
To my favorite ex: 

Hey, it’s been a minute. It’s not like I’ve been occupied with trying to heal myself from the ruthless damage 
that you did to my gut or whatever. But there’s a reason I’m writing this now: in complete honesty, I can’t 
pretend like I don’t kinda miss our time together. Celebrations won’t ever be the same without you. Even 
the casual ones… we both know there were lots of those. 

You have everything that something good should have. Fudgy layers of chocolate cake dancing alongside 
the tangy decadence of cheesecake, not to forget a playful helping of peanuts and caramel laced into 
each bite. The delicate swirl of peanut butter frosting resting on your top was a sight that never failed to 
make my heart flutter. And the memory of those chocolate chunks lining the curves of your gorgeous 
layers were almost enough to make me text you back on those lonely late nights. You consume my 
thoughts more often than I’d care to admit but alas, a simple reality check – courtesy of extreme bloating 
– reminds me that your flaws are far too much for me or my stomach to handle. 

I have to confess that your richness was attractive to me. Your wealth of sweetness after a savory meal 
was something I couldn’t resist. But with each and every bite, I was weighed down by all of your faults. 
1,330 calories in one piece?! Even a dessert aficionado like myself couldn’t handle that. Worst of all was 
your dairy content. You knew that I couldn’t digest that part of you, yet you never even tried to change 
your ways. So inconsiderate. So narcissistic. So manipulative. And for all these reasons and more, I have 
to move on to something else. Something that may never live up to the standards you set, but that is far 
better for my well-being. Something strong, rich, chocolatey, and dairy-free. Something that reminds 
me of you, a little bit. Cornell’s infamous vegan chocolate cake will have to do. It’s the dessert you never 
could be. One that leaves me feeling satisfied like you once used to, but one that doesn’t make me 
question whether or not I’ll need to get my stomach pumped after consuming it. 

But try as I may, don’t think that I’ll ever forget about you.

A Love Letter to 
Reese’s Peanut Butter Cup 

Chocolate Cake Cheesecake

By Mikayla Stock
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The latest obsession in the foodie world? 
Truffles. Truffle oil, truffle paste, truffle salt, 
white cheddar truffle chips, truffle ketchup… 
the list goes on. Consumers mob towards 
anything that’s truffle-fied because it makes 
them feel luxurious and extravagant, and 
I can’t even blame them: I’m part of that 
mob. Truffles have captured the hearts and 
the taste buds of consumers and culinary 
geniuses around the world.

Though luxury and fungi do not typically 
go hand-in-hand, there’s no denying that 
truffles are the ultimate harmony of both. 
The most expensive truffles in the world 
come in at about $330,000 and weigh 3+ 
pounds. And of course, the planet’s most 
expensive dish, a taco filled with premier-
quality caviar and kobe beef, would not be 
complete without truffle brie cheese to top 
it all off.

Truffle
Hunting

In nature, truffles are most frequently found 
in Northern Italy, France, and the Balkan 
region. These small fungi grow by forming 
a symbiosis with tree roots, and they take 
about six or seven years to reach their full 
size. Farming them is no easy feat either, 
and is a major contributor to the price tag, 
requiring lots of practice to perfect the art. 
Dogs are used to sniff them out in the wild, 
and then a human must dig them up by hand. 
White truffles are the most prized, as they 
are hardest to cultivate and the most fragile 
during extraction. 

But since most of us aren’t raking in 
thousands of dollars to buy one singular 
truffle, what are we to do? But the truth 
is, not all truffle goods are created equal. 
Many of the truffle-flavored items on store 
shelves are made with synthetic chemicals 
that mimic the real thing.  When shopping for 
alternatives such as truffle oils, choose ones 
that are cold-pressed and made with higher 
quality oils, such as olive, not canola. And 
be sure to check the ingredient label for real 
truffles, not “truffle aroma” or “truffle flavor.” 
The best products have sediment at the 
bottom– a sign that you’re in for the real deal. 

So go ahead, join me and indulge in the truffle 
craze–just don’t go broke doing so!

By Sophie Vernik
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