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“What’s your favorite type of  pudding?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: A pudding infused with the blood of our enemies. Obviously.
HANNAH LOONEY: PIE!
EMMA RENNIE: Yorkshire! ....NO, not the dog breed. Sorry to disappoint you.
SAM SEXTON: Does flan count as a pudding?

New TV Show Leads Bishop 
to Renounce God

          Thanks to the ©apitalist American weather system, a disproportionately large 
amount of  snow has fallen on the northeastern corner of  the U.S. in a recent blizzard (see 
Fig. 1). While the elite Bostonian 1% enjoy their white shower of  prosperity, the rest of  us 
are wallowing in the shame of  a bare ground.
           It’s about time that we take back what is rightfully ours. Under the new platform of  
Snowcialism, we shall demand equal distribution of  wintry precipitation. Finally, the poor 
folks down in Hawaii and Florida will have a chance at a better life. I mean, look how suc-
cessfully it has worked in the Scandinavian countries. They always have plenty of  snow to 
go around, and everyone gets their fair share.
           4 out of  5 political meteorologists (there are actually only 5) agree that the redis-
tribution of  weather would simultaneously improve the job outlook, increase services for 
seniors, and provide an incentive for a cleaner road system and more efficient infrastruc-
ture. In order for this to happen, every citizen (regardless of  annual income, socioeconomic 
status, or geographical location) would be required to contribute a “weather tax” to help 
provide federal funding for precipitation.
           Don’t let the Boston Tea Party dump all our snow into the harbor. Join the Snow-
cialist Party and take back the cold, white flakes of  justice.

By SS

           The general consensus seems to be that President Barack Obama’s State of  the 
Union address was more accepted by the public rebuttal provided by Senator Marco 
“thirsty” Rubio.  But if  video views are any indication, Obama should be looking to 
Sylveon for tips on how to win over the public.
           Sylveon, the eighth evolution of  the Pokémon Evee, was unveiled in a Youtube 
video on February 14th, and despite being only thirty seconds long and containing only 
attack sound effects for audio, the video has over a million views, easily dwarfing the 
State of  the Union video posted by the Youtube account of  the White House, which 
remains around 245,000 views.
           “This took us completely by surprise,” said White House Press Secretary Jay 
Carney, who has watched the video hundreds of  times trying to discern its appeal.  
“Sylveon didn’t address climate change, it didn’t address the deficit, it didn’t address gun 
violence…all it did was use Swift on a Krookodile, and it’s got four times as many views 
as we do.”
           Sylveon is the latest Pokémon announced for new Pokémon games Pokémon X 
and Pokémon Y.  Despite not being named after gemstones, colors, or precious metals, 
the new Pokémon games are highly anticipated, with the announcement trailer for the 
game sitting at over three million views.  Carney says that the White House has learned 
from their competitors.
           “It used some kind of  card attack on a Gligar.  I guess people like that?” Carney 
sighed. “We’re trying to find one for Obama to fight for his next speech.”

Video of new “Evee-lution” has 
over four times the views of 
Obama’s SOTU on Youtube

By ER

           While the departure of  Pope Benedict had already made the week trying for one 
religion, recent news from Hollywood is set to shake the foundations of  any religion that es-
pouses the existence of  a loving deity.  The Hollywood Reporter has announced that Warner 
Horizon is hiring Rob Prior, Mark Wolper, Roy Lee, and Adrian Askarieh to develop a new 
television series called “Red Brick Road.”  The show, which we stress is real, is a “continua-
tion of  the Wizard of  Oz story” but filled with “politics, intrigue and violence” in the style 
and tone of  Game of  Thrones.
           “No matter how you look at it, the existence of  this is unacceptable,” says Bishop 
Martin Baum, who resigned from the Catholic Church upon learning about the show on his 
twitter feed.  “For starters, Wolper and Lee are doing that show that’s a prequel to Psycho, 
which is like making a prequel to The Shining.  Nothing makes a scary mystery better than 
explaining more of  it, right?  And these guys are doing this shit? Are you kidding me, God?”
           Baum also cited the show’s premise as evidence that God either does not exist, or 
exists but hates us.  “Gritty, Game of  Thrones style Wizard of  Oz? Seriously? What, are the 
Scarecrow and the Cowardly Lion going to be fucking each other in secret? Will the Tin Man 
run a brothel in the emerald city? Are all of  the Munchkins going to be Tyrion? If  God loves 
us, why would he create somebody who looks at a series where there’s a flying couch with a 
talking moose head and armies of  flying monkeys and think ‘yeah, a political drama is the way 
to go with this shit’? I’m done.”
           At time of  writing no divine miracles have occurred to prevent this show from being 
made.  When asked what he’d do now, Baum stated he’s not giving up religion, saying only 
“clearly the other guy is winning.”

New England Claims More Than 
Their Fair Share of Snow

Fig. 1.  The beast of  inequality rears its ugly head.

This, but with munchkins.

Sylveon and Gligar:  two of  the Pokemon that appar-
ently dwarf  Obama in populatrity.

By SS

Perfectly Content Catholic 
Attempts Angst

Like most Reedies, I had my first existential crisis at age two.  I was staring at a box 
of  Juicy Juice.  It was staring back at me.  “There’s no point” I said in flawless French.  
“There just isn’t a point.”  Forty-seven post-modernist films and a thousand cups of  
espresso later, I still haven’t found one.  One time on a ferris wheel I thought I had 
found the point, but it was a false alarm.  Ferris wheels too, it seemed, were HOLLOW 
LIES.  On my first day at Reed, I knew I “belonged”.  I say this with irony.  Do we ever 
really belong?  “No, Jennifer,” I told my pet capuchin monkey, who was smoking and 
reading Sartre in a hammock.  “No we don’t.”  One question lingers.  How to fill my 
existence?  Should I prattle along with these MINDLESS FOOLS, eating, drinking, 
PRETENDING TO LAUGH ALONG AT THEIR “PUNS”?  Or should I spit the 
mockery of  this world right back in its face, laughing mirthlessly at each WORTHLESS 
DAWN, rising each day only to collapse each night in a pile of  DISAPPOINTMENT 
and INSIGNIFICANCE...and...and... 

Aw, who am I kidding.  I’m happy.  I’m well-adjusted.

By HLMan, what’s it all for?.


