
Have an alternate plan for humorous inspiration?
Then send us an email!

pamphlette@lists.reed.edu
Does it involve reading about the exploits of  Olde Reede?

Find our past issues online!
pamphlette.wordpress.com

and *NEW* thepamphlette.tumblr.com
“What’s your secret key to productivity?”

By FS

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Eating. Did you know that the food you eat becomes energy? 
*writes one paragraph of thesis* That’s spaghetti!
EMMA RENNIE: I... don’t have one. I literally just stay in bed all day.
FOSTER SEYBERT: Only allowing myself a crying break every thirty minutes.
SAM SEXTON: Wait, is that all I need to be productive? A key? Where!?! WHERE CAN I 
GET ONE I’LL PAY ANYTHING

          You’ve seen them. They have emerged from the underground in recent weeks, 
and they lurk suspiciously on the Quad and in front of  your dorm. They loiter like teen-
agers in pairs or small groups, looking around for trash, scraps, or drugs to scrounge 
up. They appear to be the dregs of  society. They don’t seem threatening, but they are 
watching. Waiting. And they know.

        Just what do they know? This we cannot ascertain. We do not have their avian 
super senses. We do not have the clairvoyant Sight that Mother Nature gifted to the 
creatures of  the canyon. But it is clear that the ducks know something beyond our 
powers of  reasoning. They are preparing for an Event, the ramifications of  which we 
cannot grasp. 

        You saw one yesterday, right outside your door. It was just standing there, as if  
waiting for you. You walked very close to it, but it didn’t give a fuck. It just watched you 
with those beady eyes. And it let out a single, ominous quack.

        You had a dream last night, of  which you only remember snippets. Something 
about a bomb threat, maybe, or a robot apocalypse. Rupert Giles was there for some 
reason. You know you are not prepared for whatever is coming. But the ducks are.

THE DUCKS:
What do they know?

By ER

Have you ever wondered how to write a Pamphlette article? Me too, buddy; me too. 

 1.  Go on CNN. Realize that all the news is either depressing or incomprehensible. Read 
a shitty opinion piece about cat memes. Cry a little. 

 2.  Consider the endless fountain of  mockable things about Reedies. Get overwhelmed. 
Go on Tumblr and pretend to be doing research.

 3.  Break down and decide to write another fucking listicle. Check out Buzzfeed for 
inspiration. Get sucked into a 48-item list of  things only 90s kids remember and lose 20 
minutes to the black hole of  procrastinatory nostalgia.

 4.  Write one sentence. Reward yourself  by switching between Tumblr and Facebook 
every thirty seconds, hoping either one will update.

 5.  Realize how pathetic you are. Think about food, but realize Commons is closed 
because it’s 3 pm on a Sunday.

 6.  In a burst of  creative despair, generate five more list items that accurately capture 
your descent into satirical hell.

 7.  Repeat weekly.

If  this sounds like a process you’d like to go through, or at least something your aca-
demic career has prepared you for, you should send us a sample article! It’s fun! Really. 
Please. Save us from ourselves.

        After condemnations from civil rights groups and threats of  massive economic 
losses for the state of  Indiana, Governor Mike Pence urged state legislators to pass a 
clarification to his religious freedom bill, entitled the “gay people make me uncomfort-
able and they’re dumb” amendment.

        “Look, we just have to clarify what this bill is all about,” Pence explained at a press 
conference last Friday.  “That’s definitely the problem here.  The problem is that people 
don’t know what the bill is about.  Once they do, it’ll be fine.”

        The amendment adds language to the controversial law stating that “this bill is 
obviously for people to discriminate against gay people, because why isn’t that already a 
thing? Did you know that gay people put wieners in butts? Dude butts? Gross.”  Specifi-
cally, the amendment says that “businesses that are rightfully grossed out by wieners 
going in dude butts, or whatever it is that lady-gays do (is there a word for that? A lady 
gay? We don’t know, we’re old) can refuse to serve them.”

