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RR Commenters ReceivePeace Prize

by EC

Seniors Fail to Fulfill Groups D and C

       The story has been circulating all over the internet:  a 13-year-old Girl Scout in San 
Francisco set up a cookie sale outside a marijuana clinic, and sold a record-breaking 117 
boxes in two hours.

       But should we believe her story? What really happened? We sent Paul Levine, The 
Pamphlette’s Bay Area correspondent, to investigate. His exclusive interview with the 
young Danielle Lei offers new insight.

       “Dude, I sold, like, so many cookies,” Lei claimed. “I was just sitting there, on the 
sidewalk, and man, just all of  a sudden the cookies were gone.”

       Levine: “How much money did you make for the Girl Scouts, Danielle?”
       Lei: “Money… uh, shit, I don’t know… where is all the money… huh?”
       Levine: “Did you eat the cookies, Danielle?”
       Lei: “Me? Oh, no, ‘course I didn’t eat them, I sold them. Like 420 boxes, man.”

       Further investigation confirms that no customers of  the cannabis clinic actually 
bought any cookies. This evidence leads to the conclusion that Danielle herself  was ex-
posed to strong fumes emanating from the storefront, got really stoned, and had a severe 
case of  “the munchies.” In her confusion, she assumed she had a successful sale, and her 
mother went along with the story in hopes that the truth would be hidden.

       “I’d rather my daughter be recognized as a skillful salesperson than a gluttonous 
stoner,” says Lei’s mother, who personally paid hundreds of  dollars for the lost cookies. 
“But now the truth is out… and I just have one little box of  Tagalongs left to help me 
cope.”

       Her daughter was last seen wandering into the kitchen and staring into the refrigera-
tor with fiercely reddened eyes. Just say no, kids. by ER

by SS

       Walter Nurkel, of  Beaverton, Oregon, is rumored to be “doing it big for Kayla’s birth-
day” this year. 

       The 46-year-old father, accountant, and divorcé is determined to outshine the party his 
ex-wife threw for 4-year-old Kayla the day before her birthday, neighbors reported. “Tammy 
hired a man dressed up like Barney the Purple Dinosaur. One of  the kids was so excited that 
he threw up. I won’t let that viper beat me again,” Nurkel said of  the mother of  his child to 
parents at little Kayla’s junior kung-fu studio, his beady eyes bleeding slightly. 

       Although Nurkel’s failed birthday plans of  years past were rumored by the dads from 
pilates to have hastened the all-but-inevitable divorce, Nurkel has an ace up his checkered 
sleeve this year: NEST OF SNAKES FROM RALPH’S SNAKE EMPORIUM. “Can’t go 
wrong with animals,” Nurkel snorted. 

       Last year Nurkel footed a $3700 bill for counseling for children after Richard the Psycho 
Clown caused several mental break-downs among the party-goers at Kayla’s baptism recep-
tion. Wendy Hirsch, mother of  Kayla’s purported “best friend” Davie, has sworn off  Kayla’s 
party altogether this year, regardless of  which parent hosts. “Did you know that Kayla’s first 
word was “homewrecker?” she whispered to reporters from the safety of  her Ford Flex 
Limited. “That household is a toxic environment. It would upset Davie’s stomach.”  

       Nurkel, meanwhile, has been busy making the snakes comfortable in the interim before 
their big debut at the party. “There’s lots of  room in the house for them to slither around 
now that the Hag is gone, although it is possible that they have since multiplied,” Nurkel said 
with alarming torpor, motioning to a writhing ball of  snakes under his bed. Nurkel plans 
to blindfold all of  the children and have them hit a piñata, upon which the snakes will rain 
down upon them like tongues of  fire.” The party will take place after soccer practice. “When 
it’s good and dark,” Nurkel whispered. “When it’s good and dark.”

       As second semester gets into full swing, a larger-than-expected number of  second-
semester seniors have found themselves in a panic...but not about their theses. The source of  
these students’ troubles? One last pesky graduation requirement they have thus far failed to 
fulfill: Group D, or its alternative, Group C.

       Contrary to popular belief, these group requirements do not pertain to the learning of  
mathematics/foreign languages and the natural sciences, respectively. Rather, they require a 
simple one-time engagement with someone bearing...well...either a D...or a C. 

       Such engagements, which, on average, take less than twenty minutes and are usually rated 
as “mildly pleasurable” by those who have completed them, seem simple enough on the sur-
face. However, many students report significant difficulties in procuring  C- and D-bearing 
partners for these activities. 

