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In Wake of Funding Poll,
Pamphlette Requires Tribute

       It’s a dreary time of  year, friends. Cold winds blow through our over-worn bins 
parkas, rain seeps into our very souls, and the SAD epidemic has killed the collective 
sex life of  this great campus. BUT, have hope! Valentine’s day is almost here, and we at 
the Pamphlette are ready, willing and able. 
       Wait. ew, no, not like that. No. Nope. No offense, but….no. We’re here to HELP 
you get laid. by somebody else. Who is not us. Read on: 

Step 1: Choose a Potential Paramour 
         You might have already done this; perhaps the object of  your desires is, wonder      
of  wonders, in one of  your classes! If  that’s the case, you can move right on to Step 2. 
Well done! If  not, it’s cool; this is the easiest step of  all. First, take a walk around 
campus, preferably during a busy time of  day, when a wide variety of  people are, like, 
milling or whatever. Now, open your eyes, raise them from sneaker-level, and look. 
Research indicates that, within a four-hour wandering period, the average sexually 
motivated Reedie will see at least 2 people who stir their loins. Have you found them 
yet? Splendid! Now...

Step 2: Introduce Yourself
        Before you can seduce somebody into your extra-long twin-sized bed, you should 
probably know their name. Shh, no, don’t worry! It’s actually relatively easy to gain this 
information, even from a stranger! I know, I know, the “eyes down, just keep walking” 
rule is integral to the day-to-day functioning of  this campus, but you know what? That 
rule needs suspending sometimes, and the week preceding Valentines Day is one of  
those times. SO. Take your morning shot of  tequila, moisturize your cracked lips till 
they can open, and just...like, start talking. To them. While looking in their general 
direction. Preferably about things like classes and the weather. Nothing about decom-
position. Never about decomposition. And don’t mention the morning shot of  tequila, 
either. That’s between us.

Step 3: Start Dropping Hints
        Here you are, halfway done already! Bravo. Bra. Vo.  Now, it’s time to let your 
delectable future sex friend know that you’re interested. For this step, you’ve got to be 
subtle. “But EC,” you might ask, “Why can’t I just walk up to them and say ‘let’s touch 
genitals?’” Well, I’ve tried that, friend, and you know what happens? Restraining orders 
happen. Uncomfortable looks from your Hum conference leader happen. Sometimes 
fires happen, when you try to bake yourself  pity brownies later that night but lose 
track of  time, sobbing. Long story short: SUBTLETY. For instance, if  you see The 
Target in Commons, you can buy a banana and lick it seductively, staring them straight 
in the eye. (NOTE: in certain circumstances, a peach might be more appropriate. 
Unfortunately Commons does not sell peaches. Supplant an apple, maybe. Or some 
soup.) If  you see them on your way to class, make sure you’re wearing your Heelys. Do 
a figure eight. Hawt. If  you see them in Chem lab, wear all white, pick a non-corrosive 
chemical, and spill it all over your sexiest bits. (NOTE: If  your sexiest bits are covered 
in underwear, make sure it’s cute underwear. No, not the shit-stained Patrick Star ones. 
Unless they’re into that, I guess.) Once you’ve completed this step, you can be sure that 
they at least suspect your interest. Now, it’s time to…

Step 4: Clean for Company 
        While it’ll be awhile yet before your beloved sees either of  your most private areas, 
it’s time to to start sprucing up the outer one. By which I mean your dorm room. 
Obviously. First, take out the trash--nobody wants to see your used tampons and dead 
pets, buddy. They gots to go. Next, consider vacuuming. Can’t find a vacuum? Oh well. 
At least poor fishy Lester is gone. May he rest in peace.

Step 5: “Clean for Company”
        Can you angle your bits so they dangle into the sink? If  not, the bathtub will do, I 
suppose. Now, rinse off  whatever grime has accumulated. It’s not my business what kind 
of  grime it is. In fact, please don’t tell me. Just...wash it off. Next, maybe rub some 
Bath & Body Works into that shit. Is it safe? I’m honestly not sure, but it’ll smell nice. 
#dickwasher #OldeReed

Step 6: GO GET ‘EM, BUDDY.
        The Gods love us, truly; they have placed Beyonce Ball on Valentines Day this 
year. Do you know what this means??? EVERY SINGLE SINGLE REEDIE WILL 
BE PUTTING THEIR HANDS UP WHOA OH OH, OH OH, OH-OH. In the 
middle of  the dance floor. For you to see. If  the object of  your affections is single, you 
will know. (NOTE: If  they’re single and don’t put their hands up, they are clearly a phony 
and not worth your time, anyway. Take your evening tequila shot and move on.)

        The dust has settled, the Funding Poll results are in, and the conclusion is clear: 
you all screwed up. The Pamphlette came in 42nd, behind Sky Appreciation Club, 
Sunny Day Sorbet Society, and Big Toe Booking. Clearly everyone collectively forgot 
that there are no sunny days in Portland and that the vast majority of  us already have 
big toes, making booking more superfluous. But even if  the clouds miraculously 
cleared, could the stars or the sun fill you with the same joy and moral fulfillment as a 
weekly satirical broadsheet? Could a cup of  sorbet surreptitiously slipped to St. Peter 
get you into heaven? I don’t think so.

        However, in our infinite mercy, we’ve decided to give you another chance. If  you 
slip a 20 under the door of  Psych 106, we’ll do our best to ensure copies of  the Pam-
phlette return to Commons and the Library. If  you don’t, there will probably be some 
wrath. We’ll take some choice stock from our spider farm and put it in your dorm 
room. But, like, mercifully.

[In all seriousness, we’re working out printing costs and in the meantime we’ve started 
a Tumblr with current and past articles: thepamphlette.tumblr.com.]

How to Get Laid
This Valentine’s Day

by EC

       As a measles outbreak made its way across the United States, and both liberals 
(some of  whom fear potential health effects as yet unsubstantiated by science) and 
conservatives (some of  whom fear health effects and government control) debated 
the pros and cons of  vaccinations against such diseases, the nation was shocked 
when legions of  ghosts rose up, only to exasperatedly grumble at anti-vaccination 
advocates.

        “What the fuck is wrong with you?” 1930s ghost Oliver Harris asked Candice 
Gunderson, a resident of  Marin County, California, who refused to vaccinate her two 
children.  “Have you even heard of  polio? Shit sucks.  You’re probably scared of  your 
kids getting polio, right? Dying or losing their legs, both of  which happened to me? 
Oh wait, no you’re not, because vaccines got rid of  it.”

        Hal Shute, a farmer in Idaho who didn’t vaccinate his daughter because he 
feared that mandatory vaccination could eventually lead to higher government 
control, was haunted by the ghost of  Nelson Wright, one of  the original Mormon 
settlers of  the state who died of  measles.  “There’s a cure for that now?” Wright ex-
claimed.  “And you’re depriving your children of  it because you’re afraid that making 
your children immune to horrible diseases will create tyranny? Good Lord.  Between 
this and the Civil War I’m glad I died when I did.”

        Janet Hernandez also spoke to an anti-vaxer in Portland, Oregon, despite not 
being a ghost.  “I’m not a ghost,” Janet said, “but I am autistic, and I find the implica-
tion that it’s preferable for a child to die horribly rather than be like me very hurtful.”  
Later, Janet and several of  the bitter ghosts went to The Delta for drinks.

by FS

Exasperated Ghosts Rise Up
Across America

by SS

“And don’t even get us started on this internet 
thing.  What the fuck even is 4chan”

America is disappointed in you.

Admit it, Jose Cuervo is your
only real Valentine.


