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by Alaina Fox
Editor-in-Chief

Recently, I’ve been reading a lot about the 
importance of being critical of the media you con-
sume. While watching or reading flawed material is 
not inherently problematic, it can become so when 
you internalize it without conscious analysis. I 
understand and appreciate the importance of this 
criticism. That being said, I’d like to propose an 
alternative: just don’t process anything. 

If you’re like me, “no 
thoughts, head empty” 
is your motto for good 
reason. When you have 
the chance to unwind 
with some TV, your single, 
deteriorating brain cell is 
too exhausted for critical 
analysis, regardless of 
how much you would like 
to dissect the content. In 
this highly likely case, just turn off your brain; it’s 
worked super well for me.

A few months ago, my friend got me interested 
in a TV show and, together, we’ve watched all 
seven seasons twice. I’m proud to admit that I 
still regularly forget characters’ names and I could 
not explain the plot or world-building if my life 
depended on it. 

I remember on my first watch-through, my 
friend asked me what I thought of a potential 
romantic pairing between two characters. “Not 
a fan,” I responded. “That character only likes 

by Jordan Chan
News Editor

Can we get a moment of silence for some of 
my fellow El Gatans? They’re not dead; they just 
like the font Comic Sans. I think we all need to 
recognize how terrible this font is. If you aren’t 
a five year old running a lemonade stand, stop 
using Comic Sans.

Now you might be thinking to yourself: who 
hurt you? How can you possibly hate such an 
innocent, unassuming, positive font? 
How can you hate the doggo 
font? What you don’t realize 
is that behind those too 
thick, overly round lines 
is something evil, malig-
nant even.

Let’s start by talking 
about those slightly-
too-long lines that 
poke out of the sides 
of the capital let-
ters, even though 
it’s a sans serif font. 
Or shall we start 
with the fact that 
the letters don’t 
even line up? Oh, 
and don’t even get 
me started on some 
of the lowercase let-
ters; for God’s sake, 
the lowercase ‘s’ just looks like someone sneezed 
mid-writing and said “eh? it’s okay, I guess,” and 
moved on! It’s not even balanced because when 
one stroke meets another, it’s too thick. I could 
go on and on.

You might also be thinking to yourself: I like 
Comic Sans because it mimics the imperfections 
of real handwriting (insert wailing sounds). 
However, you are grossly mistaken. Comic Sans 

Fox thoughtlessly watches TV Comic Sans is loathesome

by Cara Davidson
Public Relations Manager

If you have ever met me, you probably know I have a 
reputation for starting to listen to my “Christmas Jams” 
playlist in early October to November. I receive HURT-
FUL slander about this controversial 
choice, and I would like to for-
mally defend myself. People 
should not limit my choice 
to listen to such swag 
music year round. 

Christmas jams give 
me a burst of sero-
tonin matchable only 
by Minecraft Bedwars. 
The nostalgic Christ-
mas tunes remind me 
of a better time when 
people DID NOT limit 
others’ music listening 
choices! Christmas music is  
a true mood booster and I find it impossible to be 
sad when listening to it. That’s right folks. If you are 

ever feeling a little more sad than you wish to be, listen to Christmas 
music. I guarantee your sad will be a little more bearable than 

it was before. Works every time. 
So why do I receive hate for listening to these mas-

terpieces “too early?” A few grinches 
argue that “Thanksgiving hasn’t even 
happened yet.” Ok. You want me to listen 

to Thanksgiving music? Give me your 
top five Thanksgiving songs. That’s 
what I thought. 

In all seriousness, it’s just annoy-
ing. I can listen to whatever music  

I want whenever I want, and I truly do not need 
or care for your opinion that I’m 
listening to Christmas music 
too early.

However, there is one 
argument I’ve heard that makes 

a little sense as to why I should not 
listen to Christmas music in October. One 

of my dearest friends once told me, “Cara, 
if you listen to too much Christmas music 
now, you’ll be all Christmas-ed out by the time 

the other as a friend.” After a very lengthy sigh, 
she reminded me of all the ways one character had 
demonstrated romantic interest, including asking 
the other out on a date. It may be frustrating for her, 
but I’m really enjoying forgetting each episode and 
relying on her to tell me everything… repeatedly.

Episodes of the eighth season of this show are 
releasing on a weekly basis, and we’ve been watch-
ing them together. In the season premiere, a shot 
revealed an unconscious character in a hospital. I 

was texting my friend, who 
expressed shock, and I was 
bewildered. Why did she 
care about this random, 
unintroduced person? Well, 
as it turns out, he was a 
central fixture throughout 
the last season, and I com-
pletely forgot he existed. 

My mindless approach 
definitely exasperates my 

friend, but that’s her problem, not mine. When every 
scene, character, and plot point exits my brain the 
second I’m not actively staring at the TV, it makes 
for a stress-free experience; I can’t angst about 
cliffhangers in between episodes if I don’t remember 
that they happened. I’m having a great time, and my 
emaciated brain cell appreciates the break. 

I can’t recommend this method highly enough. 
Try it, and your life will never be the same again. 
Find a TV show, enlist a charitable friend who will 
do the thinking for you, and enjoy. You can thank 
me later.

Davidson proudly listens to Christmas music in November

has what we call an unmodulated stroke. This 
means that the thickness of the stroke doesn’t 
change throughout the letter like it would in  
real life. It makes you uncomfortable. If you were 
that desperate to have a casual, handwritten, 
personal feel, you could just write it by hand. 
Surely your handwriting isn’t so bad that you 
cannot create something better than Comic Sans.

