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SPILLING THINGS ON MYSELF

MARTHA STEWART AT THE BINS MODERN PROVERBS

by AC

“A friend in need is a friend in debt.”

“A penny saved and a penny earned are both basically worthless.”

“A rolling stone gathers no moss, but a Rolling Stone gathers record deals, drug habits, teenage groupies 
and eventually, leathery skin and a voice like a frog.”

“Actions speak louder than words unless those words are on the Internet.”

“All roads lead to a McDonald’s.”

“A leopard can’t change the complex genotypic and phenotypic processes that produce the unique           
configuration of  its spots.”

“All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy with a very impressive resume.”

“An Apple a day keeps Bill Gates up at night.”

“Brvty = soul of  wit.”

“Children should be medicated and not heard.”

“Cleanliness is next to godliness in Aisle 5.”

“Crime doesn’t pay until offers to buy your story start rolling in.”

“Crime doesn’t pay unless you steal over 5 million dollars.”

“Crime pays.”

“Bad news travels fast and is available as an iPhone app.”

“Dead men tell no tales forensics can’t tell for them.”

“Enuf  is enough.”

“Good things come to those who have watched 72 minutes of  video today and will wait 54 minutes for 
their illegally streamed movie to come back on.”

“If  you can’t beat ‘em I know a guy who will for 50 bucks and a pack of  cigarettes.”

“Less is definitely, definitely not more.”

“You are never too old to learn or to conceive a child by complex, scientific means.”

“You reap what your investment banker sows.”

“Ignorance is bliss.”

by  NF

Today I woke up, brushed my teeth, spilled something on 
myself, got dressed, and had breakfast. During break-
fast, I spilled egg on myself, yogurt on myself, as well as 
orange and grapefruit juice on myself. I tried to wash my 
breakfast off, but I just ended up spilling water and soap 
on myself  so I gave up.

Biking to school, I spilled something on myself, stopped 
at a stop sign, and spilled something on myself. It was 
difficult to look people in the eye as I walked to class with 
all that stuff  spilled on myself, but I managed to reach 
my classroom without spilling something else on myself. 
Class was hard, too. My professor made a wry comment 
about all those things spilled on myself. She asked: “Is 
there anything you don’t spill on yourself ?” In response, 
I spilled something on myself, and then spilled something 
else on myself. Everyone was laughing so hard, that two 
other students in the class also spilled things on them-
selves. I believe I raised some other interesting points 
over the course of  our discussion that day as well.

Then it was time for lunch. I had to scrounge because 
I had spilled my lunch all over myself  before I left the 
house. I tried to take a sip of  water, but I spilled the 
water all over myself. Then I spilled a plate of  chicken 
strips on myself, prompting me to spill cold curry and 
salad on myself. I had to spill two more plates of  chicken 

strips on myself  before I figured I’d had enough to eat 
for lunch. As I was leaving, a freshman came up to the 
scrounge and spilled their food all over myself. I couldn’t 
really get mad at them.

I went to the Paradox and spilled coffee on myself. I 
ordered another cup of  coffee and spilled that one on 
myself, too. The barista sneered at me and wouldn’t offer 
me any more coffee. I went to the bathroom spilled a little 
pee on myself. Then I went to Library and spilled books 

all over myself. Then someone started closing my row in 
the stacks on myself, and I had to run to get out safely, 
spilling something on myself, and then spilling something 
else on myself. I used the computers, and thought about 
spilling something on the keyboard, but I thought the 
better of  it and just spilled it on myself. It’s not like it 
matters.

I went to my second class. My professor was polite about 
all the things I had spilled on myself, and didn’t say any-
thing. Midway through the discussion, I spilled something 
on her. She got upset, and asked why on earth I couldn’t 
keep myself  from spilling things on myself. I didn’t know 
what to say. Angrily, my professor spilled her coffee on 
myself  and spilled the box of  lady fingers she brought 
for the class on myself. I spilled something on myself. 
Then I spilled something else on myself. I didn’t know 
what to do. I kept on spilling things on myself  until I was 
sitting in a sticky pool of  things I had spilled on myself. 
The class was speechless. I fled the classroom, spilling 
something on the way out.

On the way home, I spilled three more things on myself. 
I didn’t even notice. I spilled my clothes on the floor and 
jumped in the shower. Hot water spilled all over myself. 
I sat very still, so not to spill anything else on myself. It 
didn’t work. My eyes spilled tears all over themselves. 

The Pamphlette writing staff  is getting older, 
and our arthritic hands can no longer type 
out jokes fast enough.  Additionally soon 
some of  us will graduate and move to Florida 
to avoid the harsh Portland winter.  Next 
year you can visit Nate and Anda at their new 
condo in the Shady Palms Retirement Center 
in Palm Beach!  With this in mind we are 
looking for new writers to provide us with 

fresh ideas and pre-chew our food to make it 
softer.  Those interested in applying should still have all of  their original teeth and send a 200-
400 word satirical article to Pamphlette@lists.reed.edu.  You can write about whatever you want 
but if  you need inspiration write about fresh-baked bread or dating tips or what you did 
to celebrate Tet this year. Talk to you soon!

WRITE FOR THE PAMPHLETTE!

The Staff  of  The Pamphlette hard at work

by A-DG

    * Beautiful Fall Centerpiece: big leaves in enchanting colors molded with mud and saliva 
into a vaguely ovular shape, complete with rat nests and human hair.

    * French Romantic Mirror: would look wonderful in your foyer or guest bathroom. Some 
duct or electrical tape will prove a quick fix for the shattered glass. 

    * Rusted sewing and gardening tools, kitchen utensils: will give your home a lovely rustic, 
“shabby-chic” look. Make sure you’ve got your tetanus shot!

    * Human baby: Swaddled sweetly in plastic bags, a live baby can make an exciting aes-
thetic addition to your home.  

    * Springfield’s Book of  Homeopathy: Have you ever wondered how to make a poultice to 
clear up those pesky syphilitic sores? What ratio of  mugwort and witch-hazel will cure 
your homosexuality? Well, wonder no further! 

    * Framed photograph of  Robert McNamara: The worn cedar framing shows the loving 
touch of  generations, and would go perfectly over your fireplace. Or, if  you’re like me, 
nestled in the shrine you’ve already made, that has been sitting empty awaiting his frown-
ing face for twenty-five years.  

    * Prosthetic Arms Set: Wow! Two for the price of  two, and you can’t beat that vintage 
metalwork. Easily affixed to shoulder stubs, or a fashionable accessory even if  you aren’t a 
monstrous cripple! Everyone will be asking you about your brand new arms!

    * Headless Bratz Doll: This one speaks for itself, does it not?

    * Dead Drifter: This one will depend on whether your taste preferences are more 
continental-classical or modern-art deco.

    * Children’s Roller Skates: They may not fit you, but they are another great centerpiece 
idea.

    * Signed Photograph of  Ruben Studdard: Wowza, what better decor than a signed pic of  a 
celeb onto which you can glue a photo of  yourself, which will prove a great conversation 
piece and will probably be worth a lot someday, and if  not can be used in some hare-
brained kidnapping-publicity stunt TBD?

    * The White Stiffs of  Dover: Add this to your already vast collection of  vintage erotica. 

    * Broken Light bulbs: You can never have enough broken light bulbs.

    * Ukrainian Mail-Order Bride: If  you’re lucky, she’ll still be in a late-1980s sweat-stained 
wedding dress. Take this gem straight to city hall!

    * The Lost Ark of  the Covenant: Do not open.


