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AN ORGANIZER'S VIEW
I've been on the hundred-year celebration 

committee for the last fifteen years, and after thirty 
sessions of  giving free pizza to students, I can say that 
we're well on our way to throwing one hell of  a bash 
(and also that pepperoni draws a crowd)!

It’s been a winding and twisting and twirling road 
we’ve traversed. In fact, I’d say the road we’ve gone 
over has made us wiser, as we’ve trotted along on our 
twin steeds of  organization and school spirit.

One of  the biggest obstacles has been staying 
in touch with the times - fifteen years ago we had 
booked Nirvana to play on the Quad.  Whoops!  
Another one of  our initial goals was to create a way 
to link computers together nationwide so we could 
efficiently coordinate invitations.  Then someone else 
invented it ahead of  us.

But we've been learning and growing along the way.  
When we started this project, most of  us were in the 
womb.  Now that we've reached maturity, the theme 
of  the event is no longer "milk: pretty tasty." 

I've learned a lot as an event organizer as well.  I 
know that you have to prepare.  If  we waited until the 
last second to find catering, for example, we might 
have ended up with piglets in a blanket when we 
wanted pigs, jalapenos that aren't anywhere close to 
popping, and a bowl of  fruit punch that feels more 
like a poke.  And that’s just the food!

It's been hard planning the event to everybody's 
specifications.  The new students want video games 
and YouTube.  The students from the sixties just want 
a big lawn and a hug.  The students who were here at 
the very beginning want to know that the school is the 
same as it ever was.  When the class of  1911 shows 
up on our doorstep, we want them to know that the 
school is just as great as it was then.  For that reason, 
we will be asking all female students to wear ankle-
length dresses and carry a wedding ring.

But beyond all the little things that come up and the 
immense responsibilities, I've really had a great time 
acting as centennial coordinator.  I’ve done my best in 
the hopes that my experience will prove me to be the 
best candidate for coordinator of  the bicentennial.  
It’s only a hundred and three years from now, and it’s 
never too early to start getting ready!

PROPOSED EVENTS
A look ahead at some of  the activities proposed 

for the big celebration!  Vote for your favorite to win  
one of  50 McDonald’s gift certificates!  Send all votes 
to pamphlette@lists.reed.edu

Renn Fayre retrospective - come to Kaul 
Auditorium, which will be filled with drugs!

A hundred pennies, symbolic of  each of  the years 
Reed has existed, will be used to pay for a candy bar, 
which will be consumed by the entire campus.

Facilities day off! - The Physical Plant crew will be 
given the entire day off!  This is what you’ve been 
waiting a hundred years for, Phys. Plant employees.

All theses will be taken out of  the thesis tower and 
stacked in the library.  This new section of  the library 
will be called “The Stacks.”

A hundred sticks, symbolic of  each of  the years 
Reed has existed, will be dropped into the canyon.  
These sticks will be retrieved at the bicentennial.

To help alumni relive their college days, every 
visitor will be given a ten-page paper to write on the 
masculine bias present in the works of  Arthur Conan 
Doyle.

Special “centennial cameras” will be installed to 
capture all the fun of  the centennial celebration and 
wire it directly to the police.

A hundred sheets of  paper, symbolic of  each of  
the years Reed has existed, will be added to each 
student’s printing account.

Calendar endowment - a section of  the budget will 
be created to manage the purchase of  calendars, the 
most integral part of  our school, for another hundred 
years.

A special dye will be applied to all of  the electrical 
sockets on campus.  Finally the entire campus will 
have green energy!

After a hundred years of  love, the Doyle Owl will 
finally be laid to rest with a proper funeral and a wake.  
Guards will be posted 24/7 to prevent graverobbing.

A hundred prisoners, symbolic of  each of  the 
years Reed has existed, will be set free, but only if  they 
promise not to commit any crimes on campus.

Free plastic surgery will be provided to each 
student, ending a hundred years of  ugliness.

A hundred years, each symbolic of  the number of  
years Reed has existed, will be added to each Reedie’s 
life.  Have fun being 150 and still unemployed!

