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E D ITO R ’S N O TE

Hello, McSweeney’s Internet Tendency Patron. You are holding in your
hands the very first eBook collection we have ever put forth into the world.
Actually, check that: given this is an eBook, you aren’t technically holding it in your hands. It’s not a tangible, physical thing but rather a digital
assortment of numbers arranged just so that the correct words and phrases
are rendered in an order that makes sense, which are then downloaded to
a device that can display the information in whatever language necessary,
and that—THAT—is what you are currently holding in your hands. Or
maybe you’re simply reading this on your computer or another piece of
advanced hand-less technological equipment, and therefore there is nothing in your hands.
The world is a very complicated place.
Whether you’re holding this collection in your hands or not, the fact
that you are reading this means you are a loyal reader of our humor website, so much so that you have supported us with a generous monetary
donation for which we will be eternally grateful. Like I just mentioned, in
what in all honesty was a regretful opening paragraph, this is the very first
eBook collection the Tendency has ever published. It will only be offered
to you fine patrons and whichever relatives, friends, and subreddits you
choose to share it with. It’s something special and unique for the special
and unique people who have chosen to help us keep on keeping publishing
our special and unique website.
And this eBook is indeed special and unique, as 2016 was a special
and unique year. So special and unique that some of us might wish it had

never happened, or at the very least wish to go back in time and fix, well,
everything. But as I type, time machines haven’t been invented yet, so we
have to make do with the time space we’re in.
The world is a very complicated place.
While we might want to forget last year altogether, the pieces in this collection show that some good, funny things did come out of it. Of the roughly
1200 articles we published last year, these are the most clicked on and mostread. For most of its 19 years of existence, the Tendency has favored humor
of the evergreen variety, stuff that didn’t require you to have read the latest
edition of your local gazette or have listened to the latest hit record on your
phonograph record player to understand the context. But the news of 2016
proved difficult for us to avoid satirizing. We had to do something to keep
from banging our heads against the wall. So we veered toward the topical,
as some of the pieces within will show, and a few might come off as a little
dated. But I like to think of this collection as a time capsule of sorts of 2016,
one that helps explain where we were and how we responded to its endless
cycle of BREAKING NEWS!!! and the like.
This is all a long way of saying thank you for supporting us. The world
may forever be a complicated place, but your patronage has made our
effort to publish “daily humor almost every day” a little easier. I hope you
enjoy this digital assortment of numbers arranged just so.
Best,
Chris Monks
Managing Editor
McSweeney’s Internet Tendency

HO W TO N E G O T IAT E A RAI SE
(IF Y O U ’R E A WO M AN)
by M AURA QUI NT

First, as you are a woman, stop crying.
Before you meet with your boss, put together a list of your accomplishments. This should include some of the proposals your boss ultimately
took credit for, but not so many that it seems you’re trying to prove a passive-aggressive point. Also, don’t include too many of the group projects
you initiated that were handed to your male coworkers to run, as this will
only prove what everyone keeps saying about you not being a team-player.
Prepare in advance what the lowest number is that you will accept.
While determining this figure, take into account the amount of years
you’ve worked there, if/and by how much you’ve increased the company’s
profitability and what that guy Ryan who got hired at the same time as you

but with an inexplicably higher salary based on nebulous prior experience
makes. Be careful not to ask for more than Ryan. They’ve made it very
clear in previous conversations that they can’t go paying one employee
more than another for the same job.
Schedule a meeting with your boss. Many people make the mistake of
“popping-in” to ask for a raise unexpectedly. Women especially are prone
to err in this way as they are impulsive and flighty. Don’t follow your boss
into his/her/but-probably-his office like a puppy chasing a squirrel. Also
be sure not to initiate a conversation when you run into each other in the
parking lot during lunch when you’re on your cell again arguing with your
mom about why you never call Make sure to make an appointment in your
boss’ calendar so he’s prepared to meet with you while subtly being made
aware that you’re capable of telling time and know what a calendar is.
Don’t ask your boyfriend or husband to negotiate for you, no matter
how many times he tells you he could if you wanted.
Prior to your negotiation meeting, find a good place in the building to
prepare yourself. Bathrooms work well as your nervous female energy will
make you likely to start to cry and/or it’s possible you have not yet stopped
crying all day/week/month. Splashing water in your face will help; staring
at yourself in the mirror wondering where that grey hair came from and
how you got stuck in a position with seemingly no room for advancement
as your life slips away will not. Schedule enough time to return to the bathroom again when you inevitably start crying in the hallway on your way
out. Add eight extra minutes to allow yourself to spiral into questioning
why you can never just get it together and how this is just that 10th grade
frog dissection disaster all over again.
During the conversation, maintain eye contact and smile, but not too
much of either so as not to appear bitchy nor ditzy. Remember that men
are often confused by straightforward expressions of composure and will
decide you are “cold,” a particularly damning determination from which

there is little hope of return. Alternate eye contact and smiling at eight-second intervals to properly position yourself as somehow miraculously both
a woman and a capable employee. Do not wear too much makeup as this
will make you look “cheap and unprofessional” nor should you avoid
makeup as you will look “old and tired” and therefore more invisible than
Wonder Woman’s plane. Question how Wonder Woman was able to afford
that plane given the wage gap. Look into government grants.
Speak clearly and firmly. Women say “sorry” too much and should
refrain from using it. If you knock over your boss’s coffee or accidentally set fire to his desk, lock eyes and nod slowly. Refrain from common
female speech traps like uptalk, vocal fry or using the word “like.” In fact,
avoid similes altogether. Employ metaphors if you absolutely must, but
only those that reference sports or vaguely allude to penises. Never ever
allude to vaginas.
Focus not just on your past accomplishments but also on your future
plans for your position. This IS a good time to discuss a new account you
will be landing. It is NOT a good time to discuss how you’re the reason
everyone had to go to sexual harassment training after the boss’ nephew
made a comment about your ass again.
Don’t go negative. No one wants to hear how you haven’t had a raise in
years or that you never complain about how cold the office is even though
it’s so cold, holy fuck, why do they keep it so cold are they chilling champagne to toast all the men who keep getting promoted above you? Your
boss wants to hear about what you can and will do, not whining. Remember that all negative statements from a woman are irrational emotional
over-reactions.
Have a plan in case your boss says no. If you brought a pint of just-incase-of-sadness-ice-cream into the meeting, offer your boss at least one
bite before crying into the rest of it. This will build future good will so that

the next time you ask for a raise maybe you won’t be such a big failure,
like you always are. Be careful not to be visually disappointed with friends
and family for more than two and a half minutes, lest anyone accuse you
of being dramatic. Read empowering female writing to remind yourself
that women can do anything they want and use that as an excuse to order
both Chinese and Mexican for dinner. Update your resume and reach out
to people to network with while recognizing that the men will ignore your
professional inquiry and only think you want to sleep with them. Make
more female friends. Talk to them about the discrimination and obstacles
both subtle and overt they’ve faced throughout their careers. Start companies with them. Hire other women, shift cultural norms and change the
world.
But first, stop crying.

