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“Were you online during EC’s last-minute layout session?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Did you guys know that I make up your answers when you’re 
not aroung? It’s true!
HANNAH LOONEY: Nope. I am a good freshman who goes to bed before midnight!
EMMA RENNIE: These questions just get progressively stupider...
SAM SEXTON: No, but if she HAD asked a question, my answer would be Batman.
BRIAN CLICK: Yes, but fuck responding to her messages--I got shit to do!By SS

Republicans: Obama Must Be 
Impeached for “Jedi Mind Meld.”

By ER

By HL

Man Singlehandedly Shatters 
Reedies’ World Views

         A recent letter published in the Quest has caused an ideological shitstorm among 
previously self-assured Reedies. The well-meaning John Bowman, from the mysterious 
land of  Not Reed, made the astute observation that many denizens of  our campus hold 
radical Marxist views, and responded with a revolutionary suggestion:  that students read 
the works of  Adam Smith and Ayn Rand to be able to have an “open mind.” Apparently, 
these obscure authors promoted an odd ideology known as “capitalism.” Several students 
took the bait, and are now overwhelmed by the unprecedented whirlwind of  changing 
values and political opinions spinning through their heads.

           According to an affected student, who prefers to remain unnamed, the so-called 
“capitalist” viewpoint glorifies individual wealth and looks down upon communal col-
lectivity. (Sounds really strange, doesn’t it?) “I don’t even know what my life is anymore,” 
claims the student. “I really wish I hadn’t taken that guy’s advice. I liked my leftist ideas the 
way they were.”

           The Pamphlette has thus far been unable to contact Bowman, but it is probably 
safe to assume that the fate of  these poor students was his intention. He may be watching 
to see if  more Reedies expose themselves to the aforementioned writers, and furthermore, 
whether the College starts to accept or even embrace capitalism. To his dismay, it is likely 
that many within the Reed bubble will remain close-minded and uneducated. Personally, I’ll 
remain ignorant -- I’ve heard terrible things about Atlas Shrugged.

Venezuela is considering suing Warner Brothers to obtain the rights to incorporate the Bat-symbol into 
their flag

Hannah’s ~*Dream Journal*~DeliveReed’s Biggest Job Yet
         The new on-campus delivery service, DeliveReed, successfully completed its most 
challenging assignment yet, last Friday night. According to one of  the student-run busi-
ness’s co-CEOs, DeliveReed intercepted the asteroid 4599 Finkelstein-Jackson, a nearly 
spherical body primarily composed of  nickel and formerly orbiting the sun somewhere 
beyond the Kuijper belt, and delivered it to a student room in ODB.

         “This wasn’t exactly what we had in mind when we expanded the service beyond 
Commons and bookstore deliveries,” she told the Pamphlette. “But we’re happy to serve 
the student body’s needs.”

         The unusual request was put in by junior physics majors Kathy Derringer and 
Edmund Yang, who described it as the result of  a “bet...made very late on Friday night”. 
According to Yang, he had a brilliant idea as to how the asteroid could be used to support 
a thesis project he is considering, yet in the morning the idea had faded into the fog of  a 
hangover.

         “What are we going to do with a 40-meter-diameter ball of  nickel?” Yang asked The 
Pamphlette on Saturday morning, rubbing his head. Derringer suggested rolling it to a vacant 
lot somewhere just off  Woodstock and hollowing it out for use as off-campus housing.

          DeliveReed has also been mildly disappointed by their stunning interstellar exploit. 
Delivery fees are based on destination, not source of  the products, and therefore despite 
the millions the company spent on developing near-lightspeed space travel, their total 
revenue from the project was the ODB delivery fee of  two dollars.

         “Those drunks even forgot to tip,” grumbled the courier who’d nabbed the asteroid.

Worth it.
By BC

Venezuela, already reeling from the death of  controversial President Hugo Chávez’ death last 
Tuesday, was even more shocked when a tabloid reporter investigating Chávez’ childhood 
home in Sabaneta accidentally triggered a secret switch that sent him plummeting into a large, 
subterranean cavern, which contained a giant US penny, a supercomputer, several Batmobiles, 
and a weeping Robin and Alfred.  Within hours, Venezuelan police swarmed the cave and 
confirmed the supercomputer was covered with Chávez’ fingerprints.

           “I am shocked to announce that our beloved President led a secret life that he kept 
from everyone—even me,” interim President Nicolás Maduro said during a nationally televised 
speech about Chávez.  “No doubt his trips to Cuba for medical treatment were merely a 
façade, a distraction as he donned his cape and cowl to fight crime on the streets of  Caracas.”

           “I don’t know what we’ll do without him,” said Alfred, faithful butler to the Chávez 
family, who called movies and comic books based on the Venezuelan President’s alter-ego “a 
mockery that cannot capture his true grandeur.”  “Robin says he can be the new Batman, but 
he is still but a boy and weighs only eighty pounds.  I think Chávez mostly brought him along 
to keep him from getting up to other trouble.”
           The legacy of  Chávez—much like opinions on Batman—is divided and uncertain, with 
some hailing him as a defender of  the people and others calling him a socialist dictatorship.  
Venezuela’s crime rate has tripled in the five days since Chávez/Batman’s death was revealed.

When I divorced the Dark Lord Cthulhu, he casually mentioned that he might be haunting my dreams for 
revenge.  Last night, I had the most grotesquely horrible nightmares imaginable.  My chiropractor Reginald 
recommended I “journal through the pain”.  Voilà.

Midnight:
I dreamed an ice cream cake was melting, melting faster than it could be eaten.  I felt as 
though the very sand in the hourglass of  my life was slipping, slipping oh-so-slowly, but 
slipping nevertheless.  I awoke in a cold sweat, salivating like a jackal.

2:18 AM:
I was at a planetarium, watching a presentation about black holes.  “There is no escap-
ing the event horizon,” the announcer said.  “Wow!” I said.  “I’m sure glad I’m not stuck 
there!”  “Oh, but you are,” came the announcer.  He began to laugh mirthlessly.  The dark-
ness closed in.  I woke up to see the conclusion of  a lunar eclipse.

3:50 AM:
I dreamed Cthulhu and I were together again.  Talk about a nightmare.

4:01 AM:
In this feverish nightmare, I had to write a 12 page paper about the Inca.  Whaddya know?  
Both dream and reality.

4:48 AM:
My closed eyes saw the most fantastical and horrid facets of  existence, the most lurid and 
repulsive things, both compellingly putrid and entrancingly obscene.  It might have been 
Renn Fayre?    

Daybreak:
The sun rose.  I had beaten Cthulhu.

tl;dr: She dreamed a dream. It went badly.


