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Hein scrutnizes Starbucks
by Marissa Hein
Graphics Editor 

If you’re anything like me, you’ve probably been 
waiting for Starbucks’ line of fall themed drinks to 
come back in season since last April. Luckily for us, 
Pumpkin Spice Latte season descended on us on the 
wonderous date of Aug. 24. To celebrate, I’ve taken 
the liberty of trying all four � avors, both iced and 
hot, within the span of three days (it’s a full time 
job), just so I could narrow down exactly what your 
favorite fall Starbies order says about 
you. That’s what we call dedication 
to journalism, de� nitely not 
just an excuse to get Star-
bucks multiple times in a 
day. Now, without fur-
ther ado, here is what 
your favorite seasonal 
Starbucks drink says 
about you:

Pumpkin Spice 
Latte :  Let ’s  be 
honest. If a Pumpkin 
Spice Latte is your 
go-to order, you are 
at least a little bit 
(most likely a lotta 
bit) basic. You’re de� -
nitely the mom friend 
and a future soccer mom, 
so you might want to invest in 
that minivan sooner rather than 
later. You probably prefer playing it 
safe and like to keep an easygoing attitude, 
but are always on top of the latest trends. We can all 
depend on your autumn posts straight from Pinterest, 
but you might want to cut back a little on that Tik 
Tok and Instagram screen time.

Pumpkin Cream Cold Brew: If the Pumpkin Cream 
Cold Brew is your go-to fall drink, you are probably a 
VERY alert person. With that much caffeine running 
through your veins, it is guaranteed that you are 
on top of everything and a #girlboss. It’s also giving 
“Dad who secretly loves the fun Fall drinks, but is too 
embarrassed to bring a Pumpkin Spice Frappuccino to 
a meeting” vibes. You’re also probably very observant 
and a major snoop and the rest of us should never 
try to sneak things past you; we have no chance. 

This order also comes with accepting that you 
are extremely chaotic and are WAY too loud at eight 
in the morning. 

Apple Crisp Macchiato: Apple Crisp Macchiato 
enthusiasts are the artsiest of Starbucks lovers. You 
are very down to earth and value your creativity and 
outside-of-the-box thinking above all else. You’ve 
de� nitely taken at least one art class in your life. 
Reading by the � replace is your ideal Friday night. 
You prefer tea to coffee and you love Polaroids. 

At least 80 percent of your camera 
roll is chock-full of pictures of 

your friends. I’m also getting 
lots of cat-person vibes. 

You love nostalgia and 
feeling all the feels. 

The best surprise 
is waking up to 
a new Snapchat 
� ashback from 
a year ago. On 
the flip side, 
you might � nd 
yourself crying 

to Taylor Swift a 
little more often 

than you’d like 
to admit.

Pumpkin Spice 
Frappuccino: If you 

get the Pumpkin Spice 
Frappuccino on a regular 

basis, or honestly at all unironi-
cally, you are a literal child. You probably 

still think ‘your mom’ jokes are the epitome of 
humor, but I promise you, they’re not. Please just 
have an original thought for once. They’re not funny. 
They were never funny, especially when they are 
the only thing in your vocabulary. This drink is 
literally arti� cial pumpkin pie in a cup; although 
it could be refreshing on a hot afternoon, there 
are so many better options and I suggest — no, I 
beg you — to please consider seriously evaluating 
your life choices. You also might’ve been one 
of those kids in middle school who drew cat 
whiskers on your face and actively ran a tumblr 
blog. I mean same, but it might be time to 
move on.
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by Cara Davidson
Center Editor

So in case you didn’t already know, I work 
at a boba shop. Yeah. Minimum wage just got 
better: I get one free boba a day and I get 
to experience the wondrous perks of, you 
know, working in a boba shop. So, what’s 
the new story of the week on my long list 
of boba shop endeavors? This time it’s the 
fact that I spilled an entire 16(?) oz cup of 
boba on myself. 

Keep in mind for this particular day, I had 
a LOT of homework to do. Like a disgusting 
amount. So naturally, I’d asked my coworker 
to cover the second half of my shift so I 
didn’t come home exhausted from pouring 
peach jam into a cup. For the entire day I 
was slightly on edge, but then again how 
could I not be?? I had to remake like SEVEN 
grapefruit refreshers. 

