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Experience Las Vegas New Year's Eve 1997 through
the eyes of five daily friday correspondents
Renee Heyming, Jason Karpel, Nick Robertson,
Matt Slatoff, and Qian Integer

ith fifteen minutes to go before
W 1997's demise, Las Veges Boule-

vard wes already so cronckd that
it wes inpassible to puke without soiling three
pairs of shoes. Moving from ore casino to the
nextves like elboningyourway from the ticket
oounter to the stagefront mosh pit at a Goer
concert Bty bottles were hurled through the
air, drunken youths dimbed  light poles to
dangle for a better view; and the cops got in-
voved only to pose for srgpshats

Thiswes Las Veegas, New Year's Be 1997 -

and if this tumultuous gatheringwes any indica:

tion ofthe future, thenthe next centurywould be
full of debauchery and unruly revdlution. Hne
dreds of thousands flocked to this dty from ar-
oundthe globethisweek, but not totake partin
any march, protest or demonstration. Indeed,
they cameto soakinthe flashing lights, towart
der through the messes, and to get fucked up.

Andfucked up they got, in every respect Pic
ture Isla Vista's aan Del Playa Drive on a hein-
ouslycronded Ficky night. Nowwiden the roed
and muitiply the mob by a dozen, replace the
substandard housingwith messive casinas, and
gveevryrevelerboozeto cany doanthe street
Nowyouive got LasVeges onNewYear's B, but
asdifferent as the droumstances are, the fren-
Zied mob mentality of Del Playa is more or less
the same... but asthe dty of Las Viegas encour-
aoes such behavior, since the drunken particip-
antsfunnel millions in cash to government cof-
fers, the people enjoy a freedom they would
reverfindinidlaVista- orthe restoftheworld,
for that metter.

Asmuchasthe mediatriesto hide it we live
in ore of the most conservative decades in
Anmerica’s histary. Political comectness goveams
our actions and speech without a single lawin
the books, casual sex is once again taboo
thanks to a new plague, and though dugs and
diunkenness are tolerated, they still belong to
the undeworid of social behavior.

Sowhena messive armmy congregates on ane
metropolis just seeking a chance to get royally
blitzed and ignoreall the rules, evenjust for one
night, it'sa strongindication that there's a lot of
pent-up aggression and confusion out there. It
wartt be long before the seans of society burst
once again and the next messive uprising be-
gins; but until then, Vegas New Year'swill have
to do
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We began the trip with a
pre-party at a friend"s
house the night before we
were scheduled to leave for
Vegas.We had all the essen-
tials ready and packed for
the next morning: a mega-
phone to yell at passersby,

room. | took abar of soap and
wrote '"VEGAS, BABY!"™ and
"Follow us, we have beer"
all over my car. Needless to
say, we were well prepared
for this trip ... so we
thought.

We arrived in Las Vegas on the
evening of Dec 29th, well before the
masses showed up. As my Mustang fi-
nally creptoverthe lastrise before the
city at ninety miles per hour, I found a
certain phrase echoing in my mind:

*Indeed\ they came to
soak in theflashing
lights, to wander
through the masses,
and togetfucked up.”

You will never find a more
wretched hive of scum and villainy.

“Vegas, baby, Vegas,” my boyfriend
murmured.

| shuddered in the anticipation of
squandering countless quarters, of
smoking in restaurants, of funding the
rest of my college career with gam-
blingwinnings, of partying Vegas-style.

AHarryConnickJr., song came on
the radio aswe rolled into the City of
Babylon, keeping the moment real.
The strip was even more brilliantthan
| remembered. What wonders lay in-
side these glowing buildings? To what
lengths would | go for a good time?
The night and the week were still
young.

straws for spitball fights Thegiant tecbno”m breffa thathonored Q
with other cars in bumper- ninety foot abone frement Street bang .
to-bumper traffic, wallets triumphantly oner the pedeetriane helote. »
filled with crisp C-notes /te presentation beckoned ad mithin
and condoms, and an ice

chest for booze in the hotel
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They're watching us,
yTcnow.

I imagine you Skinny
readers are getting ldnda
sick ofthis “Big Brother is
flying overhead in achop-
per” routine, but now the
situation’s getting
ridiculous.

Not only do we still
have police helicopter
traffic continually dis-
turbing the calm airs over
Isla Vista, but now they're
scanning the coastline,
flying low alongside Del

thought we
were being
invaded.

Playa Drive. I'm not the
only one who’s noticed
the whirlybirds buzzing
ourcommunity's dangling
houses, and on one day, |
saw them fly so close |
thought we were bang
invaded.

It was Dec. 29, 1997,
around 3 p.m., and | was
just passing through 1.V.
for a few hours to pick up
necessary items for my
Las Vegas New Year's ex-
cursion. | was walking
peacefully toward campus
by L.V. Theater when |
heard the distinctive
choppersound, onlyloud,
damn loud.

