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“How do you plan to celebrate this holiday season?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: By eavesdropping on strangers to make sure they’ve been good 
this year.
HANNAH LOONEY: With capitalism.
EMMA RENNIE: By decorating my house with strings of styrofoam packing peanuts and 
champagne corks.
SAM SEXTON: I will eat 1 metric ton of stripadillas before break, then hibernate till spring.
BRIAN CLICK: By converting to whichever religion is having the biggest party at any 
given moment.

By HL

       Last Friday’s Spring-Fall Thesis Parade was a time of  joyous, cathartic release for many 
Reed students, despite the extreme temperatures and the resultant necessity of  clothing. 
For two students, however, the afternoon’s saliva-swapping fun-times led to a rather less 
comfortable--and decidedly longer-lasting--sort of  komrade-ly closeness.

       “I saw it happen,” said Jason Eagleton ‘17, laughing incredulously through his tears. 
“Marty [Sheldon ‘16] walked up to Lainie [Goodman, ‘17] outside the library, and he was 
like, ‘hey, you wanna, I dunno, make out or something?’ They weren’t dating or anything, 
but, like, I think he’d had a thing for her for awhile. Anyway, she said yeah, so they, you 
know, started making out, but then--oh god, it was so fucking awkward…” 

       “Their faces just, like, froze together,” said Hannah Jacobs ‘15, who saw the whole 
thing from her spot by the fire pit. “Like, you know that scene from A Christmas Story 
where that kid gets his tongue stuck to the flagpole? That happened to these guys’ faces.”

       Indeed, according to all available bystander reports, Goodman and Sheldon realized af-
ter two solid minutes of  clumsy tongue-wrestling that they were no longer able to extricate 
themselves. 

       “They started making these weird noises, and finally Lainie tapped me on the shoulder, 
and I realized what was going on,” said Eagleton, who, by this point in our interview, had 
regained some composure. “We led them over to the fire pit to, I don’t know, warm up, but 
when we got their faces close enough, their hair caught on fire, so we had to nix that plan 
pretty fast.” 

       Unfortunately for the fused students, no building on the Reed College campus is cur-
rently warm enough to melt the icy saliva between them. At the time of  writing, the pair 
cannot be asked to comment, as they are still literally connected at the mouth. For more 
details as they arrive, please don’t hesitate to contact us at pamphlette@lists.reed.edu

Thesis Parade Ends in Icy Crisis

By SS

By EC

       In an interview with The North Pole Gazette, Santa Claus reportedly stated that he will 
begin bringing gifts to Pepsi employees’ homes this year.

        Mr. Claus, who makes no secret of  his corporate ties with the Coca-Cola Company, 
has previously refused to deliver toys to children of  Pepsi workers, on the basis that they 
were “part of  an evil empire.” 

       When questioned about this policy, Santa became dodgy and nervous.  “I can’t talk 
about it,” he said. “No teddy-bears, no trains, no candy canes, no dollies!  Not for Pepsi!” 
He was sweating profusely through his red coat. 

        Analysts claim that Santa’s recent change of  heart came in response to mass protest 
from Pepsi workers around the world. “They started one of  those dadgum internet peti-
tions,” Santa grumbled. The North Pole, he noted, has yet to get internet access. 

       The great lobster-man in the chimney, as he is known by three and four year olds 
worldwide, refuses to let the Pepsi commission interfere with his usual route.  “Rest 
assured, Pepsi families will be the L-A-A-A-S-T to get their presents. All the Mr. Potato 
Heads and puppies will have been given away by then anyway,” he chortled. 

       Mrs. Claus took advantage of  Santa’s smoke break to encourage reporters to not judge 
her husband too harshly: “He’s horribly overworked.  He got frostbite the other day train-
ing the reindeer.  It’s not a good time for him.”  She ran out to give Santa his pills.  

       Clarissa Edger, the four year old daughter of  a Pepsi worker at the bottling factory, will 
be getting Christmas presents for the first time this year. Wearing a Pooh-bear dress and 
not pronouncing a single R, she told the press how excited she will be to see Santa: “This 
year I want a choo-choo and a kitty.” she said. “Mama says to leave Mr. Santie Claws cook-
ies and a glass of  Pepsi for when he gets thirsty.”   

Santa Kidney-Punches Scott Walker

Santa to Visit Pepsi Workers’ Homes

 Boner Owner has been in jail before, but he didn’t do nothing.  His Boner robbed nine banks; he just hap-
pened to be attached at the time. He wasn’t involved. We swear.
 
Q: Boner Owner, how’d the trip back home go?
A: It went poorly. I was taken prisoner by pirates, and now I’m stuck in this cell. There’s 
very little light, but an hour a day at dawn there’s just enough for me to write. Vas is skinny 
enough to slip through the window bars, so I’m still receiving questions and sending 
responses written with my own blood on toilet paper. Boner Owner isn’t shut down, it’s just 
the Gulag Edition!

