
ANDREW MICHAAN: Racist spiders. 
GLENN HARRISON: Hate mail from urologists. 
ALEXA ROSS: Getting kicked off the Pamphlette staff.
NATHANIEL FLAGG: Choking alone in my house and no one being there to save me. 
JEFFREY BLUM: Chip Williams.
ANN-DERRICK GAILLOT: ET.
CHIP WILLIAMS: Furby!

Want to make us feel popular?
Then send us an email!

pamphlette@lists.reed.edu
Want to discover how popular we already are?

Find our past issues online!
pamphlette.wordpress.com

What scares you the most?

LETTER TO MY HEART

WHAT I DO IN MY SLEEP 
JUDGING FROM BY BED

I was all alone in the world when I met Cynthia.  The first 
time I walked into the post office I ignored all of the postal 
supplies cluttering the walls, I ignored the line of angry 
customers impatiently waiting to ship drugs back East to 
pay off their gambling debts, and I ignored the man behind 
me in line poking me incessantly to hurry up and shuffle 
forward six inches as the line slowly crawled. I ignored all 
of this because all I could pay attention to was her brown 
golden curls and those enticing jade eyes.  When I reached 
the front of the line, as fate would have it she became the 
next available cashier. 

I set my package on the table, embarrassed by the poor 
handwriting adorning its faded brown exterior.  She asked 
me how fast I wanted the package to arrive, and I tried to 
resist the temptation to point out the blatant sexual pun 
hidden beneath the surface of her innocuous question.  I 

responded, “as fast as you want, baby” and she gave me a confused look as she selected First 
Class Shipping.  That was me, I thought, a “First Class” guy. 

I suddenly realized that she might have misinterpreted the reasons for my shipping the 
package because of the female recipient, so I quickly mended the situation by clarifying, “The 
package is for my sister back home in Arizona, not my girlfriend or anything.  I’m single, in case 
you were wondering.”  She said that she wasn’t wondering and that she had already assumed 
that I was single.  The butterflies in my stomach were doing somersaults, getting sick, and then 
throwing up all over the inside of my body, almost making me throw up all of the butterfly puke 
that started to crowd my intestinal track.  This is the one, I thought: I am going to marry this 
postal employee.

I spent the next several weeks mailing packages every day, even though I really had nothing to 
mail.  Sometimes I would send empty packages to myself under fake names, other times I would 
send sections of local newspapers to foreign countries just to “freak them out.”  I think Cynthia 
started to catch on, because every time I walked into the post office she got a pained look on 
her face and tried to time it so one of the other cashiers would have to help me.  This worked 
the first few times, but I quickly began to outsmart her.  I am an excellent mathematician, and I 
quickly figured out how long each individual would take based on the number of packages they 
had and their probable method of payment, then I would adjust my spot in line such that I was 
guaranteed to be helped by Cynthia.  I think she noticed just how much effort I was putting 
into this whole thing.

As the weeks turned into months I began to realize that something needed to happen fast, 
or else.  I had burned through my savings on stamps, tape, and cardboard boxes.  I knew at this 
rate I would end up sleeping on the streets in no time, and Cynthia would never date a homeless 
man, she was a much classier broad.  It was time to do something drastic.  As I tied the last straps 
of the bomb to my chest, the thought flashed through my head: “This is just crazy enough to 
have a 100% success rate.”  Boy was I wrong…

It all happened so fast.  I remember walking into the post office, ripping off my jacket to 
expose the complicated system of wires and explosives hidden underneath, and then screaming 
my love for Cynthia at the top of my lungs.  The next thing I knew I was being bit by a pack 
of ravenous police dogs, something Cynthia had set up just earlier that week with the police 
because she was “afraid some creep was going to do something crazy.”  She knew me so well…

And so here I sit, alone in my prison cell, writing my memoirs.  But it’s not all bad.  Today is 
mail day, and word on the street is the new prison mailwoman is pretty dang cute… 

SENATOR MESSAGES DURING 
WAR-ROOM BLACKOUT

[Ed. Note: in light of recent events, names have been changed in order to protect the 
confidentiality of the senators involved]