To begin the adventure, I have an appe-
tizer for the disaster that is yet to come. 
Earlier, I was pouring boba into a cup when 
a customer had a question. Being the deter-
mined and hardworking boba maker I am, 
I immediately jumped to their rescue and 
added their desired scoop of rainbow jellies 
that they were so desperately missing. I 
mean seriously, what EVER would they 
have done if I’d forgotten it!? Died?? 
WORSE?! Anyways, I go back to � lling 
up cups of boba and my (apparently) 
massive elbow STRIKES down the 
previous cup of boba! DISAS-
TER. Boba is everywhere. 
Terror lines the streets. 
Sticky syrup is all over 
me. The world 
moves in 

Gruetter’s doctor misdiagnoses her with Lyme Disease
by Katherine Gruetter
Culture Editor

A surprising plethora of celebrities struggle with 
Lyme disease, a tick borne illness that causes 
symptoms including fevers and fatigue. The list 
boasts names like famous model Bella Hadid, 
actor Alec Baldwin, President George W. Bush, 
and for one week, me. 

When I was in second grade I was bit 
by a tick. In my armpit. It hurt. Bad. As a 
result of this horrendous assault, my mother 
dragged me to the doctor’s of� ce for 
a blood test that would eventually 
tell me and my family whether the 
tick had Lyme Disease and passed 
the illness on to me. Blood tests were 
a new concept to eight year old me, so 
this trip proved to be… enlightening, to 
say the least, introducing me to a new kind 
of anxiety: the thought of moving while 
getting my blood drawn. Although the 
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by Emerson Morley
Media Production Editor

Like any good senior looking for 
a fun science class, I immediately 
selected the beloved Agroecology. What 
is agroecology, you ask? It’s the way 
agriculture interacts with its environ-
ment. But more importantly, agroecol-
ogy is an excuse to eat fresh food, 
hang out with bunnies and gossip 
about our fast-approaching Coro 
while weeding. 

I assumed Agroecology would 
involve planting a couple of carrots 
and weeding a couple plants, but boy 
was I pleasantly surprised. Instead of 
enjoying my time in the sun, clearing 
my plot so it’s suitable for plants, I spent 
two class periods ripping a three foot tall 
lavender bush out with my bare hands while 
sweating profusely and cussing out bumble bees. Save 
the bees? No, save the closest agro kid.

My most recent chore in the garden has been 
taking care of the chickens. Feeding the ladies is 
a blast. I just make sure they have enough food, 

process itself is not overly painful, that constant worry of 
� inching in a way that rips the needle out of you — well, 
it doesn’t bode well for my mental state. I won’t elaborate.

In response to my worries, the blood test results did a funny 
little thing. They told me I was negative for Lyme disease, but 

positive for H. Pylori, a stomach bacteria. This meant I had 
to take a second test a few days later, to reaf� rm the Lyme 
disease results and make sure that I was not acting as host 
to some unpronounceable abdominal bacteria. By this point, 

I was not doing too well, but I was also doing great. I had 
become the most important thing in Ms. Pupkin’s 

2nd grade class for four days, and I got to show 
everyone the bruise forming on my arm from 

excessive needle poking. Three days later, on an 
anxiety ridden Friday, I got a second blood test. 

Sadly, I was not hosting millions of weirdly shaped bacteria 
in my stomach. I kind of missed them honestly, we were homies 

although they were imaginary (like most of my friends), . But 
do not fret, for the Lyme Disease results had yet to be veri� ed. 

Which meant for one, horrifying week, I had to ingest a 
foul substance to combat an illness I might not have even had!

It was pink and overly sweet, in a way that made it almost bitter. 
The loathsome matter had to be taken twice a day, meaning torture 
was prolonged and inescapable. The worst part of the situation was 
that my “misdiagnosis” spanned the week of Thanksgiving, which 
left the one part of the year speci� cally meant for delicious delicacies 
and scrumptious servings overshadowed by a pink liquid necessary for 
combatting a disease I did not have. 

