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How to get a single after you’ve been assigned a double

Ruth’s endless prom

By Hana Beach
Editor-in-Chief

As many colleges continue to 
over-admit each year, getting a single 
occupancy dorm room (single) 
has become increasingly 
hard. Singles are the most 
expensive, so trying to grad-
uate with minimal student loans 
also makes having a single difficult. So 
to ensure that you do manage to get 
a single, here is a list of some ways 
to rid yourself of a pesky roommate.

Bleach your underpants under their 
bed; if the noxious fumes aren’t enough 
to knock out your roommate, your intru-
sion into their side of the room definitely 
will. They will be so upset that you decided 
to use part of “their” space for your own needs 
they will run away. *Disclaimer: this step will 

get you put on the campus watch list. 
Boil a cauldron of Kimchi 24/7: This mixture of fermented 

cabbage will smell like a combination of rotting flesh and the 
LGHS boy’s locker room. If the smell induces vomiting then 
you are headed in the right direction. 

Start speaking a different language with 
your suitemates: If you and your suitemates 
learn another language, you could quickly 

rid yourself of roommate. It is important to 
make sure that you say his/her name 
in English, so that 
he/she can under-
stand that you are 
ALL talking about him/
her. This step is enhanced 

especially if you and your 
suitemates learn to speak Klin-

gon or Valyrian. 
Give the illusion that you are a serial 

murderer: Nothing screams “You Might Kill 

Me In My Sleep” like giving subtle hints about being a serial killer. It 
is easy to hint at being the Zodiac Killer reincarnate. If you leave a 
340 symbol cipher around your room and a mask resembling the one 
that the infamous killer wore around your room, you will definitely 
scare someone off.  

Move around their panties and socks: There are two 
ways you can go about executing this task. 

One way includes stealing their underpants 
and using them as your own. The other 

way includes hiding their panties around 
the room like under your pillow or on the 

ceiling fan. Trust me, when they happen upon 
a pair of their own underpants hidden in your 

bed, they will definitely be asking to be removed 
from the room. 

I know that there are endless surveys and web-
sites that will set you up with a sweet roommate. 

But this list of sure-fire ways to ruin your roommates 
life is the only one that will ensure your own hap-
piness in college.

by Ruth Murai
People Editor

It has been approximately six days, five hours, and 52 seconds since the most 
important night of my life came to an end. To be honest, I wasn’t expecting it to 
be as life-altering as it was. I didn’t expect to have an out-of-body experience, 
but that’s the only way I know how to describe it. It was metamorphic; it was 
extraordinary; it was mind-blowing. It was LGHS Senior Prom 2014. 

My life hasn’t been the same since the DJ called, “last dance!” and my date 
and I swayed together in the middle of the dance floor. In his arms, I came under 
the sudden realization that I didn’t want Prom to end, and I started thinking to 
myself, “Maybe it doesn’t have to.”

My head was spinning throughout the entire after party, I could barely 
concentrate on the Instagram notifications flooding my phone. Although I had 
already applied and been accepted to my dream school, I started to rethink my 
entire future, and I put my new plan into motion the following morning.

When I got out of bed, the first thing I did was put my prom dress back on. 
Spinning in my mirror, I admired my reflection, which looked almost exactly as 
it had the night before, at prom. Fixing a few fly-away hairs, I headed out the 
door, ready to re-create the best night of my life for a second time.

First, I headed to Villa Ragusa, where I asked to rent the ballroom for the night. 
“So sorry, but our ballroom is being used tonight for a wedding,” the Manager 
told me. “Oh, that’s lovely,” I smiled very sweetly, but on the inside I was pretty 
rattled, for this was a major setback in my plan to make sure Prom 2014 never 
ended. I walked back into the lobby, where I saw a throng of people gathered 
around the woman I assumed to be the “blushing bride” who was trying to ruin 
my entire life. My primal instincts took over, and when she excused herself to 
go to the restroom, I followed her. She attempted to make friendly conversation 
with me, asking, “What’s with the fancy dress?” but I knew what I wanted, what 
I needed. While the Bride-to-be washed her hands, I snuck up behind her and 
did what I had to do. I will spare you the details, but ten minutes later she was 
declared dead, I had fled the scene, and I knew I had a venue. 

Next, I had to persuade my date to go to prom with me for a second time. I rang 
his doorbell and he answered in his pajamas, rubbing his eyes. “Hey-uhh. What 
are you doing in that dress still? And what’s that stain?” he mumbled, blinking 
in the bright light. I looked at the hem of my skirt and noticed the blood, “It’s 
uhh, the blood of my enemy,” I answered, and he laughed, “you’re so weird.” 

He invited me inside and we sat down in his room, where his tux jacket was 
draped lazily on a chair, the boutonniere I gave him still pinned to it. “So, what 
are you doing here?” he asked me, and I explained to him my plan, leaving out the 
dead bride. His eyes were puzzled, and he stammered his response, “listen, last 
night was fun, but it’s like, a Sunday. I have stuff to do.” I smiled sweetly at my 
date, batting my eyelashes, “I understand.” We headed back downstairs, and on 
my way out I slyly pulled the pin off of his boutinnere, and as we hugged outside 
the door, I wrapped my arms around his neck like I had when we slow danced, 
and pushed the pin into his throat. He collapsed in my arms but I dragged him 
back up the stairs, dressing him in his tux from the night before and carrying 
him back into my car. It was nearly 6:30, almost showtime. I drove my date’s 
lifeless body to the San Jose Municipal Gardens, the 
site of many a triple-digit-liked instagram picture. 
We stopped only once, at Radio Shack, where 
I grabbed a tripod and camera, and 
promised the terrified owner I would 
return later to pay for the goods. He 
nodded through his tears and mumbled 
something, but I couldn’t really hear it 
through the duct tape. 

