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" are the signals my stomach keeps
. sending me, but I keep telling it:
subject-verb, subject-verb.

" My foot speaks only in idiom. I
think it’s because my work’s been
"% getting to me. Deadlines, creative

na

pressures etc. 'm a Condolence
Card writer. I used to be in
business for myself until, like
they did to all the others,
American Sorrow Company
bought me out. Worked there
ever since, same office, same
desk, eight hours a day. . .you

10w the story. | made a mistake
years ago by not taking on some
manual work outside. Who could
have known then?

They say that grave diggers
are the most satisfied and friend-
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ly groups of workers. I think I
read it in an article in TV Guide
or something. I'll bet they’re
unionized though and it’s hell
getting the job. The work must
be pretty steady, but now that I
think of it, the backhoe at my
father’s funeral was pretty cold,
even harsh. I can’t see myself
operating one of those.

This morning I woke up having
the radio tell me that Mervyn’s is
having its Super Summer Suit
Sale, only forty-nine dollars for




one that’s completely machine
wash and dryable and needs no
ironing. I'll check them out
tomorrow on the way back from
my procto exam.

I'll bet Jesus thought his father
was the greatest. Me too.
Perhaps salvation and faith in life
is related to a good allowance.
My Freudian and highly critical
up-bringing left me slightly re-
taining my anus and a semi-
colon; my sisters fared worse:
one is married to a man with a
limp, and the other lives back
East.

I can’t really complain out
here. But I guess I want to
anyway. Sure I have it pretty
good. Above-ground pool in the
backyard, mortgage almost paid
off, retirement in a few years. |
don’t know. Life doesn’t thrill me.
Woody Allen, he’s a young fellow
in my office, he says, “Life is
terrible, and too short.” That
Woody’s a funny guy. 1 wish I
had some of his spunk. Maybe a
sense of humor and laughter is
what it’s all about. No, it can’t
be. Think about all the pathetic
stand-up comedians you've seen.
They’re the most depressing peo-
ple in the world, period. Their
desperation hangs on them like a

thick cloudy shroud, while their
eyes dart about searching for 1
have no idea what.

The best time to ask my old
man for some money was when
he and all his buddies were sit-
ting around the kitchen table
chomping on cigars, drinking and
playing pinochle. He'd be too em-
barassed to say no. Now I've got
the same liver spots as the hand
that gave me a few dollar bills.
Pardon the sentimentalism; does
it alleviate or compound the
despair? He died with a full head
of silver hair—God it must still
be growing.

Don’t have much hair left, nor
a whole lot of my colon. So,
what have | done with my life?
Tough to answer boy. I'll defer to
my kid. Now he has had a life,
that I know. Smart kid spouts
“cliche” when I tell him, “I still
remember when you were just a
twinkle in my eye.” Who could
tell back then? Jesus, I was so
young. Something happened.

Enough of this bullshit.
Love Ya,

Dg
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39 SECONDS

...and [ know [ ain’t hit the
slopes for two years but whatthehell
ya pay yer twenty bucks for a frig-
gin lift ticket ya oota go for it and
get yer money's worth [ say, so I'm
just gonna duck under these here
bamboo barriers 'cause ain’t nobody
gonna tell me where [ can’t ski,
wadda they think | am anyhow
some damn snowplow beginner
with two and a half foot rentals and
no poles slidin down the bunny run
on my ass? nosireebob what with
that quad Jessie gave me down at
the lodge up my snoot and those
four beers | downed for lunch I bet-
cha [ could take this here chute
faster than John Clod
Killy . . .wonder if the boss believed

me when | called in sick this morn-
ing at five ah who cares. . .Jeez I'm
goin pretty fast over these moguls
— good thing too ‘cause | forget
how to turn

Excuse me.

huh, whosaid that?

It's me, Dexter, your rational
mind.

what? whothehell are you
anyway?

Well, actually I'm part of your
own psyche, a part which you've
spent little time exercising in the
past few years. Although [ initially
took offense at this neglect, [ even-
tually came to accept it as no more
than a phase. | would show myself
only at certain, select moments,
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where my incisive analytical powers
might prove vital to your continued
well being.

yeah, such as?

