Entering college

Isn’t just about
freedom...
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Moving
Claire Into
San Diego

by Brian Lubocki

I whichwould be mylunch, butit didnt matter,
theyallwerethe same. Robin, Claireand I satin die El
Polio Loco across from San Diego State; Claire was
now entering college life.

I immediately started in on my unifying theory on
fraternities and sororities. (1t seemed like die thingto do.)

“Whenyou’re in high school,” | began, “you’re thrown
into this social structure, given the rules, and basically
there’s no freedom. When you get into college, you’re gi-
ven, for the first time, a tremendous amount of freedom
and often it is too much for people to handle. They get
overwhelmed.”

Claire looked overwhelmed.

| continued, “That’swhen the frats and sororities con-
veniently come in. Theyre like an extension of high
school. They give you a group offriends, and social rules,
they give you structure, their structure, so you don’t have
to create yourown. The thing is, it neverchanges; it deve-
lops into the assimilated mainstieam-America. Habits
don't change after college; | don’t know why people can’t
understand that.”

I was a bit condescending as | lectured down to them,
but I was right. Those people who huddle in the false
comfort of someone else’ lifestyle trill most likely never
find the strength to develop their own.

wentyor more basted chickenswereroastingon
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“These long-established rules,” | said, “are out ofdate
and inappropriate. Theyre made by white, upper-
middle-class men, just as theyve been throughout
history.”

I looked for a response, and Robin and Claire both
nodded and said nothing more about it.

After lunch, we headed to Ross Dress for Less; Claire
needed a bathrobe for when she had to walk down her
dorm hall to the showers. O n the freeway drive to Ross, |
noticed an advertisement for the San Diego Zoo. Imme-
diately | started thinking about how my girlfriend,
Joanna, would notgo to the zoo. She said the whole thing
was cruel. It is.

I imagined my stepfather, George, yelling at me about
this. “All they do is hang out all day. They animals have
no predators, they don’t have to worry about freezing to
death, they’re wcil-fed. Come on, guy,” he would say to
me, “they have better lives than they would in. nature.
They have better lives than us.”

Butit’snotafair trade for their freedom, to be trapped
in asmall, controlled space in order to life a safe, comfort-
able life. Then | thought, “Isn’t that what we do to
ourselves??

We arrived at Ross. Freshman girls filled the store,
modeling clothes to each other and giggling. | followed
Claire and Robin to the “nightwear” section. Who

“Theygiveyou agroup of
friends, andsocialrules, they
giveyou structure, their
structure, soyou don'thave to
createyour own.*

wouldnt?

Mostofdie girlswere doing catwalk-turns in sexy sarin
little numbers. Claire surprised me; she chose a blue cot-
ton robe from the men’s section. W e were all happy with
her selection, happy that Claire would not be another
poster girl for the male libido, and that she would be, in
fact, dressed for less.

A block from diedorms, we stopped at a light directly

See CLAIRE, p.2A
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Choppers,
everywhere.

I doubt!l’m alonein no-
ticing the steady increase
in helicopter air traffic
over our peaceful seaside
community. | see the
damn things at least twice
a day, scouring the air
with their rotor blades,
disturbing the tranquility
of all that lies below.

For a long time, we've
had oil company choppers
whiz along the eastern

choppers,

...Thomas
assured us he
wouldnotbe

using the
choppersfor

random
surveillance.

campus coast toward the
towering ocean derricks,
and now that SheriffJim
Thomas has bought him-

self(with taxpayerdollars)"

two used military helicop-
ters, the flying nuisances
are everywhere.

Oftentimes when I’'m
sitting in my L.VV. home,
comfortably enjoying a
smoke and listening to
some records, Til hear it
— the distinctive thup-
thupthupthupthupthup-
thuptbup of an incoming
bogey. Then | run outside
into my formerly private
lawn wearing only my
skivvies, and look up to
see one of Thomas’ ma-
chines slowlytroll overthe
neighborhood.

