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Opinion

By Sam Ettinger
Copy Editor

I, Sam Ettinger, do herewith fully
retract and apologize for my misguided
positive words regarding prom food.

In last year’s May issue of Tiger, I
was commanded to write a sneak-preview
article on prom. I had no intentions of going
to prom; I was assigned the article because
the then-editor in chief thought it funny to
antagonize me. A prom article written by
a shy introvert who didn’t go to a single

Prom review rescinded!

Haley Muhlestein

dance? Hilarious!

Tknew nothing of music and dancing.
I barely recognized the prom venue. What
was I supposed to say in my article? At a
loss, I turned to the one subject I enjoy and
could reasonably write about: the food.

Oh, the food. Using enthusiastic
words like “succulent” and “savory,” I
padded a mediocre buffet menu into a
glowing 500-word review. My article may
have included no useful information on the
prom location or the music, but at least I got
people excited about the evening’s dinner!

I even managed to convince myself that
prom food would be incredibly tasty. How
foolish I was.

Now that I have attended prom 2008,
I see the truth. Prom food sucks. The low-
est bidding caterer brings in overcooked
noodles in greasy congealed sauces, acrid
vegetables that taste like they were grown in
a municipal dump, slimy steamed couscous,
and rocks of bread that were probably at one
time given to American soldiers fighting at
Normandy. The beverages are as diverse
as yellow artificially sweetened water and

pink artificially sweetened water. Oh! And
don’t forget dessert! Oatmeal cookies and
yellow lumps that I think were supposed to
be lemon squares! Delectable! I survived by
nibbling on my boutonniere.

So, to all the people I deceived: I'm
sorry. To all the people who read my article
last year and thought they could go to prom
and find something decent to eat: I’'m sorry.
To anyone who gagged on those bitter bell
peppers, chipped a tooth on the stale bread,
or went thirsty for lack of decent beverages:
I am so, so sorry.

Maria Haras

Marty’s
memoir

By Martin Hodis
Copy Editor

It’s the feeling people gain when they realize
that they know just about every other student they
encounter when walking around campus. It’s the
feeling people gain when they realize that they
have been part of an organization, such as the
marching band, numerous clubs, and a volunteer
for an organization, such as Huntington Memorial
Hospital, for the past four years. But maybe it’s just
the feeling students acquire when they realize that
only two words represent one of the most important
stepping stones into college and the real world: high
school.

The past four years have been, for all intents
and purposes, a maturation chamber, changing both
mind and body. Everything from taking the first
SAT, SAT Subject Test, or ACT, to taking the first
AP class, such as AP Language with Mrs. Kadletz
or AP US History with Mr. Martin, transformed our
minds into sharp tools ready to conquer any kind of
test the evil empire CollegeBoard had to throw at
us. Even competitions were rampant, ranging from
competing with Min to maintain a 4.0 GPA, fighting
for first trumpet with Steve in band, or fending off
copy editors in Tiger from editing Feature articles.
Whether it was staying up until four in the morning
for the first time for the creative project for Regan
or Saving the World over at the Boys and Girls Club
of Pasadena, learning “discipline” in the marching
band, contributing to four fieldshows, working on
group projects for Ms. Major or the M&Ms project
for Statistics, or maybe even being Mr. GQ, none of
it would matter if the whole high school experience
was not viewed as a whole. In fact, nothing
“special” even had to happen to make high school,
especially senior year, worth it. In reality, what really
made high school enjoyable and an unforgettable
experience was the friendships that were made, the
memories of outings with friends, the marching band
and subsequent competitions, band spring trips, and
whatever else that occurred.

Although most seniors are experiencing
Senioritis and are taking every opportunity to
disparage every aspect of the high school, eventually,
in several months, years, and possibly even decades,
they will realize that high school, and even the
arduously and ridiculously “worthless” and “wasted”
senior year, was quite an experience worth the late
nights studying and numerous days stressing about
high school.

So long, farewell...

By Rebecca Carter
Feature Editor

Sitting here at my computer trying to
gather all my feelings about life right now
is perhaps one of the most difficult things
I've done in a while. Bittersweet is the word
that quickly comes to mind. Looking back
on these four years, I realize that I have
grown so much. Being at South Pasadena
High School has been both rewarding and
disappointing. I’ve met some amazing
people and others not so amazing. I’ve
done some wonderful things, and some
things I’d rather forget. But I am thankful
for it all.

As much as I can’t wait to get out of
here, I am going to miss SPHS immsensely.
It has been my comfort zone during
these past four years. I will miss being
on Tiger, which has been one of the best
experiences I've had here. I want to thank
Mr. Hogan for being a wise, energetic,
passionate mentor to me ever since I was
so warmly welcomed onto the Tiger staff as
a sophomore. I would also like to thank the

rest of the Tiger staff for being an awesome
team and coming together to create the best
high school newspaper there is!