Oh, when you were going to
take your driving test on acid, for
example, or when you attempted to
swim naked from Big Sur to Malibu
after getting trashed at that
stewardess's apartment. Remember
that?

you kept me from doing that? |
coulda made it, too, you lousy two
timin. . .

Now, just hold on a minute Dex-
ter, what's past is past; | really don’t
have time to bicker. You see, we've
got a little problem on our hands. It
seems that you've just propelled
yourself over a twenty foot
precipice, and at your current tra-
jectory, | would estimate that you
are going to land amidst those trees
below you, with very little chance
for survival.

hey, yerright, I'm friggin airborne!

Frightening, isn't it?

hell no, this is great! I ain’t never
taken a jump like this before —
yahhhhhhh!

Dexter, calm youself, please.
This is no time for chemically-
induced euphoria. You've got to
pull yourself together and think this
through with me. We may be able
to escape this dilemma unscathed,
if you can just mount some sort of
coordinated effort to avoid those
trees.

I'm gonna do a daffy.

No, Dexter.

There! | wish somebody had a

continued on page 7




TRUE

- CONFESSIONS

OF AN ECONOMIST

He sat, sullen in front of Ron,
donning his tap shoes and top hat.
It looked like a hard sell economic
plan. As chief economic advisor to
the President he had to com-
municate the ideas. Tax cuts,
spending, depression, reces-
sion. . .words too big for the
modern president. He burst into
levity:

I am the economy. I write the bills
that make the old folks cry, I write
the bills. Where did I begin? I'm
young but very old, | write the
bills. . . ..

Where did this young chap of
four foot nine begin? I know him
best. [ am the economist, [ am to
blame, I am disaster, unemploy-
ment look at me, to think I started
at KFC (Kentucky Fried Chicken).

Twenty odd years ago | went to
Propensity to Consume) | went to
the JIB (Jack in the Box). I ordered
KFC, but having no MPC (Marginal
an ice cream. | was demanding but
they weren’t supplying. “No ice
cream,” they told me. “Try the
Foster’s Old Fashion Freeze.”

“The what?” | queried with a lack
of understanding.

“The FOFF.”

“Oh yeah,” | responded.

Then it hit me. The truth, the
guiding light. Economics doesn't
depend on demand. It depends on
supply. The ice cream theory. . . .
Yes, ice cream and drownings.
What a connection! Wow, | thought
to myself. [ bet | can write this up
and make millions. | drew a curve
on a napkin:

Number

of

Drownings

[ spent a year in Southern
California testing my theory.
November, December, hardly any
drownings, hardly any ice cream
supply. June, July, August, supply
up, drownings up. September, ice
cream left over from the past three
months, but few drownings. | knew
that [ was right. I'd seen that curve

before, but I couldn’t fathom where.

[ made further study for a few
months, then she left me.

[ was the underdog. The other
economists didn’t believe me. [
spent years finding evidence that
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Ice Cream Supply

the curve worked in virtually every
situation: rutabaga cultivation, ter-
mite mound construction and even
tax cuts.

Well, 1 finally sold. When Ron
needed a few advisors | found
myself among the nation’s elite,
forming the new budget. “It's all a
matter of supply,” | told them.
“Social services, who needs 'em.
You don't supply money and peo-
ple make due. It increases their in-
centive to work. If they don’t have
any money, they'll be creative. Just
continued on page 7
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Confessions

continued from page 5

use Brillo pads as non-Dairy
creamer, Vienna Sausages for golf
balls, and pet Dr. Pepper bottles for
the kids. So we’ll change things a
bit. After all, we know what’s best
for the nation.”

I took my little curve out of my
pocket. Ice cream and drownings,
forget it. | was a big man now. It
was time for bigger words.

“Incentives, it's all a matter of in-
centives. If someone is going to
starve, he or she will have such in-
centive that food will spontaneocusly
appear. It's all a matter of
psychology. [ told a parable to
elucidate my point:

“When you put two socks in the
drier, does only one come out? Of
course not. You only think so.
When you lose a social security or
welfare check from the govern-
ment, do you really lose money?
Of course not, you only think so.”

