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Whipped Cream and Witty Quips
I


I like to go to Starbucks with Veronica.  I’m home from college when I pick her up after school and take her to get coffee.  She is six years younger than I am.  I’ve been tutoring her in English for three years and she is like my little sister.  We take turns paying for each other and we always get Caramel Frappicinos because she hates the taste of coffee.  We ask the guy that works there for extra whipped cream and caramel topping.  When she thinks that I’m not looking she’ll stick her fingers in the top of my cup and scoop a taste of my whipped cream.

We search for a spot at whichever Starbucks we’ve chosen.  As we try different locations, we quickly notice that they all look the same.  The couches are identical, the wooden tables and chairs are the same.  They all smell the same.  Their logos are everywhere; we look at each other smiling as we joke about the logos being in the bathroom.

She tells me about her high school drama as I make the effort to calm her and give her advice.  We are both only children and I enjoy playing older sister.  The minor inconveniences and midnight conversations are something I look forward to.  

Once she told me that a boy in her class had made fun of her for being a tom boy;  her knees are always scraped, and she beats the boys in basketball.

“The boys ask me why I don’t wear make-up and tease me for being taller.”  

I always say, “Don’t let boys intimidate you or make you feel bad for being an amazing basketball player.  Those little jerks are losers and you shouldn’t care what they think.”


“I know but one of them is really cute.”  She covers the smile that spreads across her face.

“What? Veronica, that boy is an ass.  Don’t talk to him.  You’ll find that the cute jerks are the ugliest on the inside because they are to busy trying to be pretty on the outside.”  

I come to her games when I’m in town, and I cheer for her louder than any other fan.  I embarrass her and make her laugh everywhere we go, including Starbucks.  She blushes when I make sarcastic comments to the guy at the counter when he hands us our drinks.  

Even though she claims to be embarrassed when I yell “V-Mac” at her basketball games, she smiles and loves that all her friends get to meet her college friend after the game.  Her smiles are worth four hour drives home and stolen whipped cream.
II

When I go to Starbucks with Rachel, we are usually going between carefully timed events.  We find a thirty minute time space where we can take a break from studying and race to get coffee.  Or even better, we rush through Starbucks before a final or on the way to class.  The entire experience defeats the purpose of a break.

The Starbucks we go to is not my Starbucks.  It’s the Tallahassee Starbucks that is always packed, and the people aren’t nice.  We rarely have time to sit down and we only go in if there is a long line in the drive-thru.  

Everyone in the car listens to Rachel as she explains the plan of action for the next minute and a half.  We all sit in the car trying to quickly decide what we want.  Rachel calculates how we all will pay, who will pay who back when, and whether what we got is what she likes to drink.  

“Okay, What do you want, Stephanie?”  Rachel snaps.


“Umm…” Stephanie hesitates and scans the menu nervously.


“You’d like a Caramel Mocha.  Good.  That’s what I always get!”  Rachel decides as Stephanie leans over and says to me quietly.


“Should anyone tell her that’s not what I want?”


Before I can answer Rachel snatches the five dollar bills from both of our hands and we are past the window before either of us can form a thought.

We get to the second window and grab our coffees.  Rachel pays and we are off.  We all nearly spill our coffee because whoever designed the parking lot was an idiot. The exit to the drive-thru has a huge divot in the pavement which jolts the car, catapulting steaming coffee into your lap.

When I get coffee with Rachel it always burns my tongue.

III

I go to Starbucks in Orlando with Sam.  It’s our Starbucks.  Even though all of the Starbucks chains come with the same plush purple couches and light brown tables, this one has the table we always choose.  

We always go there when I come back from college, or when we need catching up.  I am always greeted with a hug that pulls a smile across my face.  We always laugh and joke, occasionally he will pay for my coffee; every now and then I will sneak my credit card in quickly and buy his iced coffee.  I always try something new, but it’s usually not as good as the bitter sips I steal from his coffee.

He refuses to drink out of a straw; he says he can’t look manly while sipping from it.  He makes me giggle because he always insists on flexing his biceps whenever I make him drink from the straw.  I always tease him and make him blush with off color comments and playful jest.  One time, I made him laugh so hard he spit his coffee all over both of us.

We are out in public, when Sam pretends like we are a couple in a terrible fight; he pretends to yell at me and storm off as I try not to burst into laughter.  Once, he yelled in the middle of the restaurant, “Fine, but only if I can pick the other girl!”  

I hid my face behind my hands and tried not to turn bright pink.  There is never a dull moment between us.

While Sam and I are in our Starbucks, we connect.  Sometimes we give advice. Other times we just exchange playful wit.  Our friendship grows with every visit; he isn’t the type to open up to anyone; his humor and his loud personality cover unwillingness to trust.  He looks at me between streams of laughter and our friendship blossoms. When we are together I can feel the wall he’s built fall down.

As our friendship continues to grow I often wonder if his smiles and the warmth of his hugs hint at something more than friendship.


“Clarissa, you should go to prom with Craig.”  He suggest a year ago as we discussed prom date problems.  

I could have never imagined, through this suggestion, I would find a long term boyfriend.  The mystery of his smiles are forced to wait as we enjoy a friendship that is blessed by design: plutonic and warm.


I help him with his girl problems; he says I am incredible at reading people.  We don’t always have serious conversation, but our friendship strengthens.  When I have coffee with Sam it is always warmer.

IV


The coffee that I enjoy when I venture to Starbucks alone is not the focus of my trip.  I go to Starbucks alone mostly to think about the people I am usually there with.  In Tallahassee, I find myself farther than I’d ever want to be from Veronica and Sam.  


I go inside and sit on a comfy chair with a book.  I take a few sips from my coffee and look into my purse.  Once I find my phone, I call Sam to tell him how much better our Starbucks at home is and how I can’t wait to catch up when we get home.  

If I don’t reach Sam, I hear, “Hello, its Sam Weitzner.  I am unable to reach the phone right now but leave a message.  Oh, if you know the word of the day, go ahead and give it a shot!”  Of course, I guess and then I continue reading whatever book I decide to bring along


I never bring a school book; it ruins the relaxed atmosphere.  I run my finger around the lid of my cup and allow myself to escape from the chaos of the day.  Before I leave, I finish my last sip of Frappicino, toss my cup into the tall black trash can and fill my nose with the scent of coffee grinds.   

