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Five Ways to Make it
to Renn Fayre

        I hope you all had a restful Spring Break, because this week is going to be a doozy. It’s 
always hard to settle back into the school routine and get all those damn assignments done, 
but to make matters worse, it’s Plague season. Not just your typical Reed plague (though 
that’s definitely been going around), but the Ten Plagues. This week the Ten Plagues rain 
down upon the Pharaoh and all other heretics, and you can’t deny that Reed is full of  her-
etics. So here’s what you need to prepare for: 

1. Coffee turns into vodka. You’ll be sitting there, bleary-eyed in Commons before your 
9 a.m. class, but when you take a sip of  your coffee you realize it’s different. Suddenly your 
productivity is doomed as you wobble off  to class and quickly lose your focus. Before you 
can warn anyone it will be too late. Theses will die from the poison.

2. Geese. Huge flocks of  geese will swarm campus and get all up in your business. They will 
enter your rooms and your thesis offices and your labs, your cafes and your bathrooms. You 
will not escape the wild geese as they leap upon your shoulders and demand to be appreci-
ated.

3. Gnats. This one may come as less of  a shock, but trust me, it will get worse. The tiny 
insects massively increase in number and form buzzing clouds that will gradually prevent you 
from being able to see a foot in front of  your face. Goodbye, lab report.

4. Hornets. Or maybe wasps. I don’t really know how to tell the difference. Whatever they 
are, they are coming into your bedroom. Two by two. Soon there are many. You try in vain to 
shoo them out the window but they persist. You will be stung. A lot.

5. Diseased nutria. You’re walking across the Blue Bridge when suddenly, a gruesome beast 
rises from the depths. It looks hungry. It has gone mad. It must consume. Soon the infection 
spreads to all the canyon wildlife. 

6. Stress acne. You wake up the day of  the opening performance of  the Reed Theatre 
production you’re starring in. You look in the mirror and your face is splotchy, bumpy, and 
disgusting. You try to clear out some of  the pus but it just spreads, everywhere.

7. Violent windstorms. At first it seems like a pleasantly breezy morning. But then the gusts 
pick up, and the trees begin to sway. Suddenly you can’t walk between Eliot and the library 
without the fear of  an entire tree crushing you to death. Windows shatter, and you’re not 
even safe inside the buildings anymore.

8. Spiders. Sure, you’re used to a few arachnids sharing your general living space. But when 
they enter Plague Mode, we’re talking serious infestation. And, like, they’re actually going to 
steal all your food. So there’s that. 

9. Sunlight. You might think that darkness would be a pretty nasty plague. But not here. 
We’re used to darkness. It’s the sun we can’t handle. It will shine brighter than ever before, 
and you will burn. You won’t be able to see your notes, or even feel your skin. Charred bod-
ies will soon litter the campus grounds.

10. Smiting of  the cool kids. After all this pain, if  Reed’s community still does not please 
the Lord, he will strike down the hippest of  the hip. This will set an example for the wan-
nabe posers, and teach them to value what life is really about. If  you’re a not-so-popular 
weirdo, count your blessings this time -- but do not forget the fear that the plagues have 
instilled in you. 

        There’s only 5 weeks left until Renn Fayre, but even a week of  break isn’t enough to 
completely rest up for the final slog. Luckily, the Pamphlette has your back: we’ve got five 
ways to keep your head above water until Thesis Parade!

1. Start wearing your Renn Fayre costume! It’s never too early to wear a golden thong 
to class or to slather glitter-infused lube on yourself  in Commons. Keep your spirits up by 
reminding yourself  that there are only a few weeks left before you can waggle your sparkly 
dick-sock around at Thesis Parade. If  you’re really struggling, consider wearing a different 
article from your costume each week. I’m personally looking forward to the week where I 
try to get out of  note-taking because i’m wearing massive alligator gloves.

