
Is Life More Than Mere Survival?
Kelly Parkinson
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Turn Off Your TV Week

This week, according to a flier tacked to a telephone 
pole just past Lupita’s Mexican Restaurant, is Na
tional Boycott Television Week. While this is a 

provocative concept, the whole point of it all seemed ab
sent. Who was this omniscient crusader anyway, and 
why didn't he run for A.S. president? I decided to 
investigate.

I contacted Ted Turner, CEO of CNN. “What do you 
think? Should TV be boycotted?”

“No, TV is good. It makes us all good citizens. I watch 
it all the time. And look at me—I’m rich. Definitely, peo
ple should watch TV. Makes you smart, too. Look at me, 
I’m a smart guy. Watch plenty TV. My wife Jane Fonda 
has a good infomercial on right now. Tliaf s one of my fa
vorite programs.”

“I haven’t seen it.”
“Oh,” Ted Turner said. “It’s good. She wears these 

tights and a blue leotard and does kicks and bend-overs, 
that kind of thing.”

“Well, thanks for your time, Ted,” I said. He gave me 
his business card before I left, because that’s what people 
over at CNN do to each other so they don’t forget each 
other’s titles. Then I thought of something. What if Tur
ner is just saying it because he owns CNN? I should ask 
someone who isn’t famous and married to Jane Fonda.

My quest led me to the doorstep of my local Amway 
distributor. His name is Grant Hedgepath. This man is at 
least 70, and he’s bought a house, a Mercedes and a wife 
selling Amway detergent, self-tanning lotion, makeup.... 
Amway even packages nutritious shake mix, he said. 

We sipped Citri-Lite and chatted in the living room. 
‘Television is evil,” he said, leaning forward confiden-. 

tially. “It’s the plague of Babylon, infesting the world 
with death and destruction. Beware of the beast, the 
hour is soon upon us!” He fiercely pounded his glass of 
Citri-Lite onto the coffee table. “On occasion I do 
watch Biography on A&E — that’s a feirly good show. 
Did you see that one with Judy Garland? Excellent. Mar
cella and I were in tears. And one week they did a gang
ster series.

“Which reminds me, have I shown you the new Am
way cigars that just came in? They’re imported from a 
cozy little mom-and-pop sweatshop in Mexico. Care
fully handcrafted, taste like a piece of heaven and hell 
mixed up together.”

Sounded interesting, but I had to go, I said. 
“Okeedokee.” Grant tinkled the ice around in the 

glass as he gazed at me like we’d shared a dirty joke. 
“Bye."

Grant Hedgepath is weird. I thought hard. Eveiyone is 
weird. Like dirt, you can’t escape it.

Next on my list of sources was Snoop Doggy Dogg, a 
reliable old informant who once helped me solve the 
Case of the Missing Indo. I travelled to his Beverly Hills 
mansion. He made me take off my shoes so as not to soil 
the new carpeting. He was a little distracted, glancing re
peatedly toward the kitchen. I think he was baking cook
ies. I smelled them. So I left. He never shares his cookies. 
“See ya ’round, dawg.” “Peace out (secret handshake).”

Since I was in the area, I decided to stop by Marilyn 
Manson’s place as well. A shirtless figure in gray sweat 
pants strained against a lawn mower in front of a house 
with green shutters. It was him. I tapped him on a sun
burnt shoulder blade. He turned off the mower. “Eh?” 

“Hey, Marilyn, I want to ask you something. Is it true 
that you’re really Kevin from Mr. Belvedere?”

“No,” he squeaked. “Where’d you hear that?” 
“Everybody says so.”
Marilyn fingered the cinch-string of his sweat pants. 

“So what if I was Kevin? I was brainwashing the masses. 
Television is about power. I want power. I want more 
power than Jesus.” His eyes flashed brilliantly, then 
dulled.

“You made a nice Kevin. What was Mr. Belvedere 
like?”

He shrugged. “He was fat and full of himself and he al
ways pinched the director’s ass.”

