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• Avoid traffic
   this summer
• Kid falls at
   graduation

by Jessica Blough
Center Editor

As the weather warms up and school gets out, 
hundreds of LGHS students will flock to the beach to 
escape the heat. Unfortunately, the rest of Los Gatos, 
the citizens of the Silicon Valley, and the residents of 
several other nearby states and provinces will also head 
to the waves via Highway 17. To escape the multi-hour, 
bumper-to-bumper traffic that is sure to plague 17 from 
June to September, El Gato has compiled a list of alterna-
tive transportation methods for a less emotionally (but 
more physically) exhausting trip to la playa.

by Jordan Evans
People Editor

You’ve heard it before, the inexorable – er, 
tastefully prolonged – music that continues 
until each and every senior’s name is called 
during graduation. Have you ever stopped to 
think about where that music comes from? 
It’s not a recording. The sweet sound of Pomp 
and Circumstance flows from the instruments 
of LG band students, and boy, do they have 
some stories to tell.

Tarek, trombone: This graduation will 
be a breeze, I thought. Nothing could tear 
me down; if I could get through intense 
Diplomacy feuds, I could do anything. But 
this year was different from the others; I 
could feel it in my bones. Later, my cousin 
felt it in his nose. You see, everything 
was going great until the band stopped 
playing and families began to greet 
their high schools graduates. 
Even as I put my trom-
bone back in its case, I 
couldn’t keep my arm 
from continuing to play 
Pomp and Circumstance, and 
I wasn’t the only one. Band students were 
frantically trying to relax their hands, but 
they had it easy. I play the trombone! My left 
hand clutched my right wrist in an attempt 
to halt its attempt at fifth position. I ran 
over to my aunt and uncle, and just as my 
cousin strode up in his cap and gown, he got 
seventh-positioned in the face.

Francine, flute: After the ceremony was 
over, I noticed that the entire band has lost 

Check out traffic alternatives Band suffers disorders

by Jack Zukin
World Editor

Some say he’s a hero. Some say he’s just another one of them 
vigilantes who doesn’t know when to mind his own business. I say 
he’s just a regular kid like you and me with a chip on his shoulder, 
lookin’ for something to prove.

They call him Kitty Boy, and rumor has it he’s a super senior 
whose only reason for not graduating is to protect the hallways of 
Los Gatos High School from the evils that aim to destroy it. Story 
is he has so much time on his hands because he only takes three 
classes, and two of them are optimum fitness. Let’s just say I’ve 
spent the better part of my storied reporting career with my ear 
to the ground, covering this phantom and his various exploits. 

When I first heard rumbles of a guy who dared to take on The 
Adults, I’ll admit, I thought it was a myth. Boy was I wrong. 

It all started three years ago when I was a wide-eyed sophomore, 
young and naive, just looking for my shot at the big leagues with 
the school newspaper, El Gato. The date was March 23, 2013. It 
was late on a Wednesday during press week and my chiefs were 
getting on me about my unfinished page. I had just gotten out 
of baseball.  I sat down at my computer and I opened my page to 

find it completely done. “Gee whiz,” I thought, “Who on Earth…” 
and that’s when it happened. I locked eyes with him for about two 
seconds through the window before he vanished. It was a day I’ll 
never forget.

From that moment I knew that I had something special on my 
hands. Something that could get me to the show. I scoured the 
school staff and the student body for anything I could find on this 
myth of a man. I came up mostly empty handed. All I gleaned were 
a few stories like my own. Nothing new. Nothing special. Then he 
made a mistake. He got sloppy. That’s when I got my chance.

The student body was in an uproar over unequal sports com-
pensation. The usual football getting more money than badminton 
type deal. Sure, football brings in a lotta dough for the school, but 
that’s a different story for a different time. People were starting 
to question The Adults’ decisions, and they didn’t like that. They 
brought the hammer down. They brought it down fast. Hall monitors 
on duty doubled. Cameras started popping up all over the school. 
The agitated students went running with their tails between their 
legs. The student body was scared. Then a few weeks later everything 
went back to normal, and less popular sports were suddenly getting 
more money. Something was fishy. It was time to do some digging. 

by Kate Hinsche
Opinion Editor

Finally, the date beckoning you through all of semester two 
has come: June 2, a glorious Thursday which bursts with friends 
and overcrowded pools and closes the end of a year that seemed 
to overflow with scantrons. Yes, time to kick back and bask in the 
warm embrace of freedom because as President Lincoln once said...
no. You need to stop it with the history references; APUSH is over 
for the year. Oh, and how could you forget? You are going on a sweet 
backpacking trip through Perú with the family. Score!

Naturally, you put off packing your bag until the night before 
your two week trip just to spite your parents and ensure that you 
will forget at least one item of importance. Finally, when you finish 
binge watching all 11 seasons of your favorite show, you decide 
that it might be a good time to tackle the packing list your 
mother so diligently put together for you. So, you take 
a glance at the first 20 of the 100 items on the list, 
get side tracked by the cute clothes you forgot about 
in the back of your closet, waste 3 hours, and then 
eventually zipper up the much too heavy bag you will 
be forced to carry on your back for the next 14 days.

At the airport, you pay the extra baggage fee 
because you ignored your parents hoping that the clerk 
at check-in would wave you by without noticing your 
bag weighed as much as a small elephant. In the time 
it takes you to get past security, you remember you forgot 
to find someone to feed your pet fish. You phone a friend and beg 

them to feed Mr. Fishy out of the goodness of their hearts because, 
hey you are a teenager on a teenager’s budget. And last time you 
checked, that budget did not include allocating money toward a fish.

