
Got a response to one of  our, like, 7 articles asking for responses?
Then send us an email!

pamphlette@lists.reed.edu
New reader who just wants to know what this “Boner Owner” fellow is about? 

Find our past issues online!
pamphlette.wordpress.com
“What did you do over Fall Break?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: *Obligatory “your MOM. hehe.” answer*
HANNAH LOONEY:  turned down a professorship....at a bartending academy...in 
Detroit.  
EMMA RENNIE: such drugs. many food. wow.
SAM SEXTON: Pokeymans.  All of the pokeymans.
BRIAN CLICK: Holed up in Mexico for a while until the heat died down back home.

Q: Boner Owner, what kind of  candy do you give away on Halloween?
A: Fun-sized candy bars.  And I mean actual fun-sized.  I take five regular-sized candy bars 
and glue their sides together to form a super-bar, and then I glue five more of  those together 
length-wise.  Like I always say, if  you can wrap both your hands around it, it’s not fun-sized.

If  you have a question for Boner Owner, you can email it to pamphlette@gmail.com.  If  you’re too shy to 
use email, just think your question as hard as you can the next time you have an orgasm.  Even inside of  a 
pumpkin, his boner gets great reception.

By HL

The Boner Owner went to college for five years, and his boner went for eight.  It has two degrees: one in 
Lovin’, and the other in Ancient Chinese Mythology.

Q: Boner Owner, how’s it going with your dick and that pumpkin?
A: It’s really stuck in there.  I’ve tried dozens of  different kinds of  lube to no avail, and my 
boner is so empathetic and powerful that physically attacking the pumpkin is too painful, 
so I can’t cut my way out.  I’ve decided to let nature take its course and let the pumpkin 
decompose around me.  It’s not pretty, and it doesn’t smell that great, but day by day 
emancipation approaches.

Q: Boner Owner, I need a costume idea.  I have to take my little cousin out trick-or-treat-
ing, and I only have ten minutes after they get home to get to my friend’s house for a wild 
Halloween party.  There’s no way I can change costumes in time, so whatever I wear has to 
be both appropriate for children and sexy.  What do I do?
A: This is an easy one: simply take a character from a children’s movie and sexy it up.  Your 
little cousin will be delighted that you’re Nemo, the plucky clownfish, and the people at 
your party will be delighted that you’re Nemo, the sexy lady in the miniskirt and strapless 
dress.  Before I got my boner stuck in a pumpkin, I worked as a costume designer for 
many years, and the one thing I learned is that it is indeed possible to please everyone.  No 
childhood memories can’t be improved by making them sexier.  That’s why, assuming I 
can emancipate myself  from my current predicament, I’ll be going as Thong Grover, the 
perfect fusion between thongs and Grover.

Q: Boner Owner, it’s me again! I took your advice about duck penises, and while it was 
scary when it fell off  the first time, it regrew better than ever and our life in the bedroom 
has been great! Do you have any more tips for me?
A: There comes a time when one must explore the world on their own, like an Argonaut 
Octopus penis.  Be brave.  Observe the natural world.  Turn the search filter off  on google 
and see animals in a new way.  Go forth and adapt!

Great Astoria Love Haze

By ER

Americans Relieved That Republicans 
Are Once Again Reasonable

        I took a trip to Astoria during the break.  The ship culture seems to have hardened 
the people into no-nonsense sailor-types.  I relate a conversation overheard at a Chowder 
house:

Erik: Fog is rolling in on the Columbia, Father.  I daresay we shan’t go fishing today.
Father: It’s Captain, son.  When I am wearing my deck shoes, you will call me captain.
Small Toddler: We shall take to the seas like jackals to the corpse.

        I found that to be rather, shall I say, impossibly creepy, so I fled to the pilot boat dock 
to watch the seagulls.  Whereupon I immediately heard more of  the same:

Walcott: Whaddya got there, Newcomb?
Newcomb: Shrimp trawler from Japan.  Bound to be some spillage.

I shuddered, unaccustomed to hearing birds speak maritime English.  They flew away to 
scavenge.

