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If  you were a shoe, what shoe would you be?
ANDREW MICHAAN: An empty one.
GLENN HARRISON: Heelys.
NICHOLAS CHANDLER KLEIN: Anything made by children. I love children!
ANN-DERRICK GAILLOT: Whatever Jesus would have worn.
NATHANIEL FLAGG: Persian slippers.

BRUNCH
Everyone is having brunch! Won’t you have some? Come have some brunch. Please. You’ll 

love it. They have fruit, and they have pastries. They have eggs! They have flowers. On the table, 
of course. You don’t eat flowers!

It’s good to have somebody at brunch with me. It’s been a while, you know. The last time 
anybody came with me to brunch, it was Darryl. I remember that conversation. It was all going 
so well, and then he broke down and put his head in his hands.

“Sarah, I’m sorry. Everything I’ve ever said was a lie,” he said.
“Darryl, whatever do you mean?” I said.
“I’m sorry I never told you before, Sarah, but all my life I’ve been... mute...”
From there on out he was honest, so that was the last thing Darryl ever said. But, he’s gone 

now and I’m here with you. Oh, look, strawberry salad! Mmm, delicious. 
I’ve been coming to this brunch spot for so long. I can remember Sunday brunches here from 

years past. It’s really something, you know, to be able to come here and say, “Hey, that corner 
table over there? That’s where Susan Sarandon was sitting when she read my script and told 
me she hated it.” The memories come flooding back, you know. It’s just a flood of memories, 
sending me awash in the eddies and tides, sweeping me underneath and cutting off my air 
supply, drowning me slowly. I struggle and exhale for the last time, and...

Oh, I’m sorry, zoned out for a minute there. Isn’t this nice? Just the two of us, sitting together, 
no distractions except for that baby on the other side of the restaurant. I don’t think people 
really appreciate how lucky they are to have children, you know. Some people, you know, some 
people would kill for the chance. Anyway, I just think about these sorts of things sometimes. 
Are you going to finish that orange slice? I just can’t stop eating! Probably because this croissant 
is so delicious! Especially with the chocolate drizzled on top. 

Drizzling is such a funny concept, don’t you think? It’s as if you’re so close to having just 
enough of something good, but then you back off. What you end up with is never quite enough. 
It’s just enough to remind you of what you don’t have. I go walking in the drizzling rain and look 
up at the sky and yell for more, more, more, give me something substantial, something tangible, 
something to remind me I’m alive! Oh, and look at me go. This is a little philosophical for the 
brunch table, don’t you think? Pass the syrup, please.

So what do you think? About brunch, I mean? Is it something you’d maybe like to... do again? 
To spend time with me? At the restaurant, just for brunch of course. I know it’s silly to presume 
you’d want to spend time... with me... elsewhere. I’m just thinking brunch, so, you know. On 
the first of the month they have fresh muffins and... oh, well, I guess not. I’ll see you around I 
suppose. And if you know anyone else who wants to go to brunch, you know how to find me. 
Goodbye.

THE MEMORIES REMAIN
There is a dark underbelly of the American 
high school system, my friends. It’s not one 
everybody sees, but once you do, you never 
forget. That’s right. I was... bullied. It’s sad, but 
it’s true.
Someone who’s never been through it can never 
understand that feeling... walking through the 
halls... suddenly... someone calls to you.
“Hey Deepdick!” one would say. I would 
shudder.
“Deepdick! Hey Deepdick! I bet your dick 
goes real deep!”
“I imagine that its girth is impressive,” another 
would chime in. “Honestly, I’m jealous.”
They say to ignore them, but how can you? 
Your life is a living hell, thanks to them. And hell is endless and inescapable. They would get 
you when you least expected it.
“What an impressive grade!” one would say. “You’re very smart!”
“I wish I were as smart as you!” the horde would close in. “Your parents must be very proud.”
“Yes, you are a model citizen.”
Haunting. Shocking. Indelicate. I didn’t want to show you examples of such savagery, but I have 
to get it out somehow. It weighs on me like a bag of rusty hammers. And the locker room, oh, 
the locker room. That was the worst of all.
“Hey look at that,” one would say. “You have chest hair! You are a very early developer!”
“Wow!” another would begin. “I knew you were more mature than me emotionally and 
intellectually, but physically too?”
“How did you get to be so great?”
“I would kiss you right now but somehow I do not think I am worthy.”
Leave me, reader. Leave me with my demons. Leave me to cry.

ESTABLISHING CONSENT
Sex is confusing.  We are all aware of this.  What is even more confusing is figuring out 
who to have sex with, especially considering that most of the people you see on a day-to-
day basis would rather have sex with other people than have sex with you.  Luckily, we at 
The Pamphlette have provided a series of sample conversations to determine consent.

Situation One
PERSON A: Hi, I like your face it looks really nice.
PERSON B: Thanks, my mom and dad gave it to me for my 0th birthday.
A: That’s great, do you know what your parents did 9 months before your 0th birthday?
B: Well I think they were living in Detroit at the time but I don’t really get what you 
mea—OH!  I get it.  Yeah, well good luck finding someone willing to do that with you, 
weirdo!
DEBRIEF: Consent was not given because person A was a “weirdo” according to person 
B.

Situation Two
PERSON A: *Heavy breathing*
PERSON B: Excuse me but you are breathing on my 
face please stop.
A: *Heavier breathing*
B: Seriously this is getting weird stop breathing so 
heavily on my face it really scares me and brings back 
bad memories of when I used to have asthma.
A: *Heaviest breathing*
B: Oh, you are hitting on me, I get it now.  OK, let’s go 
have sex somewhere.  I can’t wait!
DEBRIEF: You may think consent was given here but in 
fact it was not because even “heaviest breathing” does 
not qualify as consent.  Mutes cannot give consent, and 
“Person A” was taken advantage of.

Situation Three
PERSON A: I want to have sex with you.
PERSON B: I want you inside me.
A: I want to dip my wick in your slippery trough.
B: I want your raging rod in my quivering quarry.
A: OK.
B: Let’s go.
DEBRIEF: It appears as if consent is given here, but once again you are wrong.  You 
aren’t allowed to use metaphors to give consent, you have to directly detail every sexual 
act you wish to perform.  Unfortunately, only ‘Person A’ was direct in this example and 
‘Person B’ was taken advantage of.

by  NCK

SB ANNOUNCEMENTS
Anyone wishing to attend Renn Fayre MUST ATTEND the MANDATORY meeting which 
EVERYBODY MUST GO TO. It’s at 4am on Wednesday at the top of Mount St. Helens. Free 
REQUIRED pizza!

End of the year wrap-up! Meet on the quad for the Annual Grass Eat!

Special note to anyone writing on the bathroom walls: Keep it up! You make our school great. 
I mean, “grout”!!!!

Student senate news: the government will be dismantled next year and replaced with a 
dictatorship. Still, thanks for voting!

This Thursday at noon, lots of cuddly bears will be wandering through the canyon, devouring any 
life forms they come across, even each other.
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