After boarding the plane, you get volunteered to leave the family 
row (because only three can fit) and sit with two complete strangers. 
The reason, as always, is that you’re the oldest. You take it like a 
champ until you sit through 11 hours of being in the middle seat with 
two complete strangers asleep on your shoulders, snoring loudly. This 
has to add up to brownie points or karma, or something.

You spend the first night in a quaint inn near where you will 
embark on the hike the next morning and are forced to revive your 
not so great Spanish skills. You can only remember vocabulary from 
Spanish 1 and cannot keep up with the pace at which the locals 
speak, so you nod and repeat, “Sí” close to 100 times or at least until 

the person conversing with you understands that you have 0 
clue about a single thing they said in the last 10 minutes.

You wake up in the morning, gather all of your sup-
plies, and regret packing so much. You comfort yourself 
with a, “At least the heavy weight will help me obtain 
a perfect summer bod,” and face the day. Within the 
first hour the entire family is asking your dad, “Are we 
there yet?” as if repeating the same montone question 
will allow you to go back home. In hour 2 you manage 
to trip, rip your pants, and get exactly 22 mosquito 

bites. Bug spray, band aids, and an extra couple pairs 
of pants would have been a nice call. Day by day your 

“tan” turns a different shade of lobster, and your hair becomes the 

Family’s summer nature adventure becomes a distaster

Follow the tree bridges: A little known secret about 
the Los Gatos-Santa Cruz mountains is that they contain 
a secret network of complex rope bridges that runs 
throughout the mountains. When followed correctly, the 
bridges lead through the forest and directly to Twin Lakes 
State Beach. However, if you take the wrong bridge, it’s 
possible to get lost in the mountains for days until a 
wandering mountain kid accidentally stumbles upon you. 
This route to Santa Cruz is by far the most adventurous 
and the most scenic, offering inimitable views of the 
mountains and the Pacific Ocean, if you make it that 
far. Grab your Patagonia and Camelbak Hydration Pack, 
and don’t forget to charge your phones for the perfect 
“#wanderlust” Instagram pictures.

Scooter: You finally have a chance to use those Razor 
Scooter skills you perfected in seventh grade! All those 
days of zipping down Blossom Hill Rd as frustrated moms 
try to avoid the scooter have prepared you to conquer a 
longer but only slightly more difficult ride. The imagi-
nary bike lane on Highway 17 is just wide enough to fit 
your 1.5 inch Razor Scooter wheels as you zip up and 
down all those hills. Though this mode of transportation 
may be a little strenuous on your calves, it ensures that 
you will have perfectly toned legs when you show off 
your new bikini. 

Soar over the Santa Cruz Mountains: The increas-
ingly popular company Flyt has just announced that 
it will expand its services to the Bay Area! Flyt is an 
organization similar to Uber, but instead of reaching your 
destination by car, Flyt takes you there by helicopter. The 
majority of Flyt drivers are licensed helicopter pilots, and 
they can transport into the clouds and onto the beach 
in record time, regardless of your state of intoxication 
(your move, SafeRides). Disclaimer: If you or a close 
family member has ever experienced air sickness or a 
fear of heights, Flyt is probably not for you.

LGHS vigilante aids and eludes students for months

control of their hands! Even if someone moved 
my flute out from my grasp, I kept fingering 
along to music that was long gone. I was at a 
loss, but then I realized that I could turn this 
around. Going home, I pulled out my summer 
reading and started typing essays for next 
year. It was difficult at first, having not even 
cracked open the books yet, but my fingers 
knew what they were doing! I busted out 
two reading logs and an “in-class” essay. Mr. 
Garrett is totally going to love my theme essay 
on Lord of the Flies, if he ever assigns one.

Carlos, clarinet: Panic set in about this 
whole keep-playing-forever thing about a 

minute after I discovered my fin-
gers were wiggling uncontrollably. 

My family was going to Manresa 
to celebrate my sister’s 
graduation, and I knew 
I needed to fix this, fast. 

Even after trying to calm 
them for an hour, my fin-
gers wouldn’t stop playing 
the imaginary clarinet, 
and I knew I was toast. 

At the restaurant, my tap-
ping, incessant yet unavoidable, caught the 
attention of a stern-looking man in a suit 
at the next table. He came over to us and  
my heartbeat quickened, speeding up the 
wiggling! The thing was, he worked for the 
CIA and was searching for a new way for spies 
to communicate without speaking. He said 
my code was genius! I fly back to D.C. on 
Monday to start my new job as the head of 
the “Nonvocal Contact” department.

epitome of a rat’s nest – how glamorous!
On the 12 following days of backpacking mother nature gives 

to you 12 denied naps, 11 times wishing you hadn’t lost the map, 
10 bird poop splotches, 9 acne blotches, 8 strange rashes forming, 
7 skies a storming, 6 big bugs that made you say “What the heck,” 
5 too many times your family was a pain in the neck, 4 jokes you 
heard which never were funny, 3 times you wanted to be airlifted 
out but remembered you didn’t have any money, 2 times you lost 
completed motivation, and 1 wrecked family vacation. You vow never 
to backpack again, but little do you know your parents have already 
planned ahead for next year. And I bet you’ll never guess what kind 
of trip they have decided on.

After some snooping I found out that a few of the higher up 
Adults were murmuring about getting a little roughed up over the 
whole equal funding debacle. I knew who it was. I’m not gonna 
say I agree with his tactics, but he did what no one else would do 
to get some justice for the little guy. Take that for what it’s worth.     
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