        Undoubtedly to Governor Pence’s dismay, neither businesses nor civil rights groups 
seem content with the clarification, with many companies still reluctant to bring busi-
nesses back to Indiana and with many civil rights groups blasting the clarification as “re-
ally unnecessary” and “the equivalent of  giving Darth Vader a nametag reading ‘Luke’s 
dad’ in Return of  the Jedi.”  Governor Pence has not yet responded to the amendment’s 
reception, but several legislators from the state have vowed to issue a clarification to the 
clarification.  “The bill reinforces the gender binary,” one told The Pamphlette anonymous-
ly, “only mentioning male-on-male and female-on-female pairings and ignoring people 
with other gender identities and expressions.  We feel like we have to make clear that we 
find those people equally disgusting too.  That’s probably why everyone’s still mad at us, 
right? Not enough hatred?”

Kroger:  Theses Must Once More 
Be Handwritten!

Indiana Clarifies
Religious Freedom Bill

Apparently, lizards have
really nice penmanship.

By EC

       Last Friday, President Kroger made an announcement that has rocked the entire 
student body, particularly the class of  2015: from this point forward, all senior theses-
-including those due in less than a month--must be written in formal calligraphy, per Olde 
Reed standards.

       “I just feel like we’ve gotten too far away from our roots,” said Kroger, to a crowd 
of  red-faced seniors holding shovels. “Everything’s so...casual now. I saw a girl the other 
day wearing a tutu and nothing else. She wasn’t even wearing shoes. It was raining! Why 
would you do that?! Anyway, I think having everything everywhere written like medieval 
scrolls would give us a sort of  gothic flair, and then we’d all get more serious. Don’t try 
to tell that wouldn’t be cool. That would be cool, right? I think it would be cool.”

       When interviewed, some of  Reed’s oldest alumni agreed. “At the very least, we 
should make them use typewriters,” said Marlene Davis ‘42. “Really, though, I think 
that’s letting them off  too easy. Handwriting skills will be important for them in the 
workforce, you know? Reliance on computers is making them soft.” 

       Marlene’s husband, Hobart Davis ‘35, was not afraid to make it personal. “I 
SPILLED INK ON MY WHOLE PAPER STACK IN FUCKING MARCH. I HAD 
TO START FROM FUCKING SCRATCH, AND YOU KNOW WHAT?! IT BUILT 
CHARACTER! I NEVER LEFT THE LIBRARY! I HIRED A FRESHMAN TO 
BRING ME MY MEALS IN THE LIBRARY! I DIDN’T SEE SUNLIGHT UNTIL 
MY ORALS! WHY IN HELL SHOULD TODAY’S KIDS GET TO PUT THEIR 
THESIS IN SOME FUCKING “CLOUD”? I DID MY TIME! DO YOURS.” (At that 
point, Mrs. Davis informed us that Hobart’s hemorrhoid was probably acting up, and 
that we should probably leave before “the mess.”) 

       Most Reed seniors doubt the benefits of  such a change. “I...I can’t...” said Cheryl 
Alvarez ‘15, through a veil of  tears. “I have 30 pages done, but I have to write 30 more, 
probably, and...and I don’t even know calligraphy, and...will I get graded on that? Like, 
on my handwriting? Oh god...I’m going to die. What’s my mom going to say? I need to 
graduate, you guys. I need to…” (At this point, Alvarez’s face began looking an awful 
lot like Mr. Davis’s did just before his hemorrhoid problems began, so this Pamphlette 
reporter said her goodbyes.)

       Some, though, have expressed positive feelings about the new rule. “Ooh,” said 
class traitor Jennifer Medvedev ‘15, “that could be so fun! I mean, I finished my thesis 
two weeks ago--yeah, yeah, really! I was surprised, too!--so I have some extra time to 
kill, and I’ve always wanted to learn calligraphy! Bring it on!” (At this point, Ms. Alvarez 
and four of  her friends smelled Medvedev’s cheer, and came at her with shovels; this 
Pamphlette reporter narrowly avoided attack by joining the angry mob.)

       While 5 seniors, 3 juniors, 2 sophomores, and at least 1 freshman have officially left 
the college since Kroger’s announcement, the Lizard Man has refused to budge: “I’m 
just really passionate about this, you guys!” he said, in an exclusive interview with the 
tape recorder we stuck in his office during his daily bathroom break. “It has nothing to do 
with computer repair costs, I promise! It’s all for the students!”

By SSAbove: a grave, unpardonable assault on human 
decency, apparently.

The Birth of a Pamphlette Article


