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NOW THAT Grandpa's little Tasty Kake is growing up—growing
up so very, very fast—I think it's time that you had a special place
of all your own. A place for your thoughts, your dreams, your
stickers, and those "Cathy" comic strips you are forever clipping from
the Sunday paper.

This isn't some doodle-book for you and that Mexi-Jew friend of yours to fill with
dirty pictures of boys and landscaping machinery. You wouldn't want those kinds
of things near your special place, and this diary is your special place.

I know that life hasn 't always been easy for you, Courtney, but that's the way it
goes for everyone. We all have our annoying illegitimate half-Canadian half-
brothers to deal with. But the important thing is for you to remember the good
times, and learn from the bad times. That's what this diary is for.

Remember that your father, Bobby, is a good man, as good a son-in-law as an
old fart could hope for. I gave him that job as night shift assistant manager in
the Tasty Kake factory because he was my son-in-law. He's kept it for fifteen
years because he's earned it.

Remember that your mother, Bobbi, is a kind woman, a giving woman, an easy
woman whose affections often get the best of her. I see a lot of your mother in
you, Kourtney-Kake, and I can feel it too, in the way you give those special hugs.
Keep those hugs special, by keeping them clean and pure, like a hug

between Americans on Christmas, the kind of hug a Grandpa can

be proud of.

Remember to forget your brother's father. It's bad enough that

Corey Pete took the name of that Canadian rogue, the mysterious Mr.

Pete, but you certainly don't need to make the situation worse by torturing your
parents with questions and reminders of a mistake Bobbi made a long, long time
ago. 1l tell you what I told her then: forget Canada, it's really not that hard
once you try.

Remember your roots—you may be a Delaware girl, but you're no Dover trash,
you ve got four generations of Wilmington class behind you. That counts for
something at the Jersey shore, let me tell you.

This diary is a hug from me to you, a safe place that will always be there for you,
even when I'm not. So please don't put any dirty pictures of truckers and rockers
on your grandpa's hug. That would be like putting them on my coffin. Please
don't decorate your Grandpa's coffin with filthy stickers.

Love,
Grandpa Bristow

Diary is a parody created by The Stanford Chaparral, published six times during the college year
under the auspices of the Hammer and Coffin Society. Subscriptions are fifteen dollars a year, single copies
and back issues three dollars. Make all checks payable to The Stanford Chaparral, Address all :
communications to: The Stanford Chaparral, P.O. Box 18916, Stanford, CA 94309 Send e-mail to:
oldboy@chappie.stanford.edu Wit and persiflage for the electronic age: chappie.stanford.edu The
Chaparral is produced with Macintosh computers and Friendship and Metaphors for Friendship. All
material ©2001 The Stanford Chaparral.
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. Dear Diany,

I finally kwow what T want to be when I

grow up. [ want to be a writen fon the awand-winning T Then Luat

NEO oniginal television series, “Sex and the City.” | like, ‘Men are like
dildog, but instead of
batteries, Hqcl«] have

my drequ Come thue. Avmb—boyes.”

So how are Yeah— Yeah, he's pretty dumb. Well, wov knon what
hm with your ) (16 he dunb or He i 3 MAN, you know. But it's men are good for, cex and.. BONERS!I
ncw boqfwcnd? what? nice to fima”»l have Some gex. /

Iy T practice real Rond, moybe someday I con make

So then the 8v ——hc
was o dumb—wag Ilk@ “fha\/c
3 bone to Pro[c with b’ou

YOUR.
<
Q) & “E\ :

: ! Men ¢eem to have
Do you think, ag women o Cree, | don't know,
('f‘hc 9‘10@ i Dot v ;C”? Miranda. corneved the market on dumbness
= - and BONERSI!I




ean Diany,

[ Rkad the straugest dream last
wight. TRe worlds ofy my favotite
E sutentQinments, “Sex aud the City" oud
“Cathy,” collided. Tt wos amazikg. .

