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“What would your Funding Poll joke group be?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: The Pamphlette.
BRIAN CLICK: The Hamphlette.
EMMA RENNIE: Extra Hour In The Granola Pit
LARA SEYBERT: Lent Fayre.
SAM SEXTON: I am above such trifles, and frankly the fact that none of you top-sixed my 
pleasure barge to get to the moon is insulting.

        Many people recall their freshman year of  college as a time of  unbounded explora-
tion and self-discovery. It’s the time for love affairs and casual dalliances; for late, drunken 
nights exploring strangers’ front yards and discussing the meaning of  life; for inserting 
miscellaneous objects into fleshy bits where miscellaneous objects almost certainly do not 
belong. In short, it’s widely considered a great opportunity to live. 

        However, it could be argued that some take it too far. Consider, for example, the 
experience of  Margaret Atkins, a Reed College freshman who, this past Thursday, found 
herself  in Commons, a bloody swipe card in hand and a sobbing Commons George at 
her side.

        How did this happen, you ask? Well, we’ll let Atkins herself  tell the story.

        “See, I had this keyring,” she says, gently fondling her heavily bandaged ear and 
trying not to cry. “It had my dorm key on it, and my swipe card, and one of  those beaded 
lizard things everyone made in, like, the fifth grade, you know? and I had started to gauge 
my ears, so I decided to, like, sterilize the metal and put the keyring through the hole. 
That way, I’d, like, never forget my keys.” She laughed a little through the tears in her eyes. 

        “It was pretty badass for awhile, and even though it hurt a little, I never wanted to 
take it out. People were coming up to me on the Quad, telling me what a good idea it 
was. A crowd would gather when I unlocked my dorm room door, and I could tell they 
were laughing with me, not at me, for once, so that was good. It was difficult, but it was 
so worth it.”

        Thursday, however, was a day of  reckoning for Atkins. “I was in Commons, about 
to check out, and when I got to the front of  the line, there was this guy behind the cash 
register--George, I think? He seemed really sweet, and when I leaned down so he could 
swipe my card, he helped me make it reach. When it scanned, though, he just kept hold-
ing on to the card. He was like, ‘have a wonderful evening,’ but he was still holding on to 
my card! I couldn’t get it back! I tried to stand up, but, like, he had quite a grip, and…” 
she touched her ear again, ‘this happened.”

        More seasoned Commons patrons will likely recall George’s infamous “card game.” 
It’s something most will say is simple, silly fun--nothing to get worked up over, and 
certainly nothing that will ever result in bodily injury. However, George told one reporter 
that he plans to discontinue the game, now. 

        “SO MUCH BLOOD,” he said, looking away in shame. “She didn’t have a wonder-
ful evening. I know she didn’t. She spent her evening in the hospital. Oh my goodness….
OH MY GOODNESS, what have I done?”

By EC

Aurora Leaves Oregon In the Dark
       Poor Oregon got snubbed last Friday night. He’d been feeling lonely, and wanted 
a pretty companion to light up his life -- when finally, the beautiful but seemingly unat-
tainable Aurora Borealis promised to show up for a date! Oregon couldn’t contain his 
excitement. He paced around his room nervously all that evening, checking the time 
obsessively until midnight. When the hour arrived, he took a drive out of  the city into 
the gorgeous countryside where Aurora had planned to meet him. And he waited.

 He waited, and waited. He watched the night sky as if  expecting the lovely 
girl to appear from the shadows. He silently pictured her glowing curves and imagined 
caressing her silky, flowing hair. He would never again have a chance at a girl like this. 
Aurora had typically been aloof  and picky about who she associated with, usually hang-
ing around the cold, distant guys like Alaska and Iceland. So this was a very unique and 
very special opportunity for Oregon.

 But she wouldn’t show. Oregon was in denial. He refused to admit that she 
could reject him so suddenly. He couldn’t deal with the disappointment. After two long 
hours of  waiting and fantasizing, he finally trudged back to Portland and collapsed in an 
armchair with a bottle of  vodka. “Screw you, Russia,” he muttered bitterly. 

Queen Advises in Scotland
      
        With Scotlands’ referendum on independence fast approaching, Queen Elizabeth II 
came forward to advise the Scottish electorate.

        “Well,” the Queen said, casually lighting a cigarette and blowing smoke rings in the 
dimly-lit, Chicago-esque alleyway she makes all of  her announcements from, “you mooks 
should think very carefully about the future.  Perhaps you should consider any, shall we 
say, accidents that could happen.”        