[ passed, to say the least.

The next attack was on wasted
government spending. The people
said there was waste, the President
said there was waste, by God, I'd
find waste and give 'em the waste
they wanted.

The GSA alone went through
500,000 paper clips a day,
needlessly tossed out with 70 tons
of waste paper. | pulled out my
curve, | scratched on new units.
The President agreed.

We hired a new work force to
take all those paper clips off the
waste paper before it went to the
incinerator, (After all the EPA folks
needed something to keep them
busy.) Net effect: we saved an
estimated 500 million dollars, allow-
ing a 17 percent tax cut,

Well, the future is cut out for me.
In a flashy song and dance I'll
eliminate taxes, wasted government
spending; I'll cut services to the
bone, but the budget will remain
the same.

“Of course,” | said taking off my
tap shoes and filling my pockets
with erisp 100’s, “it's all a matter of
supply.” &

35 Seconds

continued from page 4
camera or sumthin — hey what the
he. ..

My, now look what you've done,
Mr. Hotdog.

I lost my skil popped right out of
the damn binding wouldn’t you
know it — goodthing it's got one of
them ski brakes, or I'd be out two
hundered bucks. . .

My word, is that all you're wor-
ried about? Doesn’t your imminent
descent strike you as somewhat
more hazardous than before?

cake — I'll just kick this other ski
off, like this (urrghh). . .there, and
land on my friggin feet — that's
what | was gonna do anyway,
before you butted in, sonny

Well, | must admit that your solu-

tion han't really occurred to me, uh,

vet. .. | was going to suggest that
you make a breathtaking landing
between those two pines there and
weave your way through the woods
until you were able to safely slow
down.

are you kiddin, buster? you ex-
pected me to do that in the state
I'm in? dyou think I'm crazy or
sumthin?

Yes, but obviously your addled
intuition has proven more efective
in ameliorating this situation than
my own well-reasoned judgement. |
don’t quite know what to say.

here we come
(grumphhh), . . . .six feet of powder
and not a scratch — heh heh heh

Listen, Dexter, I'm really sorry. |
guess | completely overestimated
my abilities. | can see now that I'm
washed up, a failure, a wimp. 1
guess ['ll just crawl back into my lit-
tle hovel in your subconscious.

hey, come on, cheer up, huh?
no harm done — look, tell ya
what, if you go up and get the skis,
I'll buy ya a beer

Oh, I've never really had alcohol
before, Dexter. Mother always told
me to study hard, get to bed early,
and keep a clear head.

kid, just stay with me, and I'll
show ya the ropes

Uh. . .what else can I do, ya frig-
gin schizo?

hey, yer learnin already! @»
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ERNIE’s has a complete selection
of fine premium wines and quality
table wines, from the excellent
California wineries and from all
over the world!

ERNIE’s has people with the
knowledge and the time necessary
to help vou select the proper wine
for every occasion and taste!

ERNIE’s feels a responsibility to
our customers who have come to
trust us as sellers of fine wine — a
responsibility to provide both
quality and a reasonable price!

ERNIE’'s has been selecting,
buying, and selling wines for over
forty years. We may have helped
your grandfather choose his
wines. Forty years from now, we
will probably be helping your
grandchildren choose theirs.

Ernie

Fine Wines & Spirits Since 1938
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3870 El Camino
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APOCALYPSE

Most Americans view the intensify-
ing Cold War with anquish and
despair, but not Dr. Casey R.
Douglass. Fueled by Cold War
hysteria and good old American
greed, Dr. Douglass’ first book,

Apocalypse Investing: How To Pro-

fit from the Coming End of the
World, has ridden the Laffer curve
right onto the New York Times’
Best Sellers list. Recently, the book
became the nation’s number one
best seller, displacing long-time
favorite Garfield Gets Gassed. and
shooting past another relative
newcomer, How To Make Love To

The Cube. Small wonder then, that
for Dr. Douglass the frightening
sound of rattling sabers has become
akin to the soothing sound of ring-
ing cash registers.