“Oh. So should people boycott television?”
‘They should boycott life.”
“That’s very astute, Marilyn.”
“Thanks. Do you think it’s good?”
“Oh, yes. People make considerable amounts of mo

ney coining phrases like that. Have you ever considered 
a lucrative career in the field of advertising?”

“Gosh, no. I never thought I was witty enough.” 
“What are you saying? You are so witty and you don't 

even know it?”
He slapped me on the back. “Thanks, man.”
“No, I mean it.” He blushed and scratched his ear with 

a ragged fingernail, then shameful of feelinggood, turned 
the lawn mower back on.

I dismissed myself and remembered one more person I 
must speak with. The man who helped re-key the gate as 
well as swing it shut — University of California Regent 
Ward Connerly. That’s a long title, but he doesn’t freely 
distribute business cards — something about budget 
restrictions.

“So, University of California Regent Ward Connerly, 
TV watchers: pimps or wimps?”

He gave me a dismissive smile and tapped his desk

with the free golden pen they give to all the regents. 
“Well, I watch TV,” he said. “That should answer your 
question.”

My eyes wandered over to the paper in the tray of his 
laser printer. That paper looked oddly familiar. Some 
people have a sense of smeH or sight or hearing; I have a 
sense of paper. I stood there in his office and thought. I 
thought hard there in the air-conditioned suite. Some
thing wasn’t right. “May I use your phone?” I asked.

“So long as it’s not long distance.”
I called anyway. “Snoop, here’s the scoop. I’m in 

Ward Connerly’s office right now and I have a gnawing 
suspicion —”

Snoop interrupted. “Say no more, Parkinson. Your 
hunch is correct. I’ve been thinking the same thing, only 
I opted for silence during our meeting because of the 
cookies.”

“So it’s confirmed?”
"Affirmative.”
Special Agent Snoop had already solved it; the evi

dence pointed to Ward’s pink eraser nub of a head. He’d 
put up the signs. Ward Connerly had posted the fliers to 
distract us from the real issues.

“I know you posted the fliers to distract us from the 
real issues,” I said to him.

He sniffed. “What are you going to do about it?”
“I’m going to pinch your head!” I closed one eye and 

looked at his head through my thumb and index finger, 
closing the gap ever so slowly as I had done to countless 
villains before.

He laughed. “Your attempts are futile. Don’t you 
know you can’t pinch my head in this office. Your pow
ers were deactivated as soon as you walked through that 
door.”

I howled. “Noooo!”
He howled back. “Yeeees!”
“I’m telling!” I said for lack of something clever, and 

bolted out the door wreathed in a purple cloud of wrath.
My quest had ended. I had failed to pinch the head of 

darkness. I would never be a Jedi reporter, and I was 
thirsty. At least, I consoled myself, I have cable.
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W e 'r e  closer Fhan w e V e  b e e n  all day.

Because so liF F le  

is le f t- Fo F h e  sp iF e fu l: 

iF  s  Fime Fo 

re  define Km erica;

T h e  car is  a black Ford T hunderb ird  

rF s on if-s  way Fo Las Vegas.

TV\e m usic is Fhose gold sound? 

and iF  sounds besF on a 

sFock sFereo Furned all Flr\e way up. 

T h re e  friends, o f aF leasF Fen years, 

and iF  s  alm osF m idnighF, 

alm osF m y F w enFy~ firsF  b irF hday. 

T h e  bud is  alm osF green 

and F h e  d river is alm osF sober.

I mumble FK e words Fo 

SilenF N ighF , Holy NiglrvF 

and speak up in order Fo redefine

Kmerica. DonF realise F h e y  

canF hear me F ill 1 m finished.

Num b Fo gas prices and F h e  monopoli?ed 

compeFrFion o f F h e  deserF and °n h o u r away 

fro m  F h e  lasF  im porfanF  b irF h d ay o f m y life  

(only F h ing  Fo look fo rw ard  Fo: car insurance drops 

when 1 h iF  F w enF y'five ), I run round F h e  convenience 

sFore like a fam ilia r idioF,

F ry ing  on cowboy k\aFs F h a F  are 

way over 

priced

and leaving waFer m arks 

fro m  m y hands 

sF ill weF fro m  F h e  baf-hroom .

