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REED’S CREEPIEST ALUM:
THE HORRIFYING TRUE STORY OF DOUGLAS SPINK ‘93

HERE BE MONSTERS: Be forewarned, dear classmates, for this might very well be the most disturbing 
article I have ever written. It’s also the most horrifyingly true. Proceed with caution. (Dun dun dun...Thunder-
clap...)

     You guys, I make shit up a lot. I pretended the Red Cross exsanguinated a dude one time, and apparently a few of  you believed me. Overall, though, I figure you folks are smart 
enough to understand that the vast majority of  the absurd shit I write is fiction.

     However, we at the Pamphlette are also deeply dedicated to investigative journalism--specifically, we enjoy being better at it than The Quest. Today, I will reveal to you the fruits of  
my most recent bout of  journalistic labor. Today, I will tell you about Douglas Spink, class of  1993.

     I discovered Spink’s story one boring-ass day of  winter break, while reading the “Class Notes” section of  Reed Magazine. (Yes, really. Yes, I am very very single.) Turns out our 
friend Doug had recently finished a two-year prison term, during which he taught things to the other prisoners, in true pedantic-Reedie form, and “learned a lot from the experience” or 
whatever. I don’t have the direct quote in front of  me, because Reed Magazine’s website sucks ass and I didn’t bring a physical copy with me back to school, but you get the point. At the 
end of  the entry, Spink noted that he hadn’t thought he’d ever actually end up earning his “political prisoner cred.” Spurred on by my inherently nosy nature and lack of  friends, I began 
doing some research. Maybe, I mused, he was one of  those crazy environmentalists who blow up the things they don’t like.

     He was not one of  those crazy environmentalists, friends. Oh, would that he were. If  only I was not tasked with revealing to you all the true nature of  Douglas Spink’s crimes.

     Haha, jk. I love freaking y’all out. It’s like my only joy in life.

     Douglas Spink has actually been arrested twice--the first time was for smuggling a fuck-ton of  cocaine across the U.S.-Canada border. Boring.

     The second time was for running a bestiality farm in Washington.* 

     Spink’s farm/stallion training center, hilariously named “Exitpoint Stallions Limitee,” was called a “...ramshackle, heavily-wooded compound near the Canadian border” by the Huff-
ington Post, whose article on the case further states that a British tourist accused of  fucking three dogs was living there with him. So far, so classy.

     Among the animals seized from Exitpoint (heh) were a whole bunch of  dogs and horses....and some mice. (When I told my mother and 17-year-old sister about that bit, my mom 
grimaced, and my sister asked how that worked. My mother and I just gave her pointed looks until she figured it out. It was a traumatic moment in our family discourse. Some might say 
this adventure in alternative dinner conversation was my fault, but I’m just going to go right ahead and blame Spink.) The mice had to be euthanized. You wanna know why? No you 
don’t, but I’m gonna tell you anyway: they were wrapped in string and covered in vaseline, that’s why. Also, they’d had their tails cut off. Don’t say I didn’t warn you, motherfucker.

     Jesus, any expression ending with “-fucker” seems just a little bit wronger in this context, doesn’t it? God save us all.

     The Huffington Post also refers to quotes from Exitpoint’s website, which is now defunct, containing only a twitter link and a picture of  a man on a horse--no, not like that, he’s just 
riding it--EW EW EW, NO, NOT LIKE THAT, SERIOUSLY YOU GUYS, IT’S A NORMAL PHOTO. I digress. Where were we? For the sake of  full disclosure, I’ll just give you 
some of  the best quotes HuffPo found during the site’s former glory:

     “Are we unconventional in our approach to stallion care? Absolutely.”

     “We don’t wall off  sexual energy in our stallions as something dangerous or inappropriate, but rather channel that energy towards positive, safe, appropriate paths. There’s a proper 
time and place for it, and we work towards those sorts of  skills rather than fighting un-winnable fights against deeply-rooted instincts.”

     To my knowledge, Spink did not comment on whatever “deeply-rooted instincts” lead mice to become sex toys, or how much “sexual energy” they had after the fact, although this 
could just be an omission on the part of  the Huffington Post.