R\
I've got to stop smoking cigarettes if [ want
Aidan to like me... He hates smokers—and
he’s such a rare gem of a guy—so if [ want
to catch this one, I'll have to quit.

2. ['ve got to get thb
% column done by

| the deadline, but I
can’t work because
I’m so stressed out
about lying to
Aidan about my
affair with Mr.
Big—my personal
life is definitely
hindering my
professional one./

I love chocolate so
much! But it makes
me fat! AACK!

There are so many
more papers in my
IN box than my

OUT box! AACK!

I was with two amazing Black
men last night. And let me tell you

something, Carrie, that was the
tastiest Oreo cookie I ever had.

Dealing with my father's death
has been really trying, especially
when it comes at a time with so
much personal and professional
stress—between tight deadlines
and less-than-“tight” third dates,

I just don’t have time to grieve./

/"My mom
wants me to
get married!

"I really needed a
vacation, but now
that I'm there, I
need a vacation

from my vacation!
AACK!




Dear Diony,
' never fonget my first big slumber party. It was a blast and a haly!

A slumber party's just not a slumber
panty without pajamas aud kair—and we
had plenty of both!

Who wvited the Trucker? AACK!

FLASHEACKI
[ did!



TRene was plexty oy Rair to go arnound.

Aud Rere's a secnet my wom taught me:

tuckers Rave GREAT Rauds.

Trucker! Sfrench braids wene so
6th grade!

Trucker nomally fas a super sense o
style, so we knew something was bothering
Rim. No oue can escape Foy Trouble, wot
even Trucker. AACK!




Trucker's wood picked up when Re
got a call from a special someone

he wet on a run tﬂnougﬁ Texankana.

It's Rim!
At sbumber panties, Righ fives are ob. ..

o e e g

but fugs are the best!

Baigyl




Trucker's special friend, KRocker,
gets Relped through Ris split-end
disaster.

Dad told Twcker that thou shalt wot
Slumbereth with pre-teens. I Rate going
to Catholic homeschool.

Sigh... Sowmetimes T dou't kwow which is
toughen ou the Reart—obeiug a pre-teen,
Ol being Q trucker.




Dear Diony,

What a erozy week T've had!

[ just leanned fow to use the intennet, and T Rave been hanging out in these cyberkewl chat
rooms and meeting all kinds ofy new friends.

Just a frew days ago, T met the wicest ginl. Hex name was Many and she was also from
my town. She is also ourteen, and she Likes music and sleepoven panties aud
fuiendships, just like me. So we decided to meet at the mall fon some sundoes. But thex,
when T got there, it tumed out that "Many" wos actually a 45 yean old ZFET agent
wawed Mank Jegrpnies. 4le had a badge and a guin and Re doesn’t Like sleepobers on
friends on wmusic, even. He thought that I was some sick old man who wonted to do bad

- things to little gils. But T'm uot.

& old FET ageut named Sophia. Tt tumws out that she is the youngest

-~ whew T got thete, "Phillip" tummed out to be a founteen year obd ginl

- Just a few days ago, [ met the wicest pedophile ouline. dis name is Bex

- Just a gew days ago, T met the wicest gind. Hen name was Jennirer oud

~ cream. When she got there, T realized that T wasn't a founteen yean old

Just a few days ago, T wet the uicest TFBT agent. His uame is Phillip
Hoover and fe likes friends aud talking and emotions and flowers that
are really metaphors fron things that are lovely. So we agreed to meet
at the wall fron some coppree, even though T dow't Like cofyee. Bt thew,

named Potnicia, who has a thing on CFBT agents and thought that T
wight be one.

and ke Loves sleeping bags and candles and Oujia boands and bedtine,
just like me. So we decided to meet at the Local Rourly motel to Rave a
steepoven. Bt then, when I got there, it was actually a fourteen year

BT agent even, Something ok an investigative prodiqu. So I said
9 9 of 9 prodigy

‘Congnatulations, and weut Rome.

she wos from a town nean the mall and she Likes lip-gloss and stickers
ond jumpers, just like we. So we decided to weet at the mall fon ice

gl at all, but a 45 year old pedophile Runting fourteex year old ginls
on the intennet. Aud it was so lucky, because she tumed out to be a
SFET agent! T was anrested ou the spot!

| Just a frew days ago, T wet the nicest ZFET agent at the wall, ond Re said that I should

go Rome aud check wy email, because Re already emailed me and told we that fe was a
frounteen year obd gind who wanted to be friends. “When I got Rome, T made plaws to meet
a pedophile at the mall.

