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You've heard the album.’

Now try the ice cream. |
Hiagen-Dazs

On campus at the Stanford Barn
Open ten to midnight, everyday.
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All sandwiches available in three sizes:
small, large, family.
($1.18-$2.45) ($1.75-83.19) ($4.79-$8.79)

They all include the following:
Lettuce, Tomatoes, Pickles, Onions, Hot Pepper, etc.
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COTTO and/or BOLOGNA and Cheese

HAM & Cheese, American or Provolone

TURKEY & AMERICAN Cheese

HAM, BOLOGNA, & AMERICAN Cheese

HAM, COTTO, & AMERICAN Cheese

HOT MEATBALL with Sauce & Parmesan Cheese

HOT ROAST BEEF

HAM, COTTO, BOLOGNA, & AMERICAN Cheese

HOT PASTRAMI

Hot ITALIAN SAUSAGE with Sauce & Parmesan Cheese

COTTO, PROVOLONE, & MORTADELLA

GENOA, PROVOLONE, & MORTADELLA

GENOA, COTTO, PROVOLONE, & MORTADELLA

COTTO, PROVOLONE, CAPICOLLA, & MORTADELLA
GENOA, PROVOLONE, CAPICOLLA, & MORTADELLA
GENOA, COTTO, PROVOLONE, CAPICOLLA, & MORTADELLA
GENOA, PROVOLONE, & CAPICOLLA

COTTO, BOLOGNA, PROVOLONE, & CAPICOLLA

EGG SALAD

TUNA SALAD (ALBACORE)

AVOCADO and CHEESE

CHEESE SANDWICH .

SALAMI AND CHEESE B oainDiigke.
AVOCADO and TURKEY

BEEF in BAR-B-Q SAUCE Also for Parties: Togo’s Meat and Cheese Trays
TURKEY & HAM with Cheese Togo’s Guacamole

VEGETARIAN Togo’s 5 or 6 Foot Party Sandwich
PHONE ORDERS: 494 -8 2.2 ' —

Newlu Remodeled

FOUR SMALL
SOFT
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CHIPS

WITH ANY FAMILY SIZE SANDWICH

with this coupon
Palo Alto Location only, after 4 PM
Expires 10/31/81

4131 El Camino Way
Palo Alto Location only | Palo Alto, CA 94306
Expires 10/31/81

with this coupon |

|Over 40 locations throughout California




where you can hear the difference!!

quality audio components
bang & olufsen

546 university ave.

500 UNIVERSITY AVE.

PALO ALTO, 326-0784

375 THE PRUNEYARD,
CAMPBELL, 371-3187

palo alto

beyer
. : braun
- -.a_e?_ 1052 speakers
‘coner 6500 omplifier carver
-- ““;j;’ff”me"i}g . dynavector

sid fumtable. . kef

micro seiki
nakamichi
onkyo
ortofon
quad
tandberg
xylophine
(and others)

Genuine hand sewn three-eyelet tie boat shoe. 1 est quality
waterproof leathers. Three-eyelet shoe gives asnug fit with a padded leather
collar and tongue for extra comfort. Unique slip-proof, long wearing
Timberland®/Vibram® boat sole. Men's leather lined available in rust.
Unlined available in dark brown. Women's unlined available in dark brown.
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Stanford Chaparral founded October 5, 1899, by Bristow Adams. Owned and Published by the Chaparral Chapter of

the Hammer and Coffin National Honorary Society, founded at Stanford University, April 17, 1906. Copyright 1981

by The Stanford Chaparral. All rights reserved. You must learn to study more efficiently—now skip over this fine print

and get to the jokes; they're all at least 9 point. Does your Resident Fellow have a drinking problem? Let us know.
Send pictures. Editor, Stanford Chaparral, P.O. Box 8585, Stanford, California 94305.
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now that

you're here, you ought to know a

Or should I say Camp Stanford.
Summer camp (lots of fun), boot
camp (lots of shit), and concentra-
tion camp (lots of hard thinking).
For now, there is no escape.
You've been—gosh, your frosh-

few things about the real Stanford.

book picture doesn’t really do you
justice—you've been sentenced to
four “college years,” Stanford style.
If you try to make a break for it,
the searchlights from Hoover Tower
will pick you up and you'll be
thrown to the Lyons in the stadium,
where, as the Kampus Krusaders
for Khrist vell for the Stanford
color, a dozen blacks turn to see
who is calling “Blood.” Rather than
face the surreal strip of El Camino
Real, you'll stay on campus, con-
tent in a paradise of Stop signs,
and comforted by a thousand bol-
lards ensuring your safety.

You and your roommate are in
this thing together. He is your
bunk-mate, fellow soldier, competi-

Chaparral /Freshman Orientation
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tion, and worst enemy. Watch him.
He may be good for laughs though.
Especially if he likes dorm food
more than his mom’s cooking. If
this turns out to be true, politely
turn down invitations to his home.
In any case, never eat cookies sent
to him unless they're store-bought.
You never know what he’s been
telling his folks about you. Also,
now might be a good time to write
your name on everything you own.
There’s nothing like an end-of-
quarter argument over whose
stereo it is.

You're only in college once, and
of course the University under-
stands this. They make one conces-
sion for keeping a stranglehold on




you, and it is the overriding reason
why people come here. Pranks.
Lots of them. The official rules are:
on campus, anything goes. Don't
worry—they never kick anybody
out of this school. Besides, you
know how badly they wanted you
to come here. The admissions of-
fice told me you are probably the
most talented and well-qualified
matriculant in your class. A couple
of pranks ought to prove it. Every-
one is expecting big surprises from
you and your new friends. Don’t
disappoint us.

[ feel a certain responsibility to
prepare you as best | can for the
coming year. You've probably
heard it from a bunch of other peo-
ple already, but I'll repeat it: the
administration will not put up with a
lack of protocol. Remember to
address upperclassmen as “Leland
sir” and “Jane ma'am.” Definitely
keep your deckers polished, books
covered, and bed made tight. If
you ever need medication, go
straight to Cowell Infirmary and a
competent doctor will help you.
They're loose with syringes, etc.
and there’s always lots of phar-
maceutical cocaine left lying around
to satisfy rich alum’s kids whose
parents bought a four-year reprieve.

Some academic advice: Don't

wait until the night before midterms
to start copying over all your high
school notes. Social advice: If you
want to be zany and instantly
popular, think of a new mascot,
dress up as it, and collect signatures
on a petition!

[ wish [ was capable of it, but I
can't tell you everything to expect.
It will be a lot like the Moonie
Camp in Mendocino, but without
the fun. (Kennedy argues with Sun
Yung: “A farm’s a farm.”) Maybe
you are here to learn; [ trust you've
had enough sex in high school to
hold you over. Professors are
accessible; they will talk to you as
soon as you're a graduate student
and have spoken well of them to
their colleagues. Take advantage of
Teaching Assistants and the Palo
Alto Library. The Hoover Institute,
right on campus, represents an
opportunity to become involved in
the revolutionizing of sixteenth-
century thought.

In short, take advantage of the
opportunities here, and take advan-
tage of people everywhere. Look at
it this way: this is Leland’s back-
yard, and he's a spoiled kid but
he’s got some great stuff. So you
have to put up with him while you
try to get everything you can out of
him. Have fun. &

immaculate conception.
|
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Beer Garden

A Stanford Tradition ™
3915 Alpine Road

Portola Vallev
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Why don’t you
attach one of

those leather

straps to the
thing? You
know, like the
ones on a little

kid’'s cowboy
hat.

FIELDS

BY TREY ELLIS

Many people know of Sally Fields,
the actress. But few here at Stanford
remember that Ms. Fields was a
member of the Class of '66. After earn-
ing her degree in communications
here, she left for Hollywood, where
her first job was “serving greasy cus-
tomers at a greasy spoon.” Soon after
she landed the lead role in the series,
The Flying Nun. The rest is screen
history. Recently she came back to the
farm for her fifteenth year reunion.
The Chaparral was fortunate enough
to get a chance to speak with her.

Q. Was it hard for you to leave the
convent?

A. Ha, ha. Please, no more nun

jokes. That was many vears ago and
I'm trying to leave that all behind me.

Q. You didn't answer the question.
Was it hard to “‘kick the habit?”

A.T'll just pretend I didn’t hear that.

Q. How does it feel to soar through
the skies, gliding high above the cool
blue Caribbean waters?

A. That was only a TV show. It was
all done with wires in a studio in Hol-
lywood.

Q. Sure, sure — But tell me, what
happens if, while you're flying, vou
take vour hand off your head? That
stupjd looking hat would just fly off
and you'd drop like a lead cross from
10,000 feet. Why don’t you attach one

Chaparral/Freshman Orientation

of those leather straps to the thing.
You know, like the ones on a little
kid's cowboy hat.

