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by Emmy Morley
National Editor

Throughout quarantine, I have developed a 
habit of channeling my inner Boo Radley and 
stalking my neighbors as I sip my morning coffee 
in my unicorn slippers. The front of my house has 
several large windows, so I can take in 
the morning sights from any angle. 

At the beginning of quaran-
tine, it was relatively quiet. Of 
course, there were the mandatory 
“family-walkers,” but besides those 
brave souls, it seemed everyone 
else remained in the safety of their 
humble abodes. However, as we 
slowly began to adjust to the COVID 
era, some interesting individuals 
began to appear. 

The first to emerge was “Workout 
Guy.” Workout Guy was middle-aged, 
short, and decked out in exercise gear. 
It was to the point where I thought he 
was sponsored by Nike. Workout Guy 
would leave around 8:00 AM at a brisk 
pace, head held high, poking at his Fitbit. He 
would swing his arms and stretch his hamstrings 
before taking off at a running pace only matched 
by sixth-grade boys who think running the mile is 
a competitive sport.You can imagine my surprise as 
I sat eating my second bowl of Cheerios of the day, 
as Workout Guy came speed-walking by holding a 

by Georgia Kaufman
Humor Editor

I’m not like other girls. I like old music. I like 
it a lot. But not just any old music. I am a fan 
of none other than the legend himself, Frank 
Sinatra. A Frank Sinatra fanatic. It’s getting a 
little out of hand. A little too out of hand, one 
could say. This isn’t even meant to be funny. I 
genuinely think that I have a problem. There 
is a VERY legitimate possibility that I could be 
on the next episode of My Strange Addiction. It 
has gotten to the point that all of my thoughts 
are consumed with my top three favorite 
things to ever exist. Number one on 
the list is Frank, of course, and the 
other two being thesaurus.com 
and Christmas.

I know you’re probably 
thinking, “this young woman 
has a reasonable obsession with 
someone who passed away six 
years before she was even con-
ceived?” You might even think I’m 
the type of girl who mentions how she 
was ‘born in the wrong generation’ at least three 
times in every conversation. Your assumptions 
are absolutely correct. I was, in fact, born in the 
wrong generation. Why, you may ask?

Unlike people who are fans of the artists who 
are still alive today, I face the daily challenge of 
knowing that I will never get a chance to see the 
love of my life in person. Pack it up, Harry Styles 
fans. Frank Sinatra is dead. Stop complaining 
about Harry’s show getting postponed; at least 
you just have to pay to see your love. I have to 
settle for grave robbing. 

Now, I realize I haven’t even gotten into the 
reasons why I love Frank Sinatra so much. First 
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by Alexandra Evans
News Editor

In the past year, Guayakí’s Yerba Mate energy drink has surged in 
popularity, particularly among teens. The cult following revolves around 
five essential flavors: Revel Berry, Orange Exuberance, Lemon Elation, 
Enlighten Mint, and Bluephoria. Long ago, the five flavors lived in 
harmony, but everything changed when Revel Berry fans got annoying. 
Here is what your go-to flavor says about you.

Revel Berry: You are probably new to drinking Yerba Mate, because 
you have not been able to discover the superior flavors. Or you just have 
a god complex. You are not unique for thinking that Revel Berry tops 
Bluephoria; you’re just annoying and incorrect. You are too particular to 
appreciate the subdued tones that come with other flavors like Lemon 
Elation, so you gravitate towards the sweeter Revel Berry. You have the 
strongest individuality complex of anyone you will ever meet. Yerba 
Mate is about enjoying with friends, not gatekeeping against others 
who like more basic flavors. There’s a reason Revel Berry is always the 
only flavor left – because nobody wants it but you. 

Orange Exuberance: People who pick this as their favorite flavor 
are the most artistic and creative people you will ever meet; however, 
be cautious of their energy levels. Something about the zesty orange 
fulfills their drive to express themselves and keeps them going on random 
and extensive art kicks. Reflected in the “exuberance” of this flavor, 
these people get seriously hopped up on caffeine. They have enough 
energy as is, but the yerb just intensifies it by ten, manifesting their 

craving to be spontaneous. Be careful around an Orange 
Exuberance drinker; they might land themselves in 
their neighbor’s pool for the third time that week on 
a yerb “adventure.”

