
Wa r n in g : G iv e  p r u d e n t  c o n s id e r a t io n  t o  t h e  s iz e  o f  t h is  p u r e l y  s a t ir ic a l
____________  SECTION BEFORE EATING OR READING. WE MEAN IT.

Wh e n  L e s l i e  h o o v e r  w o k e  o p

ONE MORNING FROM UNPLEASANT 
DREAMS, SHE FOUND HERSELF IN 

BED CHANGED INTO A VOLUPTUOUS 
CHEERLEADER.

She was lying on her back as fresh as a daisy, and when 
she lifted her head a little, she saw her starched pleated 
miniskirt, hemmed with gold polyester, lying neat as can 
be on her shapeless hips. Her once flabby, pitifully out- 
of-shape legs were now muscularly toned and spread out 
over the mattress in middle splits before her eyes.

“Whatever has happened to me?” she thought. Her 
room had been painted pink and white. Matching lace 
curtains filtered the sunshine. And she saw, to her cha
grin, that she possessed a substantial stuffed animal 
collection.

“Perhaps it is a dream,” she hollered enthusiastically, 
uncontrollably adding, “D-R-E-A-M! Woo hoooo!!” 
Her legs kicked involuntarily and then fell back onto the 
crumpled pink sheets. She felt a strange pain in her side 
that she had never experienced before. Bringing a 3-inch 
red manicured fingernail to it, she saw that it was some 
kind of girdle, fastened with steel screws, securing her 
uniform to her body. Realizing that it would be impossi
ble to remove the screws without some serious damage 
occurring, she reluctantly resolved herself to getting out 
of bed and seeing what could be done about i t  

She rolled out of bed — or rather, did a double-twist 
back walkover ending in an aerial out of bed. Her body 
met the wall with a loud thump. She sprang back up and 
jounced over to the door, careful not to let the screw 
catch on anything. Her white pump Nikes made soft 
padding sounds on the carpet.

Her mother was in the kitchen reading the newspaper 
and drinking diet tea and looking ready for her bank 
teller job. “Hi, Momlll” she screamed. ;“Moml Mom! 
You’re the best! If you can’t do it, Budapest!” Leslie cr
inged at the stupid rhyme she’d made.

“Oh Leslie, you finally joined the cheerleading squad! 
I’m so proud of you! Do another cheer, please honey, 
please. Just do one more cheer for Mommy.”

Leslie meant to protest— “Mom!” But it was said with 
a lungful of enthusiasm, accidentally adding, “How do 
you feel? She feels good, oh she feels so good, YEAH!!!”

" w o m T Iw o m /
Yo u 'r e  t h e  b e s t !
If  y o u  c a n 't  do 

_______it , B u d a p e s t !’
Her legs kicked again, and she found herself hurdling the 
breakfast table and doing another flip in the air.

“Goodness, what energy we’ve got this morning! Why 
don’t you have a cup of sugar-free yogurt? Never can get 
too much protein.” Mrs. Hoover patted her streamlined 
stomach and thought back to her first liposuction. A* 
tight smile stretched across her face.

Finally her daughter was maturing out of that stage 
she’d been going through for the last 10 years —with the 
books and trumpet lessons and all, and then that 20 
pounds she’d gained two summers ago. Thank the good

Kelly T^rkinsoo

lord she’d finally lost the weight. She really didn’t want 
to send Leslie to fat camp after all the money they’d spent 
on braces.

But now look at her! Why, soon gentlemen would be 
calling and making minor mechanical adj ustments to her 
appliances and she'd get married to one of them, a nice 
handsome computer science major, and settle down in a 
nearby tract home with a sprinkler system and gas
burning fireplace.

Leslie decided against yogurt, inexplicably opting in
stead for mineral water. “There’s some celery sticks in 
the crisper,” her mother added, smiling approvingly at 
the swigs of water Leslie was gulping.

Leslie set the bottle down, smiling brightly at the beau
tiful sunrise out the window that took her back to that 
sunlit morning on a Parisian veranda outside the Monte- 
blanc hotel. “Gee, what a beautiful sunrise. It takes me 
back to that sunlit morning we spent together on a Pari
sian veranda outside the Monteblanc hotel.”