The meteoric rise of the former
Houston dentist's book has thrust
him into the spotlight of national
debate. Many have decried the
book as greedy and self-centered,
charges which Dr. Douglass has not
attempted to refute. Instead, he
refers critics to the first chapter of
Apocalypse, where he describes his
technique as “a perfectly legal
means for the common man to
keep his chin above water by stan-
ding on his neighbor’s back.”

This month, in an exclusive inter-
view. we talk to Dr. Douglass about
his controversial approach to invest-
ment theory.
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Chappie: To begin with Dr.
Douglass, 1 wonder if you would
sum up the basic principles of
Apocalypse Investing for our
readers.

DD: Certainly. There is one and
only one basic tenet of Apocalypse
Investing: You can buy now and
never pay later. Live for today.
because tomorrow just plain isn't
going to happen.

Chappie: | see. Then you are
predicting a currency collapse which
will wipe out western civilization as
we know it?

DD: It's much, much worse than
that. I'm talking about the bonafide,
genuine Apocalypse; the end of
the world in a rain of ther-
monuclear fire. The End is near, |
tell you.

Chappie: That's awfull
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INVESTING

DD: Yes, but consider the financial
possibilities of it all. Suppose | want
to buy a new car. | go to the bank
and get a loan, "ballooning” it so
the payment isn't due for a couple
of years. But to me, that loan is just
like free money, because I'll never
have to pay it off.

Chappie: So with your program,
there finally is a free lunch.

DD: Right, but dinner isn't going to
be served. Ever.

Chappie: How did you become
convinced that a thermonuclear Ar-
mageddon is inevitable?

DD: It's pretty obvious if you think
about it. If Reagan relents to the
left-wing warmongering pacifists
and halts our defensive arms build-
up, the Russians will take advan-
tage of the imbalance and destroy
us. On the other hand, if the arms

race continues, eventually
somebody’s bound to wake up with
a hangover, or have a fight with
their wife or something. One thing
leads to another and, “poof”,
before you know it there's a war
and the U.S. is reduced to smoking
ruins. It reminds me of Adam and
Eve and the forbidden fruit.
Chappie: It reminds me of Catch
22. Couldn't such a war be limited?
DD: Missles are like potato chips.
It's hard to stop with just one. You
eat one, and then you take
another. . .

Chappie: . . .and before you
know it you've eaten the whole
bag.” That was in your book. But
what about survivors? Deputy
Under-Secretary of Defense Thomas
K. Jones has said: “Dig a hole,
cover it with a couple of doors, and
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then throw three feet of dirt on top.
Everyone’s going to make it if there
are enough shovels to go around.
It's the dirt that does it.”

DD: Even if that did work, who
gets to be the lucky stiff that stays
outside and throws the three feet of
dirt on top of you? It's
preposterous.

Chappie: What can we do about
this coming Apocalypse then?

DD: Do? What can we do? There’s
nothing we can do! Not even all
those gun nuts will be able to do
anything! What are they going to
shoot at? SS-20 missles? By all ac-
counts those suckers are fast. . .
Chappie: Sometimes, not even the
strong survive. . .

DD: Exactly! Now you're beginning
to catch on. The secret to incredible
riches in within your grasp.
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Chappie: Perhaps it would help if
you gave us a few more examples
of Apocalypse Investment theory in
action,

DD: Fair enough. consider the
plight of the modern baseball club
owner. To keep his players from
becoming free agents, he is forced
to pay them outrageous salaries
with unreasonable fringe benefits.
By applying the principles of
Apocalypse Investment, the owner
can save himself a bundle. All he
has to do is sign his players to long-
term contracts, with the bulk of the
payments due as “bonuses’ at the
end of the contract.

Chappie: Could you give us
something which is a little less
obscure?

DD: Well, look at the new deals be-
ing worked out in Detroit between
the auto companies and the
U.A.W. They all involve deferred
payments and short-term conces-
sions. Obviously Chrysler
miscalculated the timing of the
Apocalypse by a few years, but
those long-term government loans
they've wangled should keep them
going just long enough.

Chappie: Are you implying that
some of the leaders of industry ac-
tually operate by your principles?
DD: Of course! And not just
business types, but also presidents,
kings, the Secretary of the Interior,
housewives, bus-boys, and even
movie stars.