TO WHOEVER IS STILL ALIVE OUT THERE,
I’ve been holed up in the basement of the ETC for the last 17 hours ever since the WAR ROOM 
went offline. I found three other survivors. We’ve had nothing to eat but a packet of cough 
drops. PLEASE SEND ASSISTANCE. WE 
CANNOT HOLD OUT MUCH LONGER.
I pray to God this letter reaches you.
Pose Jalafox

Hey Helia,
It’s good to hear from you! I was almost sure we’d 
lost all means of communication when WAR 
ROOM went down, but your resourcefulness in 
realizing that you can just email names that were 
on the list validates the faith the student body 
has placed in you as a senator. As your president, 
I commend you.
See you in class.
Tevin Overking-Deity

My Dearest Padarsh,
I am so relieved to hear you’ve managed to 
survive. I confess, for a time I had lost faith...
I…I don’t know to tell you this, but for both our sakes, we can never see each other again. There’s 
been a confidentiality breach, and I can’t let you or anyone else compromise my mission. I am 
sure you understand.
But I also know that in spite of all that, your feelings for me will compel you to seek me out. I 
can’t let this happen. I care too much for you to let you destroy yourself like that.
As I write this, I am sitting in the kitchen of a Chinese restaurant, waiting for an unlicensed 
plastic surgeon. I am terrified, but determined. I want you to know that I love you, in spite 
of what I said, and that we’ll always have Murals Committee. No one can ever take that away 
from us.
Forever Yours,
Man IcDonald

I can’t believe it! Democracy has been destroyed! Senate suspended its bylaws like it does almost 
every semester for some reason or other! And on top of that, it turns out that they actually vote 
on things when no one else is around, and I don’t mean at public senate meetings!
We are clearly seeing the beginning of a fascist coup at our school. For once in my life, I’m glad 
my people didn’t kill Jesus (because I’m not a Roman).
-Jark Maycox

My fellow senators,
As you may have finally pieced together, there has been a confidentiality breach. While I leave it 
to all of you to conduct the witch hunt and expose the traitor, I know deep inside that it is I who 
must be truly worried. Words cannot begin to express the sense of foreboding and dread that has 
consumed my life in the days since I learned of our comrade’s action. I have gone back over my 
life in my head a thousand times, reliving moments that I regret, chances I wish I’d taken, words 
I could have used differently. I have spent long hours gazing at myself in the bathroom mirror, 
a half-empty bottle of whiskey in one hand and an open bottle of pills in the other, listening to 
their incessant rattling as my trembling hand hovers in indecision between life and death, like 
some microcosm of the very gates to Hell. I have seen the cold oblivion of insignificance behind 
my eyes. And I know what I must do.
I resign.
Gam Seller

Hey Everyone,
Check out this funny LOLCAT.
Also, I’m resigning too.
Shina Mowell

BATHROOM WALL MONTHLY

1. Get out of bed, throw my pillows and comforter on the floor, wrap my sheets around my neck 
and get back into bed.

2. Get out of bed, eat all the grapes in the refrigerator, throw my pillows and comforter on the 
floor, wrap my sheets around my neck and get back into bed.

3. Get out of bed, find twenty bucks, spend it on a pack of thirty lightbulbs, give away all of my 
lightbulbs to a pack of vagrant teenagers, throw my pillows and comforter on the floor, wrap my 
sheets around my neck and get back into bed.

4. Get out of bed, get on the bus, go to IKEA, try out all the chairs in IKEA, get on the bus back 
home, throw my pillows and comforter on the floor, wrap my sheets around my neck and get 
back into bed.

5. Get out of bed, go to a 24 hour diner, sit down and make no effort to respond to the waiters 
or manager, get escorted out of the diner, meet a dog, allow myself to be bathed by the dog, run 
around the block, throw my pillows and comforter on the floor, wrap my sheets around my neck 
and get back into bed.

6. Get out of bed, go to Safeway, hide out in the flower displays until the store closes, then walk 
around the aisles drinking Kool-aid and eating day-old sushi, leave Safeway, tear a pattern of 
concentric circles into someone’s lawn, rearrange my neighbor’s wood pile, go home, throw my 
pillows and comforter on the floor, wrap my sheets around my neck and get back into bed.

7. Thrash around. 

by AM

by A-DG

by NF

by GH


