
 

Alone on Valentine’s Day?
Then send us an email!

pamphlette@lists.reed.edu
Need something to read to your date?

Find our past issues online!
pamphlette.wordpress.com
   What does V-day mean to you?

ANN-DERRICK GAILLOT: Discounted Candy Day eve.
MEGAN BRADLEY: I DON’T WANT TO TALK ABOUT IT
NATHANIEL FLAGG: It means succumbing to the black whirlpool of self-loathing.
ALEXA ROSS: It means Valium day.
JEFFREY BLUM: 2 GIRLS 1 WORLDCUP
ANDA CLARK: V-day means taking a three hour shower and watching internet TV.
CHRIS CAHILL: I prefer VJ-day.  USA!  USA!

ODE TO THE PUBECARE PACKAGES

PARTY CONVERSATIONSIPHONE BEFORE AND AFTER
by MB

by JB

by A-DG

 Oh hello dear friends. You’ve been 
sitting there for days. Your numbers have 
increased from this morning. I counted 
three before and now we’re up to, hmm, 
we’ll just say it’s looking like a woolly 
mammoth up in here. Aren’t you upset? I 
know I am. My thighs have been getting 
quite the workout from hovering over 
you as I do my business. I’m not going 
to touch you and it looks like no one else 
is either. You were rejected once you left 
that body you belonged to. Now that 
I think of  it, you’re like Chinese baby 
girls. Poor things. I really wish you hadn’t 
placed yourself  so inconveniently on the 

white seat so that no matter what, I can’t sit down. No yoga pose will help me now 
and it’s all your fault. Change your location and maybe we won’t have a run-in next 
time. That’s right. I called the janitor on your pubiness. No one wants you.  You sit 
there trying to attach to people and ruin their day. I get it. You’re stuck to someone’s 
“private parts” and that metaphorically or literally stinks, but stop trying to cling free. 
You aren’t welcome on my ass either. Tell your owner to tame you and preferably not 
while on the toilet.

You: I actually go to University of  Toronto. I’m just in town visiting a friend.
Me: OH MY GOD! YOU GO TO UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO?! DO YOU KNOW 
JESSIE KUNADEANSTEEN?! SHE WAS MY BEST FRIEND IN HIGH SCHOOL!
You: No.
Me: Oh...

Me: Listen, I really need to talk to--
You:YEAH, they fake and ALL THAT! Carryin GATS but yo, MY CLAN!
Me: Could you listen for one second! After what happened I--
You: Wu-Tang, yo SUHHH repreSENT!
Me: You can’t stop ignoring me like this! We’ve been through so much together and now 
you won’t even look at me!
You: React, WHAT?
Me: I just want you back in my life! I want us to be there for each other again and--
You and Me: SO BRING DA MOTHERFUCKIN RUCKUS! BRING DA MOTHER-
FUCKIN RUCKUS!

Nick: Man, I am really having a great time talking with you! I’ve never met anyone like you 
before. What is your name?
Me: Ann.
Nick: Nice to meet you! I’m--
Me: Nick. I know. We met at Christy’s party last week, and we met two days before that at 
her show. I also met you last year at that poultry convention and we were lab partners for a 
semester freshman year.
Nick: Oh... I....totally forgot.
Me: I didn’t.

Me: Hey Professor Lukewarm!
Professor Lukewarm: Oh, heeeeeey!
Me: My best friend with whom I’m academically competitive and I have LOVED your 
class so far this year! We feel like we are both really excelling in it!
Professor Lukewarm: Yes, well your friend there is QUITE the innovative thinker!
Me: Really!
Professor Lukewarm: Oh, yes! Every time he speaks it’s always a brilliant comment I’ve 
never even thought of  before!
Me: Wow!
Professor Lukewarm: Yes! Your friend is brilliant! He is one of  those few people that I 
think really have a chance of  doing something great someday. He’s really my most inspiring 
student. I’d say at this point he’s the only one whose work doesn’t make me want to hide in 
a dark hole and cry for the rest of  my life.
Me: Great!
Professor Lukewarm: Yeah, I can’t believe you guys are friends! Good for you!
Me: Awesome!
Professor Lukewarm: I’m going to get some more punch. Do you want anything?
Me: Wonderful! I’ve gotta go!

Me: I saw Professor Lukewarm at the party.
My Friend With Whom I Am Academically Competitive: Did he say anything about 
how we’ve been doing?
Me: No.

Me: I love your shirt! Is that--?
You: I don’t know you. Don’t talk to me.