Just a frew days ago, I met the wicest FET agent ouline, which was really good,
because I am also au FFET agent, but T am really lonely, so we decided to meet at the
mall fon sleepovers and sundaes, which we both like.

Just a few days ago, I wet J. Edgar Hoover oubine, and ke said that ke was a
pedophile and also an EFBT agext, which was pengect because T am a fourteen year old \ove,
gint who likes to pretend to be a 45 yean old penvent while T touch myselyy. Ihat Luckl (}OUWM




Dear Diany,

Last weekend, [ went offy in Search of the mysterious aud elusive M Pete, the wily Canadion

adultener and frather ofy wy halt-brothen Corey Pete. T had to see him fron mysel;.

%
He was well Ridden—~Ais time in Conadian [ntelligence

tnained Rim in the ancient Canadian ant of deception—but
his roquish glasses aud thuggish cap gave Rim away.

While Re was burking around outside, T erept into Ris
Rotel noom and broke into Ris Canadion Mini-Ban.
(Mow told e that Mii-Bars are always a tip-ofsty. )

Like any adulterer, Re was panawoid. de
looked this way ond that, wuseles anrested
i frean bike a rare Conadian nogue-elle. e
crouched down, tuying desperately to blend
ito the web ofy shadows.

L

[ think he's onto me!




This is a picture ofy me, listening
to Sanak Melacklon.

[Ris is a picture ofy we, bistening to
Sanak MeLackban, being supported.

This is a picture ofy me, listening to Sanok

MeLackban, i my tiny nocking choir.




This is a picture ofy me, listening to
Sarok MeLacklan, with pills.

This is a picture ofy me, Reld
hostage by the tomenting Lytics
oty Sarak MelLackban.

This is a picture ofy we, listening to

Sanok MeLocklon, tying not to
take mysely so seriously. Fut when
you'ne we, listening to Sanak
MeLachlan, it's hard. Tt's so Rard.




Aud Rere is a pictute of my

empty bed, as Soanalk
MeLackban sings her emotions

into the turespousive sileuce.

This is a picture ofy a trucker,
listening to Sanak MeLackbow.

This is a picture of we,
Uistening to Tupac.




Dear Diany,

[ have beeu listering to a lot oy Sarak MeLacklan Lately, aud T
wanted to wiite A fyew poew-words about Row Rer hountinguess
mokes me freel.

She makes we waut to ivent wew nouns out ofy old adjectives.
Lilee "Rauntinguess' aud. 'ensbaveduess' and 'temembeninguess.'
Adjectives ane so unimpontant—they senve only to modigy nouns.
Bt the nouns thenselves ane solbid like soliduess, aud they stand
like an enduring monument to etenal remembeninguess.

Sanak MeLacklan sings to we with Ren sweet, ethereal voice.
What does 'ethereal wean? Tt means a metaphor, a metaphor got
how betrayed she feels by how metaphors can't express fow
deeply she feels the ethenealuess o betraying metaphon.

Sonak Melachlon makes we reel Like T am a metaphon fon
- myselty. Whick is a metaphon fon remenbering mysely aud the
pain ofy deep wetaphonical betrayal. Tt is a metaphon fon
ensbaveduess and fron fumbling and fon everything that is both
lovely and decaying, Like a Louely flowen that fnows it will be
dried and put on my wall i the uame of the monument to selfy-
lemembelinguess.