I p ick ouF a coloring book 

feaFuring F h e  sFories o f F h e  Old 

&  New TesFam enF. and. 

h  BOX OF 6  A- CRKYONS.

2 .9 9  buys me f ifF y  colors 

named w rFh a T hesau rus 

or by a T hesau rus-  Fype man. 

J e ff handles F h e  shocking reali^aFion 

"Bo+es o f 64- crayons donF 

cosF like FwenFy dollars." *

*Tw enFy-dollars sym bolic

fo r  being com pleFely unaffordable on a car t r ip  as a kid 

beFween l 9 8 0 - 1 9 8 7 .

Bad K ss James, 

a sobering driver, 

buys lemonade, re sF s  iF  in h is  

lap as F h e  road 

gives up dimensions

and fo rm s  a sF ra jg h F  line F h a F  connecFs 

w iF h  Las Vegas,

I donF w aFch James 

buF I can h ea r h im  FasFe h is

lemonade as he  swallows iF. 

IF s  a characF er F ra iF .

"W e’fe  closer Fhan  we've been 

all day, I announce.

Je ff says, "W ere closer now. 

James says, Now.

"Now. Now.

"Now.

"Now."

"Now."

"Now.

K pause even a h ip  

film m aker would noFice. Then: 

OX., I say. Now.

Doonesbury
I  THINK IH/A5 SAYING 
SOMETHING ABOLTTTHISBEING 
THS PERFECTEAYANPHOHJ 

•„« NOTHING COULP RUIN IT...

THATSTÌIESTANPS. ANPTHS 
REASONS SITTING RIGHT HERE 
NEXT'S ME-TH/S REMARKABLE \ 
WOMAN, RAPIANT, WISE, WITTY...

BY GARRY TRUDEAU
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Snacky Shacky
New fiction 

from the likes of
Noah Lane Blumberg
“Those damn Myron 

Brothers are on again,” 
thought Jared. He was 
watching the music chan
nel again. The Myron 
Brothers were a spectacu
larly successful new pop 
music group composed of 
two identical twins, Mark 
and Matt Myron, who 
were obscenely hand
some, tanned, muscle- 
bound and sang in the 
comfortably high voices of 
12-year-olds. The video 
for the No. 1 smash “Hold
ing You (You’re My Best 
Friend)” was on. Jared 
looked frustratingly into 
the TV. “They’ve got to be 
lip-synching,” he thought.

Today was the day that 
Jared would finally leave 
his parents’ house in the 
suburbs and start his new 
job in Oakland. Jared’s 
friend Lance had arranged 
the job for him. So far, all 
that Jared knew about this 
new job was that there 
would be some lifting and 
that the bosses were Rus
sian immigrants. The im
portant detail was that the 
job paid $100 a day. That 
was enough information 
for Jared.

Jared pulled up to the 
address that Lance had gi
ven him. The sign out front 
read “We Fix Fast and 
Good Appliance.” At the 
front door, a middle-aged 
man dressed in brand-new 
blue jeans and a hooded 
sweatshirt greeted Jared. 
“You must be zeh Jerry,” 
said the man.

“Uh, Jared,” Jared cor
rected. “It’s very nice to 
meet you.”

The man paused and 
looked at Jared for a few 
seconds and then said, 
“My nem eez Jack Collins, 
willcome to zeh fammly.”

“Oh thank you very

much.” Jared looked ar
ound. It was what looked 
to be an appliance repair 
shop with a few small TVs, 
a toaster, and some tools. 
“Will I be working on re
pairing appliances?”

