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Letters to the Editor
Where's Matt? 
Fired, concerned 
reader hopes

It pains me deeply to write to 
you of a grave subject, but I 
have analyzed the situation 
closely, and I conclude that it’s 
my duty as a dignified member 
of society. I demand that you 
take action against one of your 
staff members. Matt Sandbank.

I have been a faithful reader 
for two and a half years. But for 
those two and a half years, I 
have stood by silently and 
watched as Matt has filled your 
otherwise outstanding pages 
with the rank odor of horrid writ
ing and offensive ideas, and I 
will remain silent no longer.

I will not go to the trouble of 
citing any particular article of 
Matt’s which has particularly 
incensed me, for they have all 
done so equally. He astounds 
me each successive issue by his 
lack of respect for all that sen
tient human beings hold dear, 
as well by lack of skill in express
ing that lack of respect. The 
simple mention of his name 
makes me nauseated. In a word, 
he has single-handedly ruined 
my faith in humanity.

I have spied on Matt for 
many months, and I have dis
covered that his everyday ac
tions mirror his written persona. 
He kicks dogs. He pushes old

ladies over when he crosses the 
street. He steals candy from 
little children.

It boggles my mind that any
one would ever allow someone 
like Matt Sandbank to infect the 
entire student body with such 
filth every month for almost 
three years. I beg you, editor, 
no more.

Granted, the raw sexual en
ergy which Matt possesses is 
enough to sway many weak, un
focused minds, but certainly not 
all minds at Grimsley. Do his fel
low staff members share his in
humane vindictiveness? Has 
the adviser, Mrs. Kidd, com
pletely lost each and every one 
of her wits?

Whether this letter will find 
your hands, dear editor, and 
make it to the printing press, I 
doubt. Matt knows well my 
feelings towards him, and he 
will stop at nothing to ruin my 
efforts to expose his pungent 
soul.

But if it does, I would be 
forever indebted towards you 
for printing it, as well as to
wards the person who finally 
does us all the favor of wrap
ping Matt up in duct tape and 
tossing him into a swimming 
pool full of mean, snarling 
poodles (Matt has a terrible 
fear of poodles, swimming 
pools, and duct tape).

-Matt Sandbank 
Disgusted Reader

Grammar of 
Letters needs to 
be fixed by you

As the copy editor for the news
paper and a grammarian of the con 
servative persuasion, i think that the 
writing which we receive at this pa
per is to be thoroughly condemned. 
The speling is atrocius and many 
who rite to our paper could use 
lesons in rudementery Inglish 
Where did you learn to write at? If i 
was one of them, i would ask some 
one to correctly teach me the sub
junctive, as well.

Two of the most common errors 
are forgetting commas and passive 
voice. Passive voice is forbidden for 
use in this paper by us. When those 
who write for this paper and send in 
letters is taught this, the quality of 
the writing will be steadily improved. 
This is my least favorite error but 
one of the most annoying is im
proper punctuation such as forget 
ting commas or putting; semicolons 
in odd places or, putting, too, many, 
commas, in, and, you, would, think, 
that, people, would, do, one, or, the, 
other, comma, error but they, don’t.

Things like this make the paper 
real hard to copy edit, as some of 
the errors are very subtle. Please do 
your part to intelligently help our 
staff produce a paper which every
one can agree was done good by 
our student body.

-David DeWeese 
Man on a Mission

One hand clapping club raises applause
Continued from page -8968

after the firemen arrived people 
finally began to settle down. “I 
guess those chickens didn’t 
like lime jello as much as I 
thought,” said the exhausted 
freshman. Regardless the girls’ 
locker room will most likely be 
closed for at least a week—and 
some members of the soccer 
team will never be able to walk 
into a KFC again.

Earlier this week the CEO of 
Jello Gelatin snacks issued the 
following statement; “We here 
at Jello in no way, shape, or form 
endorse this kind of activity even 
if most of the girls were 18 and 
the chickens were purchased le
gally.”

“The film that the students 
used will be confiscated, trust 
me,” said the embarrassed coach, 
sweeping the feathers off of the 
linoleum.

Due to publication dead
lines, we were unable to 
provide pictures of this 
late breaking event. Look 
for scratch-and-sniff 
photos in the next issue, 
along with a recipe.

X
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Cupid photo
In a nauseatingly sappy display of affection, Mr. X clutches 
Mrs. X to his heaving bosom, protecting her from the big 
black blob moving in from the side of the page.

Mr. and Mrs. X: 
The X stands for
extraordinary
By Don Juan deMarco
Lover with a capital L

In my entire life, I don’t believe I 
have (or ever will, for that matter) 
witnessed a love so pure and true 
as that belonging to this month’s 
Mr. and Mrs. X.

Their relationship, however, did 
not begin on such auspicious terms. 
When I interviewed Mr. X and asked 
him about the first time he met his 
significant other, he replied, “The 
first time I met who? Oh, Mrs. X. I 
don’t know. What a stupid ques
tion! I have trouble remembering 
what I did five minutes ago!”

Mrs. X had a clearer memory of 
the event. She recounted, “Oh, the 
first time I met him I truly almost 
chundered. I mean, he was the most 
hideous-looking troll I had ever laid 
eyes upon. I could barely see his 
face underneath all the warts and 
whatnot. He also made this annoy
ing whistling sound out of his nos
trils when he breathed because he 
never opened his mouth."

"As I got to know him better, 
though, I realized how sweet he was, 
and the warts and the whistling be
came kind of cute. Now I’lp hooked, 
and I pity all those girls who don’t 
date wheezy, wart-faced types.”

After Mr. and Mrs. X discovered 
their feelings for one another, they 
began dating. At first, they shared 
fun-filled evenings at the retirement 
home, spending quality time with the 
residents and then beating the old 
fogies in bingo. Then things pro
gressed to romantic candlelit dinners 
together at fancy restaurants like 
Mrs. Winner’s, or Sonic.

Mr. X’s depth of feeling certainly

rivals his sweetheart’s. “Without 
Mrs. X,” he says, “I would be lower 
than circus sawdust. Why, before I 
met her, I wasn’t worthy to clean 
Grimsley’s bathrooms with my own 
toothbrush! Her love has lifted me 
higher than anything my pathetic 
mind could ever imagine. It’s like

"The first time I met 
him, I truly almost 
chundered... I could 
barely see his face un
derneath all the warts 
and whatnot."

-Mrs.X

I’m floating on a cloud or have re
ally bad gas or something.”

Of course, Mr. and Mrs. X’s 
couplehood has not always been 
peaches and cream. Many spiteful, 
envious individuals have made at
tempts to break them up. Senorita Y, 
for instance, says, “I absolutely de
spise happy people, especially those 
two stinking love puppies, always 
carrying on like mushy puddles of 
slime.” Mr. Z, Esquire, has a similar 
opinion. “They’re both so gosh- 
darned attractive,” he says, “I can’t 
tell who to be more jealous over!”

Perhaps Mr. X phrases the se
cret to his and Mrs. X’s success best 
when he says, “I believe the key to 
any loving relationship is to always 
be there for the other person. Even 
when they don’t know it. Just pick 
a nice, thick bush for cover, and hide 
there as long as you have to!"