2. Glitter-bomb yourself... and your friends! Jump out of  the bathroom and throw 
glitter at your dormies, and put glitter in your coffee. Keep your spirits up by hiding pack-
ages of  glitter inside your backpack and in your underwear drawer. There’s nothing more 
heartening than glitter between your teeth and in your asscrack!

3. Buy a case of  champagne and leave it in the corner of  your room. Stare at it long-
ingly if  you ever lose track of  what you’re striving for. Don’t open any of  it, though--you’ll 
anger the Renn Fayre gods and also probably attract ants.

4. Go to class drunk on a Friday morning. Actually, you know what, don’t do that. 
Really.

5. Make your living room/common room into a trash bag maze. Your roommates/
dormies will totally thank you after they run face-first into a black garbage bag at three 
AM. It’s amazing how being sleep-deprived and slightly hungover can bring you into that 
Renn Fayre mindset once you have a half-assed labyrinth to get lost and confused in.

The Ten Plagues of Reed

by ER

        The CSOs began receiving reports of  Jehovah’s witnesses going door-to-door 
around the RCAs at around 1:30 yesterday afternoon. However, they declined student 
requests to remove the “guests,” telling student callers to “just say ‘no thank you,’ shut 
the door, and go back to doing whatever it is you do. We’re on break, too, you guys. 
Jeez.”

        They came to regret that decision when, according to Gary Granger, they began 
receiving more calls: this time, from anonymous individuals concerned for the Wit-
nesses’ welfare. “This guy called,” said Granger, “real mad, and said ‘What the hell did 
you satan spawn do to Jerry and Carl?’ I told him I didn’t know what he was talking 
about, and he just hung up.”

        At first, Granger and other CSOs were concerned that enraged Reedies might 
have resorted to violence in response to the Witnesses’ notorious perseverance. “I 
don’t know what they’re capable of, you know?” said Horace Blinkey, Reed’s newest 
CSO, who did not know that journalists report just about everything their sources say. 
“Reedies are animals. I hate it here so much.” 

        They were relieved, then, to discover that Jerry and Carl were alive and well...or, 
at least, as well as the Reedies with whom they were “butt-chugging Yerba Mate like 
real champs, man.” (This vivid description was provided by Eddy Johannsen ‘16, the 
student renter of  the RCA where the two Witnesses are now staying, free of  charge, 
until finals week.)

       “They’re pretty chill, man,” said Johannsen, in an exclusive interview with the 
Pamphlette. “I invited them in, and they tried to teach me about Jesus and Armageddon 
and shit, but there was...kind of  a lot of  weed smoke in the apartment, right? And they 
got...sort of  really high. We ended up talking about the meaning of  life and watching 
Cosmos. They’re coming with me to my philosophy class tomorrow! It’s very exciting.” by EC

“Jerry, could you...could you put on some pants, please?...Is 
that...is that Neutral Milk Hotel? Jerry, come home.”

Trust me on this one. There’s absolutely 
no way you’d regret it. by FS

Reedies Indoctrinate Two Jehovah’s Witnesses

        When this Pamphlette reporter went to speak with Carl and Jerry themselves, she 
found them huddled outside the Paradox, smoking American Spirits and scribbling in 
matching Moleskine notebooks. “Everything’s different now, you know?” said Carl. 
“Like, moral relativism, you know? Everything is in flux, all the time, and we’re all just 
holding onto these, like, archaic norms about morality, and sexuality, and human pur-
pose, right? But it’s bullcrap. We’re just animals, flesh suits carrying around conscious-
ness, and when we die, we go back to being stardust.” 

        Elder Ezekiel Thomas, head of  Portland’s Kingdom Hall of  Jehovah’s Witnesses, 
refused a formal interview, saying only that Reed should expect a strongly worded 
letter, and asking that Carl and Jerry “consider coming back into the fold. The Lord 
misses you, and honestly, these students are all freakin’ posers, anyway. You know that, 
right?”