Chappie: Movie stars?

DD: You bet. Most people think of
the recent deaths of William Holden
and John Belushi as a tragic waste,
but really, how much will they
miss? Maybe they weren’t so dumb
after all.

Chappie: Even so, you cannot real-
ly believe that James Watt. . .

DD: | concede that for the most
part he's motivated by a hatred for
all things not composed of asphalt,
plastic, or steel. However, he clear-
ly realizes that he'll never have to
account for any of his actions.
Mindless consumption makes a lot
of sense when faced with either an
endless supply or an impending
abrupt drop in demand; in Watt's
mind, we have both.
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Chappie: 1 gather from what you
say that Apocalypse Investing is
more than a financial program, but
is actually a way of life?

DD: Absolutely. My book outlines a
total philosophy. For example,
there's the question of Apocalyptic
Love. If there isn't quick and easy
gratification. forget it.

Chappie: Doctor, aren’t you losing
sight of moral considerations? This
is so Machiavellian!

DD: And what does some cheap
[talian wine have to do with
morals? Hey, if you think my ap-
proach is bad, wait until the
criminal element catches on. |
mean, if you've always wanted to
kill somebody, you might as well do
it. Even if you get caught, you
won't have to serve much time.
Pretty soon the only effective deter-
rents will be flogging or the rack.
Chappie: Luckily, most of those
people cannot read. You keep
referring to “long-term” in-
vestments. The obvious question is,
“How long?” When do you think
the Apocalypse will come?

DD: I'm sorry, but [ can't answer
that without ruining a few of my
own investments. Let me just say it
doesn't surprise me that Ronald
Reagan has never discussed the
possibility of a second term with
Nancy.

Chappie: You're predicting an
Apocalypse by 1984 then?

DD: The Apocalypse! The
Apocalypse man! There's only go-
ing to be one! But you said 1984,
not me.

Chappie: In closing, Doctor, could
you suggest for our readers some
actions they could take to put your
theory into practice?

DD: Sure, I'd be glad to. They
should buy stock in tobacco and
alcohol, but skip firearms. Stay
away from health food ventures.
Buy a big car. Invest in a strip min-
ing operation. Drink coffee and eat
salty, deep-fried foods. Litter.
When starting a detective novel,
always read the ending first. The
logic of all of these moves should
be obvious. Never put off until
tomorrow what you wanted to do

today. @




My Old School

A

Friday afternoon was leisurely kicking in and my sum-
mer employer — his week’s work finally done — was all
set to command my ear some more. Often, he seemed to
like nothing more. After clearing the stack of papers that
was cluttering up his desk — “Every morning they hand
me a molehill and every afternoon they expect a moun-
tain!”, he groaned — he put his feet up on the desk and
leaned back in his chair. The man was ready to talk.

“I remember when I was in college.” he began. Did he
ever! Too well for my sake. He went on and on. The frat
parties, the women, the boozing, the women, the football
games, the women, the formals, the women . . . You get
the point.

“What about your classes?”, [ interrupted, setting him
up for an easy punchline.

“Huh?”

This blather went on for quite a while. Finally as the
shadows began to set outside, my boss wound it down.

“The best time of your life, John. That's what college
is. And don't you forget it.” Pause. *1 think you're going
to have a great time at Swarthmore!”

“That's Haverford, sir.”

“Oh yes, Haverford. I've heard great things about. .
..uh. .Swarthmore. The best time of your life, John.”

That was four years ago. About a month after that con-
versation | enrolled at Haverford College in suburban
Philadelphia. Little Haverford College, a Quaker school of
1,000 students. Little and, at that time, all-male Haver-
ford College. The best time of my life? Lots of wine,
women, and touchdowns? At Haverford — an
academically-rigorous guys’ school with neither fraternities
nor a football team? What do you expect? Christ, what
the hell did I expect?

Whatever | expected, | spent two years at Haverford
not finding it. Two years ago | transferred out to Stanford.
trading in Philadelphia for Palo Alto. Now, with you, [ wil
go back there for a bit; back to that college where, as my
father used to say, “the sun don't shine.” This piece is
about the characters and occurences that made up my
freshman year at “The Ford” — my freshman year
abroad, if you will. There is a Top 40 song by Sheena
Easton, the gist of which is “You could have been with
me. . .Instead of alone with nothing.” And that's really
the moral of all this. If our own spacious playpen starts
getting you down, just look at the dim side: You could
have been with me — at Haverford. Alone with nothing.

