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       As a new class of  freshmen enters the hallowed halls of  this great institution, we 
at The Pamphlette feel it is our gods-given duty to lay down a few basic ground  rules for 
student (nay, human) behavior. Hell, you guys, we would have thought this was a given, 
but once again, you’ve outdone yourselves. I hope you’re happy, you dirty bastards. 
Anyway, here goes:

      The other day, a person of  the freshman persuasion approached me in the hallway. 
“Someone’s doing incense upstairs!” he said. “Isn’t that, like, against the rules?” Before 
I could respond, a booming voice came from those heathens upstairs, who, apparently, 
could hear our conversation despite the layers of  plywood and caked-on alcohol residue 
between us. “ATHEISM, COMMUNISM, FREE LOVE!” It said. “THERE ARE NO 
RULES!” With that, the freshman ran off, presumably to do some incense of  his own.

      Frankly, I was appalled, and I figured it was time to educate our new young wards, 
because frankly, that upstairs incense-doer was dead wrong. 

      Overall, yes, this is a very accepting school--we can get behind just about whatever 
you’re into, as long as everyone involved is on board. However, incense is one striking 
exception to this policy, and with good reason: incense has been linked to severe birth 
defects by lots and lots of  science. Of  course, most of  you probably aren’t looking to 
have kids, at least not while you’re at Reed, doing incense. However, these things hap-
pen periodically despite our best efforts--condoms de-materialize in a Night-Vale-ian 
twist of  physics, sperm develop sharp, serrated pincers capable of  shaving away latex, 
ODB bugs replace your NuvaRing with a stale piece of  sushki. Y’know. Accidents. 
Sometimes they’re preventable, but in a few choice circumstances, they’re not, and with 
incense involved, things can get real hairy, real quick. Things like your hypothetical 
fetus. 

      Long story short: incense is unacceptable in Reed College dorms. First and 
foremost, we want you to consider how your behaviors are affecting your neighbors. 
Imagine, if  you will, entering your dorm--the building you’ve come to call home, your 
familiar safe-haven in the midst of  the roiling turmoil that is the outside world--and 
being hit right in the senses--loud thuds, uncomfortable noises in two voices that are 
related to each other, hell, perhaps even a scent, and you just know. Do you want your 
dormies to go through that? I know I don’t. 

       I don’t care how “burning” your incense is, boys and girls. It’s wrong. Anna Fim-
mel, associate campus director of  anti-incense advocacy,  had this to say:

       “We care about family values on this campus. I consider all Reedies to be one big, 
happy family that loves one another...BUT NOT IN AN INCENSUOUS WAY. Seri-
ously. Down with incense. Heed my warning, peons.”

 A good rule of  thumb that I always use is “if  your grandma’s the same, put your penis 
away.” It’s saved me from a lot of  incense-related debacles in my day, and I hope it can 
do the same for you.

       This has been an ill-conceived public service announcement from The Pamphlette. Rand Paul: Ask About Religion Before 
Inflicting Civilian Casualties!

by SS

       The grey, gloomy clouds seem vast, even endless, and yet scientists tell us that some-
where, even now, the sun is shining. Welcome to Reed College.
 
        Gary Granger and his Secret Police have asked me to remind everyone that doughnuts 
are not to be eaten in the pool hall. Visitors are strictly advised against possessing, smelling, 
creating, or thinking about doughnuts within the vicinity. I should not have to remind you 
that playing pool in the pool hall is considered dishonorable. The pool hall is for smoking 
only. All Hail the Tobacco Cloud.
 
        There have been numerous reported sightings of  demons in the Reed Canyon, 
especially near the amphitheater. Witnesses have described the demons as small, furry, 
four-legged creatures, and apparently they come in various colors. They have only one head 
each, and all of  their legs are in the proper places, lulling passers-by into a comfortable (yet 
FALSE) sense of  safety and well-being. The biology and religion departments are leading 
an investigation, but as it is thus far unknown what the demons are capable of, students are 
advised to avoid the back entrance to Commons for the time being.

       Commons George, who lives out behind the car lot,  however, has taken to feeding and 
cuddling the demons. He even allows them to sit atop his Commons checkout station, bat-
ting at students’ ID cards while he giggles. Oh, what foolishness, Commons George. You 
will soon rue the day you accepted the--OH MY DEAR SWEET JESUS THAT’S CUTE. 
Dear listeners, one of  the kittens just rolled over and fell off  of  the checkout station, and...
awww, the BABIES. They’re such darling little demons. Who I distrust. I have obviously 
not taken one back to the station with me to cuddle. Obviously.

