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So That Fucking
Rabbit Won’t Leave

        For those of  us living in Reed housing who aren’t in theme communities, the time 
of  reckoning is swift approaching. By the time of  publication the members of  the lucky 
first cohort will have already selected their rooms, but if  you have a shitty cohort fear 
not--there are ways you can work to ensure you get the room of  your dreams (or at least 
a room).

1. Find a doppelganger with a better number and questionable moral standards. 
For a price, many students should be willing to swap identities, leaving you with a superior 
lottery number and an escape from your murky past. Try to pick someone whose name 
and major you like--you’ll be stuck with it until graduation, or even longer if  they decide 
not to give yours back.

2. Skip the delicate interpersonal stuff  and go straight to identity theft. If  they 
“disappear,” you won’t have to worry about paying a bribe or what happens if  they squeal. 
You might need to hire a professional to help you out--I’m a big fan of  my mom’s uncle 
Bruno, but if  you have your own connections, stick to those. 

3. Hire that sleazy computer science major from your PE class to change your 
cohort number. This might be the easiest way to get a better slot, but it’s also the least 
reliable. Make sure you can trust Johnny. If  he starts to get cold feet, you might need to 
call Uncle Bruno anyways.

If  you can’t get a better number, don’t worry. There are things you can do with Cohort 15, 
though they might not be pretty.

4. Wait until next year, find an empty room in some godforsaken dorm (maybe 
Chittick), and bribe the HA to let you live there. If  you forge yourself  one of  those 
dorm signs, no one will notice for a couple months at least. I’m pretty sure this has actu-
ally happened a couple times. Bonus--no board plan!

5. Get on the waitlist, then pick out your favorite rooms/apartments. I’d suggest 
making a top ten. If  you order a hit on enough of  their residents, you’re sure to end up in 
one of  those rooms. Not for the squeamish or poor.

6. Build your own RCA. Let’s face it, you’re getting on-campus housing so you don’t 
have to drag your sorry ass out of  bed until ten minutes before class, not because it’s 
cheaper. Just build another apartment onto the outside of  the RCAs. No one will be able 
to tell the difference, and you probably won’t freeze to death if  it snows next winter.

       We’ve all been there: you invite the Easter Bunny into your lovely home in the wee hours of  the 
morning, expecting him to sit down for tea and scones, discuss the current situation in the Middle East 
for a socially acceptable amount of  time, leave some cheap chocolate in sneaky spaces while you close your 
eyes and count to ten, then...leave. But he doesn’t. He brings a  fucking hutch with him, fills it with your 
fucking throw pillows, and settles his fluffy ass right in on the floor of  your fucking rec room.

       What are you to do? You don’t want to make it too weird, right? He’s got to come back next year, 
or your kids will hate you, and probably get closer to that bastard, Carl, who stole your family. Fuck. 
You’ve got to fix this, without giving your guest an excuse to skip your house next time. 

       Chin up, buddy. I’m here to help. Carl won’t win this time. Read on:

Bring your irritated Jewish girlfriend over. If  you don’t have one, pay some Craigslist 
lady fifty bucks to help you out. Regardless, upon hearing her talk about how she can’t eat 
your scones, your chocolate, or really anything but matzah for a week, the Bunny will feel 
bad for reminding her with his presence, and will leave quietly.

Have your irritated Jewish girlfriend attack the Bunny. Did that fucker not pick up 
the social cues you had poor Deborah display? Did he just keep munching on your god-
damn floral arrangement and shitting on your carpet? Damn him. Well thank god there’s 
another solution. Have Deborah kick the rabbit. Of  course, you should pretend to disap-
prove of  her actions. “Deborah!” you should say. “That’s the Easter Bunny! He works for 
Jesus! Stop kicking him! Stop it! Stop!” You can even pretend to break up with her, if  you 
want. Good Cop Bad Cop, see? Regardless, the Bunny will tire of  being kicked, and will 
leave to harass somebody else.

Call upon Jesus to control his fu--freakin’-- employees, dam--darnit. Literally just 
ask to speak to the manager. Obviously, this will piss the Bunny off, but shit, once Jesus 
knows about his shenanigans, he certainly won’t be allowed to skip your house next year, 
will he? That would get out, and with church attendance where it is, they really can’t afford 
any bad press right now. (WARNING: the quality of  chocolate you receive in the future 
will probably go down. Check your children’s next baskets for rabbit shit, just in case.)

Do some freaky shit on the couch, by the hutch: If  Deborah’s your real girlfriend, 
this’ll be super easy, if  you know what I’m sayin’. I mean, it’s 6 in the fucking morning; 
your kids aren’t up yet, so as long as you’re quiet, the only one you’ll emotionally scar is the 
fucking rabbit. If  Deborah’s not your real girlfriend, and is also not a very accommodating 
sex worker, you might have to try something different. Smoke crack. Put a chocolate egg 
up your butt while making uncomfortable eye contact. Whatever. Don’t even worry about 
your immortal soul: just go to church later and, like, atone, I guess. 