You could have been with me on that very first day of
school when I met my first, actual, living Haverfordian.

Chaparral/Despair
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His name was Schnick, and he was a short, dark-haired,
intense-looking, Jewish pre-med from Long lsland. He
was also one of my three suitemates. After grunting a
“Hello”. he walked into my room, smiled, shook hands,
picked his nose, and then uttered his first words.

“John, were you a National Merit semi-finalist?”

[ almost swallowed my tongue. “Only if you doubled
my PSAT scores.”

From that day on | kept my distance from Schnick.
Much of that was simply survival though. Schnick
showered infrequently and considered it a crime against
nature to open his windows, which it may have well
been. Our four-room suite smelled like a panther pit.
Socially, Schnick’s habits matched his hygiene. He would
routinely turn off other people’s radios and typewriters
when he felt they were too loud, and he continually made
a big deal about the fact that he never ever lent money.
“Imagine,” said Mongo, another one of my suitemates, in
disqust, “a Jew who doesn't lend money.”

Which reminds me, you could have been with me as |
got to know Mongo well. This guy was a monster (6-6,

Pay 215 pounds) and with his dark hair, full black beard, and
by the menacing scowl (I used to duck half the times he address-
ed me), he reminded me quite a bit of Bluto. Mongo lik-
ed to attire himself in ripped-up soccer jerseys, and
especially enjoyed thinking up new and foul things to call
me. His favorite nickname for me was “Torch”.

“What does ‘Torch’ mean?”, | asked him.

“Flaming asshole.”

“Oh.”

As you might guess, Mongo was lots of fun to have
around. He never knocked on my door; instead he used
to kick it in. One day he took down one of my curtain
rods and bent it every which way, barehanded. “Tll call
this one ‘Impulse’ ”, he said, sticking the deformed rod on
my desk. Every vacation Mongo would get a batch of ten-
nis racquets from the pro shop where he worked at
home. Most of these he would play with, a few though he
had for other purposes. When he was good and an-
noyed, “impulse” would dictate that he take one of these
racquets into the hallway and beat the crap out of it.
“Relax. weenie,” he said to me after mashing a graphite
special, “if it wasn't for these racquets I'd be doing it to
you.”

On the tennis court Mongo practically did do it to me.
He was a fast-serve champion at home and the rest of his
game wasn't shabby either. “Want to return my serve?”,
he would ask.

“Do | have a choice?”

“No.”

The few of Mongo's serves | could see, | got my rac-
quet on. The others? Some went through the fence, some

e through my face.

/ One time Mongo was playing in a campus tournament
et against a sissy opponent. When the opponent lost a
crucial point, he went into a whining rage and threw his
racquet. The racquet sailed over the net and nicked
Mongo who was standing in the service court. Mongo
hardly missed a beat. He picked the racquet up, put it
across his knee and broke it in half. “My compliments,”
Mongo said as he handed the remains to his bewildered
opponent.

Tresidder Memorial Union 323 9401
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Mongo referred to our suite as “Little Israel” (because
everyone in the suite but him was Jewish) and felt he
deserved some sort of decoration for toughing out a full
year with the rest of us. “It's just me and these three
Yids,” he would tell anyone who would listen. “[ feel sur-
rounded.”

In truth, the only member of “Little Israel” who really
bothered Mongo was Schnick. And that was really no big-
gie; Schnick bothered everybody. In our little four-room
world, Schnick was the only guy who wouldn't chip in for
the refrigerator, the only one who argued about the
phone bills, the only one who wouldn't clean his room.
his clothes, or himself, and — unbelievable as it sounds.
considering their relative statures — the only one who
told Mongo flat out how much Mongo’s dirty laundry
smelled. By mid-year, Schnick’s very presence made
Mongo’s blood boil. “Ooh Schnick, Ooh . . .. he would
mumble to himself as he beat another tennis racquet
senseless in the hallway. “Ooh. . .”

