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DON’T GIVE ME THAT!

HAUSER VS LA PUBLIC LIBRARY

QUAL

VAG GAB

History Qual: After last night’s screening of  Pocahontas, give your opinion as to why 
Pocahontas chose John Smith over Kocoum. (Hint: Kocoum dies.)

Biology Qual: What is the most awesome episode of  Planet Earth and why?

Linguistics Qual: How do you pronounce “entrepreneur?”

Religion Qual: Why do people believe in God?

Anthropology Qual: Colonialism: Bad or Good?

Russian Qual: Blind taste test: sample each of  the five caviars and guess how much they 
cost. Only answers given in rubles will be accepted.

Physics Qual: A 55kg woman stands on a scale on an elevator 
accelerating upward at 4 m/s^2. The elevator is in a chamber 
attached to a pendulum that has an initial height of  500 m at 
55 degrees from its equilibrium point. The pendulum hangs 
from a rocket ship that launches from Earth at 8:00 A.M. 
and after four hours earth time has reached a velocity of  1 
thousand m/s. Draw a sketch and calculate the time it takes 
for the woman to die and her weight when she dies. Oh yeah, 
and she’s standing between two toroids with N turns and a 
traveling current of  I = A cos (bt). The toroids have inner 
radius r and outer radius R. Have fun!

“Hello! Welcome to VAG GAB! Where we eat chocolate and talk 
about our feelings!”

“I’m Leela! That’s Larla!”

“And boy, do we have a great show for you today! RIHANNA is 
going to be here!”

“I love you!”

“Thanks, Leela! I love Rihanna!”

“Larla, I love Rihanna’s song where she goes ‘oh na na, what’s my 
name’!!”

“I love that song, too! Except when I sing it, I sing ‘oh lar-la, what’s my 
name’!!”

“I think that’s hysterical!”

“We’re always hysterical on VAG GAB!”

“HA HA HA HA HA HA HA HA HA!!!!”

“HA HA HA HA HA HA HA HA HA!!!!”

Where are you going young lady? Oh? You just thought 
you could waltz out the door without telling your mother 
where you’re going? Well, I’ll tell you what. Don’t give me 
any of  that. Just don’t give it to me. I don’t need more to 
worry about. Your grandma’s snowed in on Cape Cod, and 
she won’t stop calling me to tell me what she’s watching 
on television, your brother’s suspended for calling the class 
turtle “faggoty”, and the only station our radio picks up is 
the Christian news channel. Don’t tell me that I don’t have 
enough to worry about.

Did you just roll your eyes at me young lady? Did you? 
Don’t give me that!! Don’t!!!!!! DON’T GIVE THAT TO 
ME!!! If  you think that it’s a nice present all wrapped up 
and pretty for your mother, well you’re dead wrong! You 
can go back and return it to Filene’s or throw it in the fire 
or give it to a homeless person because I DON’T WANT 
IT! I give you gift certificates for a decent education, free 
tickets to your grandparents’ via the Subaru, and restaurant 
quality pot-roast, and that’s the gift you give me?? Eye 
rolling?? You are a lousy gift-giver!! I should never have let 
you in the house for the Christmas that is our family!

DON’T!!!! Say anything. KEEP that gift in your hands. 
Give it to your brother. I don’t want it. I don’t care how 

pretty it looks or how big it is and that I can breathe 
easy knowing it isn’t a book you think I’ll like. Keep it 
in your hands. It can stay under the Christmas tree of  
your judgement. You can leave it in your mind-stocking 
and maybe we’ll forget about it until next year. Drop it 
absentmindedly behind the couch that is your tongue 
and DON’T GIVE IT TO ME. I don’t want to open up 
those cruel words. I don’t want to tear the paper in gleeful 

anticipation only to find that, after the last colorful shreds 
fall away, you’ve given me something I’ve never needed and 
that now I have to don that dreadful facade of  gratitude 
knowing that this lackluster gift will sit mouldering on a 
shelf, then in a closet, and then at a tag sale once I finally 
admit to myself  that someone else would be better off  
having this stupid gift because I don’t care two licks about 
it!! Just! KEEP IT! Or better, pass by it at the store and if  
the thought pops into your head that I might appreciate 
it, THINK AGAIN and realize that this tired, stereotyped 
gift for women over forty bears no significance to my own 
style choices, opinions, values, hopes or even any of  the 
experiences we have shared as mother and daughter, and 
LEAVE IT BEHIND. 

