
Have you observed any of  the canyon demons’ nefarious doings:?
Then send us an email!

pamphlette@lists.reed.edu
Are you a freshman, curious as to why you should Top-Six us in funding poll?

Find our past issues online!
pamphlette.wordpress.com

“What did you do over your summer vacation?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Who wants to know? *mutters from beneath tinfoil hat*
HANNAH LOONEY:  Thought about horses. But not in a Spink way, y’all. (Also, what 
Brian said.)
EMMA RENNIE: Ventured into the Dog Park, and never came back (I’m not really here).
SAM SEXTON: Didn’t listen to Night Vale; now I’m so fucking confused…
BRIAN CLICK: Thought of new ways to avoid attending Pamphlette meetings. Like “being 
in another state.” 

       Yesterday, a group of  Reed College anarchists of  various stripes gathered on the Quad 
for what’s been described alternately as  “a violent, radical uprising against the cis-hetero-
merikan-normative humanist kyrio-patriarchy,” and “this thing I got an email about on one 
of  the mailing lists I signed up for at the beginning of  freshman year. It sounded like a 
good time. I’m so lonely.” 

       “We’ve got smoke bombs, a couple amps, some electric guitars, a truckload of  Ameri-
can Spirits, and at least three crates of  PBR. We could go for weeks without having to send 
for provisions,” said one revolutionary, who has asked not to be named because, he says, 
“names are for the bourgeoisie. I’m part of  a collective.” 

       This “uprising,” which had apparently been planned in great detail by messenger pi-
geon over the summer months, was (tragically?) foiled, however, when CSOs implemented 
a creative new policy that they spent the summer hammering out. The policy, nicknamed 
“Project Mellow,” involves the distribution of  mass quantities of  marijuana, LSD, and 
chamomile tea to unruly student groups. 

       “They had a choice, of  course,” said one CSO, smirking at the blissed-out masses of  
half-shaved, denim-vested Reedies. “We didn’t force them to take anything. That would 
be dishonorable. Instead, we offered them a choice: they could either keep being angry, or 
they could just, like, smoke a blunt, man. Chill oooooout.” 

       “We didn’t expect it to be this effective,” said another, tossing a tightly-rolled joint 
to a heavily-pierced girl with a “FUCK ALL HUMAN SUPREMACISTS” patch sewn to 
her jacket. (She looked up from her daisy-chain crafting just long enough to grab it, said 
“peace, dude. Good on ya,” then went back to work.). “I mean, these are some hard-core, 
punk-rock fighters. They’ve spent literally years discussing everything that’s wrong with 
society on a structural level on the internet, and yet, give ‘em a lil somethin to relax with, 
and WHAMMO--instant Renn-Fayre-like peace. Hey hey hey, you over there, you’ve had 
enough...yeah, don’t worry, lil buddy, I’ll take you back to your dorm now. You did real 
good fighting the power, friend. Just go to sleep now.”

       The Reed College Socio-Political Anarcho-Communist Collective declined to com-
ment this morning, except to ask us to “close the god-damn curtains on your way out…”

By HL

Students walk past the dying Olde Reed to study in the library.

Reed Riot Averted, Thanks to New CSO 
Policy

By EC

By SS

       The campus was rocked by tragedy today when sophomores Owen James and Shawn 
Marco found Olde Reede writhing in agony in front of  the library, trying and failing to crawl 
out of  a pool of  its own blood.

       “It was horrible,” Owen said.  “I remember Olde Reed from last year.  It always seemed 
so happy and energetic, like it would live forever.  But almost as soon as I got back, I 
couldn’t find it anywhere.  Now I found it, and I wish I hadn’t.  It’s almost gone.”

       Shawn was also deeply affected, silently crying as he recounted what happened.  “Owen 
went to go get help, so I held it as we waited for someone to arrive.  Olde Reed hacked up 
some more blood and grabbed my shoulders.  It looked into my eyes, gasping, and said ‘I’m 
gone.  I’m not going to make it.  Kroger and the freshmen and it being a different year, they 
all stabbed me and beat me with clubs and kicked me in the head, and now I’m done.’ It was 
the saddest thing I’d ever seen.”