Lemon Elation: Lemon Elation drinkers are the 
“moms’’ of the yerb community. Either that, or they 
are literally a mom. They aren’t your average Range 
Rover, “I need to get in a soul cycle class right now,” 
type mom, though.  More like a “I need to meditate, 
my third eye feels blocked,” type mom.  Although 
these people pretty much have their lives together, 
they give the best advice, but refuse to solve their own 
problems. Thanks for letting me know which color to 
paint my nails, but I feel like that  ‘DIY’  kombucha 
that you tried to make yourself that’s about to blow 
up your whole garage is just a little more important. 
This person definitely takes yoga classes and will not 
hesitate to rave about their new Trader Joe’s favorites 
for hours at a time.

Bluephoria: If you are a Bluephoria lover, you are 
truly basic, but it’s acceptable because this flavor is just 
that good. You probably chose this flavor after watch-
ing your new favorite TV show Euphoria. To any high 
schooler reading this, I can assure you that choosing 
Bluephoria is not going to bring you any more “euphoria 

large Philz coffee in one hand and not one, but two 
croissants in the other. Our great Olympian athlete 
was nothing but a facade. Unexpected. Fascinating.

The second soul to venture into the outdoors was 
Dog Lady. You see, I have yet to determine how many 
dogs she actually possesses. By the time of my first 

morning Zoom call, she strolls by 
with another canine companion, 
the likes of which I’ve never seen. 
It is a different dog every morning, 
I swear. And yes, I’ve considered 
the possibility Dog Lady may be a 
dog walker, but she exits the same 
house every morning, and I’ve seen 
her fight the other furry friends 
back. If she has a reasonable number 
of dogs, she would not have to walk 
them one at a time, which can only 
leave the possibility that she has a 
cache of canines hidden away.

The final being to emerge was 
Filthy Feline, my neighbor’s cat. The 
disgusting little devil makes dead 

eye-contact with me as I slurp my coffee. 
We stare for only moments, but it feels like hours 
of intensive standoff. The contempt this tabby cat 
holds for me is immeasurable. If I walk outside, he’ll 
hiss at me, so we will stare from a distance. But 
perhaps the contemptible tabby and I are more alike 
than different. We both enjoy judging people from a 
distance with squinty, beady little eyes. 
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of all, the man was literally arrested for being 
too flirtatious. He has too much game. If I were 
a sports commentator, I would not be able to 
handle the amount of HEAT this man brings. I 
admire this ‘heat’ immensely. 

Seriously though, the man has a multitude of 
musical classics that some would now describe as 
‘bops’ or ‘vibes,’ but me? I would interpret them 
as art. These songs hold so much power and 
emotion, one simply cannot handle it. I could 
easily spend every single day crying to the mas-
terpiece that is “My Way,” but I don’t. Because I 

have self-control. 
However, I do not have 

self-control over the absolute 
beauty that is Sinatra’s Christ-
mas album. When it comes  
to “White Christmas,” all hell 
breaks loose in my home; my 
family is no longer safe.

Now I could go on and on, 
speaking on how much I admire 

this old soul, but I won’t bless you 
with that conversation yet. Lecture 

actually might be a more appropriate word. I 
care deeply about Frank. After all, he is the love 
of my life, so stop judging me.

Going back to the topic of my soulmate, Frank 
(of course), if you don’t have a huge urge to turn 
on some Sinatra after this, I am genuinely praying 
that you decide to do so. Maybe soon, you, too, 
will understand the roller coaster of emotions I go 
through on a daily basis. Words cannot describe 
the feelings you will endure when you discover 
his hypnotic voice. He’s also just like, really 
pretty. You can thank me in a Twitter mention 
after I make my debut on “My Strange Addiction.” 
This is a call for help. xoxo <3

Still, many people choose to stand by Meet and proclaim it as 
better than Zoom. Whether it’s because they have never used Zoom, 
so they don’t know they’re roughing it yet, or because they have 
some made up reasons that “Google has better security,” I commend 
them for standing up for what they believe in. However, as is common 
procedure for debates, I’m going to drop some major facts as to why 

Zoom reigns supreme.
First and foremost, you can’t even see 

everyone on Google Meet. You can see 
whoever is speaking, and about two-thirds 

of your class on the sad excuse for a grid-
view Meet has. To even attempt to see your 

whole class, you have to download some 
grid-view Chrome extension that breaks 
every month. Not ideal, is it? But on Zoom? 
You actually can see everyone! Although you 
occasionally have to click to a second page to see 
the rest of your classmates, Zoom has it figured out. 