Leslie’s mother was blotting her toast with a napkin 
and not paying any attention. Leslie began to giggle at the 
absurdity of her situation. It was a bitter giggle, a giggle 
plagued with fear and frustration, a wrathful, vengeful 
giggle. She realized that she hated the shade of her 
mother’s lipstick, and somersaulted out the door, leav
ing Mrs. Hoover smiling after her and making a mental 
note to write electrolysis appointments for Leslie into 
her day planner.

Leslie decided to take a walk. She would take a walk 
somewhere and see if she couldn’t say something mean 
to someone. An old man walking his poodle stopped in 
front of her and bared his chops. “Hello, Mish. Can you 
tell me where I can get a pair of those nyshe white tennish 
sooze? Mine are filthy. I shtepped in Muffy’s poo poo.” 
He bent down to touch her sneakers.

Leslie felt sorry for the old man, but more than that she 
hated him. His thin dry lips opened and closed like a 
carp gasping. His hands were hairy and covered with age 
spots. She quickly unlaced her Nikes and tossed them on 
the pavement.

“Here!,” she yelled at him, grinning furiously. “Have

the tennies! Poo! Poo! Poo on the shoe! Hey old man, 
whatcha gonna do? Hey! All-right!” She followed up 
with a complex maneuver during which she vaulted the 
old man and broke a sprinkler.

The old man wordlessly snatched the shoes and 
speedwalked down the sidewalk and around a comer, 
dangling them by the laces. His little dog wagged its little 
rump condescendingly at Leslie as it trotted away. Leslie 
decided to go back home before she donated anym ore ' 
articles of clothing.

She somersaulted through the front door and did a 
double back-flip into the kitchen.

And then something happened that Mrs. Hoover was 
to refer to between sips at her weekly bridge games with 
trembling sighs. Leslie’s hair caught on the door hinge as 
she was flipping into the room and her head popped 
right off, leaving a stubby little knob for a neck.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mrs. Hoover. She tried to 
force the head back on, but by then Leslie’s body was 
rubbery and cold and smelled of fresh tennis balls. Leslie 
was dead.

But Mrs. Hoover saved the head. She placed it up on 
the mantle next to Leslie’s chess trophies, and whenever 
company came they were always shown the Head of Le-

See METAMORPHOSIS p.4A
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Cheers! For Any Occasion
A N ursing Home Commital Chepr 
READY, LET'S GO! Your l i f e  was fun and 
f i l l e d  with g lee . W e'll see you in  a ironth 
or three.

A. Take Back the Night Cheer 
READY, LET'S GO! Women u n ited  w i l l  
never be divided.
(Then leap and kick- in  the a ir . )

A Rage A ga in st th e  Machine Cheer 
READY, LET'S GO! We're consumerized to  
bring our defeat.
The limo can pick us up at 8:15.

A Student Government Cheer 
READY, LET'S GO! We ca n 't promise f i e ld  
t r ip s  to  Magic M ountain. How about a 
rea lly  radical fountain?

AMaior Label Record Company Cheer
READY, LET'S GO! A lanis' rage sure sold  a few, l e t ' s
ju st copy that so we don't have to  find something new!

Long-Ass 
Thought- Provoking 

Sentences
-In the course of human 
events it has become 
apparent that left- 

handed individuals 
suffer more 
discrimination then 
right forcing most 
religious
fundamentalists to 
forget the Bible 
passage where 
God explains that it 
too is left-handed 
and it likes 
soggy bread.
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Halesh Comes Alive
It's short, it's fiction 

and once again 
it's bi Noah Blumberg

Most of the employees 
returning to  w ork for 
another year at the campus 
reserve book facility had 
had a thoroughly fulfilling 
experience with their job. 
They enjoyed helping fel
low studen ts use the 
simple system of book 
loans. Hie facility’s mana
ger, Tammy, ran things 
with a caring but tough at
titude and everyone re
spected her for that. This 
was the general feeling as 
people gathered around 
the table for the quarterly, 
m a n d a t o r y  p o t l u c k  
dinner/meeting.