Q: Boner Owner, my girlfriend wants to roleplay with me. I love her and I totally want to 
make her happy, but all the stock “nurse/patient” and “schoolgirl/teacher” scenarios are 
really cheesy and silly to me. Do you have any advice for getting over the initial embarrass-
ment?
A: Your problem is that you’re fighting a losing battle. Sex is one of  the most serious, 
solemn acts that there is—there’s nothing silly about wieners and vagoos. If  any sexual 
act seems silly to you, you just shouldn’t do it. Instead, try roleplaying more real, dramatic 
roles. “Nurse and patient” not doing it for you? How about “nurse and hospital director 
performance review session”, complete with real, sensual forms to fill out? “Schoolgirl and 
teacher” is a bit played out, yes, but “teacher with test scores just below the state average 
and tired superintendent with four more meetings that day who doesn’t want to punish 
anyone but feels like he has to” is severely underrated. Just remember, if  anyone giggles at 
any point, it’s not sexy anymore.
 
Q: Boner Owner, I want to try some foodplay with my partner (whipped cream, strawber-
ries, etc) but neither of  us want yeast infections. Have any food safety tips?
A: Well, keeping it out of  vagoos is the surest way, but if  you really want to spice things up 
(and if  neither of  you are vegetarian/vegan) you could severely reduce the risk by hunting 
the food while fooling around. You get an intense, romantic experience that probably won’t 
even involve food, and if  it does, it’ll be that much more satisfying because you had to work 
for it. I recommend starting with things that are easier to catch, like ants, and slowly work-
ing your way up. My boner is on scorpions right now.
 
Q: It’s time, you foolish lecher. The boss will be here any minute, and then we will at last be 
revenged. Are you ready?
A: Has it been you that’s been sending me all those non-questions? Well, I’m glad you actu-
ally asked me one this time. I don’t think I am; I’m still doing my column, my boner is really 
cold inside of  this boner-shackle you’ve got it in, and I’m all out of  spiders to eat.  And 
what kind of  prison guard wears black robes, anyway? And…wait…is that your boss? I…I 
know who that is! Oh no! OH NOOOOOOOOO!
 
Well, Boner Owner’s in quite a pickle! If  only there was SOME WAY he could have gotten out of  it! If  
only JUST ONE OF YOU had had an opportunity to save him with an email! If  only my heart wasn’t 
so cold and bitter from betrayal! But maybe it’s not too late! Maybe if  you believe hard enough and send 
your love to Boner Owner on pamphlette@gmail.com over winter break, he’ll find a way out of  this jam! 

Schuster also claimed that Santa is “significantly more swole” than 
traditional portrayals would lead one to believe.

Boner Owner: Gulag Edition
        Wisconsin Governor Scott Walker (R), who in a recent campaign email urged parents 
to donate to his campaign rather than buying Christmas presents for their children, was 
brutally assaulted by Santa Claus as he was driving towards a presser meant to confirm that, 
yes, he really did tell parents to give to him instead of  their children.

        “I’ve been driving folks for twenty years,” said Gary Schuster, who was the chauffeur 
of  Governor Walker’s limousine when Santa’s sleigh descended from the sky, “and I’ve 
never seen anything stranger. We were just driving along when I looked in the rear-view mir-
ror and there were eight giant reindeer behind us, hovering a foot off  of  the ground!”

        Schuster says he was forced to stop when the lead reindeer’s nose started flashing a 
bright red strobe, making it impossible for the driver to see. As soon as they pulled over, 
Schuster says, “the elves were all over us. It was like Pikmin—they were crawling over the 
car, pounding at the windows and doors, and every time I knocked one off  with the wind-
shield wipers, Santa just reached into his sack and threw a few more!”

        After ten minutes, the elves managed to break one of  the back windows, at which 
point “the elves swarmed in like fire-ants.” Schuster thought he was going to die, but the 
elves completely ignored him. They only had one target: Scott Walker.

        “He was so covered in elves that I couldn’t even see him.  That’s how they got him 
out of  the car—they just, sort of, engulfed him, and moved like a wave,” Schuster said, shud-
dering. “I reached for my phone, but one of  the elves saw and grabbed my hand. He said 
‘don’t. There’s nothing anyone can do now.’ He looked a little sad, almost.”

        Once out of  the car, the elf-mass vomited Walker into the snow just in front of  Santa, 
who rooted around in his sack until he retrieved some candy-cane knuckles. 

       “Walker looked up at him and turned white,” Schuster said. “He managed to get up and 
yell ‘I can explain—‘ before Santa belted him in the face!”

        Based on Schuster’s testimony, Santa followed up the face punch with a hearty laugh, 
before he reached down and grabbed Walker by the scruff  of  his neck.  Holding him like 
this in his left hand, Santa proceeded to “punch the shit out of…” Walker.

       “Do you know why I’m hitting your kidneys?!” Santa allegedly yelled, louder and louder 
with each punch. 

       “He wouldn’t stop,” Schuster said, “until Walker answered. He eventually managed it, 
whimpering out a ‘why,’ and then Santa roared “BECAUSE YOU DON’T CARE ABOUT 
KIDS!’ Then he allegedly punched him in the kidneys one more time and threw him down.

        While Governor Walker is currently receiving medical care for his severely bruised kid-
neys, the story had a happy ending for Schuster. “He walked towards me, licking the blood 
off  of  his candy cane knuckles, and I thought I was gonna die. But he just smiled at me, 
reached into his coat, and gave me some 3DS’s with Pokémon X and Y for my sons.  ‘Merry 
Christmas,’ he told me.” 

By SS


