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“What are you wearing to Spring/Fall?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Saran wrap and glitter mascara. It’s called fashion...duh.
HANNAH LOONEY: Trench coat.  For my safety and your own.
EMMA RENNIE: Necropants… don’t google that. Seriously. [Editor’s note: really...don’t. 
DOES ANYONE LEARN FROM MY MISTAKES????]
SAM SEXTON: A crude tunic formed from bark, leaves, and stale corn chips.
BRIAN CLICK: Fifteen tubs’ worth of Vaseline.

By EC

Yeah, yeah, I saw it too; some rando on Reed Relieves is getting sick and tired (and alcoholic) of  my incessant 
online-phenomenon-referencing. But. BUT. Some OTHER upstanding citizen sent me an e-mail telling me 
to keep ‘em coming! Three guesses which I’m going to listen to! You’re welcome, kind stranger. Enjoy.

3001. [Name redacted] has virulent oral herpes! Do not make out with her at thesis parade!

2995. TW: Depression? *****************I just want this pain to go away… (37 likes, 17 
comments, including “I feel this so hard,” “2real,” three different hug GIFs, and four offers 

to talk if  OP needs to.)

2996. Andrew, thank you for being so open and accepting about the squirrels in our com-
munity. I am currently in a FWB  relationship with Phil, who lives in the gingko trees outside 
the library, and we both really appreciate your support. ADMIN RESPONSE: I...I don’t…

WHAT IS HAPPENINGGGGGG!? (216 comments)

2997. I think I’m in love with my Bio professor. Should I tell him now, or wait till the end of  
the year? (4 different paragraphs-long comments, seriously discussing the pros and cons of  
radical honesty in this context, 7 one-line comments referencing 80s movies I’ve never seen, 

and 3 comments placing bets on which Bio professor it is.)

2995.1. Guys...I submitted that relieve while taking a massive, spicy dump. Sorry for any 
confusion. (165 likes; one more hug GIF in the comments.)

3004. Is it Winter Break yet? (37 comments, 36 of  which say “no.”)

3000. Why can’t we all just be decent to each other? (40 likes, 5 comments pointing out why 
rudeness toward the unenlightened is necessary for the creation of  a progressive utopia, 7 
comments philosophizing on the nature of  “decency” in a post-moral society, and finally, 

one that just says “guys. GUYS. really?”)

3002. FINISHED WITH ALL MY END-OF-SEMESTER PAPERS ALREADY! (20 com-
ments, 17 boil down to “OP can go burn in the fiery pits of  Hell,” and 3 of  which extend 

congratulations that, let’s be real, were probably intended sarcastically.)

More Reed Relieves: (Can’t 
Stop, Won’t Stop.)

By SS

By EC

Boner Owner’s favorite Thanksgiving dish is stuffing.  It’s the one time it’s not a double entendre, though.  
Please don’t make jokes about it.
 
Q: Boner Owner, I thought Vas was your flamingo.  Who’s Deferens?
A: Oh.  No, Vas is my flamingo.  I get him mixed up sometimes with…with an old friend.  If  
only we’d gotten more questions…
 
Q: Boner Owner, what did you wind up doing for Thanksgiving? Did you get to Boner 
Island? What’s it like?
A: We couldn’t find anything better to do, so we did wind up going to Boner Island, yes.  It’s 
not exactly a hospitable place—you need to go through the Pros Straits to get there, there 
are intense mini-storms three times a day, and the island itself  is barren save for some shrubs 
and massive obelisk mountains—but it’s home.  We had dinner with the Boner clan at The 
Fore, the Boner Castle that tops the tallest obelisk on the island, and the usual arguments 
happened.  I need to make a permanent home at The Fore as the heir to the Boner lands and 
titles, I need to call more, I shouldn’t be giving vital information about sex to the people we 
will one day crush under our heels, I need to get a real job like the rest of  my dumb genera-
tion, etcetera etcetera.  It was nice to see my Boner mom and dad, though.
 
Q: Boner Owner, my boobs are rad, and I want people to play with them.  How can I con-
vince people to touch my awesome boobs?
A: Well, I’m not going to lie to you: it’s going to be a tough sell.  Obviously you can’t just ask 
people if  they want to touch your boobs because NOBODY is into that kind of  thing.  No, 
your only recourse is exchange and subterfuge.  Find out some other activity people might 
want to do, like helping you with your taxes or eating lego bricks, but make participation in 
this activity conditional upon a sufficient amount of  boob-touching.  It’s a longshot, but it’s 
probably the best chance you’ve got to get somebody to feel you up.  Good luck…
 
Q: Be thankful, Boner Owner.  Be thankful the Pros Straits were too dangerous for our 
fleet, or we definitely would’ve shattered your puny schooner between our mighty galleons.  
Nevertheless, we have them straits blockaded.  Our artillery is set to blow any food resupply 
planes out of  the sky.  You can’t stay on Boner Island forever; there’s no natural source of  
food on those islands and now you can’t resupply.  Eventually you’ll have to make a break for 
it, and that’s when we’ll catch you.  We’ll smash your ship and fish your sputtering body out 
of  the salty sea and then the real fun will begin.  Then, and only then, will our vengeance be 
complete.
A: Okay, guy, this still isn’t a question.  Please only submit questions to this column.  It’s for 
advice, not for whatever you’re saying—I kinda just skimmed it when it became clear it wasn’t 
a question, and I’m pretty busy.  I’m busy packing; we’re sailing back tomorrow.
 
