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• kids hate          
   school bell
• gibson reads     
   your dreams 

by Sasha Ryu
Media Production Editor

Dear Upperclassmen of 2018,
It’s a new year, and you know 

what that means : new freshmen. 
Just when last year’s freshmen 
finally started getting less annoy-
ing, a new set of 400 tiny monsters 
decided to march into LGHS. I understand if you 
feel cheated, angry, even disappointed, but I’m 
here to convince you that our new freshies deserve 
to be cut a little slack. 

I get it, freshmen don’t always make it easy 
to be nice to them. They’re prone to borderline 
aggressive dabbing, stopping in doorways 
to lace up their Yeezys, and making 
suggestive grunting noises in 
the lunch line. But don’t 
be fooled, my dear upper-
classmen; underneath all 
of the Supreme hoodies 
and bathroom graffiti, 
the freshmen are scared 
out of their minds. For 
nearly their entire lives, 
they’ve been anticipating 
this transition. By this time 
of the year, many are already 
overwhelmed and sleep-deprived 
from the new academic pressures high 
school has to offer. 

On top of their new course loads, freshmen are 
also experiencing the most awkward and frustrating 
period of their lives. Freshman year is the age of acne, 
first boyfriends and girlfriends, first breakups (with 
said boyfriends and girlfriends), and petty drama. For 
almost everyone, it’s the worst year of high school. 

by Tatum Jenkins and Sophie Kroesche
Editors-in-Chief

Dear Freshmen of 2018,
We upperclassmen tolerate your 

presence as quietly as pos-
sible, but now it has 
reached a breaking 
point. We must write 
you a letter to express 
the issues we have expe-
rienced in the past weeks 
in order to take out some 
aggressive energy.

First, please move your 
“important” conversations about the last 
math quiz, Becca’s new haircut, and how hot 
Johnny is from the middle of the hallway to 
the sides of it or literally any other location. 
When you all clump together like a pack of 
hamsters and chat endlessly, you block the 
hall and make us irritated. Becca and Johnny 
can wait five seconds while you move to a 
reasonable spot.

Second, please move at any speed faster 
than snail’s pace. How am I supposed to 
get to my class on time when you walk at 
negative 5 miles per hour? I’m not, that’s 
the answer.

In addition, when people go 
into the bathroom, it usually 
means that they want to use 
the bathroom. Apparently, this 
rule doesn’t apply to freshmen 
anymore. The bathroom stalls 
are not the best place to check 
your Instagram, respond to all 

Ryu advocates for freshmen Chiefs write to freshmen  

by Austin Yung
Editorial Editor

It’s nearly 2:10 PM. Students anxiously wait to leave class as 
they group by the door, leading to an annoyed teacher telling 
the class to head back to their seats. Students begrudgingly 
walk to their desks, while staring at the loudspeaker, 
waiting for that glorious ring to signify their escape 
from “prison.” However, when the clock strikes 2:10 
the loudspeaker emits a horrendous noise. Students 
shriek with anguish as this new and “improved” 
school bell rings. Ears begin to bleed, and a 
stampede of students form within the hallways. 
The weak get trampled in the chaos, and the 
strong thrive as they take control of 
the school.  

This complete domination 
does not lead to the end of the 
school bell, which continues to sing 

its cursed song, similarly to a little child screeching into one’s ears. 
Kids begin to fall one by one as the bell sucks the strength out 

of their sleep deprived bodies. No one can find the 
source of the ring. The number of conscious students 

starts to drop, and those still awake frantically 
search the campus. Classrooms are searched 
thoroughly as kids check every drawer and 
desk they could find.  

After an hour of searching, only one 
student, named Wallace, remains as he awak-
ens from a class time nap, luckily keep-
ing his earbuds in, which acts as a noise 

cancelling device. Wallace observes 
his surroundings, noting that 
everyone fell asleep as well. He 
then cautiously looks out into 
the hallway and nonchalantly 
heads towards the parking lot, 

by Thomas Petroff
Sports Editor

In life, we recognize the quirky, eccentric personalities of 
our peers through a variety of different ways. This includes 
looking at a person’s hobbies, beliefs, and of course, their 
preference of condiments: ketchup or mustard. While some 
may find this question stupid, we can actually learn much 
more than we think about our friends solely from their 
prefered condiment. 

Let’s begin with the “ketchup guys,” those who obviously 
prefer to use the red, sweet, juicy condiment over spicy, 
zesty mustard. The “ketchup” personality is normally more 
associated with traditionalism and a sense of tranquility 
their everyday lifestyle. Those who desire ketchup over 
mustard are often less likely to take risks. However, ketchup 
lovers are memorable for their reliability and commitment. 

 Now, let’s transition to the avid mustard fans. 
Those who prefer mustard in all its forms 

(dijon, honey, sweet, spicy brown), are 
classified as frisky and wild individuals who 
enjoy a sense of variety in their lives. The 
“Mustards” are bold and outgoing, but can 
also be stubborn when they fail to consider 
other things.