A. What is your problem. Why don'’t
you ask me about Norma Rae or my
new movie or stuff about Burt.

Q. Who cares about that crap. Lis-
ten woman, any sweet thing can raise
her arms above her head and smile
while her T-shirt hikes up over her
belly button. And who cares whether
or not you fucked Burt Reynolds.
What I want to know, what my readers
want to know, is did you ever get it on
with the owner of that casino, Carlos?

A. I'm calling the police.

(continued on page 124)




‘What's it going to be then,
eh?”

There was me, that is Alec,
and my three droogs, that is
Peter, George and Dense,
Dense being really dense, and
we sat in the Korova Kof-
feehouse making up our ras-
soodocks what to do with the
evening. The fellowveck sitting
next to me, there being this
long plushy seat running
around three walls, was gov-
ereeting to some devotchka
with bolshy groodies from
whom, O my brothers, he ob-
viously wanted some of the ol
in-and-out. | could feel the
knives from the cafeine start-
ing to prick, and now | was
ready for a bit of the ultra-
studybreak myself.

We left the Koffeehouse anc
scatted out into the big autum-
nal nochy, looking for some
nerdchicks to filly with. We
found one, a doddery EE type,
doing homework all by his

-

oddy nocky in the CERAS
computer lounge. So we gol-
lied up to him, very polite, and |
said: ‘Pardon me, brother. |
see that you are not playing
star trek. It is indeed a rare
pleasure these days to come
across somebody who still
spends Saturday night without
diversion, brother.”

“Oh,” he said, all shaky. “Is
it? Oh, | see.” And he kept vid-
dying straight into the terminal
screen as he crossed his pale
forearms over a bolshy moun-
tain of print-out.

“Yes,” | continued, "It would
certainly interest me greatly,
brother, if you would kindly
allow me to see the folded fruit
of your labors that you have
under your arms. | like nothing
better in this world than a bit of
well executed printout,
brother.”

“But,” he tried, “but, but.”
And then Pete skvatted this
pile of print away, knocking

reier ral Union

8
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over this spoinchick’'s freshly
opened Tab and giving one
end to George, they then pro-
ceeding to unbend and unbri-
dle. The oomny student-type
began to creech: “But that's
my term project! Stop! This is
sheer wantonness and vandal
work,” or some such slovos.
And he tried to sort of wrest the
printouts back off us, which
was like pathetic. “You de-
serve to be taught a lesson,
brother,"” | said, “that you do.” |
then managed to razrez the
object of his affliction to
malenky bits and shove them
in handfuls in the veck’s spotty
face.

Now as | was finishing kick-
ing and tolchocking this pite-
ous felloveck's guliver, what
should | slooshy but the cam-
pus police siren in the dis-
tance, and it dawned on me
that some other nerdchick
must have been about and had
phoned the millicents. So now,
slooshying this fearsome
shoom of the rozz-van, | belted
for the front door, but was
grabbed and stopped by De-
nse. "You stay to meet 'em,
wuh-huh-huh,” he said in his
dense way, as he fisted me on
the gulliver. Though momen-
tarily dazed and immobile, |
could still hear Dense’s expla-
nation, something concerning
his owing me one for nicking
his clothes when he was in the
shower.

“A real treat this is,” | sud-
denly heard an orifice-of-the-
law's voice say as | was tol-
chocked very rough skorry like
into the millicent van. “Little
Alec all to ourselves.” | creech
out,

“I'm innocent, Bog bust and
bleed you, you grahzny bas-
tards. | was working on my
computer file, | was. Where
are my stinking traitorous
droogs? They forced me to do
it, Bog butcher you.” Well, that
was that. | knew those dirty
bratchnies were going to fi-
nally get old Alec expelled
from his beloved uniperversity,
O my brothers. That was ev-
erything. I'd done the lot now.
And me still only a freshman.

Chaparral/Freshman Orientation

ENJOY

art renting

banking

beering

bowling

browsing

coffeeing

concerting ®
excursioning
exhibiting

film going O
hair styling

pastry gobbling
pinballing
quick-stop shopping
salad munching

sandwiching o
ticketing "
traveling
lounging

relaxing O
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how to definitely

“Women hate me because I'm fat”
“My nose is too big to ever get a
really pretty girl.” “I'm skinny.”
“I'm really Spanish, but the
chiquitas think I'm Mexican.” “I'm
ugly.”

It's easy to complain.

You say the competition is too
stiff. It's only the good looking guys
who get the girls. So maybe you're
not a Greek god. Few men are. But
that doesn't mean that you haven'ta
chance.

Can I really compete for really pretty
girls?

No, you can't.

Forget about pretty girls. When
they're not dreaming up ways to
play with your mind, they're either
out seducing your best friend or
locked up in a bathroom somewhere

10

forcing themselves to throw up the
$50 lunch they made you buy them
so they can stay skinny. Nope, pretty
girls are trouble.

Can | score with regular looking
women?

What for?

So what's left?

Plenty. With umpteen billion
females in the world, it's a veritable
smorgasbord of women. Buteven at
a smorgasbord, not everyone can
have the prime ribs. But that doesn’t
mean that the chopped liver isn’t just
as good, and there’'s usually not
even a line around it.

You mean?

Right. Why bother with the 18-34
crowd, when women under age ten
and over age ninety are just as much
fun, much more appreciative, and a
lot easier to score with,

- —
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Under 10

Now before you go running off
and hiding under a bed screaming 1
don’t want to go to jail, I don't want
to go to jaill”, take a moment to
logically consider why eight, nine,
and ten year old girls may be right for
you. The “‘under ten” set is pretty
without being showy, honest with-
out being brutal, and sweet without
being phony. Best of all (and re-
markably enough), there's almost
no competition! Most ten year old
boys have no money, and if you
have enough spare change to buy a
Good Humor bar, you've got a foot
in the door.

It's easy from here, because ten
year old girls aren’t very smart and
will do anything you tell them. Be-
cause they're so young, they don't
mind trying things. And in'an
emergency, the slightest provoca-
tion of “betcha can't betcha can't”
on your part will make them do
things you'd bet they could, but
never dreamed they would.

It s enough to make you think that
five to ten yearsisn'tsuch along time
at all.

Over 90

This is the part that really turns a
lot of guys off. Many men have ex-
pressed to me their feeling that they
can’'t even imagine what it would be
like to have sex with a woman who
had reached her peak when Europe
was still one big country. “'It would
be like having sex with your grand-
mother, only much, much worse, " is
what most men think. But some
men, like your grandfather, would
be happy to have sex with your
grandmother, if only she would stay
awake long enough.

The key to having fun with a
“sexy senior citizen” is optimism.
For example, many women over
ninety years of age wear dentures,
and you know what that means.
Right. They come out. Aren't things
looking a little brighter already?




pick up girls

ADVANTAGES AND DISADVANTAGES DATING DO’S AND DONTS
OF DATING WOMEN
UNDER 10 AND OVER 90 Under 10 Over 90

Advantages — Under 10 Advantages — Qver 90 DO tell her how old she DO tell her how young she

. . . looks. looks.
VIt to beat them in 1. It's hard t t them .
gaf;_neé;c\;y O beat therm pregnant? getthe DO take her out. Kids are DO ask her how she's feel-

. They don’'t have any cel- 2.You don't have to worry people e, Make ing, but orlly i you're
lulite. about long term relation- JOUIS 8 gve and take Hot M /s Tush: 1o jgel
3. They never fake orgasm. ships. .rel_emonshtp, 5. D glryr;wherg. | )
. Can't tell the difference 3. They never fake orgasm. Dof{lsm orlber callmg Yol or Eet ]F?O'U;d ".’F]th
between hamburgers 4. They have lots of _Unct.e in public. _ rer friends. he
™ money. DON'T give her anything last thing you need

. They're almost all vir- 5. You meet very few vir- _with your name on is for her to fin{d
gins. gins it. Written evi- another woman'’s

. It doesn’t cost you as 6. You can do whatever ~_dence s deadly: surgical stocking
much to take them to the you want to them be- DON'T let h(le_r mem?ritze onllg;gutr b?}ck seat.
movies. calse their rRemot ~_ your license plate. vell into her ear.
are so be;::l. €O DON'T tell her where you She can probably

Disadvantages Under 10 live. hear just fine, and
1. They grow up. Disadvantages Over 90 DON'T (most importantly) you'll only offend

1. They die. get caught. her.

CONCLUSION:
A HAPPY LIFE,
A HAPPY ENDING

There is a famous anecdote about
a conversation between Lewis Car-
roll, author of Alice in Wonderland,
and his illustrator, John Tenniel. It
seems that Tenniel had a penchant
for elderly ladies and wanted to draw
Alice as a very old woman. When he
asked the lackadaisical Carroll just
what it was that he admired in young
girls, Carroll spoke these immortal
words — “What, John? Little girls?
Oh yes, [ like them very much. Oh,
yes, indeed [ do. Little girls, you say?
Yes, | suppose so. How | do adore
them. Oh yes. Indeed | do.”

