
Want to confess something to terrible people who can’t possibly judge you?
Then send us an email!

pamphlette@lists.reed.edu
Need some evidence of  exactly how terrible we are?

Find our past issues online!
pamphlette.wordpress.com
“What’s your deepest, darkest secret?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: All my articles are written by the Postmodernism Generator. 
This demonstrates the pervasive nature of liminal, gendered interpretation in this era.
HANNAH LOONEY:  My parents are seagulls, my friends are seagulls, I’m a seagull
EMMA RENNIE: I’m bees.
SAM SEXTON: I enjoyed this week’s Doctor Who. It’ll never happen again, I swear!
BRIAN CLICK: I Shot a man in Reno.

By SS By EC

Without Coach, Rutgers Players’ Bones Literally Dissolve
            The world of  college basketball, already recoiling from video footage of  Rutgers’ 
coach Mike Rice physically and verbally abusing the team’s players, was shocked even 
further when the bones of  all fifteen members of  the Rutgers’ roster dissolved.

           “Oh God…how did this happen?” cried Vincent Garret, who at time of  writing 
remains a boneless mass of  flesh and tears.  “Was Coach right? Did we really not have any 
backbone without him? How am I even talking right now?”

           “Why couldn’t they just leave him alone?” asked team forward Wally Judge, who 
blamed the team’s boneless-ness on the sudden absence of  their coach’s stream of  
homophobic insults and shoving.  “Do you think he treated us this way out of  some sort 
of  crude cultural backwardness and an antiquated definition of  masculinity? Of  course 
not! Mike was a professional! He knew this would happen if  we felt too good about 
ourselves!”

           Mike Rice has been in near-constant talk with medical experts, claiming that he 
knows how to restore his team’s bones, but The Pamphlette did manage to secure some 
comments from him.  
          “IT’S A DAMN SHAME!” said Mike, who cannot speak in anything other than 
furious shouts.  “PEOPLE JUST DON’T UNDERSTAND THE BODY! IT’S A 
FRAGILE SYSTEM! WHEN YOU START DOING SPORTS, IT’S TOO MUCH FOR 
YOUR BONES! UNLESS THERE’S SOMEBODY BRAVE, SOMEBODY KIND, 
TO CALL THEM A F****T WHILE SHOVING THEM AND YELLING IN THEIR 
FACE UNTIL THEY CRY, THE BODY CAN’T TAKE IT AND THE BONES 
DISSOLVE!” Mike shook his head, a single tear rolling down his angry, angry face.  “I 
JUST LOVE THOSE WORTHLESS, CONTEMPTABLE SISSY C**T-BITCHES SO 
MUCH!”

By SS

            With gay marriage before the Supreme Court, many conservative figures appeared 
before the media to complain about being labeled as “bigoted” for wanting to deny 
same-sex couples the same legal rights as straight couples.  However, when prominent 
conservatives Ben Carson and Marco Rubio, who had previously fought against being 
labeled as bigoted for their views, were shown the definition of  the word—“a person who 
is obstinately  or intolerantly devoted to his or her own opinions and prejudices; especially : 
one who regards or treats the members of  a group (as a racial or ethnic group) with hatred 
and intolerance”—they immediately retracted their objections.

           “Wait, THAT’S what a bigot is? Ooohhhhh!” said Carson, who slapped his head 
in a moment of  sudden comprehension.  “I thought it meant somebody who married 
multiple people, not somebody who hates people for being part of  a certain group.  That 
makes way more sense.”  Carson chuckled.  “I was wondering why I was being labeled as a 
proponent of  polygamy because I compared homosexuality to bestiality and pedophilia.”

           “Yeah, I was confused too,” said Rubio, who admitted he thought he was being 
called overweight.  “But this clears a lot of  things up.  I definitely can’t deny we’re bigots, 
that’s for sure—we don’t want equal rights for gay couples, we tried to strip provisions 
protecting bisexuals and lesbians in the Violence Against Women Act, and we even fought 
against letting them openly serve in our armed forces.  What kind of  idiot would try to act 
like they aren’t prejudiced against the gays if  they want all those things to happen?”

          At time of  writing, the boys’ condition remains grave—as their bones dissolved, 
attempts to re-harden them by having Rice kick their fleshy, amorphous bodies while call-
ing them cocksuckers have only resulted in the dissolved bones re-forming in the wrong 
places or the wrong shapes.  “What a mess,” said Dr. Jordan Michaels, who is currently 
leading the medical community’s efforts to save the boys.  “How could we have known 
that constant assaults on one’s body and emotional well-being were so essential to being a 
good athlete?”

“It was all a wacky misunderstanding.”

Mike Rice, valiantly protecting his team’s bones from dissolution

Canyon Day Volunteers Build       
Pagan Shrine, Summon Banshee

                                 Dear fellow snarky, terrible bitches,
    
         I have dumb ideas sometimes, generally early in the morning when no one can see 
me chuckle evilly to myself. This past week, I decided there needs to be a Cards Against 
Humanity expansion pack tailored to Reedies--there are some many opportunities for 
sordid, terrifying horribleness! 

        First, I thought I’d publish a set of  new cards based on Hum texts in this week’s Pam-
phlette. I nixed this idea, though, when I realized that then you guys would start cutting up 
the fruits of  my labor, which would result in a painful burning sensation in the hole where 
my heart was gouged out to make room for all this snarky cynicism. Instead, I decided I’d 
make a blog, where I’ll post cards as I think of  them.

  Long story short: Followwww m3 on +um81r, 8i+ch3s! I’ll also be taking submissions!

 www.cards-against-hum-110.tumblr.com

Conservatives: “Oh, I guess we are 
bigots”

        In addition to their usual clean-up, trail-clearing, and plant-planting activities, this se-
mester’s Canyon Day participants built a twenty-foot-tall scarecrow of  a vengeful banshee 
out of  twigs, mud, and the canyon kittens’ feces as part of  what one of  the leaders called 
“a communion ritual with the undead forces at work in the universe.”

        “We found a really cool Gaelic incantation in an old human-flesh-bound book in 
the Southeast Stacks, and thought, ‘why the hell not?’” said Elsie Daniels ‘14, a Defense 
Against the Dark Arts major and banshee afficionado. 

         About ten volunteers constructed the effigy on the canyon island at around 3 PM 
yesterday, and many more gathered at midnight for the ceremonial fire ceremony that 
logically followed.

         “We doused the whole thing in a mixture of  holy oil, 7-11 Extra Virgin Olive oil, 
and motor oil,” said Daniels, “plus some oregano, because who doesn’t like the smell of  
fresh-grilled oregano, amiright?” Indeed, the wildly-burning organic mannequin had quite 
a pleasing odor right up until the transformation began.

        “Some people freaked out when it started coming alive,” said Mark Alderton, ‘12, a 
poli-sci major who for some ungodly reason is still hanging around campus nearly 24/7. 
“I don’t know why--it was fucking awesome. She wasn’t mad at us--she just kept yelling 
something about Siobhan stealing her fiance on their wedding day. I thought it was tragi-
cally beautiful.”

        After twenty minutes, the banshee, whose name turned out to be  Adelaide, fizzled 
into a pile of  sulfur residue, and everyone went home to continue Qualling. 

By EC

The Canyon Kittens think it’s creepy as fuck, but we think it adds a certain charm.

Come Validate a Dumb Idea I Had!


