
ANDREW MICHAAN: Faux pas.
GLENN HARRISON: Betrayed Jesus.
NICHOLAS CHANDLER-KLEIN: That first dose of cocaine.
ADRIAN CHEN: The one night stand with Nikos.
ANN-DERRICK GAILLOT: Buying Buddy Holly that plane ticket.
ULYSSES PASCAL: Making man in my image.
NATHANIEL FLAGG: My second abortion.

Want to make a mistake?
Then send us an email!

pamphlette@lists.reed.edu
Remember our mistakes?

Find our past issues online!
pamphlette.wordpress.com

What’s the worst mistake you’ve ever made?

MAJOR JOKE OF THE WEEK
A traveling salesman’s car breaks down and he walks to a nearby barn to spend the 

night.  The barn is owned by a psychologist, who says, “You can stay the night, but 
whatever you do, don’t stick your dick in those three holes in the wall!”

The salesman agrees and lays down on a bale of hay.  Soon enough, temptation 
gets the better of him.  He sticks his dick in the first hole, and it feels wonderful!  He 
moves on to the second hole and it feels even better!  Excited, he sticks his dick in the 
third hole and suddenly his body seizes up in pain.  He blacks out.

The next morning, the psychologist finds the salesman, his dick still in the third 
hole.

“What the hell is in these holes?” asks the salesman.
“Absolutely nothing!” says the psychologist.  “But you’ve heard this joke before, 

haven’t you?”
by NCK

Tick tock, tick tock.  That’s the sound of the 
clock running out on Mr. Bradish’s legendarily 
incompetent run as Student Body Vice President, 
one which rivals only that of Darth Vader act-alike 
Dick Cheney.  At the very least we are relieved to 
know that you only have control of Reed College, 
rather than the country at large.  The fact that this 
man is still in office betrays the apathetic nature 
of the school’s impeachment board.  Not only has 
Mr. Bradish shown unrepentant, endless contempt 
for even the notion of coherent and intelligible 
public service, but the scandals in which he has been embroiled display an arrogance 
towards the student body as a whole.  How dare you, Mr. Bradish?  How dare you?

Mr. Bradish’s downward spiral began at the moment of his birth.  Truly he is God’s 
own mistake.  But we were not able to truly realize the depths of his cowardice until 
the first scandal that erupted concerning the locks on the Student Union.  The SU 
is the embodiment of everything noble and righteous about the democratic force 
of the student body.  And you, Mr. Bradish, you locked the doors during scheduled 
events, ensuring that nobody would be able to get inside unless they were willing to 
lick your feet like a dog.  You like holding the leash, don’t you, Mr. Bradish?  But I’m 
afraid slavery has long been outlawed, and your nefarious style of whatever you’re 
doing that you call “leadership” is no such thing indeed.  For shame.

But “lockgate,” as it is known, only begins to plumb the depths of your infernal 
reign.  And it is deep, Mr. Bradish.  One could begin to dig through the human 
excrement of your administration in January and not finish until the last of the thesis 
notes are burning in a heap outside the library doors.  One small sample of the feces 
that you call authority is the hundreds of dollars that you skimmed off the top of the 
student fund.  “Quad cleanup,” Mr. Bradish?  The only thing you cleaned up was the 
student body bank account.  While our beloved Quad still lies in ruins, discarded 
litter thrown everywhere, you sit like a king on your throne of inflated budgets and 
no-bid cleaning contracts for your buddies.  Who could possibly argue that you even 
know what the word “fairness” means?

And this is only the beginning of the list that I could expound describing your 
indecencies, the indescrepencies you have committed while in office.  Renting out 
the canyon to the homeless.  Selling art theses for scrap.  Silently taking control of the 
Quest board and forcing out all criticism of your tenure, pushing reasonable discourse 
to up-the-dial publications like The Pamphlette.  In the sense of good decency and the 
only possible scrap of rational discourse in your tiny little brain, you must resign.  
Do you have any option left, Mr. Bradish?  Can you make any argument for your 
continued eminence?  I submit that you cannot.  So resign, Mr. Bradish.  After so 
long, so so long, finally execute the one propitous action that you can and must take.  
The honor of the school demands it.

by NCK

NICK BRADISH
SCANDALWATCH

This is about cooking, all you people always want to eat and I'm like "Hey!!! Eat 
something you doofus!  Just a little old doofus, that is what you are, doofus!"  Eating!  
You do it.

You all always are asking me for food.  It's people on the street, sometimes, asking 
me.  I give them a cracker and say that they should learn to cook.  And then I write an 
article so that they can learn to cook.  I have written one thousand articles about how 
to cook.  You'd think they'd learn sometime.  What a doofus if you're not reading 
this.  What a doofus!

 If you want to cook, start out with some leeks.  You go to the store and you buy 
some leeks.  They're in the section with all the apples and oranges.  Apples and oranges 
are the things that are red and green, and also the things that are orange.  Then you 
put the leeks in a pot.  Just try putting them in a pot while you're in the store, just to 
test it out.  Does that work?  You're on your way to cooking.  Superstar!

Then you take the pot and you put it on a stove.  Put it on the stove with your 
hands.  Turn on the stove, doofus!  It gets pretty hot.  Learn about how hot it is.  Go 
to school.  Stay in school.  Don't smoke cigarettes, either.  Those are hot too.

When you have eaten the leeks, they are done.  Then you have cooked.  Try 
something else!  Cook a souffle.  Try it!  Do it!  Try cooking it!  Make a souffle.  
You're a superstar!  Everyone is always calling me on the phone, saying thanks for 
cooking!  You bet I have cooked.  You can bet your house!

by NCK

HOW TO COOK

by A-DG

YOU WORK AT A FACTORY MAKING PARACHUTES 
AND YOU EARN FAR LESS THAN MINIMUM WAGE. 
YOU HAVE ALREADY MADE ONE HUNDRED 
PARACHUTES TODAY. YOU MUST MAKE ENOUGH 
MONEY TO FEED YOUR FAMILY. DO YOU MAKE 
ANOTHER PARACHUTE?
>Y
YOU FINISHED THE PARACHUTE. NOW YOU ARE TIRED BUT YOU MUST MAKE 
ENOUGH MONEY TO FEED YOUR FAMILY. DO YOU MAKE ANOTHER PARACHUTE?
>n
NO? YOU GO HOME AND SEE YOUR FAMILY STARVING. YOU HAVE NOTHING TO 
GIVE THEM. YOU FEEL A PAIN IN YOUR HEART BECAUSE YOU RECOGNIZE YOUR 
INCOMPETENCE. DO YOU MAKE ANOTHER PARACHUTE?
>Y
YOU ARE TOO TIRED AND YOU ATTACH THE RIPCORD INCORRECTLY. BECAUSE OF 
YOU SOMEBODY WILL DIE. DO YOU MAKE ANOTHER PARACHUTE?
>__

by UP

TEXT ADVENTURE

The face of pure evil


