
PORTLAND • TRANSYLVANIA • LAKE PLACID • HELL

School’s out for budget reasons, since 1987

May 11, 2009Vol. 4 Issue 14

GRADUATES ENTER FAKE WORLD
In just a few weeks, a new group 

of  students will graduate, finishing 
their education in a blaze of  glory and 
hailstones. However, post-graduation 
may not go exactly as planned for all 
involved. Due to a controversial change 
in education policy, graduating students 
will no longer be allowed to enter the 
real world, and instead will be moved 
straight from college into a fake one.

“It’s such a bummer, man,” reported 
Clyde Stubblefield, who graduated last 
year and had initially planned to get a 
job as a construction worker. “I’m just sitting in this 
magical faerie field. There’s dodos flying everywhere, 
man. Lots of  fuckin’ dodos! Flying all in my face. 
Dodos are not very nice. And faeries are tiny.”

Clyde is simply one of  thousands of  students 
displaced from reality. Politicians have had to defend 
this unpopular policy.

“Look, this is simply the way it is,” said state 
representative Tony Allen. “We’re running out of  room 
here in reality. We needed somewhere to place the kids, 
and that’s all we got. Besides, it’s not all that bad. Not 
every fantasy world is a grotesque hellscape filled with 
winged horses, just some of  them. And some kids 
manage to find their way back to reality anyway. We 

all know about Doug Clifford, who 
found the magic flower and saved 
the princess and wished his way 
back home.”

We were able to secure an 
interview with Clifford, who was 
able to speak only in an obscure 
elvish tongue. A translator assisted 
us.

“It was quite an adventure,” 
said Clifford. “A magical, infinite, 
courageous journey. I don’t really 
want to talk about it.”

Despite prompting by friend Rey Washam, Clifford 
remained silent.

“He’s been through a lot, man,” said Washam. 
“Challenger Cave is filled with many monsters.”

The policy’s effect on student morale has been 
devastating. Students no longer work hard with the 
intent of  some day working in an insurance firm, the 
widespread dream of  every college student only a few 
years ago. Insurance agent Greg Saunier reported fewer 
young applicants.

“It’s a shame, really,” said Saunier. “We need new 
blood in the insurance industry, here. We’re such a 
spry, active group of  people that you’d think the kids 
would love to join. But no! They’re all off  being orcs 

or solving mysteries or flying spaceships into far-off  
galaxies or whatever. Come on, kids! The insurance 
industry needs you!”

Of  course, not everybody dislikes their new lives 
outside of  reality. 

“I GET TO BE A GIANT,” said recent graduate 
Scott Kraus. “YEP, IT’S PRETTY COOL. I’M JUST 
A GIANT ALL THE TIME. STEP ON SOME 
SHIT. VILLAGERS TRY TO CLIMB UP ME AND 
I’M LIKE HEY THAT’S COOL. DO WHAT YOU 
WANT ‘CAUSE I’M A GIANT.”

Susie Ibarra reported enjoying her job as a magic 
dust saleswoman. “It’s an important job,” she said. 
“Just because it isn’t ‘real’ doesn’t make my clients in 
any less need of  magic dust.”

But despite these success stories, many young people 
feel disenfranchised. A recent student rally calling for a 
return to reality, entitled the “Head out of  the Clouds 
March on Washington,” failed when they realized they 
were marching on a White House inhabited by an 
ancient species of  alien. Despite the setback, thousands 
of  students have been writing letters to their official 
representatives. So far, the eagles taught to carry the 
letters to the real world have reverted to regular, non-
mail-carrying eagles upon arrival, and no letters have 
been delivered.
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JETER TRADED TO RAIDERS
NEW YORK - In a blockbuster move 

Thursday, the New York Yankees and Renn 
Fayre Raiders agree to the terms of  a deal that 
would send nine-time All-Star Derek Jeter to 
the Raiders in exchange for three cartons of  
American Spirits and $587 worth of  vintage 
clothing.

“Sad as I am to be leaving behind my 
teammates on the Yankees, I am really looking 
forward to playing shortstop for the Raiders. I 
hear they’ve got some great talent,” said Jeter, 
who has led the Yankees to four World Series 
titles. “Like... wait, who do they have on their 
team again?”

Jeter will likely bat in the 3-hole, in front of  recent 
Raiders acquisition and seven-time NL MVP Barry Bonds 
and behind some alum from three years ago. The guy 
currently at shortstop, a dropout who used to hang in the 
P-Dox sometimes, will be moved to the bench in order to 
make room for Jeter, who has three gold gloves.

“We are beyond excited for Jeter to join us,” said Raiders 
General Manager Jarnold Figgins. “He just brings so much 
enthusiasm and talent to every game. Sure, it will take some 
time for him to fit in with the rest of  the team, but he’s a 
professional.”

Several players stated that they looked forward to 
welcoming Jeter to his new home. “I’ve got a nice carabiner 
to give him, for his bike keys. He has a bike right?” said 
someone who may or may not have worked for a semester 

at the Paradox last year. “He can put it 
through his belt loop and that way everyone 
will know that he has a bike.”