Sanak MelLacklan makes we freel like there are all these riddies,
riddles and chasms aud riddle-metaphon poems, and these riddles
are bike locks whene the onby keys are Sarak’s emotional
hauntinguess, thaps where the only way out is how Sanak stokes
myy soul with fen metaphonness. Sanak makes we freel like the only
auswer to the tiap-Locks is strong, feminine Silence—ihe silence
ofy betrayed nemembening.

Sanak makes me think about things. Aud by things, T mean other
things. Whick is a wetaphon fon things that Real, like
Chlonaseptic aud band-aids. She is like a wetaphon baud-aid
Realer fon me.

Sanok MeLacklan makes me freel like a rose without thous,
whick is a metaphon for lonely betrayediess and also loveliness
and loverress and ballads aud sopt pillowly support-cushious.

Sanak MeLacklon Relps me remenben myselly, wy seliy that has
been enslaved by betrayal, the selly o seliness.

LoUe,
oW




Dear Diany,

[ lnow that T Raveu't written in a while, but T've been really busy with el WE WAs HERE
Yy new boyfriend! ¥

That's night, Diany. T said "wy new boyfsriend." He's really wondenul
and T know that T Raven't talked about Rim betyore, aud I'm Sonny
about that, but T Raven't talked about Rim before because Re's not
ghow around Rere and so you wouldw't kwow Rim o aything, Diany.
His name is Gabe and T et Rin at camp and Re's from New Onleans
aund Re Qoes to New (AOMQ Uv&UerLSitg and. you doun't lenow Rim, T said.

He's a junion in coblege and Re studies Poetry ond
STrench and Re plays Rockey and Re hos an apantment in _New
Uone where ke goes to college and Re loves me veny much and
ke said that I'm beautifjul, so it's too bad that you dow't
brow Rin. (Jou would neally like Rim iy you kuew Rim, but you wis apat eeg!
don't lnow Rim, So it's too bad, because, you kwow, you dow't
bnow Rim and. evenything. de's a poet and Re wants to move to
Panis and ke wears turtlenecks and Re's also a ligequard at a
sungying beack and Re Ras giant pectonal muscles on Ris chest aund

the Tfnench Language i Ris Reant aud. T already told you that
JoU DON'T KNOW HIM.

N EW YORK Ty

Hle was Rere last week visiting me from college in New (Jork City but you i{
were away the whole time and we tied to find you, Diany, T swear, I think you
might Rove been in the bathroom on somewhere ebse when Re was Rere

because he was Rere from college and you wenen't Rene so you didn't get

to meet Rim. Gabe wonted. to meet you and ke looked SO good aud
pectonally lange when Re wos Rere and Ris “French was so good and it was
so bad that you didu't ever kave o chance to meet Rim and thus DONT
KNOW HIM. Because you would. like Rim so much i you knew Rim, which
you don't, because Re's not fiom anound Rene aud Re's in college and fRe
loves putting Ris touque o top ofy my toes and feet and saying poetry lines

in fnench and telling me that Re womts to mamy we, aund ity Re wasn't away at coblege
Leanking poetry-Crench to speak mamiage-“French to we. then you might xow Rim because

ke would be from anound Rere and then you would know kin, but (JOU DON'T KNOW
NIM.

His uame is Gabe and Re's {;nomj\(ew Onleons and. Re goes to coblege in_New

lone at New (Jore University aud T met M at camp 7md ke, Loves we and (JOU
DONT KNOW $TM. £

Lot

ceet

Love,
Countuey




My Superlatives $ a
Llost embQrLOSSinG moment: : )
0

i O}
“ocidentally denotuced organ donation over the Righ school PA system. .

(QS \ 3 y':;aj =
Oops/ wart™ il

Sweetest tﬁmg a boy ever said to we.
"Look at this fittle tiny pupae.

Oue ofy these days this pUpQe
will tuw into a beautirul, diaphanous moth. This pupae. will
wot die. Tt is my love fon you."