N O W IS N O T T H E T IME TO CRI TI CI ZE
T H E G A L A X Y N OTE 7
b y W EN POW ERS

TO: Company_All
FROM: Richard Bischoff
SUBJECT: In Regards to Our Company’s New Phone Plan
Good morning,
We all have a lot of work to do if we want to get this company to be the
best in the world, and I believe that if we work together, we can accomplish just that. However, I do have a message for those of you who have
been complaining about our new company phone plan the past few days:
Now is not the time to criticize the Galaxy Note 7.
Now, I’m not going to stand here and pretend like this phone doesn’t

have problems. After all, the proof that it gets overheated and explodes for
practically no reason at all has been evident for months, but now, we need
to focus on its positive aspects and wipe the slate clean. It is our company
phone now, and there’s no use complaining about it anymore.
After all, it’s not like we didn’t lay out other options! We gave you the
choice between the Galaxy Note 7 and the new iPhone, and this is what we
came out with. In fact, the iPhone 7 isn’t perfect either! It has no headphone jack and doesn’t handle email accounts the exact way some of you
wanted it to. For some, that was just as—if not more—important than the
Galaxy Note 7 exploding with enough frequency that scientists, officials,
and even the people at the store, implored us not to buy it. So, when the
time came to vote, it’s understandable that we’d be almost evenly split on
which to choose.
Here’s the thing though, we did choose, and you should all stop protesting against it. Yes, more of you voted for the iPhone, but you also seem to
forget that the mailroom staff liked how the Galaxy Note 7 has such fun
games, and their votes count more. That’s the system that we have always
used, that’s the system we will always use. Get used to it.
Now, some of you are complaining that you don’t feel safe working
with a phone that could randomly explode on any given day. That the
people in the mailroom—while their love of games is valid—do not rely
on these phones in the same way you do. That they do not have to raise the
phone to the side of their head every morning and pray that it doesn’t catch
fire and kill them. That the Galaxy Note 7 should have been disqualified
from consideration due to the many examples of it being so incredibly
dangerous. To those people I say, please stop whining, because getting
Samsung to improve their phones to work for everyone seems incredibly
inconvenient.
Look, we signed a contract. This is going to be our company phone for
the next four years, and you’re going to have to get used to it. I’d consider

it a great service to your company if you just accept that, and stop sending
me emails about how you’re worried, or how we should put in the effort to
make the phone better and less harmful for the people who are clearly most
at risk using it. After all, the mailroom staff put up with the last iPhone
plan, and all they did was refuse to deliver the mail for four years.

E I G H T E X C U SE S I H AV E TOLD MY SON
TO USE FOR HIS FAILURE TO HAND
I N E N G L ISH H O ME WO R K, EXCUSES
I H AVE L E A R N E D A R E A CCEPTABLE
D U R IN G A T H IRT Y-Y E A R CAREER I N
JO U R N A L ISM, B O O K S, AND FI LM
b y NI CK HORNBY

Dear Mrs D,
I’m sorry I haven’t done my homework, but my homework diary is currently full, and I’m not looking to take on anything else right now.

Dear Mrs D,
Sorry it has taken me so long to reply to your request. As you can imagine,
I am swamped here by many similar enquiries—everyone wants homework, it seems! If you haven’t heard from me within a few weeks, then
please presume that I am not interested at this time.

Dear Mrs D,
Thank you for your engagement in my education. My interest was piqued
by your task, and though I unfortunately won’t be completing it on this
occasion, I liked the idea of it, and of you, enough to take a look at any
future homework you might set. Please stay in touch.

Dear Mrs D,
Thanks for your homework. Your idea of writing a Christmas ghost story
was a good one, but it’s not really the kind of thing I tend to do—it’s a
little bit too genre for my tastes. Try Kevin, who sits next to me. He loves
that stuff.

Dear Mrs D,
It’s a no, as you’ve probably guessed. The problem for me is that it’s too
similar to something I did quite recently, and though I know you’ll say that
you’re asking for a book report of a different book, the form and shape of
book reports are sufficiently alike for me to conclude that the homework
would feel a bit stale. If I’m going to commit an hour of my life to something, I’d want to feel stimulated by the freshness of the challenge. I hope
we can get to do something together soon!

Dear Mrs D,
Thanks for the homework task. I think there’s something in there, but at
the moment it feels a bit vague and undercooked. What I suggest is that
you go away, think about it, and resubmit it in a different form. It could be
really good, so stick with it!

Dear Mrs D,
I’m writing on behalf of my client Lowell Hornby. He’s really sorry, but
could you give him just a little more time? This is not, of course, to say
that he’ll be doing it, but things have been so hectic for him recently that
he hasn’t been able to hear himself think. His Xbox commitments, not to
mention the sheer volume of televised Premier League fixtures at this time
of year… you know how it is. Give us another couple of weeks and we
will be able to give you a clear yes or no, I promise.

Dear Mrs D,
This was one of those homework tasks that had us all in a spin, here at
Hornby and Hornby, and we just couldn’t make up our minds. My parents loved it for me, and thought I should seriously consider doing it; my
younger brother and I just didn’t “get it.” Maybe it’s a generational thing,
like Downton Abbey? It provoked much lively debate, as you can imagine,
and we all learned a little more about ourselves—for which many thanks.
It’s never a bad thing, being made to question our tastes, who we are and
what we want. In the end, I’m the one who has to stand by the decision, so
it’s a pass. When I see you up there on stage collecting the Homework Of
The Year award, I’ll kick myself.

FA M OUS AUTHORS REPLY TO YOUR
U N S O L IC IT E D D ICK PI C
by J AM I E CRI CKS

JANE AUS T E N

It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single woman in possession
of a smart phone may not be in want of your dick pic.
However little known the feelings or views of such a woman may be
on her first opening a text, this misconception is so well fixed in the minds
of the men online, that she is considered as the rightful viewer of their
penises.
My dear sir! Have you not heard that women may not enjoy your
images? It is true, for my friend has just been here, and we talked all about
it. Do not you want to know what we thought of it?
Well, my dear, you must know, we agree that your penis is obviously

one of a young man of large fortune in the southern region; but that you
don’t care at all for the maintenance of your private area, and we were
much disgusted with it and did not enjoy viewing it; and sincerely request
that you send me no more, and remember that no woman of sensibility
wishes to wake up to your cock before their own cock crows with its
morning’s call.

VI RGI NI A WOOL F

There it was before me—your dick pic. Your dick pic: I thought but I did
not finish my thought. I took a look at the image, for I had a constant sense
of it there, something turgid, something imposing, which I shared neither
with my friends nor my Twitter followers. A sort of interaction went on
between us, in which I was on one side, and your dick pic was on another,
and I was always trying to zoom in on it, as it was of me; and sometimes
we eyed each other (when I was alone); there were, I remember, furtive
staring scenes; but for the most part, understandably enough, I must admit
that I felt this thing that I called your dick pic was sudden, intrusive, and
would be quick to pounce on me if I gave it a chance.