“No, not really. You 
work beck zerr,” the man 
said as he pointed through 
a beaded doorway. “Let 
me jus till you zat zis eez a 
good pless to work. We eat 
rill good here. We get you 
wahtever you want. Sand
wich. McDonald’s. Wah
tever. And you don’t need 
to say nussing about what 
you do here. It’s a good 
pless to work and you 
don’t need to say nussing.” 

The man led Jared 
through the beaded door
way and into a huge ware
house filled with large, 
new-looking appliances: 
TVs, refrigerators, wash
ing machines and stereo 
equipment. Three people 
were sitting on some boxes 
in the middle of the ware-

house, watching TV. 
There were two men of ab
out 30 and a woman that 
looked to be a few years 
older than the man who 
led Jared in. The man said, 
“Zeez are my two sons, 
Kevin and the Jack Jr. And 
ziss is my wife, Eve.” They 
all nodded at Jared.

Jared said, “Hi, I’m 
Jared.” The wife was wear
ing a weight-lifting belt 
loosely over the bottom of 
her hooded sweatshirt. 
The sons were dressed in 
brightly colored sweaters 
and had gold bracelets.

The man said, “Hev a 
seat,” and Jared sat down 
on a nearby box and 
looked at the TV. The My
ron Brothers were on 
again. This time it was 
another one of their No. 1 
hits, “Lazy Summer Love 
(Friends Fo’ever).”

The Brothers were on at 
least once an hour for the 
eight hours that Jared sat 
on the box. Neither he nor 
the other three people 
worked at all that day. 
They all sat and watched 
the music channel and did 
not speak. After a few

hours, the man came into 
th e  w a re h o u se  and 
brought each person a Big 
Mac meal. During lunch, 
the sons and the mother 
spoke briefly in an East 
Asian language that Jared 
could not identify.

Near the end of the day, 
Jared made eye contact 
with the mother. She 
quickly looked away and 
walked to a different part 
of the warehouse.

As Jared was leaving, 
the man handed him a 
$100 bill. Jared said, 
“Aren’t there any tax forms 
that you want me to fill 
out?”

“Tex Forms?” the man 
said. “You don’t nidd any 
tex forms. Ziss is a good 
pless to work. We call 
you.”

Jared never got a call ab
out when he was supposed 
to work again. He asked 
Lance if he knew what was 
wrong and Lance said, 
“Yeah, I guess you of
fended them.”

Josh Ruthin 
Is a

Muscle-Bound Jerk
It’s a fine Friday afternoon. I lie on my bed watch

ing the sunlight expand and contract through the cur
tains, collect on the windowsill, coagulate on the op
posite wall etc., and listen to my roommate shout, 
“Fuck you, mutherfuckert” at a video game he is 
playing.

I don my new hip, darker-than-hell sunglasses, let a 
cigarette dangle from my lip (I figure I should be ad
dicted to them at some point or another) and let the 
fine music of the “Jazz Butcher Conspiracy” course 
through my ears, ahhh-so coool. “Yea, I’m a bad ass,” 
I tell myself as I take an extra long drag.

I have almost convinced myself to get dressed and 
go to the gym, but not quite — there are still a couple 
of songs left on the CD, and I think I want to listen to 
Pat Fish sing once more about the glories of Bakers
field before I stir a muscle. But the moment inevitably 
comes and I find myself cruising down on my 
10-speed Schwinn that is almost 10 years older than I 
am, singing “Ya’ Man, We Be Ja’Man,” thinking about 
a book I have been reading about the side effects of 
advanced technology and how people must endure 
the strain of an increasing number of competing self
investments that all demand equal attention, 
thoughts like the ones that plagued me this morning, 
like I really should read the paper for once, I really 
should eat breakfast, I really should do my home
work, I really should meditate, I really should work 
on my highly advanced solar-powered washing ma
chine, I really should write a letter to my friend who 
still thinks there is something wrong with the post of
fice, I really should pay more attention to my postcard 
collection, I really should re-examine my values, I re
ally should get in touch with my emotions, I really 
should find a place to live next year — I mean college 
is not unlike the emotional equivalent of being drawn 
and quartered.