If you don’t feel like writing by hand, here 
are some alternatives to using Comic Sans. Seek-

ing professional help would be a good 
start. Then, you can use Times 

New Roman or Arial like the  
rest of us. In terms of serif 
fonts, I like Garamond, 
Georgia, and ITC Clear-
face, if you’re looking for 
something fun, yet pro-
fessional. If you’re more 
of a sans-serif person — 
which I respect because 
they are a little easier  
to read — I recom-
mend Open Sans or 
Futura. Just because 
I like these fonts 
does not mean you 
have to use them 
though. It’s all good 
as long as you don’t 
use Comic Sans.

Lastly, I would 
like you to know that if you are a Comic Sans 
supremacist, please know that I will use Comic 
Sans on your gravestone after you’re dead so 
we can see how people feel then. I’m kidding. 
I could never disrespect anybody enough to do 
that, not even somebody as annoying as a person 
who unironically likes Comic Sans. Feel free to 
put it on my gravestone, though. I won’t know. 
I’ll be dead.

36 cents on my Everlane order is, much to my dismay, the only 
thing keeping it added to my computer. God has let this extension 
live another day, and Honey is about to make it everyone’s problem.

I can’t escape it. It’s everywhere I go. Looking for a new pair of 
jeans? Honey can’t find any coupons, but it’ll still give you a pop-
up, just to remind you it still has authority over your Internet 
searches. Scrolling through Goodreads? For some reason, Honey 
thinks it’s their time to shine, and you’re about to suffer for 
it. It even thinks it has a place popping up on my computer 
when I’m taking my Canvas quiz. What are you going to 
do? Give me 83 Honey Gold for failing my calculus test? 
I hate it here.

The extension has passed the point of simple annoyance 
and breached into data mining and/or spite. There is no way it  
is truly searching for a deal on every page I visit. I sus-
pect it’s reading every word I’ve written, every item I’ve 
clicked, every message I’ve sent, building a profileon 
me as a consumer. Who knows what it’s doing with 
that information? Selling it overseas? Publishing it 
on the Dark Web? Sending it to my friends and family 
so they know I put six pairs of jeans in my cart, deleted 
them all, and then listened to emo music and went rug shopping 
for four hours last night?

Christmas is actually here.” Perhaps it is true that some will 
get bored of the same tunes over the course of two or three 

months, but it’s all about moderation. I don’t listen to 
only my Christmas playlist for three months straight. I 

play Christmas music when I’m baking, or when I’m 
doing homework, or whenever I need a boost of 

Christmas spirit. Moderating Christmas music 
intake is a skill that comes with practice.  
Also, I find it very hard to be sick of  
Christmas. I am a true holiday-lover, and a  
few overplayed songs are not going  
to  take  away f rom my Chr i s t -

mas fun. ESPECIALLY if it’s Mistletoe 
by Justin Bieber — that bop never gets  

old. Fine. Listen to “Song of Thanksgiving”  
if it truly satisfies you. I literally had to look  

up Thanksgiving songs because there are none of  
significance and  SONG OF THANKSGIING  was a top choice.  
That seems to say a lot, doesn’t it? But don’t tell me what to  
listen to because in all honesty, I don’t care. 

P.S. Sorry Dad — I know I’ve been singing the staple All 
I Want For Christmas is You by Mariah Carey very loudly around 

the house. I can’t help it. Too good.

El Gato • Friday, December 11, 2020 • Los Gatos High School • www.elgatonews.com

I’ve reached the point where I now live my life in fear of 
Honey. Every waking moment I am consumed with dread of 
that stupid gold coin bouncing up and down as confetti falls, 
asking me to apply the three expired coupons it found as it 
gleams in devilish mockery of my failures. I browse the depths 
of the World Wide Web in apprehension, agony, anguish; it 

follows me. I cannot run. I cannot hide. I am bound to 
this orange-hued extension, incapacitated as it con-

stantly searches 
for deals, for cou-
pons, for blood. 

 I know I am next 
It is safe to say 
I am afraid for  
my own life. If I 
mysteriously disap-
pear, you know who 
to question. I must 
act soon. “Coupons 

found!” Your body 
won’t be if I can 

get to you soon 
enough, Honey.

•Sullivan expresses
  hatred for Honey
•Sanders loathes
  pumpkin pie

Sullivan can’t escape the horror of the Honey app 
by Sophie Sullivan
Opinion Editor

Unless you’ve never shopped online or seen some B-list celebrity pro-
mote the app, most of you reading this already have the coupon-searching 
extension Honey loaded onto your computer. In fact, it’s probably scanning 
your various shopping carts right now in search of a few dollars to save.  
It seems helpful, right? Wrong. This app has consumed my life, cast  
me into the shadows of capitalism, and cornered me everywhere  
I search, constantly asking if it can apply a coupon it found. I am 
afraid for my life.

This stupid extension has filled me with more con-
tempt and pure, raw, untainted anger than any other 
contemporary piece of technology I have experienced 

in my 16 and a half years of life. Remove it, you say? 
Yeah, and miss out on the one deal it gives me every 
year? Its one redeeming quality of saving me roughly 

Just like our chance of having a white Just like our chance of having a white 
Christmas, nothing on this page is real. Christmas, nothing on this page is real. 
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