Tenniel went away disheartened.
It is said that the only times he ever
enjoyed drawing pictures of Alice
was when he fantasized about how
she would look as an old lady.

Which one of these men was
right? It's for you to choose. Either
way you decide to go, you'll proba-
bly end up grinning like the Cheshire
Cat. &

Chaparral/Freshman Orientation 11
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Irudilinnul clothing and accessories with inherent dignity
and appeal ... a woman's besl friends.

SHARON HEIGHTS CENTER

i 325 SHARON PARK DRIVE

MENLO PARK, CALIFORNIA |

Gary Andrews
Campus Shell

Foreign and Domestic
Service and Repair
Shell Tires and Batteries

TERMINAL
CASES. ..

WE HAVE
THE
ANSWER

STANFORD BOOKSTORE
MEDICAL-TECHNICAL DIVISION
135 University Avenue
Palo Alto, CA 94301
415-327-3680

OPEN
Mon.-Sat.
Q-6
Thursdays 9-9




SEPARATE TALES
OFf BANAUTY

S,

o

The middle aged railroad car chugged across the
horizonless desert, pulled by an engine that would

II

“Ronrico,” he maintained his smile, “was this a
% dream or just an illusion?”

llflltlrrlll

'E;_ be extensively overhauled in a few evanescent “I'm sorry, Don Aldock, I do not understand.”
E= months. The engineer, brakeman, and attendant “What is life for?”
r‘

= were in the cab of the engine smoking marijuana, “Don Aldock, that is a veiled extrapolation of

E-_.: “the common man’s mescalito” as Don Aldock once & Mokaba’s paradox. It is like asking what is food for,
-T'_-'-: nomenclatured. The other five passengers were - followed ‘what is eating for.” ”
E:'; either dozing or attempting to. The baggage com- “What is eating for?”

L

partment was temporarily fixated.

My memories of the last visit to Don Aldock are : -
vaguely vivid, that is to say I will never forget what %, L e
happened, but I'm not quite sure exactly what did Avg
happen. As I prepared to depart, quite pleased with g&,;_,,_:»'
what I had learned, Don Aldock had bared his teeth ¥ 5
to the sun for the first time since I had met him, 5"_'
that is to say, he smiled. | had expected perhaps a
capsulizing quote to capture the essence of my
experience, or perhaps congratulations for the
rapidity with which I absorbed his abstruse yet I laughed, hoping Don Aldock would interpret this
wholly meaningful philosophy. as one of my “l understand, what a fool I have

“Well,” I offered, “it's been real.” been” self deprecations. He nodded, and I translated

“Sustenance.”
“Good. What is living for?”
” I winced, then winced again when | realized that
Don Aldock detected my first wince. I remembered
the tale of Senor Winces, who was buried alive by
his superstitious comrades who assigned a sequitor
relationship to his sour expressions and the
invariable misfortunes that followed.
“Please, my star disciple, tell me, for | must fill
this gap in my knowledge.”
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this as either a sign of patriarchal approval or of
some drug taking effect.

“Life is often meaningless,” | regurgitatingly
ventured, “a series of hollow pleasures. Life as we
know it must recognize a cosmic consciousness. As
the Hindus say, ‘Allah’ is everywhere. Allah be see-
ing you.”

“Ronrico,” he deflated, “there never was life as we
know it.”

11

I went back to America and returned to my job as
a cult hero. But 1 felt a tug as | sipped my morning
coffee and pondered the verities of Time magazine. |
was reading about how some savage stumbled upon
a lost tribe of archeologists in South America. The
resulting publicity altered their lifestyle so greatly
they had no alternative but to retreat to civilization,
for they could no longer cope without reality. My
wife was shaking me, telling me 1 would be late for
work.

“You know so much about life,” she taunted,
“why can’t you get to work on time?”

“Because it's not important.”

“It's important. It's important. The dishwasher’s
broken. I'm pregnant. We're out of dope. It's impor-
tant. How are we gonna pay for these things when
you get fired?”

“Why don’t you mind your own business, and
while you're at it, why don’t you busy your own
mind. One should be able to live prosperously on
one’s personal resources.”

“you're so full of garbage. Do you think getting
high with some wetback’s gonna give you all the
answers? 1 don’t think anybody even cares what you
say, your mind is s0 —"

“That’s not true.”

“scrambled by those weird cactuses ="

“That is not true!”

“you eat and then puke up a minute later.”

“That’s not true,” | exploded. “When | speak,
people hear!”

Y

The old man next to me awoke from a grumbling
slumber. His shirt was a massive perspiration stain.
He smelled like a locker room. His name was Old
Jim Towels.

Old Jim Towels snorted, his head spasmed under
a crumpled white Panama hat, and his arms shook,
spilling a flask of whiskey all over the right leg of
my pants. His voice rumbled like a mudslide out of
the bottom of his parched throat.

“Sure is hot, huh, kid.”

“Heat is a personal conception. Since heat comes
from the oft-worshipped sun, there are many tribes
that feel a scorching temperature is a present from

the gods that they are simply too mortal to use to
their advantage. Fire, the physical embodiment of
heat, is the most powerful symbol imaginable to
them. It is tribal custom to present fire to others on
celebratory occasions. Even the Western world has
adopted this, it is the tradition of the “house-
warming gift.”

At least Old Jim Towels was no longer snoring
beside me. He was snoring in the seat in front
of me.

“Greetings.”

An elderly Mexican man, enshrouded in a beige
serape, tapped me on the shoulder. His visage was
very similar to Don Aldock’s, and his beard was cut
in quite the same manner, that is to say, not at all.
His eyes had the look of a man of knowledge, and
his dilated pupils confirmed this.

“You are Ronrico, the young friend of Don
Aldock’s.”

“Guilty on both counts,” as I playfully poked him
in the stomach.

“Please allow me to introduce myself. 'm a man
of knowledge. I've been around for long, long years,
stolen many a man’s soul and faith. Pleased to meet
you, hope you've guessed my name.”

“you must be Don Drysdale, the wise man of the
Dazierre region. Don Aldock speaks highly of you.”
“Don Aldock cannot speak any other way.”
I was confused, and lapsed into my smiling act.

18 Chaparral/Freshman Orientation




Don Drysdale, I immediately discovered, would not
laugh at his own joke.

“Come,” he beckoned, “you must meet my travel-
ing companion, Santiago Koefax. He is an appren-
tice Man of Knowledge, a Man of Some Good
Ideas.”

Santiago Koefax was a young man, his demeanor
not unlike my own. He extended his left hand for me
to shake. We shared a firm, extended mutual grip.

“Shake it three times and you’re playing with it,”
I volunteered.

“Shake it three hundred times and you’re playing
with it,” he countered.

We shared a wholesome laugh. I got the end
slice, so he began.

“What is reality?”

“In twenty-five words or less?”

“If you're giving me an option, I'll mercifully
choose ‘less’, since it might be quite difficult for you
to utilize exactly twenty five words.

“One is capable of focusing his mind on one sub-
ject, is one not? Does one not then, have the power
to choose his own reality?”

“I'm sorry, I must not have been paying attention.
Could you repeat that?”

v

Santiago Koefax clapped me on the shoulder, and

wa

offered me a pipe of Don Drysdale’s special cactus
mixture.

“No thanks, I'm trying to cut down,” I sheepishly
declined. I had not seen Mescalito in some time,
and wanted to wait until Don Aldock and I were
reunited.

“Ronrico,” Don Drysdale tossed, “has it ever
occurred to you that the cosmos were constructed
solely for the entertainment of a superior being?
Perhaps Mescalito is just playing a game with
himself. Maybe the rules are that several civiliza-
tions have been placed on different planets, each
starting with the same basic technology —"”

“That is to say, none?”

“Correct. Each planet develops its own
technology. Perhaps they reach a level of satis-
faction —”

At this point he laughed, precipitating a coughing
fit. He had a drink of water and continued.

“But this is highly unlikely, wouldn’t you say?”

I smiled and nodded.

“So each civilization frantically pursues this goal
of technological perfection. And when the civiliza-
tion of one planet is advanced enough to contact
civilization on another planet . . . BOOM.”

“Boom?”

“Those two are out of the game. My people fear
technology for this reason. We would rather till the
soil with our hands than use so much as a stick and
risk annihilation. So you shouldn’t spend all your
time pondering life, for ultimately, it will prove to be
no more than a game.”

“This reminds me of a tale Don Aldock once
related to me. There was a mythical tribe that
actually existed many years ago called the Syreos
Nation. None of the members were allowed to
laugh, those who did were made into soup, except
those who were too imporridgeable. Actually, 1 can’t
remember the story, but I recall Don Aldock’s
summing comments:

‘When he who is serious

Looks in the mirror, he is

Confronted by his reflection.’

“We must disembark now,” Don Drysdale
apologized. “I'm glad to have met you. Remember,
life is a game. Be life.”

“Be a game?”