L ANGS TON HUGHE S

What happens when your dick pic is ignored?
Does it dry up like a raisin in the sun?

CHARL OT T E BRONT E

Most true is it that “beauty is in the eye of the gazer.” Your colorless penis,
turgid, massive head, broad and hairless balls, deep eye, strong shaft, firm,
rounded head,—is not disgusting, according to rule; but it is more than

disgusting to me; admittedly it is full of power, an image that quite mesmerized me,—that took my thoughts from my own volition and tethered
them to your penis. I had intended to want you; I had struggled strongly to
grow within my soul the seeds of want; but now, at the first erected view of
you, they spontaneously die, shriveled and impotent.”

MAYA ANGE L OU

Out of your sack and follicle’s nest
You rise
Up from a shaft that’s rooted in groin
You rise
You are average length, thin and unspent,
Welling and swelling, and terribly bent.
Leaving behind images of hope turned fear
You rise
Thrusting me into an evening of beer
You rise
Sending me pictures and hoping I’ll save,
You are a crooked mast in need of a shave.
You rise
You rise
You rise.

S YLVI A P L AT H

All the disgust and disappointment have purged themselves. I feel surprisingly calm. I hold the dick pic suspended a few feet above my head. I am
open to the offending image.

ANNE BRADS T RE E T

Your dick pic was so irksome in my sight;
Yet being your own, at length Photoshop would
Thy shortcomings amend, if so I could.

OS CAR WI L DE

There are only two tragedies in life: one is not getting a dick pic, and the
other is getting yours.

MARY S HE L L E Y

I behold the wretch—the miserable monster whom I had help create. He
takes up the entire screen; and this dick pic, if dick pic it might be called,
is fixed on me. The veins throb, and it lurches forward disturbingly, while
a single tear weeps from the tip. Your one hand is stretched out, seemingly
to grip him, but I avert my eyes and delete the image. I take refuge in
my Candy Crush challenges, where I remain during the rest of the night,
dropping candy pieces up and down in the greatest agitation, listening
attentively, catching and fearing each text sound as if it were to announce
the approach of the demoniacal snake to which I had so unintentionally
given life.

Z ORA NE AL E HURS TON

It seems to me that trying to look at your dick pic is like milking a bear to
get cream for your morning coffee. It is a whole lot of trouble, and then not
worth much after I do it.

ARE Y O U S U R E T H E RE I S N’ T
SOM E T H I N G E L S E I CAN DO
BE F O R E T H E E N D OF T HE
S C H O O L Y E A R?
by KI M BERLY HARRI NG TO N

Are you sure that I can’t fill out and/or sign another field trip form-fundraising form-class placement form-book order form-class party form-popsicle request-overdue library books notice-missing library books noticeschool district feedback form-one month of half-filled-out reading logs?
Are you sure that I can’t contribute to one last bake sale or five? Are
you sure that I can’t make it something that’s gluten-free, nut-free, eggfree, dairy-free, non-GMO, organic, and/or won’t hurt anyone’s feelings?
Are you sure bright pink fake fat frosting from a can won’t work? Have I
mentioned I have the culinary skills of a pile of rocks?

Are you sure that I can’t send in money for a yearbook? A class trip
to get ice cream sandwiches? A PTO donation? A visiting author’s signed
book? Tickets for the end of school year party? A baseball game? The goddamn recorders I didn’t even want my kids to have in the first place?
Are you sure that I can’t get the money to you in the form of a check
because I’m a pioneer woman? Are you positive you don’t want to accept
PayPal or Square or—no, I know. That’s crazy. You’re not a spaceship.
Are you sure that I can’t chaperone one or all eleven of the field trips
between now and the last day of school? Don’t worry, I no longer have
time to hold down a job. By the way, remember all that time between January and April? What happened there?
Are you sure that there isn’t some sort of spring concert-adorable playother emotionally manipulative school event to go to now or every night
until the last day of school? You know, something where maybe one of the
boys can wear a too-big tie or the tallest girl in class can shyly stoop down
in the back row? Maybe it could be a third-grade dance or a fifth-grade
graduation? That sort of thing.
Are you sure that 273 art projects couldn’t be sent home all at once?
Preferably stuffed into a flimsy about-to-split-open plastic grocery bag?
Are you sure you aren’t giving me some other kid’s stuff, too?
Are you sure that there can’t be some sort of complicated theme weeks
that my kids can get all whipped up over even though they could barely
manage to pair a shirt with pants the other 41 weeks of the year? If possible, could it be something where we’ll have to gather an incredibly random
assortment of props on extremely short notice? Maybe an orange wig, two
different colors of the same style of shoes, and a sports jersey from 1991?
Just spitballing here. Can you make sure that any errands related to each
theme can be spread out amongst multiple locations across town thereby
obliterating one entire day from the scoreboard of my life?
Are you sure that a room parent can’t come up with one or three

end-of-year classroom projects like that one time when we had two days’
notice for each kid to cut out 38 2" × 2" squares for a paper mosaic project? And I mean 2" × 2" exactly, it said so in the e-mail. Something complicated and requiring extreme precision is exactly the sort of thing I’m in
the mood for right now. Got anything like that?
Are you sure that I can’t get you a teacher gift? Are you sure that I
can’t read two or five shitty mom blog posts about what an appropriate
teacher gift might be? Are you sure I can’t just get you a nice bottle of
wine? I have one right here, it’s already open.
Are you sure you need to give me that summer reading list-library flyer-academic camp brochure? Are you sure that I can’t just let my kids get
dumber by 1/3rd until they come back here in the fall like we all used to?
Are you sure you can’t make me panic more about how little time I
have until the school year is almost over? So I can be reminded that the
only thing that allows me to approach my work with any sort of mental
and structural stability (not to mention without going bankrupt, ha!) is
about to go away for ten weeks? I’m not panicking enough about that. Can
you help me?

