
You’ve been awfully quiet this year. Have we pissed you off  yet?
Then send us an email!

pamphlette@lists.reed.edu
Want to remember the good old days when we pissed you off  every week?

Find our past issues online!
pamphlette.wordpress.com

“What lies have you told your parents this week?”
ELIZABETH CRISMAN: I told my mom that I’ve finally cut ties with the squirrel mafia. 
It’s better she not know the truth...
HANNAH LOONEY:  I told them I showed up for this week’s meeting. lol PSYCH.
EMMA RENNIE: Do dreams count? I had a dream I was hiding in my mom’s car…
SAM SEXTON: The same lie I’ve told them every week for the past three years: “College is 
great! I sure love it here at Brown!”
BRIAN CLICK: I didn’t tell her I dropped out...or that I’ve been paying for food by hawking 
heavily-cut ketamine to Cleveland High students.

By SS

        Many people fear for today’s youth, and I can’t say I blame them.  What with their 
failures to instantly find employment in the worst economy in seventy years, their constant 
use of  impressive, life-improving technology, and their whiny “hey maybe don’t pollute 
the shit out of  the planet so we can live here too” attitude of  entitlement, the Millennials 
(myself  included—like a coward, I opted to use a computer to write this article instead of  a 
typewriter) appear doomed to failure.  But in a world where children are given—nay, blessed 
with—the opportunity to see a movie like Free Birds, there could be hope yet.

        Free Birds is a powerful film. It tackles themes of  isolation, peaceful coexistence, and 
the weight of  destiny, and does so with a smile and a wink so infectious, you can’t help 
but smile back. The movie centers on Reggie, a turkey isolated from others both in his 
blue skin and his knowledge that turkeys are raised solely for human consumption. Voiced 
impeccably by Owen Wilson, Reggie’s friendly relationship with a stoner and desire to join a 
massive turkey cuddle-puddle make him a very relatable character for Reedies. Reggie’s situ-
ation starts to look up when The President, a character cleverly made up of  certain traits of  
every past U.S. president, pardons him. (The President has hands, as Teddy Roosevelt did; 
his voice, secret relationship with a staffer (Editor’s note: this is actually in the movie), and 
physical appearance are all reminiscent of  Bill Clinton, and his male genitalia link him to all 
other US Presidents.) This tie to America’s entire past is a key part of  the movie, as it puts 
the struggle of  the well-meaning but ultimately bumbling turkey Jake (voiced by Woody 
Harrelson in what will surely be an Academy Award-winning performance) in a completely 
new light. While Jake’s goal—to travel back in time and save turkeys from becoming a 
Thanksgiving staple—is noble, his nemesis being a representation of  all of  American 
history highlights how hopeless a cause trying to change the past truly is. Hopeless, that 
is, until he enlists Reggie’s help. The duo weave their way through a decadent secret base, 
dodging creatures best described as George Clooney in yellow hazmat suits (watch out, 
minions from Despicable Me!) to locate and activate STEVE, the time machine, voiced by 
George Takei.  Takei takes them back to the first Thanksgiving, and here Reggie and Jake’s 
real mission begins, as the meet the indigenous turkeys. 

        These turkeys add themes of  multiculturalism.  Not only is their culture the most 
respectful portrayal of  Native-Americans since Johnny Depp’s masterful turn as Tonto—
one sequence, in which the turkeys mark a death by flapping their wings, causing feathers 
to rise in a spiral, brought me to tears—but individual turkeys bring in elements from other 
cultures. Amos, the wacky but cowardly Hispanic turkey, and the fact that the venerable 
advisor turkey Leatherback’s son is half-chicken—despite chickens apparently being non-
sentient and essentially animals, like turkeys—both show that it’s okay not to be a Native-
American. You can be white, Mexican, or even a zoophile.

  I can’t get too much more into the movie without spoilers, but rest assured that Free Birds, 
despite the serious subject matter it tackles, remains one of  the funniest movies I’ve seen all 
year. The dialogue alone is fantastic; just take a look at these lines!

·      “I think I’m going to throw up…and not in a good way!”
·      “I don’t mean to toot my own horn…wait.  Yes I do. Toot toot!”
·      “Anchovy, you have ruined our pizza with the addition of  your small, dried fish. It 
tastes like sweaty socks. Still better than my wife’s cooking, am I right?” <a Native-Ameri-
can walks by wearing pizza as a loincloth>
·      “The great turkey is the greatest turkey EVER, and you will NEVER be as great as the 
great turkey, who is the greatest, turkey, ever.”
·      “Oh yeah, let’s be dogs. I’ll be a Whooper, and you be a Shiba Inu. RUFF!”
·      “Kiss me.”
    “What?”
    “Oh, uh, I said ‘rules rule!’”
    “No you didn’t. That’s okay.”
·     “Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha”
·      <Grunting as two turkeys prominently display their ripped buttocks and inflate their 
wattles.  Now swole, they heavily grunt as they grapple with each other. >

        Unfortunately, I can’t in good conscience say Free Birds is flawless. There’s a very 
bizarre moment about a quarter of  the way through the movie, when the turkeys flee from 
the ruthless, uncanny humans that hunt them, where everything just stops. Reggie, the 
Owen Wilson turkey, just looks directly at the camera.  He whispers “Kill. Kill. Kill,” first 
softly, but louder and louder, as everything fades but his turkey eyes. At that moment, a 
loud ringing started in my ears, and it seemed like the theater was flooded with a gas that 
stung my eyes and made me choke. I think I blacked out, and when I woke up I was naked 
and had incisions on my abdomen. I later found out my kidneys had been removed. So that 
wasn’t ideal.
 
