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here was one thing Shaiiene Minneiy would not 
do for love, and it was to buy that dress in the 
front window o f Marshall’s that M irk  was point

ing at and saying he liked a lo t 
I t might have been a very stylish dress in 1988. But 

now, ten years later, it reminded her o f Michelle Moore’s 
mother, who used to come and read to their third grade 
class after lunchtime out of the book “Clan of the Cave 
Bear.” Mrs. Moore wore land of sexy outfits, but they 
were tacky sexy outfits and everybody thought so, except 
for Billy Schoenburger.

But Mark really liked this dress in the front window of 
Marshall’s. And Sharlene realty liked Mark. H e had an 
assortment of quirky characteristics that made him spe
cial. For example, he washed his hands with Ajax. He 
wore black lipstick. And he 
also liked to give himself 
little cut marks with an army 
knife his U nde Tanner gave 
him when he was eleven.

Once he did it when she 
was driving in the car. She 
looked over and saw him do
ing it, and she got land of
freaked ou t “Mark, why arc —-------------------------------
you cutting yourself?” she politely inquired. “Are you try
ing to commit suicide by bleeding to death?”

“Certainty not,” he scowled. Then a smile o f salacious 
pleasure beltydanced across his sun-choked cheeks. “I’m 
getting in touch with my inner pain. I  love pain. It’s, like, 
another way of experiencing reality. The blood —  it’s so 
Dionysian and beautiful. W hy can’t  you see that?” Mark 
took an irritated bite out of the hot dog he was holding 
with his free hand. “Yo fo yuh men po.”

“What?”
Mark swallowed. “You’re so judgmental, I said!” 
Chastened, Sharlene made a quick move for the shoul

der lane. She wanted him to know that this was important 
enough for her to pull over, because when you have a deep 
talk with someone you can lose your eyesight and kill cats 
and little frogs.

“Mark!”
Mark winced. He was still cutting himself. “Y-yes?”

“A re you going to cut me, 
M ark? Cut me like you cut 

your own swam plike flesh?*

something important that I  just realized as I was driving 
right now.”

Mark was silent. H e knew that if  he went, “W hat is it?” 
he would sound like the 1994 Austin of Days of Our 
Lives. Austin always made those superfluous remarks. 
His voice sounded kind ofhusky and throaty like Mark’s, 
too. Mark hated it when he said something that Austin 
would say, especially when he was bleeding.

“Sometimes I  just can’t  figure you out,” Shaiiene ejacu
lated. “You’re so withdrawn and ponderous and con
templative. Yet you’re so rebellious — like how you cut 
yourself. God, I’ve never met anyone like you, and I  know 
everyone must say that, but I  mean it. I  —•”

Mark interrupted hen “Sharlene! I  just thought of 
something. Let’s go to the laundromat and smoke d -  

garettes in front o f it!”
“OK!”
“Wow, Sharlene. You’re 

so cool. I  feel like I  can say 
anything to you. But I  was 
onty joking. Get it? Because 
people are always sitting in 
front o f  die laundromat 
smoking, and if  we di<| it

------------ -------------- ——  too, it would be like we were
making fun of them, but nobody would know.”

Sharlene thought back to that moment as she tried to 
phrase her rejection of the dress in a way that would be as
sertive, yet conciliatory, like she’d practiced in her Con
flict Resolution class for Communication. In this class the 
professor told them thatwhen two people are realty diffe
rent, most of the time there’s a way they can reach a 
middle point of reconciliation if  they can try to under
stand and accept their cultural differences. Like Hunga
rians don’t  wash their hands after using the bathroom, so 
if  you’re in Hungary and you wash your hands after mak
ing poo, they get very offended. But if  you go, “In my cul
ture we wash our hands,” then they go, “Oh, that’s neat 
how we’re different.”

“You know, Mark, I  don’t  like that dress, but just be
cause I  don’t  like it doesn’t  mean I  don’t  like you,” Shar
lene said as she took his hand. “Don’t  feel that our differ
ences are tearing us apart. For it is our differences, Mark,”

KAZUH1RO KIBUISIU /  m u m u

“Quit saying my name. W hen you’re talking to some
one you don’t  have to keep saying their name when you do 
it. It’s so annoying; you sound like my bank.” \

“You’re upset, Mark. I  know it may seem right now 
that I don’t  care about you, but you’re wrong, Mark. 
You’re so wrong. Just to prove it, Fm going to cut myself.” 