No, Boner Owner, don’t do it! There’s a trap waiting for you at the Pros Straits! Hurry, readers, warn Boner 
Owner with messages at pamphlette@gmail.com before it’s too late!

How did you think mothers got their babies to breast-feed?

Boner Owner: Be Thankful

3rd Floor of MacNaughton has 
Collectively Raised A Child!

In a desperate search for content to put in this giant empty space, I found this weird-ass article I wrote at the 
end of  last  year and, apparently, decided not to publish at the time. I’m not sure why. I guess the subject 
matter’s a little creepy, but when has that ever stopped me, really? Anyway, y’all get to read it now. Enjoy! 

  It sounds utterly implausible. Each year, CSOs walk through the halls of  MacNaughton 
innumerable times, issuing AODs, unlocking doors, and airing out the weed-soaked halls. 
How, then, could they have missed something as obvious as a child’s presence on the third 
floor of  the building? Better yet, how could they have missed such a thing for five years?

        “Honestly,” said Tall Pawl, “I’m not sure. I guess it just goes to show that nobody’s 
infallible, you know? We all make mistakes.”

        “Think about it, though,” said Gary Granger, grimacing. “The place is always chaotic, 
with a bunch of  adolescent stoners living there; how hard could it possibly be to hide the 
stench of  an infant in with all that, or the antics of  a two-year-old, or a five-year-old kid’s 
shitty artwork?”

        The child in question is five-year-old Franzia MacNaughton, who dorm lore posits 
was “left by the MacNaughton bike racks in September ‘10 and taken in as a ward of  the 
Kollektiv.” She had been living amongst the building’s residents ever since, until last week, 
when CSOs found her in the common room, putting stickers on a gravity bong.

       Lisa Dougherty ‘14, a fifth-year senior who has lived in Mac since she was a freshman, 
only dimly remembers the night Franzia appeared. “I think I was on something,” she says, 
“and I was probably at the pool hall for most of  it, but I do remember coming home, hear-
ing a screaming baby, and thinking, ‘wow, I’m even further gone than I thought!’ I didn’t 
find out ‘til the next morning that she was real, you know?”

        Little Franzia is, by all reports, a happy, healthy child, despite her unconventional 
upbringing. “She’s really really smart,” says sophomore Andrew Michaelson, a Psychology 
major. “Her theory-of-mind level is way above what you’d expect for a kid her age, and she 
was already reading a little bit when I got here last year. She’s on chapter books now, I think. 
It’s remarkable, really.”

        According to Dougherty, no one ever seriously considered handing the child over to 
the authorities. “We thought, hell, someone must have left her here for a reason, right? And 
she was just so cute...we decided, between the twenty of  us, and all our friends, we’d be able 
to take care of  her, no problem, and,” she chuckled, “ we were right.” 

        “It was tough on her when that year’s seniors graduated, I remember,” said Alexa 
Morgan, a 2013 graduate who still lives and works in Portland. “She didn’t really understand 
where they’d gone, but after the second year, she just sort of  adjusted. She’s a very grown-
up kid.” 
       Each summer, one Mac resident or other would volunteer to take little Franzia home 
with him or her. “She really enjoyed my family’s trip to France last year,” said Dougherty.

        This year, Franzia has been living in her own room for the first time. “Some kid never 
showed up, I guess, because it was sitting empty when we got here, so we picked the lock 
and set up her stuff  in there,” Dougherty says. “It’s usually unlocked so that we can go in 
and check on her whenever, but she’s been going through a rebellious streak.” He laughs. 
“She’s locked herself  in there a couple times, and we’ve had to pick the lock again, but 
overall, everything’s been fine.”

     “Every year, we had to explain things to the new freshmen,” recalls Morgan, smiling 
fondly. “They always seemed really excited, actually. It was like a dorm project: raise this kid, 
keep her fed and diapered and happy. Everyone always talks about the great sense of  com-
munity in FSM, and I think Franzia played a big part in that for us.”

        Since her discovery, Franzia has been removed from Mac’s custody and placed in 
foster care (no, not the dorm, dumbass. Jesus.)

The origin of  Franzia’s name is a complete mystery to everyone.


