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Mailbag
Dear Yale Record,

Alright, fun is fun and we’ve all had a 
good laugh, but we’d really like to have our 
stolen L back.

—The New Haven Pubic Library

Dear Berkeley Dining Hall,
Despite the manifold advantages of 

your sustainable cuisine protocol on a 
macro-agricultural and environmental scale, 
the elitist atmosphere engendered by your 
exclusionary transfer policy leaves me no 
choice but to demand a return to non-or-
ganic food.

—A terrified locally-grown turnip

Dear Yale Record,
Isn’t it funny how when you say “I got 

heads” or “I got tails” it’s clean, but if you 
say “I got head” or “I got tail” it’s not?

—A dirty old penny

Dear Rumpus,
Dude, could you guys do an article on 

this gay kid that took a piss?  Cause that’d 
be wicked funny.

—Joe Thurman ’07

Dear Gatorade Drinkers,
INFIDELS!  ONCE YOU WERE MY 

SUBJECTS AND NOW YOU HAVE 
ABANDONED ME TO ROLL IN THE 
FILTH OF THE SPORTS DRINK 
KINGDOM!  BEWARE, AS REVENGE 
SHALL BE MINE!  OH, YEAH!!!

—The Kool-Aid Man

Dear Yale Record,
The apocalypse would be so much 

more interesting if I brought the dinosaurs 
back to life at the same time. It would be a 
velocirapture!  Ha ha ha!  Seriously, folks, I’ll 
be here all eternity.

—God

Dear Gargamel,
Whenever we cook Smurf, the flesh 

becomes unpleasantly stringy and dry. Our 
Joy of Cooking is silent on the subject. Do 
you think basting might help?

—Yale Record

Dear Mel Gibson,
I am shocked and disgusted how your 

so-called Jesus movie implies that it was the 
Jews who killed Christ. Everyone knows 
the Zoroastrians did it!  The Jews just heck-
led and humiliated him a little—but all in 
good fun.

—The Anti-Defamation League

Dear Yale Socialists,
We’ve determined from your library 

records that you no longer deserve any 
constitutional rights.

Regards,
John Ashcroft

Dear Yale Record,
I think those Iranian pilgrims should go 

east to India and meet the Indians and then 
they could have turkey and stuffing and ev-
eryone would have peace forever. And they 
could wear those funny hats.
—A Confused Fourth Grader Doing a Cur-

rent Events Project

Dear Yale Record,
Why do all the young people these 

days call celebrities “stars”?  It’s not like 
they explode into massive red giants of gas 
and flame and then collapse pitifully upon 
themselves when they get old. Except Mar-
lon Brando.

—An astronomer

Dear Yale Record,
When you say that I should “submit” to 

you, is that some sort of sexual innuendo?
Curious,

Josie Cohen ’06 

Dear Josie,
No, no, no. Just come to my bedroom 

with some whipped cream, rope, and a 
rhinoceros tusk and I’ll show you what I 
mean.

—Yale Record
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Mailbag continued from Page 3

Dear Yale Record,
Can you please print me?  Nobody 

cares about me anymore, ever since pneu-
monoultramicroscopicsilicovolcanoconiosis 
took over and gave me a thorough floc-
cinaucinihilipilification.

Lamentingly,
Antidisestablishmentarianism

Dear Yale Record,
Do you like me?  Check one: 

____ Yes   ____ No
—The girl in the third row

Dear Joe Pesci,
Why didn’t you get away from the bot-

tom of the stairs after Macaulay hit Daniel 
Stern with that bucket of paint?  After 
burning your hand on the doorknob and 
being doused in tar, I thought you’d have 
been more cautious.

—Yale Record

Dear Yale Record,
At the end of Abbey Road, the Beatles say 

that “in the end, the love you take is equal 
to the love you make.”  Is that still true if 
you’re a hooker?

—Mustang Sally

Dear Yale Record,
If you thought that Yale’s endowment 

was large, wait until you see mine.
—Your friendly neighborhood inmate

Dear Matchmaking Service,
I specifically requested a candlestick 

maker.  Stop setting me up with a butcher.
—Baker

Dear Dick Clark,
I don’t know what the hell kind of deal 

you’ve got going on behind my back, but 
when I figure out how you keep on escap-
ing, you’re history.

—Death

Dear Penicillin,
What now, son?!  Who just evolved an 

enzyme to denature yo’ sorry ass?  Who 
just rendered obsolete yo’ punk-ass cell wall 
inhibitor?  That’s right—me.

—E. Coli

Dear Steve’s Grandpa,
See you real soon!

Love,
Cancer