“Stop doing that, I  say! Cut it out!”
“But Mark!”
Markpulled out his pocket knife that his Uncle Tanner 

gave him when he was eleven. “Say i t ... say it one more 
time, cummon. W hat’s my name? SAY IT!”

“Are you going to cut me, Mark? Cut me like you cut 
your own swamplike flesh? W ill that release this rep
ressed anger you’ve got bunkered up inside o f you? Then 
I’ll gladly volunteer. Cut me, Mark. Cut me like the man 
your father is, and you vóli never be so you have dirty fan
tasies about your mother.”

“No.” M ark put the knife back in the pocket o f his jean 
jacket with a tremulous shaking and fluttering of the 
hands. “I t is not worth it. You are not ready yet.” 

Actually, Sharlene seemed ready enough, but it just 
wouldn’t  he sanitary. I f  she had brought her own knife, or 
perhaps a very sharp pencil —  something he could work 
with. But not his knife, not now.

Shaiiene grimaced. Shoot. W ith one swift parry Mark 
had gutted Rfer dreams and left them jiggling on the 
asphalt. There was nothing left to do but break up with 
him and run away.

“I thought you would make me cool,” she sobbed. “But

^  T  pulled over on the freeway because I  want to tell you she said softly, “that are bringing us together.” See BARSTOW , p  J A  a a
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Can’t  a hard-working' 
journalist get a beer ar
ound here? Not easily, at 
least in the Faculty Club.

W h e n  n a tio n a lly -  
renowned L j I. Times col
umnist Robert Scheer vis
ited UCSB on Tuesday, 
he was greeted with a less- 
than-heartwarming wel
come by some campus en
tities. First he received a 
parking ticket, becoming 
another victim of campus 
Parking Services’ all- 
encompassing web of

“...is every 
distinguished 
campus guest 

denieathe 
booze they 

desire?
confusion. Later, Scheer 
was given serious guff at 
the Faculty Club when he 
tried to order a drink with 
his lunch.

H e was initially denied 
because he wanted a mar
tini and the bar was insuf
ficiently stocked, but 
when he instead decided 
on a simple Bass Ale, he 
was told by the perky wai
ter that such a request was 
impossible —  only Fa
culty Club members are 
allowed to order alcohol.

A t first the waiter 
wanted to bring Scheer a 
membership application, 
but the writer didn’t  feel' 
like filling out forms, he 
felt like a Bass Ale. After 
much fuss and two trips to 
consult with the manager, 
the waiter brought Scheer 
his beer as a “special ex
ception” to the rules. 
“This campus is very op
pressive,’’ Scheer noted 
with disgust.

W hat gives? I  can 
understand if  they’re try
ing to keep students from 
frequenting the Faculty 
Club like Sam’s to Go, but 
is every distinguished 
campus guest denied the 
booze they desire? Are 
major university donors 
given the same treatment?

I’m not usually one to 
waste ink and paper de
fending the generally 
plush treatment o f our 
campus guests, but when 
Cypress Hill was here, 
somebody provided them 
with bucketfuls o f beer. 
C onsidering th a t my 
chances o f becoming a 
famous writer are much 
(uh, well, ldnda) better 
than my chances of be
coming a rock star, I  don’t  
want to come back here as 
a campus guest in the year 
2023 to share Scheefs 
fate.

Every good journalist 
needs their booze. How 
else can we avoid insanity 
while keeping tabs on the 
grim side o f history, with-

See SKINNY, P3 A

The Morning’s 
True Glory

by Sydney Peck

■ s Dennie pulled me close, 
ever so slightly caressing 
my pronounced waist, I  felt 

some inaudible nothing whispered 
into my ear. I  gave the feminine 
giggle and blindly followed Den- 
nie’s lead.

The gazes I  had been intercept
ing throughout the night allowed 
me an educated guess of our desti
nation, while the alcohol gave me a 
Dionysian level of inhibition. The 
evening was on its way out and the 
wee hours were on their way in. 
The peaceful darkness, interrupted 
by the few shimmer
ing stars, allowed me 
to forget that Dennie 
and I  were not the 
only  tw o p eo p le  
awake in the after 
hours.

