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Gibson explains world’s devastation that is...raisins?
by Brynn Gibson
Graphics Designer

Picture this: it’s the summer of 2010. I’m sitting at a folding table 
in the church parking lot as I await my mid-day summer camp snack. 
After three days of Vacation Bible School, I am getting restless. 
The group leader turns the corner with the tray of snacks raised 
high above her head, shrouded in mystery. The answers loom 
near. For some, the anticipation is too much to handle. “Is it 
pudding!?” one child exclaims. 

If only it had been pudding. Seconds later, my arch-nemesis, 
the antithesis of my being, the subject and source of all my rage, 
was placed in my presence. Sitting in front of me, for the first time 
in my life, was a package of raisins.

I have never been so appalled and disgusted as I was that fate-
ful Thursday. It might sound surprising, but before that day, I 
had never encountered a raisin. Life was simpler then — when 
I was innocent. You see, the package of SunMaid raisins didn’t 
seem that bad at first. All I saw was a nice lady holding a 
basket of grapes. Homegirl looked happy, and I loved a good 
grape, so they couldn’t be that bad. Right? Wrong. I. Had. 
Been. Tricked.

I don’t throw the word perfidious around lightly, but Sun-
Maid deserves the blasphemy. It is evil deception and blatant false 

advertising to take a picture of a juicy, 
crisp, delectable grape and slap it on 

a container of deer poop. Opening 
up a container of raisins is like look-
ing at the before and after pictures 

of someone with smoker’s lung. It’s 
honestly like a confession to the 
crime. Showing me the dead body 
of the person you just murdered 

isn’t going to help your case. 
You aren’t fooling anyone, 

just making me cry.
I am not a picky 

eater. I just don’t 
like foods that 

taste like rotten 
fruit rollups 
and have the 
texture of a 

sock. You can’t 
blame me for 

not wanting to 
eat a mummified 

wrinkle sack. Who looks at a pruney finger and goes, “that right 
there is one scrumptious appendage.” Exactly. Now, why do raisins 
still exist then?

Now, let’s dive deeper into the philosophy of a grape. What makes 
grapes good? Well, for one, definitely not the flavor. Grapes taste just 
fine...until they are squishy. Nobody likes a squishy grape; the crunch 
is where the party’s at, and the flavor is sub-par. Do you enjoy soggy 
bread? Didn’t think so. 

The existence of raisins is not only revolting; it is a tragedy. The 
second you take away a grape’s crunch, its identity is gone. It no 
longer has a purpose. Going through a full-blown mid-life crisis, the 
grape has no other option but to turn to raisinism. Raisins are nothing 
but the squish. They are grapes with no grape. It’s quite sad really. 

I want to have a long, in-depth conversation with the person who 
looked at a grape and went, let’s make it worse. Who was encouraged 
to take a grape and suck out every ounce of life, leaving only the 
soulless shell? Seriously, were they loved as a child? The very essence 
of a raisin is pure evil. Regardless of religious beliefs, any food with 
the word “sin” in it just raises a big ol’ red flag.

For those suffering from chronic enjoyment of raisins, I just want 
you to know I am here for you and wish you a full and complete 
recovery. Repentance is always an option, and I am open to talk when 
you are ready to change your ways.

Morley explores Goodwill Sanders HATES pumpkin
by Ethan Sanders
People Editor

Thanksgiving may have already passed, 
but don’t think you’ve been absolved of all the 
sins you committed over break. Namely, eating 
pumpkin pie. Let’s face it — pumpkin pie is not 
a good pie. In fact, it’s terrible. We really only 
eat pumpkin pie around Thanksgiving because it 
seems to be an American tradition, but should it 
be? No. There are much better pies out there, so 
if those are your thing, go with a classic apple, 
or maybe you could branch out to an olallieberry 
pie; but please, for the love of all that is holy 
and great, don’t pick pumpkin. If you’re 
not already nodding along 
as you read (as you should 
be), here are four reasons why 
pumpkin pie sucks and why we 
should pick a different dessert 
for Thanksgiving.

 

 
  
The texture: Don’t even get me started on the 
texture of pumpkin pie. Because of the uncom-
fortably squishy texture, pumpkin pie should not 
even be considered a pie. It is more along the 
lines of baby food or liquefied Play-Doh. Unless 
you’re a newborn or a psychopath, you should 

not enjoy eating pumpkin pie. Sorry, but I’d rather 
spend a night in a hotel room with Rudy Giuliani 
than have that little rust-colored devil squish around 
in my mouth and then slither down my throat. 

We are already at maximum pumpkin capac-
ity: Everywhere you look during the holiday season, 
there are pumpkins. From pumpkin spice lattes 
and the gazillion pumpkin patch Instagram posts 
to the little hand-blown glass pumpkin your mom 
just bought at the craft fair, we simply don’t have 
room for another pumpkin product. We also just had 
Halloween, which comes with an overload of Jack-O-
Lanterns. It’s just a little orange gourd. Get over it.

Pumpkin is a vegetable: Technically, pumpkin 
is a fruit, but no one thinks of it like that, 

so in my book, it’s a vegetable. Anyway, 
there are no other dessert pies made 

out of vegetables, and for good 
reason. Have you ever heard 

someone go “wow, I wish I 
could have some cauliflower 
pie for dessert” after any 
meal… ever? Yeah, I didn’t 
think so. Pumpkin pie 
should not be the veg-
etable exception.

 The best part is 
the whipped cream: Not 

much needs to be said here. 
If a topping is better than the 

dessert itself, you should really 
reconsider eating it.