When | gotto the bor-
der ofcampus, | could see
adark green chopper with
no discernible markings
heading west, flying by
the bluffs alongside Isla
Vista, no more than 250
feetfrom the sands below.
Suddenly | was gripped by
flashbacks from my army
days; uh, or at least my
two-unit military science
history courses.

Anyway, the flying ma-
chine of death buzzed
back toward the Santa
Barbara Airportafew mi-
nutes later, still hanging
dangerously low to the
ground. It whispered off
into the distance and |
didn’t see it for the restof
the afternoon, but my
mind was full of
questions.

W as this one of Sheriff
Jim’s toys? If so, why
wasn’t it painted white,
black and blue like the one
he always shows off, his
“patrol car in the sky*?
And why was it scanning
the Isla Vista coastline so
closely?

I took all these ques-
tions and more to Sgt.
Bob Rogers, head of the
county Sheriff's Aviation
Bureau. He was a very
friendly man, and he con-
firmed that Thomas does
have two choppers at his
disposal, and that one of
them is a dark olive green

See SKINNY, p.3B

A young Romeo who
thinks too much finds truth
in the snow

by Brian Lubockl

y alarm nudged me awake at7:30 a.m.
M with genteel classical music. Nestled in

die sanctuary of warm sleepiness, |
asked myselfwhy | should getup; it was Sunday.

I thought ofthe books | had to read, papers to
write and bills to pay... butwhatl really thought
aboutwas her new “man.” Things had gone dras-
tically downhill since she left, but now the girl |
had beenin lovewith told me thatshe started dat-
ing someone and it was “serious," and that |
couldn’t stay with her over Christmasin London.

I hit*“snooze."| dreamtofher. The musicwoke
me and | hit“snooze" again; there she was again.
The third time, | almosthit “snooze” again, butl
couldn’t. Had to get up. Today | was going to a
Sweat.

The only Sweat Lodge | have actually seen was
in an old “Beverly H ills.90210" episode. Like
many o fthe shows, the characters would all-of-a-
sudden gain complete awareness and under-
standing o fanother culture or lifestyle and then
completely forget about it by the next show. |
would not be that way.

My presumptions about a Sweat are these: By
noteating and sweating profusely, you were sup-
posed to cleanse your body and soul o fimpurities
and, like most religions, you were tolsuffer in or-
derto gain humility and a greaterappreciation for
the basic necessities oflife. Indian cultures believe
in Vision quests, in which they go on ajourney to
find enlightenment - to have visions, whether
awake or in a dream.

I left my parent’s house in Los Angeles at 9
a.m., hoping to get to my destination by 11.
There was’htde traffic on the way to Santa Bar-
bara, and the sunwas shining so brightthat| had
to wear shades. The royal blue sky held puffy,
white clouds, and the airwas crisp and fresh. My
mind raced with stresses and sadness, but the day
was nice.

I turned on a hip-hop radio station to drown
out my thoughts, but the background noise just
lulled me deeperinto atrance where my emotions
got the best of me. Her and him, her and him.
Where did | fitin all this? | would have cried— 1
wanted to cry — if | only remembered how. |
stopped crying when | left home for school in,
Santa Barbara. Maybe it had something to do
with leaving the safety of the proverbial crib, or
notwanting to be so outwardfyvulnerable in front
ofpeople who didn’t care too much aboutme, i.e.
Isla Vista’s convenient friends.

I turned onto the Ojai freeway, following the
directions that Had come with my friend’s invita-
tion. He told me to bring tire following: Ameri-
can Spirits rolling tobacco, two gallons ofwater,
shorts, two plates o ffood and achange o fclothes.
He also told me not to eat before coming. | had
carefully planned whatto wear a few days before.
| wouldwear mythickestpairofcotton shorts and
my most worn-out shoes, the closest thing to
moccasins | had.

The shirtwas a more difficultchoice. It needed
to be something thatcould be sweated up. Maybe
the rasta shirtthatread “who feels it, knowsit," or
ashirtfrom the Church ofSkatan that had all the
religious symbolsonit. | feltso naive.Did itreally
matterwhat! wore? | did not know whatwas ap-
propriate or what would be offensive.

| chose to wear an old track shirt, the one from
my state championship, because there was ascene
from the movie “Pow Wow Highway” where the
main character was told that he should be proud
of, and show off, a necklace he had earned for
bravery (or something along those lines). Besides
that, the shirtwas partofmy old t-shirtcollection
that piled up in my closet.

I got into the Ojai mountains that were
sprinkled with small houses, if yoa could call

them that. The houses were sparse and looked
like shanties. It felt lonely. As | drove with my
windows down and speakers blasting, | realized
that | was imposing my music on everyone and
everything outside my car.

The music was techno, or technology, al-
though any modem raverwould scoffatthe term;
you now had to use a more specific term like
“drum and bass” or ‘jungle.” | turned off the
music and the silence relieved some o fthe pres-
sure in my head. It’s funny how soon | forgetthe
serenity of nature, how comfortably | get
wrapped up in the city and its things. That's all
they really are things ... stuff, products,
modem-magic. | always thought this waywhen |
got into nature. | liked it.

