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Mailbag
Dear Architecture Student,

When will you stop compensating for 
me?

—Your Penis

Dear Yale Record,
I’m a big fan.

—A Windmill

Dear Gourmet Heaven,
It’s true. The place you go after my diet 

kills you looks just like your store.
—Dr. Robert Atkins

Dear Cadbury’s USA:
As of late, my frequent use of Dentyne 

Fire in nightclubs, bars, and other social 
situations has failed to spontaneously turn 
even one person into a Latin American. Is 
there something I’m doing wrong? Please 
reply soon; my girlfriend is a total WASP 
and could use the shakeup.

Best,
Jim Fairbanks

Dear Timmy,
When we told you that we took Snow-

ball to live with a nice farm family, what we 
actually meant to say was that we took him 
to the vet to inject him with a lethal dose of 
poison. Sorry to confuse you, honey.

Love,
Mom and Dad

Dear AmeriKan StuDies DUI,
Thanck yu 4 letting me kount hockey 

practice turd the major.
—Slapshot

Dear OutKast,
My life is a lot like what you say in that 

song. Except that my baby do mess around, 
and she doesn’t love me. I blame myself.

—Benjamin Skye, ‘06

Dear Mike,
Do me! Do me now!

—Your Laundry
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(continued on page 19)

Dear Yale Lit Majors,
Okay, just to clear this up once and for 

all: WE’RE NOT GAY. Now piss off and 
get a job, for chrissake.

Sincerely,
Mercutio, Rosencrantz, Nick Carraway, 

Razumikhin, Estragon, The Lorax

Dear Olsen Twins,
We know that you’re like billionaires 

and all famous now but you guys said that 
as soon as you’d opened your first movie 
you’d give us our faces back.

—The Lemurs of Madagascar

Dear Yale Housing Department,
Was it really a coincidence that Bob 

Weiner, Woody Johnson, Carl Wang, and I 
were all put in the same suite?

—Dick Zamboner

Dear President Bush,
I haven’t been so popular since before 

the Metrocard era.
—Tokenism

Dear Buddha,
I’m coming for you.

—Ham Sandwich

Dear Yale Students,
Rub my foot again and I’ll cut you!

Cheers,
 —Statue of Theodore Dwight Woolsey

Harold was a goose who was giant, and didn’t 
get along with the other geese because he was giant 
and had AIDS
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(continued from page 3, Mailbag)

Dear ITS,
Thanks to your WiFi Internet access 

points located conveniently across campus, 
I’ve been able to take my pornography 
addiction from the dorm room to the class-
room. Learning has never been so arous-
ing!

—That Kid in the Back

Dear Baby “Geniuses,”
Who the fuck do you self-aggrandizing 

pricks think you are? I swear to God the 
next time you even think of co-opting my 
rep I will grind your semi-formed skulls in 
my garbage disposal.

—Jimmy Neutron

Dear Mr. Bird,
We regret to inform you that we were 

not able to medicate Mr. Snuffalupugus per 
your request as he does not, in fact, exist. 
Accordingly, we have diagnosed you with 
moderate to severe paranoid schizophrenia 
and have recommended you for electro-
shock treatment beginning Monday. Have 
a sunny day.

—Psychiatric Ward Staff, Sesame Street 
Presbyterian

Dear Professor Gaddis,
I’m sorry I didn’t hand in my homework 

on time. When you said explicate the doc-
trine, I thought you said sit on my ass and 
eat chips.

—Lexy Benaim ’06

Dear Yale Record,
It’s time to turn up the heat!

—A Heating Technician

Dear Mushrooms,
Just leave us the hell alone!

—Sausage, pepperoni, and, well, pretty 
much the whole pizza

Dear Yale Record,
So I’m thinking about sexiling my room-

mate for the evening, only he sleeps on the 
bottom bunk. Now I’ve got a problem: 
Should I go for the dangerous sex, or defile 
another man’s sheets?

—Kendall Rice, ’08

Dear City of New Haven,
I really love the area you have built. It’s 

so tranquil—I’ve never even seen or heard a 
police siren here.

Love,
Helen Keller




