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“Oh my god,” said Sophomore Casey 
Phriden, “I love those cats, they are so 
funny!”

 Casey is simply on the verge of  a new 
phenomenon, the “Lol Cats,” popular in 
college dorm rooms and college posters 
everywhere.  

“It’s pretty simple,” explained Junior 
Corey Spalding, “there are these cats, 
and they can’t quite speak correctly.  ‘I 
can has’... anything!  It’s hilarious.  It’s the 
kind of  joke you wait all your life for.  It’s 
the kind of  joke that you wake up to find 
sleeping next to you, and even though it’s 
pretty ugly by your own standards and 
maybe two years past its prime you lean over 
and you kiss it.  You don’t really know why.  It’s that kind of  joke.”

The LOLCats are the latest in a long line of  jokes that never, ever get old no matter how 
many times they are told.  Joke museum curator Caley Johnson weighed in.

“There are only so many jokes which survive past the first telling.  This... this will be the 
swan song of  our generation.  Very nice!  My name-a Borat!  When people born in the late 
80’s and early 90’s need something to unite themselves and prove to the younger generation 
that they are no longer hip, this will be it.  But, there is one thing I must ask you,” said 
Johnson.  “And that is... do you know the airspeed velocity of  an unladen swallow?”

Caley Johnson interrupted our interview by laughing for seven hours straight.
There is no shortage of  appreciation for this iconic laugh factory.  At the recent Reed 

alumni convention, many groups could be overheard:  the 1980s graduates chuckling 
over “Where’s the Beef?”, the 1996 graduates finding new and incredible ways to signal 
“wazaaaaaaap” to each other, and the 1999 graduates gyrating their hips and beckoning 
“yeah, baby, yeah!”  Finally, the 2007 graduates celebrated in their own small corner 
squeaking out “alumni cat is watching you drink” and smirking knowingly to themselves.  

“I think it’s clear,” reprised Caley Johnson, “there’s no end to this joke.  It will just keep 
going on and on and on and keep being fresh and original every time!  There may be a 
doubt about how long longcat is, but there’s no doubt about this.”  Caley Johnson then 
stretched his mouth into a horrible reminiscence of  its former self  and proceeded to eat 
his own head.  A haunting laughing sound emanated from what was once his lips.  Two 
onlookers mumbled “cats” to each other and lol’ed.

LOLCATS SO FUNNY

                            This is a cat.

“Oh man,” I say, buckling into my thesis 
safety seat.  “What a bonerkiller.” 

That’s right.  Through all the hysteria, 
panic, and late-night naked thesis 
meetings with my advisor, one thing has 
remained constant: my thesis is a fucking 
bonerkiller.  I’m sitting in a sauna with a 
bunch of other dudes, a boner comes out 
of NOWHERE and all I have to do is 
think “fall break deadlines” and BAM that 
boner goes the hell down.  I try.  I do what 
I can to maintain that boner, but there’s 
no greater bonerkiller in the universe than 
my thesis and that is a tool to be wielded 
wisely and precisely.

You can’t just drag your thesis into 
any sort of bonerkilling situation.  You’re 
talking with your grandmother and you 
get a boner?  You’re out of god damn luck, 
man.  Kill your boner however you want, 
but don’t include my thesis.  My thesis 
has a bonerkilling power all its own.  I 
won’t have that being co-opted by any 

sort of hot-grandma action.  The thesis is 
specific and well-defined, and none of that 
definition includes ANYTHING about 
grandmas.  

 What I’m trying to say is that doing a 
thesis is lame as hell.  However, for all the 
times you wished you had a bonerkiller 
you will now have one.  Just talk to your 
advisor and say “hey, I am not really 
interested in doing a thesis but I wanted 
a bonerkiller.  Please, just let me keep 
that part and never graduate.  I promise 
to stick around the pool hall if that is a 
requirement.”  Then, if you ever need a 
bonerkiller, you are set for life.  You could 
even meet the president.  You could even 
write a book.  You could even be a girl.

