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After hearing a horrendous crash in 
the living room, I peer through the 
doorway to see that my dad has 
begun to set up the Christmas 
tree while managing to knock 
over multiple boxes. I run 
downstairs to help him haul 
out crates of ornaments and 
while cracking open a dusty box, I 
catch sight of an awful sweater that I thought 
would never see the light of day. As I pull the 
brown sweater out, terrible memories of last 
year’s gifts flood over me.

As I look back to last year’s holi-
day season, I remember Christmas 
day when I ran downstairs to open 
presents with my family. I saw 
all the presents glistening under 
the tree and a particular lumpy 
present stood out to me. Excited 
and curious, I ran over and tore 
it open. An assortment of colorful 
sweaters from my grandma tumbled 
out of the package, one for each member 
of the family. Like the Hunger Games, everyone 
eagerly grabbed for the best sweaters until I was 
left with a brown, scratchy turtleneck that left 
me with a rash. 

Next up was a square-shaped present from 
my mom and I could smell my gift before I even 
opened the box. Inside, I got the classic overload 
of Bath and Body Works and Lush products. As 
always, I had some new products to add to my 
collection of bottles from past Christmases. 

Make witty stocking fillers 

by Lexi Kupor
Media Production Editor

It’s 10:36 AM. You awaken in a cold sweat. 
Everything around you smells like a weird mixture of 
vanilla, mint, and some kind of plant. Your breathe 
a sigh of relief that your house didn’t burn down 
overnight, as you fell asleep while burning all seven-
teen of your Bath & Body Works candles you’re 
trying to use up before the end of 
the month. A quick glance at your 
phone reminds you of an alarm-
ing fact: it’s December 26.

You enter your living 
room, and it’s such a 
wreck you wonder if your 
older brother snuck his 
friends over last night. 
Then you remember your 
brother hasn’t left his room 
in four days and only has friends on Fortnite. Bits 
of wrapping paper and ribbon cover every square 
inch of the floor, and a half-finished puzzle of dogs 
wearing Santa hats has been left on the table; your 
mom made you work on it so she could send a picture 
to that weird uncle who sends you one every year. 
You shudder at the mere sight of it. 

Suddenly, you hear a loud rumbling noise coming 
from around the corner. Your heart starts beating 
faster than a testing day in Honors Bio, and you 
grab your sister’s brand new HydroFlask in case 
there happens to be a murderer breaking into your 
house. After hearing how loud of a noise those 

things make when that annoying girl in your 
math class drops hers on the floor for the 

seventh time that period, you imagine 
they must be able to do some 
kind of damage. Plus, you’ve 

anticipated this moment 
ever since your mom 
first let you stay home 
alone a few years ago, 
so you feel prepared. 

 You slowly creep 
into the dining room 
as the rumbling grows 

louder and louder. You raise the HydroFlask, ready 
to strike, but, to your relief, it’s just your great aunt 
and her chronic snoring problem. Honestly, you’re 
not even sure how she’s related to you; your dad 
just makes you call her that and suck it up when 
she tells the story of how she once saved a homeless 
cat from the side of the road for the twenty-second 

Bleak post-Christmas morning is an epic disappointment 

by Caroline Wagner
Media Production Editor

You may have driven past an eerie, 
boarded-up building site in recent 
months, marveling at its misfor-
tune. This deeply unnerving 
destination is none other 
than Double D’s. In this 
essay, I will prove that the 
Double D’s, located on N. 
Santa Cruz Ave., is haunted 
by a spiritual presence. The 
restaurant not only burned 
down a few years ago, but it 
also suffered severe damage when 
a car crashed into it. In my opinion, 
going up in flames can only mean one thing 
– an angry ghost seeking vengeance. The audacity 
that Double D’s had to build over a gravesite is 
astounding; haven’t they seen the movies? In horror 
films like The Shining and Poltergeist, the haunted 

sites are built on top of burial grounds. In both of 
these movies, the people who visit these places 

experience grave misfortunes. Coincidence? I 
think not. 

