
Wanna write awful, wonderful shit for us?
Then send us an email!

pamphlette@lists.reed.edu
Need some reasons why writing for us is probably a bad call?

Find our past issues online!
pamphlette.wordpress.com
“What’s your drunk superpower?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Writing and editing The Pamphlette.
HANNAH LOONEY: Discussing tariff law.
EMMA RENNIE: Putting acid in Kroger on ten hits of Vollum, early in the morning.
SAM SEXTON: I have no power and I urge congress to pass the drunk mutant registration 
act and send the sentinel robots onto our streets to protect our children.

        Following Russia’s military movements in the Ukraine, which is in a period of  political 
instability, it was reported that many American politicians and military leaders immediately 
dropped what they were doing and started muttering the phrase “Cold War” to themselves.

        “And that’s why things would be better if  I was president,” John McCain was telling a 
group of  reporters when he heard the news.  “I’m not even dead, so Sarah Palin wouldn’t 
be…what? Ukraine? Cold War? COLD WAR!” Beltway journalists reported McCain wan-
dered off  after being informed of  the incident, wiping drool from his mouth while shouting 
the incendiary phrase “...in the same way Scooby-Doo would yell about Scooby-Snacks.”

        General John H. Campbell, one of  the Vice Chiefs of  the US Army, emerged from the 
White House after being briefed on the situation doing cartwheels while yelling “Cold War! 
Cold War!”  Campbell, who was also clutching several DVDs of  Rocky IV to his chest as he 
walked past journalists, was last seen sprinting away, yelling “Cold War!” to the tune of  the 
National Anthem.

America: Cold War!?! Cold War! 
COLD WAR

By ER

By EC

“Llamas with Hats,” Part 2: A Commentary on the Harmful Effects of  the Wealthy 
Cisheteropatriarchy, As Embodied by Carl the Llama.

       Episode 2 of  the “Llamas with Hats” saga begins much where Episode 1 left off, at least 
as far as Carl’s (very limited) character development. In fact, he seems to have regressed in 
social consciousness and responsibility from where we left him. We last saw him expressing 
a burgeoning understanding of  his own fault in eating the dead human’s hands, a develop-
ment brought about through his interactions with a much more conscientious womyn llama, 
who took it upon herself  to educate him. Here, we see him standing with said womyn llama 
on a lifeboat, in front of  a cruise ship he apparently sunk, saying “...Are you sure that was 
me? I would think I would remember something like that…” He is blatantly denying what 
the womyn llama saw with her own eyes; it is thus utterly clear to the viewer that this video’s 
creator wants us to see Carl as an avatar for masculinity and patriarchal norms, which system-
atize the distrust of  womyn’s views in favor of  men’s skewed perceptions of  the world. 

         In the scene that follows, the womyn llama reveals that Carl head-butted children off  the 
side of  the ship (symbolic, surely, of  the destructive power of  absentee and negligent fathers 
over children’s life outcomes), to which Carl responds “that must have been horrifying to 
watch.” His empathy here is a thinly-veiled fabrication; he apparently felt nothing while griev-
ously harming others. Typical.

       Next, Carl reveals that he has somehow liquefied an elderly couple who were “stealing 
all the crescent rolls” (tying him here, symbolically, to the wealthy middle-aged white male 
members of  the U.S. congress who continue to devalue the lives of  the elderly through 
cuts to Medicare and social security, in order to further their own demographic’s economic 
interests) and spread their remains across his and the womyn llama’s lifeboat (signifying said 
congressmens’ pride in their harmful actions, and willingness to use them to support their 
own opulent lifestyles). This symbolic image is furthered when it is revealed that Carl “bit lots 
of  holes” in all the other lifeboats--neatly securing his own future while destroying those of  
others, much like the current capitalist economy does to everybody who is not in its higher 
echelons. 