Ceciand Alana, two friends | hadjust met, re-
cendy read me my tarot card based on my birth-
date. Now my feelings on astrology are this:
Thereisalittle truth in everything, and, so far, my
experiences with astrology (and | don’t mean the
daily horoscope) have been mostly accurate. |
consider myself fairly skeptical and, as a writer,
am sensitive to the manipulation o f words and
can appreciate how the Psychic Friends are as
vague as fortune cookies. In this instance with the
tirot card, however, | was fully convinced.

One of the significant points of my card was
that | needed to stop worrying about my future

‘It was the hopeless
romantic in me, the
eternaloptimistthat
held on to a seemingly
impossible relationship.
Maybe | just wished that
I hadfound someone else
first.*

and past, and deal with the present. The card in-
structed that it is my personal questin this life to
learn through experience. | wondered if this
wasn’t everybody’s mission, but, perhaps not.

| started comparing the mountain road | was
driving on to the proverbial road oflife. | was be-
ing lame. | decided tojustenjoy the morning and
stop thinking so hard, and found that| could feel
happy again by just being.

I was finally on the last line o fdirections: ‘Pass
the 4000ft. sign. Five minutes down road, turn
right on Chorro G rande."| saw the 4000 ft. sign
and threw my hands in the air and cheered. Only
five more minutes. Five minutespast, butno sign.
Then ten minutes. | drove and drove and still
didn’t see the sign. Maybe | had passed it. | pulled
offthe road to make a U-tum, and there itwas—
“Chorro Grande 6 miles.” This musthave been a
sign. Well, it was a sign, but also metaphorically
speaking, itwasasign.| happily started myascent
up the one-way weather-broken cement road.

“Park where you see all the other cars,” my
friend had said. There were no cars, but maybe
they were further up die road. Again | thoughtof
things, stressfid things, in my life. | wouldn’t call
them trivial, but they were, by no means, as diffi-
cult as many people’s problems. After all, | had
food, shelter, a loving Family and friends, educa-
tion, even a car. W hat did | really have to stress
about?

Her.

She had replaced me. Deep down, | suppose |
couldn’t blame her. Spending every day with the

Daily Nexus

RUSTY YATES / daily nexus
one you love, only to be ripped apart and shoved
onacompletelydifferentcontinent, made us both
extremely lonely. It was die hopeless romantic in
me, the eternal optimist, that held on to a seem-
ingly impossible relationship. Maybe 1 just
wished that | had found someone else first.

The road was winding and now had snow
alongside it. | must not have been paying atten-
tion to how long | was driving. Before | knew it, |
was so high in the mountains thatl wasdrivingon
a snow-covered road. | was off-roading in my
little Geo Storm in the middle of nowhere and
probably needed tire chains.

The snow reminded me ofall the snowboard-
ing trips | had taken in previous years; | remin-
isced and frit good. It’s interesting how familiar
tilings, such as a snowboard trip, can put your
mind at ease. |t was a false friend, however, be-
cause | stopped shortin this winter wonderland.

Slush. My car revved, but wouldn’t continue
forward. | took my footoffthe brake and the car
slid backward. | pumped the brakes, pumped the
brakes. My heart pumped fast The road was
small | putthe gearsto second, butnothing; then
first, and still nothing. Thatwas it, | couldn’t go
any further.

The trip was only supposed to take two hours,
but it was now going on three. | reversed and
madea 15-pointturn, like the onesyou make get-
ting out from the row of cars when you park in
Isla Vista. | found a pulloutin the snow and fig-
ured | might as well make the most o f my situa-
tion. | loaded my backpack with the water, food
and tobacco, donned my snowboard jacket, and
walked until I found a warm spot in die sun.

I was on some rocks and it was quiet. | took a
deep breath and exhaled warm clouds into the
chilled air. | closed myeyes and the sunlight mas-
saged my face. W ater drip-dropped from melting
snow thatstuck in all the tree branches. Flies and
bees buzzed and birds chirped to one another. It
sounds like a contrived poem when | write about
it, but it really happened this .way.

T rolled a cigarette and smoked it like | had
watched some Native Americans do in the mo-
vies. | thanked God, or whatever greater force
was outthere, for mylife and promised notto take
myselfso seriously, and to take other things more
seriously — the things | did have control over. |
made chopsticks out of two small tree branches
and ate my Ralph’s potato salad, the only thing |
ate and would eat all day.

It took an hour to drive back down that moun-
tain road. | stillhad two more hoursto SantaBar-
bara, but | was exhausted. | pulled over to get
some sleep. As | slept, | dreamt. | dreamtofnot
justher,butofher man and me. The two o fthem
were paired up and | was watching them watch
me. They almost had pity in their eyes, but they
were too happy together for that. | felt an empti-
ness that was much more painful than missing
her, the pain of losing her.

And | woke up. And | realized that | had al-
ready lost her. That’'s when | knew thatit was fi-
nally over, and there was some comfort in that.