W hile we softly
discussed the u n im -____ ;_____
portant events of the evening, our 
bodies were having a completely 
different discussion. Never once 
did I  fathom that of our group of 
friends I  would be the one to leave 
the party, ready to gain a notch on 
my barren bed post.

Every few nights, a couple 
would form from our closely knit 
group of friends, leaving the re
maining drunks to play the face
tious guessing game, predicting 
the next step unto which the absent 
couple would proceed. I  never pic
tured myself die topic.

“We were on 
our w ay to 

being  
engulfed in  

our own  
w orld ...”

As Dennie and I  babbled on, the 
increments of time between eye 
contact shortened and the aware
ness of our surroundings de
creased. W e were on our way to be
ing engulfed in our own world of 
endorphine-induced happiness. 
Our words were escaping our lips 
through our sensual smiles. I  could 
see my personal emotions emanat
ing through Dennie’s eyes.

The night was calling and the 
solar system illuminated our way. 
As we floated into the distance, the 
city streets were metamorphosing 

into a world left be
hind. W e soon found 
ourselves amid the fa
miliar willow trees of 
the  neighborhood 
park . O u r m inds 
knew the way through 
the labyrinth o f trees, 
yet our eyes, glazed by 

emotions, allowed us to perceive a 
totally different landscape. The 
trees were dancing to the thump
ing rhythm of our bloodflow as we 
made our way deeper into the 
nondescript.

W hat followed was virtually un
important, aside from the few fol
lowing details: the level o f com
prehensions th rou g h o u t our 
speechless conversations, the 
rhythm of our melodious foreplay 
that our bodies seemed to follow,

See D E N N IE , p J A

TheJhighs and Tows of Jf>ve
Pick the piece that best suits yo u r mood...

Far Away

I look up as the teardrops fall
Down to the cold cement
Below my feet; I look up
At the clouds, a contrast o f light and dark
upon themselves, in a blue sky.
I shiver in the never ending cold.
Your arms could warm me,
Satisfy me, exhilarate me.
If only I could warm my lips on yours. 
The days go by slowly,
And I watch the clock move 
Along its circular pattern,
Never changing. Trapped.
As the hands go around,
Your memory moves further away. 
Yesterday I could still feel 
Your kisses on my neck.
Now, I can only dream.

«

Creature

My lovely creature of the dusk. 
You love the smell of pine trees 

In the evening 
Watching the sunset 

From the top of a mountain 
Marveling at those last 

Rays of orange light. 
My lovely creature of the night. 

You love the moist, dark air 
which kisses your cheeks as you walk.

The sound of crickets in the distance 
As you look up into the dark blue sky. 

Thousands of sparkling stars, 
what I see when I look in your eyes.

Poetry b y

Hannah Rocheleau
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Greg ‘Ory’ Spangler is a senior aquatic biology major and a 
TA for Sociology 1S2A— Human Sexuality. Got a sex prob
lem? Just bellow o u t...

Hey Ory,
My girlfriend seems to  urinate on me occasionally while we 

make love. Is she trying to mark me as hers or is she just re
ally excited?

—  Patrick
Seems like you got yourself in a little bit of a mess. Actually, 

this sounds like a case of extensive G-spot stimulation, which 
can lead to an ‘‘ejaculation” o f a clear, odorless liquid from the 
urethra that has been shown to be chemically different from ur
ine. Some call this female cum, but I  call it a job well done. So 
don’t  sweat it Patrick, just keep on humpin’, cause this fluid’s a
comm.

U l

Hey Ory,
My girlfriend and I are very close. W e have a great rela

tionship and care deeply about each other. Recently, my girl
friend has brought up the idea o f having a threesome, with 
another guy. I want her to be happy but am not too sure what 
to do. H elp.

—  Ted
Well Ted, I  have one word for the wise: NO. Incorporating 

another person into a very close sexual relationship is like light
ing a firecracker and sticking it up your ass —  it’s bound to blow 
up and realty hurt. Nearly aril relationships that try threesomes 
end up in the gutter or have a hard time recovering. So do the 
smart thing, use some good ol’ American ingenuity and pop in a 
porno to spice things up, and keep only one penis in your 
relationship.

