
by Quincey Klein
Editor-in-Chief

Unfortunately, because of the government 
shutdown, my husband and daughter and I were 
unable to visit Yosemite National Park. When we 
found out that the park was closed as a result of 
the knuckleheads in Washington, we were already 
on the road and passing through the quaint town 
of Los Gatos. We made do with what we had and it 
turns out Los Gatos has as many natural wonders 
as Yosemite.

When first driving through a trail that the locals 
call North Santa Cruz Avenue, we were able to see 
the native people in their natural environment. My 
daughter even snapped a photo of a boy feeding on 
gelato, which I believe is a treat indigenous to the 
area. Even though she thought he was cute, I did 
not allow her to leave the car to interact with him. I 
followed the advice from Yosemite’s pamphlet about 
the potential dangers of touching wildlife.

The sun felt especially warm that day, so I 
decided to look for a body of water in which my 
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Philanthropist’s many attempted charitable actions misfire
by Michelle Huang
Web Editor

Last week, multimillionaire Claudia Vane announced her desire to 
travel the country to perform charitable acts of kindness. Since then, 
Vane has accomplished an impressive amount of work; in merely a 
week, Vane has provided an elementary school with new technology, 
almost caught a drug lord, and kindled young love.

As a high school dropout, Vane decided to channel some of her 
millions of inherited fortune back 

into the school system. Vane vis-
ited a severely underfunded 

elementary school that 
required essential school 
supplies including paper, 
pencils, and teachers. The 
next day, she brought the 
principal 300 new iPads for 
the students to use. She 
then called the local news 
station and went home to 
beautify herself in prepara-
tion for the live coverage 
of her glorious deed. Lo and 
behold, Vane returned to the 

school, cameras in tow, only to 

discover that the principal had run away 
and all 300 iPads were missing. 

Undeterred, Vane continued on 
her philanthropic journey, but 
decided to veer away from the 
educational front. 

An ardent fan of AMC hit 
show “Breaking Bad,” Vane read 
every book she could find on 
the art of catching druglords. 
She put on her blackest apparel 
early Thursday morning, set 
up camp outside Powell’s Sweet 
Shoppe, and waited. 

Moments later, the calm silence 
of the brisk morning air was pierced 
by an ungodly screech as Vane tack-
led a local “drug lord” walking out 
of the store. Local bystanders looked on with concern, but Vane was 
so sure she had caught a cartel leader that she even encouraged calls 
to the cops. When the police arrived, they promptly handcuffed Vane 
for harassment of civilians and shuttled her off to the county jail.

The suspected drug lord, an elderly man who wishes to remain 
unnamed, is in need of a kindhearted soul willing to bring the blue 
Jolly Ranchers he had purchased to his granddaughter while he recu-

by Haley Wade
Editor-in-Chief

At 7:30 PM my alarm went off playing Thriller. 
I hit the snooze button before hefting up the lid 
of my coffin and standing up. It was a beautiful 
evening, the sky was black, the bats were chirp-
ing, and a thick haze of clouds was covering the 
moon. I put the lid back on my coffin and nailed 
it down so that my dad wouldn’t yell at me for 
not making my bed when he got home. I poured 
myself a bowl of cereal and opened the fridge. Of 
course, dad had used up the last of the blood and 
had put the carton back empty.

I’d have to go out and hunt down some more. 
I put on my cape before leaving the cave; it 
was almost November and it was getting chillier 
every night. I crossed through the graveyard 
and through the path in the forest until I got 
to the disgusting little town below my cave. As 
I strolled through the suburbs, I was surprised 
to see that the humans had all very suddenly 
developed an eye for landscaping and design. 
Their normally cheery white picket fences 
were smothered in cobwebs 
and their immaculate 
green lawns were littered 
with tombstones, skeletons,  
and spiders.

