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HIGH-RISE PANTS

by HJ

REAL / THANKSGIVING FAMILY

Real Family                
- Cooks me food that I like
- Knows my name   
- Gives me money    
- Tries to set me up with ambitious   young 
men    
- Asks before they can borrow my clothes    

- Enjoys playing board games   

- Feels sympathy for how hard my workload 
is           

- Drinks an occasional glass of  wine 
between meals
- Enjoys watching Mad Men 

- Knows my interests  
 

Thanksgiving Family
- Cooks me strange green bean casserole
- Calls me Nelda
- Gives me second-hand underwear
- Tries to set me up with their best friend’s 
son who is unemployed and probably gay
- Takes my lipstick and tank tops and 
reenacts a drag show in front of  the whole 
family
- Suggests playing Life, then laughs at how 
it’s called life, then cries because they are 
still single.
- Thinks I’m a spoiled brat for going to a 
liberal arts college, and tells me that nothing 
is harder than giving birth.
- Drinks an occasional glass of  wine 
between bites
- Enjoys watching the Playboy channel, then 
pretending its sports, then accidentally still 
flipping back to Playboy
- Gives me a Hannah Montana sleeping bag 
as an early present for my birthday  (which 
is in August)

FEARLESS BUNNIES!
Early Sunday morning, downtown Portland was swarmed 
by approximately 70,000 fluffy, fearless bunnies.

“There I was, tending to my organic garden, and all of  a 
sudden, I was mobbed,” said Portland native, Davy “Sage” 
Graham. “There was nothing I could do! I just had to 
stand by in horror as they devoured everything their cute 
little noses could smell. It was awful. Awful!”

In an emergency press conference, Mayor Sam Adams 
announced a temporary ban on farmer’s markets and 
detailed the city’s plan to deport the unafraid animals. 
With two adorable, shaggy white bunny rabbits perched 
indomitably on his podium, he said the following: “Listen, 
we can’t kill them. They’re just too fucking cute. I really 
wish they’d run away, but unlike normal bunnies, they 
show no signs of  fear! Animal control has been working 
overtime to handle the situation, but they still have their 
work cut out for them.”
Indeed, the head of  the city’s recently created bunny task 
force, Maxwell Carpenter, spoke of  the difficulties they’ve 
faced thus far.
“A lot of  people weren’t meant for this work. Sure, these 
rabbits seem perfectly precious and innocent. They hop 
around everywhere, and they have an all-too-typical 
appetite for carrots, but when you look them in the eyes… 
God, it’s like they look back and see straight through you. 

Then, they wiggle their noses as if  to say, ‘I know every 
secret you’ve ever kept. So, leave me the hell alone while I 
eat the fuck out of  these tulips.’ After a couple hours in the 
field, it really takes its toll.”

Police have identified the former site of  Occupy Portland 
as the epicenter of  the daring-bunny-deluge (DBD for 
short).  Portland’s Chief  of  Police, Michael Reese, claims 

that releasing the DBD is a last ditch, non-violent effort of  
the Occupy movement, and he expects to see more such 
cases around the country.
“I recently had a chat with Seattle PD, and they’ve been 
experiencing problems with conspicuously un-twitchy 
chipmunks in their downtown area. They ended up 
arresting an Occupy protester who was training the city’s 
chipmunks to infiltrate major banks and stare unflinchingly 
at executives as a sort of  guilting device. Police also 
confiscated several miniature protest signs from his tent, 
presumably for the chipmunks to hold.”

Wary of  being “scape-bunnied,” as one protestor put 
it, several members of  the Occupy Portland movement 
have rebutted the Police Chief ’s statement. “I don’t know 
where these little critters came from,” said Cloud Feather, 
an Occupy veteran who was recently evicted, “But, as far 
as I’m concerned. They’re the 99, too. How many rich 
bunnies do you know, huh? None. I bet you don’t know a 
single rich bunny[…].” He proceeded to launch into twenty 
minute, semi-coherent eco-anarchist diatribe.

Regardless of  precisely where these bunnies came from, it 
seems Portland residents have a very soft week ahead of  
them.