        I climbed to the summit of  the Astoria Column and saw the whorls of  the River 
spinning out blue green yarn, weaving the great scarf  of  the world.  Various celebrities, 
namely Steve Buscemi and that fellow from The Sting, came to me in divine incarnations 
of  the River gods.  A tugboat beckoned me to melt into the All, the overripe ever-time.  I 
watched as the people below became ants and then decided to become better ants.  Nicer 
ants.  There was fish soup on the breeze and destiny came in dollops.  I slipped in and out 
of  consciousness, or rather, it slipped in and out of  me.  Its eyes were green and glassy.  I 
overpaid for parking, but I never really left.  Come to think of  it, I had no car.  My friends, 
it is with pride and no small measure of  sadness that I tell you that I never left.  One never 
really leaves, now do they?  The echo brought it back in every wave whose ripples bend the 
ear. 

Let me make myself  perfectly clear.  I took a trip to Astoria.  I took...a trip.  To Astoria.

        With the dual threat of  government shutdown and debt default settled for the next 
few months, Americans are relieved the Republican party has ceased being unreasonable 
and returned to moderate, effective governance.

        “Finally, we’re back to where we should be,” Terry Jones, 29, of  Illinois said.  “Shut-
ting down the government was just crazy, but now that the Republicans have come back to 
their senses, we can go back to the state of  constant filibusters and crippling inability to do 
anything that we’re supposed to.”

        “Thank goodness,” Joanne, 28, Terry’s wife, said.  “With the debt limit out of  the way, 
the House can finally go back to normal, and continue to try to repeal Obamacare and fail 
to accomplish even simple tasks like passing a farm bill.”

        Also relieved were several members of  congress, including Republican Senator John 
McCain.  “Now that Cruz and the Tea Party have lost this battle, us moderate, sensible 
Republicans, who did nothing to prevent or reverse the shutdown until we had literally no 
other choice, are finally free to fight for sensible policy,” McCain said on the Senate floor 
Friday.  “Which is what I’m doing right now.  I move to filibuster this bill that increases 
medical research unless it includes several billion dollars more in defense spending.”

Boner Owner: Trick or Treat!

By SS

By SS

Emma Needs Your Help to Be Spooky!
Shit, guys, it’s almost Halloween and I forgot to think up a costume idea. HALP? Send your vote to 
pamphlette@lists.reed.edu and I’ll probably ignore it. Here are a few of  my last-minute ideas for super-
scary alter egos:

• A bee made of  bigger bees. Don’t vote for this one, I mean seriously, how would I 
make that costume? I’m not THAT good.

• The Bragdon Thief. Assuming it’s all the same person stealing like all the food and 
personal belongings from my floor. What a douche. You better hide yo kids and hide 
yo wife, ‘cause this burglar ain’t kiddin’ around.

• A spirit inspired by the recent flashback episodes of  Avatar: Legend of  Korra. This one 
would be pretty easy -- all I need are a few different animal parts. (No, Sam, I’m not 
going to wear a fucking echidna penis. Shut up.)

• The Generalized Other. This might involve several heads growing out of  my body, I 
think. So you would all have to donate either some nondescript masks or your own 
faces to effectively convey the image of  an impersonal group. Hey, it would impress 
the sociology department. #midtermgradehacks

• Something that would make use of  all those brown leaves that are covering the entire 
campus. Maybe a teabag? Or a bird with leaves for feathers? Or a -- no, not a tree, 
that’s the worst idea I’ve ever heard. Trees can’t eat candy.

• A mantis shrimp. So many colors. All of  the colors. I can see clearly now, in ultravio-
let…

Well, that’s about all I’ve got. I’m sure you can tell that I’m really bad at this creativity thing. 
But Harvest Ball is nearly upon us, and I need to at least pretend to be legit. With your help, 
readers, I will not be merely invisible! (remember: if  you see something, say nothing, and drink to 
forget.)

“....Yaaaargh.”

Yep.

Now, see, these guys are perfectly reasonable.