     Perusing Spink’s blog for five minutes certainly didn’t help his case in my eyes. He truly believes that the zoophile rights movement is the next frontier in civil rights. A few more 
minutes of  disturbing thought-trails clued me into what the twitter tag  “LGBTZ” meant. Basically, I had a couple of  bad evenings. Anything for my art, though. I plowed on.

     Anyway, I decided I had to contact this fellow for an interview. You know, ‘cause I’m a responsible student reporter with a thirst for knowledge. Also, because I figured anything he 
said would be comedic gold. Problem was, I didn’t relish giving a convicted felon my real name and/or email address, especially considering the fact that he has called his own sister out 
by name on his blog. I also didn’t want to make him so angry that he wouldn’t respond. My solution? A dummy email address, a pseudonym, and a tone of  naive journalistic objectivity. 
Thus, I became Arlene Smith, a student reporter at Reed College, curious about Spink’s battle with the legal system.

     He didn’t directly answer very many of  my questions at all, instead directing me to his blog for “background information.” One question he did answer dealt with what he’s doing 
now: “Currently,” he said, “I am challenging the constitutionality of  the “Enumclaw Witchunt” anti-zoophile statute that was passed in 2006 in Washington state. In addition, I’m 
finishing up the editing and pre-press work on my monograph on cross-species reciprocity, the Deep Symbiosis Manifesto.” You read that right, folks: “cross-species reciprocity” is what 
they’re calling it these days. What, I wonder, did the mice get out of  the deal? I suppose we’ll have to wait for the book to find out.

     Another question he deigned to answer was “Do you have any advice for current Reed students?” Now, I had very high hopes for his response to this question, for obvious reasons, 
and I was not disappointed--his sordid advice on horse-fucking was somewhat shrouded in metaphor and symbolism, but I understood. Oh, I understood all too well. It’s disturbingly 
blatant, if  you know where to look. “If  I had any useful advice for Reed students,” he began, “it would be to tackle big, challenging, transformative projects.” Any reasonably educated 
person could infer that he’s using “projects” as a euphemism for “horse penises.” For shame.

     He goes on to bemoan the current trend among young people toward “feel-good activism.” “Only by going deeper, asking harder questions, and pushing for genuine self-honesty for 
our species,” he says, “do we have a hope of  changing the tide of  future events.” I must say, it shocks and horrifies me that Spink is not only encouraging current Reed students to for-
nicate with non-consenting animals, but that he’s picky about how we do it. He should be conscious of  the fact that not all of  us can “go deeper,” or “ask” harder “questions.” I mean, 
everyone’s physical limitations are different, Doug, and you should check your horse-fucking privilege. As for his “changing the tide” comment, I figure that’s some sort of  ejaculation 
joke, but then, what do I know?

     Spink goes on to insist that “[i]f  the work you’re doing isn’t considered ‘controversial,’ ‘beyond the pale,’ or some such epithet by mainstream culture then it’s almost certainly a waste 
of  time at a global scale.” There you have it, folks: if  the sex you’re having isn’t kinky enough, you’re worthless to the world. Your education affords you a unique opportunity to change 
things, and you shouldn’t look that gift horse in the mouth. To truly take advantage of  your education, the only logical action is to FUCK that gift horse. Fuck it, friends, and then the 
world will care.

     So that’s been my week: sifting through the archives of  what can only be described as the most delusional blog I’ve ever encountered, contacting and forming a tentative lie-based 
friendship with a convicted felon, and receiving unrequested sexual orders from said felon when ALL I WANTED was some funny quotes to misinterpret.  As you can probably tell, I 
had a hard time fitting all that into one three-bite-sized, comedically satisfying package. Did I succeed? Only time will tell. I’m just glad to have all this off  my chest.

SOURCES: http://www.huffingtonpost.com/2010/04/16/douglas-spink-arrested-in_n_541379.html 
http://wrinko.net/
 https://encyclopediadramatica.se/Douglas_Spink
 *EDIT: my sources tell me the charge was actually “misuse of   farm equipment.” Which, in this case, means bestiality. In case that wasn’t clear.


