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“What did you dress up as this Halloween?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: The mighty cockroach, heir of the earth upon the ultimate 
demise of humanity.
HANNAH LOONEY:  A milksteak.
EMMA RENNIE: Nothing. None of you little bastards gave me any ideas.
SAM SEXTON: Cloak guy. Because I had a cloak. COSTUMES ARE HARD.
BRIAN CLICK: A grim reminder of the role my family has played in perpetuating lies, 
exploitative capitalism and death

things like football, Axe body spray, and Grand Theft Auto 5. She will, of  course, not be 
interested in these things in the slightest, but if  she has any idea how dating works, she’ll nod 
along politely and proceed to tell you all about all sorts of  girly things in which you are utterly 
disinterested. Try to have a good time! 

6.) At the end of  the evening, ask the Gender Binary for a goodnight kiss, then say you’d 
like to see her again some time. Ask her to go to a movie next weekend, maybe. After the 
thorough job you’ve done throughout this first date, you will almost certainly receive a posi-
tive response.

7.) Repeat the above-mentioned pattern for you second date. (Make sure, however, to put 
your banal conversation on hold during the film itself; don’t spoil the movie by adding your 
own soundtrack.)

8.) BE PREPARED before your third date, as this is the date after which awkward, virginal 
sexytiems are most likely. Yes, my young ward, you are almost there! (There being  the Gen-
der Binary’s sweet, sweet vagina. “My young ward/you” being your penis. In case that wasn’t 
clear.) Put fresh sheets on your bed, set up candles around the room, and scatter rose-petals 
tastefully.  (NOTE: these rose-petals can be pink or red; their presence in your bedroom 
totally does not make you gay. I know this is all very complicated, but bear with me.) Put 
some condoms in the bed-side table; safe sex is important, especially considering the Gender 
Binary isn’t looking to have children at the moment. 

9.) During the third date, it’s acceptable to step up your sexually-flirtatious game somewhat. 
Play footsie with the Gender Binary under the table. Do that thing from “Lady and the 
Tramp” with the spaghetti noodle, if  you think you can hack it. Get an amateur violinist to 
walk by playing “That’s Amore.” You know. Shit like that. Throughout the meal, she’ll be 
picking up the sexual vibes you’re putting down. It will be very exciting. Try to remain calm.

10.) Invite the Gender Binary back to your room after your date; if  you’ve followed my 
instructions to the letter, I truly believe she will accept. Now, it’s time to Fuck the Gender 
Binary--gently, of  course, and with her consent.

By SS

Look, it’s become utterly clear that you want to fuck her. Oh, you know which her--the Gender Binary, of  
course! I’ve overheard you discussing it with friends three times now-- “Fuck the gender binary,” they say. 
“Yeah, dude!” you agree enthusiastically. Ah, young love. Of  course, you are an awkward Reedie, and ap-
proaching these situations must be utterly terrifying for you; Lord knows I understand that. But you mustn’t 
despair, friend! Here are some easy-to-follow steps you can follow to help you Fuck the Gender Binary!

1.)  Start simple; strike up conversation in Commons, perhaps. Compliment her modest yet 
tastefully suggestive skirt. (Inn like a flirty way, of  course; not like a “let me borrow it” way. 
Be very clear on that.)

2.)  If  she’s receptive to your compliment (look for batting of  the eyelashes, giggling, and a 
faint blush), consider stepping it up a bit--ask her lunch, dinner, or any meal but brunch, re-
ally, as brunch is clearly the most effeminate meal ever. It is, of  course, assumed that you will 
pay for this outing; make sure you have enough cash on hand to cover both of  your orders. 
If  she accepts your invitation, well, friend, you’re halfway there already! Her down-there bits 
will be yours in no time! 

3.)  Dress snappily--she, being a female social construct, will, of  course, be judging you 
heavily on your clothing sense, and first impressions are everything. A button-down shirt 
and some chinos are never bad choices, and a tie always pulls things together quite nicely. 
Nothing pink will do, though, even if  it’s just accent stripes--those would give her altogether 
the wrong idea. What I’m saying is, she’d think you liked the peen. The penis. She’d think 
you were gay, friend. Which you’re clearly not. Obviously.

4.)  Pick her up outside her domicile at the specified time--make sure to bring her some 
societally-preordained token of  your affection, such as a bouquet of  flowers, or maybe a 
heart-shaped box of  chocolates. Note: while you will, briefly, be in possession of  this gift 
item, it will, at no point, be truly yours, so it is okay for it to be pink, and its color will not 
reflect inaccurately on your genital preferences.

5.) During your meal, make sure to mention your more masculine extracurricular pursuits. 
No, no, not like that, good lord! You misunderstand me. If  you have a history of  canoodling 
with men, I would not recommend bringing that up at this juncture. No, I’m talking about

Rand Paul: Gattaca Fanatic

By EC

Boner Owner: The Time has Come
Boner Owner’s greatest strength is his boner.  His greatest weakness? Also his boner. It hurts to get 
punched in the boner.

