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Netanyahu: Iran on cusp of nuclear, 
AI breakthroughs

       Four enterprising Reed students--Joseph Bowling ‘16, Margaret Cooley ‘17, Marcus 
Leighey ‘18, and Christina Lewin ‘15 --have taken the “Reed Bubble” to a whole new level. 
Last Thursday, they unveiled a new website--reedies4reedies.com--on which current Reed 
students and recent graduates can offer their escort services to alumni. You read that right--
Reed officially has its own insular, bubble-y escort service!

       Bowling says he dreamed up the idea for the site during a late-night acid trip at “some 
guy named Benny’s house.” He was also the first to create an escort profile, on which he of-
fers to attend “...galas, charity auctions, and open-bar events of  all sorts” on the arm of  “just 
about anyone, really,” for just $100 an hour. 

       “I was just thinking, like, Reedies are so awkward, right? And they probably don’t just...
stop being that way when they graduate. But then some of  them get all successful, and have 
to go to fancy parties and shit, and, like, you’re supposed to bring dates to those sometimes, 
you know? But they’re also smart, so if  their dates can’t act smart, people will talk. So...we’ll 
be those smart dates! For money.”

       His business partners concur. “I don’t have post-grad plans yet,” said Lewin. “This’ll be 
a good hold-over, at least. Who knows? It might even be fun. I’m going to dinner tonight 
with this biotech CEO tonight; we’ll see.” 

      “I wasn’t sure at first,” said Leighey, “but it sure will be a story to tell my grandchildren, 
right? Like, my grandma used to tell us about her time as a mob boss  at Thanksgiving din-
ner when I was a kid, and while I doubt I can live up to that, I need to at least try to gather 
stories for my future brood.”

      Cooley, for her part, says she hopes to use the service for networking. “I’m a dazzling...
conversationalist,” she says, “especially for a Reedie. If  any of  these rich guys has, like, 
internships or whatever available in his company, I’ll be set.”

       Representatives of  Reed’s longstanding “Reedies For Reedies” program say that they’re 
working to convince “Reedies 4 Reedies” to change its name, but that, otherwise, they have 
no qualms about the services the group is offering. “It’s cool with us,” said Angela Schwarz, 
Reedies for Reedies’s PR director. “We just...don’t want anyone to associate you with us, ever. 
Ever.”

      So what about sex? “No no no,” said Bowling, alternately shaking his head and discreetly 
nodding and winking. “We do not offer sex; we’re merely providing platonic evening com-
panionship. Make sure you write the wink in there, though. Is it in there? Good. But yeah, 
no sex.”

       While we’ve been asked not to reveal any “customers’” identities, it should be noted 
that, at the time of  writing, 17 Reed alumni had created logins.

       In his controversial speech to congress last week, Israeli Prime Minister Benjamin 
Netanyahu warned American senators and representatives not to accept any deal with Iran 
on limiting their uranium enrichment program, claiming they were on the cusp of  massive 
technological breakthroughs in both nuclear weapons technology and the field of  artificial 
intelligence.

       “The situation is about as dire as it could be,” Netanyahu claimed.  “Iran is a hair’s 
breadth away from a full-fledged nuclear arsenal, and to make matters worse, one of  their 
scientists has stolen a rejected police robot and installed a self-aware AI program on it.  It 
starts out like a child, but it learns faster than a flesh and blood person ever could.”

        Several representatives expressed confusion about the veracity and relevance of  
Netanyahu’s claims, but the Likud party chair insisted that Iran was “days away” from 
acquiring nuclear weapons, and that “their robot has been kidnapped by Die Antwoord, 
who are teaching it to be a gangster so they can get some money.  But the robot is just a 
child, damn it! They’re traumatizing it!”

