
Alarmed that we literally wrote an article about how to poison?
Then send us an email!

pamphlette@lists.reed.edu
Somehow still surprised that we’re capable of  terrible things? 

Find our past issues online!

pamphlette.wordpress.com

“What did you do for Easter?”
ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Wore a terrifying bunny suit to a job interview. Got the job.
HANNAH LOONEY: Caught up on correspondence with Uncle Ogbert, from whom I stand 
to inherit  £3000.
EMMA RENNIE: I thought I was in an eternal slumber, but I rose again.
SAM SEXTON: Spent all night laying eggs to hide in the morning. You’re welcome :)

Hello, friends and evil schemers! This week, we’ll be discussing D. stramonium, commonly 
known as “Jimson weed,” “Devil’s snare,” or “Mad apple.”

Once, in more innocent times, Jimson weed was used as an anti-asthma medication and 
a painkiller. It was also used in certain religious rituals.Thankfully, we are no longer in 
innocent times--now, it’s usually used either a recreational hallucinogen, or, in very slightly 
higher doses, as a deadly poison. Yippee!

There are many compelling reasons to use Jimson weed for your next poisoning. For 
example, in low-ish doses, the plant causes euphoria, delirium and hallucinations--that 
means that, if  you start slipping it to that asshole in your Hum conference during Renn 
Fayre or Reading Week, said asshole is likely to attribute the early symptoms to other drugs 
or extreme stress, respectively. How convenient! They’ll never know what hit ‘em!

...That is, until  all the...shall we say...less pleasant symptoms set in. A common saying 
about D. stramonium poisoning goes as  follows: “Can’t see, can’t spit, can’t pee, can’t 
shit.” As you might expect, that means Hum Asshole will get dry-mouth, blurred vision, 
constipation, and...whatever the urinary equivalent of  constipation is. (Also, if  they 
take even a little bit more than the “recreational” dose, Jimson weed might very well cause 
death. If  that is not your end goal, we would recommend choosing another natural, 
organic poison.) 

In case you weren’t already sold, D. stramonium is even referenced in Homer’s Odyssey! 
Unfortunately for us Reedies, it is primarily found on the east coast. Fuck you, Poisoning 
Gods!  Didn’t anyone tell you about Reed lore? Like, seriously. Dudes. (Also ladies, I guess. 
I don’t know how the poisoning gods identify, you see. They are all faceless plant entities.)

By ER

Poison of the Week--Jimson Weed!

       One could say that HumPlay last Friday was a huge success. That is, if  you define 
“success” as “a giant clusterfuck that ended in a traumatizing bloodbath.” But hey, people 
had fun.

       The chaos began as actor Sean Belmont ‘17 stepped on a beehive in the corner of  
Vollum Lecture Hall, prompting the swarming attack that the directors had forewarned us 
of  in The Quest. “It’s okay,” called out the freshman portraying Lucretius. “Everyone calm 
down. They’re just demonstrating the Swerve. And so are my nipples.”

       The audience was in a panic, but most of  them had enough cans of  PBR in their hands 
to fend off  the flying assailants. It turns out bees don’t like shitty beer; still, at least one 
student reported swallowing a bee that had “gone for a swim.”

       Among the audience were a few lingering prospies who either overstayed their RAD 
welcome or simply decided to come on the wrong weekend. These prospies were unfor-
tunately corrupted, and have lost any youthful innocence they had by witnessing the grisly 
spectacle of  HumPlay. One such prospie, Nadia Portier, found the play so educational that 
she is convinced she does not need to take Hum 110.

       “I’ve learned so much about the Greeks and Romans and humanity and stuff,” says 
Portier. “I think I’ll just talk to the registrar, take the Hum final with the current fresh-
men, and skip the class entirely. I’ve already gotten so much out of  this experience, I feel 
enlightened.” She went on to provide a thorough analysis of  themes in Ovid’s Metamorphoses 
in comparison to the values of  the oikos and the polis in The Oresteia. 

      Anyone who attended the performance will tell you that the most memorable moment 
was when the Norse trickster god, Loki himself, stormed onto the stage and began chastis-
ing Reed violently for ignoring Norse mythology. According to our sources, he kidnapped 
Hum chairman Michael Faletra and used his magical scepter to brainwash him into adding 
Norse legends to the syllabus. Little did the crazed god know that a student named Thor 
was in attendance, and just happened to have Mjolnir handy. They began to duel, and audi-
ence members screamed in panic as their raunchy play turned into an action movie battle.