What about a new mixer? A replacement for the scarf  
I lost? You could even make something! You could make 
a card with a kiss inside it so I can put it at my desk after 
you go to college and think about how proud of  you I 
am! I certainly have NO need for any of  your caustic, 
uninsightful, DESPERATELY INSECURE ATTITUDE!!!
And besides, you can’t go anywhere because I have another 
gift for you. It’s family dinner and afterwards we’ll play 
Monopoly. Merry Christmas.

by  AR

by AC

Reed Library                                   

Near-Total silence

Respectful patrons

No bloodstains

No bookburnings

No porn on communal computers

Vast collection of  academic materials

No overwhelming stench

No smoking inside, or within ten feet of  
the doors

Friendly social atmosphere

Mild intellectual disagreement spurs 
thought-provoking discussion

Zero to few babies birthed within library 
walls

Rarely see bands of  vigilante justice-
enforcers armed with glocks, clubs, torches, 
grappling hooks and harpoons patrolling 
the halls

Los Angeles Public Library
Whispering allowed. As well as shouting 
into cell phones, talking to oneself, reading 
aloud, crying at full volume.

“Hey girl, you ever played a skinflute?”

Trail of  blood-soaked paper towels from 
men’s restroom to the circulation desk

Some bookburnings

Where else will the guy who lives at a bus 
stop Google naked+pics+Carmen+electra?

Romance Novel section, VHS collection, 
Large Print, and Periodicals from 1985-
1991

Urine and Gasoline

Smoking indoors if  you are subtle, or 
obvious

Atmosphere pervaded by the smell of  
cooked squirrel wafting in from the 
shantytown constructed immediately 
outside the front doors

Stolen cigarettes leads to bloody altercation 
in Young Adult Fiction

Woman in labor doesn’t want to stop 
playing “Where in the world is Carmen 
Sandiego?” leaves more blood and placental 
stains in basement stacks

It is but few brave souls that attempt order 
out of  anarchy and rudimentary justice in 
the wild and perverse state of  nature that is 
the Los Angeles Public Library.

BEST CLASS EVER
Alright, that’s a good point, Cody. But I’d like to go back 

to what Ann said for a second. WOW. Did you all hear that? 
Everyone, put down your pens and listen. Could you repeat 
what you just said, Ann?.... Wow. Wonderful. See everyone. 
This. THIS is what I’m talking about. Every. Single. Time. You 
speak I just want to... I just want to hug you! Your comments 
are always so insightful and articulate and, well, brilliant! 
Now I’ll admit at the beginning of  this semester I wasn’t sure 
whether you were just tired or a blacked out transient who 
managed to wander into my class twenty minutes late every week. 

Again, I’m sorry I called security on you that one time. But man! Your weeks and weeks 
of  disinterested silence and falling asleep during my lectures have REALLY paid off! And 
now, this, your first comment ever in this conference, is absolutely GENIUS! You are a 
GENIUS! Everyone! Listen up! From now on we will all be looking to Ann for the final 
word on our discussions! Sure, she wore that outfit yesterday and the day before, but-- 

No! Cody! I am sick of  hearing from you! Shut up! There! I 
said it! You think you’re so smart and well-prepared for class, 
don’t you? Well, you’re an idiot! Let us listen to Ann now!... 
What? What’s that? Oh you only had the time to SKIM the 
reading for today? Well, whatever! I’m sure you can figure out 
what it was about! Please, speak forth! Fill our hungry ears 
with your sweet manna of  informative and insightful critique! 
We NEED to know your opinion! Never sit silent in this class 
again! 

And you know what? Now that I think of  it, your last paper was BRILLIANT! How did 
I never THINK of  that? Published! I will have it published! All the finest academic journals 
in the WORLD! will be clamoring to print your words! You’ve changed the future of  this 
institution and, furthermore, this field for the rest of  time! You’re wonderful and-- No! No! 
No! Please! Answer your cell phone! We’ll wait.

by NF

by A-DG


