
  PORTLAND  •  THE BINS  •  A KINKY SEX SHOP, TOO, FOR REALISM
A Benefactor of  The Arts since 1987

April 8, 2014Vol. 12, Issue 24

New “Karma Shaming” Policy Sparks 
Controversy, Debate

by HL

Every Evil Thing Just Misunderstood, 
Children’s Television Show Asserts

You know, for all that I’ve spent three years in Portland, I really haven’t experienced many of  the 
wonderful things this city has to offer. This past weekend, I set out to remedy that. In this article, I will 
describe some of  Portland’s most obscure and fascinating locales, so that maybe you, my dear readers, will 
find yourselves more cultured than I by your own junior year(s). 

1.) Vegan Strip Club: Conveniently located approximately 2 blocks from campus, this 
titillating hole-in-the-wall club features vegan everything--Nothing is made with meat or 
animal products of  any sort...not even the strippers. You heard me right: the entrepreneurs 
behind this mystical establishment have, through some dark magic, compelled a variety of  
(non-sentient, cruelty-free!) vegetables to jiggle, gyrate and flex such that they look almost 
like sexy, succulent human bodies! Ohhh, those cucumbers...I highly recommend this 
club, despite the fact that, at the end of  the evening, a woman in a Safeway apron asked 
me to “please remove yourself  from this produce aisle immediately, or I’ll call the cops.” 
Strange things happen everywhere, after all. Keep Portland Weird!

2.) Hoodoo Doughnuts: Contrary to popular belief, this is not the sister restaurant 
of  the popular Voodoo Doughnuts. (In fact, Voodoo sued Hoodoo ten years ago for 
claiming as much, and received thirteen shrunken heads, a dubiously legal form of  
restitution!) Hoodoo Doughnuts does, as the name suggests, purvey doughnuts. However, 
unlike most doughnuts, these tasty treats scream ghoulishly when bitten, and instead of  
berry preserves, they release a pulsing stream of  virgin blood. Don’t forget to grab extra 
napkins!

3.) The Great Vagina Cave of  Multnomah County: Located in the alley behind the 
county library, the opening of  this cave is a scale replica of  a human vulva, leading into a 
dark, moist, narrow chasm. If  you’re brave enough, you can walk all the way in and reach 
Cervix Rock, behind which Sigmund Freud eternally sits, waiting, pondering the darkness 
of  the subconscious mind. Great to explore before Fetish Ball!

by EC

by EC

4.) The Wimbledon Meth Den: Highest quality in town, reasonable prices, mob connec-
tions well-hidden. It’s all you can ask for, really. Oh...oh wait...shit. Was I not...was that sup-
posed to stay quiet? Ahhh, shit. My bad, you guys. No, guys, please don’t...just put down the 
crowbar, friend, we can work this out...

       Beloved children’s program Gloopy McGloop Gloop shocked viewers last Monday with an 
astonishing, albeit catastrophically unrealistic message, at the conclusion of  the season finale.

       The show, featuring a cast of  animated ray-finned fishes and assorted sea invertebrates, 
is well-liked by parents for its moralistic style, and tolerated by children for the deep shades 
of  blue and soothing ocean noises. In last week’s episode, the titular protagonist came to 
terms with a tiger shark who was planning on devouring Gloopy’s entire underwater com-
munity, eating his children last to maximize their terror. 

       With astonishing underwater diplomacy and psychological techniques not condoned by 
the American Psychological Association, Gloopy convinced Ripper to eat something else for 
supper instead. He discovered that Ripper the tiger shark was not malicious (he was), he was 
just MISUNDERSTOOD (he wasn’t). Ripper was encouraged to delve into his childhood 
as a troubled pup, where he described his abusive father and insecurity about his cartilage. 
Here I quote: “I was gonna kill you because my dad bit me and I’ve always wanted to have 
bones like the other fish.” From this, Gloopy discerned that Ripper was only violent due 
to his isolation from the warm community of  animated ray-finned fishes and assorted sea 
invertebrates (he wasn’t).  

       Gloopy then swam modestly up to an underwater soapbox to deliver a speech about in-
cluding others, predicated on heinous misinterpretations about sharks and villains in general.  
At one point the guppy misused the term “cuius est solum eius est usque ad coelum et ad inferos.” 

       The show did not address what would happen the next time Ripper’s instinctual urge to 
shred fast-moving, streamlined prey resurfaces. Taken to its logical extreme, the Gloopy Para-
digm, as scholars are calling it, would, for instance, rationalize Stalinist purges as “expressions 
of  extreme loneliness, underwater or perhaps not, easily remedied with offers of  friendship 
and cut-rate fish psychiatry.” 

       Gloopy McGloop Gloop is being renewed for a 10th season, having received a high fol-
lowing among new-age pedagogists and patrons of  the Shedd Aquarium. 

Little-Known Portland Hot Spots to Check Out This Weekend!

       Concerned students have accused the Renn Fayre czars of  a shaming campaign after 
their unprecedented appointment of  President John Kroger, Pope Francis as Karma 
Patrol volunteers.

       These appointments were revealed to students this past Saturday with the unveiling 
of  the RF 2K14 website, and within hours, the czars’ personal facebook pages had been 
inundated with questions ranging from curious to outright scathing. 

       “What are you trying to do, here?” asked sophomore Alexa Kelly in a public wall 
post that we’re 99% sure we don’t have to ask permission to publish here. “When I’m 
drunk off  my face, in a bikini top made out of  Krazy Glue, champagne, and glitter, kiss-
ing strangers, I don’t want the goddamn *Pope* in my face, offering me a sober-up bagel! 
Like, shit! It’s like you want me to feel bad for having a good time, all of  a sudden!”

       Alexa’s post, which had 57 “likes” at our last count, seems to encapsulate the senti-
ments of  many of  her classmates. “Like, the pope, whatever, I don’t care, dude seems 
chill,” said Simon Horton ‘14 in an interview with this Pamphlette reporter. “It’s Kroger I’ve 
got a problem with. I mean, it’s cool if  he’s up on the library roof  with the professors 
or whatever, but I don’t want him to be the one luggin’ my drunk ass to Karma Lounge 
forty minutes in, you know?”

       When we approached the czars, they responded...noncommittally. “We can neither 
confirm nor deny that last year’s Karma Lounge was...troublesome,” said one czar, who, 
despite the small ranks to which they belong, chose to remain anonymous, like you all 
won’t totally figure it out anyway. “Nor will we say with any certainty that our decision to 
employ slightly more...esteemed Karma patrollers this year had anything to do with our 
“75% Less Vomit” goal for this year. Of  course, we hope, as I’m sure everyone does, that 
people make good choices during Renn Fayre. And hey, if  the looming, not-judging-but-
totally-deep-down-judging eyes of  Kroger and the Pope--the human mouthpieces, respec-
tively, of  the Doyle Owl and the Catholic God--make you dumbasses take a few less tabs 
of  acid, well, we’ll call that a net positive.”

“It’s okay, li’l buddy...hug it out. Hug it out.”

Isn’t nature amazing?

To be fair, this Pope will probably just shake your hand and toast to your health. I 
mean, what a fuckin chiller, right?