I chose a blue stucco house. 
I knew the family there had three 
kids, and they probably wouldn’t be 
too miffed if I took one of them. 
When I rang the doorbell, 
however, another vam-
pire answered the door. 
Behind him were a were-
wolf and three little 
zombies running around. 
“Oh no, I’m so sorry. I 
didn’t know you guys had 
moved in,” I told them. 

“I thought there were still humans living here, 
my mistake.”

The vampire smiled and screamed, “HAPPY 
HALLOWEEN,” and then shoved several candy 
bars into my empty blood carton. I looked at 
them confused; I was about to explain that I 
couldn’t eat these, but just then a swarm of 
tiny ghosts rushed onto the porch chanting 
“trick or treat” and I was pushed away. I tried 
five more houses, but every time I found that a 
new family of monsters had moved in. I finally 
headed back to the cave with a blood carton filled 
with candy bars, which I threw into a dumpster 
on the way home.

I was just going to have to wait for dad to 
get home so that we could fly over to the next 
town, seeing as there weren’t any humans left 
in ours. I heard voices outside of the cave, 
and I went outside to find a skeleton, a devil, 
and a jack-o-lantern outside saying “trick-or-
treat!” I kind of knew the drill by now; our new 
neighbors went from house to house asking for 

candy. I didn’t have any clue why. Brains 
or blood or souls, sure, but who 

wanted candy? I looked around 
the cave for something to give 
them, and finally brought out 
a jar full of worms. I scooped a 

handful into each of their baskets. 
“EUGHAHHH!!”  they screamed.

Then the lot of them pulled out 
a carton of eggs and started 
egging the cave! With yolk 
dripping from my face, I 
slammed the iron door to 
the cave shut and stormed 
back into my coffin. I 
didn’t care how many cen-
turies we’d called that 
cave home. We were  
moving tomorrow.

 

family could cool down. Luckily the town of Los 
Gatos has two swimming holes, one by the names 
of Dio Deka Pond and Old Public Library Lake. 
They had this strange natural anomaly in which 
water would just spurt up out of no where. Also, 
the bottoms of the swimming holes seemed to be 
made of a solid piece of rock.

After we were sufficiently refreshed, my daugh-
ter pointed out what seemed to be the tallest peak 
in the area: Math Wing Peak. I helped my husband 
and daughter strap on their rock climbing har-
nesses and then we began the daunting task. Once 
we had reached the top, we stood in amazement 
at the scenic view. Before my daughter managed 
to take a photograph, what seemed to be an dis-
gruntled park ranger rushed us down off the peak 
through a honeycomb of caverns in the interior 
of the mountain. In fact, the entire mountain was 
hollow with three levels of room-like caves that 
allowed us to reach the bottom. I guess Math Wing 
Peak was closed that day.

On our way out, we passed through an enor-
mous grassy meadow that had palm trees sprout-
ing out from it. This seemed a little out of place, 
as we obviously were not in a tropical paradise. 
Maybe at one point in history this area used to 
be a beach. We got some wonderful photos with 
the grass and palm trees. We had to document this 
strange occurrence that we might never see again 
in our lifetimes. On our way out, I was pretty sure 
I saw God. I mean, how many times am I going to 
see a giant hand?

At nightfall, we built a campfire to keep us 
warm and toasted marshmallows. However, angry 
park rangers interrupted our second round of sing-
ing Kumbaya. They put out our fire and told us to 
leave Los Gatos. There must have been a high fire 
risk in the area. Even though the trip was abruptly 
cut short, I’m glad we all got a chance to be one 
with nature even if it was not in Yosemite.

by Ari Sweedler
People Editor

Hello friends, Ophelia here! I will be keeping a diary about my thoughts and feelings during the few 
weeks before Coro. Well, here we go! There’s a week until the dance and Daniel keeps walking 
by me in the hallway after fourth period. It’s kind of annoying that he goes so 
far out of his way to see me. I don’t know if I’m ready for a boyfriend; 
I mean, I’ve only known him for a few years.