GCabe wos such a aweetheant!

hat evil Chuistophen Cobumbus:

3 eniption ofy t
oSt an’ctjug descrip Y Reinous, fe

o Mr. Quenbes—Cobumbus was wot wetel
: '3 : .Q/ i
s ou abowinable ikcarnation Ofy pure eVil.

HNe was a bad man.

\' /‘ Wittiest thing I even sqigl

_ O _ &ammgumg:
/\ No

HAPPY

th 1eSpouse. to my mother's insidious

[ 4 2
Mowl THIS 15 g 319t ofr Your chrouic penis envy, "

[ nubel

it

e

h .
v

Litye:
(Would be) Best day oy my
Passing into vomankood with the entite Wu-Tong Clow.

Tigen Sthel

A lastiest Tasty Kake ever, = = =

The Last kake at the eleventh Rour, on the final eve of my prepubescence.

Now that was tosty!




Dear Diany,

Today was Epps’ Quinciiera-Bat Mitzvak. This is a special day for any gitl ofy mixed Judeo-dlispaiio descent, the

day that one becomes a womon. Aud, perhaps, a champion.

To Relp fen Light tRe Quinciiena-Bat Mitzvak's
first caudle, Epps calls up Ren loug-time family
ghiend, the Mexican wrestlen La Chupacabra,
holden ofy the Quiciiera-Bot Mitzvah Whestling
Fedenation title belt.

Epps was joyous when she concluded her
Tonak portion, and she celebrated with
Rer Rabbi aud Cfather Bobby (my
Dadl), dressed i his Catholic
Homeschool unifform. Next, she did the
tnaditional Jewish blessing over boxed

wine.

La Chupacabra tuws anouud, oblivious
to Ris nole i the proceedings. As Ren
tradition dictates, Epps kas to strip Rim
ofy Ris wiestling title to become a tuue
Judeo-Hispaio “Womau.



Epps crouches, tensing Ren dlispaiio
museles (would you use the Jewish

ones?) as she Qets ready to pounce.

La Chupacabra doesu't stand a chance in
this matek. Epps Ras Rim caught in Rer

gershlugina sleeper hold. “When she
executes this wove, Ske fights with the

grenocity ofy the Jew-bull oy Pamploua.

M A BULL WITH WHAT A SCHLEP ...
SIMPLE VALUES. AND THE- RUNNING AND

ALL | ASK FOR IS THE CHASING AND
FOR MY RYE IN THE THE GIORING.

MORNING,, A BAGEL
AT NIGHT, AND OF VAT
MAYBE A LITTLE
FlckLe Tickl e

A drowing ofy the famed Jew-bull

Pamplona.
GORING? NO. DO YOU BELIEVE

PASTRAMI ON RYEY THAT TOM HANKS?

YOWZA BOWZAL WHAT AN ACTORI

AND BETTE MIDLER]

L'CHAIM!




My Dad. (dressed in kis Catholic
Howmeschool unifomm) came out to count
the pin. Oue, two — La Chupacabra
attempts a kickout, but is Reld i place
by Epps. Three count all!

Epps is applying the sleeper Rold at full

intensity, but La Chupocabra shows that Re is
the champ by ot goiug doww. But wait, Epps
is pulling ofyty Ren signatune move — “€L Eye

Pokan”! The champ is going down!

Eppy s the wew champion of the
QBWT! She strips La Chupocabra ofy
kis mask and. championship belt. As
fiends and amily dowce the dora
anound Rer, she naises Ren anms in an
exultout esture. Ou this day, my friend
Amna Epstein-Gonzales became a Judeo-

Hispaio woman.



WHAT TVE LEARNED:

1. (At coppee shop)
COURTNEY:  T'd like an expresso, please.

VAN A what? :
COURTNEY:  Expresso. =
VAN, [ don't lenow what you are talking about. ’ = = ol
Please leave. ’ V ‘ 3
No. f : ;E;i‘YE sl
MORAL: There is o “x” in “espiesso.” —

2. (At wusic store)
COURTNEY:  Where is the Led Zeppelin section?

