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“What Paideia class would you teach?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Radical Honesty in Summer Job Cover Letters
HANNAH LOONEY: How to Deal With an Editor Who Can’t Seem to Contact You In Time 
About the Weekly Question
EMMA RENNIE: I’ll co-teach Hannah’s class, and maybe also some Russian or something?
SAM SEXTON: Meta Humor Never Gets Old and is Always Funny: Answering Weekly 
Questions 101
BRIAN CLICK: Pad Thaideia: How to Microwave Takeout

By SS

The following is a transcript of  a speech delivered to the December 16th, 2013, faculty meeting by Biology 
Professor John Gentle.
 
       I wholeheartedly applaud last week’s faculty vote on the new smoking policy proposal, 
although I am skeptical of  its chances in the yellowed, reeking hands of  the Student Senate. 
Yet I am afraid Professor Swanson’s suggestions do not go far enough.
 
       As my colleagues in the History Department will tell you, the doctrine of  In loco parentis 
was largely abandoned by American universities in the 1960s, meaning that college admin-
istrators no longer acted as paternal arbiters of  students’ morals. That sea change in social 
relations that swept through higher education, altering all in its path, was dumb. I absolutely 
agree with Professor Swanson that we have an ethical responsibility to reduce “smoking cul-
ture” on campus and promote healthy lifestyles to those in our care. Because, let’s be honest 
– although Reed students may legally be adults, able to vote, drive, consent to sex, face adult 
prison sentences and serve in the military, they aren’t really adults, are they?
 
       (Personally, I am in favor of  making legal majority conditional on one’s achievement 
of  a tenure-track university position. Without a doctorate, you don’t really know how to take 
care of  yourself.)
 
       Because these “supposedly intelligent Reedies are making unhealthy and dumb deci-
sions”, as Professor Swanson pointed out, they need to be taught a lesson. It is for this 
reason that I am putting forward my Strategic Student Health and Wellness Proposal, which 
is as follows:
 
       We, as honorable members of  the community who consider the consequences of  their actions, do not 
want to see our fellow community members short-sightedly harming themselves. We also do not want the 
outside world to think of  us as a bunch of  chain-smoking, drug-addled, unfit slobs, because the kind of  
prospective students who’d be put off  an academic institution by others’ “unhealthy and dumb decisions” are 
exactly the kind of  students we want here at Reed.

       Therefore, we resolve that tobacco products, alcohol and other drugs, caffeinated or sugary drinks, 
candy, chocolate, fried food, fast food, food eaten off  of  or out of  Styrofoam containers, and any foodstuff  
with the word “Cheez” in its name are entirely prohibited on campus and in any Reed student’s off-campus 
dwellings. Inspections will be conducted weekly. Additionally, each student will spend a minimum of  two 
hours per day engaged in a rigorous regimen of  Bikram Yoga. Students will be monitored by Community 
Safety officers during their physical activity, and citations will be handed out to slackers.
Remember, keep Reed “quirky”, not “crusty”! Our brand identity depends on you!
 

Signed,
 

Faculty for Clean Bodies and Clean Minds

A Mentholated Proposal

By SS

By BC

       The 2013 Paideia will undoubtedly be among the most remembered, but less for its 
classes and more for Reed President John Kroger’s controversial decision to cancel courses 
with little notice given to the student body. Following the massive backlash against the deci-
sion, Kroger decided to approach this year’s Paideia in a different way.

 “This will be the last you see of  me for the next week,” Kroger announced the 
Monday before Paideia week  “Or at least, the last you see of  me as Reed president. I will 
still be among you, but as your peer, your equal. I have learned that in order to understand 
Paideia, I must experience it as a student, without the baggage of  being an older man in a 
position of  authority.”

       After his short speech, Kroger threw a smoke bomb to the ground and ran away. 
His office has not seen him since, fearing that after a week of  discretely attending Paideia 
classes Kroger may have “gone native.”  

       “He’s pretty serious about this,” an anonymous source from the Reed administration 
told The Pamphlette. “He bought a t-shirt and shorts and everything. The week before 
Paideia, he spent every waking hour either eating stripadillas, crying, or playing Pokémon 
Stadium while high. He’s that committed to understanding the Reedie perspective.”

       Kroger’s whereabouts remain unknown, although a cold-looking man in shorts, a 
t-shirt, and a baseball cap was reported shivering near Commons before realizing he was 
being watched and running away.

Common Reed Misconceptions

Kroger’s Undercover Paideia

 Six weeks. Six fucking weeks. None of  you had the time to send an email? Really? You didn’t even have 
to write a message; you could’ve just made the question your title! Was Assassin’s Creed IV really so good 
that you couldn’t get away for one second? You people are awful. Here are your dick jokes, you degenerates.

Q: Boner Owner, I was having sex with my girlfriend on Christmas Eve. It was going great 
until I made an off-color remark about “stocking-stuffers” and she got mad and I had to 
sleep on the floor. How can I avoid something like this happening next year?
A: I’m glad you brought this up.  I have a surprisingly large amount of  questions related 
to this topic, and the answer is always the same: your pun just wasn’t good enough.  Don’t 
make the mistake of  thinking making love is the wrong time for a terrible, terrible holiday-
based pun; there is in fact no time where these puns are needed more.  But thinking up such 
puns in the act can be difficult, and they must be worthy of  your lover.  I recommend a few 
of  these classic standbys:
--I’ll deck your balls all night long, even if  you haven’t washed them in a while
--Here comes Rudolph, the purple-nosed reindeer
--Happy birthday! (say while putting a condom on)
--Something about chestnuts? I can’t think of  anything without being redundant, but I 
know it’s there.
       Obviously this doesn’t just apply to Christmas; I could talk your ear off  about flipping 
latkes and lighting menorahs and spinning dreidels (the dreidel is a penis.) When you’re 
confident enough in your skills to stop relying on my advice, be creative!