During rebuilding in Feb-
ruary last year, workers 

found four tombstones 
that date back to the 
1880s. Santa Cruz 
Avenue was previ-
ously called Cem-
etery Lane, and 

the site of the 
restaurant was 

once the Los 
Gatos graveyard. 

Not only was Double D’s 
built on top of a graveyard, but 
someone died there as well! Surprisingly, it was not 
from collapsing after eating their food; it’s not that 
bad. In 1906, a trolly car crashed at the same exact 

Diner on Santa Cruz Ave. doubles as an ancient cemetery 

by Alis Patterson
Media Production Editor

Stocking stuffers are typically 
made up of trinkets that you forget 
about a week after opening them. 
They lie littered around the house 
until you find them in July and 
wonder how anyone thought that 
this would be a good gift for you. 
For those giving stocking stuffers, 
you know the boredom and stress 
of trying to find a mediocre gift that fits into a 
stocking. We all know there is a high likelihood 
that you will settle on socks from Old Navy 
and there is a lot of shame that follows 
this act of indecency. Christmas 2018 is 
going to be the Christmas that this bad 
habit changes. Of course the gifts I am 
recommending can be given for any 
holiday that you choose to celebrate. 
However, I feel like the theme of 
these gifts fit the tackiness of 
Christmas in a special way. 

Gift Idea #1: Nothing. 
There is something special in 
ruining your kid’s hopes and 
dreams on the merriest day of the year. You 
get to watch the excitement drain from their face 
as the confusion slowly sets in. Then, you get to see 
the disappointment and potential anger. 
This is also a really great stocking 
stuffer for someone who has been 
especially wicked this year. Bonus 
points if you add a single lump of 
coal to stick with tradition. 

Gift Idea #2: An Outdated One 
Direction Poster. Not only will this 
gift remind the receiver of the 
hardest breakup of their life, but it 
will also make them concerned and 

overjoyed. I mean who doesn’t want a 
picture of the most famous boy band 
on Earth hanging on their wall? 
In addition, this will probably 
remind them of their embarrass-
ing days when they would fight 
with their friends over who gets 
to marry Harry. However, if the gift 
receiver is a weird one, then it will 
bring up embarrassing memories of 

fighting with their friends over who gets 
to marry Liam. 

 Gift Idea #3: Pet Rocks. This is perfect for 
your friends who need to get a life. It communi-

cates that you are slightly worried 
about your friend, without bla-
tantly saying it to their face. Or 
it could signify that your friend 
needs to worry about you. If your 
friend doesn’t get the message 
then you still gave them a great 
companion. It is especially great 
for your friends that are super 

allergic to everything. Worst case 
scenario with this gift you get a rock 

thrown at you, and there are honestly 
more pressing matters than a bruise. 

 Obviously there are other great options 
for stocking stuffers, but I think that these ones 

would make a really good impres-
sion on whoever is receiving 
them. You could even add some 
decoration to the rock, or com-
pletely steal the stocking you 
are supposed to be filling. For 
the One Direction poster, a 
great addition might be draw-
ing hearts over your favorite 
member, or scratching out Zayn 
for his unforgivable betrayal. 

time. Apparently, she fell asleep sitting at the dining 
room table, an empty peppermint pie tin in front 
of her. Typical.

Alas, your ten minutes of peace are over; your 
younger siblings thunder down the stairs, 
ready to try out all their new toys that 
your parents didn’t set up yesterday 
because they require users to, unbe-
lievably, actually put in their own 
batteries. I mean, come on, it’s 2018, 
do kids even know what

batteries are anymore? They run 
quickly out the door, and you catch 
sight of the brand new drone in their 
arms. Inevitably, you hear the sound 
of one of them beginning to cry within 
thirty seconds because “Mom said we 
have to share!” and the older sibling 
wants to try it first. Soon enough, the 
drone is stuck in a tree and the melt-
down is worse than their ten day depression 
when they heard about Musical.ly’s demise.

