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So You Just Woke Up
Ten Minutes Early

    
   The gray rays of  the morning sun filtered through our persistent blanket of  Pacific 
Northwest clouds to alight upon your eyelids, and your brain unwillingly turned on. You 
rolled over and tried to get back to sleep for a moment, but after a few failed attempts 
you finally opened your bleary, sleep-filled eyes and looked at your clock or your phone 
or, let’s face it, the phone that you use as your clock, and discovered that your alarm is 
going to go off  in ten minutes.

        At this point, you have two choices. You can accept defeat and groggily rise from 
your three hours of  troubled slumber, or you can try desperately to get that half  a wink 
that those ten minutes might provide. To help you weigh the pros and cons, I have 
assembled a handy guide to your options in either case. As a senior, I know about this 
kind of  stuff. I’ve been there. Oh god, have I ever been there.

If  you choose to accept the decree of  the sun:

        1. Be early. Drag yourself  out of  bed, toss the books in your backpack, and 
wander off  to whatever class is forcing you to get up at the ungodly hour of  literally 
any time before noon. You might be groggy and miserable, but at least you’ll get to feel 
superior for shuffling in like a zombie before class starts, for a change.
        2. Actually eat something. Run over to Commons, grab something from the 
baked goods tray, and run to class while wolfing it down. Note: the author of  this article 
will not be held responsible for any choking that results from running while eating, or 
for any lateness that results from waiting through the breakfast lines.
        3. Curse the glowing hate orb in the sky. Ten minutes is a pretty good amount 
of  time to throw together a decent hex. Maybe ask someone in the Nog about Khaos 
Magick?
        4. Panic. You didn’t do your reading, you totally skipped all the lectures last week, 
and now you’re up way too early in the fucking goddamn morning. Shit shit shit, you’re 
totally going to fail.
        5. Cry. You’ve been too busy to give in to despair lately. Thankfully, you now have 
a good ten minutes to let out all those stress-tears.

If  you choose to fight back against the oppression of  the star and spite its refusal to 
check its main-sequence privilege:

        1. Meditate. You’ve been taking meditation for P.E., though, so it feels a lot 
harder than it used to. Turning things into a class just ruins them.
        2. Fixate on that dream you were having. You were swimming in the reactor 
pool and eating weed brownies with the SRO’s, and it was fuckin’ awesome because 
everything was glowing and shit. At least, you’re pretty sure that was a dream. Shit, what 
if  it wasn’t? Better not show your face near the psych building just in case…
        3. Picture yourself  melting into the sheets. This shouldn’t be too hard consid-
ering the kind of  weather we’ve been having.
        4. Stare up at the ceiling. Warning: may lead to existential crisis.
        5. Cry. Crying oneself  to sleep is a time-honored tradition. A chorus of  a thou-
sand emo kids will sing you to sleep through the salty haze of  your sadness.

Giant Bees Carry Off 75 Small Students 
to Add to Their New Colony

 
        This past weekend, TriMet celebrated the opening of  the long-awaited MAX Orange Line with 
feasting, festivities, and free fares. Their relentless “Catch the Orange” ad campaign has made a lasting 
impression on many Portland residents. The slogan is so infectious, and the marketing so successful, to the 
point that you can’t stop thinking about TriMet and how much they’ve done for you over the years. You 
must give yourself  over, body, mind and soul, to the gods of  public transport. Watch out for the following 
warning signs:

  - When you board the bus, the driver smiles and says “Good morning.” The driver 
smiles. That’s not normal.

  - You find the perfect seat, right by the window. It’s not at all crowded, even though 
everyone is riding the bus that day. Nobody is taking up space, but every seat is occupied.

  - You get off  at a scenic stop. The transfer is right on time. You didn’t have to wait. The 
next bus is similarly full of  physics-defying passengers. “ROOM FOR ONE MORE,” 
the driver says.

  - Everyone is wearing orange. Your clothes begin to turn orange. You have caught the 
orange. You’re not even near the new MAX line. But you have caught the orange.

  - You open your wallet and stare at the $2.50 you didn’t have to use. It shouldn’t be 
there. The balance of  the global economy has been overturned. Capitalism has been 
betrayed by its own hand.

  - You put your wallet back into your pocket, where you find a paper bag containing a 
slice of  chocolate orange bread from Commons. It smells heavily of  orange extract. It 
has caught the orange. Bon Appetit has been in collusion with TriMet the whole time.
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  - The bus is approaching your final destination. You reach up for the yellow cord. But 
someone beats you to it. The station has been requested. Your purpose dissolves.

  - You get off. You were going to do something here. You had a reason for traveling. Or 
did you? You realize that you only wanted to ride the bus all along, with no end goal in 
mind. You get on another bus. The cycle continues.

  - You find yourself  at a transit center. You get on a MAX train. It is not the new 
Orange Line. But it should be. Everything feels wrong. You have disappointed the gods. 
You will the line to become orange. It does.

  - “The doors are closing,” the train announces. The doors have closed. All of  the 
doors. You have no escape. You have nowhere else to go. You realize that this, this time, 
this place, this Orange Line, is the culmination of  your existence. You have no other 
purpose. You will ride the Orange Line until the end of  time.

Trimet Gothic, or How I Learned to Stop Worrying And Love the Orange Line
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         As we roll through the days of  September, the sun and heat still shining for a few 
more weeks before we finally return to the rain and gray that are the norm in Portland, 
many students are taking to opportunity to soak up the last of  the rays by eating outdoors. 
And while these students are enjoying their Commons meals and the light breeze that 
passes through the quad, they suddenly become aware of  the one flaw in this beautiful 
scene. Bees. The bees buzz incessantly around the tables outside of  commons, going for 
anything from fruit to the chicken strips in the Grill’s famous stripadilla. All attempts to 
dissuade the bees in their quest for students’ meals, from the brandishing of  napkins and 
hands to the efforts to relocate the bees closer to their natural food sources, have failed. 
And last Friday, these relentless bees went even further. 

        It was near the end of  lunch hours on that particularly warm day, when the students 
relaxing in the sunlight quad heard the buzzing. It had started quietly, with just a few more 
bees surrounding the tables than normal, but over the course of  the early afternoon, the 
true swarm, an innumerable number of  fluttering insects, passed through the quad in a 
whirlwind of  busy wings. 

        And when the dust had cleared away and the sun could again be seen, seventy-five 
students had been carried away. Those left behind couldn’t believe their eyes, but careful 
investigation by the CSO’s has led to the discovery of  a large colony of  bees in the trees 
surrounding the campus, where these students have been taken. 

        It is not yet known whether they will be able to continue going to class, although we 
do know that they will be remaining in the colony indefinitely. Some of  these students 
don’t seem to mind the change in housing, although those who had previously lived in the 
Grove are less enthused. The bees seem to be pleased with their choices, and the colony 
is growing quite steadily, but only time will tell if  this inter-species living arrangement will 
prove successful. 
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***EDITOR’S NOTE***
This was the winner of  our Activities Fair Headline Contest!  Congratulations and 
thank you to Hannah for the wonderful headline and subsequent article.

Honorable mentions:
“RKSK Bear Gains Sentience, Is Social Darwinist”
“Local Man Goes To Sleep, Wakes Up; Neighbors Confused”

I hear their dorm’s got a great community.

And now, the weather... wait it’s orange too? Seriously?