Kudos, however, must go to Free Birds for overcoming this minor flaw. Lesser, weaker, and 
Inferior films would have been completely hamstrung by such a failing, but inferior, weaker, 
Lesser movies lack its sensitivity, brilliant dialogue, and charm. To say, in a modern film, 
that 
Lasting appeal is impossible to come by is wrong and wrongheaded.  If  the new, untried 

Millennials are being raised on entertainment like this, the world can surely rest, and rest 
Easy.

Reed-Relevant Word Problems

By ER

Our Town Successfully Destroys 
Patriarchy

You know what college almost certainly does not need more of ? Word problems. Like, those long-winded 
K-12 math problems set up to look like real-world applications for the Pythagorean Theorem or long divi-
sion or whatever. I have a weird nostalgia for those, and you all know what that means: time to create my 
own horrific rendering of  the genre that will make Reedies chuckle, vomit, or both. Read on: 

1.) A person’s apparent dancing ability can be measured on a 0-1 scale, with 0.0 being 
“epileptic donkey” and 1.0 being “not actually a Reed student.” One can gauge how good 
someone seems to be at dancing by adding one’s own blood alcohol content (BAC) with 
that of  the subject. If  Joseph’s BAC is .2, and yours is .08, how smooth are his moves?

2.) It is a generally accepted fact that Pancho Savery give grade your Hum paper 1 letter-
grade higher for each additional page past the 10-page mark. If  Amy has a C-quality, 
8-page paper on Greek Lyric poetry, but adds 4 pages of  para-masturbatory academic 
nonsense to it, what  grade will she receive?

3.) For every day a Reedie does not bathe, a .0001-mm. film of  grime accumulates on his 
or her skin. During an average Portland rainfall, .005 of  one’s total grime accumulation 
is obliterated per hour spent outdoors. If  Hannah has not bathed for two weeks, but has 
spent a total of  5 hours naked-rain-dancing, how thick is her grime coating?

4.) The surface area of  the Doyle Owl is approximately 1800 square inches (citation 
needed). The average Reedie’s palm measures approximately 12.5 square inches. If  the 
Doyle Owl and a crowd of  eager Reedies were all suspended in a low-gravity environment, 
wherein people could theoretically surround the owl on all sides, how many Reedies could 
touch it at a time?

5.) Let’s say that each time one uses a fake ID at the Woodstock liquor store, there’s  a 40% 
chance one will be caught (citation needed). If  Maria Laurence ‘17, whose cousin made her 
a shitty fake over fall break with his home laminating machine, plans to stop at that liquor 
store 30 times between now and May, how many times will she likely get caught?

6.) The trade value of  1 can of  PBR in the Reed Alcohol Barter System is currently half  an 
ounce of  any whiskey of  moderate quality. If  Lucinda is a dumbass and wants to trade her 
6.8-ounce flask of  Jack Daniels for shitty beer, how many cans of  actual horse piss should 
she get in the trade?

Free Birds: 10/10

By EC

        On Saturday evening, before I danced my brains out at Daft Ball, I set foot in the shiny 
new PAB and enriched said brains at the Reed Theatre production of  Our Town. As you may 
have heard, this particular production of  Thornton Wilder’s American classic subverted all 
traditional expectations, complete with gender-bent casting, anachronistic use of  technology, 
and shameless consumption of  Oreos and Pop-Tarts.
    
        Wilder wrote the play in 1938, and it is set in a small town in New England in the years 
1901, 1904, and 1914. Its original context exemplifies old-fashioned heteronormativity and 
its script reflects the embedded sexism of  turn-of-the-century small-town America. Why, you 
might ask, would Reed College perform this play? Well, duh, so that we can show the world 
how to survive without those dusty old “traditional values.” So we can inject some inkling 
of  social justice (yeah, I said it) into the smelly archives of  American cultural history. So we 
can retroactively transform Thornton Wilder and his sources of  inspiration into the pinnacle 
of  liberality, and so we can demonstrate that gender has never actually existed in any society, 
ever.

        I don’t want to spoil much for those of  you who haven’t seen it yet (go! do the thing! 
this weekend!), but I would like to briefly discuss the extent of  subversion in Reed’s produc-
tion. First of  all, the casting was completely gender-blind:  George Gibbs was played by a 
female student, his mother was played by Emperor Andrew M.F. Watson I, and so on. Of  
course, they didn’t want to actually make changes to the dialogue, but they did as much 
as they could with setting and props to get some points across. Despite the lack of  direct 
references in the performance, the astute audience member could pick up on subtle hints 
that George and Emily didn’t actually get married, of  course -- they agreed to a long-term co-
habitation situation with an open sexual relationship (they were quite honest with each other 
about being panromantic and polyamorous). The main characters constantly exuded body 
positivity, and were not ashamed to indulge in rich, sugary foods. The actions of  many char-
acters toppled sexist stereotypes:  Emily was extremely good at algebra, despite being female; 
George had absolutely no interest in baseball, at all, I swear; and Mrs. Gibbs confidently used 
a power saw. 

        “Fuck heteronormativity,” said the narrator at both the beginning and the end of  the 
play. “Get out, patriarchy. This is our town.” 
 
        The final moral of  the play (**spoiler warning**) is to appreciate life while you live it 
-- after all, every human is imperfect and we must admit that we are blind to the beauty of  
something or other. But don’t lose hope! We can overcome the prejudice of  those in the 
afterlife who think they’re so self-aware. #findthebeauty2k13 

        Come one, come all, come Tumblr, come Reedies, come regardless of  gender identity, 
gender presentation, sexual orientation, romantic orientation, gender, sex, body type, person-
ality type, race, nationality, ethnicity, creed, religion, age, species, or whatever. Come see this 
goddamn play. You might learn something.