This time, through a process of random selection, 
the desire to get buffed won out. I finally arrive and am 
already out of breath from the five-minute bike ride it 
took to get here, but I think I can handle it. I fumble 
for a few minutes for my student I.D., letting the line 
accumulate behind me. I produce my card and show it 
nonchalantly to the person behind the desk, then 
make my way among the towering pillars of the more 
frequent (exercisers) toward the bench press. I lay on 
200 pounds to begin with, just to see where I’m at. 
Through a process of elimination, I reduce the weight 
until I am left with just the bar and my own fractured 
ego. Well, enough about that.

Someone approaches me as I take a long break and 
asks if he can “grab a set between sets.” I stfire dumb
founded for a moment until a light goes on, a connec
tion between the synapses. “You mean you want to 
use this thing?” I feel I am making progress. I leave the 
gym in high spirits, feeling really exhilarated, feeling 
like I could conquer the world, feeling like ... I lie on 
my bed, don my glasses, my cigarette, and the natural 
selection evolutionary cycle begins once more.

Sunday, April 7 PM
UCSB's Isla Vista Theater

James Dean stars in this film about an alienated, lonely teenager who nobody 
understands. Don’t miss your chance to see the original wide-screen version.

Film Society Members: $3 General Admission: $5 
loin the film society and get discounts on ticket prices, coffee, videos, cd’s, and more!
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FEATURES &  SHOWTIMES 
BELOW BEGIN 

m i  a  n n n  n e

ASSISTED LISTENING V  
1  SYSTEMS AT 
L  -f ALL LOCATIONS M

TWILIGHT SHOWS \ F R I . ,  A P R I L  2 5 9 DAILY MATINEE$4.00
TIMES SHOWN IN ( ) BRACKETS

NO PASSES ft COUPONS 
ACCEPTED ON *  NO PASS 
SPECIAL ENGAGEMENTS

$5.00
AFTERNOON SHOW(S) BEFORE TWILIGHT

r P A S E O  N U E V O '
l 8 W. DE LA GUERRA PL. • S.B. j

r  M E T R O  4
l 618 STATE STREET - S.B. j » S É i É l h

TRAVELLER (R)
F ri-S a t-1:30 (42Q) 7:10 9:50

SNEAK PREVIEW SATURDAY 
*  BREAKDOWN (R) S at-8 0 0  PM

★  ROM Y AN D  MICHELE S 
HIGH SCHOOL REUIRON (R> 

Frt-Sun -2 0 0  (4:301 7 0 0  9 3 0  
Mon-Thun - 2:45 (5:10) 7:40Sun-1 :3 0  7:10 only 

M on-Thun-2 :1 5  (5:10) 7:50 FEMALE PERVERSIONS (R)
F rtS u n -l:2 0  7:10 9:55 LOVE AND OTHER CATASTROPHES 

(R) Frt-Sun - 9:40 only 
M on-Thun - 2:30 only

GROSSE POINTE BLANK (R) M on-Thun - 2:10 8:00 only
Frt-Sun -1 2 0  (4:10) 7:00 9:45 McHALES NAVY (PC)
Mon-Thun - 2 3 5  (5:30) 8.00 Frt-Sun-1 :4 5  (4:40) only 

Mon-Thun -2 2 0  only B HEADS M  A  DUFFEL BAG (R)
THE DEVIL'S O W N m  
F ri-S d t-1:45 (43 0 ) 7:20 9:65 
Sun-(4 3 0 ) 9:55 only 
M on-Thun-2 2 5  (5:00) 7:40

Frt-Sun - (4:45) 9:45 only
SLINC BLADE (R> M on-Thun - (5:30) only
Frt-Sun - (400) only 
Mon-Thun - (53 0 ) only *  MURDER AT 1600 (R) 

Frt-Sun-1 3 0  (4:40) 7 2 0  9.50

LIAR LIAR (re-13)
Frt-Sun-2 0 0  (4:45) 7 3 0  9:50 
M on-Thun - 2:45 (5:20) 7 3 0