MAN. Oven thene.
COURTNE: e is so good. T love his music.
_ MAN. Who?
n. Xt COURTNEY: Led Zepplin. T've Reand ke is pine, too.
J'a MAN. Please leave.
e ;‘ COURTNEl:  Fune. TH take this Pk THoyd CD,
/ : 2 At Least Re nocks. ~
' NO ., // . YES ! |
. g MORAL: Not people. Bauds.

&

Better than Worse tha
P &e fas wewonies Cool, casual, He teels so close to me Yy fun? : :
i : 00 Spelia
e v doesw't wkat to seem  tRat Re uses Wy wickname. Tnteqrals of me? 9. 2 _
like a stalken. nice pantastic
aln SQfe amazin
No " 11l i =iy

Was Re pictuning me with
a tan i a bikini? “Was
it a good picture?

Poor execution oYy

alliteration.

A daosh!!
No love?
No best wishes?

Persoual prowous,

degrinite bowus poiuts.
: ' Ouly 3 mouths, baby.

Not even a sincenely?

Well, maybe that would be be

bad, at least wot a ““from.”

e s that a tean [ see?!!

Looks like a Reant-to me!




Dear Diany,
MMMM.

That was we Qiving you Q Q\ng. Wont another?

MMMM.

I give really good Rugs. Evenyoue says so. T wonder what it would be Like to Rug. ..

A noto-tillen

Justin —{—iWLDQILQO[Qe C\/anietg is the spice of Qitye!
Totally Ruggable.

Bad Pitt
1st Rule of Hug Club: Would T
hug Rim?
2ud Rule ofy Hug Club: (fes!

[ am SUCH a Rug-slut!

[9OULD #IUC
_ Maya Augelou
Balki Bartokomous ! woutd hug ANYTHING WITH A
His wam Mediteranean hugs could thaw the #len phenowenally, TORsO! _AACK]

Chicago cold out off Cousin Lanry Appleton, Pesonenal Rig

and. they conld thaw the Wilmington out ofy mel Wonan




av Dy,

M/WA&WMJWM@GMWM. /Im/iag&ldmymm%
winced, e T go join U debale olub. | lewmned about” Lineoli- Dougles debating. |'we 10
wd [ 'wo weeling peoplo with witonei®s sisilon To- wy ouwn, like deboting.

zar Diany,
[ did ot wnite those things i you. T dow't kuow who did, but
F wasn't we. Who are you? “Why are you wiiting in my diany?

s Dy,
Today | van o Uneo winie wile! The Tiack conch saw we and ko was 1o
i he offered we o postion on e Thack Toawe. ' 40 oxcited!

zon Diany,
[ did not run ony miles today, three minute oues on othemwise.
i Roeven you are, you Rad betten stop illing my diany with your vile
tes. This diony is illed only with the tuuths about wy lige. (Jou
ave wo place Rere.

I

i&'_a-‘l« Digry, -
} Today, whew | wai. wallang howe. s selood, | saas an, olasage o foe. | -

h&wﬁmmweusmmyofl%mpmm precious ophaus as | eoudd.

; ! aws siply youn bettn side Couttiey. | aws o Coutlaay Uit actially

F&mp&iéa Uhings idlod. of coning howe and hamating wy loving ad hond-working

cion.

;-;fdt DiC{}LQ, f = — s e R

You have made a yatal wmistake “petter side”. (Jou shouldn't
Sve given yowrselty so much praise, wother. My diony isu't a voodoo
£oll, you can't change who T am by whiting i it. T'wm chauging the
focks tommonow. (Jou better ewjoy your ast chance to degyace M
any wothen.

Dear, Diany,
Today [ Viavelled back i Tane and prevedted Tho siguing of The Tiealy of

MOWLed Osear. Get

Dear Diany,
[ leanned all these weat games at
sehool today on frinding ot about your

.3

guture! T promise to teld you whateven T

frind out, but Rere's a sneak preview:

Tatée goun dog S nawme. T&e

of kids you'dd. fave.