       Listeners, it’s that time of  year again. Classes are beginning this week. The dawn of  a 
brand new semester. The dreaded rebirth of  our academic descent into madness. And a 
new crop of  freshlings has arrived on campus to become initiated into these dark rituals 
for the first time. Why are they here? What do they want from us? Drugs? Hugs? Bugs? Are 
they bugging us? Are they watching everything we do at every minute? Are they actually 
the NSA? Gary Granger’s Secret Police are looking into the situation. Freshmen will be 
searched upon entry to any campus building for any suspicious-looking beetles that may be 
wearing a wire. Keep your friends close, listeners, and your freshmen closer. They may be 
hiding something. Or not.

       And now, a word from our sponsors. That word is:  tempeh. 

       Now, friends, as the season begins to change, let us reflect on the transitions in our 
lives. The steps you never took, the readings you never read, the suns that never set. All of  
these will become real as our minds enter the altered state induced by academia. For those 
of  you who are new to academia, be warned: effects may include overwhelming attention to 
detail (with the exception of  Hum readings), time dilations, and mild hallucinations. Do not 
think about sad things for the entire semester. For the rest of  us, well, let us sit back and 
let it wash over us like a salty ocean wave that may be infested with jellyfish. And as always, 
good night, Reed College. Good night.

Welcome...to REED COLLEGE.Just Say NO to INCENSE!

       Following his comment on August 29th that the United States should not attack Syria 
if  the action “could kill Christians,” Senator Rand Paul of  Kentucky is demanding that a 
well-equipped survey team be sent to the country to determine the religious beliefs of  all of  
Assad’s soldiers and employees before any other actions be taken.

       “Like a true libertarian, I believe that the government should favor one religious group 
above others,” said Paul, “and prioritize not killing them based solely on their religious 
beliefs.  If  we don’t want to let down America’s real president, Jesus Christ, we have to make 
sure we only murder the right people.”

       Reaction to Paul’s statement was mixed.  “Rand Paul is taking us back to our basic 
American values, as he should,” Rush Limbaugh said on his radio show later the same day.  
“Apart from the Revolutionary War, the War of  1812, the Civil War, World War I, and World 
War II, America has never, ever committed military action against countries or groups with 
a significant amount of  Christians.  If  Jesus taught us anything, it was that we should judge 
people not by their actions, by whether they are kind and good, but by if  they call themselves 
Christians.”

       President Obama was less impressed.  “We are no longer in the Middle Ages,” he said 
when asked about Paul’s statement in a press conference, “religion is not a key factor in 
deciding whether someone should live or die.  I think I’ve made it very clear by now that if  I 
want someone dead, religion, race, age, none of  that really matters.  I just blow ‘em up.  With 
my flying robots.”

by EC
This guy’s parents did incense.  Ask how Ned Stark is doing. 

      Yesterday, in a surprising announcement from the Reed Administration, President 
Kroger revealed that all Reedies being made to read The Iliad and Gilgamesh instead of  
The Odyssey, the first text from last year’s syllabus, were already a year behind all their 
classmates.
       “It’s kind of  shocking,” Kroger said to those assembled.  “Usually, there’d be a few 
exceptions, but literally 100% of  the freshmen who followed this year’s syllabus were at 
least one year behind all of  their peers.”
       It is unknown exactly what about the new texts has left their readers so far behind 
others, or what Reed intends to do to correct the situation, but several Reedies thought 
the proper course of  action seemed obvious.

       “They shouldn’t have changed it,” Tom Wu, a sophomore, said to The Pamphlette.  
“It was perfect the way it was.  The Odyssey has it all: goats, hubris, cheese, wine, goat-
herds, swineherds...and it was the book I had to read when I first arrived.  Clearly it’s the 
best.  How many swineherds does The Iliad have?”
       Beth Hanson, a junior, agreed.  “The Odyssey just had so many layers,” she said, “the 
concept of  the oikos alone is so deep that I went through my entire humanities course 
only talking about it, and bringing it up  in literally every discussion, and I wasn’t horribly 
annoying at all.”

       “I know Gilgamesh will probably have Mesopotamian words Freshmen can parrot 
over and over again to prove how smart they are,” she said sadly, “but it just isn’t the 
same.”

by SS

by ER + EC

Rand Paul, explaining why America must remain a peaceful power as long as they could hurt 
people who believe in the same religion that he does”

Sources say Gilgamesh freshmen       
“...[A]lready a YEAR Behind!”


