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       Apparently, West Virginia has passed a law allowing spiders to enter any space they 
feel comfortable in, without the threat of  being mercilessly squashed by prejudiced hu-
mans in said space. As a human I have a huge problem with this.

        I’m not saying spiders shouldn’t be allowed anywhere -- in fact, I think it’s crucial for 
them to have their safe spaces. I just don’t want them in my safe spaces. Like the bath-
room. Bathrooms always seem to be fucking full of  spiders and I can’t stand it anymore. 

        Looking back through my life as a human, the bathroom has always had a quality of  
camaraderie about it. We all need to use them in our daily lives, and it’s where we become 
intimately connected with our bodily functions. But spiders? Spiders don’t need to use 
toilets or take showers. They don’t spill gallons of  blood out of  their genitalia every 
month. No, the only things those female-identifying spiders get to commiserate about are 
how delicious their husbands were and how long it will be until they lay eggs for the first 
and last time before dying.

        I simply don’t understand why nobody does anything about the fact that spiders are 
going into all our bathrooms and using them as their space. They just don’t belong in this 
particular type of  room that is often labeled with a humanoid figure. They can go use 
the species-neutral room down in the crawlspace (it’s often infested with nargles, I hear). 
I just want to be free from the “arachnid gaze” -- those eight eyes staring at me while I 
urinate make me quite uncomfortable. 

        So if  you’re a human of  any gender or body type, you’re welcome in my bathroom. 
But if  you’re a small eight-legged silk-emitting beast, get out. You’re marginalizing me.

Americans Shocked to Learn that Non-
White People Can Be Americans

by SS

        Dejected Reedies could be seen leaving the SU in droves last night at around 11 PM, 
hours before the catchy Korean tunes stopped playing at this year’s K-Pop Ball. The reason?

        “It’s just not what I expected,” said Dylan Morehouse ‘16. “I mean, the music wasn’t 
bad, and the videos probably coulda been pretty trippy, but dude, where was the stuff?” 

        “What...stuff?” I asked Morehouse.

        “The stuff, man. The juice. The fizzy joy drink. The K-pop. Where was it?”

        Conversations with other Ball attendees confirmed what Morehouse’s statements had 
led me to suspect: over 75% of  Reed students who attended the event were under the false 
impression that “K-pop” was some sort of  carbonated ketamine beverage.

        “Like, what else could it be?” asked Lara Marklinson ‘14. “‘K’ is what people call ket-
amine, and, like, don’t those weird northern states call soda ‘pop’?”

        When I explained to Marklinson that the Ball’s theme meant “popular Korean music” 
and not “dissociative-state-inducing anaesthetics,” she scoffed. “What, like Gangam Style?” 
she said. “That was big, like, a year ago. Why would we want to listen to it now? What the 
fuck?”

        Some students went so far as to actually create the drug around which they assumed the 
dance would be based. “It was pretty easy,” said Ethan Ortiz ‘15, between giggles and spastic 
dance moves. “I just took--heh--just took, like, a can of  Fanta, right, and put a bunch of  K 
powder up in there. It fizzed like a mofo, it was so beautiful, man, you shoulda seen it, like, I 
think I saw God. You could, like, barely even taste the powder once I’d mixed it up real good, 
though, and--hey, you want some? I still got like two more. Here, have some!” I respectfully 
declined.

        Thankfully, the night was not lost--at least not to enterprising K-trippers like Ethan, all 
of  whom seemed to viscerally appreciate the upbeat synth-infused tunes. 

        “I can feel it in my ankles, guys!” said Sara Reinhardt ‘17, who it seemed, had drunk 
about three-quarters of  a Diet Pepsi replete with ketamine grit. “And, like, I don’t speak Ko-
rean or anything, but I totally know what they’re saying, you know? Can you, like, hear how the 
meaning transcends the words? I think I am them, you guys. Like, I think my soul has melded 
with theirs, and we are one. Why is everything spinning?”
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Nina Davuluri, who is somehow both a citizen of  this country and not white.

SU Piano Vandal “Old Man Who 
Hates Joy”

       With Nina Davuluri crowned as Miss America 2014, the first person of  Indian-American 
descent to obtain the title, many Americans reacted with shock, unaware that it was possible 
for someone who wasn’t caucasian to be an American.

        “Hold on...you’re telling me that American Citizenship is based on whether you’re an 
American Citizen or not, and not your melanin levels?” Kenneth Johnson, 48, of  Missouri 
asked, upon hearing the news.  “I thought it was all based on your skin and blood purity and 
shit.  That’s why I boycott tanning beds and always filled out my ballots with ink made from 
my own blood, so they know it’s pure.”

        “My God,” Abigail Jackson, 34, of  Illinois said.  “This changes everything.  I always 
thought we were called a ‘democracy’ because ‘dem’ is close to ‘derm,’ like in dermatologist? 
But we have a system that isn’t based on skin color.  Wow.  I have to apologize to a lot of  
people.”

        It wasn’t merely white Americans who were shocked to hear this news.  “Wait, I can 
vote?” William Jefferson, a 24-year-old black man from California, said when we interviewed 
him. “Since when!? I thought I was a citizen of  Ethiopia or Kenya or something, what with 
me being black and all.  This makes my life here so much better.”

        CSOs announced today that they have discovered the identity of  the vandal who 
damaged the piano in the Student Union this past week.  The culprit is Horace Gurkin, 
an eighty-five year old man with no prior connection to Reed College.

        “We were concerned we wouldn’t find out who did it,” an anonymous CSO told 
The Pamphlette, “but we thought we might have our man when we got a call about an old 
man throwing rocks at two people who were hugging.  We were pretty sure it was him 
when he started throwing piano keys at us while yelling ‘I’ll destroy your happiness just 
like I destroyed that piano! Ha ha! I’m a bad person!’”

        The CSO’s called the Portland police, who escorted Mr. Gurkin off-campus to 
his home, made out of  broken toys stolen from children.  Mr. Gurkin awaits trial for 
vandalism, but it doesn’t appear he intends to deny the charges.

        “Not only did I do it,” Gurkin said in an interview with The Pamphlette, “but I 
moved to Portland from Boise, Idaho, solely to do it.  I hate people having things they 
enjoy that much; I only moved to Boise because I heard there was a child within city 
limits playing with legos.  He isn’t playing with those legos anymore,” Gurkin chuckled, 
“after what I did to them.”

        Students were not overly shocked with the revelation of  Gurkin’s motives.  “I kind 
of  suspected whoever did this would be some jerk who just hates people having fun,” 
sophomore Jesse Elms said.  “That piano was harmless and old; there was nothing to be 
gained from destroying it.  If  not just to be a dick, what reason could someone have to 
do this?”

Horace Gurkin, watching a baby laugh for the first time.