N O , I D O N ’T D ISL IKE THE
N E W GH O ST B U ST E R S MO VI E BECAUSE
I H ATE WOMEN—IT’S BECAUSE I
S T R O N G LY B E L IE V E IN HOLLYW OOD
F IN A N C E R E F ORM
by SAM UEL PRI EST

I don’t dislike this new Ghostbusters movie because they’re all women,
that’s silly and ridiculous. I can’t believe that’s even a question, with my
history. I mean, my mom and sisters are all women and I know them, so
how could I dislike other women that are not them? It doesn’t make any
sense and, frankly, it’s below the belt. I mean, how dare you?
I hate the new Ghostbusters movie because my number one issue
when judging a film is and has always been Hollywood finance reform.
And frankly, I’m tired of all big blockbuster movies. The movie system is
corrupt and I think we need to put our foot down, right now specifically in
2016, to put a stop to this new Ghostbusters movie as a signal that we’re
done with all big Hollywood blockbusters. And if you don’t agree with me,
well, maybe you need to stop buying movie tickets with your vagina.
If you’re actually looking for an honest movie with integrity about

ghosts, check out Abbott and Costello’s 1941 classic Hold That Ghost,
which, actually, does more for female movie leads than the new Ghostbusters movie ever will. No, there aren’t any female leads in the movie and
the movie never really bothers to bring up any issues that would be of concern to female leads, but it’s also rarely voted against female lead issues,
so… that’s even better than providing female leadership, in a way.
And yes, so far people of color don’t seem to be excited about or interested in watching 1941’s Hold That Ghost in movie theaters this summer,
but that’s just because they’re not informed enough about how much
they’d enjoy Hold That Ghost. The plot of the movie hinges on hidden
finances, which as we all know, encapsulates and trumps all issues of race
and gender and discrimination of any kind. I wish people of color that have
expressed interest in seeing this new Ghostbusters weren’t going against
their best interests. I have a picture of an important, famous black guy
standing near a theater playing Hold That Ghost, if you need more proof
that this is a cut and dry issue. Why are we even still talking about this?
If the movie theater system wasn’t rigged, then maybe more people
would be educated about how great Hold That Ghost actually is. I called
up several movie theaters recently and they said they had no plans to show
it in their theaters? What? I thought this was America. They said they
wouldn’t be opposed to showing Hold That Ghost for some private screenings, but so far not many people have requested for it to be shown there,
so unless the numbers look better, they won’t be showing it. But, everyone
I know and like supports the idea of Hold That Ghost for playing at our
local cinemas this summer! The world isn’t bigger than the people I know!
And the people I know, we all mostly agree, it’s either Hold That Ghost
or nothing. We think the movie theaters should shut down if they’re not
going to play Hold That Ghost. Yeah, we know some people get food and
go to the bathroom at movie theaters, but if they’re going to play the new
female Ghostbusters, that’s just as bad as showing Faces of Death 7 in our

opinions! And those two things are so similar and interchangeable that I
won’t bother showing or telling you why. That’s not good enough? Here’s
a picture of a Bridesmaids DVD and a Faces of Death 7 VHS standing
next to each other on the same shelf.
This new movie Ghostbusters reminds me of the movie Ghost from
the ‘90s and now that we’re not in the ‘90s I’ve decided I don’t like the
movie Ghost. I’m going to say that Ghostbusters is the same as Ghost and
hold Ghostbusters responsible for the things I don’t like about Ghost.
Of course we’re ready for a comedy-action movie with female leads.
And of course, we’re overdue… but I think we need to wait for the right
new Ghostbusters movie, not just any Ghostbusters movie. The women in
the new Ghostbusters movie have a lot of good comedy experience, yes,
of course. But over the last 20 years, I can find a few examples of them not
being funny, especially when you take those moments out of context.
Now, if Elizabeth Warren and Jill Stein and Michelle Obama make
a new Ghostbusters in a hypothetical four or eight years from now, I
could get behind that idea. That vague notion that wouldn’t hold up under
any scrutiny for a variety of reasons is clearly a better option than this
new Ghostbusters movie made by competent people that’s seemingly
ready to be shown any minute now.
I also know a couple women who would agree with me on the things
I’m saying, so again, I think that proves I’m not sexist or misogynist. This
new Ghostbusters movie just isn’t for me and I think everything should be
for me. Will this movie just existing inspire young women to get involved
with making their own Ghostbusters movies at state and local theater
levels? I don’t know, is representation in media and government even
important?
Listen, I’m getting distracted. When it comes down to it, this has nothing to do with misogyny or sexism or even this new Ghostbusters movie.
This is about 1941’s Hold That Ghost coming along and speaking to me in

a way I’ve never been spoken to; this is a once in a generation film. And
it’s cool. No, really, I really think that! This old black and white movie
is cool and I don’t dislike women or hold any weird hidden prejudices
against them, I’m just really excited about this old movie a lot of people
have seen before.

D O N ’T WO R RY,
I C H E C K E D MY P R IVI LEGE
by ELLI OTT KALAN

If you’re a white man like me, you’ve been hearing the same question a
lot lately: “How may I help you, sir?” It’s a great question, and yes you
do have my permission to help me. I’ll take those shoes, and that phonewatch, and North Carolina’s 4th Congressional District. But men like
me have also been hearing another question: “You need to check your
privilege.” Which I’d like to point out is not actually a question. Now as
a white man my natural response to non-questions is to get sarcastic and
ask to see somebody’s manager. Which I did. And it turns out I was their
manager. So I sat down for a long meeting with myself, and came to one
conclusion. I do need to check my privilege. Because what if I’ve lost it?
I can’t imagine life without my white male privilege. Literally, my

mind cannot conceive of what that would be like. And I’ve got a really
good imagination. Ask me to imagine a half-man, half-zebra dressed like
a half-woman/half-lion. No problem, already done. I can even see how
the fake fur of his yarn lion-mane gets tangled in the real fur of his zebra
pelt. And just for extra credit, I imagined he was on the beach eating a blue
steak, a color no real steak has ever been. So let’s not kid ourselves, my
imagination is probably in the top seven or eight imaginations of all time.
If I can’t imagine life without my privilege, then it’s probably outside the
realm of human thought, like string theory or the rules for frequent-flier
mileage.
If my privilege was missing, I needed to know right away. Taking a
few days off from work (I’ll tell them I was sick or had a family thing or
something—if my boss/dad’s college roommate even asks me), I checked
the status of my white male privilege in a variety of situations.
WORKP L ACE

Joining an all-hands staff meeting a half-hour late, I immediately take control of the room through constant interruptions, derisive snorts, and loudly
slurping two-dozen chilled oysters. When the meeting breaks, I am taken
aside and told I have management potential. The fact that I don’t work
there is never brought up.
Privilege: Intact
S HOP P I NG

Arriving five minutes after the posted closing time at my local Best Buy,
I interrupt a female sales associate while she rings up someone else and
deliver a nearly hour-long lecture on which Blu-Ray player is best for
watching streaming HD video of college lacrosse games. She and her nonwhite customer listen patiently, nodding their heads meaningfully at some
of my stronger points. Leaving without buying anything, I am offered

membership in their Preferred Purchasers Discount Club and handed a
complimentary bag of 80" flat-screen televisions.
Privilege: Acceptable
DRI VI NG

Spend two hours circling an elementary school at high speed while
announcing, “I have a bomb” through a bullhorn. Asked to pull over by
a police officer, I roll down my window and take a swipe at him with a
machete. The officer immediately hands me a beer and asks if I think the
Mets have a shot at a series win. We bond over our shared love of pornography and cargo shorts. Not once during this interaction am I shot to death.
Privilege: Standard
P UBL I C T RANS P ORTAT I O N

Squeezing into a packed subway car, I lie across the laps of four elderly
Chinese women and deliver a speech about modern America’s crippling
lack of respect for the one true male caucasian heterosexual god. Upon
reaching my stop I learn I am leading the Republican presidential field by
twenty-seven points.
Privilege: As Expected

Checking my privilege was an incredibly eye-opening experience. For
far too long I’d failed to see how much easier life was for me as a white
male. I won’t make that mistake again. From now on I will cherish and
rejoice in how much easier life is for me as a white male. Thanks to the
world’s urging, I finally checked my privilege. It turns out my privilege is
awesome.

