
by Emmy Morley 
National/World Editor

As the whole “new President of the United States” 
situation absolutely zooms toward us like the entire 
El Gato staff toward a can of Yerba Mate, there’s been 
a surge of volunteers making sure to spread the 
word on their candidate of choice. However, 
it’s not the typical “get out and vote!” that 
I’m talking about. People are willing to 
carry campaign signs through nine Russian 
winters and a Whole Foods at lunch time for 
the sake of spreading the word. Lately, it’s 
gotten a bit more aggressive. 

I work in a nice boutique in downtown 
Los Gatos and on Sundays, Main Street is 
bustling with people visiting the farmer’s market 
and enjoying the weekend sun. That was all pleasant… 
until a couple of weeks ago. I was peacefully hanging up 
a snazzy cardigan by the window when I heard cars honking 
and quite possibly the worst rendition of “I’m Proud to be an 
American’’ in modern history. In drives a parade of twenty cars 
toting “Trump 2020” flags and screaming “four more years” at the 

Humor
Page 14

by Revanth Rao
Sports Editor

Halloween — a tradition like no other. 
Americans love it because it gives them an 
excuse to eat free junk food.  
Children wait all year for the 
opportunity to go trick-
or-treating. It’s a holiday  
beloved by virtually every-
one.  But why exact ly 
is that the case? What is it 
really that entices us so much 
about Halloween?

First, let’s start with the 
costumes. On any other day of 
the year, people refuse to go out 
without wearing all the latest styles and the 
most fashionable clothes possible, and yet, on 
Halloween, they’re somehow perfectly happy to 
dress as a literal pig. On Halloween, anything 
goes when it comes to a costume, as long as it’s 
ridiculous enough to draw attention to yourself. 
People will waddle around in a blown-up sumo 
costume or a full-body T-Rex suit, all in the 
name of holiday spirit. Others, who are less 
inclined to find a wacky outfit, just poke some 
holes in their bed sheet and put it over their 
head to become a lazy ghost, only to later trip 
over the curb because they can’t see. 

Some people don’t even bother to wear a 
costume and just go out to hoard candy as 
“themselves”; somehow, they’re the “weird” 
ones. The way I see it, they’re smarter than 
everyone else who dresses up, because they get 

by Sophie Sullivan
Opinion Editor

I’m going to state this loud and clear: if you 
don’t like Halloween, chances are you’re a heart-
less amoeba who is biologically programmed to 
hate every serotonin-inducing thing that this 
cruel, cruel world has to offer.

I really feel like that deserves no explana-
tion. But as someone who is not a heartless, 
fun-hating amoeba, I will go to every 
length possible to prove to you with 
overwhelming certainty that Hal-
loween is, in fact, one of the best 
things the starving Irish immigrants 
brought to our country all those 
years ago. 

We’ll start with the holiday’s 
origin story. While its exact 
roots are debated, we’re 
pretty sure it started 
as a Celtic pagan 
festival in, like, 
Ireland or some-
thing. That is 
so sick. Imagine 
having a multi-
day festival where 
you just go crazy with 
all your homies, but it’s 
spooky-themed. And this 
was before it came to America 
and everyone in Salem was freaked out 
about women having rights. It was literally cool 
to be a witch.

As time went on, Halloween became more 
and more like the modern holiday it is today. 
Sure, if you think about trick-or-treating too 
hard for too long it can seem weird. So just don’t 
think about it that much. Free candy? And all I 
had to do as a kid was put on a cheap costume 
for the neighborhood parents? That doesn’t 
sound weird to me at all. That’s what we call a 
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by Alia Arafeh
Editorial Editor

Picture this: I’m at my friend’s birthday party. Now, I love my 
friend, but she’s the last thing on my mind right now. The real reason 
I decided to show up is currently being stored in the fridge, waiting 
for me (and the other guests, I guess). This magnificent treat that fills 
my mind is none other than the completely underrated birthday cake. 
It’s so gooey, rich, and decadent. I’ve put up with hours of singing, 
doing party activities, whatever, and it’s finally time for cake; the 
pay-off, the reward. 

As the parent or friend brings it out, my mouth starts to water. 
I start to sweat as the knife cleanly cuts through and… it’s an ice 
cream cake. I burst into tears and call my mom. “Come pick me up,” 
I tell her. “They’re an ice cream cake family.”

I have so many problems with the concept of ice cream cake, but I’ll 
spare you and just give you the top three. First, you’re simply wrong 
if you like ice cream more than cake in general, and the DEVIL if you 
deliberately choose to skip out on cake for a spherical block of cold 
milk instead.  Cake is so perfect. Why do people feel the need to mess 
it up? There’s so many flavors, so many different temperatures it can 
be eaten at. If you wanna eat a frozen cake, I’m all for it. You can also 

heat it up, eat it straight from the fridge, at room temperature, it’s so 
versatile. You can’t eat warm ice cream cake. That’s just lumpy soup.

The most frustrating thing about ice cream cake is that it would 
literally be so much easier to buy a tub of ice cream and scoop it. It’s 
cheaper, less offensive to me, and you can pick any flavor that way. 
The ice cream place also saves the trouble of decorating 
and shaping the ice cream. It’s simply more practical. 

Now, someone might 
bring up the argument 
that there are cakes 
made of both ice cream 
and cake – a crossover 
episode type situation. 
But that stuff hurts your 
teeth! You have to chew 
the cake but lick the ice 
cream, and the texture is 
just not good. 

If you’re still not per-
suaded (you need serious 
help if you’re not), please 

Morley details rowdy political parade traveling downtown

free candy without any of the discomfort associated 
with a costume.

