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Alumnus “Returns” Reed Education, 
Gets Refund

by SS

Americans Shocked that “Jailbait” 
Songwriter Said an Offensive Thing

       To combat shortfalls incurred from pathetic cookie sales last quarter due to poverty 
and general hopelessness, Girl Scout Troop 117 of  Detroit set up an underground betting 
shop to raise money for the annual “Sleep Under the Fishes” Aquarium Sleepover. When 
the gambling ring was discovered in a sting operation, law enforcement officials indicted 
the girls on numerous counts of  illegal gambling, racketeering*, and cuteness. 

       The girls were allowed to keep their earnings in exchange for cooperation in an 
interview for the Detroit Police Department newsletter, which suffers for readership in 
the floundering metropolis. Lots of  things suffer for readership. 

       Sally Buffel, the lead bookie, gave a grand speech as police wheeled her away in an 
escape-proof  pink stroller: “Sure we were takin’ bets, earnin’ juice. Mostly pick ‘ems and 
prop bets. People don’t want no thin mints when they can’t buy their wife a new tube top. 
What I’m sellin’ here is a dream. A chance to be somebody. You wanna know why people 
pull for the puppies?  Because them underdogs are barkin’ the same language.” She 
puffed her cigar into the placid face of  the sergeant. “Only in Detroit!” he chuckled. 

       “Nah,” Sally snorted.  “Cincinnati and Kansas City too.” 

       Sally told reporters she will be using a Little Mermaid sleeping bag at the aquarium. 
She has her mommy’s phone number memorized in case she gets scared and wants to 
come home.   

*why the hell not, no one knows what it is.

by HL

by EC

Are you bummed out about the impending limitations on where you can smoke on campus? Well, fear not, 
my dears, for I have come up with a number of  ingenious solutions to your problem. Read on…

1. When you desire a cigarette, drape a tarp over one of  the less-popular Commons tables, 
then hide under the table while you smoke. The CSOs will smell a vague tobacco odor, but 
will be unable to identify the source.

2. Unwrap all your cigarettes. Blend the tobacco thoroughly, then melt it into a vat of  wax. 
Make a cigarette candle. Light it in literally any place you want, and if  anyone complains, tell 
them that you are completing a crucial religious ritual and cannot be disturbed. Sniff  the 
flame at will.

3. Pay a freshman to smoke for you, then stand uncomfortably close to him and inhale the 
smoke from his nostrils. If  the CSOs find this scene, they will give him shit for it, not you.

4. Roll your cigarettes in pages from one of  your textbooks. If  the CSOs try to take this ciga-
rette from you, inform them that they are hindering your study on the efficacy of  education 
through inhalation.

5. Dress up as a CSO. Professional courtesy will prevent them from busting you. This is 
called police corruption, and it can work wonders for all of  us.

6. Die. You will not want a cigarette anymore when you are dead. This is called science, 
bitches.

7. Create a kickstarter for nicotine patches that look like temporary tattoos, with, like, 
dinosaurs and shit on them. Bitches love dinosaurs. Wear those around everywhere. People 
will start asking you where you got them, and you will direct them to your new internet shop 
selling them. Make millions. Pay off  the CSOs so that they will let you smoke anywhere you 
damn well please. Refer to suggestion #5 for more information on the legalities of  this plan.

       Following Ted Nugent’s claim that under President Obama, the IRS was acting in a 
similar manner to Nazi Brownshirts (itself  following Nugent referring to the president as a 
“subhuman mongrel,”) Americans were shocked that the musician who wrote songs entitled 
“Jailbait” and “Cat Scratch Fever” could say something insensitive.

        “Wait, really? Only a week after the super-racist thing? Wow,” Jean Harkin, 48, of  Il-
linois told The Pamphlette. “I would have expected more class from the guy who wrote ‘Well, 
I make the pussy purr with the stroke of  my hand / They know they gettin’ it from me.’ I’ll 
have to tell my daughter not to use that song at her wedding.”

        While in ideological agreement, Wyoming native Roger Hart, 30, said he was still 
shocked and offended by Nugent’s remarks. “Don’t get me wrong, I think that liberal-ass 
health care plan created by the Heritage Foundation is going to destroy America just as much 
as the next guy,” Hart said, “but Nugent took it way too far. I was shocked—shocked, I 
say—that the guy who wrote a song entitled “Jailbait,” where one of  the lyrics is ‘Well I don’t 
care if  you’re just thirteen / You look too good to be true,’ said something so offensive and 
gross.”

        Nugent himself  has come forward, saying that he apologizes to “literally everyone 
except the President” for what he said. “It was wrong of  me to say that near other people,” 
Nugent said.  “I, the writer of  ‘Stranglehold,’ which is a song that ends with me beating a 
woman, am classier than that. I apologize.”

Stick it to the man, man.

A+ Smoking Ban Loopholes

       Adam Zuniga, the 2004 Reed graduate whose letter was printed in The Quest on 
February 28, has been granted a reimbursement check for his entire Reed tuition--but, as 
usual, there’s a catch.

       Zuniga, who likened his Reed education to a product from the popular home-goods 
retailer Bed Bath & Beyond, was informed by the registrar’s office yesterday afternoon 
that, if  he wants his money back, he will need to return the product he purchased ten 
years ago--in this case, everything he learned in his classes at Reed. 

       “Hell,” said Bette Lawrence, Reed’s top alumni affairs consultant and snark-master, 
“That’s how it works at Bed Bath & Beyond, too--they don’t just hand you your money 
back if  your dust ruffle doesn’t meet your standards, then let you keep the damn thing 
ruffling dust in your bedroom, do they? That would be ridiculous! They demand it back!”

       Helena Skarsgaard, a visiting professor of  neuropsychology at Reed, will be creat-
ing a small, focused lesion in Mr. Zuniga’s hippocampus using “...like, lasers and shit, 
probably,” which should erase all of  Zuniga’s Reed memories (except, of  course his fond 
recollections of  dorm living, which he says met his standards). 

       “It’s an unusual request,” says Skarsgaard, “but I’ve got excellent lawsuit insurance, 
and really, I’ll be quite interested in studying the results. Also, that guy’s a smug bastard, so 
it’ll be fun to open up his skull and poke around a bit, don’t you think? Oh shit, are you 
still recording?! Turn it off! Turn it off!”

       Zuniga, for his part, seems utterly satisfied with this outcome. “My Reed education 
was useless,” he said in an interview with The Pamphlette last night. “Those jackasses in the 
philosophy department didn’t even teach me how to present a rational written argument 
for publication in a student newspaper!”

Girl Scout Bookies Fund Field Trip

by EC

THIS IS IN REFERENCE TO THE ARTICLE. SERIOUSLY, WHAT THE 
FUCK, TED NUGENT?

Pictured: Sally Buffel, saving the day.

Pictured: where science is gonna fuck up one lucky alum’s shit.