       “For example,” the figurehead of  the United Kingdom continued, “that oil reserve 
youse are betting the farm on.  It isn’t entirely inconceivable that a fleet of  British planes 
could accidentally drop hundreds of  bombs in the area for months on ends, thus making 
oil and gas extraction completely impossible.  It sure would be a shame if  something like 
that were to happen.”

        The queen’s speech was interrupted when she was charged by a masked, claymore-
wielding man in a kilt.  Without even blinking, she pulled a brick out of  her purse and 
chucked it overhand at the assailant, caving in his forehead and killing him instantly.  The 
Queen then stood up, deliberately putting out her cigarette on the man’s kilt, singing the 
pattern.  “Not for nothin’, fellas,” she whispered, “but you should watch yourself.  God 
saves the Queen.  He don’t give a fuck about you.”

By EC

Badass Freshman Tears Cartilage,
Shocks George

You can’t see because of  the framing, but she’s stomping 
on a man’s throat in this photograph. By SS

By ER

Thesis Advisers Replaced By
Motivational Speakers

        This semester, Reed’s administration has decided to shake things up by assigning 
every academic department a cabal of  renowned motivational speakers who, they say, 
can take on the roles of  thesis advisers, freeing all professors from what was once one 
of  their chief  duties.

        “I mean, think about it,” said President John Kroger in a press conference yester-
day. “They’re experts at this stuff. They teach all sorts of  largely-uneducated people how 
to achieve their dreams every year; just imagine what they could do with young minds 
like ours!”

        Some professors, though, are skeptical. “We’re experts in our fields!” said one Math 
professor, who, due to his current tenure status, preferred not to be named. “These are 
charlatans! They don’t even know what a thesis is! In what fucking world is this a good 
idea?!”

        Another professor from the History department concurred. “These students don’t 
need cheerleaders,” he said. “They need people who will provide them with constructive 
criticism, not blind pep and ‘motivation’. Can Jason Lewis refer them to proper sources? 
Can he remind them how MLA formatting works? Can he chain them to their thesis 
desks until they’ve written their goddamned first chapters? I think not.”

        While some students, primarily those who did not receive their first or second 
choice advisers, are in favor of  the change, others have already experienced troubles 
with their new advisers. Louis Simpson, a senior Bio major who has already met with 
his adviser, provided us with this anecdote to prove his point: “I was like, ‘Jerry [Adams, 
world-renowned life coach], My PCR isn’t functioning properly. Can you give me some 
tips on my procedure?’ and he was just like, ‘Anything you believe, you can achieve. 
That’s how I came up, son: I started out as a chimney sweep twenty years ago, and look 
at me now! This suit is Armani. Just picture your PCR working, and it will happen. Trust 
the process.’ At this rate, I have no idea how I’m gonna graduate.”

Freshman Fails Intro Bio, Hum 110 
After Not Forwarding Chain Letters
        Ariel Bryghton, a freshman, is considering dropping out of  Reed after a series of  
mysterious events have resulted in her failing Hum 110 and Intro Bio just three weeks 
in. “I don’t understand how it happened,” Ariel confessed. “We don’t even have grades 
yet! How can I have possibly failed?”

        Ariel attributes her spectacularly poor luck to the chain letters she’s failed to 
forward over the past decade. “First they came via email, and I used to forward them, 
but after I didn’t have the best day of  my life or get kissed by my crush I lost faith and 
stopped. Then they started appearing on other social media sites: you know, Facebook, 
Tumblr, Pinterest… I never thought much about them, you know, since I figured that a 
ghost with grammar that bad probably couldn’t even find my room.”

        “Ever since I got to Reed, though, I’ve been seriously rethinking my attitude. It 
started pretty innocuously, you know, just a string of  bad luck—losing my swipe, miss-
ing an assignment, feeling tiny fingers tapping on my spine while I slept—but it quickly 
turned awful. The night before I got the news I was failing, I woke up at 4 am to see 
Little Clarissa, the Girl Without Eyes, and some creepy-ass kid with no skin standing 
around my bed.” She shuddered. “It might be too late for me, but I have a message for 
everyone reading the Pamphlette: FORWARD This Too 10 People Or They will Be 
Coming for You To. Youll Be Sorry.”

By LS