       “I mean, I really like D’s, so I figured, ‘no problem,’ you know?” said one senior, who 
asked to remain anonymous. “There is an opt-out option [intended for students not inter-
ested in D’s or C’s], I know, but at this point, it’s just like...a pride issue, really.”

       Indeed, many students report feeling ashamed at their prolonged failure to fulfill these 
requirements. “I don’t know what I’m doing wrong!” said Johan Douglas ‘14, who says he 
hopes publicizing his woes in a public forum such as this one could help him to alleviate 
them. “I go to all the SU dances, dance with a bunch of  people with C’s, bust out my sensual 
moves, and all that, but then when I ask if  they want to go back to my place, they all say ‘nah, 
I gotta go feed my cat.’ Like, they literally all say exactly that. You aren’t even allowed to have 
cats in the dorms!”

       Some students have resorted to asking their academic advisers for help. “Unfortunately,” 
said one adviser, who looked so uncomfortable that we decided not to print her name, 
though she gave us permission, “we’re not allowed to help them...er...directly, no matter how...
um...desperate they are to graduate on time. Instead, we mostly refer them to websites like OK-
Cupid and match.com. Last week, I took a young man to Safeway to pick up some shower 
gel and a hairbrush, so that might help. We do what we can.”
 
       Several on-campus thesis-writing support groups have devolved, of  late, into weekly 
speed-dating sessions, which have led to some lucky(?) students over-fulfilling the Group 
C and D requirements. “I’m confident we’ll all get through it,” said Maria Gonzalez, who 
bragged said that she fulfilled her Group C requirement last week. “With hard work and 
perseverance, you, too, can get the D and/or C.”

“Yessssssssssss....” --Walter Nurkel

Local Dad Plans “Reptilian 
Extravaganza” for Child’s Birthday

       This week, for the first time ever, a Nobel Peace Prize was awarded on its own, 
without being awarded alongside the other Nobel Prizes. The recipient(s)? The seventeen 
students that participated in an intense, 246 comment flame-war on Reed Relieves, who 
were flown to Norway and each awarded with the prize and five million dollars.

        “This is unprecedented, but given the circumstances, we felt we had no choice,” 
Michael Sohlman, Director of  the Nobel Foundation, announced as he personally distrib-
uted the awards. “Relief  6969 and the comments that followed not only persuaded every 
government in the world to pass constitutional amendments guaranteeing equal treatment 
to all regardless of  sex, gender, race, or religion, but also led to an end to all wars, socialist 
revolutions in every nation that finally dethroned the bourgeoisie, and the addendum to 
the Geneva Convention that states any Caucasian who wears dreadlocks is guilty of  a war-
crime and should be executed without trial. We decided tradition is nothing in the face of  
wasting even one precious second in honoring these heroes.”

        “I’m so honored to be here,” Howard Yanson, who posted seventy-one comments 
on the thread, said upon receiving his award. “I have to admit, while I was posting I 
wasn’t always sure I was doing the right thing. I worried I was being insensitive, or pro-
jecting my insecurities and political views onto OP, or condescending to the marginalized 
groups that I, a white kid from a household that takes in 1.5 million dollars a year, de-
cided I understood enough to serve as their voice online. But the results have been stag-
gering, and I can’t say I regret a thing. The best part is that my opinions have definitely 
changed from before, and I don’t feel angry or hurt at all.”

        “We couldn’t have done this by ourselves,” Jenny McCarey, who posted fifty-five 
comments on the thread, said upon receiving her award. “Alone, I was just one person 
calling anyone who disagreed with me toxic and problematic. But combined with the oth-
ers on the thread, those who made statements without considering the difficulties people 
in disadvantaged social positions must deal with, those who responded to posts already 
buried by more recent posts with an essay that only served to inflame more people, those 
who posted pictures of  Charles Barkley’s face photoshopped onto various things, we 
somehow did it. We made the world a better place.”

        Conspicuously absent during the ceremony were the admins of  Reed Relieves, as 
only those who participated directly in the comments of  Relief  6969 were awarded prizes. 
In a pinned post on the facebook group, the admins clarified that they chose not to peti-
tion for recognition, saying that “the knowledge that we have created the ultimate tool for 
good” was reward enough.

Pictured: the new flag of  the United Nations. Thanks, Reed Relieves!

Girl Scout “Inhales” 100s of Cookies 
Outside Dispensary

by HL