Study: Reedies’ pants approaching maximum possible 
highness of  rise

Recent data suggests that Reed students’ high-rise 
pants are rising more rapidly than previously 
thought.

“The trend in the last few years has been 
exponential,” said senior Levi Gapper, whose 
thesis is tackling the issues surrounding high-rise 
pants on campus. His introduction reads, “Using a 
log-transformed linear model, I’ve predicted with 
95% confidence that by 2015, around the time this 
year’s freshman class graduates, nearly half  the 
student body will have pants with such high rises 
in the waist that their eyes will be obscured.”

“The data is solid,” said Professor of  Probability and Statistics, Dr. Albyn Jones. He 
continued, “I’m sure the administration doesn’t want to see our four-year graduation rate fall 
any lower. Consequently, in my opinion, they should be prepared to take immediate action 
against high-rise pants.”

Indeed, the administration has already begun certain measures- the bookstore will soon start 
selling subsidized overalls to students. “It’s our hope that Reedies will see these overalls and 
realize the natural trajectory of  their behavior,” said President Diver. “If  there’s something I 
don’t want to be remembered as, it is the President who stood by and did nothing while our 
students were gradually blinded by their pants.”

The Difference Between My Real Family and My Thanksgiving Family
Over the break, I’ve come to realize that the “family” I seem to be part of  over the holidays is only specific 
to that time of  the year, of  which people such as second cousins, sad divorced uncles, and illegitimate love 
children of  my weird great-aunt inhabit my house, refrigerator, and personal bubble.  Here is a list of  how 
these people are not my real family.

by BB

COMMONS THEME NIGHTS
In light of  the roaring success that was Harry Potter night at Commons, Bon Apetit has announced that 
they will be having other nights planned around beloved children’s books:

Twilight night:  Students have to take a vow of  chastity before entering, all of  the juice 
dispensers will contain blood, and 10% of  the profits from the night will be tithed to the 
Church of  the Latter Day Saints.

Charlie and the Chocolate Factory night:  Lots of  chocolate, horrible things happening to 
overweight students, and Dax coming back dressed as Willie Wonka.

Babar night:  Authentic African cuisine for the first half  of  the night, then once Babar 
gets ‘civilized’ all of  the African food is replaced by French classics and like in the books 
everyone pretends this is a good thing and not a thinly disguised and fairly revisionist 
allegory for colonialism.

The Giver night:  everyone gets just the right amount of  food to suit their nutritional 
demands, and one out of  every pair of  twins is taken into the kitchen and never heard from 
again.

Tuesdays With Morrie night:  Lots of  very soft foods, and dinner is served from 3:30 to 5:15.  

Lord of  the Rings night:  Commons considered having a Lord of  the Rings night but cancelled 
it once they realized that this would be too exciting for the members of  Tir Na Nog and 
would probably end when students dressed like orcs started a riot. 

by BB

by JB

DECIDUOUS TREE CONFESSIONS
It’s almost winter. I’m tired. And yet, some of  these leaves are still holding on to my 
branches for dear life. When will they take a look in the mirror? They only have a vestige of  
their former, lush beauty. They’ve been reduced to crumply brown eyesores. HELLO! I AM 
CUTTING OFF YOUR NUTRIENTS. Take the hint already. Christ. Who honestly wants 
to live like that?

Every time I make leading comments about it being time to “leaf ”, they look up with 
their pitiful, cracked midribs and say, “I’ll never let go… never…” This isn’t the god damn 

Titanic! It’s nature. Things die. I mean, just cause 
you were inside me for a few months doesn’t 
mean you have to get all clingy. Just drop! 
Detach! It’s the circle of  life, birches.

Seriously, though, what am I supposed to do 
when I start budding in the Spring? “Oh, hey, 
verdant, new leaves, meet my old leaves. Yeah, 
they’re miserable, crotchety bastards that make 
constant incoherent and nostalgic remarks about 
the Summer of  ‘11, but could you please live 
right next to them and share your food with 
them? KTHNX!” No! That’s not how things 
work! If  you want to stick around all winter like 
I’m some sort of  conifer, then go hang out with 
those pricks, not me. NOT Me.

by BB