VI

Soon after Don Drysdale left the train, | was con-
quered by drowsiness. The next thing I remember
was being poked by the attendant who was telling
me to get off because it was my stop. Don Aldock
was just pulling up to the depot in his old pickup
truck when I stepped off the train.

“Who do you think you are?” he blurted, his
standard greeting,

“I think I'm me.”

Chaparral/Freshman Orientation 19




THE
FAGTORY He clutched me to his thin yet masterful body,

OUTIIE embraced me, then spun the truck around and
raced toward his home.

Store Hours = Menlo Park “We have so much to talk about, Don Aldock.”

10-6 Daily / i\ 605 Cambridge “I have much to tell you. You have much to listen

10-8 Thursday (2 Block South to. Ronrico, which of these doesn’t belong: a. black;

11-4 Sunday of the Oasis)

b, white: . aray?”
415-327-4865 i ok

“ could only guess, Don Aldock, I'm sure I am

_ p not smart enough to know the answer.”
msatg,%)ﬁa\;‘ézd '_ e . “The answer is a. black and b. white. They don’t
and American Express |, : D ! belong because one should not consider extremes
Factory Outlet Store - when seeking alternatives. Which doesn’t belong:
a. coffee; b. bad news; c. alcohol?”

“Bad news, because the other two are drinks.”

“No, coffee. Coffee is a stimulant, the other two
are depressants.”

I had much to learn.

We arrived at Don Aldock’s one room shack. His
wife was inside stirring dinner in a large metal
bucket.

“What's for dinner, hon, we're starved?” Don
Aldock asked.

“Peyote soup with psilocybin mushrooms,” came
the cheery response.

Sstanford Booking Associates
P.0.B0X 11350
Stanford, California 94305

“Again?”
“That’s all we have in the house, dear.”
Don Aldock smiled meekly at me.

ROOTS & SHOOTS “Dinner will be a bit late,” he said, “let us go into

my study.”

Don Aldock’s “study” was a section of the room
325 —2529 partially obscured by yellowed newspaper hanging
from the ceiling.
“Last time, | told you of the power spot, the one
point on earth from which all one’s powers are
derived. Each man has his own power spot

somewhere, and he reaches his maximum power
s when he stands on that spot.
325 Sharon Park Drive

“Well. I met a man who found his power spot. It
NORTHERN 854-0410 was on a conveyor belt at the Ford Motor Company
assembly plant in Dearbourn, Michigan. In order to

GALIFORNIA keep his power, however, he had to keep walking,
170 Ladera Ciry. Shopper

because, you see, the belt was moving.

SAVINGS 854-3791 “The foreman didn’t want him walking on the

belt, but it was impossible to budge him, he was so

{074 El Camino Real - Menlo Park

ANBLORHASORINTION powerful. Finally, the foreman turned off the belt,
WEIRE THE PEOPLE BEHIND THE the man kept on walking, left hiS power Spﬂt. and
DOMINOES he was beaten up severely.”
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“So, Don Aldock, nothing is eternal.”
“Only eternity.”

After dinner, I felt a bit nauseous, and remember-
ing the quaint Mexican customs, | threw up at the
dinner table to show my appreciation. In the
candlelight of the dirt floored hut, I saw ants,
spiders and mystic visions.

“l can’t believe my eyes,” | explained.

“How sad for you,” Don Aldock sternly admon-
ished, “Do you believe mine?”

“Yes, Don Aldock.”

“Then close your eyes, you do not need them.”

Darkness fell as 1 closed my eyes.

VIl

“Perhaps you would like to read a newspaper,” Don
Aldeck offered.

“But that would be impossible, Don Aldock, my
eyes are closed.”

“But mine are open. You said you did not trust
your eyes, but you did trust mine.”

“l was wrong.”

“Do you know what is important?” Don Aldock
awoke me with the next morning.

“Only those things that will make me a man of
knowledge.”

“Will food make you a man of knowledge?”

“Without food, | cannot become a man. of
knowledge.”

“The same for creature comforts?”

“Some, such as shelter and a place to urinate.”

I had spoken of something that was on my mind,
no, it was now on my body.

“Is time important?”

“No.”

“Some things are interesting, but not important.

This is true of almost all things of society: time, sex,

sports, orthodontia. . . .”

“My wife thinks time is important.”

“Tell your wife to take a hike.”

“I love my wife.”

“What is love?”

“Love is a feeling two people have for each other,
It's hard to describe.”

“Nonsense. Love is when you like somebody, and
then you’re around them a lot.”

“How can you be sure, Don Aldock? How can you
take a nebulous concept, such as love, assign
factual values to all the unknown aspects, and use
these values to declare an absolute truth?”

“If one is not allowed to assign values, the only
statement one could legitimately make would be ‘I
think I think, therefore I think I think.”

“With that premise, you could claim to know all
the things of the universe.”

“I do. There are only ten thousand of them.”

“Exactly ten thousand?”

“Exactly. If you don’t believe me, count them
yourself.” &

Old Unde
(GALORDS

AFresh cream ice cream
; Cappuccino

S26-66552
DOMINOS PIZZA
N

O

240-B Cambridge

Palo Alto, CA
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Goodbye Dolly

by Steve Ballinger

GoD BLESS Momm, AND
DADDY, AND DAVEY, AND
ALL MY DOLLIES!

Zent DON'TWAK
UP THE BITCH !
DN\ 16 HT STICK

mm| AT

Qé SOME'THING".

5
e N |
l' —~

Look, KID, WE'VE HAD ALL
WE CAN TAKE OF YOUR
BULLSHIT. WERE LEAVING
AND THERE'S NO WAY

YOURE GOIWNG ToO STof us!
WHY ARE You

LEAVING Y WHAT
WwiLL You DO7

WERE LEAVING BECAUSE
NOU MISTREAT US AND GINE
US NO RESPECT. THE FIRST
THNG 1T ™A oG TO DO IS
€ HANGE THIS FAGGY RHAIR-DO
AND FIND SOMEONE WHO CAN
GINE ME REAL GENVTALS!!

; ..1

L

!

TNHAT WAS THATY?
TS THAT

You, DADDY??

(GRELT Pur AL

AFTER YOU DESTROYED MY

INE GOTIEN MORE ARUSE

FRoM you THAN AN ANCE T -
THE OTHERS, AL IYESEF R APPEARANCE ;‘Z“’f‘m croeL | Fgﬂ“ﬁf}%‘f% T i HER DOLLIES Awh
HEAR FRom YOU 15 BABY i]gf”’f:&'w e SISTER! f‘w LAST NIghT, {4/

GABBLE, NEVER ANY DEEF
OR. CONTRLNFRSIAL EXCHAbit]
YouU FORCE ME TO DRINK
EPID WATER UNTIL T~ T
AR 155 MY PANTS

YouR CLOSET To RoT ! . 'J’<‘I.

FRONT oF
\ MY FRIENDS!
]

GIRL 1S
(5 ROWINGE

22
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Helene Le Chant  Abi Jabbari Buck "Charlie”  Greta Klink

Bob Brady
Geneva, Switz. Teheran, Iran Daniels Dusseldork, Los Angeles, CA
(exchange student) Horney Town, NC Germany

.”3 )

Myrna Victor Zxyoski Thor Hyerjencks ~ Mort Carrion Chris Brady
Ashbury Park, NJ  Eureka, CA Three Mile Island, Los Angeles, CA

PA

S : -

Grover Filmore Buffy Summit * Buster “Gino"

John A. Wea"therby-.john B. Weatherby Jhn C. Weatherby‘ John D. Weatherby .John Smith
Pierce Cleveland Palos Verdes, CA Pavarotti London, England  London, England London, England  London, England  Town, CA
Roosevelt Taft Livermore, CA

Washington Smith
Oakland, CA




i,

Debbie Ténte Rutherford

Alvie Snitwitz

Virgil Sims

New York, NY San Diego, CA Manning Il Texarkana, TX/AK

Exeter, NH

James Hendrix Iris Obramowitz >at
Seattle, WA Santa Chinga, CA

“:2G3¥FT “Bud’
= Hard Knocks H.S.

Greg Brady Rock Des Cartes  Efrain Ding Sandy Poon

[ Los Angeles, CA  Venice, CA Seattle, WA Newport Beach, CA
| 5%
| £
| ﬁ
%
i »e
i
3
%
Sally Clark Jan Brady Geoff Baskir Mary Jane Twitty
Los Angeles, CA  Cowlick, WV Spinster, SC

John Polly Unsaturate SG Henry Ward Janet Bryant John Wirth
Littlerunningskunk Twin Peaks, CO Elbow, TN BB Gun, AL Wooden Sword, OF
Zupi Res., AZ

e eme—

OFFICIAL FROSH FORM

“Order now, before the rush!”

Name and Quantity
Page No.

