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“If  you had to start tomorrow, what would you thesis on?”
ELIZABETH CRISMAN: “Who’s on Reed’s Research Ethics Board, anyway?”
HANNAH LOONEY: “Why are corpses more lovely than the living?” 
EMMA RENNIE: “A close reading of my shampoo bottle and its role in the perpetuation of 
commodity fetishism.”
SAM SEXTON: “How many tears one can shed before dying of dehydration?”
BRIAN CLICK: *Insert Brian-esque joke here, because Brian didn’t answer the question*
NOAH MARUYAMA: “The correlation between splashy sound men’s pee makes and penis 
size.”

By SS

       This past weekend saw an influx of  new memes on Reed College’s Professor Relieves 
page on Facebook. The theme? Reed College students.

      According to certain professors who wished to remain anonymous, the page was set up 
so that only those with professorial standing at Reed could access it. However, Lana Jordan 
‘16, a math major with a particular interest in computer science, managed to infiltrate the 
page late Friday night, and was shocked to discover what she called “...a whole lot of  creeper 
shots of  students, with, like, the meme font scrawled over them…?” 

       Since her discovery, Jordan has saved at least twenty such photos to her own computer, 
and has shared them on her own Facebook page; they have also popped up on a Tumblr blog 
whose ownership she has refused to confirm. 

      “I just feel like the student body should be aware, you know, of  how these professors 
have been using their images. Also, they’re fucking hilarious. So.” 

      The premise of  the meme, which has utterly swamped Professor Relieves, seems to be 
that the students pictured are “saying” the words photoshopped onto the images.The textual 
content of  many of  the images is sexually suggestive in nature, a tendency that has gotten 
Professor Relieves in some hot water since Jordan’s discovery.

      “It, uh, it’s definitely not what we want our professors to be doing on their downtime, 
that’s for sure,” said Harold Perkins, head of  Reed College’s Professional Standards Com-
mittee. “We’ve scheduled meetings with everyone whose name is attached to any of  these 
pictures, and, um, I and my colleagues will determine in the coming weeks what disciplinary 
action needs to be taken.”

       Indeed, it seems likely that some professors--whose names will be withheld until the PSC 
has finished its investigation, per Pamphlette policy--will have trouble keeping their professional 
reputations unsullied after this leak. Some photos have included choice phrases such as “I 
sit in the front of  lecture to keep my eye on you, lover,” “You look supa sexy in dad sweater 
vest, bb,” and “Tell me more about structuralism, hot stuff.”

       While this reporter has not received permission from most of  the pictured students to 
publish their meme-ified faces here, she has chosen to include one that features her own face, 
given to her by Lana Jordan on Sunday afternoon (many thanks, Lana!) 

Professors’ Student Meme-Fest 
Called “Unprofessional,” “Creepy”

By HL

By ER

       Of  all the crazy shit that goes down on our little campus, guess which story made it to 
the national news? A fairly mundane account of  the everyday antics of  Reed math students. 
As you must have heard by now, two such students (probably from California) went a little 
overboard in the exciting freak snowstorm. They made an enormous snowball in the Grove 
Quad, lost control of  it, and watched helplessly as it slammed into the wall of  a Reed College 
Apartment and caused thousands of  dollars worth of  damage. 

       So what, big deal. Somehow this was good enough for publication in news sources 
nationwide. And oddly enough, every article about it seems to point out that the culprits were 
math majors. The headlines even made fun of  them: “Calculation Error?” said CBS. But here 
at Reed, nobody is particularly surprised.

       “It’s to be expected of  them,” said one proud physics major. “Those math kids, always 
with their heads in the clouds with all that abstract theory… they simply don’t understand 
practical applications. They should have had one of  us to keep an eye on the gravitational 
force and coefficient of  friction.”

       Even the English majors took a stance against the reckless calculus nerds. “Haven’t they 
ever read Ethan Frome? Or experienced a snowsto--oh wait, probably not.”

