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TO MEET THEIR

DESTINY
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enough. It was of ancient design, cruel and effi-
cient, forged by forgotten masters long lost to the
dark chasms of a past unbridged by living memory.
W orn smooth through uncounted years in leathered
hands, its wooden hilt bore a history of sweat and toil
deep within the grain. And though its blade was black-
ened with the life ofinnumerable thousands felled be-
neath that wicked curve of steel, the cutting edge yet
gleamed stainless in the sun of this August forenoon.
Every man ever to put the strength ofhis arm behind
this eviltool had dutifully keptit sharp through the gen-
erations. I don’t know — maybe every generation reaps
its own HarvestofDoom. But in any case, it was | who
did the sharpening now ...

T he aging weapon was heavy, but swung easily

I don’t know how much ofmyyouth I’d wasted in the
PlantWars. Butitwas awaste, that much | was sure of.
Those were dark days, memories buried deep and for
good reason. Since that time, I’d made my own private
peace with the vegetable kingdom. I’d shared my bed-
room with a pair o fpothos, and even raised a garden of
my own to flowers and fruit from seeds lovingly planted
and faithfully watered.

But this summer, | was called back. The Autarch had
some work he needed done, and the most vile tasks in
his dominion he’d reserved especially for me. The Au-
tarch didn’t care about my new life ofstudies and plea-
sure; all he needed was an experienced wetboy to fight
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his battles. Halfway decent
lercenaries cost good
money, so he drafted me
instead.
1 don’t know if the Autarch real-
ly cared about anything. |1 know |
didnt. Couldn’t afford to. All that
mattered was the cosmetic and sys-
tematic elimination of all biodiversity in
the lands surrounding the palace. Back
then I called it my duty. Like I said, | dont
know how much of my youth | wasted ...
Perhaps my young eyes had already seen too
much — too many severed limbs and unearthed
taproots, too many tattered heaps of slain photo-
synthesizers rotting dank and pungentin the trop-
ical noon heat. Sometimes Td wake in nightmare,
still feeling tire hydrocarbon-powered chain saw spray
mangled xylem and phloem tissues across my arms and
chest and protective eyewear.

And the sap. So much sap! Sap that stained my clothes,
dried on my gloves. Sap that made the wet weeds sticky
underfoot...

I had hoped I could get out. | prayed to every god of
mercy in tire heavens that | might put it all behind me,

— C6
Yes, | thought 1 couldget out ofthe Kkilling

business.
)

retreat to a place where | could bless the rains for the ver-
dant life they brought and nourished.

Sol ran away. Ran awayto embrace ahimsa; grow myself
a new soul, like that pumpkin vine which sprang from our
compost and raced toward the front lawn when the days
were long and bright and warm. Yes, | thought| could get
out of the Killing business.

| was wrong.

Like fresh growth from the deep-buried roots ofa thorn
tree chopped down long ago, a person’s past has a way of
popping back up in places where it’s no longer welcome.
Maybe this was a fight I didn’t ask for in a war | hadnt
started, buteither way, | was back in if now. Back in deep.

The campaigns I’d foughtin the North and the East had
been all too easy. Aided by the 4.6 amp Homelite and my
newfound ally, the Toro SuperBlowerVac, wed thor-
oughly thrashed our green opponents; driven them back
with hurricane force, back to the forest where the dead

See DOOM, p.2A
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There’s a distinct feel-
ing in the air.

It's more than the dank
humidity of El Kino’s
first whispers. It’s more
than the anticipation of
another quarter of intel-
lect and inebriation. It's
more than the muggy
body heat oozing every-
where thanks to the uni-
versity packing too damn
many people in the tiny
confines of campus and
Isla Vista.

..t truly iswe
who sculpt this
planet’s destiny.

No, Td say this feeling
is much more than any of
this. 1’d say it*s more of a
rumble in the air, a tin-
gling, a buzz, 'iSyou will.

People are talking.
And people are acting.
It’s almost as if we, as a
community, arejust start-
ing to awaken, slowly ris-
ing to the massive poten-
tial we hold as students
and as human beings. We
are realizing more with
each passing day that the
power to make positive
change lies in our hands;
that it truly is we who
sculpt this planet’s
destiny.

The conduit of this
power is embedded deep
in communication, and
not just through the po-
pular mediums requiring
electricity and paper. The
most powerful method of
spreading The Word is
through the streets; the
many ramblings we hear,
from the slurring of stony
keg party randoms to the
bellows of Storke Plaza
speakers, shape the way
we see this oceanside
hamlet and the world.

