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“How bad is your caffeine dependence this week?”

By MO

EMMA RENNIE:  Sorry, did you say something? I haven’t had enough coffee for this...
FOSTER SEYBERT: Ten, maybe eleven.
JAKE GONNELLA:  I run on pure adrenaline. Get on my level.
HELEN ZHANG:  I’m hooked up to an IV 24/7.
MARGIE OXLEY:  I need caffeine so badly I’ve actually become sexually attracted to it.

By JG

        Students, faculty, and staff  were puzzled to find a handful of  unusual altars on 
campus this morning, mostly in Eliot Hall. The altars were decorated with candles, 
flowers, framed photographs of  lizards, and what appeared to be replicas of  lizard 
skeletons made out of  sugar.

        It turns out that our honorable President John Kroger participated in the tradi-
tions of  the Mexican Day of  the Dead in order to commemorate his dead relatives.

        “This holiday really strikes a chord with me,” remarked Kroger. “I felt the need 
to honor my grandparents, who bravely traversed the deserts of  Mexico with nothing 
but the scales on their backs.”

        Kroger was spotted -- wait, he’s always spotted. His scales have yellowish-brown 
spots. Kroger was seen kneeling at one of  the altars with a beaded rosary, reciting some 
sort of  prayer in perfectly fluent Spanish. Rumor has it the prayer was addressed to 
San Lagarto, the patron saint of  reptiles. 

        Students who were on campus over fall break may have seen the Death: OK altar 
in Commons -- it was quite elaborate. But even it couldn’t hold a candle to Kroger’s 
main altar on the third floor of  Eliot. This shrine is completely decked out with pic-
tures, tapestries, skulls, heat lamps, tasty insect offerings, and molten skins. 

        Out of  respect for his ancestors, Kroger requests that nobody disturb the of-
ferings until Tuesday. But then, he says, he will allow students to partake of  the tasty 
candy skeletons.

Margie’s Munchies:
Turkey and Gravy Chips

Unusual Skeletons Appear As
Kroger Celebrates Dia de los Muertos

       Now that November is here, we can finally begin preparing for Thanksgiving and 
the rest of  the holiday hoopla soon to come. And what better way to prepare for the 
holidays than with Boulder Canyon Turkey & Gravy Chips! Truly, these watered-down 
gravy flavored chips will prepare you for exactly what the holidays are all about – sad-
ness and shame. 

        You would think a company centered in Boulder, Colorado would know at 
least something about how to satisfy the tastes of  a hungry stoner? But, no, Boulder 
Canyon Turkey & Gravy Chips taste as if  someone jacked off  a Thanksgiving turkey 
and drizzled its cum over some stale kettle chips. The only upside to this snack is that 
they are vegetarian. This may make you think that there must be some sort of  danger-
ous, instant-cancer type chemical in them, but I can assure you there are nothing but 
the finest ingredients in Boulder Canyon Turkey & Gravy Chips; ingredients such as: 
“Potatoes, sunflower oil and/or safflower oil”. Nothing screams trustworthy and safe 
quite like “and/or”. 

         However, it is these flaws that makes Boulder Canyon Turkey & Gravy Chips the 
perfect holiday treat. Not only do they fill you with the same feelings of  sadness and 
apathy that the holidays bring, they also serve as a pleasant reminder that in one to four 
years this will be the level of  quality Thanksgiving meal you will be able to afford with 
your liberal arts degree in pretention and impracticality. Indeed, Reed should not be sell-
ing these chips in Commons, but instead giving them out at the Center for Life Beyond 
Reed as a way of  giving students a sneak peek into post-graduate life; the pessimistic 
companion to the Winter Shadows. 

        Overall, I give Boulder Canyon Turkey & Gravy Chips one out of  five Doritos 
for taste, but five out of  five racist uncles for realism. They can be found at your local 
Commons check-out counter, immediately before Commons George’s judging look.

        Pro-tip: if  you find that these chips aren’t quite salty enough for your taste, simply 
allow the tears that are likely already streaming down your face to fall into the bag in 
order to enhance the flavor.

Scott Walker Tells Nation It’s His Duty 
From God To Be Such a Piece of Shit

By ER

Soon, all meals will be condensed into a bag of  chips.

I bet your feces have never been this self-confident.

        Speaking to the hushed crowd at last week’s Republican debate, Scott Walker 
confidently told those gathered in the room and those watching at home that it was his 
God- given duty to be such a vile piece of  human shit. 

       “I hope everyone here and everyone watching at home understands that I am not 
so disgustingly terrible for myself, but because there is a higher power that calls me to 
be the awful pile of  talking garbage I know I can be.” 

       Urging the importance of  keeping God present in all of  his worthless, miserable 
decisions, Walker insisted he really can’t take credit for the evil atrocities he attempts, 
but owes it all to “divine inspiration”.

       “If  you look at the other candidates up here, sure, they’re all pretty terrible, and I’ll 
be the first to admit each of  them have done horrible things for women, minorities, and 
disadvantaged people. But can they really claim that they are the chosen candidate to be 
an atrocious monster to all of  these groups? I don’t think so.” 

        Walker then cited his long, villainous record, before closing with a long, slow, 
“God bless America”. God has not issued a statement yet.

Mmm, so crunchy and sweet. 

It’s the most wonderful
time of the year

     Alright folks, get your festive spirit ready because November announces the begin-
ning of  the holiday season. 

        I can hear the pitter patter of  hooves on the roof  as the reindeer do their test 
flights, and the scent of  eggnog, gingersnap cookies, and familial conflict fills the air 
with that signature Christmas spirit. 

        “But there’s still Thanksgiving!” you say, as I run down the hall, belting out Christ-
mas carols. “We still need to celebrate that one time the pilgrims sat down with the 
natives and everyone ate dinner together at 2pm or something.” 

        But in response, I would like to point out that I know how the Thanksgiving story 
ends, and it is not something that needs celebration. Yeah sure, overconsumption is 
great, and I guess the commercial hellvoid of  Black Friday and Cyber Monday is maybe 
worth marking the calendar, but none of  that trumps the colossal production that is 
Christmas. Over the next few weeks, you will notice increasingly aggressive commercials 
swamping television channels and youtube ads. 

        So whether or not you celebrate Christmas, the cultural phenomenon of  is perva-
sive and inevitable. So put on your Santa hats children, and get ready to deck them halls.

By HZ


