
The end of humankind is inevitable, let’s accept it
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Apparently, Albert Einstein once remarked 
that after the honeybee starts dying, humanity will 
follow four years after. Well, disease-ravaged bees 
have been abandoning hives and dropping dead all 
around the world with astounding haste, and no 
one can seem to figure out why. Naturally, many 
people have been pointing frantically to the sup-
posed “Einstein prophecy.” The grim theory is one 
of many that set a 2012 deadline for humankind, 
and in an age where nuclear annihilation, epidemic 
viruses, and planetary collisions all seem moments 
away, everyone is ready to jump onto the apocalypse 
bandwagon. 

The world is ending, and there’s no escape. 
This apocalyptic sentiment keeps people awake at 
night, inspires hokey horror movies, and is constantly 

Dying bees and the apocalypse

Sam’s swan 
song

By Sam Ettinger
Copy Editor

It’s the end of  an era, and I am lost. 
I’ve suffered through Mr. Martin’s tests, Mrs. 
Gill’s laborious essays, Mr. Aprato’s abso-
lute authority, and eleven of  Mrs. Kadletz’s 
analytical journals unrivalled for the title of  
scariest assignment. Yet this is the most dif-
ficult thing I’ve ever had to write. I am having 
a hard time picking word out of  the swirling 
mass of  ideas in my mind, and clichés are the 
only things that readily spring to my fingertips. 
There are so many things left to say and yet I 
am at a loss for words.

I’m going to miss all of  my senior 
friends going far away and all the 9th- through 
11th-graders who must stay behind for a 
while longer. But I suppose this is a necessary 
diaspora. We collegians are being cast out to 
make new friends, learn of  new cultures, and 
perhaps become new, improved citizens.

I don’t want to start shout-outs because 
I know in my current frazzled mindstate I 
will leave out many important friends and 
comrades. But I want all of  you, freshmen 
and seniors alike, to remember the impor-
tance of  ignoring the naysayers, and always, 
always staying awesome. Also, remembering 
to celebrate Cake Thursday.

I have some advice for the students 
who remain. This summer, do something 
important. For too long I frittered away my 
breaks doing nothing of  consequence, and 
I know scores more who continue to waste 
their summers. 

Do something. Pick up a trade, learn a 
language, learn how to weld. Adventures will 
unequivocally make us more mature. Plus, 
if  any juniors need something interesting to 
write about in a college application essay, ad-
ventures are tailor-made for personal essays. 
It’s these things that students must do if  they 
want to stand out from the crowd and get into 
their dream schools.

Actually, maybe I shouldn’t be en-
couraging people to focus on college during 
summer. Summer is a time to relax and re-
cover from the academic and social stresses of  
school, which, we all know, are very difficult 
to balance for nine straight months. Nine 
months that, for now, we can put behind us 
as we look ahead to the waxing dawn of  the 
future.

The unnecessary farewell
An end has inescapably 

arrived. Yet must its arrival 
demand mourning? Must its 
arrival command melancholy? 
No, for arousing these needless 
emotions is but a wretched waste 
of that which is imperative to the 
invulnerable pulse of progressive 
momentum; time ought not to be 
squandered on such trivialities as 
sorrowful reminiscence. Indeed, 
within the broadest context, 
this is no end. This is merely 
the necessary sacrifice of  today 
for tomorrow. Do not bemoan 
this vital phase, for from the 
decomposition of  a dead night, 
borne is the fruit of  a living day. 
Transient segmentation is simply 
inherent to life. Evolution is 
inherent to life. 

Throughout this past year, 
much has been profoundly ana-
lyzed and vehemently criticized 
by this activist writer. Neverthe-
less, in all sincerity, only a hand-
ful of  the infinite transgressions 
of  contemporary society were 
touched upon. Only briefly was 
the veil of  alienation and obscu-
rantism barely torn to reveal the 
hideous face of  reality. 

Despite this lamentable 
conciseness, staunch sentiments, 
both in disagreement and agree-
ment, were undeniably incited. 
The corroded machinery of  
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social and political reflection was 
unexpectedly shaken from dor-
mancy and thrust into animation. 
There is no condescension in the 
previous assertions, yet it must 
be recognized that through my 
undertakings I realized the worth, 
the disposition, the camp, and the 
class of  many a human being. 
Many have revealed themselves 
as ridiculously stupid. Many 
have revealed themselves as atro-
ciously reactionary. Many have 
revealed themselves as fabulously 
intellectual. Many have revealed 
themselves as benevolently open-
minded. Many have revealed 
themselves as beautifully con-
scious, as beautifully human.

In spite of  this evident 
diversity and adversity, there 
remains hope, a blues-inflicted 
optimism, not a cheap fantasy, 
not an individualistic, hedonistic, 
materialistic, capitalistic sort of  
American Dream, but a humanis-
tic and realistic anticipation. 

