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“Where were you during this year’s first Hum lecture?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Pouring out libations while nude...alone...in my room.
HANNAH LOONEY:  I was sacrificed earlier that day.  It had to be done.  And it had to 
be me.
EMMA RENNIE: Inside a building… wearing clothes… Shit, I didn’t pour any liba-
tions. Guess I’m screwed for the year.
SAM SEXTON: Photoshopping Kroger’s head onto Pallas Athena’s hot bod.
BRIAN CLICK: Cursing the gods for my perpetual lateness in turning in articles.

        Hey, did you guys know that Mortal Instruments is a thing? What? You had better things to 
do than to read/watch someone’s unoriginal, poorly-written Harry Potter fanfiction? Well, I can see you 
have time to waste now--you’re reading The Pamphlette, after all--so here are the valuable lessons I 
learned when I watched two hours of  Mortal Instruments: It’s sort of  like Buffy the Vampire Slayer, 
but worse in literally every way.

1.) Secretly, there exists an order called the “Shadow Hunters,” who were founded during 
the crusades when an angel bled into a cup and fed it to a dude.  They hunt demons, and 
are very boring.

2.) Bach was a shadow hunter, and demons hate classical music.

3.) Shadow hunters arm themselves from churches.  Literally every church in the world is 
in on it, and has a secret stash of  weapons hidden away to be used.  Even buildings like 
Buddhist temples, where one of  the key tenets of  the religion is non-violence, have weap-
ons such as a gun that shoots a drill-stake.

4.) Shadow hunters use tattoo magic, where you draw symbols on yourself  with a sonic 
screwdriver that let you do things.  At least, I assume they do--we only ever see one fuck-
ing spell in this whole movie.

5.) The shadow hunters consist of  the four 90’s goth kids still left in New York, who live 
in an invisible castle.

6.) Powerful Warlocks don’t wear pants.

7.) The title of  your movie shouldn’t relate to any important element within the movie.  
That’s stupid.  Instead, it should be named for one minor plot element that’s in the movie 
for less than five minutes and could very easily be completely cut without making a differ-
ence.

8.) W’s are actually just M’s, but turned upside-down (this is actually the biggest twist in the 
movie.  I’m not even fucking kidding.)

9.) The highest form of  comedy is referencing the fact that you’re in New York.

10.) If  your movie is bad enough, you can make your climactic scene a blatant rip-off  of  
both Return of  the Jedi AND Harry Potter and the Sorcerer’s Stone and nobody will care 
because at least it vaguely resembles material that is good.

11.) Vampire Academy will be the greatest movie of  2014.

12.) Concerned the guy you want to smooch might actually be your brother? Don’t bother 
with DNA tests.  That’s cheating.  You have to take chances to get ahead in life.

Things I Learned from Mortal        
Instruments: City of Bones

By ER

Thank you for all of  your Top Sixes and approvals, friends! It means so much, and I know it’s not just 
because of  the sexual bribes. I know what we have means something. Now, for our budget! We feel it really 
captures the spirit of  our endeavors at Reed, and fulfills all of  the promises we made to get you to vote for us.

1.) A bathtub full of  granola. It feels so damn good to roll around in a bathtub full of  
granola; you simply have not lived until you’ve felt its crunchy goodness...everywhere. The 
raisins between your toes, the rolled oats grinding against your aching back muscles...Mmm.

2.) A team of  four trained chimpanzees in little tuxedos. Awww!

3.) 25 sticks of  HeadOn--Apply Directly to the Forehead!

4.) So much bread. Just...as much bread as you can imagine.

5.) Something mysterious that’s totally not hookers, of  course not, why would you even 
suspect such a thing, you bastard.

6.) A pony!!!!!11!1!1!! Awww, look at his lil face! Oh shit, he kicked me in the uterus...

7.) Another mysterious something that is absolutely not a metric assload (~40 tons) of  high-
quality cocaine! What do you take us for, friends?! For shame.

8.) A bouncy house for the ETC! We need to let off  some steam after all this serious jour-
nalism, You guize.

9.) Like, 6 whole issues of  The Pamphlette! Or something.

Steer Clear of the Reed Plague with 
these 5 Easy Steps!

       How many Alaskans do you know, dear readers? One, two? And how many of  those 
Alaskans are actually humans attending Reed College, and not imported fauna at zoos? 
Exactly. What, then, might have driven one of  said human, Reedie Alaskans to plaster the 
campus with posters seeking out his or her fellows? Was it  in the hopes of  forming some 
kind of  cod- and moose-based support group? Were there more sinister characters at play, 
recruiting new members for the ubiquitous Alaskan Mafia? 

        No, my friends. After some investigation, this Pamphlette reporter discovered the true 
motive behind “Alaskans of  Reed.” That motive is...the D.

       “She’s, like, my best friend,” said Adrian Lewis ‘16, who asked to remain anonymous 
but didn’t get that request in before we’d already typed his name out, so whatevs. “She told 
me not to tell anyone, but what the fuck: she’s doing it to get that one Alaskan dude to 
notice her. That’s all.”