       The Pamphlette has not been able to contact the (ir)responsible students, but (numerous) 
sources say they are not being punished for the damage. That seems fair -- after all, once a 
snowball is that big, you can’t hold it back anymore, and have to...let it go. Wait, shit, did I just 
go there? This article is going downhill… okay, that one was totally unintended. I should just 
stop.

Math Majors Had A Ball With Snow!
Argentine culture, perpetually sophisticated, forever sultry, has the perfect counterpart to the disgustingly 
banal American pick-up line, the cat-call emitted from a lecherous construction worker. They are piropos, 
or elegantly flirtatious compliments composed with unparalleled finesse. A high school teacher once told me 
personally that I lacked finesse, but I’ll try to write some piropos anyway. And no, Saint Valentine’s Day 
is not over. Every day can be devoted to the memorial of  a man who was eaten by lions for the faith. Every 
day can be glorious and loving. SO DON’T TELL ME THIS IS IRRELEVANT. Here are some 
piropos I wrote. Don’t be discouraged when yours aren’t as good as mine. I’m in love so everything comes 
easily to me. My taxes were a breeze. And not because I’m broke and have no dependents.   

PIROPOS

1) Your eyes! Darling! They are tepid grapes swimming in milky sauce. I see the world in 
them.

2) My parents like you! Wow! My parents don’t like anybody!  

3) Your body looks rather sturdy, like an English scaffold. Many a corpse could hang from 
such a structure.

4) This lobster dinner was expensive, but buying it for you was worth it. You are a man 
who can hold his lobster.

5) You are agile for an octogenarian. Agile--and unflinchingly brave.

6) Marriage is a prison, yes. NOBODY DENIES THIS. But you are the best warden.

7) I brought home the bacon, Jeff. This is true. ‘Twas you, however, who put it in the 
microwave.

8) Your kisses are like American penal laws. I will never question them.

9) Nine sons you have borne me. And most of  them were alright. That is a great average!

10) I love you more than you will ever love me.  

Piropos

Pictured: the face of  pure, blind hatred.

The cold never bothered me anyway.

By EC

       Pamphlette cub reporter and all-around badass Sam Sexton, Class of  2015, reported 
feeling “throw-shit-just-to-watch-it-break frustrated” this weekend due to Kansas’ new 
anti-gay discrimination law, which overwhelmingly passed the state House of  Representa-
tives and is expected to meet no opposition in the Senate or Governor’s office.

       “Okay, first of  all, it’s basically Jim Crow but for gay people,” Sam told The Pamphlette 
as he smiled disarmingly and unconsciously flexed his amazing muscles. “If  it violates your 
‘religious principles,’ businesses can refuse to interact with gay couples, and it even says 
that government employees, like fucking police officers, can refuse to help if  they feel uncom-
fortable. Also, it leaves enough wiggle room so you can discriminate against gay individu-
als, too. And, and, if  you sue the law and lose, you have to pay all legal fees. It doesn’t say you 
have to wash your money first to get your filthy gay cooties off  of  it, but I’m pretty sure 
it’s implied.”

       “Also,” continued Sam, who smells like fresh-baked bread even when he hasn’t show-
ered in three days, “this is annoying from a not ‘why are you fucking monsters’ point of  
view. There have been so many awesome court victories that end gay-marriage bans and 
ironically reference Scalia, so I was thinking I could do a fun article about that. ‘Scalia is 
Gay Sleeper Agent,’ ‘’Scalia’ emerges as term for several graphic gay sex-acts,’ high-class, 
well-written material like that.  But this Kansas thing is more important, so I’m writing 
about it instead. Any state that delays me explaining the number of  anal beads you need to 
successfully perform a Scalia on somebody, for even one second, is dead to me. Seriously, fuck 
you, Kansas.”

Writer, to Kansas: “Seriously, Fuck 
You.”