       But in the end Dionysus saved the day, pouring copious amounts of  wine into Loki’s 
and Thor’s mouths to calm them down. The spectacle culminated in a Bacchan festival 
featuring dancing, genitalia, and drunken revelry. Just as it should be -- HumPlay in its tru-
est form. 

Princeton Study: Water is, in fact, wet
       America still finds itself  shaken to its very foundations with Princeton University 
researchers Martin Gilens and Benjamin Page’s new study. The study, entitled Testing Theories 
of  American Politics: Elites, Interest Groups, and Average Citizens, asserts that over the past thirty 
years, America has transitioned from a democratic republic to an oligarchy. It also claims that 
ice is cold, and that water is, in fact, wet.

       “Our hands were shaking as we typed this thing. I couldn’t believe what we were find-
ing,” said Gilens, who was still visibly shaken. “The section about how fire is hot...that shit 
kept me awake at night. We’re really far gone.”

       “I threw up a lot.  I still throw up, I’m so scared all the time. I just can’t process it,” said 
Page.  “America is an oligarchy, humans need to breathe to live, plants...plants are photosynthetic, 
guys. How did this happen? How did things come to this?”

       The study has caused mass hysteria post-release, including riots in several cities. While 
not shocked enough to set any fires or flip over any cars, accountant Francesca Collins (33, 
Illinois) was still upset. “Water is wet and America’s an oligarchy. Why wouldn’t I be upset?” 
Francesca told The Pamphlette in disbelief. “Things are bad enough. I don’t want to think 
about how bad they would have to be for people to read this and not even be surprised.”

By EC

HumPlay MMXIV Infested With 
Bees, Prospies, Angry Gods

Not only is this money more important than your vote...it’s also wet.

By SS

The new face of  Hum 110. Bow before him.

By EC

Special “AOD All-Stars” Softball 
Team Forming for Renn Fayre

       The Pamphlette’s CSO informant reported receiving an unusual request this past week-
end, from a student with whom they’ve had a lot of  contact over the past eight months. 
Her name is Rowena Danson; she is a freshman; she has received 75 AODs this year so far; 
and she wants to create “the best fuckin’ Renn Fayre softball team this school has ever seen, 
dammit!” 

       How will she do this, you ask? Well, now, that brings us back to her request: she wanted 
our CSO friend to provide her with the names of  “the top 50 or so” AOD recipients of  
the year. 

       Thankfully, we managed--through means you don’t need to know about--to talk them 
into giving us her name, so we were able to contact her for an interview.

       “Ya see,” she told us, “I need a big pool to draw from, ‘cause not everyone’s gonna 
be a good fit, you know? I don’t want any of  those low-level PBR guys. To be honest, I’d 
rather get just the stimulant users--they’re the ones who’ll get us the gold, right? They’ll run 
super fast. They won’t quit, not ever. They’ll have the spirit I’m lookin’ for.” 

       Unfortunately for Danson, CSOs are not legally allowed to provide students with 
confidential information about their peers; thus, our informant friend had to “just say no,” 
even in the face of  the vaguely scroll-shaped $50 bill Danson waved under his nose. 

       In response, Danson has decided to go public with her request: she asks that any 
student who has received a significant number of  stimulant-related AODs this school year, 
or has done a lot of  stimulants without getting caught, send her an email at adanson@reed.
edu. The prospective team leader also requests that all applicants “be able to run super 
duper fast, dude,” and that they respect her ultimate authority on all matters relating to the 
team.

       “Don’t worry,” she said, before I could even ask; “I’m no snitch. We’ll be in full-body, 
breathable morph suits during the game and the practices, so nobody needs to know what 
you’ve been doin’ in your down time, if  you don’t want. Also, the suits look super dope--I 
got them designed on Cafe Press to look like Sonic the Hedgehog, you know, ‘cause he’s 
gotta go fast, and we’ve gotta go fast. It’s clever. It’s super clever. You’ll love ‘em.” 

Still a felony murder charge, but a natural, organic murder charge!