Q: Boner Owner, nobody came to my Paideia class about bedazzling things.  What do you 
think will get people interested for next year?
A: Well, I’ve found having a sentient, perpetual erection of  unfathomable size and vigor 
that can shoot lightning bolts works pretty well. Did you try that? Maybe bedazzle the 
pubes?

Q: Boner Owner, what happened!? You were in a gulag last time! Are you still there? Did 
you escape? Who was their leader?
A: Well, it turned out their leader was REDACTED’s penis, or one of  his penis cells.  You 
see, when I fought REDACTED’s penis with mine to force it to return to its original form, 
I thought I had defeated it, as REDACTED and his boyfriend REDACTED had not called 
to tell me about any odd penis behavior.  But it seems that just before his defeat, the penis 
shed a malevolent penis cell that escaped my radiant lightning, and it grew into an entity 
that somehow gained enough monetary and political influence to chase me with ships and 
build a gulag to hold me.  I waited a bit to see if  any readers would give me advice on what 
to do, but when that didn’t happen I just headbutted him.  It turns out penises are extremely 
sensitive to pain.  After that I was able to grab his keys with my mouth and undo the lock 
on my boner shackle, and with his magic powers at my fingertips (so to speak) it was no 
problem to bust a hole through the wall and escape.  I might have to get my leg amputated 
if  the antibiotics don’t kick in, but other than that I’m doing fine back at my house.  Does 
that answer all of  your questions?

Q: No, I have another one.  Is posting an anonymous, vague relief  on Reed Relieves about 
how lonely I am likely to improve my situation?
A: No.

Sorry about before. I screamed into a pillow for awhile so I’m nice and calm now. If  any of  you have a 
question for Boner Owner, you can send it to pamphlette@gmail.com. 

Approximate likeness of  John Kroger: college student.

Boner Owner: You People are Awful

Reed is a place of  much mystery, and just about everyone here is confused about something. Unfortunately, 
we’re all also a bunch of  insecure budding intellectuals who are too afraid to ask questions we think are 
“dumb,” “simple,” or “obvious.” This means that we live in a state of  universally denied ignorance--every-
one pretends they know what’s happening, when, really, no one does. Fortunately for you all, I have taken it 
upon myself  to begin asking all those “stupid” questions, and oh, the things I have learned! Here, I’ll share 
a few of  my discoveries with you, my less-confident confidants. Read on, and be enlightened!

1.) Sub-Free Dorm: Contrary to popular belief, the Sub-Free dorm was not intended to 
house students who prefer to live “above the influence.” It was, in fact, created for sexu-
ally dominant individuals craving time away from their more submissive counterparts--a 
sub-free environment, so to speak, wherein they could hone their craft in private and keep 
their methods titillatingly secret until their eventual unveiling at the monthly Fetish Club 
meetings. If  any of  you sober folks were confused/alarmed/aroused-but-hiding-it by how 
“dungeon-y” and “full of  whips” your rooms were when you moved in, I hope this clears 
things up a little. 

2.) Alumni: Surely, you’ve all seen advertisements around campus for events like “Life 
After Reed,” “Reedies in Graduate School,” and “Making Connections in the ‘Real World.’” 
If  you’re anything like me, you tend to ignore those advertisements and continue pretending 
that you’ll just, like, die or something before graduation, conveniently removing the obliga-
tion to embrace adult responsibilities. This past semester, however, I finally took it upon 
myself  to attend one such event-- “The Life of  the Mind After Thesis Parade,” I think it 
was called. Much to my surprise, the event was not about “networking,” “schmoozing,” or 
even thinly-veiled nepotism--it was, instead, a three-hour-long revelation of  the secrets kept 
from underclassmen until they are ready to accept their true futures. Fuck that, though-
-freedom of  information for all, I say! So I’ll tell you guys now.
       First off, Reed “graduates” do not, in fact, actually leave campus when they “graduate”-
-instead, they move into the subterranean tunnels under campus and continue on with their 
Reedie existences. There is a barter economy there, I’m told, and an exact replica of  the 
Hauser Library, where those who choose to may continue writing theses until the end of  
time. You know that laundry-smelling vent outside Eliot? It’s actually where the fumes from 
burned theses are released from Under-Reed. It only smells like laundry because, to save 
paper, Reed “graduates” have taken to writing their theses in clothing dye on dryer sheets. 

3.) The Doyle Owl: Many Reedies have likely worried about the absence of  the Doyle 
Owl from campus this year. I know I have. Just last week, however, I decided to ask around 
about where the little guy’s been. After pursuing dead-end leads with the Women’s Rugby 
Team, John Kroger’s office staff, and Commons George, I finally asked the folks who run 
Reed’s study abroad program, on a whim. Lo and behold, I found the information I was 
looking for! It turns out our beloved friend spent last semester in a Spanish immersion 
program in Buenos Aires, Argentina, but is set to return to Reed for spring semester. Happy 
travels, amigo!

By EC