Name of Fraternity/Sorority
to be billed

¥ 1

Edward Brown Elaine Wyatt Jason Hammet Art Ham
Glass Shard, OH  No.2 Pencil, NY Book Corners, Ml Sharp Object, NE




When Frankie was elght years old he saw his father beat a man to
déath. He was spending the night at Johnny Angelillo’s apartment, and
they had gone camping by the pool in the complex’s common bac-
kyard. Johnny’s and Frankie's dads both worked at night, so there was
no one to help them set up a tent. They couldn't getitto stand, so they
snuck back inside through the Angelillo’s doggie door to watch T.V.

" Frankie didn’t have a television. His mother and father did, but it was
kept locked away in their bedroom. He liked Johnny’s apartment. The
television was.always on, even during dinner. )

Johnny's-mom-was.asleep on the couch, wrapped up in its plastic
slip ‘cover., They were staring at this space-age mummy when an
urgent voice. fromthe television caught their attention.

“Don, it has become a real donnybrook in the ring tonight, maybe
because the Mid-Atlantic Heavyweight Belt is on the line, but, whatever
it is, the rulebook has been tossed out the window, and these two
grapplers are going at it tooth and nail.”

“That'é right. The Masked Angel has decided to fight fire with fire,
and what's this, he has picked up a chair and is swinging it at Ox
Hogan. That Hogan has been asking for it all evening.”

Frankie and Johnny stared at the set, and then at
each other. The man being chased around the ring by a
masked man swinging a folding chair was Frankie's
dad. There was blood all over Ox Hogan's face, and he

: was limping.
1 e Frankie had no inkling that his father was a profes-

sional wrestler. Mom had said that Daddy worked the

. e graveyard shift at a local mortuary, and Frankie had

1 ln S always laughed when his father told him that business

was dead. So why was his father on television? And

why was his dad bleeding so much? He screamed to

wake up Mrs. Angelillo, but by the time she was cohe-
rent the worst had happened.

“Don, the tide has turned! Ox has rammed The
Masked Angel's head into the ring post and The Angel
is down. It's Katie bar the door! One, two, three, it's all
over. Ox Hogan has captured the belt. But, what's this?
26 Chaparral/Freshman Orientation
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Ox isn't quitting! He's grabbed the ring bell, and is
flogging The Masked Angel over the head with it.”
Blood was everywhere.

came over and tried to keep Ox from pounding on The
Angel’'s head. Ox dropped the ring bell and went to find
some other makeshift bludgeon. The referee tried to

Hogan had killed a man, with a studio audience and

was not done.

seen The Angel without it. They're trying to take Hogan
He has the mask off. He has the mask!”

was Johnny Angelillo’s father.

Trey Ellis
Johnny's mom had to drive Frankie first to the
emergency room, and then home. Johnny
had gone into hysterics, seeing his father dead, and
had opened a gash across Frankie's chin with their
television remote control device. It was the last time
Frankie saw Johnny, because the Angelillo’s moved to
Georgia the next week.

It shocked Frankie a great deal to see Mr. Angelillo,
alive and well, when he came by to return some bor-
rowed tools, and to say thanks for the going away
casserole that Frankie's mom had made. After Mr.
Angelillo left, Frankie was told that his father didn’t
really kill Mr. Angelillo, and that the reason the Angelil-
lo's had moved was because Mr. Angelillo could wres-
fle there and make more money, and that's why his
father had killed Mr. Angelillo, so that he could have a
better life somewhere else. Wrestling was just his
father's job, and it was too bad that his father killed
people, but that's what put bread on the table. He really
didn’t hurt people, which was a lot better than some

The Masked Angel was not moving. The referee

find The Masked Angel's pulse. He could not. Ox
hundreds of television viewers as witnesses. And he

“Jim, Ox Hogan is adding insult to injury. He's going
after that mask. Remember, fans, no one has ever

away now, other wrestlers have come to help out. Wait!

The camera closed in on the face of the dead man. It

jobs, and what's more, he gave people enjoyment.
People like to see the bad guy get his every now and
then. Which is why his father would be home for two
and three weeks at a time. He was supposedly in the
hospital recouperating from a Ricky Steamboat chop,
or a Blackjack Mulligan bolo punch.

Frankie's father had been one of the best back then.
But now Frankie was seventeen, and his father was
past his prime. Ox went from being “Killer Ox Hogan,”
to “Ring Master Ox Hogan," to “The Unpredictable Ox
Hogan.” It was tougher and tougher for him to get main
event booking, decent money was harder to earn, and
he could see his career ending unless he did some-
thing quick. He hinted for years to Frankie that a career
in pro wrestling would be a good life, but as Ox got
older this hinting became urging. Frankie had the size
to be a pro, but wanted none of it, and was losing
patience with his father.

T hey stood at the end of the line. It was noon
on a summer Saturday, and the Dairy Queen
was hot and crowded. The floor was sticky and Frankie
could smell the sweat on the neck in front of him. He
didn’t like Dairy Queen’s, and he didn’t like crowds.

“Frankie,” Ox said, ‘now that we're away from your
mother for awhile, | want to talk. . .man to man.”

“C’'mon, Dad, not here.”

“No, really, | want to know what you're thinking about
doing."”

“Doing?”

“Yeah, doing. . .with your life. Your goals and stuff.”

“| told you before, | don’t know.”

They moved forward in line.

“What are you going to have?”

“'m not hungry, maybe a cheeseburger or some-
thing.”

“Where's that appetite we Hogan men are famous
for? If you don’t eat you'll never be a professional wres-
tler like your old man.”

Frankie bristled, and was about to take on his father
when two boys in their early teens presented them-
selves.

“You Ox Hogan?” Ox stared down at them, not really
surprised that people recognized him without his
rhinestone trunks that spelled out “PAIN" across the
buttocks. The bald head and dyed blond sideburns that
fell in ringlets to his chest were enough for even the
most casual fan to remember. Ox stared at them, as if
trying to decide whether or not to go into his act.

“You really hurt Chief Strongbow Wednesday. Why
didn’t you let go when the ref told you to. The announ-
cers say he's still in the hospital, and may lose his leg.”
The smaller of the two gathered up his courage.

“You're a faggot.”

With that, the two pulled out straws and blew the
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paper wrappers at Ox. Instead of running, they stood
fast, waiting for a reaction. Frankie looked away. Ox
made a face usually reserved for Friday nights after the
news, and let out his famous “Ox Holler.” The kids
vanished. Ox winked at a man in the next line, who was
holding his shivering daughter against his legs. He was
not amused.

“We'd make a great team Frankie.”

“Dad, | don’t want to wrestle. . .um, here, order. |
don’t want anything.”

“Hi doll. Two Brazier Supers, large fry, large coke.
And Frankie will have. . ."”

“Nothing. Thanks.” Frankie smiled, trying to get
some sympathy from the waitress, who was too busy to
notice.

“A Brazier Super for my son, please.”

Frankie glared at his father.

“You'd need a stage name, and a gimmick.”

I'm not shaving my head, I'm not dying my sideburns,
I’'m not doing anything!”

“We'd be the biggest thing in years, bigger even than
the von Erich brothers. Think of it. Ox and son? Ox and
calf?”

“Dad, | don't like it, any of it. It's fine for you, but |
hate it. | hate the sweating. | hate watching it, and | hate
thinking about ever doing it.”

“Mr. Ox | and 11?”

“Dad, no!” Frankie was yelling.

“The Oxen!”

“I don’t want my kids growing up thinking their father
hits other human beings with ring bells, and punches
people in the heart, and throws salt into other people’s
eyes. | want to be a normal fucking father! Now get off
my back!”

The waitress shoved their tray across the counter in
a polite attempt to calm Frankie down.

“Five seventy five Mr. Hogan.”

Ox reached for his wallet, pleased that the waitress
had not called him Ox. People did have a kind of
respect for six foot seven inch, three hundred pound
bald people with facial scars.

“Um, Frankie,” said Ox, as if to apologize.

“Yeah, Dad?” Frankie looked at the floor.

“Do you have three bucks?”

Frankie lent his father five, they found a table, and
ate lunch in silence.

T he two did not speak to each other for a week.
Frankie went to his mother for help. His mom's
name was Francie, which would have been Frankie's
name had he been a girl. Before she married Ox, she
had been Francie LaRue, roller derby star. Ox first saw
Francie when a colleague had shown him a nickel
postcard of her holding a beachball. Even though the
lighting and focus were bad, Ox was smitten, and
vowed to marry her when the roller derby came back to
the area.

3571 Alameda de las Pulgas
Menlo Park
854-3245
One half mile from campus

Shop at the Bookstore.. . .

['ve been doing it for years.

Thursdays il 9PM

oo [

STANFORD BOOKSTORE
Stanford, CA 94305
MNB-3204947
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In those days, Frankie's mom was attractive in a
certain cheap way, but whatever beauty there once
was was there no longer. Her muscles had gone to fat
when she stopped skating to have Frankie, and her
face had become slack and wrinkled. She tried to be
kind, and had never beaten Frankie when he was
small, preferring to let Ox do it when he got home. She
wanted the best for her son, but most of all wanted
Frankie to be happy.

