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RAW IS WAR
LET THE HELLRAISING BEGIN! RAW is back 

with a vengeance, and this time, there will be NO 
MERCY. This week, professional wrestlers from 
around the world will descend on Reed College for 
THE BIGGEST, BADDEST SHOWDOWN IN 
THE HISTORY OF OUR PLANET.

In case you haven’t been keeping up with recent 
events, here’s the lowdown:

THE UNDERTAKER has returned from a tour of  
duty in Iraq, where he lost his sight in a roadside bomb-
ing. In the middle of  his emotional farewell announce-
ment, his arch-nemesis TRIPLE H ran out onstage 
and dished out a vicious SUPLEX from behind. As 
his opponent lay immobile on the ground, TRIPLE H 
laid down the trash talk, calling him “a whiner, a quit-
ter, and a sub-par concept artist.” Miraculously cured 
of  his blindness, THE UNDERTAKER delivered a 
DEVASTAING POWERBOMB and re-established 
himself  at the forefront of  postmodern design.

In another storyline, CHRIS JERICHO’s portfolio 
was stolen by none other than KANE, who placed 
it up for auction in front of  a live audience the next 

week. Who should win the bid but THE ROCK, 
whose appreciation for the fluid abstraction charac-
teristic of  JERICHO’S work is legendary. Just as he 
handed over his Wrestlemania 2007 championship belt 
as payment, CHRIS JERICHO ran in from backstage 
and snatched the belt, sparking a three-way showdown 
that culminated in a surprise alliance against KANE, 
who was taken down by a DOUBLE CHOKESLAM. 
The two victors have agreed to work together col-
laboratively, and are planning a gallery opening next 
Thursday.

Finally, JOHN CENA was FIRED after he refused 
to tear down his controversial installation depicting 
the BOSS-MAN’S WIFE in unflattering media. His 
poorly proportioned and offensively postured sculp-
ture of  her was apparently comprised entirely of  
congealed DOG FOOD, because “[S]HE’S A RAG-
ING BITCH, AND NEEDS A GODDAMNED 
LEASH,” according to CENA.

Several speculations have been made regarding the 
content of  this upcoming week’s events, including a 
possible reunion of  former tag-teammates DIESEL 

and RAY ROMANO. It’s also been rumored that there 
will be a CAGE MATCH to determine the paternity 
of  STEPHANIE MCMAHON’S child, and BREN-
DON will learn that URSULA’S been CHEATING 
on him when he finds out that he has AIDS.

REVIEWS OF STUDENT CREATED ART
• Tina Patterson: Several dimes will be scattered throughout 

campus, as a hidden symbol of  the college debt that haunts 
our wallets. Few are aware of  their presence; this heightens 
the sense of  imminent doom that their existence represents. 
[Three Unknown Locations Around Campus]

Although I had no direct contact with these pieces, 
I did notice a shift in consciousness when passing by 
Eliot 213, Chittick, and the tennis courts. I recom-
mend surveying these locations in order to grasp a 
sense of  the unknown.

• Penny Locks: A small hole dug in the front lawn, meant 
to trip people when they walk over it. This is meant to repre-
sent our inability to escape our past. [Front Lawn] 

Penny’s hole is not only conceptually sound; it is 
also the perfect-sized hole for snapping ankles. I 
saw seven surprise performances this week, inciting 
in me an appreciation for the incorporation of  an 
unwilling audience in artistic endeavors of  height-
ened (un)awareness and progress.

• Reginald Wilkes: A number of  hanging twigs meant to 
represent the devastation of  the deteriorating rain forest in 
Brazil, as well as the 2008 election. [Library Lobby]

This piece is a moving portrait of  the travesties 
happening in the heart of  our sister country, Brazil. 
The essence of  the jungle roared above the oblivi-
ous murmurs of  passersby, shouting its tropical call 
in a series of  colors and vibrations which voted for 
Barack Obama in the 2008 election.