But within these many
announcements, we often
hear tidbits bearing no
nutritional value to our
intellectual physique.
Many times, people try to
hype up worthless causes

just to provide fat for the
masses to chew.

But together, we can
see through this tainted
talk thatonly riles bullshit
politics. And in this col-
umn, our goal is to cut
through that fat — and
provide The Skinny.

* n *

And speaking of nutri-
tional matters, upon mov-
ing into their Purple Pa-
lace offices, some of our
Associated Students ex-
ecutive officers were sur-
prised to find out that
they would have to
tighten their belts this

See SKINNY, pJA
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would lie unburied and unremembered till some
titmouse or squirrel carried the corpses offto their
unseen nest among the trees.

Yes, those battles were easy. Butwhat kind of
resistance could you expect from abunch ofdan-
delions? Scattered pockets of ragwort or onion
grass might hide cowardly behind their ivy hos-
tages, but with the way | was connected, they
never had half a chance. Indeed, my lord’s con-
tract with the Department of Water and Power
had paid offwell. With their help, even the bane-
ful cedar hedge, whose sheer size and chemical
defenses wounded my father and burned my
brother, had been easilytamed from atop an alloy
stepladder using my semiautomatic Black &
Decker.

But today’s fighting would be different. Bris-
tling with microcarbonate spines and towering 30
feet tall, the enemy | faced was far tougher than
even the mightiestweedwacker. The closed ranks
advanced slowly, like a glacier, a thin leafed jug-
gernautthat swallowed the border, smothering all
inits path. The tool shed and tiki torches were al-
ready cut off and completely surrounded. The
Weber and halfthe patio would soon suffer a si-
milar fate unless somebody did something soon.
That somebody was me.

Me alone.

Here in the Woods of Wessynton, today’s
combatwould have to be foughtthe old fashioned
way: musclevs. meristem, brawn againstbamboo.
So as | sharpened the blade, once again did I pre-
pare my soul for a day of massive violence ...

The act was as much a meditation as it was
tradition; the repeating metallic grind honing my
focus, stropping away the blunting doubts and
dulling compassion with each caress of the whet-
stone. | tested the edgewith mythumb. The fear-
some tool seemed almost eager, hungry even —
craving destruction.

Then the bell tolled. Its clang rippled distant
and directionless through die damp air, announc-

ing to God and everyone else within earshot that
the Hour of Reckoning had arrived.

Itwas high time the invasive shrubbery taste my
wrath.

I moved in to attack. Knuckles whitening, my
fingers closed tighter around the age-old plant-

slayerin myrighthand, asifin anticipation ofdie
pain it was poised to unleash. Then, whistling
through the sliced air like some vengeful demon
castdown from the sky, the first sweeping are of
my cane knife carried it straight through three
spindly antagonists in the front rank.

But they didn’t fall.

Cut in two, with no possible hope of survival,
they were held upright by their crowding com-
rades. So | pulled them down and flung them be-
hind me. | hacked again. And again. Scores of
others met their destiny like those before, and
soon the dead and dying piled up in my wake, a
ghastly tangle of the doomed, blocking my only
path ofescape. But there would be no escape for
me today, only victory.

Or death.

| pressed my assault as the steel killer I swung
sang out its glorious executioner's song with each
impact. YetforeverysixI slew, 60 more still stood
against me, and already my sword arm was tiring.

My enemy could afford to take me
apart slowly, piece by tiny piece,
bit by tiny bit.

Spike-like extremities tore at my flesr?aBnd sought
to pull me down, skewer me on a bed of razor-
edged pungi stakes where my enemy had stood,
tall and defiant, only moments earlier.

Mechanically, | fought on! The wounds 17d al-
ready taken were nothing compared to those |
doled out, but they were adding up fast. Hun-
dreds more would have to die before the legions
offlora would be routed, but their numbers were
so great, such losses meant nothing. My enemy
could afford to take me apart slowly, piece by tiny
piece, bit by tiny bit. *

If it came to that.

Every crash of steel on stem seemed to jar my
very bones now. Drawn like carrion birds to the
smell of battle, the flies had already begun their
feast on the sweat and blood weeping thickly
from my sltin like so many tears ofrage. Endless
ranks of vicious vegetation mocked my resolve.
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Thousands ofwhispery voices taunted me, felling
on my ears like the wind itself. The utter hope-
lessness of my struggle weighed heavily now, my
will to fight slowly spiralling down an ever-
widening pit of despair.