  A STUDENT’S VIEW
Imagine: the year is 2011. You, a budding young 

freshman, wake up on the 100th level of  Diver Hall.  
You have Hum Lecture in 15 qualars, so you know you 
have to hurry.  You put on your state-issued skintight 
unitard and strap on your jetpack.  You fly over the 
radioactive wasteland formerly known as the Canyon, 
now called “The Slop.”  You land in front of  Vollum 
Coliseum and strap your jetpack to the jetpack-rack, 
and you quickly step into the security line.  

Reaching the checkpoint, the Zorgon guard 
performs the standard retinal scan.  Although you 
are not spacist, sometimes you just can’t stand those 
Zorgons.  The way their flarvles poke out of  their 
yazdevs just rubs you the wrong way.  

After passing through security, you rush to find 
an unoccupied information station.  Checking your 
Z-Syllabus, you realize today is the notorious “Green 
Athena” lecture, by the infamous and sole Zorgon 
professor, Zancho.  You plug the information-nozzle 
directly into the hole in your forehead and begin to 
listen to the auditory waves being beamed directly to 
your brain.

“Zalch kargin flaggle zink plogul fluanzderg 
white people zoggle nork Zorgon flyglkin zarfish 
repressed.”

Bored with the standard Zorgonian diatribe, 
you accidentally fall asleep, only to be immediately 
awoken by the static shock emitted by the information 
station.

After lecture, you recognize the urge to visit the 
Nutritional Repository for your daily supplements.  
Commons Zeorge greets you with a friendly “Zello” 
as you make your way to the Zrill for some Zicken 
Zrips and Zries.

You hear the overpowering sound of  the 
loudspeakers announcing that the celebration 100 
years in the making is about to commence.  The 
masses make their way to the Quad where Zorgon 
soldiers line the periphery.  The mood is subdued 
as students stand around wondering what awesome 
spectacle is about to take place.  The honorable 
dictator of  Reed College begins the ceremony with 
a speech:

“Welcome, young pupils of  this fine establishment.  
Through these past 100 years we have gone through 
many changes as a college, and many changes as a 
civilization.  The infamous intergalactic prostitution 
scandal of  2010 led to the nuclear annihilation of  60% 
of  planet Earth and the enslavement of  the peaceful 
Froyans.  Even now, we struggle against much more.  
But today, in looking back on the past 100 years, we 
also look forward to the future.  And now, we will 
unveil the masterpiece!”

A small piece of  white cloth is removed to 
reveal a 5-by-5 inch faux-granite plaque with the 
inscription “Heres to 100 more.”  Ignoring the blatant 
grammatical error, you feel the most intense burst of  
happiness you have ever felt in your life.  “We have 
waited for this moment,” you yell, “and by God it has 
been worth it!”

   ON THE CENTENNIAL CELEBRATION

When local Fred Meyer cashier Brenda Williams 
brought home a “Wet Ones” brand moist towelette, 
she didn’t know what she was getting into.

“My husband had been on my ass for years to 
remove my old makeup before putting on new 
makeup. I figured I’d try it today, and bought one of  
these,” she said in a recent interview.

After removing three years’ worth of  lipstick and 
eyeliner, Brenda decided the towelette still had some 
cleaning potential left, and set it to work around her 
house.

“It was pretty amazing, I have to admit,” said 
Brenda’s husband Mark. “It can do all that cleaning, 
but it’s just a little towel. That’s what ‘towelette’ 

means.”
The towelette soon attracted the attention of  

neighbors, and the Williams family charged for its 
use.

“It’s a pretty sweet deal for us. We rent out the 
towelette and they can clean their silverware or their 
children or whatever. Then it comes back good as 
new and we rent it out to the next person. It’s all 
great, except for that one client,” said Brenda.

The Williams are currently being sued by one of  
their customers for marketing an unsafe product.

“They didn’t adequately warn us,” said neighbor 
Sheila Brown. “We used to have a dirt road leading 
up to our house. Now we have nothing. Do you know 

what it’s like to accidentally back your car up into the 
void? I’ve gone through three Camaros this week.”

Brenda will not comment on the lawsuit, citing 
legal issues.

Scientists, interested in how the moist towelette 
could clean so much, have requested a small sample. 
So far, they have been refused.

“Those science assholes just want to clean their 
test tubes and thick glasses and pocket protectors. 
Nerds,” said Brenda.

There has not been a response from the scientists 
yet, although one was seen leaving his office on 
Tuesday with particularly grimy glasses.

             TOWELLETTE WOWS SO MANY FUCKING PEOPLE


