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•Peace signs      
  cause Issues
•Senior year
  is a struggle

by Sophie Sullivan
Media Production Editor

Fellow students of Los Gatos High School, 
there is something that I need to address 
and come to terms with. Simply put, 
I have an addiction. Over the 
past year, I have developed a 
compulsion that has slowly 
but surely taken over my 
everyday life. I cannot stop 
throwing up peace signs.

I remember when it 
began. It was early March 
of 2019; the swim season 
was in full swing and my 
friend yelled “Streaks!” before 
we began getting changed. As 
we ran to the mirror to take a 
photo, my brain worked overtime, 
searching for a pose that would look 
cute but not like I was trying too hard. 
Suddenly, the perfect pose came to me: 
my tongue out with two peace signs up. I 
remember thinking that I finally had some-
thing to do with my hands in photos; they 
would no longer look awkward hanging 
by my sides. Little did I know that I had 
just begun a cycle of addiction.

Over the next few weeks, my addic-
tion grew stronger as my reactions to 
the word “streaks” grew quicker. In 
every photo, I had two fingers up 
in a peace sign. It became a part of 
me. There was no me without my 
peace signs in any photos. Who 
was I without them?

I don’t know when it 
evolved into more than just a 
photo pose. What had begun 
somewhat ironically, solely 
for the purpose of avoiding 
awkward photos, developed 
into a full-fledged addic-
tion. In the following 
months, it became my 
greeting, my instinctive 
reaction to seeing some-
one I knew in the halls. 
Before I would even smile at 
someone, my hands were moving, two 

by Lexi Kupor
People Editor

It’s a day like any other. You’ve just stepped 
out of the bankruptcy sale at Forever 21, 
ready to leave the mall and head across 
the street to Santana Row for a quick look 
at the newest Lululemon headbands. With 
your shopping bag in hand and a 
scrunchie on your wrist, you 
begin to stroll towards the 
exit when a beacon of 
light shines from out of 
the corner of your eye 
as the fluorescent mall 
lights reflect off of a 
silver candle lid.

You look over your 
shoulder and almost 
can’t believe the sight 
before you. It’s the new 
fall display at Bath and 
Body Works – complete 
with twinkling fairy lights, a few paper 
leaves, and a plastic pumpkin that gives it the 
perfect rustic feel. You make a beeline towards the 
store as fast as your checkered Vans can take you. 

As soon as you step inside the doorway, you’re 
hit by a stench of vanilla spice strong enough 

to make a chihua-
hua unconscious. 
After 10 min-
utes of compar-
ing the ‘Spooky 
Pumpkin Patch 
Nights’ candle to 
the ‘Enchanted 

Sullivan battles peace signs Fall pastimes return to LGHS

by Emmy Morley
Graphics Designer

When Airpods came out in 2016, the world was lit on fire. 
Thousands of Snapchat stories and Instagram memes 
hit social media all at once. Within weeks, it 
seemed like every other person had those two 
little white tadpoles in their ears. 

The social adjustment was a challenge in 
itself. Before the fateful 2016 pre-Christmas 
drop, it was common knowledge that having 
earbuds in was an unspoken ‘do not disturb.’ 
However, AirPods changed the game. Imagine 
this: It’s just after the first period, and you step 
out into the hallway. You see your friend across 
the hallway, so you wave. No response from your 
friend. This is where the confusion begins. Have I 
done something to make them angry? Was it because I 
didn’t go with them to Dio on Monday? No, that can’t be it. You 

now call their name. No response. At this point, you have probably 
assumed the relationship between you and this friend must be over, 
because this cold shoulder is getting icy. 

On top of that, you’re now yelling across a hallway and get-
ting no response, while passersby give you that token 

judgmental stink eye. You make the dreaded 
walk of shame to approach your friend and tap 
them on the shoulder. They turn, stone cold, 
and pluck an airpod from their ear, which 
had previously been hidden underneath their 
long hair or hoodie. “What?” They’re likely to 
ask with just a bit too much irritation. Now 
your friend, apparently Lord of Listening, 
is frustrated that you’ve interrupted their 
aggressive listening to Lil Nas X’s Panini. You 
can’t carry on a normal conversation, because clearly Boss 

of Beats next to you in the hallway is very busy with their 
songs, and would like to return to it. They stand there, a single 

by Austin Yung and Wilma Wei
Editor-in-Chief and Humor Editor

As a new high school senior, Chad prepares to attend the cap and 
gown meeting that will change his life forever. Flipping through the 
catalog of senior gear, Chad decides that he will buy the $311.21 dollar 
cap and gown package. Don’t worry, the form says 
he’s saving $80. Chad made the right choice, 
because he really needs the 50 class enve-
lope seals for the 50 thank you notes that 
come with it. To top it all off, Chad decides 
that he will purchase ten custom senior class 
rings – one for each finger. 

If you’re wondering what the uses of a senior 
class ring can have, Chad has a few ideas. For instance, 
if Chad gets so frustrated that he needs to punch a wall, his 
punch will leave “LGHS 2020” imprinted on his wall. That way, Chad 
can still leave his mark, even if he won’t leave a real one in the world. 

On top of that, Chad can blind everyone around him as the light 
reflects off of his rings, flexing his high school glory days on his future 
college friends.