“I’m just excited to see him try to grow a 
mustache,” commented another player, who 
confirmed that she does in fact work at the 
Paradox but sits out their games because the 
team already has its required three girls in 
the field. “I hear he’s still a bachelor.”

“Yeah, I’ve heard the Raiders like their 
coffee a lot,” commented Jeter. “I’m pretty 
sure I have an espresso machine in my 
bachelor pad at Trump Tower. No, wait a 
sec... it might be in my mansion in Jersey.” 

When asked if  he knew how to use it, Jeter furrowed 
his brow. “No, I don’t think I’ve used it since I got it for 
Christmas from my ex-girlfriend Jessica Biel. But I’m pretty 
sure it’s in my mansion in Marlboro. You know, like the 
cigarettes? I hear everyone on the Raiders smokes. I guess 
I’ll have to start smoking, too.”

For their part, Raiders fans were indifferent to the move. 
At the press conference announcing the trade, one fan 
expressed concern that the team was mortgaging their 
farm system.

“We are doing everything we can to keep our best talent 
right where it is--in the friends and acquaintances of  people 
who work at the Paradox,” replied GM Jarnold Figgins. 
“Also, its just Renn Fayre Softball. Chill the fuck out.”

SURVIVE W/O REED
Crying
A lot of  people forget that crying helps get rid of  anything 
in your body that makes you feel bad.  The physical act of  
crying actually pushes whatever is making you sad out of  
your body in a water-based carrier through your tear ducts. 
Depending on what it is that is making you sad, the tears 
can actually feel different on your face.  If  you have been 
spurned by a lover, your tears are very thick and take a 
long time to roll down your face.   If  you have lost a loved 
one (death), the tears are very viscous but they also burn 
and leave permanent Tear-Scars down your face.  If  your 
apartment has been burned down after a “friend” named 
Ron burned it down when you beat him fair-and-square 
in a poker match after he claimed he was a “professional 
online poker player,” the tears smell like melons.  If  you 
miss Reed, the tears smell like white guilt and burn like a 
loud and overcompensated ego after being made fun of  a 
lot in high school.

Repression
A good way to get over missing something is to just try 
to forget that the thing you miss ever existed.  What you 
need to do is replace all of  your Reed memories with other 
memories.  The best way to do this is to lock yourself  in a 
dark room with enough non-perishable food supplies and 
water to last three months.  At the end of  your stint in the 
Anti-Memory Chamber, you will know nothing except the 
blackness.  Say goodbye to your nostalgia and say hello to 
being a frightened crazy person with a permanent inability 
to speak!

Murder
Nothing makes you forget about something you miss like 
the thrill of  murdering someone and then the extreme 
sense of  anxiety that comes with the knowledge that you 
could be found out by the police at any moment.  Try to 
perform the deed flawlessly but then carelessly forget one 
crucial and simple detail that the rookie cop will figure 
out while the “more experienced veterans” are trying too 
hard to dig below the surface as they miss what is right 
in front of  their faces.  Then fall in love with someone 
who questions her feelings for you after she finds out the 
truth about you: that you are a murderer.  But then try to 
convince her that you still love her and then have her kill 
the rookie cop who is onto you in order to save your life 
and then run away together to another country, probably 
France.  We’ll see who misses Reed then!

Not Leaving Portland
A lot of  Reed students like to live in Portland and spend all 
summer hanging out exclusively with other Reed students 
who are also in Portland.  They mostly debate the merits 
and shortcomings of  the Hum Syllabus.  This is not a 
joke.
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Remember Bobby Aaron? The kid you 
went to elementary school with who always 
got called first for attendance and made 
you really jealous? The kid you wanted to 
be friends with because his mom always 
bought the fruit roll-ups that tattoo your 
tongue? The kid who owned a total of  SIX 
Magic School Bus computer games? Well, 
you’re both older now- Bobby and you- and 
a couple weeks ago you added Bobby as a friend on 
facebook... kind of  as a mechanism to gain truce after 
all the grief  and sorrow he put you through.

After you became friends, someone tagged the two 
of  you in a picture taken from the third grade Hallow-
een party. It was just you two—just Bobby and you. He 
was dressed up as Buzz Lightyear and you got stuck 
with the same cowboy outfit from two years before. 
But someone thought you were Woody so they took 
a picture of  just Bobby and you. You left a really witty 

comment on it quoting the actual Buzz 
Lightyear from Toy Story thinking it 
might evoke some sort of  response so 
that Bobby and you could once and for 
all be the best of  friends... just Bobby 
and you, the best of  friends.

It’s been three days and no response. 
You’re growing furious. You’re won-
dering why he hasn’t responded. WHY 

HASN’T BOBBY RESPONDED?! The other night at 
2AM after playing an hour’s worth of  Tetris to repress 
your sadness, you did it. You went to his profile, looked 
through his “Europe in da summa” photo album one 
last time (it’s your favorite), then clicked the button. 
You slowly pointed your mouse on the “Remove from 
Friends” icon, closed your eyes, and DID IT! Now 
you’re weeping with regret. How could you have ruined 
the one and only chance you had at living the life you’ve 
always wanted?!

DELETING FRIENDS ON FACEBOOK
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