Ask him politely. I know, I know, “don’t negotiate with terrorists.” But, like, it’s worth a 
shot, I guess.

How to Make the Most of
Your Housing Lottery Slot

by FS

        Last week, the general shape of  an agreement between the United States and Iran 
(with the former to begin lifting sanctions as the latter limits its capability to enrich 
uranium) began to emerge, and American conservatives all shared one key objection.

        “Where’s the part where we bomb them?” wondered Senator Lindsay Graham.  
“Like, okay, we get what we want without anybody dying, and they get what they want 
without anybody dying, so great, awesome.  But when do we bomb them? It would 
be bad enough if  we had to wait for them to comply with the agreement before we 
bombed them, but it doesn’t seem like we’re bombing them at all!”

        “There does seem to be an awful lot of  not bombing Iran,” Senator John McCain 
agreed.  “I’ve always said that the cornerstone of  any diplomatic agreement with Iran 
has to be that we bomb them at some point, and so far it looks like we’re letting that 
idea fall to the wayside.”  McCain shook his head.  “What the Hell kind of  peace treaty 
doesn’t have bombing in it?”

        Israeli Prime Minister Benjamin Netanyahu also decried the agreement, referring 
to it as a “farce.”  “If  I had been at the peace talks,” Netanyahu told media on Sunday, 
“I would never have allowed a deal to resolve this peacefully that didn’t include bombing 
Iran into a crater in the ground.  Any deal that doesn’t include bombing, or better yet, 
an invasion, threatens Israel’s ability to coexist peacefully with other Middle Eastern 
nations.”

by ER

by EC
         If  you have even the slightest spark of  creativity, there’s a fun and easy solution to 
your sad, sad bank account. Record a music album! Let’s be real, even if  you have little to 
no actual musical skill, some tasteless hipsters will spend serious bucks on whatever avant-
garde, boundary-smashing tracks you can make. Here are some ideas to get you started:

“Found Noise” Experimental Pop:  Just start recording everything you do and every-
thing around you, and soon you’ll be able to mix it up somewhat randomly into an appeal-
ing mélange that could resemble music. You can get some sick beats from the sound of  
typing, and the ambient noises of  the wind will add emotional depth. Critics will especially 
dig the ambiguous implications of  your lover’s intense moans.

“Rap Battles of  History Class” Mashup Remix!:  Start recording the “that guy” in your 
conference and his passionate debates with the professor. Add a backbeat, maybe some 
AutoTune, and you’ve got yourself  a smash hit. Absolutely no concerns about rights to 
intellectual property here. 

Play some random chords on the ukulele:  I promise, hipsters will love this.

Kooky Kitchen Kapers for Kids!:  Banging on pots and pans is kid-tested and parent-
approved. If  you use a dorm kitchen, this could get even more interesting -- and it might 
even be an excuse to actually wash your goddamn dishes for once -- but just watch out for 
your neighbors’ dirty language. That shit’s just inappropriate for the target audience, man. 
But hey, even if  there are too many cooks, they’ll fill kids’ hearts with so much love!

Pirate an existing album and reupload it in lower quality:  Here’s something else the 
hipsters will think is super edgy. Even better if  it’s already lo-fi. Find an early release from 
an obscure folk-punk group and make it sound even grittier. The emotions are just, so raw, 
dude.

String together a bunch of  catchy samples:  Start with a deep clarinet melody overheard 
in the PAB practice suite, followed by Commons George’s “ohhh my goodness” looped 
several times, and build up to a drop that leads into the dulcet tones of  Pancho Savery’s 
latest Hum lecture. Make sure to include several birdcalls from the canyon, and maybe the 
main hook from “Eye of  the Tiger.” Get some amusing quotes from tripping friends, and 
your finished product could be the new “Frontier Psychiatrist.” 

Just read your entire thesis aloud in dramatic narration:  This could sell to an entirely 
different audience -- sell it on an academic database, and get some superb recognition! 
We need more educational audiobooks for those long drives down the coast. Give it your 
best Morgan Freeman or Sir David Attenborough whirl, and you could even make it into a 
documentary! 

Actually make some passable real music:  You can do it. You’re talented. Pick up an 
instrument or three and jam out. You’ve found your true calling. Fuck academics. Go play 
some gigs. Hey now. You’re an all star.

Need some fast money?
Release your debut album!

Conservatives, Israel dissatisfied
with Iran Deal

by SS
“Who’s that guy the secretary of  state is shaking hands with? Who cares? 
Why isn’t he being killed by a bomb?”--Senator Lindsay Graham