In the spring, Schnick crossed everyone up by becom-
ing friendly. Suddenly he started hanging around Mongo's
room, frying earnestly to engage His Bigness in conversa-
tion.

“What's your favorite hobby?", he asked Mongo.

“Breaking things.”

Rather than further the interrogation, Schnick decided
— mistakenly — to tell Mongo of his favorite hobby: col-
lecting alarm clocks. Mongo's eves it up. He stole four of
Schnick’s clocks and spent the next week or so torturing
him with them. Mongo would set the clocks for every
ungodly hour imaginable and then stick them in Schnick’s
drawers, under his bed, below his pillow, behind the
shade — anywhere that Schnick couldn’t get at them.
“You know what the main problem with Hitler was?”.
Mongo asked rhetorically — a trace of triumph in his

voice — at three o'clock one morning as vet another
alarm went off in Schnick’s room. “He didn't finish the
job, that's what.”

Ilf Mongo doesn't sound like your type, perhaps you
might have preferred J.B., the preppie drug dealer from
New York City who lived down the hall. Perhaps not.
J.B. rarely troubled himself with Jew-baiting; his mind
was always focused on loftier topics — like masturbation.
Although he claimed he was never guilty of the sin, J.B.
had more expressions for masturbation than he had
fingers. Whenever he was around, chances were the con-
versation was centered around meat-beating, or ham-
slamming, or beef-slapping or chicken-choking or weenie-
wagging or wood-wiggling or stem-waxing.

J.B. never let up with this nonsense, but once he
started teasing his roommate Kurt (a not-so-mild-
mannered loonie from Boston) he would end up beating
off — I mean biting off more than he could chew. Kurt
would spot J.B. at dinner (where he was perpetually on
the make with some girl or another) and just make life
miserable for him. “Hey Slammer!”, Kurt would shriek at
J.B. from across the dining center. J.B.’s face would pro-
mptly go beet red, and he would hope to himself that
Kurt would go off and electrocute himself somewhere. No
such luck. “How's it going, Slapper?”, Kurt would inquire,
loudly. as soon as he was in range, his blue eyes gleam-
ing devilishly. “Dinner's great, huh Waxer?” Just as J.B.
had had enough and was ready to clip him, Kurt would
slip off. “Looks like I've got to be going. No hand-to-

gland combat while I'm away, okay, Choker? See va..."”

Unable ever to dine in peace, J.B. spent much of his
free time trying to figure out an appropriate torture for his
annoying roommate. Towards the end of the year, a sad
quirk of fate gave him the opportunity he so desired. On
May Day, Kurt's grandfather died. He had to leave school
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early, and so entrusted J.B. with the chore of packing up
his assorted odds and ends and placing them in summer
storage. J.B. packed up Kurt's bags alright, but before he
put them away fro the summer he jammed a whole
bunch of tuna fish and egg salad sandwiches into them.
Four months later Kurt had to open the boxes.
“Sophomore year's going to be as much fun as freshman
year,” he said to himself, a giant can of Lysol at his side.

Yes indeed, you could have been with me at Haver-
ford. You could have been with me that afternoon when
our R.A., George (a technical whiz) actually got a “C” on
a phusics test, To celebrate this rare event. George placed
the exam against the exam against the wall in his room
and drove a dagger through it. You could have been with
me that evening when George decided to entertain his
fascinated freshmen by making lightning. Not a simple
completed circuit mind you. Lightning.

You could have been with me when George made the
mistake of asking his best friend Thad to wake him up the
following morning. This was a mistake because Thad was
Thad — a big, playful galoot who used to ride his bicycle
up and down the steps in our dorm. The result was
predictably disastrous. At 8:30 A.M. the next day, Thad
burst into George's room — bicycle and all — pushed
George off his bed and then threw his matress out the
window. “Looks like you can't go back to bed now,
Georgie,” Thad said. “Time to rise and shine!” George
rose and reached for that dagger, but too late; Thad had
already run someone over in the stairwell.