Technology advances at a rate faster than ever advancing calculators are able to calculate.  
This rate of  technological growth is so great that by the time this article is published, there 
will have been a more appropriate medium of  presentation invented by which to relate 
it to you.  The only way to keep up with the extreme growth of  technology is to own a 
cellular telephone which allows you to be reached at all times.  Quite ironically, these cellular 
telephones themselves are advancing at a nearly exponential rate.  Here are some insider 
reviews of  popular cell phones to keep you in the loop.

CELL PHONE REVIEW

CRAP CRAP

CRAP OKAY
That’s it!  Good luck finding a cell phone that will propel  you into the 26th century!

Yo whaddup whaddup fellow “potheads!” Isn’t smoking “pot” the coolest thing since old 
school Mario Brothers? In case you don’t know what “pot” is, some people refer to it as 
“weed,” “Mary James,” “Bud,” “Treez,” or “this shit will fuck you up!” Your parents may have 
told you about “icky green stuff ” or “crazy eye plant;” they probably told you not go near 
it and just say “NO!” Seriously, what do they know? They were born in the FIFTIES.  The 
FIFTIES, MAN! SUPERLAME. It’s time for you to lash out and REBEL!

OK, so now that you’re smoking “pot,” we can get down to business. There are several 
effects you can experience when you smoke “pot.” The first thing you will experience is 
strange and intense hallucinations. The first time I smoked “pot” (no really, I did! Ask 
anyone from the “Pong” Loft!), I totally thought I was a lawnmower, and when I woke up 
the next morning I had eaten my weight in “grass.” Other side effects include clairvoyant 
episodes, a deeper understanding of  the music of  Bob Marley, political activism, and crippling 
spontaneous orgasms.

Soon, your stomach will start growling. This is because you are hungry. It’s time for you 
to go to HOMER’S HUT and get some FOOD! Grab one of  those shitty rice and bean 
burritos, a bag of  Swedish fish, and a strawberry-lime Odwalla, and pay for that junk on your 
student account. Cause that’s the stuff  you eat when you’re STOOOOOOOONED.

Next, head on down to “DAS Poolhall” where you can wile away to the sultry tunes of  the 
jukebox. You will soon notice that the sound waves emanating from the speakers are taking 
the form of  colored ribbons that coalesce around you like a wreath of  incandescent plasma. 
Voices will emanate from different parts of  your body, forming a tiny chorus of  “knee,” 
“eyebrow,” and “wenis.” Soon you will find yourself  face down on the floor in a rippling 
puddle of  your own saliva and mucous, but you won’t mind because your head is in fact an 
island in a sea of  skewed perceptions, wrong ideas, and insecurities. You will then have an out 
of  body experience as a flying whale. Isn’t being high awesome?

WEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEED

THIS WEEK IN DDR

Sung to the tune of  “Hokey Pokey.”  3... 2... 1... GO!

Recipe #1: Chicken Soup
Chicken Soup is a classic standby and is the metaphorical “Chicken Soup” for any cook’s 
reportoire.  This recipe calls for one can of  Campbell’s Chicken Soup heated to taste.  
After the soup is heated you can eat it with a spoon or, if  you’re crafty, you can eat it with 
a soup spoon.

Recipe #2: Chicken Soup with Tofu
So many young people in this world are vegetarians these days that this recipe was born 
out of  necessity.  This dish calls for one can of  chicken soup combined with one package 
of  tofu.  The tofu mixes in with the chicken to create “Tofu Chicken,” a dish vegetarians 
the world over simply love.

Recipe #3: Dogs in Chicken Soup
Cut up hot dogs with a can of  Campbell’s Chicken Soup.  It’s not any more complicated 
than that.

Recipe #4: Double Chicken Soup
This one’s a little complicated.  Look at the recipe for “Chicken Soup” and double all 
quantities.  

CHICKEN SOUP FOR THE 
COOK’S SOUL