L E T ME T R A N SLATE
MY E MA IL S F O R YOU
by ADRI ANA CLOUD

“I’m just checking in.” = Where is that thing you promised I’d have by
now?
“Sorry to bother you again.” = Why can’t you do your fucking job?
“I feel bad for making you do this.” = You should feel bad for not having
done this already.
“This was helpful.” = This would’ve been helpful two weeks ago.
“Sorry if I somehow missed your email.” = We both know you never

emailed me.
“Thanks for the explanation.” = If you had told me this last week, you
would’ve saved me a lot of time.
“Perhaps there was a misunderstanding.” = You didn’t fucking listen to me.
“I suppose that’s one way to go about it.” = Stop improvising and just do
what I asked you to do.
“Sorry if my instructions were unclear.” = Are you a fucking moron?
“If you could get to this in the next couple of days, that would be great.”
= Do this immediately if you know what’s good for you.
“I just want to make sure we are on the same page.” = I worry you didn’t
understand my simple instructions and will fuck this up.
“I can’t remember if I already asked you to do this.” = I’ve asked you four
times and you still haven’t done it.
“We don’t have a lot of flexibility in the schedule.” = You’d better get it
done by my deadline or else.
“Let me know if you have any questions.” = Do not bother me with your
stupidity.
“Thank you for your help.” = I would’ve done it much faster myself.

CO MF O RT IN G T H O U GHTS FOR
# N E V E R H IL L A RY B E R N IE SUPPORTERS
A F T E R T R U MP ’S F IR ST TERM
by DAVI D KAWALEC

It’s hard to believe it’s been four years since we, Bernie Sanders’ true
believers, proved to Hillary Clinton and the Democratic Establishment
that we wouldn’t just line up like sheep and do what we were told. Whether
you voted for Jill Stein, Gary Johnson or chose not to vote at all, together
we proved that nothing, not Bernie’s endorsement or even our own self-interest, could derail our convictions.
Though we didn’t vote Trump into office (despite what the Democrats
say, they are the ones who split the vote), now that Trump’s first term is up,
let’s take this opportunity to realize in just how many ways Bernie’s dream
for America is still alive.

DI S E NF RANCHI S E ME NT

After the 59th Amendment passed and Trump was proclaimed Emperor,
the entire voting process was abolished. At long last, minorities are no
longer disproportionately turned away at the polls.
I MMI GRAT I ON RE F ORM

Whether they are now states, colonies, or smoldering piles of irradiated
rubble, every formerly sovereign nation has been conquered by the United
States. Given that each (habitable) square foot of land in the world is technically part of the US, immigration is not really an issue.
I NCOME I NE QUAL I T Y

Now that Trump has dissolved the Federal Reserve and replaced the US
dollar with his cryptocurrency “Ivankoin,” he single-handedly controls
all the money. If you think about it, that means that income and wealth
inequality has fallen to almost zero.
E CONOMY

Sure, people scoffed at the labor camps at first. But, it’s hard to deny the
results: good jobs and affordable housing for all.
CL I MAT E CHANGE

Ever since the University Purges, the overwhelming scientific consensus is
that climate change is no longer a problem. Hard to imagine Hillary turning things around that quickly for our environment.
L GBT Q RI GHT S

After the sweeping regime of forced sterilizations, not that
many LGBTQ people even want to get married anymore.

AF F ORDABL E E DUCAT I O N

Every young person that survives the annual culling receives free thought
conditioning at Trump University. As a result, no one with the physical
capacity to endure their re-education is saddled with crushing student loan
debt.
VI NDI CAT I ON

Hillary has still never explained those emails.

O B I T UA R IE S F O R T E E N AGE GI RLS I F
T H E Y A C T U A L LY D IE D W HEN THEY
S AY T H E Y ’R E D YI NG
by KAREN CHEE

HUANG, JAMIE, age 14, died suddenly upon seeing a tiny Labrador
puppy walk successfully through a set of revolving doors.
PHILLIPS, EMA ARLENE, age 15, passed away when she saw Taylor
Swift exiting the neighborhood gym. She died three times before realizing
that the woman was not in fact Taylor Swift, whereupon she died once
more.
THOMAS, MORGAN, age 15, tasted the perfect mango mousse cake just
before succumbing to death. During her life, she was a “mousse lover.”

She loved mousse. She was tragically killed by the perfect mousse.
HRUBY, SIERRA, age 13, heard that Emma said Dan told Rebecca that
Maggie was hosting a party that Henri would also attend, but it was actually Rebecca who told Dan that Molly was throwing a get-together and
Emma was wrong, but it was so confusing that she just gave up and died.
BRENNER, LIANNA, age 15, lived a healthy life until she made the fatal
decision of watching a video of a puppy splashing in a puddle. She clung
to religion until the very end, crying out to God via the YouTube comment
section, typing “omg omg” in interest of time, but it was too late. She was
dying, dying, omg, and then proclaimed dead.
LEE, RACHEL, age 14, suffered from an asthma attack at the local dog
park. When she cried out in fear of death, her friends responded, “I know,
the puppies are so cute!” and “I didn’t think my joke was that funny.”
Genuinely unable to breathe, Rachel… actually passed away. Her memorial service will be next Saturday afternoon at St. Paul’s Cathedral. All are
welcome.

A LT E R N AT IV E S TO
R E S T IN G B IT C H FACE
by SUSAN HARLAN

Thanks For Behaving So Predictably Badly Face
Stop Looking At the Clock While I’m Talking Face
This is All a Bunch of Bureaucratic Nonsense Face
You Haven’t Told Me Anything That I Didn’t Already Know Face
I Would Prefer Not to Face
A Smidge of Self-Awareness Would Not Go Amiss Face

The Situations Are Really Not Analogous Face
Please Tip a Bottle of Bourbon Down My Throat Immediately Face
Your Tone Raises Some Real Questions Face
I’m Just Now Registering That Horrible Thing You Did Face
That Is Not What I Meant At All Face
All the Things You Just Said About Your Baby Are Really Very Interesting
Face
This Email Is Surely a Joke Face
Your Facebook Page Makes Me Not Like You Face
You’re Clearly Struggling With My Failure to Conform to Your Stupid
Expectations Face
That Is Only Going to Make Things So Much Worse Face
Please Stop Touching My Knee Face
That Compliment Strikes Me As Sort of a Dig Face
Thanks So Much For Your Unsolicited Advice Face
What Would the Point of That Really Be Face

