Quoting Chet Meeks
Presented at his birthday dinner on Friday, April 27, 2007 in Atlanta
(at Enat, an Ethiopian restaurant)

One of my students just gave me a hug.............. I think I am definitely
going to quit my job.

Peach margarita? Brett, you really are a fag.

I think the people who write viruses should be boiled in oil.

I've always secretly wanted to be around for the end times.

Stop hating America, David.

As you'll soon learn I'm not all that sympathetic to military endeavors.
Well at least that fucking Sanjaya wasn't on this week.

Family-friendliness is out of control. When I am working out I shouldn’t have
to avoid your crib lizard.

Thanks to the increasingly corporatized, consumer-oriented university, we
have to pretend that their opinions matter to us.

It's amazing how fucking crazy some people are.

I think Brett's hyperactive response to my first posts pretty much confirms
how silly he feels for getting beaten up by a skinny, fem queer.

Brett thinks he's manly, but nothing compares to 20 years of pent-up rage.
I will never understand America’s fascination with ‘Mommies.’

When someone keeps telling me, “I love you,” it makes me wonder if they
really do love me or if they are just trying to convince themselves of it.

Roger, I don't shake. [to a Northern Illinois student who extended his
“sweaty, meaty paw” to Chet at the end of class]

[To his undergrad advisor, who was late for an appointment] May I remind
you that you work for me.

God doesn't love you, Brett.

You're missing my larger point. My point is, having kids is a horrrrrrible
burden.



e He turned down the job? What an idiot.
e I enjoyed lunch today, Katherine (are you jealous Andy???.....I hope so).
e [ think I'm going to start dressing up in a clown suit and making all of my

lectures rhyme with the words to "It's a small world after all," because I
wouldn't want the little bastards to fall asleep or anything like that.