As | extend both arms
skyward th give the whir-
lybird the double bird, 1
always wonder — what is
this police chopper look-
ing for? I've seen it out
there morning, noon, and
night; sometimes it passes
by quickly, other times it
circles for minutes on end.
Nonetheless,’ no matter
how brief or long its ap-
pearance in 1.V. sides, it
always seems to fly di-
rectly over my house, and
low enough to be damn
scary.

LastJanuary the Nexus
interviewed Sheriff Jim
about his new toys, and in
that article Thomas as-
sured us he would not be
using the choppers for
random surveillance.
“They are not out there
just going and patrolling,
they will respond to re-
quests where they’d be
able to assist from their
observation platform,” he
said.

Thomas also insisted
thathewould notbe using
the chopper to seek mari-
juana plants in our yards.
“We’re not going to use
that helicopter that costs
us $200 an hour to see
somebody's potted plant
on die windowsill. We’re

See SKINNY, p3A
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Review by Howard VVandenburg,
professor of 13th century Artesian
literature at Cal Poly Pomona, and

authorofthe booksHow Do iGetOut?:

a Twelve-Step Programfor People Who
Fall Into Wells, and TheSbcty-MInute

Well, #23 in the Time-Life

do-it-yourself home improvement

series. Hishobbies are making lanyard

keychains and learning how to make

lanyard keychains.

“The Forbidden Room and the
Spunky Strawberry-Blonde Who En-
tered die Room Even Though Everyone
Was Shouting and Waving Their Arms
and Saying, ‘Dont Go in There! That’s
Where they Keep the Haunted Lawn
Gnomes!”

By Carolyn Kane
Published by Disneyland

ne must concede that the title is
O somewhat imposing. It goes
“rawr”and has sharp pointy teeth.
Nevertheless, because | am a critic and ne-
glect try appearance for the sake of my
work, | will explicate the paradoxical para-
digm. Indeed, all | wannado isget azoom
zoom zoom and a boom boom.

That everyone should be shouting im-
plies areticence to exploring the unknown
that is prevalent in the dominant culture.
Many critics assert that the dominant cul-
ture isresponsible for die repression o fsex-
ual desires, but | think my operation had
more to do with it

In any event, the girl's wish to enter die
forbidden room is clearly symbolic of her
desire to sexually explore. Like ifit was a
well it would be the same thing. Wells are
dark and dank, 1've uncovered through ex-
tensive research.

Avalid argumentcan be made thatthese
haunted lawn gnomes, because they are si-
tuated within the sexually subversive space
ofthe forbidden room, eerily foreshadow
the protagonist’s descent into utter dark-
ness. | ve read the book, so | feel a certain
license to comment on this argument.

To say that something foreshadows
something else is to hint of the ending. A
responsible critic would never commit
such a crime against reading. Therefore, |
will chgress for a moment to divert you by
subtly raising a question IVve thought a
great deal about.

The question is: Who eats White Casde
hamburgers? Obviously it’s a rhetorical
question; many people do contribute to
this burgeoning empire. | imagine people
even possess shares ofW hite Castle stock
and so forth, and that company employees
stockpile their freezerswithitand feed it to
their kids. Butcome on. Who was the guy
that said, let’s make really nasty hambur-
gers and sell them to people? MdDonald’s,
OKyeah, butlike, notto be apuristorany-
thing, but people who can’t eat beef the
rightwayjust shouldnt eatitatall. I really
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think that. Tm sorry if it offends anyone.

But there’s a line you have to draw
somewhere. You cant just go around of-
fending people, and | know that. That’s
why Fm not going to reveal the ending of
thisbook. All! cansayisthatitisasurprise
ending. You wont be expecting it at all.
You’ll be like, “No way.”

I must mention that one of the charac-
ters in the book is black, so black people
would also like this book. Sowould liberal
white people who belong to tire Oprah
Winfrey Book-of-the-Month Club.