“Mom,” Frankie said, helping her with the dishes,
“Dad's really bugging me about being a wrestler. It's
getting to me.”

“You know he means well, Frankie, he just wants
you to have a better life than he had.”

«“What kind of better life is that?” Frankie stuck both
hands into very hot dishwater. “Christ! Goddam it!” He
wrung his hands, and tried to divide his attention bet-
ween his mother and very intense pain.

“Frankie, your dad thinks that if you start out wrestl-
ing with him, with a big name in the sport, it won't take
long for you to get to the top. Dad wasn't even a T.V.
Title holder until you were five. He worked very hard to
make a name for himself, and for us. Hogan means
something in wrestling, and he wants you to take ad-
vantage of that.”

“Mom, | do not want to wrestle. | want to do some-
thing normal. Normal! We are a family of freaks. Don't
you realize that. We can never go out to eat as a family,
we can’t go to public places without being harassed,
even in the supermarket, even in the Dairy Queen. We
move every eight months. Do you want me to inherit
this? Is that what you want for your son? Look at Dad!
He is a goon. How can he want that for me?”

Frankie’s mom started to cry into the Joy.

“Frankie, we wanted you to be a doctor, or a lawyer,
when you were small. But you are just not that bright.
Face it, Frankie,” she said, wiping away tears with a
dishrag, “you aren’t talented enough to do anything
else as well as you could wrestling.”

“Don't you want me to enjoy life?” Frankie said. His
mother had gotten soap in her eyes from the dishrag,
and ran to the bathroom for toilet paper. Frankie fol-
lowed, but the conversation was ended by a slam of the
door.

T hat Sunday, Ox invited twelve of his wrestling
buddies for dinner. Frankie had met some of
them, either on the golf course, or when they car
pooled with his father, but had never been near this
many at once. He had never gone backstage before a
match, where all the wrestlers pump up before going
on, and the sight of this much humanflesh in their little
living room gave Frankie an extreme sense of claus-
trophobia. Here was over a ton and a half of people,
sitting three on a couch, and hulking near the mantle.

Two of the younger ones Were massed on the floor.
There was nowhere to step. Frankie found himself in
the loveseat with Maniac Mark Lewin.

“So, Frankie, Ox tells me you want to be a grappler
like us.”

“Well, Mr. Lewin, I..."

“Maniac, Frankie, Maniac. You're one of the guys
now."”

“Maniac, | don’t know if it's really. . ." There was
suddenly a shadow over Frankie. It was a seven foot
eclipse named Rex. Rex Wrecks was his stage name, |
and he was the current champ.

“So, Frankie boy,” he said, cupping Frankie's head
with his hands, “you're coming after my belt soon, uh?
You know I'll have to fight you for it.” He patted Frankie
hard on the side of the head.

“| think he can take you, Rex, you goddamned oaf.”
The Masked Assassin moved toward them. “And,
what's more, if he don't, | got a ten year old daughter
who can do it.”

The Masked Assassin laughed, and so did Maniac.
Rex did not.

“Fuck you, masked man,” he bellowed, “Wait'll |
get my hands on you at the armory Wednesday night.”

“Go to hell, you big jerk,” said Prince Fauntneroy,
champion midget wrestler, who was perched on the
shoulders of his manager, The Great Mephisto. Prince
Fauntneroy had accidentally lost an eye in an Idaho
Death Match with Rex some years ago. There were still
some hard feelings.

“A dwarf like you should watch what he says, even if
he can only watch with one eye.” Prince Fauntneroy
squirmed to get off of the The Great Mephisto, who lost
his balance and fell back into Baron Von Raschke. The
room degenerated into argument.

Too many big bodies, too much noise, too much
movement. Frankie put his head between his legs to
keep from throwing up.

“What are you staring at, jerk-off.” It was Prince
Fauntneroy sneaking under Frankie towards Rex.

“Mom,” Frankie yelled, “Mom, help! | gotta get out. |
gotta get out.” The arguments stopped.

«A mama’s boy?!,” said Maniac, “Fucking Ox Hogan
raised a mama’s boy? Gotta fix this before you become
a wrestler.” With that Maniac took Frankie to the floor
and applied a figure four leglock. Prince Fauntneroy
straddled Frankie's neck, and grabbed him in a head-
lock. EI Medico pinioned his arms with his patented
“Jet-ski” hold.

Frankie's screams were muffled in the carpet.

“To be accepted, to be one of us,” said Maniac, “You
can't be a mama's boy.”” Frankie's mom ran out of the
dining room, but was held by two of the guests.

“If your son wants to be a wrestler, Francie, we gotta
do this. It's for his own good.”

The apartment door opened and Ox and a buddy
walked in with six buckets of fried chicken.

“The bread-winner's home.” He saw what was hap-
pening, and stared for a second, three buckets of chic-
ken propping up his chin.

continued on page 46
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DON MALIARD:
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A HARDAUCY atd

Chaparral/Freshman Orientation

Z
L HERE ARE NAYY
WARS A MAN MAY
CHocSE TO WVE
HIS LIFE.. .
SOME GOOD, SoME
BAD, AND SOME
PATHETIC.. . YES]
EVEN THE
FREAKISH FEEL
TAIN: A LIFE
SPENT SEARCHNG
FoR PsYCAIC GoM~
FORT, THIS WAS
DON MAILARD...




!
‘I‘ g /‘ﬁ'-.——-—

Chaparral/Freshman Orientation

AU

DEY'LL Never Migs
D\S BABY ONA
SUNDAYYS

) XS




e e

6 ME , o CHECK ir OU']; Y %
7o GH. ' | PALLY. e X f' 5
] Dou o , I 2 I // .; ! b ‘ l . Y, I 2 !

o )

TR

\WANTED = UPPER
. CAST SIDE/

\ <N\ \%

- : 7 g ":-'-‘- / ; “_\\\\-\\\Sx_ > )7 .L .

P A ANTNNAY Iy ——
l.‘.‘g y.: ‘.‘ ) . 4 - \\\ \\ 4 ;

o 48 -
RIS

,' ;
Gl

:’.\I ¥ IREY.
[ K AP HANS

34 Chaparral/Freshman Orientation




[ 7wy HIM YouRE
@\ A PEDAREST,

! S

- Ay |
S .1}!
[ g
._ .: ~ o ; |
I - ¥ | o z .
y TR 78 N
gy ‘ /2 ;:JW

% oA
o
714

z _

wITHN

Chaparral/Freshman Orientation 35




JEAH, | WAS IN FILM ...LooK, THERE'S

THE Face/

BEFORE, BUT SOMETHING) /' wue var¢ e/ THouSANDS our THERE,
" 2 JUST LIKE ME,.
WASN'T RIGHT . - . 1t’s Perfecr! il st 00

gurdou /.. WE CouLD BE
\Zf Quitg ATEAN/

.III.' =
HEY, WHATS WiTH THE
TIGHTS? DIS SoME
INDA FAG FACKS,

KE YOWRSELF
cmfozr ABLE,
DON_g8

TH15 IS GoNNA
A TAKE SOME

- ,‘I_.‘--

You KNOW JouR
PART... AND (AN
“THE CIGARETTE:

=

36 Chaparral/Freshman Orientation




b
- 1
-

& d
>

SR\
- I.._ iy i —k &
._ 24
‘ oY
¥ | ;

7

Chaparral/Freshman Orientation 37




r' ) ( '9 DasE LiGhTS I'M THROUGH
\E‘ s < ?;K%Es F‘“‘b‘gmh GETS HoT \ ©1s 5\-“‘]"..«.“"‘Il
Y SRR, 5

R

\

M

o4 CoMPREHEND THE

PIFFERENCES
BETWEEN

TALENT AND

\

PAT FUR%
OR 40U -TAKIN
STEROIDST

\
?1$ CoMg
;..m-uh(...’"1
L1 ouvGuTA Do
Pl ME AN ART
: FLick/

38 Chaparral/Freshman Orientation



39} SPREN ¢ £ | CAnNoT
e 10T LaG: NosKEw) Sith THEEE
WOt oWE g ) ) AUFUL LINES.
fﬁgpwﬁé‘; Agri?ﬁ s %311'__!
& S S kot
e ~ w B \é‘.'-'-'_"' /
o %
a ———— Ts é
_ (| a
: ? / || II < ® > l
. | 1Y ) =
/ | /__/ E
J o (
900 DONE JIPSK X Fl3 S \ I‘LLQS EMY
SHIT LIKE DAS SUDEN, %) | s JON O(})
(N DEM Bonp) o |\ DPORRSS; ctumo et )] \} N\F UGS
AWANNCTT NS O B
3 . / TUE Rustes.. ()~
%0 / N \
M) - THESRE :
%A BACKING A\
S =N CANGZRA
gﬁ'; MALLARD ' HAT m%ﬁ;ﬁ; YEAH WE'RE GONNA AR _—:E: .
“ "ﬂé od:f;;'@ HAS LAD... ngﬂ ;gw spo B FUNNS TONIGHT, ’Sﬁrﬁﬁe ; >
er® ? S i \ - - .
s U TRIVER A HON?. . FONN ol i
8 . 3 AP SAHELP
- s R it ) M ° ..
C ?w"i‘ ¢ L RLALLARD gy Vo o| I NEED
Z S5 a8 q WoRK
-~ 6 et \) t i L é : :-j BAD..-
N0 © u . ::. :—-____ =) =
Ty U : H‘T___f = i /
A, QUOTE, B o)
EGG, UNQOZTE, f o