The nextday, | saw my friend who invited me
to the Sweat, and told him how | got lost. | ex-
plained how | followed the directions and exactly
where | was. He said it sounded right until the
very last part. He said | should have been right
there and that it sounded like | entered the Twil-
ight Zone at the end. | said to him, “All things
happen for a reason.”#
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Bightor ear and ignited the nighttoith such a favor thatany toay-
toard individualm aid fa t com pelled to alter their destination and
head to dotontoion O egas

The dimensions, the verticallines, the volume and the open-air
canopy gave the space a fating o fmythic proportions and unap-
praachability, yet its aura teas as inviting and hospitable as a
grandm other.

So, as toecharged through the scenepastallthe dashing lights,
allthe open doors, allthe ringing bells, andallthe people taiaard the
degrading carcass o fan outdated, bankruptcasino, toe understood

everything made sense, andfa thatbriefmomenttoe too toere
Oegas

¢ _ * 3

The days before the big night flew by in a blur of money-
grubbing slot machines, booze, chain-smoking and taxi cabs.

One night happened to be myold roommate’s 2 1st birth-
day. She knew these guys in town that had a stretch limou-
sine (nicknamed The Fishbowl), sowe cruised alongthe Strip
in style for a few hours. That same night my bestfriend and |
sawjenny McCarthy atthe Hard Rock Cafe, and we tried to
get her to drink with us. She didn't, and so we found our
friends and bragged to them aboutwhat had happened.

Limo guy #1 said, “l had that whore in The Fishbowl last
month.”

Limoguy#2 (namedjohnny Fever) said, “My ex-girlfriend
had her while | watched.”

For some reason we hung out with these guys until they
tried to take usto Olympic Gardens,which we soon discov-
ered was agnarly strip club. That ended our snazzy (sleazy)
night on the town.

4 4 4 .

The First night we had dinner and cocktails
at the Hard Rock Cafe, followed by dancing at
The Drink.Everything was goingwell — until
New Year®"s Eve. We had tickets to attend an
exclusive dinner and dance party at the New
York, New York Hotel . The ladies dressed in
their most elegant gowns and the men wore
suits.

After dinner and several drinks, the fel-
lows decided toride thehotel "sroller coas-
ter. In line-, we encountered four hoodlums
making derogatory comments to women nearby.
My friends, inanact ofmodern-daychivalry,
confronted these guys and told them to lay
off the women. The other party responded by
head-butting my friend, who seemed bewil-
dered .

At once my cohort answered the derelict"s
confrontation with an overhand right hook,
sending the assailant to the ground. Seeing
this unruly attack, we all jumped in for some
backup, and a half dozen pimped-out buddies
went eye-to-eye with these baggy bastards
right there in the hotel arcade. Surpris-
ingly, we walked awaywith only one black eye
among the bunch of us.

4 4 4 .
‘lock mo my... tdhghti*

frank Sinatra's voice pulsated from FremontStreet'spublic ad-
dress system toith som e kindo fhypnotic intensity d ie smooth styl-
ings dippeda stoitch, trippeda wire, lita blase, andsen tsomething

flying alongside the Del

fierce tohirling through m s fttoae thatclassic O egae-etyle— bright
lights, no frills, hardcore straight-up slick Owin'— and there tons
nothing toe could do but dance.

My friend and I stepped o ffthe bus to hear S fSlue £yes in the
hearto fhis fantasy/anddotontoion. FremontSt. is a totally dffihrent
Oegas than tohatyou'lldndon the Strip; there it's aboutputtingon a
shoo, butdotontoion it'sallabou tthe cash, and ifyou havesom e-
even a little bit— you're a king, butmithoutit  ‘Sorry, kid*

Here, toe toereJusta couple o ftourists thatmight, toith som e en-
couragement, parttoith some ofou r hard-earnedcoinage. Sidle up
toanybarandyou'llm eetallsorts o ftypes S treetpim psoffered us
attractive dates atreasonable rates. Toothless bumsexplained hoto
they toerereally collegegraduates toith Ph.D sin econom ics tohog ot
caughtupin theg/its andglam ouro fOegas— only toend up alco-
holic andlivingon the streets Otherdegenerates lookingfa anear
talkedo fhoto theygotflickedupby theirparents, ordrugs,anditall
teasJusta setup fa the inevitable plea for alm s

Thatdidn Vim atter note though— nothingdid 1ds toereon a high.
S pureenergy kickthatheld on to ourminds tightly andsurrounded
our tohole being

Ids tea/ked on.

At m gazed down from our glass tower, wo witnessed Hit chaos bre-
wing below. Thousands if people appearing from every angle crowded the
streets around ut. In the distance, the jlow ef millions ef flashing lights
llluminated the main boulevard, and expletient could ha heard ever the
screams ef the crowd. Neither the lights ner the teundt could disturb the
energy ef the people.

The heur hand was approaching It p.m., and the “authorities* were be-
ginning to shut dawn the street. Roadbleeks sprang from the hands ef the
police, and reflections ef blue and red shined everywhere. This may sound
like a scene from a movie er a CNN news clip, hut this was no war zona.
The land ef mystery and excitement is only a six-hour drive east.

