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Already losing motivation?
Then send us an email!
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Still haven’t unpacked your pillowcases?

Find our past issues online!
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 Do you think smoking is cool?
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33 Chilean miners have been trapped 2,000 feet underground since August 5th, and are currently on 

track to be rescued in mid-November.  What are some of  the miners’ plans for once they emerge from 

underground?

-Go back down underground to hide from the evil, evil sun.

-Resume the torrid love affair they’ve been having with another miner’s wife.

-Look for a job near the beach.

!"#$%&&'()$#*+(Harry Potter and The Deathly Hallows.

-Relay a message to Barack Obama from Zontar, king of  the mole people.
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-Tell Daníel that they are only gay when trapped in a small room with thirty other men for 
weeks on end, and that as fun as the past two months have been, above ground they have 
a wife and kids.

-Take a cooking class at The Learning Annex.

-Resume a life of  backbreaking, dangerous work in the mines in order to feed their families.
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“Oh, Alice! I had the craziest dream last night!”
“Oh?”
“Yeah, I was a princess in a castle but there was this huge… dog outside the gate and he 

was barking and barking and I couldn’t leave, and I there was someone in danger. Like my 
grandfather or someone. It was really weird.”
“Yeah, weird. That reminds me of  a dream I had actually. I was dancing on a stage, and 
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from this thick, dark mass, watching me. And I had to keep dancing or else something awful 
would happen, like they would envelop me, or they’d drown me in all that black. I had to 
keep dancing and dancing. I woke up sweating.”
“That’s a weird dream.”
“Isn’t it?”
“I had this dream I was killing a dog. It was biting my leg and I was just kicking and kicking. 

Isn’t that a weird dream?”
“Uh-huh. I had a dream a few nights ago that I could shoot ropes out my hands. I tried to 

save a bank full of  people from some armed robbers. But when I grabbed the robbers and 
tied them up, they just turned to smoke. It was really weird.”
“You were in a dream I had. I was drowning and you were just on the shore of  the river, 

grinning. Isn’t that weird?”
“Yeah. And I had a dream that you and Ricky had been turned to stone, but you had been 

having sex with each other. So then I just had this statue of  you and my boyfriend having 
sex with each other sitting in my living room and it was really embarrassing.”
“That’s weird. I had a dream that I threw a chair at you.”
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“That’s weird because I had a dream that you were so fat that your body was melting!”
“Well, I had a dream that you were a huge bitch!”
“Well, I had a dream that you were an even huger bitch and that you died!”
“I’m having a dream right now that I’m throwing you down the stairs!”
“I’m having a dream right now that I’m recycling you into cans!”
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posting it on YouTube and it goes viral and I become famous but instead of  getting money 
I just get envelopes full of  dead ants!”
“Really? That’s so weird!”
“Isn’t it though? I thought so, too.”
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WRITE FOR THE PAMPHLETTE
The Pamphlette is looking for new writers.  If  you think you’ve got 

what it takes and you enjoy not speaking until spoken to, writing jokes, 
making gourmet meals for the other Pamphlette writers, being made to sit 
in the corner for asking whether a Pamphlette writer wanted fresh ground 
pepper on the gourmet meal you just made for them, and in the process 
speaking to another Pamphlette writer without being spoken to, then 
send us a 200-400 word satirical piece at pamphlette@lists.reed.edu.  
The piece can be about whatever you want, but if  you write about how 
Reedies are quirky we will like you less than if  you write about hair gel, 
or puppies, or the hilarious consequences of  puppies wearing hair gel.

ALEXA WEST’S TWITTER 
The only thing that should be divided by color is laundry. 
Speaking of  which… where’s my bleach????

I wrote a song for Tyler Prompt in apology for 
embarrassing him in the library lobby. If  you won’t take 
it, then I’ll just put it on a mixtape with some of  my other 
songs and mail it to you!

F8*0()$#*+-9(2-%9#$?(Catcher in the Rye. That book should 
be on some summer reading lists, it’s so deep!

Wow Tyler, I can’t believe I did that. I’m not a bad person!
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Searching google images by color is so fun! Especially when you click “brown.”