From Mom
-Stickers
-Pictures of  Sprinkles (the family dog)
-Knit sweater with the phrase “MY LITTLE 
REEDIE”
-Weight loss bars
-Note: You’re getting fat
 
From Grandma
-Picture of  Grandma
-Picture of  me age one month with a face only a 
grandmother could love
-Picture of  Grandma #2
-Letter about Grandma’s recent trip to the Bahamas and how much she wished I were 
there except, oh wait, I’m working my ass off  in college.
-$10 to buy myself  “something special” (and by that she doesn’t mean weed)
 
From Dad
-Note: Pull my finger
 
From Acquaintance
-Note: “Hey what’s up? How’s Berkeley?” by MB

Before my iPhone...
… I spent my Saturday nights watching Cops reruns and crying into my Capri Sun juice 
pouch.
… I would spend hours alone in my room stalking distant acquaintances on Facebook.
… My friends and I would argue viciously about how old Prince is and what exactly his 
symbol looked like.
… I would answer phone calls without any feeling of  pretention.
… I’d fall asleep with my boyfriend.

After my iPhone...
… I spend my Saturday nights balancing my Capri Sun juice pouch on my cleavage while 
playing Angry Birds until I fall asleep.
... I stalk my friends on Facebook while I am spending time with them.
… my friends argue about Prince’s age and symbol until I burst in with, “Actually, I just 
looked it up on my new iPhone 4G and you’re all wrong.”
… I answer phone calls as my British butler Gerald Biscuit and then pass the phone to the 
real me.
… I fall asleep with my iPhone wrapped carefully in a handmade quilt and temperature 
controlled iCase. by A-DG

 Oh Prospie, why must thou talk in conference?  You are not a member of  this 
class.  You haven’t done the reading.  You are not getting class participation credit that 
goes towards a grade you will not see unless it is really bad.  In fact, the only thing you 
could gain is a strongly worded letter from me to the Reed admissions office pointing out 
that you are a stupid douche.   Do not think you are providing a service to the students 
already in the class.  We have done the reading, and are, if  not smarter than you, (which I 
am willing to bet most of  us are) than at least as smart.  
 I know that you are probably the leading light of  your AP English class, the 
one the teacher turns to when she asks a question that no one seems to have an answer 
for, the one who turned in a five page (five pages!) essay when the handout suggested 3-4 
pages, but you are not in Kansas (literally or figuratively) anymore.  The analogy of  a big 
fish in a small pond always confused me a little bit, because I would think that being a 
large animal in a small confined space would be unpleasant and more a sign of  overeat-
ing and the encroachment of  old age than a sign of  comfort.  But if  you will allow me 
the indulgence I will partake in a similar fish-based analogy: I would say that you are no 
longer a big fish in a small pond but have instead become a small fish who is a guest in a 
large pond filled with smarter, more mature fish who wish that that small fish would shut 
the fuck up.  I do not come to your high school and sit in on your classes and talk about 
hermeneutics, so I would appreciate it if  you didn’t come into my classes and explain how 
similes work.
 I know that we were all prospies once, staring with awe at the worldly college 
students with their stubbly beards and thick books and ready access to alcohol.  That 
being said, I cannot remember ever being that fucking oblivious and annoying.  And I’m 
pretty sure no one else in this class ever was either.  You are on the road to becoming the 
Reed applicant that writes their college essay on this super-life-changing vacation they 
went on last summer (How was Peru?  I heard they all speak Spanish there, is that true?  
Was Mom super embarrassing?  Tell me about it!  Will you pronounce some Spanish 
words in an authentic accent for me?  Maybe later?) and ends up getting waitlisted at Lewis 
& Clark.  The precocious among you are already entering into our world; you too have 
started not shaving and drinking and reading The Savage Detectives.  Kudos.  But lest you 
think your head start at adopting our affectations qualifies you to speak in our classes rest 
assured it does not.   And the sooner you realize this, the better. 
 And that witty button you have pinned on your messenger bag is stupid.

Hey Jeff  Goldblum!
 Look, I get it.  Your name is almost the same as mine.  You just felt my name 
alone wasn’t good enough and had to go and add a precious metal to it.  Do you feel bet-
ter with gold in your name?  Do you feel special?  Do you think you are better than me 
because you have the 79th element of  the periodic table in your name and I don’t?  OK, so 
you are probably better than me.  Good for you.  You were in Jurassic Park.  That’s a pretty 
good movie.  It has dinosaurs in it.  And you have something shiny as part of  your name. 
 You know, for a thespian who has achieved so much in his career adding an 
unnecessary prefix to your last name just seems a little desperate, a little bit sad even.  
People appreciate you for your acting and your weird body type, you don’t need gold to 
make people like you.  Glenn Beck says you need gold to be secure about yourself, but do 
you really want to listen to Glenn Beck?  If  we had the same name it would be the sort of  
weird coincidence I could use as an icebreaker in name game situations or use to pick up 
Jeff  (Gold)Blum groupies, of  which I’m sure there are many, who, unable to get at the real 
article, decided to settle for the next best thing (me).  But you had to go and add that stupid 
‘gold’ to your name, and I can’t do any of  that now.  I hope you are happy, prick.

by JB

PROSPIE

HEY JEFF GOLDBLUM