Richard, the smirking, 
veteran facility attendant, 
was carefully eyeing this 
year’s new co-workers. 
The meeting began with 
everyone in t ro duc ing  
themselves. Richard found 
one of the new facility at
tendants, Halesh, very in
teresting. Halesh intro-

duced himself by saying, 
"Hi, I’m Halesh and I’m 
not a very active person.” 
He would look at the 
ground when he spoke 
and seemed to intention
ally wear the plainest clo
thing possible.

From that day on, when 
Richard was bored at 
work, he would have fun 
at Halesh’s expense. Ri
chard spent a couple of 
shifts practicing Halesh’s 
small, nondescript hand
writing and then  put 
strange messages in the re
serve book facilities log 
book like, “Hi everyone. 
It’s Halesh. I’ve been here 
for two months and still, 
nobody will tell me where 
the restroom is.”

Richard would write 
messages to Halesh under 
the alias Gaiy and put

them in his box. The mes
sages usually asked if he 
wanted to pose for video 
or photographs. Then, he 
taped a candy wrapper to 
the top of the reception 
desk and told everyone 
that Halesh had done it, 
carved Halesh’s name into 
the large gummy eraser, 
and left fake phone mes
sages for Halesh from the 
Felix the Cat company say
ing that they wanted to buy 
his “collection” from him.

One day, Richard was 
talking to his friend who 
told him that Tony said, 
“Hi.”

“George?” asked Ri
chard, “I don’t know any 
Tony.”

His friend said, “Sure 
you do. He works at the re
serve book facility with 
you.”

Richard could not fig
ure out who Tony was and 
for weeks he wondered

who could have played a 
trick on his friend.

The time for another 
quarterly mandatory facil
ity meeting/potluck had 
arrived. All of the facility 
attendants were present 
except Halesh. Tammy 
waited for five minutes or 
so and then said, “Well, 
Halesh isn’t here, but I 
think we’ll just go ahead 
and start.”

Just as she was about to 
begin, in walked Halesh 
dressed in a handsome, 
finely tailored tuxedo. 
Tammy was the first to 
speak. “Before you tell me 
why you’re late, I just want 
to say that you certainly 
are wearing a very attrac
tive tuxedo, Halesh.”

“I f  s Tony,” Halesh said, 
“I would like to be called 
Tony.”

‘I’ve been here for two 
months and still, nobody 

will tell me where the 
restroom is.9

Clarification:
1 lie April 25 tlitily ftidin' feature. The Selling o f Eugene Tong " 

included a phony resume for humor purposes. Career and Counseling 
Services was unaffiliated with the satirical piece.

A lot of the time, a lot of people say a 
lot of things about a lot of people they 
don’t know a lot about.

This can be bad.
We all know that there are two sides 

to every fence, story, coin, face and ab
out every other animal, mineral and dis
ease you can think of. However, the 
truths we cling to are often based on an 
amorphous amalgamation of assump
tions made blurry by a hazy sea of misin
formation and other big words.

Rushed judgements often result and 
mistakes are m ade— sometimes bylaws 
are broken, sometimes they aren’t. 
Sometimes folks get away with this ... 
sometimes they don’t. I f  s a very, very ri
sky proposition.

It doesn’t feed the ego to sit back and 
suspend disbelief, but hey, sometimes 
it’s important to do, ya know?

But the fact is, sometimes people 
need to go to the source— shunning in- 
stitu tional knowledge and going 
straight to the horse’s mouth.

So let’s sit back this week and hear 
what the oft-forgotten and relentlessly 
razzed UCSB cheerleaders have to say.

daily friday: So, do we have cheer
leaders on this campus?

Regina Key: Yeah.
Cesley Bullard: Oh, we’re here all 

right.
How much work do you pu t into 

cheerleading?
Bullard: We only get one day off a 

week. We practice at least six hours a 
week.

This can be bad.

Key: We get asked by a lot of groups to 
come cheer for them. Water polo asks us 
to come cheer for them. Baseball...

Give an example o f a baseball cheer.
Bullard: Something that doesn’t say 

touchdown.
Key: It’s tough because all these peo

ple want to do all these different things,

but at the same time they don’t really ap
preciate what we do.

We’re here to support sports and get 
people involved, and ifs really hard at 
this school because there is such a lack 
of enthusiasm for the sports programs.

What are the most common cheer
leader stereotypes you run into?