From where does this hope 
stem? Simply, it stems from 
the birth of  a new day, from 
the fascination of  an attentive 
reader, from the recognition of  a 
complete stranger, and from the 
infuriation of  a humiliated reac-
tionary. Yet, it was realized that 
much needs to be accomplished 
before foundational transforma-
tion can truly take affect, for 
plainly rampant are the diseases 
of  ignorance, alienation, obscu-

rantism, and reaction. 
For instance, some have 

imbecilely believed that my con-
tention lies with the world, with 
humanity itself; that I am some 
sort of a pessimist, a misanthrope. 
Nothing could be further from 
the truth! Thus far, the globe has 
proven to be an environment of  
polarity, of  violent antagonisms. 

I have merely, through choice and 
compulsion, joined the camp of  
progress and change, the camp 
of  material egalitarianism. My 
quarrel is not with humanity. My 
quarrel is with the exploiters and 
oppressors of  the majority, the 
ruling minority. Paradoxically, I 
must hate in order to love, destroy 
in order to create. 

glossed over as just an unnecessary scare tactic. 
But it’s true, maybe not for 2012, but eventually, 
and in this writer’s opinion, there are much scarier 
things to worry about than the cycle of the universe 
(like why Kung Fu Panda is #1 at the box office, for 
example).    

 Then there’s that scary word “irreversible.” 
It gets tossed around irreverently by scientists to the 
ear-covering of the general populous. Apparently 
global warming has reached this point, and as bizarre 
weather patterns, shifting poles, and footage of polar 
bears clawing pathetically at breaking ice demon-
strate, it is already in action. But why should this be 
cause for alarm, and even more distressingly, guilt? 

Well, ok, admittedly global warming will 
most definitely screw with the cozy occupations, 
settlements, and food niches we’ve built for ourselves, 
but living things are all about adapting. A hard thing 
to say when a thousand-foot tsunami engulfs villages, 
but humankind will figure out how to get by for a 
little bit longer, and if we don’t, well then that’s just 
nature. What seems to be karmic retribution for 
humans overstepping the line when it comes to ma-
nipulating nature is really just logic. As humans have 
gained more knowledge of the earth, we’ve utilized 
it for our own benefit. Any animal, given the same 
mental faculties, would do the same.

 There’s nothing to feel guilty about, and, like 
a chronically ill patient diagnosed with two weeks to 
live, we should make the best of our remaining time 
on earth instead. We have the potential to secure a 
legacy better than the dinosaurs. So get on burying 
those time capsules and fossilizing those footprints. 
We could be looking at a museum called “Homo 
sapiens: The Best Living Things Ever.”     

A Giulioni goodbye

Summing up four years of  high 
school in a newspaper article is like 
trying to stuff  Ms. Bohte’s video col-
lection into a Yosemite style backpack. 
It just can’t be done. Despite that fact, 
I’ll do my best to say what I can about 
my high school experience.

Talking to a couple of  fresh-
man recently, I was reminded just 
how much I’ve grown up since my 
first color day four years ago. I real-
ized just how much I have developed 
physically, emotionally, and spiritu-
ally. But this would not have been 
possible without the help and support 
of  the people that I was lucky enough 
to surround myself  with for the last 
four years.

First, to those few teachers 
that have been absolutely superb. 
You have pushed me to my academic 
limit, never giving me an inch. You 
have made papers bleed, made me 
feel like giving up more than once, 
but you have taught me about myself, 
my limits, and my potential. Not only 
have you force-fed me the knowledge 
necessary to get into college, but have 
also provided me with the know-how 
to get me through it.

To Jimmy, John, Asia, GG, 

Asian, Tay-Tay, Brown Bear, Guapo, 
Ann, Joe Cool and everyone else that 
I just don’t have space for, thank you. 
You are my strength when I am weak. 
You are my best friends. You are my 
brothers. And that has got to be the 
biggest chain I have EVER seen. 

To Leslie, you have been a good 
friend, through the years, my support 
when I was weak, even if  you may 
have kicked me while I was down 
once or twice. And for the record, I 
didn’t do it.

And finally to my Chica. From 
photo-pals to bio-buddies to Spanish 
students, I couldn’t imagine my life 
without you. No matter what I do, 
you’re always there to listen to what I 
have to say. You are the most genuinely 
nice person I have ever met, and the 
sky is your limit.

My time on Tiger has been some 
of  the most rewarding of  my high 
school career. I must finally hand my 
title down to another, but I leave the 
section in better hands than my own. 
Oliver has been a blessing to teach, and 
he surpassed me in a matter of  months. 
He will be a great Sports Editor and 
Editor in Chief.

In my final words on Tiger, I 
just want to say that I love you all. 
And to conclude my tenure as Sports 
Editor -30-
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Allison’s farewell

Maria Haras

Allison Kong

Allison Kong


