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    New students out there wait-
ing for Beloit College to feel a 
little bit more like home, here is 
your answer: Shortstack’s Pan-
cake House! Despite how many 
times I obsessively rave about it, 
I have yet to find a student from 
Beloit who has heard of it. In fact, 
townie knowledge of Shortstack’s 
is so lacking that I began to won-
der if I made it up in an elabo-
rate dream, but I didn’t. Luckily 
for everyone, Shortstack’s is real.
    Located at 1871 Cranston Road, 
this magical place is the optimum 
breakfast joint and hangover cure. 
The waitresses won’t ask you if 
you want water. It’ll already be on 
the table, waiting for you to hy-
drate: the beginning of the perfect 
hangover cure. For this and many 
other reasons, it is impossible to 
hate Shortstack’s. First off, it is 
decorated with chickens — feath-
ery decorations lining the walls, 
and who doesn’t love the thought 
of poultry surrounding you while 
you shovel in plate after plate 
of syrup-doused pancakes with 
sprinkled confectionary sugar?  
    Much of my adoration of Short-
stack’s lies in the adoration you re-
ceive as you step in the door. From 
the moment you hear the jingle-
jangle of the tiny bell announcing 
your entrance, you are given a nick-
name by the table-serving wait-
resses: “Sugar Pumpkin,” “Honey 
dumplin” or any other loving 
phrase your great-aunt Edna might 

call you. All this love is showered 
upon you unconditionally. Of the 
1,638 times I’ve been there, I have 
been in jeans twice, almost always 
wearing absurd make up or glitter 
from the night before, and some-
times in PJs. They do not judge. 
    Although Shortstack’s has a lunch 
menu, you don’t need to look at it. 
Breakfast is their expertise, and the 
pancakes are particularly perfect 
for a nice dose of sweet medication 
as a hangover cure. And all meals 
are college-kid friendly, meaning 
lots and lots of food for a mere $6! 
    Just when you think it can’t get 
any better than eating high-quality, 
low-priced food while surrounded 
by poulet pizazz, you will encoun-
ter elderly regulars who think 
you’re cute for not having gray hair. 
While feel-good country music is 
blaring all around and waitresses 
call you something like “precious 
cupcake,” BAM, your food is laid 
on your laminated mat before you 
can finish two of their cups of water. 
    It’s as if it was made for Beloit 
College kids. They’ll tell you come 
again, and I bet that you will be run-
ning, biking, or driving there every 
Saturday and Sunday morning for 
the remainder of your Beloit stay.

Shortstacks!

Dear Peet 4 Panel,

    Last week my friends and I decided to start an advice column 
in our college newspaper. But no one wrote in, asking for advice. 
What gives? I mean, I must have spent 26, maybe 27 minutes 
writing up an awful mock example and then another 5 minutes 
whippin’ out the wittiest f*ckin’ responses the world has ever 
seen! EVER! Well, shit, Peet 4 Panel. What’s a guy to do? Do you 
think that maybe everyone was so intimidated by our raw come-
dic power? No. No, they were not. How should I get responses?

Signed,
Herbert MothaF*ckin Sanders

Group Response: We’re too lazy to write this portion, and as in-
dicated by the above statement, to lazy to even fake enthusiasm.