Chaparral/Freshman Orientation

39




\ 3]
AN AR,

oL W EOL AN USE. \v8PpoN®
30U+« WERE 'I"Egcdﬁ- _ ‘9'\
oty TR Moo -
mc:.'gsm | FouND = Ptc'rulé. IN
NOW... ;;Ifgsg %> | OREGON.
N -l

GOT ME,
A CARVELS
UPSTATE...
) DoES
At_RIG-HT
MySELF/
BRoucyT
Ky
Fo DA™
' i BouT ut
o S0 -~ _ ‘.‘100 :
/ e @ 2) DoNNy? |
GET, THAT J TG % TINE pogg |
f// N\ SRETAT‘ERE \ Q '_*-Jr-__l.._J: U l %U%rg:‘rg §
P — I &5 \ OUTTA \ = f :
= /) e DADDY, THAT
i — MM SCARED | _
uemw, 1 GET Ba. T R < L) E- L
o\ ' -“-'}-1 B C =
< I " \ o _ -
B Ha '@4 lcE C'REAM) HUR? /IJ - \ , b e ——
SAY, MAYRE THE SOF T KlND! [ " % ’
% (E’!’;‘éé%‘?‘% MAYBE | OUGHTA )
\ or store L GO INTA THAT... /(YT /) ,
T\€ BALGON <X ' at . )
W\ OR SoMEPN ® o /) | 1 [
' Z N N \\ <o / / " al
( SURE GOOF Q ;f ,~' i "j;; 1 |
WE COULD NS “ .
¥ WOIK SOMETHIN \ _ \_ b/
/éﬂt vt P = Tl
e - 7 ACHG S
= = EO®

—
-

40 Chaparral/Freshman Orientation







“Stanford is the little things: A failing
grade in the class you need to complete your
major, a wet dream about a cheerleader who
doesn't even know you exist, a roommate who
drools, @ stolen bicycle, cold, gray meat in the
dining hall.”

“One nice thing about the winters at
Stanford is that it rains a lot and the high
humidity is conducive to the growth of mildew
and other molds.”

“Don’t count on having sex.”

Welcome to the Farm

All right, so you're in. Big deal. You're just one out of about 1600 kids who got
in, most of whom are smarter, scored higher on their S.A. [".s, are more athletic,
and are a hell of a lot better looking than you are. They were all captains of the
football team and senior class presidents. But you got in anyhow. You got lucky.
And getting into Stanford was probably the most exciting thing to happen to you
so far. Well, I've got news for you. It's the most exciting thing that will ever happen
to you. This is it. [t doesn’t get any better. And you are just one out of 1600. You
have noidentity. You'reanumber, a statistic. If you were to die tomorrow, no one
would notice. Your parents wouldn’t notice until Christmas when they didn’tgeta
card asking for funds. The school wouldn't notice or care. They have your money.
Your professors would just think that you had dropped their classes. On the other
hand, they probably wouldn’t notice at all. Your roommate would be glad to have
the extra space and the use of your typewriter. He'll think that you're at a party.
But you're not. You're dead. And no one cares. You're lying bloodyin aditch,a nd
no one cares. It doesn’t matter.

You may wonder how you got in. Most likely it was because the worst of the
applications were given sympathy points and when yours hit the top of the pile,
Fred was snorting nose-candy and all of a sudden, your essay was really cosmic.
Maybe you got in because of the bomb threat you made. It doesn’t matter why.
Once you're in, you're in. Even if you never have and never will work for a single
day in your life, you're in. And now you have four years to try to figure out why
you wanted to get in in the first place.




Where You Live

Some time over the summer, you may get a housing assignment, or you may not.
There is a shortage of housing. It all really depends on how much the housing
department likes you, who you are, and what your sister looks like. Our housing
officials are experts who have gone through years of school and grueling
on-the-job training. But they don't care. They don't care if you get housing, if you
don’t get housing, or if you don’t like where you are d%Slgned They don’t have (o
care.

So anyhow, you get a place to hang your dental floss. And you will have a
roommate, or several roommates, perhaps dozens of roommates. It all depends
upon how they feel when they make assignments. The idea is to save as much
money as possible. And it’sa hell of a lot cheaper to put twelve guysinto adouble,
by adding a few bunks, than to build a whole new dorm complex. Money is also
saved in the bathrooms with a strict following of the campus-wide
flush-once-a-week policy. And the money saved goes to such worthy causes as the
Stanford Students Coalition.for the Preservation of Polio and Other Crippling
Childhood Diseases. You and your roomies will get very well acquainted.

You may wonder how roommate assignments are made. Well, it's done very
carefully. Usually it’s based upon finding people who have different and varied
interests. This is why they mix Californians and Non-Californians, smokers and
non-smokers, blacks and KKK members. It is important that you keep your
roomies in line. Establish racial and social superiority, set up some initial living
rules, and make it known that you will take no grief.

A great way to get off to a good start with your roomies is with a practical joke.
So, blow your nose on their shorts, scratch yourinitials on their albums with a fork,
and play “Sitand Spin” on their $1200.00 turntable, just to get the relationship off
on the right foot.

Academic Life

Stanford has a reputation as a tough school, a real ball-buster. For a good
reason. The battle scars you pick up here will stay with you for the rest of your life,
haunting your every step as a young adult, fmallv leaving you as a cold, hollow
shell, full onl\« of shattered hopes and broken ambition, like your parents. Many
people slmpiy can’tdo the work. You, for instance. If you are the aver age Stanford
student, half the people are smarter than you are, and will get better grades. The
other half, the half dumber than you are, will cheat and get better grades than you.
That's the way it is. Period. And anyone who tells you any different has a
well-thought-out reason for lying

Some professors will tell you that grades mean little and not to get “hung-up” on
them. If advisors sense that you are upset, they will tell you not to worry, and that
even a bad grade from Stanford is nothing to be ashamed of. Professors and
advisors, above all, are human beings. Human beings with children that go to
Stanford. And the} know thatanyone that they can convince to stop taking grades
seriously is one less person that their child has to crawl over to get to the top of the
heap. Worry about grades.

Worry about a major. There are only three majors that are worth anything in
the real world, and that, after all, is where we live. There are three, but you are too
stupid to be an electrical engineer, so you've only got two options. Don’t think
about designing your own major. Originality is a poor disguise.

Major in economics or biology; we all know why you're here.

“Iremember how it used to really piss me of f
when my roommate got up early for his 8:00
class and I wanted to sleep until 10:00. So one
night, when he was asleep, I beat his head to a
pulp with a sledge hammer.”

“I remember once when my roommate
wanted to borrow a pencil. I said, ‘Fuckno!’ If
you give ‘em an inch, they take a mile. Don't
give 'em nothing.”

“I had a roommate in my sophomore year
whowas a Christian S cientist and that bastard
kept hiding my insulin.”

“I knew [ was going to have a great time at
Stanford when I turned out the light in my
room the first night and saw thousands of little
[lorescent swasticas, glowing on my ceiling.”

“I had to sleep with my professor to pass a
course last year. I'm so ashamed.”




haven't cracked a book yet.”

“I came to Stanford to grow as an
individual. Since then, I've cut (_JHHH my hair,
put three safety pins through my cheek, and
gone deaf in one ear.”

“I thought it would be hard to find a good
job here that wouldn't conflict with my studies.
No one had told me about the greal
opportunities in the black market for stolen
laundry, however.”

“Don't cut classes, cut your wrists.”

“Three weeks into the quarter, and 1 stell

Suicide

A lot of people find it hard to commit suicide on “The Farm.” Maybe it's that the
winters are too mild in California, or the fact that there is usually someone more
pathetic than you around to cheer you up (see The Cotfee House), or the feeling
that since Stanford is on the faultline, suicide is justso much wasted effort. And,if
you didn’t know better, you could swear that Stanford discourages taking one’s
own life. It's tough to cash in your own chips when the only building over three
stories high has bars on the windows, and when they make you work with crayons
during dead week because they want to keep sharp objects out of your reach.

But the term “dead week” should be a tip-off. If you really want to, you can. In
all honesty, it's a good way out of many “adult” problems that arise during the
college years. You will have no problem with deciding what classes to take, with
what major to declare, with how you're going to get money for room and board, or
any of that. [tshows your parents that you care, it shows your boyfriend/girl friend
that you care, and it shows your roommate that the typing at two in the morning
really does get on your nerves.

