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So, you want to know about my Thanksgiving break? I’m so glad you asked!

I spent my flight home to Columbus anxious about what might transpire at this year’s 
Thanksgiving dinner. You see, these days my family is rather splintered. They’re all lum-
berjacks. 

Last year, the family had a heated argument over the best type of wood to cut into. Knives 
and hand axes were thrown about. Despite this family-dividing fight, everyone agreed we 
could not break our sacred tradition of having a Thanksgiving dinner.

It was up to me, and me alone, to unite the family. “How?” you ask. Well, the only thing 
that beats hatred is more hatred. I knew if I wanted to bring us together and avoid any sen-
sitive topics, I would need a punching bag we could all agree on. Something so undeniably 
horrible that we would have no choice but to put our differences aside and hate as one big 
happy family, so I brought my wife to Thanksgiving dinner!

Married for four years, and this was the first time any of my family had met the devil in 
clothes stolen from me. Some of them didn’t even know I got married! “Well, uh, congratu-
lations,” said a confused cousin.

“Try saying that after you get to know her,” I replied, pausing for a non-existent laugh 
track.

I’ll admit, it was hard introducing my wife without knowing her name, but I think I hid it 
well by referring to her as “the old lady” or “the missus.”

After introductions, my wife made a strong first impression by making a joke at my ex-
pense. The entire family, minus me, was howling with laughter at her wisecrack. Can you 
believe that? The nerve of her! I would never do such a cruel thing to her. For a moment, I 
began to panic that my family would actually enjoy my wife’s company. I guess there’s a 
first time for everything? 

Without her as a punching bag, we’d surely move on to more controversial topics. Thinking 
on my feet, I decided to get my wife talking about her “programs.” She yammered on and 
on about baking shows and TV detectives. You see, my wife is not media literate. Half of 
my family got bored of her yapping, and the other half were offended by her asinine takes. 
Crisis averted. Hate is back on this menu.

After that brief hiccup, my wife’s social standing would only continue to drop. It didn’t 
take long for my family to realize that they all hated my wife’s guts. With her as our com-
mon enemy, my family became the closest it had ever been. Family feuds were put to rest, 
and a few divorces were postponed. It was truly a night to be thankful for. 

And before you start feeling bad for my poor old wife, please keep in mind she at least got 
a plate of leftovers out of this whole ordeal.

TALES FROM THE
THANKSGIVING BREAK

Carter Seipel,
Married For 4 Years 

(feels like 4 decades)



Staff  “You know who else likes to___?” Box
Caroline “spoon” Lopez, Managing Editor

Selah “twerk” Griffin, Senior Editor
Emmy “tie a windsor knot” Ayad, Senior Editor

Brin “pick a lock” Glass, Senior Editor

Caroline “dougie” Concannon, Head Writer
Carter “achieve checkmate in 2 moves” Seipel, Junior Editor

Ella “dribble faster” Buzas Senior Writer
Griffin “talk dirty” Conley, Senior Writer

Micah “unhook a bra with one hand” DeLorenzo, Senior Writer
Tatum “belly dance” Thomas, Senior Writer

Leah “personalize their tan” Jackson, Junior Writer
Christine “do the wobble dance” Trueh, Junior Writer

Lucy “do the splits” Dale, Sophomore Writer
Eleanor “make basic beat box sounds” Mason, Sophomore Writer

Lucy “play UNO” Hollingsworth-Hays, Freshman Writer
Lindsey “move a pen with your mind” George, Freshman Writer

Arianna “whistle with thier fingers” Griffiths, Junior Writer

William “hot wire a car” Eddleman, Freshman Writer

Elliot “play acoustic guitar like Johnny Cash” Harpham, Junior 

Hayley “adjust bike breaks” Shay, Freshman Writer

I swear I’ve 
seen that staff 

box before.

Is it a universal experience to be having a conversation with one’s mother and suddenly be left 
with the greatest cliffhanger of all time? While I was home for Thanksgiving I was faced with an 
astounding, truly shocking amount of unfinished sentences mid-conversation with my mom, leav-
ing me guessing agonizingly as to what she would have said next had she not stopped. Am I ex-
pected to know what she’s going to say next? Am I expected to answer with what I’m given? Am 
I supposed to stay silent and wait for her to finish, or try to fill in the rest for her, or prompt her to 
finish the sentence herself?! Any and all insight is welcome. I sincerely hope I’m not the only one. 

I LOVE MY MOM!!! Lindsey George,
#1 Fan of Her Mom

“What was the name of that kid…”
“Oh, remind me to…”
“Ummmmmmmmm…”
“Where’s the…um…you know…”
“I was thinking of…”
“Um…”
“Who wants to…”
“Oh, I wanted to ask you…”

“What do you think about…”
“Will you please pass the…”
“I need someone to…”
“Hey, what time are you going to…”
“Ummm…”
“Wait, before you go will you…”
“You need to teach me how to…”
“Ummmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm…”

“What are you thinking about the… I need to 
look into…”
“Are you going to… Remind me to get brown 
sugar at the grocery store, please.”
“Do your professors… Jenny told me the other 
day that…”
“Do you still like… Do you want a snack?”

“I’m not sure if… Oh, there it is!” 
“I don’t know how to… What was the name 
of your sophomore year English teacher?”
“Do you know if your sister… I need you to 
stop by the post office for me later.”
“I think… Have you thought about joining 
any more clubs?”

Even better than this phenomenon is when a new sentence pops up with the abandonment of the first. 
Let me demonstrate: 

Is this common? Is it strange? Do we need an intervention? Should we let it be? How many butch-
ered sentences before we start worrying? Will we start doing this one day? How are we supposed 
to… What if… Do you think… 

YOU KNOW WHO ELSE HOPES THEY’RE NOT THE ONLY ONE???
John Lennon.