It’s almost as if Zoom is a company solely devoted to enhancing 
and managing online meetings.

Secondly, there’s the waiting rooms. Google Meet’s god-forsaken 
waiting room not only has you vainly staring at yourself, but it also 
lets you stressfully view the number of people in the meet. This 

vibes” than the photoshoot you did last weekend with 
drugstore makeup. Oh, and where would a Bluephoria 
drinker be without a heavy procrastination issue? 
This heavily caffeinated blueberry drink is ulti-
mately the brain power for Bluephoria connoisseurs 
as they cram for the test they are taking first period 
the next day or furiously take AP Euro notes at 
1:32 AM. Somehow they still manage to survive the 
next day, but not without having another yerb in 
hand around 8:00 AM. 

Enlighten Mint: You are a peak Yerba Mate 
connoisseur, and just overall a pretty down-
to-earth person. You’ve been in the game long 
enough to escape the Bluephoria or Lemon Elation 
phase, and are able to appreciate the more natural 
Enlighten Mint. Similar to Lemon Elation, you have 
your life organized, but in a different way. Your 
knowledge of crystals and astrology is through the 
roof, but for some reason you just cannot remem-
ber what you just learned in your psych class or 
what pages the pre-calc homework is on. And don’t 
you dare bring up your recent fast fashion order or 
drink from a single use plastic around an Enlighten 
Mint connoisseur, because they will not hesitate 
to “enlighten” you about your carbon footprint. 
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allows you to play the dangerous game of trying to join class 
on time, but only when there’s enough other people in class 
so you don’t have to sit in an awkward silence with two other 
people. Let’s be honest, the people who join the Google Meet 
first are the real heroes of our generation. Kudos to them. Zoom’s 
waiting room, though? It is absolutely delightful. One press of 
a button, and then you’re hands-free, simply waiting to be let 

in at the same time as all the other students. 
For all Zoom cares, you could be on the 

beach sipping a piña colada while 
in the waiting room, but Meet 

would no doubt judge you with 
its beady little webcam eyes.

Now, don’t even get me 
started on breakout rooms. 
Meet doesn’t even have them. 

Zoom does. Enough said.
The fact of the matter is that 

Zoom is simply better than Google 
Meet. Google should stick to searching stuff, 

or whatever. It’s what they’re good at. So, Google, just know 
that it’s not you, it’s me. But please throw away your stinky, 
crusty, old burrito that is Meet. 

•Zoom battles  
  Google Meet
•Bryce Hall kills 
  Holland’s cat
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Virtual school starts battle between video call apps
by Ethan Sanders
People Editor

In the time since we have transitioned to virtual schooling, 
teachers have held meetings and classes over either Google Meet 
or Zoom. In essence, Meet and Zoom do the same thing: allow 
groups of people to convene and collaborate online. However, 
there has been a debate, among teachers and stu-
dents alike, as to which virtual classroom is superior. 
Similar to other age-old debates such as dogs  
or cats, Apple or Samsung, and 
Netflix or Hulu; Meet or Zoom  
has a definite correct answer: Zoom.

Let me break it down simply 
for you. On the one hand, Google 
Meet is like the three-day-old, 
soggy, microwaved bean and cheese 
burrito you had once intended to  
shamefully eat, but have since for-
gotten about. On the other hand, Zoom 
is like authentic Mexican cuisine straight from the kitchen of 
world-renowned chef Enrique Olvera, served on a silver platter  
engraved with the words “you made the right choice” in a  
flowing artisanal script.  
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Just like our chance of having in-person school Just like our chance of having in-person school 
this winter, nothing on this page is real. this winter, nothing on this page is real. 
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