Although there have been many
stressful times, and regardless of how
many mornings I wanted to kill myself
before Mr. Aprato’s 1st period Math
Analysis class, or when I wanted to cry
from exhaustion from Mrs. Kadletz’s
Analytical Journals, or when I dreaded the
confidence intervals and P-values in Gigi’s
Statistics class, I have learned from it all.
My teachers have been giving, genuine, and
smart, and [ have learned many life lessons
from them. I think what I appreciate most,
though, is the friends I have made. Each
one has made an impression on my life and
has shaped who I am today.

Lauren, you are my sister. You have
been my partner in crime since 7th grade
(actually since dance class at Westminster
preschool). I will miss you more than you
will ever know when you leave South Pas
next year and continue on your life journey.
But I will call you every day. I promise.
And when you come back we are getting an

apartment together. That’s a given.

Tai—TI love you sis’. I am so grateful
that I got to spend one year of high school
with you. Being a freshman sucks, I know,
but it gets better, I promise.

Charles—Dbff, no matter what. Since
8th grade you have been my close friend
and I know that we will continue our
friendship forever. I love you.

To my junior girls Mary, Kristen,
and Cat—You never fail to make me
laugh. Next year will be amazing for you
and I want you to live every moment to its
fullest. Thank you for being the weirdest
people I know.

To my fellow Silverspots and
Shmills! The best Yosemite group by far.
Thank you for making that memory a
beautiful one. Let’s go get hot tofu/pho
soon ok?

And most importantly to the Class
of 2008—I cannot thank you enough for
being who you are. We are an amazing
class and our legacy has been marked on
this school forever.

Thank you to everyone I have
crossed paths with at SPHS. I am who I am
partly because of you., and I will always be
grateful you’ve been part of my life.

Gangsta’s paradise

By Anders MacCarthy
News Editor

The majority of my
memories of high school take
place at the pool. This sub-
community of South Pasadena
is where I spent almost all my
time outside of classes during
the four years that I was here.
The pool is also where I began
my aquatic career. [ learned how
to swim there when I was five
and was instantly hooked.

I came to South Pasadena
High School with the intention

of playing water polo. My
freshman year, the water polo
team had 32 new students
fighting for about 15 available
spots. By senior year that group
of 32 dwindled down to ten very
dedicated players.

Atthe pool my teammates
and I spent countless hours
working to achieve the goals
we set the moment we first
stepped onto that deck. 5 a.m.
workouts were nothing for us.
Three practices a day? Normal.
‘We were willing to do whatever
it took to succeed. We enjoyed

being labeled as water polo
players. It was our identity, and
it was all we ever wanted to do.
We all worked hard so that we
would do it well.

Over the years we went
through highs, like competing
in the CIF playoffs four years
in a row, and lows, which were
losing at CIF each one of the
years. But during those four
years, we got closer and closer
to the ring.

This year it was supposed
to all come together, and while
we made it to the semi-finals,
we were finally beaten and then
it was... over. Once it sunk in,
I felt lost because my primary

focus was now gone. My senior
year has felt over since the end of
the water polo season and I have
struggled to remain connected to
school without water polo.

‘What has kept me going
are my classmates. I have known
many of you since we were
in pre-school, and some even
before that. I always knew that
the class of 2008 was special.
We are very diversified bunch;
there are great students as well
as great athletes, and many are
both. I am confident that this
is a group that will go out and
continue to do great things in
the future.

Peace out SP.

The Drama company could use less drama

By Haley Muhlestein
Opinion Editor

In Tiger, there are several things
writers need to be extremely cautious
about when writing. Topics such as
crime, school fights, and other important
events must be delicately treated,
carefully documented, and written with
excessive sensitivity. An unusual addition
to this list, however, is “anything to do
with drama.” In fact, most staff writers
simply avoid mentioning drama at all
in order to dodge the ire of the drama
department.

Any other group at school is
completely open to criticism. Remember
how horrible baseball was last year?
Remember how everybody made fun
of baseball for being so horrible last
year? Why is drama more special than
baseball or, for that matter, any other
group at school? It simply isn’t fair.

This oversensitivity to reporting
about drama productions is not only
detrimental to free speech, but also
counterproductive for the actors. At
one of the Just So Stories performances

some weeks ago, the whole auditorium
had an audience of only thirty people.
Quite a few teachers offer extra credit
to encourage their students to watch
the drama productions, but sadly, that
does not always get people to attend the
performances.
As anyone who knows

drama companies it does not handle
critics well. If the drama company is
to become a real drama company, it
needs to be able to accept constructive
criticism as well as praise. That’s the
real world, and Tiger’s double standard
should not hold any more.

Allison Kong

drama students can attest,
this is not from lack of
effort or talent on their part.
Quite the contrary: there
are many talented, well-
known and well-liked kids
on drama, and all of them
dedicate endless hours to
rehearsal and performance.
But obviously, something is
still wrong. However, drama
will never know what’s
wrong because people aren’t
allowed to criticize them.
The drama department
also prides itself on operating
its program like a real drama
company. It is completely
student-run, but unlike real