The night rolled an, and the alcohol flawed freely. Our adventures be-
ganin the Trapleana Hetal, overlooking the intersection at las Yagas and
Tropieana Boulevards. Champagne corks shot from their pressurized
homos, sometimes smashing into the coiling mirrors over “magic fingers”
beds (only in Yogas). Pictures wore taken and glasses emptied, nowit was
time to venture out.

* *

The last night of 1997 was without question the best It
started at2 p.m.,whenwe woke up ruined from the previous
night. W e began early, making margarltas and getting our
buzz on by six or seven.

Allthe girls dressed up in serious cocktail lounge numbers
that left little to the imagination. These were meantto turn
heads. (These were also meantto be returned to the store in
three days.) By the time we were ready to hitthe crowded
streets, it was already 10:45.

W e walked outofthe Flamingo lookin’ like swingers with
our bags of beer and snappy clothes. Unfortunately, no one
noticed because there were about a thousand drunken re-
velers milling aboutin frontofus. lwas handed plastic cups by
a security guard who slurred, “Have fun, ladles,” with beer-
breath. It seems that on New Year’s one can drink in the
streets aslong asthe beverage isin aplastic cup.W hatacity.

¢ 4 4 e

We impacted the interjection and just teak In the teene. There are net
many placet in the werld yea can he leaking at New Yerit't skyierapers
with a medieval cattle next deer. Net te forget the 5000-room green
monitor M6M Grand, and a giant pyramid In the dittanee. Jett te add te
the fan, the Let Vegas Peliee were banding eat drinking eapt, in cate yea
did net come prepared. Vogat it a place like no ether, and peeple wort
getting ready te explode with excitement.

We stationed ourselves in front ef the Mente Carle and awaited the

are now scanned casually
when flies

in protest of the seawall.
For at least an hour we
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magic moment. After parehating a couple of bottlot of overpriced tpar-
kling wine from the local llgaor store, midnight wat just around the cor-
ner. The lights and people were all beginning to hlar, hut the evening wat
ataclimax. Wo had already lost a couple of people from the group, hut we
knew they weald manage without ut.

One guy went te far at te elimb up a light post and try te rally the
troops. Another few party-goers torched a palm tree further down the
strip. The ehaot wat at a peak, and people took fall advantage.

4- 4- 4> .

Ataround 1130, asfirenorks exploded overhead ina bizare and imegur
lar countdonn, the streetswere nat unlikeawer zone. Butinanywar-tomre-
gion, most of the people inthe streets are ruming anay, or at least for cover
-~ inVieges on New Year's they're just wendering, buiwith an unnamed and
gripping purmose.

Nobody can sayexactlywhat that purposevies, butwith evelyone's brains
ricing out the most intense highs of the year, nobody felt like during it out.
Asthe dock ticked toward 1998, the thousands of \ieges hatel roomswere
host to all types of heawy drinkers, dope Smokers, coke snorters, Smack
shoaters, speed freakers, crank tweakers, opium fiends, pill poppers and
psychedklic messes. Then these people flacked to the streets to stunble
with abendon.

Athoughit’s cheos, Vegas New Year's is prabably one of the most socially
integrating world meccas. Peaple of all races and statuses brush by each
other intheir quests for debauchely, fromintemational jet-setters in Amrani
sLitsto local vagrantswearing Burger Kingarowns. It mekes aworld of diiffer-
ence inside the casinos, but nobody cares if youire richor poorwhen youre
sturrbling doan the streets.

Gettinga beerwes like tryingto get a passpart out of a belligerent nation.
Linesstretched for blodks at outdoor liquorvenues, and inthe casinos, peo-
ple hudded around the bars as though they were senving free liquid plati-
num Dazers of people begoed the overvorked bartenders to sene them
“fjust onedrink,” while newfound friends teamed up ordersto drawattention
theirway. In some countries people line upto get bread; in our country, we
stomp each other to get booze. Gofigure.

¢ 4 e

One mightsaythatthe nightdegenerated into analcohol-
festofmajor proportions. | saw gyrating drunks stripping on
top of street signsand found long lost friends on every cor-
ner. A member of our group was forced to relieve herself
squatting in the middle o fthe Strip, asthe males conveniently
peed in foot-long margarlta glasses. There were just too
many people. The exact momentofmidnightwas lostin the
mix, but there were lovely fireworks, and happy mobs sh-
outed tidings of the New Year. Viva Las Vegas! Viva Las
Veps! Viva Las Vegas!!!

4 4 4 4

But the action on the streets wes hitting its peak. Pegple screamed ran
domily, everyore slobered a * Happy New Year* to eveiyore else, confetti
sprinkled throughthe air, a men strutted buck neked on a pillar above, wo-
men freshed their chests from atop their boyfriends’ shouiders, people set
file tothe center street palmtrees, drunkards dimbed ontop of every state
or light pole they could find, the lights kept flashing, the firenorks kept
boorming, the sounds kept spinningthe sirens started wailing the screaming
never stopped the stars were barely visible the peoplewere evernywhere and
chacsfilled everyatom- mygod, itwestheend of civilization andthe dowr
fall of America itself...