You too can have your sexual inquiries resolved before the 
entire campus community! Just come down to the Nexus of

fices under Starke Tower and drop o ff your emission, er, sub
mission! Pictures w ill not be retum ed.i

BARSTOW
■  Continued trim  p .l A
you didn’t  make me cool —  you wouldn’t  —  because you 
knew my coolness would make yours obsolete, like W in
dows. And I thought I  could change you, but now I  see that it 
was only an illusion. Pat Robertson discusses that in  his tape 
for young adults, “W hat Jesus Told M e to Tell You About 
Intercourse.” I  should have listened to him when he said that 
you shouldn’t  be in relationships with people who wear black 
lipstick because they are in alliance with Satan. But I  thought 
maybe he was wrong. I  was wrong. I  feel so dirty. From now 
on, Tm not talking to you, and I’m going to erase you from 
my memory using my Mega Memory System Bonus tape, 
which shows you how to delete the things you’ve already 
programmed yourself to remember.” Sharlene was heartened 
at the thought of Kerin Trudeau’s rational, vice-presidential 
voice mandating in stereo to forget,, forget, forget.

Mark wanted to apologize and win her back, but he was 
afraid he would sound like Austin again, so instead he emit
ted a Pleistocenic moan. H e went, “Uuuuuuuuuuuuugh.”

Sharlene fled to the west, her tears whipping along behind 
her like the Wicked Witch’s winged monkeys.

“That’s weird how Sharlene’s tears fly out behind her 
when she runs,” Mark thought, as he went inside to try on the 
dress.#

ifie Top lü.5
Two gays in front o f  die UCen:

“Johnny’s got ball loads o f nuegy.”
• m a t  kind?”
“Good kind.”
“I  haven’t  had a good nuggy in  a long-ass 

time.”
“Well, call me after class. W e’ll go to Johnny’s 

an d ^e t lots o f nuggy —  more nuggy than we can

—  Gavin Austin

SKINNY
■  Continued from p.2 A
out proper inebriation?

And speaking o f keeping 
tabs on history, a major day 
in the tale of Isla Vista is 
coming up. Feb. 25th will 
mark the 27th anniversary of 
the I.V. Bank Burning, 
w hen angry p ro testo rs 
torched the local Bank of 
America where IVBC now 
stands.

I t  was 1970 and the stu
dents were pissed. Between 
the Vietnam W ar, racial 
tensions, police brutality, an 
oil spill in die Santa Barbara

Channel and an uncaring 
university, UCSB was in 
constant chaos throughout 
the late ’60s. Eventually, one 
night, Isla Vista rose in true 
revolution, driving the cops 
away and burning the most 
symbolically putrid edifice 
in town —  die Bank of 
America, which was heavily 
financing the goings-on in 
Vietnam.

Although a year o f riot
ing, tear gas and pain fol- 
l o w e d ,  t h e  m a j o r  
community-building efforts 
in Isla Vista’s history were 
sparked by the Bank of 
America’s fire, and Asso
ciated Students Vice Presi- 
dent for Local Affairs Leila 
Salazar doesn’t  want anyone 
to forget it.

DENNIE
■  Continued from p.2 A  
and the sublime oneness our 
beings reached.

Prior to Dennie, all o f my 
partners had taken some
thing when we parted. They 
had taken a small piece of 
my ability to appreciate

Along w ith the A.S. 
Program Board, Salazar is 
organizing a night o f I.V. 
history for Feb. 26th, start
ing with a peaceful gather
ing in Perfect Park at the top 
of the Embarcadero Loop. 
Perfect Park was die center 
o f most I.V. activism during 
the turbulent years, and a 
sit-in of remembrance will 
be held to heighten aware
ness o f these community 
movements.

Following the sit-in, the 
documentary “Don’t  Bank 
on Amerika” will be shown 
in I.V. Theater, followed by 
a panel discussion with peo
ple who lived in the area at 
the time o f the riots. Finally, 
the evening will finish with a 
performance by the hot new

emotions, but Dennie had 
given me something inde
scribable. She left me with a 
little more than she had 
found me with.

N ev er once  h ad  I 
witnessed the morning’s 
true glory. Today I  am a new 
person ... a person who has 
watched the sun rise.#

group Animal Liberation 
Orchestra at IVBC. A  nom
inal adm ission will be 
charged, but all proceeds 
trill benefit a Perfect Park 
Peace Monument to re
member the significance of 
our I.V. predecessors.