Next, let’s look at trick-or-treating; once a 
year, people deem it socially acceptable to 

walk around their neighborhoods and 
beg people for candy. Typically, if 

a stranger came to your door at 
night dressed up asking for candy, 
you’d probably call the cops. On 
Halloween, it’s not only “okay” to 
do this, it’s encouraged! I’m not 
even sure what “trick-or-treat” is 

even supposed to mean. When was 
the last time someone pulled a trick 

on you instead of giving a piece of 
candy? For 99.9 percent of all people, there 

has never been a time when they got pranked in 
lieu of their mindless desire for a candy bar. 

Some people take trick or treating to the next 
level, though. Rather than being content to raid 
every house in their own neighborhood, they 
venture to other neighborhoods to maximize their 
candy output. As if getting fat off your neighbor-
hood’s candy wasn’t bad enough, getting fat off 
another neighborhood’s candy is apparently the 
cherry on top.

This may seem as if I’m hating everything 
related to Halloween. But that’s not accurate. 
Everyone loves to look back at pictures from their 
toddler years when their parents dressed them 
up as a cow, or a farmer, or something like that. 
With that aside though, Halloween is generally a 
gluttonous, self-important day of the year that 
shouldn’t even really be considered a holiday. 

Arafeh expresses her burning hatred for ice cream cakes

mutually beneficial relationship. And even if 
you hate happiness, you can do so many other 
fun Halloween things. Go carve a pumpkin. If 
you’re allergic, make spooky treats and binge 
horror movies. The possibilities are endless. 

Plus, Halloween is the perfect holiday for 
someone with crippling imposter syndrome. 
Seriously, an entire holiday dedicated to being 
someone you’re not? Zooweemama, count me 
in. 364 days of the year (or 365, for a Leap 
Year) I wonder if I’m living a lie. But that all 
goes away on Halloween — now, it’s socially 
acceptable to do so.

Speaking of being someone you’re not, 
let’s get into costumes. Some heartless 

amoebae claim that costumes have 
to be the biggest and bestest (or 

the most revealing) to even 
qualify as “cool.” FR? 
This is a straight lie. 
The beauty of Hallow-
een is how versatile it 
is — you want to wear 
that white dress, put 
a pair of wings on, 
and call yourself an 

angel? Go for it! You 
want to travel back in 

time and steal the clothes 
right off a pirate to dress up 

as Jack Sparrow? By all means, do 
so. If you want to dress up as a shapeless 

orb with no definition and drift slowly out of 
existence as the night progresses, you better 
dress as a shapeless orb with no definition. 
Plus, if you think about it, this is really kind 
of breaking down stereotypes and gender roles. 
As Mean Girls puts it, Halloween is indeed the 
one night a year that you can dress however 
you want and it flies. Men in maid outfits have 
my vote for this year’s best gender bender 
costume. I rest my case.

top of their lungs. It’s not just bigoted views these people hold 
either; they’ve got quite the vocal cords. I stood there in 

shock for a bit – not quite sure whether I should take my 
reproductive rights and run – but eventually 

the Trump parade passed, and my gender 
identity and I could breathe a sigh 

of relief. I went back to 
hanging up sweaters. 

T h e n  b o o m , 
three minutes later, 

the Trump Tooters decided 
to take another swing 

around the block. Now 
every individual and 

family with young chil-
dren had to endure incred-
ibly disruptive honking and 

screaming on what was meant to 
be a peaceful walk through town. And it 
didn’t stop there. For an hour, the Trump Parade 

felt the need to drive through downtown Los Gatos. Here’s  
the deal, kiddos. You’re welcome to support who you’re going 

consider the fact that ice cream cake has an extremely specific 
interval of time that it has to be eaten at, and achieving the balance 
between completely frozen and completely melted just isn’t worth 
the effort. The ice cream has to be taken out to thaw maybe 10 or 
20 minutes before being eaten, but if it’s left out longer than that, 

it melts when you cut it. No matter what, it’ll melt on to the 
plate and make a mess.

All the hate towards ice cream cakes aside, I would 
literally eat the Baskin Robbins decorative 
icing straight with a spoon (and I have 

before, #noregrets). It’s the one redeeming 
quality of one of the worst things ever invented. 

With all that in mind, if you are planning 
a party and ice cream cake is something you’re 
looking forward to, PLEASE make sure my invitation 
gets lost in the mail. Trust me, I won’t feel left out 

of your ice cream cake-enjoying cult party. That 
would be incredibly disrespectful. I hope after reading 

this all the ice cream cake lovers will realize the flaw in 
their opinion and switch to classic cake. If not, please do 

not speak to me. Thank you.
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to support, but when you start disrupting the peace of the average 
person, make people of color feel unwelcome, and discourage people 
from entering small businesses, your views aren’t just yours anymore. 

They’re hurting other people. And you know what 
always convinces me to give up my rights  
and support the opposite party? Thirty-seven 
middle-aged men driving trucks, honking, 
and screaming at me through mega-
phones. It just makes me feel so warm and 
fuzzy. Makes me want to do an intricate  
Irish jig outside Soul Cycle and join  
the cause. 

 I’d greatly appreciate it if in the 
future I could work my retail job in peace 

and not have to apologize to customers 
for the “commotion.” I started handing out 

Halloween candy to passersby in an attempt to 
cancel out the noise. Political PEMDAS, kids. It 

takes a lot for me to employ something I learned in 
math. Please don’t make me do it again. Please. Don’t make me 

stand outside my place of work this weekend with a sign that says 
“inside voices, please.”
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