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“Why should you Top 6 the Pamphlette?”

         Many administrative processes at Reed have been slowed to a crawl thanks to 
the cold mornings and evenings this past week. John Kroger, a confirmed lizard per-
son, has been strongly affected by the poor insulation in Eliot Hall, and his slowed 
movements have made performing many of  his responsibilities impossible. Kroger’s 
ectothermic difficulties have snowballed into delays in several departments, including 
the Business Office and the Registrar’s Office. Students attempting to overload or 
add classes have been frustrated by the issues.

        “They really should have thought about that before they hired a lizard man to 
work as president of  a college--in a hundred-year-old building! Now I can’t register 
for Advanced Philosophical Masturbation,” complains Richard Fallow, a junior. 

        Ariana Jerilla, a senior, is less upset. “I still haven’t paid my tuition, but no one 
has bothered me about it yet. I’m not gonna be the one to complain.”

        The President’s Office is working with the Physics department to design and 
build a heating apparatus that can fit underneath Kroger’s suit without disrupting 
the cut, but until they are successful Kroger has been forced to retreat into his office 
with several space heaters while his assistants go on his traditional Commons coffee 
runs.

(Credit to Denis I. for the idea.)

Cold Weather Causes
Administrative Snafu

        You might remember Douglas Spink from my article about him two years ago, 
but in case you don’t, here’s a quick summary, as well as some more recent informa-
tion:

  - Spink is a Reed alumnus;
  - He was convicted of  smuggling large quantities of  cocaine in 2005;
  - He is an advocate for “zoophiles’ rights,” and, totally incidentally, was arrested for 
running a bestiality farm in rural Washington a few years back;
  - He was recently sent back to prison for violating probation--owning a dog, using 
the Internet (where he once ran a couple bestiality blogs), and boarding horses, among 
other offenses.

        Yesterday, a new kerfuffle arose: Spink was barred by prison officials from watch-
ing the “Puppy Bowl” with his fellow inmates on the prison TV! 

        “I mean, come on,” said one guard. “We all know what he did. Everyone gets ex-
cited by all those adorable little dogs, with their little faces and their little toy footballs, 
but he would get...you know...excited excited, wouldn’t he? Ew.”

        Spink fought the restriction...tooth and nail, if  you will. “It’s not the same if  it’s 
puppies,” he said in an interview with “Arlene Smith,” my journalistic alter-ego who sent 
him a letter last week, mining for comedic gold.*** “They’re not grown yet! That’s just 
wrong. I’m just like anyone else in my appreciation of puppies -- they’re adorable, not 
sexually appealing. I want to watch them run around on that little football field just as 
much as anyone else; it has nothing to do with my penis!”

        Spink’s lawyer, Lorenzo Wallace, insisted that revoking Spink’s television privi-
leges, even just for one day, infringed on his rights. “My client should not be treated 
any differently for his...proclivities,” he said. “This will just exacerbate the problems 
he’s had making friends with his fellow prisoners. It will isolate him.”

        Mr. Spink intends to sue the prison for emotional harm.

***NOTE: The first third of  this article is factual--Spink really did smuggle cocaine 
and run a bestiality farm. Arlene Smith, student journalist, is also...well, as real as a 
fictional alter-ego can be; I did email Spink two years ago, asking for his “advice for 
Reedies” and such. However, this whole Puppy Bowl thing is pure satire. Maybe point-
ing this out will make Mr. Spink less likely to sue me??? I hope so. Please don’t sue me, 
Mr. Spink.

By FS

Douglas Spink Banned
From Watching “Puppy Bowl”

By EC

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Because if you don’t, the terrorists win.
EMMA RENNIE: I won’t make as many printing errors if I think people actually care.
FOSTER SEYBERT: So I can steal printing money to buy bacon & french fry stripadillas.
SAM SEXTON: Because we’re one of the six coolest things on campus, OBVIOUSLY.

       Former Republican Presidential Nominee Mitt Romney shocked the world last 
week by announcing that he will not seek the presidential nomination in 2016.  An 
unusually candid Romney told reporters that he did not seek the nomination because 
“I am not a giant dumb idiot.”

        “Look, I wasn’t just beaten,” Romney said.  “I was fucking destroyed.  I lost by the 
largest margin since that doofus that ran against Eisenhower, who ran twice.  I don’t 
want to be Adlai Stevenson.  Why would I think that running against another strong 
candidate wouldn’t play out the exact same way?”

        Most reporters and pundits agreed that, after thinking about it, Romney running 
a second time would be patently ridiculous.  “I predicted that Mitt Romney would 
win by a blowout,” Republican pundit Dick Morriss said.  “Instead, Obama won by a 
greater margin than I predicted for Romney.  Clearly, we have to admit we were wrong 
about this guy.  And I’m glad he’s admitted it too.”

        Romney closed out the press conference with an uncharacteristic bluntness.  “Se-
riously, we’re all stupid idiots for even talking about this,” he said.  “All except for me, 
for promptly coming out and saying no instead of  teasing about it or thinking about 
it.  After the pummeling I’d taken, I’d have to be pretty stupid and greedy to tease this 
thing out at all.”

Mitt Romney Doesn’t Run,
Shocks World

“Let Huckabee do it this time, I don’t fucking care”
-- Mitt Romney

By SS

If  we’re not careful, Kroger could end up like this.

Why “Miami Boom Boom”
is the perfect Renn Fayre theme

By EC

       Oh, I know I said, on the other side of  this very broadsheet, that there are a shit-
ton of  better Renn Fayre themes, but deep down, I’m satisfied. Think about it--Miami 
and Renn Fayre have a ton of  things in common! Here are a few:

- Uncomfortably moist heat

- At least 15 people on experimental drugs doing weird shit in any given space

- Clothing so skimpy that its existence is near-redundant

- Rainbow lights

- Alligators

- Mayor Tomas Pedro Regalado

- Lizards

- A CSI spinoff

- Trees full of  naked people

- There are colleges in Miami, and there is a college here. Coincidence? Boom boom.

- Boom booms (Boobies. What I am trying to say is Boobies.)

- Boom boom pow (disambiguated)

- More FUCKING LIZARDS

- ???

- Monsoons

- Nipple pasties


