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by Lauren Sanders
Editor-in-Chief

“Disgusting. Absolutely appalling.” Mary Berry, 
the world-renowned hostess of The Great British 
Baking Show, decides to take this moment on public 
television to use her tiny, old British lady voice to 
slander what I thought were 
crumpets baked to perfec-
tion. Seething, I slink back to 
my baking station, a marble 
tabletop that was once deco-
rated with doll-sized British 
flags, but is now stained with 
my sweat and tears. 

I, Allan Ambarsan, came 
all the way from Scotland to 
show these blokes my culi-
nary prowess, but I’ve just 
been shamed and humiliated 
into a sputtering lump with an 
accent. My kilt trembles with the 
anger of my ancestors, a long line 
of burly Scottish men who baked 
the best crumpets in the Northern 
hemisphere. And here I sit, surrounded by British 
lasses the size of my calf, losing a baking competi-
tion to none other than my family’s long-term rival: 
Eleanor Worcestershire. Ol’ Ellie and me have been 
at each other’s throats since we were wee babes, our 

by Shannon Enriquez
Humor Editor

Pies say more about a person than one might 
think. With Thanksgiving around the corner, 
being able to know everything about your 
strange cousin by what pie he chooses 
will prove more interesting than Aunt 
Susan’s in-depth description of how she 
cooked the Thanksgiving turkey. We 
get it Susan, everyone needs more 
paprika in their lives. Whether he 
is an old soul or a health freak, 
you’ll be able to discover the 
truth through the use of this 
pie guide.

Pecan Pie: If pecan pie 
makes you salivate, you are the 
type of person who claims to 
have been “born in the wrong 
generation.” Though you may still be a teenager, 
you enjoy shopping at thrift stores, wearing New 
Balance shoes for the aesthetic, and eating Raisin 
Bran. One could say you are an old soul.

Pumpkin Pie: You’re basic. You show up 10 
minutes late to class every day with a pumpkin 
spice latte in-hand. You own a pair of short 
grey Uggs and in middle school you defi-
nitely owned the tall, tan pair that you 
folded over to the furry side. Your 
favorite season is fall because you 
love “sweater weather” and you 
enjoy taking Instagram Boomer-
angs of yourself throwing fall 
leaves outside your house. 
You strut into Thanksgiving 
dinner wearing your new 
combat boots. On Thanks-
giving Day you publish 
an “I’m grateful for” post 

Baking inspires murder Which festive pie are you?

by Jamie Blough
Culture Editor

As temperatures drop and Ugg boots begin to make their usual 
winter appearance in fashion, it nears the time of year 
where every night is spent in front of the TV, curled up 
with a blanket, takeout, and season two of Stranger 
Things. During this time period, DoorDash will be your 
best friend, supplying you with every comfort food you 
can think of. However, despite the high quality food 
and delivery system, DoorDash has a reputation for 
embarrassment. Here’s a run-down of all the uncom-
fortable interactions you may encounter with your  
DoorDash experience. 

You know your Dasher…and they know what you 
ordered: Your text tone goes off with your favorite 
notification: “Your Dasher Karen is approaching with 
your order from Shangri-La, Sushi Confidential, Andalé, 
Pizza My Heart, and Pressed Juicery. Enjoy your meal!” 
You pause Netflix and run to the door, only to find that 
“Karen” is the mother of your 7th grade crush. She looks 
you up and down, smiles, and says, “It’s so good to 
see you! How is Los Gatos High School treating you? 

Oh my gosh, I can’t wait to tell (insert basic white boy name here) 
I delivered your dinner!” You engage in painful small talk with her 
until she utters the one sentence you prayed would never come, “I 
don’t want to keep you long, you must have tons of friends over 
with all this food!” “Actually, uh, it’s just me,” you laugh nervously, 
“it’s a TV and takeout kind of night.” She frowns, hands you your 
food, smiles through an uncomfortable “enjoy your meal,” and 
you shudder knowing her son is probably better off without you. 

They forget part of your meal: Your dasher smiles as he hands 
over your Pho Hoa order and as if in slow motion, you notice the 
absence of a very important aspect of your meal, the boba. Not 
knowing whether to mention it or just try to ignore it and enjoy 
your meal without the key component, you stand uncomfort-

ably in the doorway. “Well okay then…,” you hear as your 
dasher makes his way down your driveway and back 
to his car. He watches you, waiting for you to walk 
inside, close the front door, and chow down, 
but you don’t. You stay in the doorway. 
For hours. Contemplating what to 
say, what to do. It never comes to 
you. You never leave. 

Your dogs don’t appreciate 

by Dana Cook
Editor-in-Chief

The orange fall leaves and foliage have shriveled up and died, 
and as November comes to its third week, the United States settles 
and prepares for one of the most treasured holidays of the year: 
Black Friday. This year’s shopping competition may be tough, but 
fear not – we are here to provide you with the best tips for how to 
combat even the craziest of Extreme Couponing moms and get you 
to the front of the lines in no time.  

Ship yourself to the store: Just after your nice Thanksgiving 
dinner, climb into a cardboard box addressed to the store 
of your choice and ask the mailman to 
drop you off out front; you’ll be sure 
to thank him for his service by leaving 
a little present for him in the mailbox 
– perhaps some new pants to replace 
the ones your dog bit and ripped. Once 
inside the store, gather all the items 
you will buy, and wait for the store to 
officially open. Once those doors unlock, 
book it to the cashier Hunger Games style. 