       Despite Olde Reede’s constant howls of  pain and intermittent fits of  coughing up 
blood, medical personnel couldn’t find anything wrong with it.  “It seems fine,” a  doctor 
from a nearby hospital said.  “It has no internal damage, no external injuries, the bloodwork 
has come back clean...the BAC’s a bit high, and it looks like it could use more sleep, but 
other than that there doesn’t seem to be anything wrong with it.”

        At time of  writing, Olde Reede remains moaning in agony in front of  the library, 
convinced its death is nigh.  “The doctors don’t understand me, man,” it said to The Pam-
phlette.  “I’m fucking gone.”  It encourages passing students to leave cups of  everclear and 
cans of  PBR nearby to “make my passing swifter and sweeter.”

BREAKING: Olde Reed Found Dying, 
Bloodily, Outside Library

  Dear Fellow Students,

Yada yada, it’s a new year at Reed College.

 Let’s cut to the chase, shall we?

       Horses.  Yes, people, I’m talking about equines.  The one thing we don’t have here 
at Reed.  The lofty beast of  the field.  You can scour this near idyllic campus.  You might 
find a ceramics studio, a comic book library, even a canyon teeming with wildlife.  These 
petty distractions might bridle your terrible longing for meaning for a while, but what 
you really need is a friend with a heart bigger than your own.  Perhaps a horse.  Real big 
hearts, horses have.  Bigger than a cantaloupe, I’m guessing.  Don’t know.  Dad sold my 
horse book for political reasons.  Where were we?  Ah, yes.  Horse hunting.  You can look, 
friend, but you just won’t find one.  Does it have to be this way? Nay!  Neigh!  Ahem, nay.

       I’d like to think student autonomy is alive and well.  Still safe and warm in the prover-
bial stable.  Perhaps you haven’t heard the expression?  No?  We forge our own way here.  
If  our collective caprice wants a Tuvan throat singer, if  we as a college need someone to 
sing to us ancient songs of  the Mongolian plain, well, by golly, we book one.  If  finals are 
getting us down, (or in my case UP, accidental ingestion of  horse anti-depressants) we fly 
in a sopping wet licensed therapy seal from Monterey.  Point being, we can get animals if  
we want them, probably.

       So maybe you’re not much for ponies.  Maybe one had a stroke while you were riding 
it in Detroit at Camp Geddit-togethah for Troubled Girls and it fell over dead, pinning you 
to the ground like a tent stake for 28 hours until help arrived.  Help always takes a while to 
arrive out there, doesn’t it?  Ahem.  To you, dear reader, I say that horses have myriad uses.  
You could eat them, I guess.  As a vegetarian, I could never recommend eating horses for 
lunch, although I would gladly suggest them for dinner.

       I will be in commons tomorrow soliciting signatures for a petition to one Mr. John 
Kroger, who as president naturally bears the fardels of  all the college’s horse-related 
matters.  Got a lot on his saddle, that one. If  I cannot count on your John Hancock, dear 
reader, may I at least count on your Charles Cotesworth Pinckney?

 Yours in mild-to-severe horse crisis,
  Hannah Looney

P.S. Remember that horses, like you and I, are mammals.  Does THAT change anything?

AN URGENT CAMPUS       
MATTER: PLEASE READ!!1!

Photosynthesizing eggs

Are my fav’rite type of  eggs

When they glimmer, when they float,

Them’s the eggs I love the most.

Don’t even lie; this lil fella would make those dreary winter days at 
least 17% brighter.

~*Weekly Proverb*~     

By EC

      Hello, freshmen/transfers/transients/drifters/other. Allow me to introduce myself: I 
am The Pamphlette. I am published every week by a group of  ne’er-do-wells, whose names 
are listed below. 

       As you might have noticed, I am not actually a pamphlet. Maybe I’m the female ver-
sion of  a pamphlet...? Is this what that would look like? An unfolded sheet of  legal-sized 
paper? How would pamphlets/pamphlettes procreate? See, I ask the big questions. Also, 
my concept of  myself  as a sentient being is exceedingly limited. Perhaps I should have 
paid more attention in Hum 110. Ah, well.

       I like long walks along the Commons ledges, floating through the breeze when you 
drop me like the filthy litterer that you are, and money. Oh, do I like money.

       If  you want me to like you, you should probably Approve me in the Funding Poll. 
Maybe you don’t know what that is yet; no matter. You shall soon learn, and when you 
do, remember what I have said. PLEASE LOVE ME.

Who are we, you ask?