       Netanyahu’s speech was briefly interrupted when a reporter asked why he appeared to 
be giving a plot synopsis to the recently released science-fiction film Chappie, the story of  
a rejected police robot given self-aware artificial intelligence and raised by Die Antwoord.  
“How dare you?” Netanyahu responded indignantly.  “I’m serious about this! Do you 
think I would come all the way to the United States to tell you the most dramatic, scary, 
topical things I could think of, just to frighten you? I’m dealing in cold, hard facts here! 
Yes, I saw Chappie on the plane ride here, and yes, it frightened me, but no, I would never 
use that fictional narrative to advance my political ambitions!”

       Netanyahu then continued his speech, which strangely completely ignored his previ-
ous warnings about Iran’s self-aware robot that had been kidnapped by Die Antwoord.  
Instead, he emphasized that Iran could not be trusted, as “they have been working with 
Will Smith to be expert con-men.  They just started out, but they’re a natural, and their 
chemistry is really good.”

“Reedies 4 Reedies” Escort Service a 
Real Hit!

by EC
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The editing process can be really rough. My thesis adviser vetoed every one of  these. Can you believe 
it? Reed’s academic standards are insane. 

• The brain is a fuckin’ bitch that’s screwed us all over so very many times. Fuck the 
brain. So anyway…

• We’ve all got brains. Knock on your head; can you hear that solid thudding? Well, 
that’s not your brain. That’s actually your skull. Can you hear how it’s sort of  not 
hollow in there, though? That’s your brain. It’s under your skull. So anyway....

• Freud was kinda wrong. Sometimes, when your brain is fucked up, it’s not because 
you slept with your mom in a dream. Sometimes, it’s just because you’re a bad 
person. 

• On a rainy Wednesday in March 1993, a baby came out of  my mother’s vagina, 
screaming and covered in, like, gross shit, probably. I don’t know. I was not there. 
Except that I was. That baby was me. So anyway…

• This is My Senior Thesis. It’s starting, right now. This is it. Phew. Here it comes. 
You ready? It’s happening. 1...2...3...GO. 

• I killed a man once. Haha, not really; I just wanted to make sure you wouldn’t 
overlook this sick first paragraph I’m about to write. 

• Have you ever snorted plaster dust? Remember how your head felt like it was 
about to explode? Well, that was how I felt when I first heard about this bitching 
psychological phenomenon. 

• [15 memes] So anyway…

by FS

Underground Clarkie Ring 
Uncovered!

“Sufjan Stevens Ball? You want money for that intel?”

Netanyahu’s plane had Chappie, Focus, and several episodes of  Seinfeld as the in-flight entertain-
ment.  The PM later warned congress that Iran could make delicious soup, but would refuse to serve it 

to people for seemingly arbitrary reasons.

by SS

Elizabeth’s Rejected Thesis Intros 

      Ever wondered how so many Clarkies find out about and crash Reed events, frequently 
causing a significant amount of  trouble and ending up being escorted off  campus by CSOs? 
After Kanye Ball on Saturday night, which was reportedly attended by a large number of  
Clarkies, a crack squad of  CSOs and one overzealous PoliSci major tracked three of  the 
party-crashers back to the Front Lawn, at which point they abruptly disappeared. After 
walking the perimeter of  the lawn without success, they realized that the steam tunnel grate 
was unlocked and slightly ajar. Just past the entrance, the CSOs discovered another door in 
the side of  the tunnel that no one recognized; when opened, it led into a rough dark tunnel.

       It took the team several hours to traverse the tunnels, but four cell-phone-flashlight 
battery lives later they finally found a dark basement at the other end of  the labyrinth. 
Hacking into the ancient desktop computers stored there, they found evidence of  a ring 
of  Clarkies who had infiltrated Reed, lurking in GCC hallways and scanning the walls for 
news of  new parties to crash. The Clarkies responsible sold the secrets--and access to the 
tunnels--to their classmates. However, as of  yet the ring had not refined the algorithms 
discerning which dances were actually worth attending. 

       CSOs staked out the den and captured several members of  the ring, although some are 
still on the loose. With any luck, the number of  Clarkies at dances will be seriously reduced 
in the future.


