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by Jamie Blough
Editor-in-Chief

As a senior, this year’s Coro was supposed to be an all-encapsu-
lating last hoorah to kick off my final year at LGHS. However, 
I did not expect our traditional high school homecoming to 
turn into one of the most chaotic nights of my life. To help 
you understand exactly how a school dance could go so 
south, here is a rundown of the most unconventional 
aspects of my night. 

With Coro having arrived a month earlier than antici-
pated this year, it’s no surprise that the LGHS student body 
was, to say the least, unprepared. During the week leading 
up to Los Gatos High’s biggest night of the year, boys franti-
cally perused Pinterest for last minute poster-ask ideas, 
while girls invaded Macy’s and Nordstrom like it was the 
Purge. It was chaos – all the hair salons in town boarded 
up their windows and every nail technician within a 
15-mile radius of the high school was admitted into 
the witness protection program. Unfortunately 
for me, I was one of the unlucky few who waited 
until the weekend before the dance to get a 
dress. After spending hours at Valley Fair for two 
days straight, I still hadn’t found anything, so 
I asked my neighbor if I could wear her daughter’s 

dress from two years ago. Four days later and 24 hours before Coro, 
I tried on the dress for the first time. It didn’t fit exactly right, but 
I figured I could hem the straps on Saturday morning and everything 

would be fine. Long story short, everything was not fine. At 5 
PM on Saturday night with only 15 minutes until I 
had to leave for a pre-party, I could not, for 
the life of me, get any thread through 
the hole of the needle in my sewing 
machine. Holding back stress tears, 
I DIY-ed a massive paper clip to hold 
my straps together, winced in pain as it 
literally stabbed me in the back – which 
continued throughout the night – and drove 

50 in a 35 mph zone all the way to the party. 
     After a Chinese food dinner and an 

inevitably uncomfortable picture session, my 
friends and I had arrived at the dance. Not even 

an hour after we finally went in, the dance 
floor started feeling abnormally… slimy. In 

case you are unfamiliar with the dynamics 
of a high school dance, the feeling of a 
slimy floor underneath you as all five 

feet and four inches of you are thrown up against 
various people you’ve never had a substantial conversa-
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by Alis Patterson
Media Production Editor

Dear Senior Year, 
I’m just going to be honest here, you really 

suck. I have never been let down more than I am 
right now. I have always been told that senior 
year was supposed to be this fun, amazing year 
and really only sad when you realize all of the 
“lasts” that are passing by. Yeah, 
that is not what is happening 
right now. I am stressed and over-
whelmed. The amount of times I have 
considered dropping out of school is 
unreal. I even made a slideshow for 
my mom on why I would be a successful alpaca 
farmer; it didn’t work, but I am making some 
revisions for my second try. I think telling 
her that I would be unable to come home 
for the holidays due to the strict schedule 
of my alpacas was the main pitfall. 

I never thought I would break my record for 
crying from sophomore year, but I was wrong. If 
you ever need to find me, literally just follow the 
wailing noises coming from the girls’ bathroom in 
the English wing. I personally enjoy crying in the 
big stall because it has a window. Anyone who 
wants to join me is totally welcome. I frequent 
it the most during fifth period. I try to make up 
for the disgusting pile of vomit that senior year 
is on the weekends, but even then, I am still 
stressed about college. 

by Ethan Sanders
Editorial Editor

Last month, Americans from coast to coast were 
let down when a mere 150 people assembled in 
Nevada to raid Area 51, despite the millions who 
claimed they would join forces and storm the 
Air Force base in order to discover the truth 
of what really goes on within the 
top-secret facility and liberate 
E.T. Quite frankly, it’s 
embarrassing that 
we as a nation 
were so sloppy 
with organizing 
this assault – 
we simply must 
try once more. 
Now, the United 
States military 
will be expecting 
us if we attempt to break 
into classified areas again, 
so we must find our next 
target internationally. We 
must stay woke and uncover 
the deepest, darkest 
secrets the world 
has to offer, and 
what better place 
to find them than 
one of the most influential 
locations on the planet: the 
Vatican. We must rise up 
and storm the Vatican’s 
secret archives; the 
priests won’t be able 
to send all of us to hell. 
The list that follows details the 
fabled treasures we could possess if we successfully 
raid the Vatican

Words that rhyme with “orange:” There is 
absolutely no way that there is not a single word in 
the English language that rhymes the word “orange.” 
Ever since we were little, we have been brainwashed 
into thinking that “orange” is utterly rhymeless; 
however, it has been rumored that the secret archives 

of the Vatican contain a text listing numerous 
words that do indeed rhyme with “orange.” It is 
obvious why the clergy is hiding this precious list 

from the world, as one can only begin to imagine 
the power that would be wielded by someone 

who utters one of these arcane words.
The Bible 2: It would be ludicrous for 

one to think that a sequel wasn’t 
made for the most read and prof-

itable book in the 
world. The Vatican 
is simply waiting 
for their revenue 
to decline on the 
Bible 1 until they 
release the Bible 
2 so they can 
continue to make 
more money, which 

was their only goal 
in the first place. 
The small number 
of anonymous cardi-
nals and archbishops 
who have read this 
sequel have given 
it all-around out-
standing reviews, 
proclaiming that 
the Bible 2 has 
the never-before-
seen Third Testa-

ment and all new 
biblical verses from the recently uncovered Book 
of Young Thug. These cardinals and archbishops 
report that these new additions are “straight fire” 
and “hella dope.”