You try to calm them down as the perfect older 
sibling you are, but the minute your sister catches 
sight of you holding her pink-orange-yellow-green 
limited edition ombre HydroFlask, you realize 

spot where Double D’s is today, killing one. One may 
think that being buried underneath Double D’s is 
a great thing without context, but in this case, it 

is just tragic.
 I consider myself to be some-

what educated on ghost hunt-
ing, as I have seen a few epi-
sodes of Ghosthunters and 
the new Ghostbusters movie. 
Obviously, a spirit is not 
happy. Because the mis-
fortunes began within 
the past few years, the 
ghost may have beef 
with Double D’s itself. 
Perhaps they’re a femi-
nist and object to the 

sports grille’s name. 
Double D’s reopens soon after delays from a 

rainy season, and I encourage all of you to go in 
to take a look around for research purposes – and 

grabr a burger too. Keep 
your eye out for glasses 
sliding on their own, 
static TV channels 
(although Comcast 
sucks, so that’s 
probably realis-
tic), or fries mys-
teriously disap-
pearing (though 
it is more than 
likely that your 
sibling will be 
the culprit for 
that one).

The new features of the remodel include over 25 
TVs and a menu upgrade. One can expect mouthwa-
tering burgers, wings, sandwiches, and pasta. There 
will also be no more pool tables in order to control 
noise levels.
(Sources: Mercury News, Marin Independent Journal)

what a grave mistake you have made. She lets out 
a scream that you’re surprised anyone other than 
a dog can actually hear, and you decide the best 
way out is to run. 

You make it halfway down the driveway 
before a dark object comes flying at you 
from overhead. “Is the alien invasion finally 
here?” you think. However, by the time 
you realize what is happening, you’re 
hit by the drone falling out of the tree. 

You wince at the sight of your own 
blood, and you think maybe you’re 
actually going to have a heart to heart 
with your sister as she comes running 
out the door. As she unintentionally 
does the Get Out Challenge and swerves 
around you, however, you realize how 
dumb of a thought that was. With tears 
running down her face, she picks up 

her pink-orange-yellow-green limited 
edition ombre HydroFlask that had rolled down the 
driveway, only to discover the biggest dent she’s 
ever seen. She cradles the bottle like the fallen 
soldier it is.

Merry Christmas, you’ve just made your life a 
living nightmare.
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Time to open my brother’s gift. I could already 
see the guilt in my brother’s eyes from getting 

me a very last minute gift, revealed from his 
darting eyes and sloppy wrapping job. As 

I opened the present, I couldn’t believe 
my eyes as Bob Ross’ head emerged from 
the packaging. Well, to clarify, the chia 
pet version of Bob Ross. I looked at my 
brother incredulously as he uncomfort-
ably cleared his throat. “Wow. That’s 

fantastic,” I thought sarcastically; a lovely 
replica of Bob Ross’ head for me to grow chia 
seeds upon. 

And lastly was my dad, known for being the 
go to person to give gifts that send 
subliminal messages. Once again, I 
tore open the packaging and books 
tumbled out. The first book was a 
real winner titled Time Management, 
by Debra Tyler, that was as riveting 
as watching paint dry. As I read the 
title, I got the message real clear from 
my dad who was trying to tell me I 

needed to improve my time manage-
ment skills. As a real bonus, the two 

other “books” turned out to be a calendar 
and a planner so I could get right on my “time 
management and productive planning!”

 So I guess I really caught the dub last 
Christmas, and I put my sweater, bath products, 
Bob Ross chia pet, and planner to good use. I 
return from my flashback slightly sweaty, hands 
shaking, and my dad shaking my shoulders. Now 
for this upcoming Christmas, I won’t be surprised 
if I get something along the lines of a scratchy 
sweater along with a Barack Obama chia pet.
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