
Need a spring-break penpal who won’t break your heart like that asshole Steve?
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Want to show Mom and Dad that you’re not the worst person at college?
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“What are you doing for SPRANG BREAK?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Fabricating a nom de plume so it looks like we got a new writer :(
HANNAH LOONEY: Answering the fan mail of a dead celebrity who I believe society 
deserves to continue to believe is still with us.
EMMA RENNIE: Having picnics with otters.
SAM SEXTON: Powering up to my ultimate form.

       In this technology-dependent age, we hardly have to pay attention to when Daylight 
Savings Time begins and ends. Our clocks change for us, and we move on with our orga-
nized, structured lives. But perhaps some of  you are aware that “Spring Forward” occurred 
this past weekend, and we all lost one glorious hour of  Sunday. 

       We encountered one freshman, however, who apparently had never heard of  the 
concept of  Daylight Savings Time, despite being from a very Western background. It turns 
out he grew up in a very privileged household in which all the clocks were run by computers, 
even when he was very young. His rich parents could afford to avoid the laborious task of  
setting them an hour back each fall and an hour forward each spring, and he simply never 
noticed that anything changed.

       However, he was chatting with a dormie this Sunday, and the topic was casually brought 
up. Naturally, he was very confused, so naturally, he turned to Google. His reaction? Brace 
yourselves, it’s a doozy.

       “HOLY SHIT YOU GUIZE WE COULD CONTROL TIME ALL ALONG?!?! I 
COULD JUST GO BACK TO AN HOUR AGO AND CHANGE THE FUTURE FOR-
EVER, THAT IS SOME MARTY MCFLY SHIT RIGHT THERE.” 

       “No, no, that’s not how it works, dude,” said his neighbor. “We don’t actually change 
anything except the numbers on the clock. The world still spins the same way, we just 
construct our lives around it. That’s why it sometimes seems like it’s suddenly darker in the 
morning.”

       “...The fuck, man? So, like, are you telling me that time is just a social construct? It’s not 
real?”

       “I mean, yeah, it’s just numbers. If  you look at a clock and it’s 8:45, that has no actual 
meaning in the physical world. It’s just, like, a device for the structure of  society.”

       “Man, my whole life is a lie. It’s like the goddamn Matrix.”

       “Yeah, you know what else isn’t real? Hogwarts.”

       “....What?! SHIT.”

       The now-enlightened freshman, who would like to remain anonymous, was last seen 
in the library reading up on epistemology. I wonder if  he knows Reed has an anthropology 
course all about “Time And Space.” It’s pretty great.

Freshman Realizes Time Isn’t Real

By SS

By HL

        Following his statement at CPAC that Democratic party policies offer “a full stomach 
and an empty soul,” Republican congressman and former vice-presidential candidate Paul 
Ryan has expanded on his remarks, taking a “full-throated anti-food stance.”

        “Is not gluttony listed as a deadly sin?” Ryan told an eager crowd at his CPAC panel 
entitled “Taxes>Pancakes.”  “And do not sins send you to Hell? If  you really care about 
people, how can you not deny them food? Do you want all those kids without lunches to go 
to Hell?”

        Ryan, who is working to improve his image as compassionate towards the poor, 
denounced Democrats “who think with their stomachs, not with their hearts,” saying that 
their policies reinforce an unhealthy, untenable status quo.  

       “They say we need food to live, that poor people who can’t afford food will develop 
malnutrition disorders, or die, without food.  How do they know? Have they even tried not 
eating? How am I the bad guy if  they won’t even compromise?”

Dead Man Tells Tale
       As the already-fairly-insignificant hubbub from this semester’s Funding Poll finally 
blips out of  existence entirely, we Reedies must gear up for yet another set of  tough deci-
sions, to begin immediately after spring break. This time, however, the stakes are much 
higher. This time, it’s the Bottom 400 Murder Poll. And this time, it’s personal. 