Date Q bog

preguaut and shame Rim @
mto pmpos[mg to _You. =
Moy Rin. Jour L{usbamd M@ be' :

womed Osear.

J\(ote (ﬁ (Aou ?\(we amg =
a@@angtes to pets. Uou will wot
allow your kids to get ’c%ose pe’tS?
when you Rave kids. =

Thow awapple peel onto au
aucient buriol grouud ow a moonlit |
uiduight, and pit a siugle. drop Ofy e

,ﬁp,,«b@ood on it. er Spilits uSing out =
__ofy the gnoumd wild tell you who you
wild WLCUULg and cunse you for all

Veuinille U preventing Wokd Wen 2. Whew | rétinmed T wy own o, | ound a
pin. Stalues of wo are evongulone, and all tho peopll praite wy wawe.

Dear Diany,
[ changed the locks today. So much for your schewes
pothlen.

Sexutinize goun dad. QQOSng

_ Women abways manny their
__fathers, no matter ﬁow_w
Mond they resistit.

=t )or:

prsmsmassy e sz sy oS vy

- Winbel ofy etters i it is the mumbeﬁ _




Dear Diany,

When wom told we that T was going to be Roweschooled fon my freshman yean in high school, T
was really upset with Rex. Bt she promised that T would Rave all the experiences that eveny freshuan gind
has, aud she wonked neally hand to come through for me. dlete ane pictunes ofy wy finst Righsehool

dance—my “homeschool Romecoming.”

Love,

Countuey

The only date I could find was the only
other boy who was anound. my
“Romeschool"—uy Raby-Canadion Roby-
brother, Coney Pete.

He looked so haudsome w his tuxedo
shint and Canadian Rat.

Aud what a beautiful corsage-plant-object!
TRe pot matched wmy dress.

tle pinned it o with such mogic—T lenew

magical things were in store.




At tinst, things were kind of
awkwond with Corey. ..

Aund then fe seemed to Qet SO
tired all of a suddeu.

Are you tying to steal a kiduey, or
are you just Rappy to See me? A
An [ going to wake up i a bathtub

full ofy ice, or are you just Rappy to
see me? AACKI

Ok, Mowm, you're So
strict! T Rate you!




b

OR, wo, it's the mysterious M. Pete, Corey's
illegitimate gathen, with Ris tademank Rockey

stick! What was e doing there?

Mo lewew that i she plaged wy CD newix ofy
“Time afrten Time” with sauples ofy ““Wondenul
Touight,” T would drag Coney out onto the

daucegloon.

e e 5 corey!
What was fe w?uSpejrumg to illegitimate Coneys We're. ix w iving 100W
RaC RS T e e e, T Aud you're my illegitimate Raly-Canadion

ar as Countuey (me) is Concetned. Rabg-brother!




Mow wonopolized wy date the whole
wight! Tt made we freel ike that gind
i the soug where it was Ren party

aud she cried ity she wauted to.

Aund then she stanted daucing with
Uncle Conbin, too!

[ can't believe my mom wouted to cut in ou i)
dance! But she said that she wanted me to Rave

the neal expenience ofy Righ school, which wight

meOw being ditched for someone prettien and older.

[ was so embaumassed!




Uncle Conbin used to be a roadie for Aeroswith, so he knows
how to act like a rock star. He provided the music for the
uight aten I played all ofy my CDs o Sarak Melachlan
singing ““Wondenul Touight. "

When Unele Conbin sow how sad T was, Re came
oler aud saung me a special song about Row every
rose Ras its thow. Tt was so beautiful.

Howesehool Howmecoming, [ Rate gou!

Love,

Courntiey



Dear Diany,
 The Rightight of Hlomeschool Homeconing was wté&g
Vegos ?role w Lol Onoomen It was so cool o R(me a real mckz stan tﬁene’

‘tello TRome-Ihite residence! “Is my Courtrey baby Raving a
[mokes crowd cheeting uoise]” good time?"