       The woo-er’s name is Cheryl Donaldson, a native of  Juneau, Alaska. Donaldson, 
a junior here at Reed, has, according to sources close to her who are totally still Adrian 
Lewis, “had her eye on” Daniel Agron ‘17 of  Nome, Alaska, ever since he arrived at Reed 
for new student orientation. 

        When I approached Donaldson for comment, she got quite snippy. “Of  course not! 
Did Adrian tell you that [Editor’s note:  yes]? That dick-fucking fuck-dick. I just want to 
create a community at this college for people who, like me, understand what it’s like to 
hunt for wild deer with an AK-47 while fending off  hordes of  man-sized mosquitoes! Do 
you know what it’s like to be the only person in your friend group who knows how to ride 
a Snowmobile? Everybody here just wants to, like, bike to their vegan co-op’s organic fair-
trade potluck or some shit. It’s terrible!”

        My journalistic curiosity got the better of  me; I penciled in the date and time of  
Donaldson’s event in my calendar, and when the day arrived, I dressed up in my best 
Wal-Mart camo and orange hunting vest (when in Nome, you know. Haha. Ha...Ha.) and 
headed over to the GCC room where the event was being held.

        To my surprise, there were not two, but three Alaskans sitting awkwardly at the 
conference table, snacking on homemade deer jerky and avoiding eye contact. Sitting 
across from the door was a fantastically handsome young man who I took to be the guest 
of  honor, Daniel Agron. Next to him was Donaldson, who, I could not help but notice, 
continually glared at the third, unexpected guest seated across the table from theo ther 
two. I later learned that her name is Elaina Harvey, that she is from Anchorage, and that, if  
Cheryl Donaldson is any authority on these matters, is a “fucking cock-blocking bitch who 
ruins everything.”

The Pamphlette: Putting Your SB 
Funds to Good Use Since 1987  

By EC

It’s that time of  year again. It’s here, the enemy of  us all: the Reed Plague. The season is changing, the 
workload is increasing, and the collective immune system of  the student body is taking a severe blow. If  
you’re one of  the lucky ones so far, chances are a few of  your friends (if  you have any) have displayed 
flu-like symptoms, uncontrollable moans and groans, and a frustrating decrease in libido. Here are a few 
friendly tips that can help keep you healthy:

1.) Don’t touch anyone. This may be more difficult than it sounds. Even if  you’re not 
much of  a hugger or kisser, human contact can be hard to avoid. An innocent tap on the 
shoulder, an unchecked extension of  a tentacle, or an accidental use of  someone else’s 
sleeve as a Kleenex can all have dire consequences when The Germs are in high concen-
tration. Take a hot shower immediately after any such incident. If  you find yourself  with 
a mighty need to (consensually) make out with someone, use a mouth condom. Seriously, 
people. Protection is important. 

2.) Maintain healthy eating and drinking habits. This includes washing dishes after using 
them. Once, I walked into a dorm kitchen and there was a bowl in the sink with a large 
grimy-rotten-meat-creature growing out of  it. Actually this probably happened more 
than once. And people wonder why Reedies get sick. Anyway, eat healthy. Maybe skip 
Commons for a couple days and seek out some sources of  nourishment from the Land 
of  Not-Reed. Use common sense, though -- stay away from places like Hung Far Low. Do 
some research on Yelp or something. (Seriously. Do it. I dare you.)

3.) Get plenty of  exercise. Run uphill both ways to get your heart pumping, then go for 
a swim with the otters -- I hear the canyon water does wonders for your liver. If  your 
cardiovascular endurance is on the weaker side, practice some yoga or zen meditation. But 
at all costs, avoid the sports center. Germotopia. 

4.) Drink a metric shit-ton of  tea. Did you know that tea was first brewed in 1287 B.C.E. 
by a coven of  benevolent witches on the island now known as Taiwan? This magical 
substance has universally recognized healing powers, and a cup a day should keep you 
disease-free. Also, procure some ginger chews. Those things are fucking awesome. 

5.) Sleep. Sleep sleep sleep. Sleeeeeeeeeeeeeep. I don’t care if  you haven’t finished your 
problem sets or readings. Miss a few classes and get terribly behind in work so you’re on 
the same level as everyone who is already sick. Have terrible nightmares that will mentally 
scar you for the rest of  the semester. Just go the fuck to sleep. 

The Pamphlette’s Health Division encourages you to follow these five easy steps (with a 
healthy dose of  common sense) to protect your body from the horrors of  The Sick. Also, 
these steps also basically apply as decent advice for those of  you who do end up contami-
nated. The Plague is a demonic curse that descends upon our campus and attempts to 
carry off  students’ souls into dark places, but with a positive attitude and maybe some use 
of  the Force, we can fight off  this evil influence.

The Shocking(?) Truth Behind 
“Alaskans of Reed”

By SS

By EC

Cheryl Donaldson to Elaina Harvey in her mind at 
some point, probably.