After our pictures in front of the 
fountains had all been taken, we started 
driving back to Villa Regusa, when our 
song on the radio was interrupted by an 
announcement that sent chills down my 
spine. “There has been a violent string 
of crimes around Los Gatos today, and 
LGPD is searching for the perpetrator,” 
the man on the radio said. I sped the 
car up, we were pushing 90 as we 
exited the freeway. Skirting around 
the crime scene that had been set up 
around the front of Villa Regusa, my 
date and I went around the back (it 
was getting difficult to pull him in 
my heels). We got into the ballroom 
just as I started to hear the sirens. 
They drew closer, but it was too late, 
we were barricaded in, and I was sure 
that prom would truly never end.

Poopy Polly’s graduation speech

Classic senior prank ideas

by Michelle Huang
Web Editor

Ladies and gentlemen, we are gathered here 
to celebrate the greatest day of our lives. Today, 
we graduate from Los Gatos High School! We 
have all come so far since freshman year. It 
seems like just yesterday that Angie Arnolds 
held me down in the quad and tickled me so 
hard that I pooped my pants. Now I, Polly 
McBeth, am standing on the front steps 
in Depends Adult Diapers, celebrating 87 
“Poopy Polly”-free days in a row. AND SO 
ARE YOU! We have all metaphorically, or 
literally, pooped our pants at some point 
during high school. And together we pre-
vailed to conquer our shortcomings. 

I believe that we have bonded over our 
hardships. Therefore, over the past four years, 
we haven’t just been classmates. I can’t really 
consider us friends either, so I guess we’re 
family. Frankly, I think most of you are 
weird and the rest are racists, but we’ve 
always been here for each other when 
the lunch ladies give us food poisoning. 
The members of the Class of 2014 have 
been semisweet chocolate chips in the 
toxic cookies of life. Like cookies, we are 
all fun, even if you’re ugly or a nerd, and 

by Sean Clark
Humor Editor

With graduation coming up, it’s time for seniors to start 
thinking of which pranks they will pull on LGHS. Lucky 
for them, I’ve come up with a few raunchy, original senior 
pranks that will never be forgotten. If you want to be the 
most memorable senior class, just follow this guide.
1. Spike your teachers’ coffee with two percent milk instead 
of one percent milk: Fatten up your teacher to get back at 
them for all the reading logs, research papers, and DBQ’s.
2. Bring a wildcat to school to show school spirit while pull-
ing a hilarious and totally safe prank on the student body.
3. If you can’t get your hands on a wildcat, bring your dog 
to school and let it poop on the lawn.
4. Flashmob to Picture by Nickelback in the quad, this song 
is a favorite amongst high school students.
5. Deplete the football team’s funds and use it to bring 
hologram Tupac Shakur to school.
6. Take down all the missing cat signs  
around town.  
7. Put a killer whale in the swimming 
pool, we need to get them out of 
Sea World!
8. Don’t wear socks with your 
sneakers and then take them off 
during sixth period. 
9. Febreze the field house.
10. Replace the water supply with 
grape Gatorade.
11. Blast The Climb by Miley 
Climb through the school’s  

intercom system.

together we have grown happy and fat. And, in some cases, 
pregnant—congratulations on your baby boy, Misty! 

So glad you both could join us today!
Speaking of that, remember to make 

good choices in the future and carry the wise 
philosophy of Los Gatos High School with you 

wherever you go. Here are a few things to keep 
in mind next year: At any given time, if Mrs. 

Rachlin handed you a calc quiz that you 
wouldn’t be able to ace, put down that red 
Solo cup. If Mr. Autrey could say something 
about your outfit, cover up, my homedog! 
That being said, I’m sure that we will excel 
in any environment next year. After all, 
we should be very proud for making it 
through high school with enough skills 
to master any minimum wage job. With 
such prowess, we are truly unstoppable. 
We are the Class of 2014. 

Green Day once sang, “It’s something 
unpredictable, but in the end it’s right. I 
hope you had the time of your life.” Poop-
ing my pants was definitely unpredictable 
but it was also the best decision I could 
have ever made. I am so honored to have 
pooped them with the most wonderful 
people. Go Class of 2014, and have a 
great night!

12. Replace Mr. Homa’s Indiana Jones paraphernalia with 
Downton Abbey paraphernalia. 
13. Steal the El Gato Lab printer during press week.
14. Throwback Thursday to elementary school! Come to school 
with a full head of lice and spread the love.
15. Do everyone’s math homework.
16. Replace standardized testing pencils with really dull pencils 
that have no erasers.
17. Switch out everyone’s iPhones with Androids from 2009. 
18. Bring sand and an ocean to the front lawn to accompany 
the palm trees! 
19. Mispronounce everyone’s names on the last day of school.
20. Write a humor article advising the seniors to do horrible 
and illegal senior pranks.

Please take these ideas into consideration when planning 
your senior pranks. You will easily be remembered as the most 
notorious, cynical group of pranksters to grace the halls of LGHS.
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