 Don’t get me wrong, I love 
other pumpkin-flavored things, like pumpkin 

bread or pumpkin spice lattes, but pumpkin pie is 
just too far. 

America, we deserve better during the holiday 
season, so remember: it is perfectly okay to lie and 
say you’re too full to eat dessert when next year’s 
Thanksgiving comes around and your auntie whips 
out her six-day-old store-bought pumpkin pie.

by Emerson Morley
National/World Editor

During my occasional free afternoon, I can enjoy 
a drive to Goodwill. I hop in my Toyota Corolla 
that makes every truck guy shake in their boots, 
drive Fast and Furious style toward the 
freeway, and play my most aggres-
sive music while staring down 
speeding soccer moms as if I’m 
not taking the speed limit as 
a suggestion too. 

Once I make it to the 
Goodwill parking lot, the 
game of poor parking 
begins. If it’s true that you 
can either be pretty or good 
at parking, I guess I’m pretty 
because it takes me no less 
than three tries to make it into 
a parking space before giving 
up. I grab my tote bag like 
any average environmentally 
conscious person does, and 
strut into that Goodwill with 
the same confidence Philz 
coffee brings me on a Sat-
urday morning.

There is  no section 
of Goodwill that closes my 
computer’s tabs quite like the 
ceramics section. The other day, 
I was walking through the aisles 
listening to a true-crime podcast 
and becoming a little jumpy 
when I came across a true 
treasure. It was a statue 
about the size of my 
hand of a random old 
guy who resembled 
Albert Einstein if 
Albert Einstein was 

in the middle of an identity crisis. Anyways, 
when I saw this guy I knew I had to drop the two 
dollars and thirty-six cents it would cost me to 
bring him home. That night I purchased nothing 
but Statue Man and the cashier gave me some 

serious side eye. 
I put Statue Man in my 
passenger seat and whipped 

back to my house where 
I promptly posted a 
TikTok asking if anyone 
knew who he was. My 
favorite responses were 
“ur mom,” serial killer 
“Albert Fish,” “the guy 
who fixed Woody in Toy 
Story,” and “Edgar Allen 
Poe.” I’d like to announce 

my statue man resem-
bles not a single one 

of those candidates. 
I finally gave 

up on trying to 
discover his identity 

and instead just placed 
my statue man on my desk 

where he can leer upon my 
beautiful self as I watch five 
year old YouTube storytimes at 
1:30 AM. My friends are not as 
enamored with Statue Man as I 
am, and have referred to him as 
“creepy,” “unsettling,” and “prob-
ably haunted.” 

In my opinion, Statue Man 
is none of the above. He’s not 

creepy, he’s… wise. And if 
he is haunted, at least one 

man is paying attention 
to me. Beggars can’t be 
choosers, folks.

 B. Gibson
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Kupor dives into greatness of “white people fridge” 
by Lexi Kupor
Public Relations Manager

What first comes to mind upon hearing the phrase “white people?” 
Perhaps it’s the debilitating dad phrases (dads love saying “let’s 
rock and roll” when they come out of the restaurant bathroom after 
dinner), the disturbing variety of real estate TV shows, or the obses-
sion with unseasoned potatoes. For me, there’s 
only one thing that so vividly and deeply 
defines my existence as a white person: 
the white people fridge.

The white people 
fridge refers to the 
ceramic fridge rel-
egated to the garage, 
orginiating between the 
years of 1995-2007. The 
phenomenon likely arises 
from the fact that figuring out 
how to dispose of a 300 pound 
hunk of plastic is much more dif-
ficult and mind-intensive than just 
using it as a rotten storage container.

Perhaps the most striking aspect of 
the white people fridge is its sheer variety of functions. Whether your 
family is like mine and uses it to store AA batteries that are probably 
radioactively contaminating our 5-year supply of Trader Joe’s lime 

sparkling water and leftover Thanksgiving dinners from 2011, or 
opts for the ‘medicine cabinet’ approach (think eyedrops, insulin, 

and chunks of aloe vera), there is truly 
nothing this baby can’t hold. 

I’m one of those people who 
throws out the whole carton of 
strawberries once it’s five sec-

onds past the expiration date, 
but give me a Marie Cal-
lender frozen chicken pot 
pie that’s hibernated in 
the white people fridge 
for the last 17 years, 
and we’ve got a fresh 
gourmet dinner on 
our hands.

Now, that’s not to 
say that the white 
people fridge is infal-

lible. About seven 
years ago, my dad went to grab 

his screwdriver and hammer from the 
freezer portion, and the door just fell right off. 
We tried to call the Frigidaire hotline, but our 
model is so outdated that the typewriter-printed repair 
instructions disintegrated in the storage files. Now we just pull 

the entire door off and suction it back on whenever we need to 
open up that hunker.

However, if you wouldn’t ever stoop so low 
as to make use of one of these items, 

there are other options available 
to keep your frozen meals and 

heart disease medication good 
as new. Back before my family 
harnessed our own white 
people fridge, we stored all 

of our archaic belongings in 
a refrigerated walk-in vault 

underneath our spare mansion in 
Monte Carlo. Whenever we craved 

a refreshing sip of curdled milk, all 
we had to do was beckon one of our 

water nymph servants to navigate the 
underground tunnel system to retrieve 

it. Milk really does taste better when 
you’re drinking out of a crystal goblet 

that your nymph servant raises ever-so-
gently to your mouth.

Regardless of how you keep your grocer-
ies preserved, just remember that expiration 

dates on frozen meals are for the weak. Get a 
white people fridge, and get a taste of 1999 — literally.

C. Wagner