Suicide helps, and the administration knowsit. Remember this the next time the
bookstore has a rope sale, or the next time they put out steak knives for “special”
dinners. or when they fill the lake. There is a housing shortage, and classes are
overcrowded. They want you out.




The Bay Area

The San Francisco Bay Area has three airports and therefore more flights per
capita than any other U.S. megalopolis. And since really good theatre, symphony,
and museums are only a five hour plane flight away, the Bay Area is a virtual
Canterbury for culture. In the time it would take you to pull an all-nighter you
could be watching a first-run Broadway production — instead of the usual
traveling companies that residents of most cities have to put up with.

As far as sports, the local scene again has much to offer. For exciteme.it there's
nothing like having your hopes raised and then dashed once again by perrennial
second-place teams like the Oakland Raiders or the San Jose Earthquakes. And
with the clubsin both the National and American Leagues,the Bay Area plays host
to some of the greatest and most exciting teams in baseball.

But of course, this is California. What could com pare to the spectacular scenic
splendor of the fog rolling in over the beaches of Half-Moon Bay? And for the
urban-oriented, a drive through San Jose's famous “Boulevard of the Planned
Communities” will reward the eye with acre after acre of spectacular scenic
symmetry. Yet when one speaks of the San Francisco Bay Area, one is really
speaking of the world’s most spectacularly scenic city. A word for the wise: don'’t
callit Frisco as thisis the name of a popular local cooking oil and many of the City’s
roving bands of quaint suburban “queer bashers™ might get the wrong idea.

Extracurriculars

There’s one word on afterclass fun at Stanford: Chaparral. The Daily's a bunch of

stick-in-the-sphincter preprofessionals and the Band consists of latent high school
stoners with a repetoire of mid-'70s hits originally done by groups like Chicago
and Free. There may be someone on your hall who plays third trumpet for the
band, but chances are that he’s also the one who leaves Jergens-filled condoms in
the girl's hall. Besides, everybody in the Band plays third trumpet.

The frosh-in-the-know hangs out at the Chappie offices. Why? Because not only
is the Chaparral a fun place to do and be, but if you're a staffer, you're sure to see
your name in print. And isn’t that better than standing around in a hot stadium as
part of the “R” in DOG TURD?

The Chappies are: Mike Wilkins, Jim Gable, Bruce Handy, Doug Steiner, Jay
Martel, Pete Stamats, Steve Kessler, Perry Vasquez, Rob Holbrook, Dave Lyon,
Leslie Leland, Matt Love, Trey Ellis, Betsy Peabody, Rebecca Moss, A ndy Fisher,
Andrea Drobac, Anne Bekker, Alan Hedge, Mary Scanlon, Karen Allen, Chris
Walters, Chris Morales, Jeff Iorillo, Brent Fery, Al X, Steve Ballinger, Mike
Resnick, Brad Pechter, Chris Lyke, Howell Hsiao, Kurt Johnson.

I ean't believe o, Evervone on my heedl hod
electrie razors.”

“When I first came to California I didn't know

a thing about body surfing, fet alone hody
eests,

“The Chaparral, yeah!"

“President Ken nedy calling for The Chapar
ral. Yes, he'll hold.”

“Seeing that Dave Lyon drunk made my
freshman year.”

“Stamats and Gable. A girl can feel safe wath
them.”

“Rembrandt? Manet? Vasquez!”

“Sure they're funny and all, but they're alvo
gentuses.”

“The Datly? P U1 stick with the Chappie,”
“That Mike Wilkins 1y so cute. . ..
“Bruce Handy's a god, a real god.”
1 dry-humped Jay Martel once, "

“Kessler and Steiner — Thev're circumeised.”




PHOTO CENTER

Quality Color Prints made while you watch.
Each print guality controlled for color fidelity
and density. Competitive prices.

Whole grainbread, fresh juices, G more omeletresthan
your mom has recipes.

The Original

&% Lo WOk

RESTAURANTS ™

127 Town & Country Village
321-7500

Tell them you saw
it in the Chappie

Alpine Inn Beer Garden . . . . . . . - - o . 5
CityFeet. . . « « « « « ¢ o v o v o s 2
Coffee House . . . + « « v « « « « v . . .23
Cookbook Restaurant . . . . « .« « . . . . .46
Domino’s Pizza. . . . . « « « « « o o ... 21
DUtCH COOSE. v o v o e o o % & ¥ 5% % 5 29
Gary Andrews Campus Shell . . . . . . . . . . 16
Golden Spike B i .back cover
Haagen Daz . . inside front cover
Henry’s ¢ B @ Al e m W M % s

K28 © o v voe o b E AR B EES R B R LR
Northern California Savings . . . . . . . . . . .20
North Face Factory Outlet . . . . . . . . . . .20
Old Uncle Gaylord’s. . . . . . « « . . . . . .21
Pablo Cruise Concert . inside back cover
Roots & Shoots GE & Lm R ¢ ere @ a2l
SequolaTravel « « 5 = = =« = v ¢ o w s oo 4w B
SLACG v » o e e e e e e e e s 4T
Sound Systems. . . .« : & c oioa s e oew ow s ow 2
Stanford Booking Associates . . . . . . . . .20
Stanford Bookstore . . . .« « « .« . o . . . 29
Stanford Bookstore (Medical/Technical) . .. .16
Surrey ShOp  « v« v v e e e e e e ... .16
T&CPhotoCenter. . . - « « « « « « « . . .46
TP 5% coms 8 wovs saes & e v s oy D
TOEO™ S « v o 0 o s s v e e de e e e w ]
Tressider Union .« « + = « v « v v v v v v o 9
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OXBOW

continued from page 30

“Ox, are you satisfied? Are you happy?” Francie was
shaking to get free. “Is this the life for your son? Is it?
With men like these for friends. Where a dinner party is
six buckets of chicken. Do you need him? Is that why?
You can’t be doing it for the boy.”

Frankie was crying, and carpet lint was sticking to his
face.

“You need a partner Ox Hogan? Huh? I'll be your
fucking partner. I'll wrestle these friends of yours. But
get them off Frankie, and out of my house right now
before you find out just how well | can fight.”

“You heard the little woman guys. Everybody out.
Yeah, take the chicken with you. See you Wednesday.
Goodbye, thanks for coming.”

Frankie did not want to move. His arms hurt, and so
did his back. His mother took his father to the bedroom
where they argued for a long time. Frankie stayed on
the floor and thought. When the arguing finally stop-
ped, he got up, and went to his room. He stayed there
until after midnight, not letting his mom in when she
came to talk, then packed a dufflebag, and left home.

Frankie never again spoke to his parents. He
“got a job as a mechanic for Montgomery
Wards’, met and married a nice enough girl from Gar-
den Supplies, and led a normal enough life. He
fathered a child, and got raises, but the truth was that
he was not very happy. It bothered him that he couldn’t
talk with his mom, but he was afraid that if they found
out about his current state of affairs they would some-
how convince him to wrestle professionally. And this he
just couldn’t do.

So, if the urge to see them ever became strong, and
he felt his resolve weakening, he would wait until his
own son was in bed, and then turn on the matches. If
he was lucky, he would see his mom and dad, now past
sixty, wrestling as a tag team. His father's sideburns
were now grey, and his mother wore a corset that
showed from underneath her wrestling uniform, be-
cause it was the only smooth part on her body. And, if
the stars were right, his parents would lose, his father
being pinned by some new dyed Adonis, while his
mother watched helplessly from their corner. &

Chaparral/Freshman Orientation
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Writers:

Artists:

Photographers:

Business Staffers:

Wwe'll take anything from light fiction to broad satire. Cartoon ideas are always
welcome. We're not particularly interested in smut though.

Cartoonists, illustrators, designers are always welcome. The Chaparral is the only
student publication that publishes in full color. If you can work in color, you may
gettodo a cover.

The Chaparral has a complete darkroom, and this year our photographic
reproduction will be better than ever. If you're interested in creative photography,
or are experienced in color work, we need you.

SO you can't write, draw, or take pictures, but you still want to get involved. Sure,
why not? You'll get practical experience and leamn lots about advertising and
publishing.

Stanford Linear
Accelerator Center

Visit Stanford University’s Two-Mile-Long Accelerator.
Dedicated to Basic Research in Elementary Particle Physics.
For Tours of the Research Laboratory, call for an Appointment.
854-3300 ext. 2204. Advance reservations are required.
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STAN (Student-Alumni Network)
and Bill Graham Presents

October 4, 1981
2 p.m. in Frost Amphitheater
Tickets on sale at Tresidder Box Office
and other BASS outlets
Prices: Students: $9.00 advance*, $11.00 day of the show
All others: $10.50 advance, $12.00 day of the show

*Student Price available only at Tresidder Box Office

STAN is a student service of the Stanford Alumni Association.




SPIKE IT
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The Golden Spike
BAR AND RESTAURANT

Spiking now at the Stanford Barn