That’s right. About a week after my blood test was taken, my mom 
received a call con� rming I did not have Lyme disease, and therefore 
medication was no longer necessary. Sweeter words have never been 
spoken, for I was � nally rid of alarming blood tests, unknown illnesses, 
and disgusting drugs. Despite this relief, I would miss the constant 
swarm of people surrounding me, begging to know how my magical 
trip to the doctor was. My childhood fame had sadly come to an end.

Although my childhood is � lled with random and often disturb-
ing stories like this, this tale is the one I love telling the most, 
because it somehow intrigues, impresses, and repulses all at the same 
time. My hope is that if this story teaches you anything, it makes 
you aware of the golden trio of avoidances: ticks, blood tests, and 
Lyme Disease. 
(Sources: IGX)

Morley talks agroecology, class, culture, and chickens 
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some nice crispy mealworms, and freshwater. 
I’ve also figured out how to make truly 
authentic chicken-noises that I now use in 
inappropriate situations. 

For instance, when the bathroom is 
empty save for me and the person next to 
me. But I digress. The gals and I have a bit 
of rapport now, but it wasn’t always smooth 

sailing. See, at one point I had picked up one 
of our chickens (properly, I might add, like a 
football), but my little Chik-� l-A was not 
enjoying our party and decided to scratch 
me with her little dinosaur foot and take 
off, making ME look like the bad guy. 

Here’s the thing that really crushes my 
pinky toe: this chicken was a fellow ginger, 

so I thought we were cool. I mean, we’ve got to 
unite, it’s 2021, but I guess it’s always the ones close 

to you that hurt you the most. I’m yet to recover.
Anywhoosie, the peak of my agriculture career occurred 

last week when I was walking back from the garden, past the 
second � oor science wing bathroom, when a friend emerged, 
having just been in her AP rocket science quantum physics 

class (I don’t know what ya’ll do). We stared at each other for a 
moment, re� ecting. She had just been learning advanced science, 

getting an education so she could do 
her part in making the world a better 
place. Me, however? I show up, fresh 
from a � st � ght with a chicken, 
wearing muddy sneakers, an obnox-
iously oversized sombrero, with a 
bushel of grapes in one � st and 
a mint plant in the other. The 
dichotomy of man has never 
been clearer. She and I were 
standing in two very different 
lanes on the academic highway. 
Nevertheless, I straightened my 
sombrero with pride, gripped 

my grapes and strode off in my 
dusty jeans, ready to head to 

lunch with dirt under my short and 
stubby � ngernails. 

Moral of the story? Ain’t no shame 
in the grape game. In Agroecology, we don’t 

do store-bought, baby. We know where our food 
comes from. Hard work and dedication. And rude
anti-ginger chickens.

Sincerely, 
Your favorite agro kid 

slow motion. Brown sticky balls � y through the sky. 
Kanye releases another album. A child spits a boba and 
it hits his sister in the eye. JK lol it wasn’t THAT crazy. 
Kanye would never release another album (cry about it, 
Kanye diehards). Now don’t be fooled. Boba is STICKY! 
Every two inches stuck to me was a squishy, slimy ball. 
It was so unpleasant. I looked like when you drop a 
lollipop on a carpet and suddenly an entire colony of 
dust is on your lollipop.

This was only the � rst � asco. I � nally get the last 
of the boba (or so I thought) off of my apron and  off 
of the � oor when disaster strikes again. The entire staff 
had just let out a sigh of relief, when BAM. I spill an 
entire nitro double berry (with TWO SCOOPS OF BOBA 
and crystal boba) on myself. For whatever reason, Nitro 
double berries have lids that REFUSE to go on the cups, 
so as I’m putting all 110 pounds of my strength onto 
this cup, the bottom slides out from under it, and the 
Nitro double berry is no more. For context, Nitro double 
berries are like 50 percent syrup, so this was not a small 
mistake. My life � ashes before my eyes as I watch 60 mL 
of syrup slap me � at across the face. Now not to hate on 
bobas, but those suckers are SWEET. And STICKY. Rumor 
has it, I � nd bobas in my hair to this day. 

To make matters worse, right as I � nish scraping 
strawberry off of the � oor, I look up directly into 

the eyes of my cool 
coworker. Needless 

to say, my life 
is over.
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