Here at LGHS, I interviewed several 
teachers and found out whether they 

placed ketchup or mustard on the condiment 
podium. Those who enjoy ketchup are AP Euro-
pean History teacher Ms. Bulaich and math 
teacher Ms. O’Toole. O’Toole says that ketchup 
resembles her lifestyle as she “really tries to 

remain calm in life” and is a lover of nature. 

LG teachers compare their personalities to condiments

We’ve all experienced firsthand just how torturous being 
fourteen can be, so go easy on them. 

The freshmen may act like they’re superior when 
they blast their mediocre SoundCloud trap around the 
hallways and cut in front of you at the snack cart, 
but this is also a front. Deep down, the freshmen 

know that you run this school, and they 
look up to you for that. I know it can 

be hard to believe that you have 
become a role model, when you 
still make ‘your mom’ jokes and 
stay up all night watching Vine 
compilations, but somewhere on 
this campus, there’s probably 
an innocent little ninth grader 
that wants to be just like you. 
I know that we’re all still just 

confused teenagers, but it’s your 
responsibility to set a good exam-

ple for them. 
In all seriousness, most freshmen 

aren’t so bad if you give them the chance. They 
can be smart, funny, and sensitive once you get to 
know them. As John Knowles once said, “If you love 
something enough, it will love you back in whatever 
way it can.” Even if the freshmen version of “loving you 
back in whatever way they can” means having a bunch 
of four foot Lil Xan lookalikes dab in acknowledgement 
when you pass by in the hallway, trust me, it’ll still 
make you feel pretty cool. 

So take the time to stop and give directions, refrain 
from shoving them into garbage cans (even if there 

was no garbage in it yet, and they were asking 
for it), and show them the respect and 

kindness that you’d want them to show 
you. They might be disturbingly 

short, but they’re good people. 
Give them a chance! I think you 
might be pleasantly surprised.

Sincerely,
Sasha Ryu

Adoption of brand new school bell irritates students

of your Snapchats, call your mom, order some food 
through Doordash directly to your stall, and pretty 
much do anything other than empty your bladder.

Your social life is not only obnoxious in the 
bathrooms and the halls, but also outside during 

lunch and tutorial. Apparently, you 
all have the hearing ability of a 
98-year-old man and have to 
shout in each other’s faces from 
two feet away as you struggle 
to relay the day’s gossip. Also, 
please pick up your trash. I 

always know there’s been a wild 
pack of freshman once I see the 

crinkled wrappers and half eaten fruit scattered in 
a certain area on the front lawn. C’mon guys, you’re 
better than this. Or maybe not…

This isn’t even the beginning of the little thing 
you freshmen do that make us upperclassmen want 
to grab the heaviest book in the library and knock 
some sense into you all. You can say, “Remember 
how you felt as a freshman?” all you want, but, 
if anything, it makes me cringe with regret rather 
than motivate us to change our mindsets.

I’m sorry if this isn’t what you want to hear, 
but this isn’t high school musical and, 

like they sang in the cafete-
ria, “Stick to the status quo 

(freshman). If you want to 
be cool, follow one simple 

rule, don’t mess with the 
flow.” Get your heads in the 
game, freshmen.

Sincerely,
The LGHS sophomores, 

juniors, and seniors of 2018

Those who like mustard are AP Environmental Science teacher 
Ms. De La Paz, AP European History teacher Mr. Hughes, English 
teacher Mr. Bollhorst, and Economics teacher Mr. Keller. Keller 
mentions the immense versatility of mustard and how it be be used 
in a variety of ways, such as a marinade for example. Keller states 
how it is simply “more sophisticated. It means that you like a little 
bit of zest, a little bit of spice, a little bit of kick.”

Clearly, we can see the divide between what makes a person a 
“ketchup” or a “mustard.” Rather than going through a long process 
of learning about an individual’s personality through their favorite 
pastimes and activities, ask the most simple question right from the 
get go: “Do you like ketchup or mustard?” The answer that follows 
can be one of the most profound, intriguing answers that life will 
ever have to offer. In fact, ask yourself whether you enjoy ketchup 
or mustard. Afterall, when in the face of a delicious, enormous hot 
dog, what decision will you make?

thinking that everyone including the teacher has fallen into a deep 
slumber because the lecture he failed to listen to was painfully 
boring. Wallace does not walk far before someone yells, “Stop right 
there!” He looks back and sees a student sporting a fancy leadership 
vest running towards him. Panicked, Wallace runs for his life, flail-
ing his arms like flopping fish. After sprinting for what seems like 
forever, Wallace decides to hide in a locker, since his tiny stature 
provides this opportunity. 

Soon after, two leadership kids lugging a sled full of knocked 
out students trudges by, squealing with excitement as they talk 
about the upcoming spirit rally. Wallace feels confused; the next 
spirit rally will not take place for another month, so ignoring his 
better judgement he follows the two leadership students. They 
lead him to the large gym, where the bleachers slowly fill up with 
unconscious students. Wallace looks in shock, then with joy, real-
izing that he could finally exit the senior lot without dealing with 
the daily traffic. He rushes out to his car and heads home without 
a second thought.
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J u s t  l i k e  t h e  c h a n c e  o f  o u r 

f i r e  a l a r m s  s i g n a l l i n g  a  r e a l 

fire, nothing on this page is real. 

S. Elizondo