In summation — and you can quote me
on the cover of subsequent editions of the

In any eventythegirls
wish to enter the
forbidden room is clearly
symbolic o fher desire to
sexually explore. Like ifit
wasawellitwould be the
same thing.

book — this was a very, very good book.
Powerfully written, with a speedboat ofa
plot. Required reading for mankind.
Riveting, and not in a “headed pin or bolt
of metal used for uniting two or more
pieces” kind of way. There’s another
meaning ofthe word that means very, very
good, which I knew when | employed it.

I mustalsorecommend the author's pre-
vious novel of equal merit, Douglas’ Song,
the Song He Sung When He Was Mildly
Happy or When He Was Washing His
Hands. While not as riveting as The For-
bidden Room..., it is a hearty tale of a sassy
boy who discovers, without consulting a
dictionary like I did for the word “rivet-
ing,” the meaning of love.

This experience extends beyond the
singular to the universal in a Kenny Rogers
sort of way. He learns to accept himself,
even though he is a fat ass and no one that
fotcould realistically accepthimselfat such
atender age and get away with it without
people going, “You'Vve got a big fat ass!"

(Note: Professor Vandenburg is nowfin -
ishingproduction on a documentary entitled
‘Do Burgers Float?: A Day in the Life ofa
White Castle Executive.*He may be readied
through bis personal assistant, Kelly
Parkinson.fi*>

And now, a daily friday WORLDW!IDE exclusive scoop —
Its SATURDAY’S Doonesbury! (Don’t tell Gariy...)

CLAIRE

m Continued from p.U

infrontofthe ZBT fiat house. A huge sign cov-
ered the side of their house, announcing a big
party on Saturday. Consequently, itread BY IN-
VITE ONLY. “How weird,” | thought, “to ad-
vertise a party that"s by invite only. Wouldn the
invitations be sufficient?”

Then | realized the sign was for the sake of
those who were notinvited. In otherwords, itwas
to alienate the non-invites, whilst making those
who were lucky enough to be invited feel super-

ior. Robin honked, as ajoke. From the backseat, |
watched one of the “brothers” with ZBT shirt,
baggy pants, skateboard shoes and backward hat
come up to our car and hand an invite to Claire.

We drove offlaughing, and | told Claire that
she should go. We should all experience all that
wecan. | told her notto take myprejudices, but to

Weshouldallexperienceallthat
we can. | told her notto take my
prejudices™ buttoform herown.

form her own. We arrived at the dorms and it was
time to leave, so we kissed Claire and said
goodbye.

That was about a month ago. | called her last
week and she told me she didn’t go to the ZBT
party. She said she met some really cool people on

her cross-country team and in her dorms, so she

hung out with them that night. Claire told me
that she’s experienced a lot ofnew things and met
a lot of new people. She’s gonna do just fine.»
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Poetry by Wendy Holley

ofglee and guilts muses,
douse us in climax,
thrust us to ask,
“Wheres more?”’
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going after major growers.”

So why is the chopper
patrolling over my neigh-
borhood? When Ive seen it,
I've never heard sirens or
anythingelse thatwould sig-
nify a legitimate emergency
isgoing on. Even ifacrisisis
occurring in the area that
warrants helicopter backup,
then why does the pilot dick
around, circling over my
house at close range?

Does he not appreciate
the fact that | flip die chop-
per offeverychancel gel? If
sO, then | equally dont ap-
preciate his buzzing my
home, blatantly peering into
my private estate. Maybe
those of you from down
south are used to this sort of
air annoyance, but | hail
from Marin County, where
the only presence overhead
is birds and clouds — and
that’s the way | like it.

What can we do about
this situation? Damn litde,
since Sheriff Jim is one of

the most powerful men in
Santa Barbara County, with
enough backing from crusty
old Good Americans in
Santa Maria and Lompoc to
ensure victory at every elec-
tion. Maybe someday asher-
iffcandidate will come along
who can defeat Thomas, but
until then we can only keep
pointing our middle fingers

skyward.
4- 4 .

Speaking oflame forms of
transportation, the $60,000
trams are still out there on
our campus walkways, still
forcing bicyclists to stop and
pedestrians to step aside.
And despite the valiant ef-
forts of anti-tram activists,
who collect petitions and
whatnot, it doesn’t seem like
the rumbling presence will
be leaving UCSB anytime
soon.