A NACO NDA (PC-13) Mon-Thun - 2:40 (5:20) 8 3 0
Frt-Sun-2 :1 5  (4:50) 7 3 0  9:50 
M on-Thun-2 :4 5  (520) 7:40 INVENTING  THE ABBOTTO (R) 

Frt-Sun-1 :4 5  (4:20) 7 3 0
THE SAINT (PC-13)
Fit ft Sun -1:15 (4:10) 70 0  9:50

Mon ft W ed - (5:00) 7 3 0  only
r  P I M F M A T W I M  1

Tues ft Thun - (530) only
v l l i u l V I M  1 V V I M  

J3050 HOLLISTER AVE - GOLETA^
S a t-1:15 (4:10) 9:50 
M on-Thun-2 3 0  (5:10) 7:50 CH ASING  A M Y (R)

Frt-Sun-2 2 0  (4:50) 7 3 0  9 5 5  
Mon ft W e d -2 :3 5  (53Q) 8:00 
Tues ft Thun-2 3 5  8:00 only

A  VO LC A N O  (PC-13)
Fri -(4 :2 0 ) 7 0 0  9:36 
Sort-Sun-1 :4 0  (4:20) 7 0 0  9:35 
M on-Thun - (6:20) 8:00 only

THAT OLD FEELING (PC-13) 
Frt-Sun - 7 2 0  9:45 only
Mon-Thun - (4:60) 7:30 only SCREAM (R)

Frt-Sun-2 :1 0  7:10 only
*  MURDER AT 1600 (R)
Fri -(4 :3 0 ) 7:10 9:45 
Sot-Sun-1 :5 0  (4:30) 7:10 9:45 
Mon-Thun - (5:40) 8:15 only

R I V I c R A
, 2044 ALAMEDA PADRE SERRA • S B . ,

M on ft W ed - 2:50 7:50 only 
Tues ft Thun - 7:50 only

*  PARADISE ROAD (R)
Fri - (6:16) 8 0 0  only 
Sat/Sun/W ed - (2:30) (5:15) 80 0

*  VO LC A N O  (PC-13)
Tues ft Thun - 2 3 0  (5:40) 8:15

ÂRLINGTON THEATRÊ Mon/Tues/Thun - (5:15) 8 0 0  only \ P L A Z A  D E  O R O ]
&  TICKET AGENCY r F A I R V I E W  T W I N "

. 251 N. FAIRVIEW • GOLETA j

L 349 HITCHCOCK WAY - S.B. J|
1317 STATE - INFO - 963-4408 

TICKET AGENCY HOURS:
KAMA SUTRA: A  TALE OF LOVE 
(NR) Frt ft M on-Thun - 8:00 only 
Sat-Sun - 2:40 8 3 0  onlyMON - SAT 9:00 AM -6:00 PM 

L SUN-9AM-4PM  i CROSSE POINTE BLANK <R) 
Fri ft Mon-Thun-(5 3 0 ) 8:15 only 
Sat-Sun - 2:45 (5:30) 8:15★  V O L C A N O  (re -1 3 ) KOLYA (P C -1» (5:30) only

Frt-Sun-1:45 (4:30) 7:15 9:46 
M on ft W ed  - 2:30 (5:15) 8:00 
Tue» ft Thun - Plays a t  Fiesta 5

THE SAINT (PC-13)
Fri ft Mon-Thun - (520) 8 0 0  only 
Sat-Sun-2 :3 0  (5:20) 8:00

A N A C O N D A  (PC-13)
Fri ft Mon-Thun-(5 2 0 ) 7:45 only 
Sat-Sun -2 :6 0  (5:20) 7:45

http://www.movlellnk.comJ
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PRIZES: S.”*5”
HOW TO GET YOUR TICKETS: ' °thor K1EE Sw,s

• At Reggae Tuesday at Calypso -  S14 State St.
• Spring Fever at SBCC
• By Listening All Day Long!!