Ormaybe not notyet, at least... people keptwanderingupand doanthe
streets, butwithin a half-hour into 1998 the roads were clearing up. Before
longa fleet of street sweepers drovethrough Las Veeges Boulevardand traffic
started again, noweit along, people, get back intothe casinos and start off
the newyear by losing your children’s college fund...

Whichwes scary enough to send meny back on the 1-15 for home before
the sun rose, to never look back at the center ofworld heinousness until they
could forget the chaos or until the revolution really begins. Then all the
freaks will name Veges as the newcapital, and the casinoswill be readlyfor
the future's endless night*

Public Interest Research
Group internship.

right after a three-day
weekend is land of lame
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color, although he main-
tained that Sheriff's Dept,
markings are dearly visible
on the craft.

Apparently, the choppers
will only be sent over Isla
Vista for surveillance if a
ground patrol units calls for
it, but die vehicle still flies
over the studentcommunity
en route to many destina-
tions, Rogers said.

“We haven’t had a whole
lot of calls in the Isla.Vista
area,” he said. “We haven’t
had awhole lot going on out
there. We haven’t been out
there.”

Although the choppers
are stationed at a heliportin
Santa Y nez, they sometimes
fly out of Mercury Avia-
tion’s facility at Santa Bar-
baraMunidpal Airport, and
that is why they would be

Playa houses, Rogers said.

“When we take off-from
Mercury Aviation, we usu-
ally fly between 500-1000
feet,” he said. “It’s all depen-
dent on airport traffic; [po-
lice helicopters] could be as
low as the water.”

Are the officers checking
out the activity of Del
Playa’s blufftop homes?

“They’re just moving
along,” Rogers said. “The
guys are probably looking
down, but not for anything
specific.... If you see [police
helicopters] circling over in
the area, then that means
they’re there and they’re
looking for something. ...
It’s a patrol vehicle.”

Rogers maintains that the
flying presence is not an in-
vasion of privacy to Santa
Barbara County residents,
even though private yards
previously invisible to police

a chopper
overhead.

So now we know that
there’s two of them out
there, and that one is
painted in camouflage, al-
though | can’t understand
why ... but at least ifs good
to know that Sherifflim will
be ready when Red Dawn
strikes the central coast.
Bring on the Hueys — well
take 'em!

4 4 e

And speaking of taking
on threats, an activist group
of awesome, dedicated 1.V .
chargers took on the prop-
osed Del Playa seawall Sa-
turday, Jan. 10. “Hands
Across Del Playa” was a
truly awesome spectacle,
with well over 100 people
joining hands on the 1.V.
beach to create ahumanwall

stood together in opposi-
tion, chanring and reveling
on our community’s primary
recreation area. | think we
made the message very clear
thatwe don’t wanta seawall,
and the excellent local news
coverage made sure we were
heard.

Butthe struggle is still far
from over. On tins next
Tuesday,Jan. 20, the county
Board o f Supervisors will be
voting on the proposal in
downtown Santa Barbara,
and once again we need to
come together as a com-
munity to make our opposi-
tion to the project loud and
clear. The item will-be on
the supes’ agenda at2 p.m.
or later that day, and diere
will likely be a caravan of
chargers leaving from Bagel
Cafe that afternoon.

The hearing- day falling

since students will be out of
it after three days, but we
need you out there once
again. Miss class and show
our representatives the way
you feel!

4- 4> .

Classes, by the way, are in
full -swing again (and if you
haven’t noticed, thenifsalso
rime to dean your- bong).
However, if you're anything
like me, they tend to be a
drag.

All these tests and papers
and attendance records can
really damage a GPA, and
also decrease motivation
toward academia. So if
you're a few units shortofa
full load but don’t want to
try to catch up with two
weeks of work, it’s not too
late to consider a California

Juniors and seniors are
eligible to earn Environ-
mental Science units by
helping out the campus

CALPIRG chapterin avar-
iety o fways, induding regis-
tering voters, distributing
petitions, organizing cam-
paigns and working with the
media. In other words, it's
like a crash course in grass-
roots government.

Holly Ross, the campus
CALPIRG organizer, has
plenty of information re-
garding d(s opportunity and
would be happy to share it if
you call 893-8319. Accord-
ing to her, it’sagreatway for
students to take what they
learn in the classroom to real
life, and “You actually get to
m ake a difference.“lt
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CALL

FOR

1997-98
The UCSB Foundation Academic Senate

Distinguished Teaching Award
AM)

Daily Nexus

NOMINATIONS

Academic Senate Outstanding Teaching Assistant Award

PURPOSE OF THE AWARDS

A purpose of the Academic Senate Committee on Effective Teaching and Instructional Support (CETIS) is to recognize and enhance teaching on this
campus. In carrying out its function, the Committee annually presents eight awards, consisting of one UCSB Foundation Academic Senate Distinguished
Teaching Award and one Academic Senate Outstanding Teaching Assistant Award in each of the following areas:

Humanities & Fine Arts ~

FACULTY AWARD

All members of the Academic Senate, Santa Barbara Division are eligible for
consideration for the Distinguished Teaching Award, regardless of their
level of appointment, their field of academic endeavor or their most
characteristic mode of teaching. Previous award winners, and current
members of the Committee on Effective Teaching and Instructional
Support (CETIS), are noteligible. Faculty nominated must have taught
at UCSB a minimum ofthree academic quarters, current quarter included.