Key: We don’t have enormous boobs 
and blond curly hair.

Bullard: We don’t wear lots of eye 
makeup, (sarcastically) You can never 
have enough blue eyeshadow.

Key: They think we’re just pretty and 
dumb, but that’s ridiculous because 
we’re all in college.

Bullard: School can be hard because 
we don’t have a cheerleading adviser. 
We have to do it all ourselves, and it 
takes up a lot time.

Explain “shit”

What if  someone wanted to be a 
cheerleader? What would they have to 
do?

Key: You have to be willing to sacri
fice a lot of your time ... have a positive 
attitude, and be ready to put up with a 
lot of the shit that we get.

Explain “s h it”
Key. We get pushed around a lot.
Bullard: Nobody likes cheerleaders.

Key: Even at games. The group of 
crazy students who say “Don’t help 
them out! Don’t oheer with them!” Ifs 
so rude!

Bullard: We can’t even start a cheer... 
they won’t let us.

Do you get a lot o f snide remarks?
Key: I’ve gotten: “Why aren’t the 

cheerleaders pretty?” And I’m like ... 
well, I’ll definitely make sure thaf s a re
quirement next year. ... Let’s just be 
pretty.

Yes, UCSB Has CheerleadersIn the first part of an occasional series, Bryce Baer gets real answers about real stuff.
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Cheerleading is  a one big fat slice of Americana. 
Fin d out why Nicole Milne is  not hungry

I n all of my years of schooling prior to my nearly over 
stay at this illustrious university, I have been sub
jected to the tyranny of cheerleading and cheerlead

ers. It’s more ofa self-inflicted tyranny, I suppose— trad
itionally, they really, really cause me angst.

Don’t get me wrong — some of my closest friends are 
ex-cheerleaders, and I have no problem with women (or, 
I guess, men, though I have never seen a male cheerlead
ing specimen except on ESPN at 3 a.m.) who choose to 
cheerlead. It’s the mentality of cheerleading— embodied 
by a select majority— that I have had a rather large prob
lem with.

It started back in elementary school. It seemed like a 
girl, against her will by social forces at work, was put into 
two categories by, say, the first grade— those who might 
be cheerleaders once they reached junior high, or even 
the Olympian heights of High School Cheerleader, and 
those who simply would not, no way, no day. For exam
ple, the pretty, blond-haired girls who were oft found 
sporting tutus around the house on Saturday mornings 
and were beginning to show early signs of snottiness 
were prime material. Conversely, the school “slut,” iron
ically named Chastity, was not on the short list of poten
tial rah-rahs.

When we graduated to the next tier of academia and 
socialization at the hands of the Dept, of Education, 
things became even more clear-cut. If you hadn’t been 
pursued by at least two of the cutest boys in your class 
and/or were not in the higher echelon of your Pleasan
ton, Calif’s, socioeconomic ranks, kiss your dreams of

^ i ï ï \  Hanson 
i to v i /  Daft Punk 

Mad Caddies 
S e ll U s  Y o u r  U s e d  C P s !

Get up to $4.50 in  cash or 
$6.00 in  credit for each CD!

mormnglory 
------music

Isla Vista
3 X £  Sint* Barbara 910 Emb. del Noft* Lompoc 

1014 State SI 9684665 1512 North H. SI
4 yri\966-0266 Across from the ATM* 736-7678/fyr*

cheerleading a sorrowful goodbye. Aim for something 
more feasible, like the Chess Club or the Academic De
cathlon. Better yet, aim for flags (snicker, snicker).

That last part about socioeconomic standing might 
sound sort of strange to anyone who has never been 
forced to grow up in Pleasanton or any suburban city/ 
town like it. If you were in any way a Pleasantonian mi-

JConversely, the school's "slut/ 
ironically named Chastity 
was not on the shortlist of 

potential rah-rahs"
nority— poor and/or nonwhite — chances are that you 
were not destined to be out there in a little skirt doing 
back flips and cartwheels and the splits and shit for the 
seventh- and eighth-grade basketball boys.

And to be perfectly frank, it seemed the creme de la 
creme of cheerleading material in junior high were the 
bitchiest girls on campus— the kind of girls who would 
make fun of the retarded kids, laugh at an unfashionable 
outfit, or turn their nose up at the kids who got dropped 
off in run-down cars. Not all did, but perhaps solid three- 
quarters or so.