Daniel made eye contact with me today, and I really felt 
something special! I know he’s the one for me. The only ques-
tion is, I wonder how Daniel will ask me to Coro? He seems to 
be talking to Kimberly Parker a lot. I guess he must be getting 
advice on how to ask me. I think its kinda weird, though, 
because I’m not even friends with Kimberly. He sure can be 
pretty insensitive sometimes.

It’s the night of coronation! I’m so excited! Since we forgot 
to schedule a time for Daniel to pick me up, we just drove to the 
dance separately. I arrived an hour and a half early so I wouldn’t 
miss him. He arrived with Kimberly. It’s okay, though. I understand 
that he’s a bit nervous. He even called me a “crazy person,” which means 
that he goes crazy for me. That’s how he tells people he loves them. That’s so 
sweet, he’s so cute! I must admit, I do look stunning, and he must feel intimidated 
by my superior looks. He asked me to be his girlfriend after the dance! I was so excited! Even 
though he keeps telling me that he asked Kimberly, I know that he’s just too shy to tell the truth. 
We’re going to go out on our first date tomorrow, but he didn’t tell me where! Oh boy, I do love surprises.

Since I bugged his room and phone, I’ve learned that our first date will be at Thai Spice. That was kind 
of weird of him, because he knows that I’m allergic to peanuts, and just walking into that place makes my 
throat swell up. He said something about Thai Spice being a “safe haven,” so I guess what he was saying 

was that he would protect me from the peanuts. How romantic!!
I had to drive myself to Thai Spice because I don’t have any way to communicate with Daniel anymore. 

He blocked me on Snapchat, Facebook, Myspace, and every other electronic means known to man. He 
doesn’t even respond to snail-mail! The one time I got him to say something to me was when I put 

my note on his bed, and then all he said was that he would “call the cops.” I don’t get how 
that’s romantic, but whatever. My little Danny can be quite weird sometimes; lucky for him, 
I find all his quirks quite endearing.

I haven’t seen Daniel in a few days. He’s been absent at school. I wonder where my little 
Danny-kins is. I am so depressed without him! He hasn’t been using his bed, or else the 
bugs I placed in his room would have picked up some noise. I know that he’s not using 
his phone because he gave it to me last week. Well, he didn’t exactly give it to me, but 

he did leave it at his cafeteria table when he went to get ketchup, and he left me a note 
telling me that I could have it. Well, he didn’t really leave a note either, but that’s fine. 

The fact of the matter is that now I have his 
phone and I’m not giving it back.

After looking for him for a few days, 
I’ve finally found him! I was so happy, I 

rushed over to him, trying to give him a 
hug. He looks so peaceful, with his hair traded 

for a tinfoil hat and all lodged up in his cute 
little tree! I’ve been waiting outside of his tree 

for most of the day and night, I just love seeing 
him!! I also adore the glint (of love, I assume) in his 
eyes as he looks at me, especially as he sharpens his stick. Well, this 
is the last journal entry that I’ll be making because I never want to leave this spot, and I’ve run out of 
paper. Bye guys!!
For more on Daniel’s side of the story, visit www.elgatonews.com.

perates from his injuries. 
Vane underwent a spiritual 

journey during her time in 
county jail and decided that love 
is the ultimate answer. A new 
woman upon release, Vane set 
out with a changed heart. She 
disguised herself as a junior 
and befriended various stu-
dents at Los Gatos High School. 

When she realized her friend 
was single and not that ready 
to mingle, Vane created post-
ers, the hashtag #findlove2013, 
and Photoshopped images to 
find her friend love. Despite 

statements such as “what are you 
doing?” “this is so unnecessary,” and “I wish 

this wasn’t about me” from her friend, Vane continued to push the 
campaign. Vane’s blond friend eventually caught the eye of Los Gatos’ 
number one heartthrob, dropped out of school, and eloped in Vegas 
never to be seen again.

Claudia Vane’s story has inspired millions all around the country. 
She serves as a beacon of light to us all and a reminder that love 
always prevails. 
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