Fifty-nine faculty members in twenty-six departments have been recog-
nized for distinguished teaching since 1976.

Mathematical, Life & Physical Sciences ~ Social Sciences ~

TEACHING ASSISTANT AWARD

Engineering

Nominees must have been a Teaching Assistantat UCSB for a minimum
of three academic quarters at the time of nomination, current quarter
included. Previous award winners, and current student members of
the Committee on Effective Teaching and Instructional Support
(CETTS), are not eligible. Nominations must be based upon responsi-
bility as a Teaching Assistant, nota Teaching Associate. Nominees must

be individuals, not teams.

Forty-six Teaching Assistants in twenty departments have been recog-

nized as outstanding since 1978.

Submitting Nominations
Nominations for the Distinguished Teaching and for the Outstanding Teaching Assistant Awards may be made by any member of the UCSB community—
an individual student, faculty member, academic department, instructional unit, or student organization. A brief letter of nomination, outlining the
reasons for the particular nomination, should be sent directly to:

Teaching Awards

Committee on Effective Teaching and Instructional Support

Academic Senate Office
1230 Girvetz Hall

DEADLINE FOR NOMINATIONS
Friday, February 6, 1998

Upon receipt of a nomination, CETIS will request that the nominee arrange submission of

information from the academic department, as well as from the nominee.

Distinguished Teaching Award Recipients
Established April 8, 1976

Names in bold indicate last year’s award recipients.

Anthropology
David Brokensha, (1980-81 Senate award
E ve Daman-Smith (1996-97)
Social Sciences Award
Art Studio
Richard Ross, (1990-91) Alumni Award
James Smith, (1992-93) Humanitiesa FicteAm»Award
Biological Sciences

Stuart Feinstein, (1990-91) Math, Life ft Physical
Sciences Award

Dennis O. Clegg, (1991-92) Math, Life ft Physical
Sciences Award

Black Studies
OaudineMichel, (1992-03) Social Sciences Avard

Chemical Engineering

W.Henry Weinberg, (1994-95) Social Sciences
Award

Orville C, SandaU, (1995-96) Engineering award

Chemistry.

Paula Yurkanis Brutce, (1979-80) Senate Award

Bernard Kirtman, (1982-83) Senate Award

Classics

Robert Renehan, (1981-82) senate Award

David Young, (1988-89) Humanities ft Fine Arts
Award

Communication

James Bradac, (1995-96) Social Sciences
Award

Ecology, Evolution & Marine Biology

Alice Alldredge, (1995-96) MAth, Life ft
Physical Sciences Award

Electrical & Computer Engineering

Glen Wade, (1977-78) Senate Award

John Skatnik, (1985-86) Alumni Award

Roger Wood, (1988-89) Engineering Award

Nadir DagH, (1989-90) Alumni Award

JohnlJ. Shynk, (1991-92) Engineering Award

Aland. Luub, (1992-93) Engineering Award

English

Lawrence Willson, (1978-79) Senate Award

Eloise Hay, (1980-81) Alumni Award

Donald Pearce, (1985-86) Senate Award

Anne Pidgeon, (1987-88) Alumni Award

Barry Spooks, (1989-90) Humanites ft Fine
Arts Award

JuUe Carlson, (1991-92) Humanites a fine
Arts Award

Film Studies

Charles Wotfe, (1986-87) alumni Award

Ednahd Branigan, (1996-97) Humanities 8c
Fine ArtsAward

French & Italian

Genevieve Delattre, (1983-84) senate Award
Jacqueline Simons, (1990-01) humanites a fine
Arts Award

geologic«! Sciences

Arthur 6. Sylvester, (1996-97) Math, Life &
Physical Sciences Award

Germanic, Oriental & Slavic languages

Ursula Mahlendorf, (1981-82) Alumni Awvard
Keiko M ockisuki, (1983-84) Alumni Award
Kenneth Pai, (1984-85) Senate Award
History.