Then we have high school, where the business of 
cheerleading becomes a very, very serious thing. No kid
ding around at tryouts. Competition is fierce for spots on 
the squad, because it will undoubtedly determine the rest 
of your whole life. Not making the cut can be a lifelong 
tragedy; many will sadly pat a disappointed hopeful’s 
shoulder post-rejection like they lost a son or their favo
rite sweater or something, while the tiyee cries in 
anguish.

One must really believe they want to be a cheerleader, 
because they will be taking on a huge social load as 
Cheerleader, as well as, granted, a lot of time and energy 
learning, the cheers and the dances and so on. Maybe 
some spend more time perfecting the smile in the mirror 
after the football cap’n asks them out, adjusting their 
skirt length (again, in the mirror, or with the help of their 
female comrades-in-cheer) to as short as possible with
out a full crotch shot. Just a teaser for the adoring eyes of 
the student body that loves them.

Oh yeah, and those crotch shotsl How women could 
possibly subjectthemselves to such things leads me forth 
to the following list of injustices that cheering can entail:

1. Bodily contortions that endanger life and limb, as 
well as require bending over and exposing some serious

derrière and maybe more to the entire school, which is 
watching exactly for that sort of exposure to laugh at, dis
cuss, or possibly use for masturbatory fantasies— at least 
for a good half of the school’s population.

2. Wearing a uniform to school. Maybe some girls get 
off on the power and instant respect that a cheerleader’s 
outfit provides, but guess what, girls: They are damn 
ugly, especially those nude tights with socks. A fashion 
slaughter every game day.

3. The actual act of cheering at a game. According to a 
secret unnamed source who is also my roommate, cheer
leaders do occasionally cheer at the women’s games, but 
a cheerleader’s inherent job is to perform for the boys. 
Sing, dance, shake their butts, jump up and down, run 
around, stand in position, come when called. Stand in 
the freezing cold or sauna-like gyms just waiting eagerly 
to cheer their athletic endeavors.

All I want to know is this: Why do this for the boys? 
Why not for women’s sports, if the allegedly real reason 
for cheerleading is for school spirit? I know the tradition 
is to cheer the guys on, but ladies, we all know that many 
women are into sports.

Do you wantto train yourself atsuch a tenderand mal
leable age that your job is to look good and cheer men 
on? Yeah, I know the cheer devotees’ arguments about 
working hard, the love of dance, devotion to school 
spirit, etc., etc., but the fact remains that the basic job de
scription is to cheer the men to glory. Get the crowd in
volved with your spirit and good looks, sing silly songs 
and let the men be victorious. Have many ridicule you or 
regard you as a twirling idiot so that the guys feel 
supported.

One disclaimer to my brief list: I have never been, nor 
tried out for, cheerleading. I have never been to, nor plan 
to attend, a basketball game at UCSB. H ie UCSB cheer
leaders might be the best athletes I’ve ever seen, and

"Sing dance\ shake d ie t butts/ 
jump up and down, run around, 

stand in position, 
come when called."

maybe they show up at women’s games, too. Possibly 
they have eschewed skimpiness for practicality. What
ever. Like I said, it’s not the person, but the mentality of 
cuteness, perkiness, and that craving for attention that 
makes me want to pull out large chunks of hair.

Maybe if we encouraged young girls to be the ones 
cheered for on the court and the field, less girls would 
strive to be performers for guys and look cute in short 
skirts and instead become players themselves; focus on 
the Academic Decathlon instead of how to say “rah” 
with the right inflection; or play some real sports. Cheer
leaders of die world, unite! Throw off your polyester and 
don shin guards! Play in the mud and stop practicing 
splits! Go, team, go! Win one for yourself! Rah! (I’m sure 
a cheerleader could come up with a much more spirited 
unily song.)Q
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Metropolitan Theatres
MOVIE HOTUNE 

963-9503 
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TWILIGHT SHOWS
I FEATURES ft SHOWTIMES 

BELOW BEGIN
FRL M AY 9

ASSISTED LISTENING 
SYSTEMS A T  

A U  LOCATIONS 1
DAILY MATINEE

f l f i  N O  PASSES & C O U P O N S  (D C  f l f l
ACCEPTED O N  A  N O  PASS

tim es  s h o w n  in  ( . )  BRACKETS SPECIAL E N G A G EM EN TS  afternoon  sh o w s ) before twilight

$5.00
PASEO NUEVO
8 W. DE LA GUERRA PL. < S.B.