I Can’t Believe I Have to Fill Out Another Effing Form Face
Yes This Is What I’m Wearing Face
I’m Trying Not to Judge You But I Am Face
No I Don’t Really Think That’s How All of Humanity Is Face
Sorry Your Authority Is Such a Burden For You Face
You’re So Right That It’s Amazing That I’m Pretty and Not Married Face
Way to Tip Fifteen Percent On Your Bill Before Taxes Face
The Best Lack All Conviction Face
You Are Still Talking About Yourself Face
This Is an Astonishing Waste of Time Face
For the Love of God Please No More Platitudes Face
You Really Know Nothing On This Subject Face
I Don’t Really Know Where You’re Going With This Face
Please Do Keep Checking Your Phone Face
Tell Me Again About How as a Man You’re Terrible at Administrative
Labor Face

This Other Email Is Surely a Joke Too Face
Would It Have Been Worthwhile Face
Will You Be Talking For Much Longer Face
Your Unquestioned Assumptions Are Astonishing Face
I Don’t Have The Energy to Give You the Approval You Need Face
Tell Me Again About That Thing I Didn’t Care About the First Time Face
Please Stop Touching My Shoulder Face
I Would Do Well to Question Your Motives Face
You Would Do Well to Question Your Motives Face
Way to Not Say Thank You Face
My Dog Is Not My Baby Face
There Are Far Too Many Steps In This Process Face
I Need a Cheeseburger and Possibly Two Face
What You Just Said Makes No Sense to Me Face
You Are Correct That You Do Not Need to Wait In This Line Face

This Smile Must Look Fake Because It Totally Is Face
Please Don’t Make Me Talk to The Trader Joe’s Checkout Person Face
This Too Is All a Bunch of Bureaucratic Nonsense Face
You Are Definitely Mistaken There Face
Your Premise Could Not Possibly Be More Flawed Face
Don’t Stand So Close to Me Face
The Vacation You Just Told Me About Is My Worst Nightmare Face
I Won’t Be Responding to That Email Face
Yes I Really Do Just Want to Sit Here and Read My Book Unmolested
Face
This Form Is Designed to Drive Me to Distraction Face
Don’t Feel Obligated to Be On Time Face
Way to Not Say Please Face
I Can’t Believe That People Are Still Allowed to Say Things Like That
Face
No Jane Austen Is Not Just For Women You Idiot Face

Your Smugness Reveals More Insecurities Than I Care to Count Face
You Make So Much More Money Than I Do and You Do Nothing Face
You Would Die If You Knew What I’m Thinking Face
The Worst Are Full of Passionate Intensity Face
What You’re Talking About Is So Not What You’re Talking About Face
It Is Impossible to Say Just What I Mean Face
Did You Just Sort of Correct Me Face
I’m So Glad That Is Just Your Opinion Face
I’ll Be Going Now Face

JA MIE A N D JE FF’ S
NO T E TO T H E B A B YSI TTER
by PA U L W I L L I A M D AV I E S

Dear Fellow Nurturer:
Thank you and congratulations for taking care of our daughter, Ovul, while
we are gone.
The following sets forth some basic information about Ovul and
instructions for her care. As discussed during the sixth screening interview,
it is important to us that you feel completely relaxed and comfortable
while you enjoy your time with Ovul in our house. Please countersign at
the end of this document and initial each page to indicate that you agree to
feel completely relaxed and comfortable while you enjoy your time with
Ovul in those parts of our house to which you are allowed access.

WHAT YOU NE E D TO KNOW ABO U T O V U L

Ovul is six months old
Ovul is Pisces Ascendant
Ovul is in the 99th percentile for height and moral awareness
Ovul currently identifies as female
Ovul has flaxen hair
Ovul is an ideal weight for someone with her frame
Ovul has eyes the color of the Himalayas at sunrise
Ovul has two parents, one of whom has a paying job
Ovul is pre-diabetic and pre-depressed
Ovul has been fully immunized against negativity and excessive
consumerism
Ovul is smart, athletic, curious, a problem solver, and an accomplished
yogi
Ovul leans in
WHAT WE NE E D TO KNOW ABOU T Y O U

You are patient
You are compassionate
You are kind
You are kind of flexible on our return time
You know CPR
You know how to eliminate the smell of vomit from a crib sheet
You know you are being filmed
You know that we will never consider you an “employee” no matter how
many hours you work for us
You accept bitcoin
You accept your lot in life
You can find humor in devastating personal humiliation

You can believe this gig will get better even if it won’t
You can believe in something bigger than yourself even if she is smaller
than you
F E E DI NG

Ovul takes a bottle, as Jamie no longer shows any interest in breastfeeding.
We make our own formula. In a blender, please mix together the following
ingredients, some of which you will have to grow: mint chutney, daikon,
sunflower sprouts, yams, roasted cauliflower, kelp noodles, and sprouted
probiotic brown rice. If Ovul gags convulsively during her feeding, it is
okay to comfort her with a warm bottle of raw camel milk. Ovul eats 3-14
times a day.
AL L E RGI E S

Ovul is allergic to honey, tree nuts, peanuts (including the cartoon),
Android-based cell phones, foam, fracking, wall-to-wall carpet, gels, plastic, copper, network television, humidity, the holidays, flannel, thick fur,
and pressure.
BAT HROOM

We practice “elimination communication” with Ovul, so there is no need
for diapers. Ovul will clearly signal to you that she needs to use the bathroom by either scrunching up her face, shifting around restlessly, or peeing
down your back. If you are ever unsure if Ovul is signalling you, you can
also rely on your intuition. For example, if you have the sense Ovul needs
to pee, that probably means she needs to pee or it might mean that she has
already peed in your tote bag.
T E L E VI S I ON

Ovul is allowed 10 minutes of screen time a week, with the exception

of the following videos, which she can watch on an unlimited basis:
Jamie giving birth; Jamie practicing her TED talk; Jamie delivering
her TED talk.
COMP UT E RS

Ovul is sensitive to Wi-Fi. If you need Wi-Fi, please use the neighbors’.
MUS I C

Research consistently shows that early exposure to classical music helps
in the development of a child’s creativity, memory, literacy, social development, motor skills, cognition, immune function, spatial intelligence,
emotional intelligence, empathy, self-expression and self-esteem. But
Jamie hates classical music and would rather just obsessively play Joni
Mitchell’s Blue all day long, so that’s probably what you and Ovul will be
listening to.
E NT E RTAI NME NT

Ovul has been identified by Jeff as high achieving/highly gifted/high
income. Please engage Ovul in intellectually appropriate and stimulating
games, including chess, Monopoly, flash trading, and statistical arbitrage.
E XE RCI S E