The ability to turn water into wine: This one 
is for all the suburban housewives out there. Never 
come to a dinner party empty handed again, for 
all you have to do is chant the incantation (found 
in one of the Vatican’s various spell books) over 
a bottle of water and… voila! You will be able to 
take ordinary water and transform it into a classy 
bottle of Pinot Noir, Merlot, Chardonnay, and many 
other classic wines.

The Ring doorbell app causes issues for many people

Senior year has its struggles
Honestly, I am a little upset with the class of 

2019. They didn’t prepare me at all for the horror 
that is college applications. I knew college appli-
cations were going to be a real pain, but they did 
not exaggerate how much they really destroy the 
little amount of enjoyment I still have left in my 
life. Gone are the days of watching the Kardashians 

fight over spanx with my dogs. I now 
spend my time mindlessly staring at 
my computer screen waiting for my 
Common App essay to magically 
appear. It hasn’t happened yet, but 

I’ve got my fingers crossed. 
Listen, I was always told junior 

year was high school’s year of hell. 
Whoever said that was freaking 
lying, which is honestly so rude. 
I thought I was tired last year, 

but this year I swear someone 
gave me some kind of dormant 

Mono virus that turns me into a nap-
ping hall of famer. It doesn’t matter what class 

I am in, or if I am even in a class – there is a high 
probability that I am asleep. Sleeping and crying 
are really my only two states of being right now. 
Senior year really is just turning me into a freak-
ing two-year-old. Even my level of humor has been 
reduced to that of a kindergartener. Catch me with 
my sippy cup and goldfish. 
Thanks a freaking lot,

Your depressed neighborhood senior

Hundreds storm the Vatican

by Caroline Wagner
Graphics Designer

Back at home, a speck of dust floats 
past the camera. I try to silence my phone, 
but it’s too late. The shrieking jingle tone 
travels across the room, and the notification 
“THERE IS MOTION AT YOUR FRONT DOOR” 
flashes across my screen. People turn side 
to side, confused and under the impression 
that Santa’s reindeer just landed his sleigh 
on my roof. I mumble an apology before 
angrily flicking the button to silence my 
phone. This mortifying experience only 
covers a small portion of the harrassment I 
have faced at the hands of the Ring doorbell. 

I arrive at 11:07, past curfew, stumbling 
onto my doorstep. I stare into the camera, 
wondering if my mom is watching me from 
the other side. I give an unsure wave into 
the void of its lens staring back at me like 
the Eye of Sauron from Lord of the Rings.      

As soon as I come upstairs for bed, I am ambushed. 
Of course Mom heard the motion notification that 
somehow manages to sound louder than an 
upperclassman revving his engine as he 
drives past the front of school during lunch. 
Our “personal doorman” is a snitch.

After finding out that the Ring video 
doorbell app took up more storage than 
Fortnite, which already occupied 13GB 
of storage on my phone, I had to choose 
between the two. It was an easy decision. 
In two seconds, I lost the ability to 
see if anyone was breaking into my 
house and kept that chance of get-
ting a victory royale if I ever decided 
to play again (a 5% chance). 

The doorbell works something 
like this: a single car drives by, commencing the 
beginning of a 45 second video of your neighborhood. 
There’s another 12GB of storage down the drain. The 
video is so uneventful you think it must be frozen. 

Fortunately, I do not have to worry too much about getting 
robbed in the area in which I live. The only good 

thing that could come out of the Ring doorbell 
is complaining to Amazon that their delivery 

man dropped a package on the doorstep 
from two feet off the ground instead of 
setting it down like it was a brand-spanking 
newborn baby. The two-way voice setting 
could also come in handy for using my 
Darth Vader voice and weirding out the 
Doordash employee who already hates his 

life enough for being a glorified pizza 
delivery man.

  To this day, the Ring doorbell 
watches my every move, and I don’t 
feel safe anymore. I think I would 
prefer getting robbed over feeling 

someone watching my back at every second. The most 
valuable thing I own is my lululemon leggings, and I don’t 

think they would fit anyone who decided that breaking and entering 
was their next best life decision. 

tion with while Mo Bamba plays in the background and sweat pours 
from your $60 hairdo into your eyes is not typically a great one. After 
asking around, my friend told me that “someone’s vomit turned the 
dance floor into a slip ‘n slide,” which I assume you know is exactly 
what I wanted to hear at that moment. Oh, the beauty of high school. 

So young. So carefree. So disgusting. 
 This is where the story gets interesting. After the dance, 

El Gato’s very own Culture editor Sami Elizondo was rudely 
awakened by actual anaphylactic shock. Earlier that 

night, we all ate a Chinese chicken salad for 
dinner that contained peanuts and unfortunately, 

Sami, who is allergic to peanuts, suffered the 
consequences. After being told by a random 
underclassman “you’re, like, really red,” we 
decided it was time to take an impromptu 

trip to the emergency room. Eight of us packed 
ourselves into the tiny waiting room of the El 

Camino ER as Sami was shot up with adrenaline, 
making for the most memorable afterparty of my life.

We closed off the night at four in the morning, watching and ana-
lyzing the 2012 Dr. Suess classic The Lorax on my living room couch. 
I don’t know how we ended up there, but with a newfound apprecia-
tion for tailors, dry gym floors, epipens, and environmentalism, I can 
confidently say that this year’s Coro was monumental.

graphics C. Wagner

C. Wagner

E. Morley

E. Morley

graphics E. Morley

graphics C. Wagner

Just like your ability to DIY a 

good Halloween costume, 

nothing on this page=is real.
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