Q: Boner Owner, have you escaped from the pumpkin?
A: I have! It took some doing, but nature ran its course. I always feel like I need a shower, 
though.

Q: Boner Owner, I really want my girlfriend to go down on me, but I’m too shy to ask.  
How can I give her a hint?
A: Don’t worry, shy asker! Honesty and overcoming your embarrassment are hard.  My 
recommendation is to make your weiner as appetizing as possible; start disguising it as a 
hot dog or sausage or weirdly cylindrical pink ice-cream cone with a hole in the scoop.  
Who knows? Maybe she’ll try to it eat, and realize “Oh! This is a penis! Well, it’s already in 
my mouth…”  It’s definitely better to do this than to be honest about what you want, like 
some sort of  goober.

Q: Boner Owner, my boyfriend has been writing to you for the past several weeks about 
penis tricks.  At first, it was great; I really liked how he could tie his shoes with it, and I’ve 
never seen someone go from zero to erectastic so quickly. But last week, he started detach-
ing it, and it scampers off  and leaves for days at a time. When it comes back, it always has 
new features. First it was just a few barbs, then some kind of  starfish-mole-like proboscis, 
and now I’m pretty sure it’s just attaching penises to itself  wholesale. My boyfriend is 
emaciated and weak, and it takes him a long time to answer basic questions. He can’t do 
anything if  the penis isn’t there, and if  it is he always checks with it before deciding on 
anything. I think it’s taking him over.  Please help.
A: I feared this might happen.  Curse my generous, helpful advice! Curse humankind, for 
possessing weaker constitutions than I! And just when I had gotten out of  the pumpkin, 
too. Oh well. The time has come. I must don my boner mail and head into battle. If  I don’t 
come back, dear readers, just remember: pythons have hemipenises. Now, I must away!

While Boner Owner risks life and limb to undo the evil he hath wrought, feel free to send him a question 
at pamphlette@lists.reed.edu. We promise he won’t give you any advice that will turn your penis into a 
self-aware entity--he’s learned his lesson!

        In a shocking turn of  events, a massive cesspit full of  decades’ worth of  Renn Fayre 
vomit has been discovered underneath the paved area surrounding Hauser Library this past 
weekend, (not-so-) neatly explaining the noxious odor that’s been permeating the area for 
the past few weeks.

        “We really did just assume it was the gingko trees,” says Eleanor Markley, grounds 
crew manager. “I mean, who’d’a thunk it, you know? It comes as a real shock.”

        Markley, who insists that none of  the fetid, moldering vomit is from her years in 
charge of  grounds crew, states that it was probably “...buried there after some long-ago 
Renn Fayre or another in preparation for convocation, then promptly forgotten about.”

        “Not everyone is as passionate about the Honor Principle as I am,” she said.  “Who-
ever buried all this vomit, then paved over it, then proceeded not to tell anyone ever, 
probably assumed the problem would take care of  itself. It was an honest mistake, I’m sure, 
though, of  course, one that I would never have made.”

        Carbon dating has not yet revealed the approximate age of  the vomit; however, pre-
liminary tests indicate that it is likely the result of  more than one year of  drunken revelry 
and subsequent damage control. 

        “So wait…does that mean that someone added to the vomit-grave?” asked Justin 
Archer ‘16, one of  the newer grounds crew employees and a personal least-favorite of  Mar-
kley, according to insider reports. “Like, someone dug it up and put another year’s worth of  
vomit in there?”

       Markley would neither confirm nor deny that assertion, providing only a dirty look.

How to Fuck the Gender Binary (in 10 Easy Steps!)

By EC

By SS

Noxious Odor “Not Just the Gingkos.”

        In response to accusations that he plagiarized large chunks of  the Wikipedia article for 
the film Gattaca in a speech last week, Rand Paul has claimed that it cannot be plagiarism 
because “I wrote every Gattaca-related page on that website.”

        “Gattaca is tied with Mystery Men as my favorite movie of  all time,” Paul said on Hal-
loween day, dressed (appropriately) as a double helix.  “I know that movie from front to 
back; I’ve seen it over three hundred times.  This month.”

        Paul called accusations of  plagiarism absurd, as “I cannot plagiarize something I 
wrote.  Duh. I would never lift several passages from something without giving due credit 
to the source unless I wrote the source to begin with.”

        Several of  Paul’s staffers backed up the story.  “It’s crazy,” said Robert Stephenson, an 
aide to Paul. “He requires every potential staffer to watch Gattaca at least five times before 
they can even get an interview, and we’re quizzed on the movie every other week.”

        Unsurprisingly, Paul was bombarded with questions about the movie, all of  which he 
answered perfectly.  The only question that surprised him was one from an ABC reporter, 
asking if  he was aware that the Gattaca’s is composed solely of  letters that represent nucleo-
tides in DNA. “Wait,” he said, “wait wait wait WAIT OH MY GOD IT’S TRUE! WOAH! 
AAAAAAH!”

DNA is Rand Paul’s favorite Gattaca character.