At sunset, please take Ovul for a light jog of 13 miles at a 5:30/mile pace.
Please use the Team Six AWD Hybrid Stroller in the garage. Please note,
this stroller easily converts to a car seat, changing table, and tree house.
P L AY

Play with Ovul should be entirely child-directed but should always incorporate at least two lightly sanded wood blocks and a recycled piece of
hemp cloth. Praise should be limited and specific. For example, if Ovul

hides one of the wood blocks under the recycled piece of hemp cloth, you
should look up from your phone and say “Wow, you hid the sanded wood
block under the recycled piece of hemp cloth!” instead of “Hey, let’s do
something else.”
RE ADI NG

Ovul enjoys stories by Dr. Seuss, Mo Willems, Margaret Wise Brown,
Martin Amis, Haruki Murakami, and God. She is currently reading Infinite
Jest, which we made into a 178-volume board book and store in what used
to be the master bedroom. She is on volume two.
L ANGUAGE

We believe strongly in the importance of exposing Ovul to foreign languages and cultures. Whenever possible, please speak to Ovul with a
southern accent.
RUL E S OF T HE HOUS E

No swearing
No sweating
No sugar
No stevia
No scented personal products
No sports
No use of your phone other than to tell us you can stay late
No visitors
No Gladiator sandals
No use of the word no
No exceptions
L E AVI NG T HE HOUS E

Other than to jog with Ovul and shop for the ancient grains listed on the
back of this note, please do not leave the house while we are away. If you
do find you have to drive somewhere, please use your own car, which
should be electric. To the extent they are not inconsistent with Ovul’s
needs, please obey all traffic laws and respect the rights of other drivers.
E ME RGE NCY

In the event of an emergency, don’t waste your time calling Jeff’s mom.
She’s useless. When Ovul was born she came out for two weeks and didn’t
do anything and lectured us the entire time. She actually didn’t even stay
the full two weeks.
L OCAT I ON OF I T E MS YOU MAY N EED

Candles: If the power goes out, you can probably find a few candles in the
basement. Please do not use the Diptyque candles you see in every room of
the house.
First Aid Kit: We have a first aid kit in our vacation home in Joshua Tree.
Fusebox: No idea.
Gas shut off: No idea.
Fire Extinguisher: Jeff hasn’t picked one up despite Jamie asking him to
like a 1000 times.
Flashlight: With first aid kit.
NAP P I NG

Ovul does not have a “naptime.” She naps when she is tired. Some signs
Ovul is feeling tired include yawning, rubbing her face, touching her ears,
yanking on your ears, spitting in your eyes, screaming, pointing at the crib,
crawling to the crib, putting her head down on a flat surface and descending into what appears to be a coma.

NI GHT T I ME

Please use the following routine when putting Ovul to bed for the
night. IMPORTANT: you must begin this routine no later than 11:00
am: bath, story, bath, bottle, dance, song, bath, peek-a-boo, vacuum,
walk, bath, interstate drive, bath, story, bottle, Harvey Karp, bouncy chair,
bath, swing, count-every-star-in-the-night-sky-and-make-a-different-farm
animal-noise-for-every-star, bath, bouncy chair, hair dryer, Harvey Karp,
Target run, classical music, jazz, country, alt country, trip hop, story, bath.
If Ovul still has trouble going to bed, there is a large bottle of lorazepam
in the medicine cabinet. Take four and when you wake up, Ovul should be
asleep.
If you have any other questions, Jamie’s parents and our regular nanny
will be here with you while we are gone.
We will be back in half an hour.
— Jamie and Jeff

I W O U L D R AT H E R D O A N YTHI NG ELSE
T H A N G R A D E Y O U R F INAL PAPERS
by ROBI N LEE M OZE R

Dear Students Who Have Just Completed My Class,
I would rather do anything else than grade your Final Papers.
I would rather base jump off of the parking garage next to the student
activity center or eat that entire sketchy tray of taco meat leftover from
last week’s student achievement luncheon that’s sitting in the department
refrigerator or walk all the way from my house to the airport on my hands
than grade your Final Papers.
I would rather have a sustained conversation with my grandfather
about politics and government supported healthcare and what’s wrong with

the system today and why he doesn’t believe in homeowner’s insurance
because it’s all a scam than grade your Final Papers. Rather than grade
your Final Papers, I would stand in the aisle at Lowe’s and listen patiently
to All the Men mansplain the process of buying lumber and how essential
it is to sight down the board before you buy it to ensure that it’s not bowed
or cupped or crook because if you buy lumber with defects like that you’re
just wasting your money even as I am standing there, sighting down a 2×4
the way my father taught me 15 years ago.
I would rather go to Costco on the Friday afternoon before a three day
weekend. With my preschooler. After preschool.
I would rather go through natural childbirth with twins. With triplets.
I would rather take your chemistry final for you. I would rather eat beef
stroganoff. I would rather go back to the beginning of the semester like
Sisyphus and recreate my syllabus from scratch while simultaneously
building an elaborate class website via our university’s shitty web-based
course content manager and then teach the entire semester over again than
grade your goddamn Final Papers.
I would rather stay up past midnight pecking out an essay about not wanting to grade your Final Papers with one finger on my tiny outdated smart
phone touchpad than grade your Final Papers because I do not want to read
them.
I do not want to read your 3AM-energy-drink-fueled excuse for a thesis
statement. I do not want to sift through your mixed metaphors, your abundantly employed logical fallacies, your incessant editorializing of your
writing process wherein you tell me As I was reading through articles for
this paper I noticed that — or In the article that I have chosen to analyze,
I believe the author is trying to or worse yet, I sat down to write this paper
and ideas kept flowing into my mind as I considered what I should write
about because honestly, we both know that the only thing flowing into

your mind were thoughts of late night pizza or late night sex or late night
pizza and sex, or maybe thoughts of that chemistry final you’re probably
going to fail later this week and anyway, you should know by now that
any sentence about anything flowing into or out of or around your blessed
mind won’t stand in this college writing classroom or Honors seminar or
lit survey because we are Professors and dear god, we have Standards.
I do not want to read the one good point you make using the one source
that isn’t Wikipedia. I do not want to take the time to notice that it is cited
properly. I do not want to read around your 1.25-inch margins or your
gauche use of size 13 sans serif fonts when everyone knows that 12-point
Times New Roman is just. Fucking. Standard. I do not want to note your
missing page numbers. Again. For the sixth time this semester. I do not
want to attempt to read your essay printed in lighter ink to save toner, as
you say, with the river of faded text from a failing printer cartridge splitting your paper like Charlton Heston in The Ten Commandments, only
there, it was a sea and an entire people and here it is your vague stand-in
for an argument.
I do not want to be disappointed.
I do not want to think less of you as a human being because I know that
you have other classes and that you really should study for that chemistry final because it is organic chemistry and everyone who has ever had
a pre-med major for a roommate knows that organic chemistry is the
weed out course and even though you do not know this yet because you
have never even had any sort of roommate until now, you are going to be
weeded out. You are going to be weeded out and then you will be disappointed and I do not want that for you. I do not want that for you because
you will have enough disappointments in your life, like when you don’t
become a doctor and instead become a philosophy major and realize that
you will never make as much money as your brother who went into some

soul-sucking STEM field and landed some cushy government contract and
made Mom and Dad so proud and who now gives you expensive home
appliances like espresso machines and Dyson vacuums for birthday gifts
and all you ever send him are socks and that subscription to that shave club
for the $6 middle-grade blades.
I do not want you to be disappointed. I would rather do anything else than
disappoint you and crush all your hopes and dreams —
Except grade your Final Papers.
The offer to take your chemistry final instead still stands.

