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Senior exposes LGHS teacher fight club inside The Venue
by Kate Hinche
Opinion Editor

People love to talk. The meaningless stories, the 
idle chatter they fill their days with is just white 
noise. I am deaf to anything but the clap of knuck-
les meeting bone and the grunts of carnal battle. I 
am deaf until it’s one in the morning and my ass is 
being handed to me by Mr. Garrett in The Venue. I 
pull myself up off the floor, turn to see Ms. Hesik 
and Mr. Ceran roaring with excitement that it will 
be their turn soon. I wipe the blood from my lip 
and Mr. Garrett claps me on the back, the mutual 
acknowledgment of a fight well done. There is no 
talk during Fight Club, just action.

LGHS students love their rallies. LGHS teachers 
love their Fight Club. You see the evidence of it 
everyday, you just don’t want to accept the truth. 
Students brush off Ms. DeLaPaz’s black eye as one of 
the hazards of APES creek days, and Mr. Betz had a 
“bad foot surgery,” there’s no way that he fractured 
his ankle round-housing the new English substitute 
one night at The Venue. The teachers say, ”it takes a 

Hill tells us how to fit in amongst mission trip crowds
by Olivia Hill
Humor Editor

With Spring Break only weeks behind us and 
summer right around the corner, house build-
ing mission trips to Mexico are experi-
encing a huge rise in participation, 
and your Instagram feed is sure 
to be plagued with pictures of 
thoughtful teens coloring with a 
niñita and hunky lax bros show-
ing off their muscles on top of 
a tar-covered roof. While these 
trips are open to anyone, it can 
be hard to break into the pack of 
God-fearing sons and daughters, 
so El Gato has compiled a list of 
handy tips to impress those youth 
group kids, whether they attend Impact, 
Ignite, or eXtreme.

Bring an acoustic instrument: Everyone loves 

Moms flip over newsletter
by Charlotte Pla
World Editor

Today at Reality Check Book Club, Sharon 
had the nerve to accuse MY Jeffrey of writ-
ing this Reality Check issue’s “problematic” 
story. Reality Check, the monthly Peer to Peer 
publication of anonymous teen’s stories about 
the pressures they face in high school, is the 
conversation topic of our club. Within the issues, 
there is always one story that stands out for its 
raunchiness. Even though Sharon isn’t raising 
a little angel over there either, if you know 
what I mean, she shouldn’t have gone after my 
home like that.

The affront went a little like this…
“So Karen, I’m assuming you read the issue 

this month,” Sharon insinuated into her mimosa.
“Of course I read the issue, the day it came 

out,” I replied, already on the defensive.
“Sounded a little familiar, didn’t it?” Sharon 

furthered her accusation.
I stood up and smashed the bowl of a wine 

glass, shattering it against my chair’s wooden 
arm rest. I pointed the jagged stem at Sharon, 
“Out with it Sharon. If you’re going to make 
accusations, you better be clear with them.”

Sharon didn’t flinch, much less bat an eye-
lash at the shattered glass surrounding all of the 
ladies’ kitten heel shoes. “Relax Karen, you paid 
for botox to not let those wrinkles show… I’m 
just saying that the heroin dealer’s confession 
sounded a lot like Jeffrey.”

I grabbed one of the issues off of the coffee 
table. “What about this crazed and ill-raised 
teen reflects my angelic and innocent Jeffrey?? 
Hm??? The part about the “months of living as 
a recluse,” or the “2.0 drop in my GPA?” Jef-
frey hasn’t had social issues or academic issues 
since seventh grade, Sharon. Maybe the issue 
is a little closer to home, hm? A little closer to 
YOUR home.”

Sharon let her mimosa drop to the white shag 
carpet. Orange liquid spread and sank into the 
fur, saturating it with pulp. “Karen. DON’T you 
dare go after my baby.”

“Sharon, please. You started this by bringing 
Jeffrey into it,” I said.

Sharon stood up slowly shaking her head, 
“It doesn’t matter who started it. It ends when 
my son gets dragged into it.”

I tightened my grip on the wine glass’s 
jagged stem. “Careful there, Sharon, wouldn’t 
want to ruin that new nose of yours.”

Sharon snapped and lunged across the 
assortment of low cal breakfast pastries and 
spiked juices. She grabbed for my high-low skirt 
and I screamed, “BACK OFF, SHARON. THIS IS 
STRAIGHT OFF OF THE 2016 SPRING RUNWAY.”

She let go and I ran past the other spectating 
ladies towards the door. Sharon picked herself 
up and chased me. “Get back here Karen and 
finish what you started!”

I bolted out of the front door, but not before 
thanking Lesley for being such a gracious host. It 
took me a while to find my white Mercedes sedan 
within the line up of the ten identical cars, but 
it took Sharon longer to get her tennis elbow to 
open the front door and chase me.

On my victorious drive home I indulged in 
101.7 FM and treated myself to a chai from 
Purple Onion; Sharon knows who she’s messing 
with now.

Salisbury shares life hacks 
by Antonia Salisbury
Editor-in-Chief

In the busy-bee world we live in, it’s important 
to make the most of your day. Monotonous tasks can 
drain your energy and plague you with unnecessary 
stress. Learn to use these life hacks to declutter 
your crazy schedule and make the most out of life.

Every beginner life-hacker should know secret 
menu items and, most importantly, how to order 
them. It’s one thing to order animal fries on a burger 
at In-N-Out, but it’s an entirely separate battle to 
get the staff to lay down on the floor and act as a 
human red carpet as you walk back to your car. First, 
text the time you enter the establishment to your 
closest friend (this will be important later on). Cut 
out pesky middle men by tickling the tallest male 
staff member’s earlobe to get a Neapolitan milkshake 
dumped directly onto your face. Proceed by shout-
ing “THE FLOOR IS LAVA” and encouraging other 
patrons to crouch on nearby tables. Then, head on 
over the the condiments bar and unfold the pleats 
in the paper cups. This will expand the amount of 
ketchup you can carry back to you table by almost 
3000 percent. Happy eats!