Crayola’s coming out with new skin tone colors. I think they should be named after 
celebrities. For example, “Angelina Jolie Bronze.” It’s got a nice ring to it.

Perception is reality is perception.

Y’all like my new twitter background? It looks like Monet, but I actually did it myself.

Just saw Inception, that shit was crazy! Do you think he was living in a dream? That top 
totally looked like it was gonna fall. But his kids were wearing the same clothes! Damn, Leo 
DiCaprio, you got me this time.
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MORGAN THE INTERN
To Whom it May Concern:

In light of  the harmful and egregious acts I have committed, and the gross insensitivity 
callousness, and latent racism displayed in the committing of  said aforementioned acts I 
have decided, of  my own volition, to make this public apology knowing full well that this 
apology cannot begin to right the wrongs or ease the pain my actions have caused, but 
feeling honor-bound to try.

I am sorry for making eye contact with the honorable Alexa Ross causing discomforting 
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Derrick Gaillot for checking the time by looking at her cell phone.  I am also sorry (and 
deeply ashamed) for being taller than three of  The Pamphlette writers even though I am only 
in high school and two of  those Pamphlette writers are self-conscious about their heights.  I 
am sorry for the calcium-rich diet of  my youth that allowed me to grow taller than three 
Pamphlette writers, two of  whom are self-conscious about their heights.   I am also sorry 
for attempting to use one of  the bathrooms in the ETC when I knew full well, having had 
it repeatedly and gleefully explained to me by The Pamphlette, that there was no bathroom 
designed for me.  

I fully accept and understand the need The Pamphlette felt to sentence me to 40 lashes with a 
switch and 30 with a belt, and eagerly await that most deserved sentencing.  I also understand 
that giving these 40 lashes with a switch and 30 with a belt will hurt The Pamphlette more than 
it will hurt me, and in light of  this hurt I am causing I will be paying for any counseling or 
psychiatric treatment members of  The Pamphlette staff  might need.  I also recognize that the 
psychological scars I have scorched onto the collective psyche of  The Pamphlette may only 
manifest themselves years later, so I have also entered into a written contract wherein I will 
pay for any and all future counseling, psychiatric treatment, and health-and-wellness trips 
to Barbados.

Yours in Humility and Shame,  Morgan Clinton

TRUE LIFE: MAKING FRIENDS
Me: Hey, I’m Ann.
Jessie: Hey, I’m--
Me: Jessie! I know! I’ve seen you on Facebook. Your friend Tim is mutual friends with my 
friend Jackson. I just saw that album you put up of  your new puppy. He is so cute! You 
named him Duke, right?
Jessie: No.
Me: Oh, I could have sworn I read it was--
Jessie: No. Don’t talk to me. Get away.
Me: Oh... well ignore my friend request then.

*    *    *
Me: Oh hey! Nice shirt! I love that band!
Potential Friend: No you don’t.
Me: What? Yes I do! They rock!
Potential Friend: You’ve never heard of  this band. They just started yesterday.
Me: Oh... well what other music are you into?
Potential Friend: You’ve never heard of  any of  them.
Me: Oh... well my favorite band is The... The Beer Cans.
Potential Friend: Were you referring to the 1985-1994 Louisville based anarcho-cowpunk 
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Me:...
Potential Friend: Yeah, that’s what I thought.

*    *    *
Me: (sobbing)
Potential Friend: Oh no! What’s wrong?
Me: No one wants to be my friend! I don’t know what to do! What’s wrong with me?
Potential Friend: Oh, don’t cry! Nothing’s wrong with you. It just takes time to meet new 
people and make new friends. Never stop putting yourself  out there and showing people the 
best parts of  you. But most of  all, just be yourself  and don’t change for anyone!
Me: Yeah! You’re right! I’m Ann!
Potential Friend: I’m Willow.
Me: What a cool name!
Potential Friend: I think Ann is a cool name, too!
Me: Really? Wow! Well do you want to go get lunch? Maybe grab a burger or something? 
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Potential Friend: Well, I’m actually a vegetarian so--
Me: Nevermind.
Dirty Hippie: Hey... Hey where are you running off  to?
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