       Some of  you might not have heard of  the Bottom 400 Murder Poll. Oh, you lucky 
souls. Your confusion is understandable; it only takes place once every four years, and the 
rest of  the time, everyone is bound by a blood pact not to speak of  it...to anybody. (Un)
fortunately for me, one of  my older friends shared the secret with me when I was but a 
freshman. Now, though, as the time draws near, it is time for you to learn. I am very sorry 
for what I am about to tell you, friends. Very sorry, but not sorry enough not to do it. lol 
#YOLO.

       ...Anyway. The Bottom 400 operates, on its face, much like the better-known Top 
40 does. Instead of  student organizations, however, each student is given a list of  every 
member of  the student body, and instead of  having 6 Top- or Deep-sixes to give away, 
each student has 69 Top- or Deep-sixty-nines. Do you follow me so far? No? Wait, are 
you misinterpreting this as a sex thing? You gross little shit. You’re on my Deep-69 list, my 
filthy friend. Wait, you’re still...stop smiling. It’s seriously not a good thing. KEEP READING, 
YOU UTTER BASTARD. 

       Each student gets to pick 69 of  Reed’s ~1400 students (themselves included, or not, 
whatevs) and either “Top-69” them, giving them 69 points, or “Deep-69” them, taking 69 
of  their points away. Once everyone has voted--note that participation is, in fact, manda-
tory for all  students--everyone’s points are tallied, and a list is ordered by total number of  
points.

       Now, friends, this is where things get tough. There’s no nice way to tell you this, really, 
so I’ll just come right out and say it. At this point, the 400 students with the least points...
are killed. In the past, the job has been done by a team of  mercenary nutria; however, at 
the behest of  the Reed College Animal Liberation Committee, a group of  Clarkies has 
been recruited instead to  carry out this year’s slaughter.

       Now, you’re probably wondering why you haven’t noticed any signs of  these killings 
from previous years. Wouldn’t you have noticed, for instance, if  one of  the graduating 
classes was short ~100 people? Well, friend, the reason you never noticed this is because 
you are dumb. And I am dumb. This is a plot hole. Goodbye, friends.

Bottom 400 Murder Poll 2k14

“Okay, protein bars are an exception. I need those if  I want to get my pump on”—Paul Ryan

By ER

       Pirates on the good ship Crawler told reporters yesterday that a dead man came on 
board and started telling tales. 

       Scurvy Dan, the captain, alleged that former, ultra-dead crewmember Brigham Jones 
climbed up onto the deck and began telling a horrid assortment of  tales, vignettes, yarns, 
and embarrassing anecdotes. Jones, who was forced to walk the plank for being “gross and 
annoying,” returned from the grave to “ruin everyone’s life.” 

       “He started telling everyone about my fear of  the ocean and childhood wart problems.  
I will kill him again if  I have to,” the captain quipped, futilely banging Jones’ reanimated 
corpse with a sea broom. 

       Jones, who was “most certainly dead the other day,” has been plunging the ship into 
turmoil ever since his fantastic resurrection from what the sailors can only assume to be 
the watery hell that awaits “absolutely worthless specimens” such as Jones. The dead man 
has even been successful in wooing the captain’s wife, who was “bedazzled by his slimy, 
greenish glow and engaging tales”. The two will be having dinner ashore in Barbados this 
weekend, assuming the captain has not “once again consigned him to the trenches of  the 
worm-writhing sea.” 

       While it is not uncommon for pirates to be dead, Jones is certainly a rare sailor due to 
the fact that he is “both dead and capable of  telling tales.” 

       The skipper, who once studied philosophy at a fine Jesuit institution, explained the 
significance of  the corpse-man thus: “Here the duality of  life and death are presented in 
the very vessel that contains them both: man, the cup who is never empty, never quite full. 
Jones is both of  these things à la fois, and the result is as startling as the barnacles that have 
sprung up where his eyes should be.” 

       Jones has been rehired as a crew member, out of  economic desperation. He was last 
seen in the crow’s nest, telling the first mate about the first time he ever kissed a girl, which 
according to experts “definitely counts as a tale.”  

Ryan: “Food Will Destroy Your Soul.”

Thankfully, our freshman friend has not yet discovered the horrors of  Time Police propaganda.

By ECPictured: what that bastard Jones is supposed to look like by now, dammit.


