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Valentine’s Day Leads to 
Loneliness, Arrow Wounds

          Another Valentine’s Day has come and gone, but for millions all over the world, 
the pain of  confronting one’s own loneliness or being shot in the chest with an arrow still 
remains, and doesn’t seem to be leaving any time soon.

           “I just felt bummed the entire day, honestly,” says an anonymous Reedie we reached 
for comment.  “It’s hard enough not having anybody, but when everyone else comes in 
with all the Valentine’s they’ve received…you can feel a little down, you know?”
           Also suffering pain is local Portlander Rick Chang, who was shot in the chest with 
an arrow while taking his girlfriend on a date.  Rick has been hospitalized since the event, 
and says that it’s ruined Valentine’s Day for him forever.  “I didn’t even see him.  I was just 
taking Beth to get some gelato when out of  nowhere, WHAM! A pink arrow hit me right 
in the heart.  I heard what sounded like a child laughing, but I didn’t see where he went.  
There was blood everywhere.”

           Beth Sanders, who hasn’t left Rick’s side since he was admitted to the hospital on 
Thursday, is also distraught.  “Why? Why does this have to happen to people who fall in 
love? Can’t we just grow closer to each other without being shot with medieval weaponry?”
           While the figures are still coming in, it is estimated that around 1.5 billion people, 
or a little more than a fifth of  the world’s population, suffer from either loneliness or ar-
row wounds every Valentine’s Day.  Cupid, the suspected culprit behind the arrow attacks, 
remains at large.  Loneliness remains within our hearts. 

This face has driven twelve federal agents to suicide; approach with extreme caution.
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Former Pope Benedict XVI, preparing to meet the Trade Federation.

Pamphlette to Pudding: 
“We Want the P!”

           In a stunning move, Pope Benedict XVI has announced that he will resign from 
the Papacy on February 28th, 2013, to “focus on my commercial endeavors with the Trade 
Federation.”  “So far, I think, I have managed to balance my various duties as the leader 
of  the Catholic Church and as the Senator of  the planet Naboo in the Galactic Senate,” 
Benedict announced in Latin on the 11th, “but this arrangement I’m negotiating with the 
Trade Federation will just be too much.  I have to prioritize.”

           It is unknown what arrangement Benedict, who also serves as Naboo’s representa-
tive in the Galactic Senate on Coruscant, is referring to, as Naboo’s relations with the Trade 
Federation have been strained as of  late.  Nute Gunray, the Neimoidian Viceroy of  the 
Trade Federation, was present at the announcement, but he refused to comment, hurriedly 
departing on a massive Lucrehulk-class droid control ship.

           Pope Benedict’s decision makes him the first pope to resign since Pope Gregory 
XII in 1415.  While he hasn’t officially declared anyone his successor, he did remark that he 
“wouldn’t be surprised” if  the newly appointed Cardinal Maul inherited the Papal Seat in 
the coming months.

Benedict Abandons Papacy for 
Business Opportunity

   In what can only be described as an inevitable turn of  events, beloved humor broadsheet 
The Pamphlette has stood its ground against the blatant plagiarism and alliterative theft of  
The Pudding, Reed’s as-yet-nonexistent “humor” “publication.”
    “The P was ours first,” said one veteran Pamphleteer, who chose to remain anonymous 
due to the dwindling number of  old-guard writers. “We’ve had it since the glorious, apoc-
ryphal year of  1987, and we will not let those creamy, calcium-rich motherfuckers take it 
from us.”
    “They can call themselves whatever they want,” said Elizabeth Crisman, who chose not 
to remain anonymous because she’s a dumbass, “just so long as it doesn’t start with the 
motherfucking letter P.” When asked why she was so emphatic about what’s admittedly one 
of  the top six silliest letters of  the alphabet, she replied that it is “...a matter of  principle...
[T]hey can take our unique status, and they can take half  of  our writing staff, but we will 
NOT let them have the most recognizable symbol of  our publication.”
    Our anonymous Pamphlette source, who is totally not anonymous anymore because she 
can only be one of  two people and the other one has been named, come on people, please 
try to keep up, has been kind enough to suggest alternative names for the “publication” 
formerly known as The Pudding. “The Budding,” she said, “The Mudding, the Cudding, or, 
if  you’re going for a rhymey name, maybe The Wooding, or The Gooding.”
    Crisman, who is now sort of  embarrassed for totally outing the “anonymous” Pam-
phleteer, who is now giving her dirty looks, interjected here to suggest a few....less savory 
naming alternatives for the publication she calls “nonexistent in the past, present, and 
future tenses.”
    They should call themselves the motherfucking *beeeeeeep* -ing *beep*-ass *beep*-ers,” 
she said, because “...they *beep* the *beep* out of  *beeeeeeep*-ing everybody who’s ever 
trusted them.”
    “Maybe....maybe The Bread Pudding,” said Hannah-I-mean-anonymous-Pamphleteer, 
“or The Blood Pudding, or The Figgy Pudding. Yeah, I like that...”
    “Shut the fuck up, anonymous,” said Crisman, “stop helping them. And what is this 
asshole still doing here? Interview’s over, man. Go home.”
    So I went home. This has been an expose, brought to you by The Quest.    

 In a shocking twist that’s left reality television fans reeling, survivalist Bear Grylls, star of  
the hit show “Man vs. Wild,” has been admitted to a rehabilitation center for what experts 
call a “...severe and debilitating urine addiction.”

Viewers have often been shocked and, at times, revolted by the lengths to which the Dis-
covery Channel adventurer has gone to survive in harsh wilderness environments, but, as 
one fan put it, “...I always assumed he was just doing what he needed to do, you know?”

“I guess we should have known, really,” said Janice Allenton, a spokesperson for the scan-
dalized Discovery Channel. “He was being followed by cameramen with bottles of  water at 
all times. He wasn’t really in any danger, but he just kept drinking that piss. We admired his 
dedication.” She laughed bitterly, taking a drink from her beer. “I feel so silly...”

Grylls has checked himself  into Riverglen Rehabilitation Facility, which caters to many 
celebrities with problems ranging “...from alcoholism to farting on department store man-
nequins,” according to their website.

“He’s detoxing at the moment,” says Dr. Daniel Morton, Grylls’s psychiatrist at Riverglen, 
“and that’s always a struggle, but he wants all of  his fans to know that he appreciates their 
support in this difficult time.”

In an exchange of  favors with one of  the nurses on Grylls’s floor, I was able to gain access 
to the man himself, who, to my horror, appeared a shell of  his former self. I asked him how 
he’d found himself  in this situation, he became severely agitated. “I’M GROWING DE-
HYDRATED!” he yelled, struggling with his restraints. “I NEED TO DRINK MY OWN 
URINE TO SURVIVE! NURSE! NURSE, BRING ME MY CANTEEN!” He seemed 
entirely unaware of  the IV fluids being pumped into his arm, and, when I pointed this out 
to him, he simply growled at me and began attempting to remove his catheter. I called the 
nurse, paid her the small fee we’d agreed upon, and left without further ado.
“I don’t understand it,” said Marcus Lawrence, Grylls’s publicist. “He’s a great guy, and I’ve 
never seen him like this before. It truly is a disease.”

Bear Grylls’s Secret 
Struggle

Harmless bodily waste? Not for Urine Addict Bear Grylls.


