
Do you hate our behavior in the ETC?
Then send us an email!

pamphlette@lists.reed.edu
But you love our final products?
Find our past issues online!

pamphlette.wordpress.com
“What do you wish you could get IQ points for?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Crying alone.
EMMA RENNIE:  Successfully communicating with squirrels.
LARA SEYBERT: Putting bacon and french fries in a stripadilla.
SAM SEXTON: Eating oreos at two in the morning.

        
        The internet exploded with excitement last week over rumors that Pluto was being 
reinstated as a planet. But are these rumors true, or is Pluto doomed to dwarf  status for 
all eternity? Here’s what happened:

        So a bunch of  scientists were having a mad party at Harvard, and drunkenly decided 
to invite Pluto. A couple hours later he arrived, in the hopes of  making some new friends 
to save him from his lonely existence. But he unwittingly walked into an elaborate prank. 
The scientists had set up a sign on a door that read, “Congratulations! You are the 
1,000,000th visitor! Enter to claim your prize!”

        Naturally, the gullible Pluto fell for the trap, and opened the door. Before him tow-
ered an enormous three-headed dog, slobbering hungrily. A voice on a loudspeaker an-
nounced, “This is the challenge you must complete in order to win recognition and fame! 
Your mission is to get past the three-headed dog and enter the Planetarium Chamber.”

        Pluto stood trembling before the large creature, wincing. He knew he couldn’t do it. 
A bit of  his icy surface melted into desperate tears as he backed away from the door, feel-
ing sorry for himself. As he left the building, a few of  the scientists were standing there, 
just laughing at him. 

        Pluto hadn’t been this ashamed since 2006. He trudged sadly back across the solar 
system, ignoring the sneers from all the planets, and took his lonely place at the far end. 
He is currently wallowing in his own dark, frigid misery and we should all take pity on 
him. The guardians of  our dear galaxy have rejected once again to accept him into their 
clique.

By ER

Students Relieved to Learn They’re 
Doing Fine via Student Comments

  Dear Pamphlettitors,

We, the denizens of  the talking ETC, have had enough. You fucking bastards come 
into our house, every fucking Sunday, and you make our lives hell.

Last week, y’all blasted Nicki Minaj for, like, 20 minutes. I mean, sure, the video itself  
was probably under 5 minutes long, but the psychological damage lasted 20 minutes, 
minimum. Your anaconda don’t what, bitches? I phrased that as a question, but 
honestly, I don’t give a shit. I’m trying to read Foucault over here. I’m trying to better 
myself.

Also, can’t you discuss your articles silently, or something? Like, I know it’s the talking 
ETC, but you guys aren’t talking about the kinds of  things regular humans talk about. 
Last week, Commons George started crying when he saw my vintage feather earring; 
he said he’d been having dreams about tearing cartilage every couple nights. Does 
that sound acceptable to you? Probably. But not to me, though. I’m a person. With 
empathy. And you’re in my dreams, too, Pamphlette. That sounds sweet and romantic, 
but it’s...whatever the opposite of  that is. 

Did I mention that the keyboards are sticky? Because that’s nasty, hon. Your Youtube 
excursions are bad enough, but doing lines of  Skittles off  the keyboards is going too 
far. Go back to whatever circle of  satirical hell you rose from. I was too good in my 
past lives to deserve this shit.

If  you improve your behavior, we’d be perfectly willing to forgive your past transgres-
sions. I mean, we wouldn’t forget them, of  course, and we probably wouldn’t ever 
actually talk to you, because ew, but...forgiveness, we could do. If  you don’t improve, 
though, we might be forced to barricade the doors next week.

Yours in exasperation,

Like 7 different Econ majors, represented by Lisa Agron ‘16

A Letter To The Editors

By EC

Pluto Falls For Humiliating Trick;
Still Laughing-Stock

By EC, LS

By SS

“Ebola” Most Popular
Name of the Week

        A Reuters poll has revealed that more new parents have named their children 
“Ebola” within the last seven days than any other name, to the surprise and concern of  
many other  parents,  researchers, and decent human beings.

        When asked why they chose to name their children after a deadly virus, parents’ 
answers varied widely. 

        “I just wanted to name her something unique, you know?” said Helen Anderson, 
32, of  Livingston, Virginia. “I’ve always loved the name Ebony, but I couldn’t name my 
kid that because I’m pretty white. I’m just so glad I learned this word, because now my 
kid has a cool, relevant name, but one that won’t offend anyone!”

        Florida native Jessica Marks, 22, attributes her choice of  names to a quick Google 
search. “Babynames.com said it meant ‘small but mighty, with the ability to conquer 
whole nations,’ and those are all things I want my daughter to be. It’s really inspirational, 
I think. Empowering.” 

        Other parents’ reasons were somewhat...less positive. Jason Aldrich was not at all 
hesitant to admit that his 4-day-old son was “...an accident in everyone’s eyes,” and that 
“...much like Ebola, he has no widely-available cure.” 

        Meanwhile, Andrea Johnson, 39, says she chose her daughter’s name “...to get back 
at that bastard Jeremy,” the girl’s father. “He hates infectious diseases,” she said. “It’s 
perfect.”

        The “Names of  the Week” list also included ISIS, Syria, and Lauren.

Tasting the rainbow, living the dream.

Revolve in peace, loser.

 
        With the first quarter well underway, many students have finally received the 
long-awaited student comments from their teachers on IRIS.  For nearly everyone on 
campus, it’s an enormous relief.

        “I was just reading some e-reserves when I got the email, letting me know that 
one of  my professors had made a comment about me,” Sophomore Melanie Jackson 
said.  “I immediately dropped everything to get to the webpage, for that sweet, 
sweet, non-specific praise: I’m doing fine.”

        “It’s always been my favorite thing about Reed,” Senior Ralph Lang said.  “I 
love everything about them: how the email doesn’t tell you which professors made 
comments, how it strongly suggests that you’re getting a comment because you made 
some serious mistakes, how any praise is so general as to be completely meaning-
less…I can’t imagine Reed without them.”  Ralph proudly showed The Pamphlette a 
comment from his French professor, which showed that he, too, was “doing fine.”

        An anonymous member of  the faculty told The Pamphlette that love for the 
comment system is not limited to students.  “Reed can be a very stressful environ-
ment, with the massive workloads, multiple deadlines, and the ambiguity of  whether 
or not one is doing well.  We love letting students know they’re doing fine with vague 
comments and alarming emails; it’s the next-best thing to giving them actual praise 
to their faces.”

A friend’s smile, a lover’s embrace—what are they worth, 
compared to this? Less than old garbage.