C. Warren Hollister, (1982-83) Alumni

SearsMcGee, (1988-89) Social Sciences Award

AlfredM . GoUin, (1990-91) Social Sciences
Award

Alberts. Lmdeman, (1993-94) Humanities ft
Fine Arts Award

Mechanical & Enrironmeitial Engineering

GrantR.Johnson, \989-00) Engineering Avard

EkhehardViarschodl, (1990-91) Engineering Award

MohammedDahkh, (1993-94) Engineering Award

KEITH Kehward, (1996-97) Engineering Award

Moecnlar, CeHnlar & Developmental Biology

Kathy Folts, (1994-95) Math, Life ft Physical
Sciences Award

Music

Betty Oberacker, (1987-88) Senate Award
Philosophy
Herbert Fingqrette, (1984-85) Alumni Award
Physics

PaulHansma, (1988-89) Math, Life ft Physical
Sciences Award

John Cardy, (1989-90) Math, Life ft Physical
Sciences Award

Political Science

M arguerite Bouraad-Nash, (1989-90) Social
Sciences Avard

Psychology

Aaron Ettenberg, (1992-93) Math, Lifea Physical
Sciences Avard

Diane M. Mackie, (1993-94) Math, Life ft Physical
Sciences Avard

Religions Studies

Gerald Larson, (1988-89) Atumni Award

Richard Hecht, (1994-95) Humanities ft Fin*
Arts Award

Phillip E. Hammond, (1995-96) Humanities ft
Fine Arts Award

Sociology

Thomas Scheff, (1978-79) Senate Award
RichardFlacks, (1991-92) Social Sciences Award
Beth Schneider, (1993-94) Social Sciences Avard
RkhndAppetaum,(1994-96) Social 9a etces Award
Writing Program

Muriel Zimmerman, (1991-92) Atumni Award

CITATION OF EXCELLENCE
Robert G. Rinker, (1996-97)

Outstanding Teaching Assistant Award Recipients
= Established by the Alumni Association in 1978-79.
= Second Award Established in 1979-80 by the Academic Senate.
= Effective January 1,1992 the Alumni Association will not present the “at-large” award in

conjunction with the Academic Senate Award.

= Effective 1993-94 academic year, one award willbe presented for each ofthe four academic areas.

Names in bold indicate last year’s award recipients.

Anthropology
Mathea Cramers,* (1991-92) Senate Award

David Crawford, (1996-97)
Social Sciences Award

Biological Sciences

Jem Hess, (1980-81) Atumni Awvard

lyndon Foster, (1988-89) Alumni Award

Jackie Stevens, (1993-94) Mathematical, Life
ft P hysical Sciences Award

Chemical Engineering

EdwardB, Rinker, (1996-97)
Engineering Award

Chemistry

JoachimRichert, (1989-90) Senate Award
KaMeen AnneRobins, (1990-91) Atumni Award

Dramatic Arts

Valjenia Umar, (1993-94) Humanities ft Fine
Arts Avard
Electrical & Computer Engineering
Hualee, (1980-81) Senate Award
Arvind Keertki, (1993-94) Engineering Award
Jeffrey Wilder, (1994-95) Engineering Award
JonathanLang, (1995-96) Engineering Award
English
CrystalDowning, (1984-85) Senate Award
KyleElsman, (1985-86) Alumni Award
Jody Patterson, (1984-85) Alumni Award
Gloria Bowen, (1991-92) Atumni Awvard
ROZE HENTSCHELL, (1996-97)
Humanities 8cFine Award

Film Studies

Anna Brusutti, (1987-88) Atumni Award
French & Italian

Lauren Friedlander, (1979-80) Atumni Avard
Geography

Nathan Gal, (1981-82) alumni Award
Geological Sciences

Hilary Dervin, (1994-95) Mathematical, Life ft
Physical Sciences Award

History

Stephanie Mooers, (1981-82) Senate Award
Robin Fleming, (1982-83) senate Award
Katharin Ray Mack, (1983-84) Alumni Award
Cheryl Riggs, (1984-85) Atumni Award
Miriam Raub, (1985-86) Senate Award
Barry Ryan, (1987-88) Senate Award
Marylou Ruud, (1988-89) Senate Award
Rob Babock, (1989-90) Atumni Award
Gaston Espinosa, (1994-95) Humanities &
Fine Arts Award

Law & Society

Philip Brown, (1995-96) Social Sciences
award

Mathematics

Michael Mahoney, (1979-80) Atumni Award

Ibrahim Sedak, (1982-83) alumni Award

KarenHorton, (1996-97)

Math, Life 8c Physical Sciences Award
Molecular, Cellular & Developmental
Biology.
JohnMehew, (1995-96) Math"Xifey ft

Physical Sciences Award
Music

Selina Glater, (1986-87) Alumni Award
Alison Louise M cFarland, (1990-91) senate
Award

Political Science

NicholasDungey, (1993-94) Social Sciences
Award

Psychology

GaryNamie, (1981-82) Alumni Award
M arirosa Donisi, (1986-87) Senate Award
Valerie Sims, (1992-93) senate Award

Religions Studies

RogerRapp, (1983-84) Senate Award
Kathryn McCfynumd, (1995-96) Humanities ft
Fine Arts Award

Women'’s Studies Program

Mathea Cramers,*(1991-92) Senate Avard

M adefynDedoff, (1994-95) Social Sciences
Award

Patricia Ingham, (1994-95) Social Sciences
Award

*Joint appointment