Dress up as a store employee: Put on 
some chic work clothes and add the nametag “David” or “Rebecca;” 

Cook suggests smart Black Friday shopping strategies

families pitting us against each other at three years 
old to see who could make the most scrumptious 
crumpets. Eleanor always won, causing my family to 
step closer and closer to disowning me completely 
and abandoning me on the streets. Now, on the big 
screen, is my only chance to bring back honor to 

the Ambarsan name.
Staring down at my 

baking platter, I fondle the 
breadknife that sits to my 
right. I look down at the 

breadknife, then up at Eleanor, 
then back at the breadknife. I 

decide in this moment that this is 
war, Ellie. This is The Great British  

Hunger Games.
Over the course of Day Three 

on the show, I begin to accumu-
late my weapons. Four knives, one 

whisk, and a baking thermometer make 
up my arsenal. The other contestants are 
staring at me with what I view as adoration 

and respect... It may be judgement or 
hate, but I have bigger things to focus 

on. There’s no way I can afford to be distracted so 
close to the finish line.

“Your next baking theme is... A murder scene!” 
Mary Berry announces in her annoying old British 
lady voice. Perfect. 

Blough explains awkward DoorDash interactions

on Instagram for your mom, who doesn’t have  
an Instagram.

Apple Pie: You’re the favorite cousin and niece. 
When asked what your college plans are, you have a 

definite answer and actually enjoy discussing 
your college choices. You are always 

the best dressed at Thanksgiving 
dinner, while still incorporat-
ing your stretchy pants into 
your outfit so you can also 
win the family pie eating 
contest. You sit at the adult 
table, despite still being a 
teenager, and lead the family 
debates. You are confident, 

yet humble. You are beauty. 
You are grace. You are Miss Apple Pie.

Sweet Potato Pie: Being loud and obnox-
ious is your specialty. You have to be the loudest 
at the Thanksgiving dinner to make sure everyone 
hears your opinion. You are a risk-taker and love 
sharing all your daring acts with your 30 Snapchat 
followers, 10 of them being your cousins. Thanks-
giving more often than not turns into a roast of 
your excessive Snapchat posts, orchestrated by 

your oldest cousin and biggest enemy.
Gluten Free Pie: You’re the worst. 
You run the Turkey Trot barefoot 

because shoes are too “main-
stream” and don’t let your 
yoga loving soul breathe. 

Though the Turkey Trot ended 
that morning, you show up to 

Thanksgiving dinner still bare-
foot as a conversation starter 

to let people know how running 
barefoot is better for your health. 

You only shop at Whole Foods, yet still 
question if their food is wholesome enough.

you are now the new, upgraded Alex from Target. You’re sure to be 
let in much earlier than the regular people. Say you’re from another 
department, but were sent to help out this one for the day. Like a 
wolf in sheep’s clothing, sneak in with the pack, pick your items, 
and just like the snake that you are, ditch the name tag, 
shed your working clothes, and hop in 
the front of the check out line. Maybe 
your former fifteen minute co-worker 
will even give you an employee discount. 

Announce that the mall Santa has 
arrived: Wear an elf suit and bear 

the news to all 
the parents in 
the store and in 
line. With word 
of his arrival, moms will flock to the mini 
North Pole, dragging their poor, terrified 
kids behind them. Unwrap yourself from 
the innocent looking elf clothes and 
walk on through the store and to the 
cashier counter. Hopefully you can get 
out of there before the angry yoga moms 

lose their zen and come looking for you when they realize Santa is 

the evening interruption: Usually you lock your dogs in the laundry 
room 10 minutes before the food arrives because you know how 
ferocious they can seem to strangers. But tonight, you forget. You 
get a notification from DoorDash and realize the dogs are curled 
up happily in the living room, thus beginning the most chaotic 
few minutes of your life. It starts with a knock, which initiates 
the barking. The yaps, or belches if you have larger dogs, begin at 
full volume, but somehow only get louder. As soon as you open the 
front door, they rush out and “attack” the stranger holding your 
order. Although they only offer love and kisses, their barks frighten 
the dasher. Next comes a series of “they’re friendly, I swear” and 
“this is so embarrassing! I’m so sorry.” This distracts the dasher 
and takes his attention away from the psychotic pups, which only 
makes them louder and more desperate. Overall, allowing the dogs 

a meet-and-greet with a local driver makes for a night 
of embarrassment and fear on both ends.

It’s hard to say whether or not these painfully 
uncomfortable situations are worth undergoing just 
to stay in for the night, but, being a very awkward 

person myself, I know I’d take one strange inter-
action in the comfort of my home over multiple 
in public.  
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actually out “feeding his reindeer” again.
Pretend to be pregnant: Don’t be afraid to overeat on Thanks-

giving; a food baby is still a baby. Fill up the rest of your shirt with 
one of the sweaters you forgot you owned, but found last week while 

breaking out your winter wardrobe and 
head in to the store. Once you find 

what you’re looking for, pretend 
to walk through the front part 
of the line to get by, but as you 

enter, spill some water on the 
floor and shriek in horror. Yell: “I 

think my water just broke! I just can’t 
leave for the hospital and give birth until 

these shoes are MINE!!!” These empathetic 
woman and scared men will surely let you cut to the front and be 
on your merry way. 

Tell the people in line that Mariah Carey or Michael Buble has 
made a surprise appearance to perform in the quad of the food 
court: Nothing quite like the treble sound of Carey’s “All I Want for 
Christmas Is You” or the smooth sound of Buble’s “It’s Beginning 
to Look a Lot Like Christmas” in November hypes people up for the 
holidays. People will buzz to hear their favorite holiday songs live, 
and who wouldn’t leave line for that?
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