• Lizzie Waters: A watercolor will be done of  a ghost, 
meant to represent the childhood traumas that haunt us, 
dead people, and sheets that should be bleached once every five 
washes. [Chapel]

While this painting is certainly the most aestheti-
cally astute work coming from the student body, it 
strays too far from the theme. 

• Kyle Robes-Pierre: Several photographs of  the real, 
dead ghost that has been haunting my house for the past six 
months. His name is Terrence. [GCC-B]

This piece is scary, silly, and soupy. My one com-
plaint: ghosts don’t look like that in real life.

When I was 8 years old, my mom died. Looking 
back, it was the best thing that has ever happened to 
me. No, not because she abused me (she didn’t, so 
stop asking!), but because shortly after her death she 
became my new best friend—as a ghost! My Ghost 
Mom and I did everything together, and we pranked 
people left and right. Here are some of  the best 
memories I have with my Ghost Mom!

About a week after my Ghost Mom showed 
up, I was at home eating dinner with my Dad.  As 
usual, He made soup so the tears that were con-
stantly streaming down his face over mom’s death 
wouldn’t change the consistency of  his meal.  Half-
way through dinner my Ghost Mom and I pulled 
the chair right out from under him and his bowl of  
soup spilt all over him! He wasn’t too happy, and 
when I told him it was mom’s idea he sent me to 
my room and then started crying even more! Totally 
pranked!

The next day I took the bus to school and the 
bus driver, Mr. Myoniltson, was being meaner than 
ever.   He made a really off  color joke - he said “I 
killed your mom.”  What made it especially hurtful 
was that my mom was run over by a school bus and 
they never found the driver.  But that day, the joke 
was on him.   My Ghost Mom came up with a plan 

to get him back. After he dropped us off  at school, 
I snuck under the hood and cut the brake lines. Sure 
enough, the school announced later that day that 
Mr. M. was killed in a horrific bus accident shortly 
after dropping us off.  Whoops!

A few days later during school all of  the cool kids 
were picking on me and teasing me about my mom. 
“Hey DeadMomKid, how’s it going? Not too great 
I would imagine! Because your mom’s dead!” They 
were so damn clever that I never knew how to re-
spond. But that day, my Ghost Mom had an idea. 
During lunch Mom and I stole some bleach from 
the janitor’s closet and, when they weren’t looking, 
we poured some in all of  the bullies’ drinks. Bul-
lies have statistically poor performing taste buds, 
so they couldn’t even tell the difference! Those kids 
never bothered me again!

After that last prank, I got sent to counseling 
when I told them that my Ghost Mom was behind 
it. After three weeks of  therapy, I think my Ghost 
Mom got sick of  waiting for me while I was in the 
psychiatrists office, because I never saw her again. 
A month or so later my Dad killed himself, which 
was pretty sad, but more than anything I miss my 
Ghost Mom (my Ghost Dad turned out to be a total 
asshole)!

GHOST MOM

Dear Drowned-in-Spiders Danny,
I have been trying to get rid of  the memory of  the 
time that I decided not to buy that periwinkle cardigan 
that was on sale for 50% off. It haunts my waking life! 
Is there nothing I can do to get rid of  the awesome 
sense of  what awaits me if  I do not have it to pair with 
my patent leather riding pants? Please help me,
Sweating Without Mine

Dear SWM,
Wooooooooooooooooooooo.

Dear Cheese-Grated Charlie,
I killed a man. Help!
Made 4 Murderer

Dear M4M,
Wooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo.
Cheese-Grated Charlie

Dear Spooned-Eye Sally,
Last night, I got drunk and I swear I saw a ghost. Do 
you think that that happened?
Beer Brought Woe

Dear BBW,
That was m-I mean, wooooooooooooooooooooooo
oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo
oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo
oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo
oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo
oooooooooooooooooooooooo!

THREE GHOSTS ADVISE


