
Think EC should actually start “Asses @ Reed”?
Then send us an email!

pamphlette@lists.reed.edu
Want to ignore our advice and introduce Grandma to The Pamphlette?

Find our past issues online! (It’s your funeral.)
pamphlette.wordpress.com

“What will you be doing this Thanksgiving?”
ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Me? I’ll be hiding under your table, feasting on dropped scraps.
HANNAH LOONEY: Fuckin’ bitches, gettin’ money, and never responding to the goddamn 
weekly question.
EMMA RENNIE: Roast brains and stuffing, mashed brains, brainberry sauce, green brain 
casserole, brain pie...mmm, mmm, good.
SAM SEXTON: Weeping softly as the turkey triggers “Free Birds” flashbacks.
BRIAN CLICK: Refusing to eat in order to protest the suspension of habeas corpus by 
President Lincoln, who formalized the holiday.

By EC

       After the relative success of   “bewbs @ Reed,” “DICKS AT REED,” and even “Ankles 
at Reed,” the founder of  the “Asses @ Reed,” Braden Jackson ‘17, was surprised and disap-
pointed to find his own submission box empty. 

       “Is it something about asses, specifically?” he asked. “I mean, I know there are some 
nice ones, and Reedies don’t seem to have very much shame at all when it comes to show-
ing off  their bodies on the internet, so what gives? I just don’t get it.” 

       Luckily for you, this enterprising reporter chose to investigate. I started, as one does, 
at that fount of  all Reed College knowledge, Reed Relieves. “Why are there no asses on 
asses@reed?” I asked.

       Unfortunately, my RR komrades let me down. “Heads up, you guys,” the admin said, 
“this one’s definitely a squirrel.” After that, the comments section consisted of  three “lol”s, 
five insistences that I must be a troll, and one extensive sociological analysis of  ass fetishiza-
tion in Western culture. 

       Luckily, one good samaritan--who wishes to remain anonymous--contacted me 
privately, and let me in on what is apparently a widely known yet rarely discussed Reed 
phenomenon. “At least 80 percent of  Reedies,” he said,  “have regrettable ass tattoos.”

       How has no one told me about this until now? “People don’t like to talk about it,” said 
my anonymous informant. “It’s kind of  embarrassing, for one, and it’s not really something 
that comes up in casual conversation, so you only figure it out after you’ve slept around a 
little.”

       So there you have it, Braden: unbeknownst to us both, our classmates are all filled with 
shame over things they’ve had repeatedly stuck in their asses. (Hah. You see what I did 
there? Yeah. Haha. Ha.)

       But wait...what about the rampant nudity on campus? How do people cover up their 
ass tattoos for  Thesis Parade, for example? “Quality cover-up, I guess. Although why they 
don’t just do that before taking an ass selfie, I can’t imagine.”

       That’s a damn good question, Anonymous Informant. A damn good question, indeed. 
Now that I think about it, photoshop is also a thing! Just photoshop out your shitty ass tat-
too before submitting! Do it, you guys! Do it!

Coming soon: assesatreed.tumblr.com ?

Harry Reid Finally Lets Charlie 
Brown Kick Football

By SS

       Charlie Brown went into last Thursday unaware that his life was about to be transformed 
forever.  He groaned when he saw Senate Majority Leader Harry Reid (D-NV) kneeling in his 
blue dress, holding a football.  “Every year he does this,” Brown later told The Pamphlette.  “He 
holds the football, gets me to run at it, and swipes it away as I kick.  Then he just looks at me 
on the ground and says something like ‘the Senate is not the House.’  Good grief!”

       But this time, when Brown ran to kick the football, Reid did not swipe it away.  To the 
astonishment of  Brown—and indeed, the entire nation—Reid left the ball in place, allowing 
Brown to kick it successfully.  While it only sailed a few feet (Brown is a child and does not 
have very strong legs) to Brown, it felt like it flew miles.  “It felt so…right,” he said.  “Is…is 
this what closure feels like?”

       Harry Reid remarked that he was “sorry” for the many, many, many, many times he had 
led Charlie Brown on about his intents to kick the football.  “But I finally realized that we had 
to kick the damn thing,” he said.  “Now we just have to pray to God that Mitch McConnell 
never gets to hold the ball.  Or he’ll use it to outlaw abortion.”

Why No “Asses @ Reed”? The 
Answer Might Surprise You...

By SS

Boner Owner once went through an entire day using nothing but his boner to manipulate objects and propel 
his body.  Unfortunately, that was the day he signed up to run a marathon and compete in a habanero pepper 
eating contest.  He also had to use his boner to brush his teeth.  It wasn’t the best day.
 
Q: Boner Owner, there’s an attractive woman who rides the same bus as me.  We don’t know 
each other, and she’s always reading or listening to headphones or doing something that 
indicates she doesn’t want to be talked to.  But I don’t like feeling like I’m not wanted, and 
her boobs are awesome.  Should I just start talking to her?
A: No.  If  there’s one thing I’ve learned from my complicated relationship with my boner, 
it’s that you should learn to take a hint, and that conversation with total strangers on public 
transit instigated solely because you’re physically attracted to them isn’t very considerate.  
Instead, I recommend you look at humorously captured pictures from the 1960s Spider-Man 
cartoon.  Or better yet, stream some episodes.  My favorite is the one where Spider-Man 
makes tempered web to block steel! Fun fact: my boner can do the same thing!
 
Q: Boner Owner, what are you planning on doing for Thanksgiving?
A: Well, the Boner and Deferens and I were planning on leaving the mountain and going to 
the Boner Family Dinner on Boner Island, our ancestral homeland.  It’s been awhile since I 
was last there, though, and while I’m confident in my Boner, I’ll probably be challenged to 
boner-trial at least twice while I’m there, which is a hassle.  We’ll leave on Tuesday and decide 
what to do on the way, I guess.
 
Q: Boner Owner, who would win in a fight: your Boner, or Godzilla?
A: It would probably wind up being a war of  attrition, but I think my Boner would ultimately 
prevail.  He’s a lot faster than Godzilla is, can shoot energy more consistently, and he’s 
surprisingly clingy.  It would be really close, though, and probably tragic, as there’s no way my 
Boner could fight Godzilla and prevent collateral damage.  Ultimately, Godzilla seems cool 
enough that they probably wouldn’t fight anyway.  My Boner would probably team up with 
Godzilla to wreck King Ghidora.  Fuck that guy.
 
Q: Boner Owner, you may think yourself  safe, perched in your fortress with your flamingo 
and your throbbing menace.  But you can hide from us no longer.  We know where you are, 
Boner Owner, and we’re going to finish what we started all those years ago.  This is fair warn-
ing.  We’re coming for you.  Only one of  us will walk away from this, and here’s a hint as to 
who: the winner won’t be able to use their erection to prepare Thanksgiving dinner.
A: Um, there wasn’t really a question in there.  Why was this sent to me? What am I supposed 
to say? And I would never use my Boner to prepare food.  That’s just unsanitary.
 
Uh oh! It looks like Boner Owner might be in trouble with a mysterious foe from his dark and troubled past! 
Help him steel his resolve and stay entertained with some questions! He might be on Boner Island during the 
break, but the email is still pamphlette@gmail.com.

Some people might be a little...too into Commons...

Boner Owner: Tempered Web

Harry Reid persuades a skeptical Charlie Brown that this time he won’t snatch the ball away.

The bottom left one says “HAM SANDWICH”. I...I can’t pick a favorite. 