You could have been with me for the years first big
snow storm in January. That night, George, Thad, Kurt,
J.B., Mongo, I, and almost every other in-
fantile slob at Haverford all romped over to Bryn Mawr
College (a prestigious women'’s school about a mile up the
road) and built a snow phallus that must have been twen-
ty feet long. The “snow sculpture” (as the school
newspaper termed it) pointed squarely at Merion Hall, the
Bryn Mawr lesbian theme house. The moming after,
BMC Dean Mary Maples Dunn — a real softie — took
one look at this thing and had a real shit-fit. She went
straight to the school warehouse, personally revved up
the only working snowplow, and then drove it right
through the sizable eyesore. “A giant drive for feminism,”
grumbled Mongo over dinner that evening.

Haverford was not a great place to be if you happened
to be black, or so my friend Carter kept on telling me. |
wasn't so convinced: | mean, Haverford wasn't such a
great place if you were white either. Not that | argued the
point with him. Besides — and I suppose, including —
Mongo, Carter was the biggest thing I had ever seen. He
was 6-9 and weighed about 240 pounds. On our hall
directory he listed his birthday as March 28th-30th. “Face
it,” said Mongo, “the man’s a house.”

Carter and | became fast friends, largely because | was
about the only person on the floor who would talk to
him. Most everyone else treated him like they had never
seen a black guy before. “When [ walk down the hall they
all suddenly start locking their doors,” he noted early in
the year, a sly smile crossing his lips. “Maybe | should be
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stealing their stereos.” Carter was quite direct that way.
When people would ask him stupid things like, “How’s
the weather up there, big guy?”, Carter would just look at
them disdainfully and say, “It's raining.” And spit at them.

Whenever Carter and Mongo got together it was like a
meeting of two dinosaurs hooked on Henny Youngman.

“So Mongo." Carter would say, kicking things off in his
most ingratiating voice, “how’s your wife and my kids?”

“Very funny! Very funny!”, Mongo would crack snidely
as he hacked yet another tennis racquet to bits.

The metal carcass in hand, Mongo would then focus his
attention on Carter’s ever-expanding stomach, which
always lapped his belt. “Going out for the Olympic eating
team, eh Carter?”

Carter could only roll his eyes, for he knew what was
coming up.

“Carter’s so fat,” Mongo would say, rolling, “that you
don't walk beside him on the street, you walk among
him.”

“Damn Mongo, how long are you going to keep run-
nin’ these same jokes.”

"Carter’s so fat,” Mongo would continue, unflustered,
“that every time the cops spot him in the corner they vell,
‘Hey, break it up over there.” ”

“You win,” Carter would say, dropping the biggest
bomb of all, “I gotta go study.”

Those words promptly put everyone in the dumps.
These stories aside, all we did at Haverford was study.
And go to class. Carter and | shared one class, a farcical
freshman seminar course entitled “Myth and Science Fic-
tion”. Carter didn't like the class because the teacher was
always pestering him to talk, and because it included a
nerd named B.T. B.T. would constantly say things like,
“What Carter meant to say was. . .”, while he wasn't lec-
turing us about what his father thought about science fic-
tion. Much anyone cared about what his father thought
about science fiction.

As pathetic as B.T. was, he didn't rate with a fellow
named Gimp who was the designated guinea pig of our
weekly tutorial sessions. Gimp really liked being called
Gimp; but he didn't like being called Gimp the Wimp,
which is naturally how everyone addressed him. Poor
Gimp was a practical joke just waiting to happen. He was
always squinting, or telling bad jokes, or starting sentence
after sentence with a “Well, maybe it's me, but. . .”

Gimp’s papers were a pretty sad lot, especially his term-
paper — a science fiction classic entited Runnin’ on Emp-
ty. Gimp’s epic was all of four pages long, two of which
were devoted almost entirely to the Jackson Browne song
lyric. Gimp took this story seriously, but when he read it
in the tutorial section the teacher started cracking up
about halfway through. Right about the time Gimp was
saying, "Runnin’ on empty, runnin’ on. . .” One reviewer
showed his appreciation for Runnin’ on Empty by flicking
his Bic and setting it on fire. “Maybe it's me,” said Gimp,
his head in his hands.

Just be glad it wasn't you. @
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