Robin Williams 
Billy Crystal
*  FATHER'S D A Y  (PS-13) 
Fri-Sun - 1 :20 2:30 (4:1Q)

(5:15) 7.00 800 9:45 
Mon-Tues -
2:30 (4:10) (5:20) 7.00 800 
Playing O n 2 Screens

GROSSE POINTE BLANK (!) 
Fri-Sun-1:40 (4:20) 7:10 9:50 
Mon-Tues -  2:20 (5:00) 7:45

LIAR LIAR (PG-iS)
Fri-Sun -2 0 0  (4:45) 720 9:40 
Mon-Tues-2:40 (5:10) 7:30

CINEM A TW IN
6050 HOLLISTER AVE -  GOLETA

Mike Myers
*  AUSTIN POWERS (PG-13) 
Fri& Mon-Tues-(5:40) 8:15 only 
Sot-Sun-2:45 (5:40) 8F16

V O L C A N O  (P G -IS )
Fri & Mon-Tues-(5:30) 8.00 only 
Sot-Sun -2 :30  (5:30) 8:00

ARLINGTON THEATRE 
& TICKET AGENCY

1317 S TA TE  - INFO - 963-4408 
TICKET AGENCY HOURS: 

MON - SAT 9:00 AM -6:00 PM ' 
S U N -9 A M -4P M

Tommy Loo Joños 
VO LCAN O  (PG-13) 

2:30 (5:15) 8:00

M ETRO 4
618 S TA TE STREET - S.B.

Bruce Willis
*  FIFTH ELEMENT (PG-13) 
Fri-Sun -12:45 1:45 (3:45) 

(4:50) 7:00 8:00 10:00 
Mon-Tues-
2:00 (4:00) (5:00) 700 BOO 
Playing O n 2 Screens

Mike Myers
*  AUSTIN POWERS (PG-13) 
Fri-Sun -
12:30 240 (5:00) 720 9:45 
Mon-Tues -2:40 (520) 7:40

THE SAINT (PG-13)
Fri-Sun-1:15 (4:10) 7:10 9:55 
Mon-Tues-2:20 (5:10) 7:50

RIVIERA
2044 ALAMEDA PADRE SERRA - S.B.

A ca d e m y A w ard Nominee

A CHEF IN LOVE
(PG-13) Fri -  (5:30) 8:00 only 
Sdt/Sun -  2:45 (5:30) 8:00 
Mon/Tues • (5:30) 8:00 only

FAIRVIEW TWIN
251 N. FAIRVIEW - GOLETA

★  THE FIFTH ELEMENT (PG-IS) 
Fri-(400) 7.00 956 
Sot-Sun -1.00 (400) 700 956 
Mon-Tues-(500) 800 only

*  FATHER'S D A Y (PG-13)
Fri-(45Q) 7:10 945 
Sot-Sun-1:40 (4:30) 7:10 946 
Mon-Tues -(5:15) 7:45 only

FIESTA 5
916 S TA TE S TR E E T-S .B .

THE DEVIL'S O W N  00 
Fri-Sun -  (4:20) 9:40 only 
Mon-Tues-(5:10) only

SCREAM (R)
Fri-Sun-7 5 0  9:55 only 
Mon-Tues -  7:30 only

A N A C O N D A  (PG-13) 
Fri-Sun -2 0 0  only 
Mon-Tues-2:35 only

*  BREAKDOWN (R)
Fri-Sun-2 2 0  (4:50) 7)20 9:50 
Mon-Tues-2:45 (550) 8:00

WARRIORS O F  VIRTUE (PC) 
Fri-Sun-1 5 0  (4:10) onV 
Mon-Tues -  2:20 (4:50) only

*  ROMV A N D  MICHEEE'S 
HIGH SCHOOL REUNION (R> 

Fri-Sun-2:10 (4:40) 700 950 
Mon-Tues -2:40 (520) 7:40

MURDER A T 1600 (R) 
Fri-Sun -1:40 7:00 only 
Mon-Tues -  2:30 7:50 only

C H A S IN G  A M Y  (R)
Fri-Sun -  (4:30) 7:10 9:45 
Mon-Tues -  (6:00) 745 only

PLAZA DE ORO
349 HITCHCOCK WAY - S.B.