2 U)otx freel my thunder 1od?” “T'w. gonna slay the butﬁa@o!”




Dear Diany,

Evenyone thought T wos crazy when I said I was going to study abroad. in the past, but it's

been 0 ball so ﬁan! [t's been fun Qetting to lnow thein difsfrerent ways. Cuenybody wone the

sane three colons, [ met my great-great grondmother aud almost blew up the space time

coutinmuum. The slaug neally took some getting used to—T really frelt the culture shock when

talked to a few of the natives this MOILKIG.

Me.

Phibip.

Sidekick.

Me.

Phibip:
Sidebkick:
Me:

Sidekick:

Me.
Phibip:

Sidekick:
Phibip.

Sidekick:

UR, excuse e, geutlemen... could T ask
you for a little Relp?

(es? AR, a broad. Sure, anything
gor a disk.“What's your nawe,
dolly?

Waitl TU quess. Linda. Betty. Ruth.
Betty!

[t's Countuey, actually, aud ', um,
well, this is going to neally hand to
explain, but T am studying abroad in
the past....I'w actually a 21-year old
college student, 90 yeans in the futune.

That wosn't Rand to explain, wos i#t?
€9gs in the cofryee, I'd say.

L...uk, quess uot.. T quess I was
thinking no one would believe me.

Uou're oue cooky twist, you kwow that
gilie? So you're behind the eight-ball,
[ take it? Down on your uppers?

Don't be a Dumuy; she doesu't buow what
that means. [to me] Mo spondulix?

[ thine T need to go to the city Librony.

Ha, you're tooting the wrong ringex,
asking Rim 'bout Libranies!

Close your Read, you Lug!

OR, don't throw au ig-bing. lJou've just
had oue too mony smells from the bannel
today.

We've abways duuk out of the same
bottle, Philip.

Phibip:

Me.

Philip:

Me.

Phidip:

Me.

Phibip:

Phibip:

tley, that was a pretty clever pun. And
you'ne night-now, c'wow, you wow T think
you'e a night gee.

Well, ity it's the Librany, we'ld have to
take it ou the Reel and toe wow that we've
got Q tuip for no bisCuits.

No.. .biscuits?

Jou said it, sisten. MNow oun glivver's
brokew and we could just grab a Rack i
we had awy sugar, but we don't. Are your
getaway sticks Ritting on all eight?

My getoway sticks?
UJeal, your pins! erg freebin' stroug?
Un, waybe...?

[pause] lave T ever told you that
you'te oue confused. tomato?




Dear Diany,

[ yound this i Daddy's coat when I was
looking fron his can keys. Tt was so poetic. and
uenly teangul, T kept it to pouden over. Is this
because I didu't go to Take Our Daughters to
Work Day?

W 4 Mlet AT THE Frct 12y

So Lol
oot ~E
1 @@L WHY Yo WATE ME

My o9 T pvew HE WATES ME

Cowsemes
Flups my woee USATESEACT

Cur W (VT TRIE my Dlawiny, And then. most dismessimg o all, T found
/}41’?« ChomlEY 3 this note in Ris othen pocket.
‘Cﬁbﬂfﬂf Y, g™ = =
£ 50 BAO ‘Wé‘ :
M;( ol “50-FNTHFUL WIFE (BB |, ﬂ};?b’&;wﬁiﬂvg ’TD QTM‘,F'&G;{U&»'

= = "ECWY\OP'\EV -

& )
W T SE(vD FLOO™ yepr
e st BV T Epmpur
ey ero WO
Gifice, LTS
E e oo

wrkf:?




at the Stanford Directory

_and SSE's Summer Businessesi'.,r

seeking :student or recent grad to lead the
Stanford Directory - the largest business
project on campus
AND

seeking : students and recent grads to fill
positions in graphic design, prose writing,

layout, web design

AND: . -

seeking : student entrepreneurs to run
summer businesses on campus

Application deadlines in late February and early March
get all the facts at:

sse.stanford.edu/jobs

STANFORD STUDENT
ENTERPRISES I~