T H I NG S T H E WO R L D ’S MOST AND
L E A ST PR IV IL E G E D P EOPLE SAY
by J OHN- CLARK LEVI N

“I don’t have a TV!”
“I never eat meat!”
“I walk ten miles a day!”
“My diet is making me lose a lot of weight!”
“I use my own waste to grow food!”
“My children aren’t vaccinated!”
“I have a very small carbon footprint!”
“I don’t vote—the system is too corrupt!”

I F W O ME N WR O T E ME N THE WAY MEN
WR IT E WO MEN
by M EG ELI SON

There is a particular look about a teenage boy that lets you know what kind
of man he’ll be. A certain fullness of lips, a frank sensuality in his gaze.
We all know what the word for that is, but it’s not polite to use it until he’s
proven he’s that kind of boy.

Hugin was chosen, among all the boys of the village, to compete in the
Races. He had grown up, the child of a simple, lovely baker, and his wife,
the wolf-hunter. Hugin wore his hair in simple golden waves and had the
longest legs anyone had ever seen, coated in fine, silky down. When the
yearly selection began, other boys watched Hugin. They knew he would be

the one, and they pouted.
What they did not know was that Hugin was torn; torn between tall and
silent Joina and her younger sister, Kika the Maker of Knives.
As the old men pulled him on stage to crown him as the Racer, he
could see Joina’s eyes upon him. He could sense Kika’s longing for him as
her lips formed his name.
Which one of them would choose him? Who would he belong to? The
question would have to wait. He was a Racer now, and nothing else mattered. Not even love.

Brett pulled his tank top up over his head and stared at himself in the fulllength mirror. He pushed down his jeans, then his boxers, and imagined
the moment when Jennifer saw him nude for the first time. His feet were
average-sized, and there was hair on his toes that he should probably take
care of before tonight. He liked his legs just fine, but his thighs were wide
and embarrassingly muscular. He tried standing at an angle, a twist at his
waist. Some improvement. In that position, it was easier to see his ass and
notice that it was not as pert as it had been at 22. He clenched both cheeks,
hoping that tightened its look. He sucked in his tummy and pulled his pecs
up high, trying to present them like pastries in a bakery window. Would
she like him? Were the goods good enough? He pouted his lips and ran his
hands over his thighs, masking their expanse. Maybe.

Prof. Redgrave looked down to find Stephen gazing up adoringly at her.
She blinked down at him, unimpressed.
“But what is Nabikova trying to tell us with this transgressive tale? Is
it really just elevated pornography? Or is there a deeper meaning to this
titillating tale of a middle-aged woman seducing her teenage stepson?”

Stephen’s look didn’t waver. Redgrave knew there wasn’t a single original thought in the little tart’s head. She had seen the way he lounged, long
in his desk, inviting the girls in class to look at him and then crying foul
when they prefaced their arguments with a harmless little ‘sweetheart.’ She
had graded his papers, marking them down for their puerile assertions and
childish leaps of logic. She and her grad student, Gertrude, had privately
giggled over his pathetic striving.
“That one is not 201 material,” Gertrude clucked. “Fail him out already.
It’s sad watching him struggle like this.”
But of course, it had to be the Nabikova where he showed a little glimmer of hope. What other book would serve?
“Professor,” Stephen began, one well-tanned arm in the air. “What if
it’s not really about the boy? What if, like she says, he’s a safely solipsized
something else? What if the plaything isn’t the jailbait kid, but the English
language itself?”
And just like that, Redgrave knew who her next TA would be. She
drank him in, the combination of nubility and fragile academic curiosity
and knew he’d fall for her wise advisor act. Kid had mommy issues written
all over him.
This semester was looking up.

“But I don’t get it!” Shea was panting, trying to catch up to Michael as he
fled. “The monster ate everyone else. How did you escape?”
Michael reached the boat first, flinging himself in. He waited for Shea
to follow him and take the oars, guiding them smoothly away from the
shore.
“It’s because I was different from the other boys,” he said, pushing his
hair behind his ear and looking away.
“What do you mean, different?” Shea’s muscles rippled and flexed as

she rowed them to safety, and Michael could not tear his eyes away.
“Different. Pure, the monster said. Because I’m… I’ve never…” He
looked away again, and the moonlight caught on his throat, outlined his
clavicle.
“You’re a virgin,” Shea said, realization dawning. “What a waste.”
Michael blushed.
“If we get out of this alive,” she said. “I’m going to fix that.”

“You’re so good-looking,” said Chester. Antoine was patting his hair into
shape in the mirror, fretting again. Antoine knew that his friend meant
well, but his opinion just didn’t mean anything. Was Chester going to give
him a class ring? Was he going to hang that all-important varsity dance
team jacket over his shoulders when he was shivering? Would Chester
wrap his arms around him, hold his hand, kiss him so deeply that his toes
curled? Antoine looked at his best friend in the mirror, seeing him in an
entirely new way. It wasn’t the same as Barbara, he knew. It would never
be as overpowering, or as fulfilling. But maybe…
Barbara found them twenty minutes later, wrapped around each other.
Antoine looked up in horror.
“I’m so sorry! It didn’t mean anything!”
Barbara smirked, crossing her arms and taking in the scene. “Now, this
is interesting. Don’t freak out, babe. It’s not like it’s really cheating, after
all.”
The two boys looked at each other, flushed and excited.
“Maybe…” Chester bit his lip. “Maybe you’d like to join us?”
She smiled again and began to undo her belt. “That’s just what I had in
mind.”

Andrew didn’t mind that he never came when they had sex. Bianca would
climb on top of him and ride his pubis, grinding her clit until she spasmed
and fell on top of him, exhausted and mumbling about love. He liked the
way it got him excited and sometimes, later he would take care of himself.
He really just wanted to feel the power of her body on top of his, to know
that he was exciting to her. Besides, what are orgasms when compared to
true love?

P O S T- E LE C T IO N C O L L E G E PAPER GRADI NG
R U B R IC
by DAVEENA TAUBER

Dear Students,
Because I can no longer claim with any credibility that reading, writing,
and critical thinking are essential skills for 21st-century success, I have
revised the grading rubric for your papers accordingly. Effective January
20, 2017.
Sorry for any inconvenience,
Dr. Daveena Tauber