If Chad ever wants to start a conversation, all he 
needs to do is yell, “ROLLCATS! Heck yeah,” as 

he proudly runs across the LGHS 
football field during 

the halftime show. 
Once 30 years 

pass, when Chad’s High 
School Reunion rolls around, 

he can finally wear his letter-
man jacket and rings without 

people giving him weird looks at 
Walmart. With his Class of 2020 ice, 

Chad strategically draws the attention away from his beer belly and 
the toupee he unknowingly wears backwards. Trying to impress his 

Morley begs LGHS students to take out their Airpods

fingers up and three fingers down in a peace sign. 
I cannot stop. Greeting someone from across the 
classroom is no longer a wave or a warm smile – it 
is the peace sign.

During the summer, my addiction 
reached its peak. With every photo 

taken, I flashed peace signs to the 
camera. With every friend I met, I 

greeted them with a peace sign. 
My brain began to short circuit, 

and instead of giving someone 
a thumbs up for encourage-

ment, I would throw up a 
peace sign-thumbs up 

hybrid. I was spiraling.
It wasn’t until the 

beginning of this 
year when I finally 
reached out for 
help. In a joking 
manner, too afraid 
to admit my real 

addiction, I men-
tioned to a friend how 

I always posed with a 
peace sign in photos. 

When they empa-
thized with me 
and understood the 
inability to resist 
the impulse, I felt a 

weight lifted off my 
chest. I was not the 

only one affected by 
this epidemic.

With the reassurance 
that we are in fact in the 
midst of an outbreak, I 

have begun to come to 
terms with living with my 

affliction. It will not be easy 
transitioning back into normal 

gestures, like simple waves, 
but I know I am not alone now. 
As time goes on, I will learn to 

co-exist with my habit rather 
than fight it or become controlled 

by it. To my equals fighting the 
same battles, I wish you luck. Peace 

out, Los Gatos.

Senior Class Ring brings promising future to all who buy

Autumn Forest Getaway’ hand sanitizer, you 
finally make up your mind and purchase the ‘Car-
amel Apple Carnival Hayride” spa set – complete 

with a bath bomb, body wash, and matching 
loofa in the shape of an apple. Being bankrupt 
never smelled so good.

On the way home, you 
figure a quick stop at 

Michael’s for some room 
decor wouldn’t be such 

a bad idea. ‘This foam 
witch’s broom would 
go perfect with my 
Urban Outfitters 
tapestry,’ you think 
to yourself as you 
browse the five 
dollar section. You 
decide to take the 
orange and black 

garland lying in the 
middle of the aisle – half of the 

strings fall off when you pick it up, but 
it matches your twinkling lights so well that you 
just can’t resist.

Your candle is lit, your garland is hung, and 
China Anne McClain’s “Calling all the Monsters” 
hums softly in the background; everything has 
fallen into place. Next, it’s time for a wardrobe 
change. You throw your tube tops and jean shorts 
into the back of the closet; hot girl summer is 
officially over. You bring out the knee-high boots, 
fuzzy socks, maroon scarves, and dusty orange 
sweaters. You throw on your favorite crew neck 
with ‘spooky’ written across the front in cursive 
and head out for the afternoon. 

Stepping foot outside, you begin to 
sweat profusely, but popularity 
does come with a price, after all. 
As you come close to a heat stroke, 
you finally succumb and remove 
the crew neck to reveal your “flan-
nels, boots, sweaters, and football” 
T-shirt from the Marshall’s autumn 
deals section. After a quick stop 
at Starbucks for a pumpkin spice 
frappuccino with two pumps of 
caramel syrup, you have a feeling 
this year will finally be the fall of 
your dreams.

former classmates, Chad will then attempt to start a mosh pit, just 
like the good ol’ days, but only his old gang will join him, obnoxiously 
shoving each other and everyone else.

And at the end of every night before he hits the sack, Chad 
meticulously places each ring in its own personalized case, 

each with their own names embroidered onto the box. 
“Goodnight Chevy. Sweet dreams Bryce. See you in the 

morning Chad Jr,” Chad lovingly says to his rings as 
he gives them a kiss before bedtime. He then struggles to 

take off his letterman jacket, which is now too small and old for 
him to wear as the black fabric fades away and the seams slowly 
loosen. After a good five minutes, he manages to take it off and 
hang it in the birch trophy closet he transformed into a podium. 

Even though he peaked in high school, Chad believes oth-
erwise as he continually tries to relive the glory days. He’s stuck 

in the past while the future passes him, but hey, he has ten more 
class rings than you’ll ever have!

white AirPod poised between their thumb and forefinger, gazing at 
you. After all, what on Earth could be so important that you must 
interrupt Lil Nas? You say a half-hearted goodbye and stroll down 
the hallway, feeling a bit dejected, leaving your friend behind.

  This scenario, among about a dozen others, 
is an everyday social struggle for acquaintances 
everywhere. We’ve all grown to recognize the, 
“Oh, I’m sorry- what?” that the person next to 
us says when we ask a question and they must 
double tap their right ear. You whip out the 
classic, “never mind, don’t worry about it.”

If you’re really lucky though, sometimes 
you’ll chat with a friend who takes both AirPods 
out, places them inside the case, and shoves the 

case in their pocket to talk with you, both ears 
open. Moral of the story? Get someone who takes their AirPods out 
for you. Because that, my friends, is the ultimate demonstration 
of a good friendship.
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