FEMALE PERVERSIONS (R) 
(5:30) only

PARADISE ROAD (R)
Fri & Mon-Tues-(6 2 0  850 only 
Sat-Sun -  2:30 (5:20) 8:00

KAM A SUTRA: A  TALE O F LOVE 
(NR) Fri 8t Mon-Tues -  8:16 only 
Sat-Sun-2:40 8:15 only

Santa Barbara Film Society Presents

FEWRIv FELINI

Sunday, M ay 11/ 7  P M
U C SB 's Isla  Vista Theater

In Amarcord, Federico Fellini’s Academy Award winning picture, Fellini recalls his 
youth and everything he associates with it. What he gives us is an affectionate 
portrait of the magic and eccentricity that lays beneath the surface of the placid 
town that he grew up in during the World War II era. (Fellini, 1974, 118 min.)

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

http://www.movleHnk.com
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Campus Comment Interviews by Jodie Stout 
Photos by Alan Jacoby

D o  you prefer boxers or briefs?

— a -------
Boxers. They’re 
more comfortable, 
less confining.

— a — —
I don’t wear any
thing. It’s for 
comfort, and I 
don’t have many 
underwear.

—  U ------------
B oxers.... Well, I  
guess it’s * cause it’s 
functional. You can 
wear it in public and 
it’s OK. You don’t 
want to drop down to 
your tighty whiteys, 
it’s uncouth.

------- f t -------------------
Briefs. Boxers are 
too free for me, I 
need some 
support.

— a ------
Depends... but 
that’s not what I 
wear. It depends 
on what the occa 
sion is.

—  U -----------
Nothin’, because 
it’s so hot lately. 
It’s burnin’ up 
out here.

Tom Boyd 
senior 

geography

Ryan Yarbrough 
senior 

hydrology

David Crook 
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studies

Keith Strohmaier 
graduate student 

biochemistry

Craig Welsh 
staff

Dramatic Art Dept.

Damon Packwood 
junior 

film studies
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Continued from p.lA  
slie. Young gentlemen were especially appreciative. 
They assured Mrs. Hoover that had Leslie lived, they 
would have married her.

During Christmas Mrs. Hoover crowned Leslie’s head 
with a wreath and hung tinsel from her ears, and she 
looked quite spirited. Head of Leslie also took a special

interest in football games. Mrs. Hoover made sure to aim 
the television her way. Things went quite smoothly after 
that.

It's not a trick question—

DRUGS
PORK

BOSTON
BUTT

Happiness is the 
result of our 

own dispositions 
and actions, ..
HAPPY HOURS: 4:30-7:30 

Well Drinks $2,25, Draft Beer 1/2 Pint $1, 
Pints $L50, Dom, Bottle Beer $L75

6 W. De La Guerra 
Santa Barbara 
963-2211

$30
Por Ptrua 

Including Tu

You Don't Have To Go To Sea 
To Enjoy A Fine C igar...

Big Woody's 
Cigar Night III

A Cigar Smoker's 
Private Party

Join us for a great evening including_

Complimentary Selections of Premium Cigars
• A ll-U -C a n -E a t B B Q  Buffet
• Firestone Double Barrel Ale

TUESDAY MAY 13 6:30pm- 10pm at Woody's in Goleta
K m

5112 Hollister Ave.
(In the Magnolia Shopping Center)

Highway 101

j ? /  Hslliitsr Art. *

*7UCS8
MtjntlltClIflfM

Co-Sponsored by the cigar friendly folks at 
____

FWo<kiyy
BODACIOUS 
BARBECUE

MASTERS
Paseo Nuevo, Santa Barbara

F i r e s t o n e  W a l k e r  B r e w i n g  C o .

Tickets Available at Woody's and Cigar Masters. 
Call 967-3775 for info.