       When Carl begins saying “I have a problem,” the viewer is reminded of  his earlier 
“repentences” in Episode 1, and must come to terms with the fact that he is most probably 
not truly sorry for his crimes (which fits with his symbolic characterization, obviously), but is 
instead feeding off  of  the forgiving nature of  the womyn llama who, from our vantage point, 
is clearly  enabling him, likely due to her own unfortunate socialization and internalization 
of  sadistic patriarchal norms. Carl, in fact, sums up their entire relationship when he says, at 
the end of  the episode that “That’s what forgiveness sounds like...screaming, then silence.” 

       Keep your eyes peeled for next week’s sociological discussion of  Episode 3 of  “Llamas 
with Hats”! I, personally, cannot wait to see where this avant-garde creator(ess?) is going with 
this parable for the ills of  western society.

More Analysis of “Llamas with Hats”
       Last Thursday, a sleep-deprived junior was wandering the steam vents beneath ODB 
when she came across a curious sight. Somewhere in the seldom-explored depths, there 
is… a stash. Not just any stash. A stash of  mighty wonder and endless intrigue. A stash 
full of  items that used to belong to Reedies and were all lost under mysterious circum-
stances. And according to the sleep-deprived junior, the stash is guarded by a ferocious 
dragon.

       “I turned a corner and there it was, tail swishing and red eyes glaring,” said the 
student, who prefers to remain anonymous. “Luckily I had some Gata bread in my bag, so 
I made a noble sacrifice and tossed it. The little guy shot after it hungrily and left his vault 
wide open for enough time for me to quickly survey the contents.”

       She reports that the vault was a miscellany of  odds and ends, and “there was some-
thing rather strange about the whole collection.” She was able to grab a few mildew-
encrusted items and take them back above ground with her, including:

• a Cabbage-Patch Kid;
• a broken first-gen iPhone in a squishy tentacled case;
• a folder of  Hum 110 papers from 1987;
• a once-shiny bong now infested with cobwebs;
• a Tamagotchi that hadn’t been fed in ten years;
• one (1) dead prospie, carbon dated to c. 1988, COD as yet unknown;
• a journal full of  mysterious codes and ciphers;
• the One Ring;
• the Elder Wand;
• a cure for cancer; and
• the skull of  Amanda Reed.

       The student reports that the nook is stocked with many more fascinating objects, 
and invites “anyone who is brave enough to face the dragon” to explore further. Aspiring 
archaeologists of  Reed, here’s your chance to make an exciting historical find.

Treasure Found in Steam Vents

Pictured: the true source of  the steam tunnel’s heat?

Pictured: definitely a deep and meaningful metaphor. 

By SS

To whom it may concern:

       We, the undersigned bastards (collectively, “The Pamphlette staff ”) have come to the 
conclusion that we are in need of  one (1) new writer, preferably of  freshman or sophomore 
standing, for the sake of  longevity and youthful zest, though we will consider applications 
from anyone we deem sufficiently zesty for whatever reason. (Powdered flavoring packets? 
We don’t judge. Live and let live, my powdery friend.)

       What do we need from you? Well, aside from your soul (we’ll handle that paperwork 
later), we require very little: a simple, humorous writing sample of  about the length of  one 
of  our articles, showcasing your talents for simultaneously amusing and affectionately an-
noying your Reedie compatriots. We will read these submissions collectively, and choose a 
winner based on some sort of  voodoo magic. Or something.

       Once we have cleaned the laugh-induced urine from our comfy submission-reading 
chairs (do not be alarmed, friends; we have strong cleaning solvents), we will move to our 
less-comfy but more-functional computer desks and respond to you forthwith, informing 
you of  your selection for our ranks. 

      Aaaaand that’s just about it. squirrels, randos, nutrias, and Clarkies need not apply unless 
willing to write under the name of  a consenting Reed student. Writing samples should be 
sent to pamphlette@lists.reed.edu.

Join Our Filthy Ranks!

COLD WAR COLD WAR COLD WAR COLD WAR