This type o f event is long 
overdue, as is a resurgence of 
community activism in Isla 
Vista. This is our town, after 
all, so it makes sense for you 
to know whaf s been going 
on here. Keep your eyes 
open for updates on this epic 
event, because as Salazar 
said, T h is  is an opportunity 
to get the Isla Vista commun
ity together so that we can 
learn about our history and 
g iv e  i t  a l i ttle  more 
respectlH
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Best Annual Event in S .B .

Best Asian Food

Best Ice Cream  Place

Best Bar

Best BBQ Joint

Best Beach

Best Bike Shop

Best Bookstore

Best Breakfast Place

Best Tanning Salon

Best Burger

Best Job

Best Car Repair Shop

Best Cheap Beer

Best Class to Sleep Through

Best Class to  Wake Up For

Best Excuse for a Late Paper

Best Coffeehouse

Best Graffiti

Best Hair Salon

Best I.V. Park

Best Lines to Get in Front of the Keg

Best Local Band

Best M en’s  Bathroom

Best Mexican Food

B est Music Store

Best Place to  do Laundry

Best Pasta Place

B est Pizza

Best Place for a First Date

Best Place to Have Sex on Campus Without Getting Caught

Best Place to  People-Watch

Best Place to  See a Concert

Best Place to  Grocery Shop

Best Tim e to  Go Grocery Shopping

Best Place to  Sleep Outdoors

Best Place to  Watch the Sunset

Best Professor

Best Radio Station

Best Restaurant (When Parents Pay for It)

Best Sandwich Shop

Best Surf Shop

Best S u rf Spot

Best Vegetarian Food

Best Video Shop

Best View

Best Expensive Beer

Best Way to  Get Tar Off Feet

Best Ways to Avoid Studying

Best W om en's Bathroom
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f  Samy!s Camera)
Variety of Student 

Discounts Available
• 2 0 %  off photo finishing
• 2 0 %  off camera rentals
• Discount oh all photo 

supplies
• Art Studio 120

Upper Division Photography

• We have all the supplies for U CSB 
Photography Classes

• Cameras, Film, and Accessories
• Binoculars • Dark Room Supplies
• 24-Hour Quality Film Processing
• Video Cameras and 

Accessories
• Video Camera Rentals
• Videotape Duplications
Only 10 Minutes 
from Campus

SANTA
BARBARA

9 1 0  E a s t  H a le y  S t .

9 6 3 - 7 2 6 9

STORE
HOURS

M - F  8 - 6  
S a t  9 - 5

at one of our BEST Local Restaurants
J u s t  fo r V oting in  th e  
D aily  N exus B est o f UCSB 
R ead ersh ip  Poll!
Drop o ff your Ballot in the Daily 
Nexus Advertising Office by

Wednesday Feb. 18 @ 5pm
3 prizes available. All ballots already turned in  
are valid. All balloting rules apply.

Introducing Our Nezv
♦  ♦ ♦  Triple ♦  ♦ ♦  
Happy Hours
Morning Crew 7:30-10am 
Businessmen 4:30-7:30pm

Collegiate
9:30pm-l:30am

75c Off All Call and Well Drinks 
$175 Domestic Pints 

$1251/2 Pints

6 W. D e La Guerra 
Santa Barbara 
963-2211

s pring Breah

Make a run for some "fun in the sun" specials

HONOLULU 
Outrigger Hobron 
$448 Per Person

MAZATLAN 
Hotel Playo Mazatlan 

$486 Per Person

PUERTO VALLART A  
Playa Los Areos 
$587 Per Person

CABO SAN  LUCAS 
Plaza Las Glorias 
$607 Per Person

A ll rates are based on double occupancy and are subject to change unless paid In fu ll
Subject to availability.

All Packages include;
Round trip airfare from LAX &  5 nights hotel accommodations 

Round trip airport/hotel transfers &  All applicable taxes

SANTA BARBARA 
TRAVEL BUREAU
I N C O  R P O R A T E  D 

E S T A B L I S H E D  • 1 9 4 7

Travel
Services

Santa Barbara 
1028 State Street 

Santa Barbara, CA 
93101

805-966-3116/Phone
805-965-2166/Fax

Monterito
1127 Coast Village Rd. 

Montecito, CA 
93108

805-969-7746/Phone
805r969-6243/Fax

SELLER ID 1009257-10

5 Points Center 
3967 State Street 

Santa Barbara, CA 
93105

805-683-1666/Phone
805-683-9666/Fax


