. I’m sure many of you don’t know the true 
meaning of the holiday, so allow me to fill you in on this great day’s illustrious history. 
 Way back in the 1700s, the British colonies were heavily taxed. There was extreme dissent 
within the colonies, with a forerunner among the insurgents being George Washington. Soon 
after, conditions began to worsen, and George Washington set out to accomplish the most no-
ble goal in American history: becoming so important to our country that college students get 
the day off right around the time of his birthday each year. 
 Though Presidents’ Day is the third Monday of each February, it is actually meant to cel-
ebrate the birthday of George Washington (Feb. 22). Therefore, we all know that there is only 
one Feb. 22 birthday that matters above all: mine. And since people who brag about their birth-
days to get attention from other people are the worst, I’m not going to do that. But Feb. 22 IS 
my twin brother’s birthday, who has the same birthday as me, which, for clarity reasons, again 
is Feb 22. So you see him (me) on the day this paper comes out, make sure to wish him (me), 
the most important February birthday, a happy birthday. 
 And what does he (me) want for this noble Presidents’ Day? Let’s party like it’s 1776,
Stags. That’s right, we’re going to dump 120 metric tons of tea into the Long Island Sound. Hap-
py Presidents’ (me) day, Stags!