In fact, it seems that rid-
ership is steadily growing,
which is very disappointing
to see. | suppose we, asa stu-
dent body, are like sheep in

Xet me leof§ tns Board ofgames and pain...’
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many ways, happy to be
herded on board whatever
the university throws at us.

Well, I, for one, am not
gonna take it
Already 1| vyell out

“DAMN THE TRAM”ev-
ery time | see it pass. The
usual response, from riders
and walkers alike, is a stare
that | imagine is familiar to
insane City bums who
scream obscenities to the
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ready getting frustrated. Ac-
cording to Associated Stu-
dents Internal Vice Presi-
dent Kerry Kops, who was
recently sitting at her “I
Hate the Tram” table by the
library collecting petition
signatures, a tram employee
who works the on-board PA
system called her a “bitch”
over the megaphone. Kinda
funny, but definitely
inappropriate.

Now isthe mostimportanttime to don
a costume and come outto the heartof
ourcommunity on Oct. 31...

sky. Yet | still bellow my
mantra, in the vain hopes
that the riders will become
tired of it and walk just to
avoid hearing me.

The solution, ofcourse, is
for every pedestrian to bel-
low “DAMN THE
TRAM?” whenever they see
it, so that even the drivers
won’t want to ride the thing.
The tram workers are al-

Will the trams ever go
away? Not likely. I have a
strong feeling that as soon as
the EI Nino rains start pelt-
ing us, that tram will be
packed like Noah’s ark, jus-
tifying its presence for years
to come.

But when the rains are
falling with the severity of
hellfire, and the full-to-
capacity tram plows along
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eand Very
Forgettable
Ex-A.S.
President
Russell
Bartholow?

the flooded pathways, there
will be one studentwho pre-
fers to walk through the tor-
rents, braving the elements
to stand up for his beliefs.
That drenched student mil
be me, and HI still be bel-

lowing “DAMN THE
TRAM!”
. 4 4

On a much, much more
positive note, the plans are
well underway for the L.V.
Recreation and Park Dis-
trict’s Halloween Festival,
and from what | ve seen, it’s
gonna rock.

Not only will there be
bands playing in the Anisq’
Oyd’ amphitheater, but
there will be an alcohol per-
mit for liquid entertainment
during the show. Not only
will there be a costume pa-
rade down Del Playa, but
there will also be a costume
contest with valuable prizes
for the most creative Isla
Vistans. Not only will there
be carnival games and a
dunk tank, but there will

NICK ROBERTSON / daily nexus

also be “The Rocky Horror
Picture Show” playing at
midnight in 1.V. Theater.
The Halloween Costume
Parade, which has the full
support of the Isla Vista
Foot Patrol, will begin at 6
p.m.inDog ShitPark at the
comer of Del Playa and Ca-
mino Corto. This is your
chance to dress up once
again, to march down our
streets just for the fun ofit.
W hat more could you ask
for outofan Isla Vista Hal-
loween? If you think the
spirit behind Halloween is
dead here after four years of
“no tolerance” from the po-
lice, think again. Now is the
most important time to don
a costume and come out to
the heart of our community
on Oct. 31, because we have
all the potential in the world
to make this afun local holi-
day celebration once again.
Summing it up, IVRPD
Halloween Committee
Chair Pegeen Soutar said,

Thiscouldbetherebirth ofa
greatlsla Vistatradition!">°
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La Cumbre Welcomes UCSB Parents!

Why nottake a little of UCSB home withyou?

Order a 1998 La Cumbre Yearbook!

Over 500 pages of:

¢ Dbreath taking campus shots
¢ captivating articles on student life
up-to-date information on sports, clubs, and greeks

What a great way for you and your student
to remember the year!

Best of all it's only $25!

Call (805) 893-2386 or send cash or check to:

La Cumbre Yearbook,
UCSB
P.O. Box 13402, UCEN
Santa Barbara, CA 93107