Next, eat these 12 fat-burning, metabolism-
improving superfoods on a regular basis: kale, trash, 
celery, toxic waste, kale, purified cabbage water, 
medical waste, carrots, sweet Hawaiian rolls, septic 
waste, chex mix, and flaming hot cheetos. Only 
consume on the eve of an eclipse in the eye of a 
hurricane for the best results. These will help you 
get a flat tummy fast!

Skip your next trip to your local Walgreens and 
whip up this facial scrub. First, stick your hand 
down your garbage disposal and pull out whatever’s 
clogging it. Place that in a cuisinart food processor 
and pour in some Martinelli’s apple juice from their 
first production line in 1868. Go to the closest urban 
area and collect a sampling of red dirt from their 
community garden. Eat that. Next, go back to your 
kitchen and spread the mixture from to the food 
processor onto a piece of toast. Gently scrape the 
toast onto your cheeks. Lock yourself in a coffin for 
the next three weeks and when you emerge your 
skin will be pearly and acne-free! Recommend this 
beauty tip to your three ebsties on Instagram to 
recieve a free promocode.

I hope these were helpful. And, if not, you can 
always access the ultimate life hack: take a cold 
shower, make your own DIY jean cutoff shorts, and 
before you throw away a post-it, run it between the 
keys on your keyboard to collect crumbs and fluff.
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long time to grade papers when you have over 100 
students,” but it takes especially long when you’re 
at a fight club until the wee hours of the morning. 

It’s difficult to understand how I, Neil O’Neil, 
came to be one of the most prominent members 
of the Teacher Fight Club. As I sit here, enjoying 
the classic mash-up of 
Ms. De Soto and Ms. 
Austin, I remember a 
night from many years 
ago. My Boy Scout 
Troop Leader had 
called an emergency 
meeting in our lodge, 
which is really just a 
shack across the park-
ing lot from the tennis 
courts. His normally 
stern voice was shaking, his cargo shorts tattered, 
and his neckerchief askew. The sight of him alone 
struck fear into my heart. He had discovered the 
happenings of the Fight Club at the Venue, and he 

believed it was the explanation to so many things 
happening in Los Gatos. First, it explained why no 
one could decide what to do with The Venue space. 
Despite many groups wanting the property for dif-
ferent student activities, the teachers vetoed it. 
They had to protect their fighting ground. Suddenly 

it seemed like the dots 
were being connected. 
The North 40, disap-
pearing parking spots, 
New Tech, the town’s 
lack of an In-N-Out 
Burger.  Somehow, 
Troop Leader knew it 
all connected back to 
Teacher Fight Club. 

My Troop Leader 
knew that I, and I 

alone, would be able to infiltrate this violent group. 
My middle aged demeanor made disguises easy, and 
all I needed was an ill-fitting pair of jeans and to 
lose the Boy Scout vest. But once I was in, I lost 

so much more than the Boy Scout vest. I realized 
that Troop Leader had never witnessed anything so 
entrancing and beautiful as Teacher Fight Club. He 
didn’t understand how watching Mr. Autrey backflip 
into another teacher’s face could change a man’s life. 
My Troop Leader wanted me to break them down 
from the inside; he didn’t know that TFC wanted to 
break me down, too. He couldn’t have known that 
they’d be successful, and that I would become their 
leader under the alias of Mr. Allen Rudolph.

a good old campfire sing-along, and what better a 
place than the common area at camp? Maximum 
audience, maximum excitement. Pack a guitar to 
let your new buddies know that you’re a classic, 

soulful type, or pull out your mandolin 
to show off your authentic, off 

the beaten track side. Either 
way, once you start strum-
ming the opening chords 
to “You’re Beautiful” 
by Phil Wickham, the 
night is sure to turn 
contemplative.

Wear the r ight 
clothes: If you want to be 

accepted on mission trips, you 
have to look the part. Pair a pastel 

colored drug rug poncho with a musky puka 
shell choker for your evening wear. Don’t ask why 
youth groups are 20 years behind the current trends; 

it’s none of your business. To really dazzle, pile 
your (invariably) dark golden waves into a messy 
bun on top of your head. You can’t be bothered to 
brush those locks; you’re serving the Lord! The 

more hair that you miss when putting 
it up, the better.

Break some rules: You 
don’t want to be label 
as a big, dull dud, so 
push the envelop! Give 
backrubs to members 
of the opposite sex; 
the bleachers provide 
perfect seating for a 

deep tissue massage. Your 
magic fingers will have all the 

girls/boys lining up for seconds. 
Girls, wear a tankini in the showers. It’s 

practical and edgy, and those two centimeters of 
skin that show between your bottoms and top are 

sure to entice even the most devout of believers.
Bring laxatives: Look, not everyone plays away 

games, and five days of intestinal suppression is 
sure to put a damper on the trip. Pack some 

laxatives to hand out to friends, and 
they’ll be thanking you for months. 

Bonus: save a few for yourself (I 
won’t tell), and those babies paired 
with the demanding physical labor 
is a guarantee for a kickin’ bod 
at prom!

Mission trips can be intimi-
dating, but no matter what, 
people will love you for you. The 

clothes, the props, and the swag 
only make up a fraction of Mexico 

life, so don’t let these tips intimidate 
you.  The work you put in is important and 

appreciated by many, so don’t worry and be proud 
of all that you do! 