But | would not yield, I could not stop.

Deep within all men exists adoorway, a hidden
portal through which few ever pass, and fewer
still return. Yet, those who survive the journey
come back with knowledge ofa certain power, a
dark river of strength flowing cool and steady
toward some vast, unknowable ocean. When
these waters are tapped, they surge upward,
flooding outand beyond, bringing the impossible
suddenly within grasp.

I reached down and threw these gates wide
open.

The same river which had carried my distant
ancestors to dominion over this wild and un-
known planet now pulsed powerfully in my veins.
Ascending the granite throne carved into that
stony peak high atop the landscape of the mind,
all pain and fatigue were washed downstream,

filling some remote valley far, far below.

The machete hecamc almost an extension of
my will. Over and again the black blade rose and
fell, cleaving atrail oftriumph and leaving behind
me a path of unthinkable devastation. | was a
berserker amok, lolling bamboo like a rabid
panda on a ravenous return from Hell.

The horde of verdure was thinning now. At
once, | realized 1I'd long since crossed all
boundaries.

In my fury, | had taken this war deep beyond
the lands the Autarch had charged me to defend.
As my battle-lustebbed, | took a long look at the
fruit of my struggle. Once again my eyes swam in
the pulpy anguish my own hands had inflicted.
Thunderclouds glowed crimson in the tired light
ofafast-sinking sun, red as the shredded meaton
my exhausted arms. | threw down the blade.

It lodged upright, quivering in the damp earth,
waiting eagerly for another hand to pick it up —
and carry on with the lolling. The cicadas began
their nightly chorus, as if to cheer my supremacy
in this twisted arena of death. Turning my back
on the vanquished, | carefully picked my way
through the lifeless litter of my dreadful harvest,
and headed home.

I needed die rest. Cleanup operations would
begin tomorrow.«»
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Accordingto the 1997-98
A.S. budget provided by the
administrative office, the
post of external vice presi-
dent for local affairs, held by
Lola Salazar, took a $450
cut from last year’s budget
And the vice présidant for
statewide affairs, Felicia
Perez, took a whopping
$2,070 che» from the previ-
ous year’s funding. ? w*

Im$ may not seem like
very much money, but keep
in mind the nature ofthése
offices. Salazar’s post is die
one most directly involved
with Isla Vista, a region the
university often treats like an
unwanted mutent stepchild.
Keeping over 10,000 L.V.
student residents informed

"about local issues [*kes,.aloik
ofdedication—afd monta*
~ A'il Perez’s office bihfP

gently demap”s
penses throughout thé ypf
forthe

«meetings and
Site a our aireo,
Bnkwjl stud
sodatimi, only or-
;anizatioi upfbr
aents regents**
to fishy. lia
Officers have tMfl
WomeWjSBKHII

Makes you wonde
setting the priorities
there.
Nonetheless, Sala
fer«.are making
with wfaaO
though
|p k more fufl
the year. Without regaining
at least some of die money
they tost, the two are se-
verely restricted in working
on their projects, which in-
clude plans to inform stu-
dents of their rights when
dealing with our beloved
.Foot Patrol and apossi

lice complaint*

*2.95
6" Sandwich

Turkey Sandwich
AND
A Large Fountain Drink!
Not valid w ill oticr offen.
I*at lave coupon. One oot>on per visit
Expire« 9/30/97

Sum's
T»

Go

6772 Calls Rsal
683-2077

And it is high, time that
we, as students, hove some-
where to turn when we fed
violated by our own police
force. Right now, die only
place to file a complaint
against an 1.V. Foot Patrol
officer is at their very head-
quarters, where Lt. Geoff
Banks (who is actually avery
friendly guy) is eager to hear
any stories you have to tell

I went to- speak with
Banks myselft earlier this
summer, after Iwas fondled
and illegally scotched by one
oftheUC Police Dept.’s fin-
est. It was an August Friday
night of light drinking and
heavy conveérsa)®, and af-
ter I had split offfrom my
friends, 1 ded$0%o0 take a
late night beach-cruiser

jottrndff jr
ter "avmi-
*\ officer
EL
U»n every
mr*

fcoiEse, the otncer no-
ticed this suspicious plle-
3gianceto di¢ law,u d |
me over immodittely.
asked the standard
dons; (fid I have any
mio.*) «@nd had L
pinking (“l hadabes
ourltgo.*). Andtra i

ablcjcause,
g

jS~spffiC;
ante white

was too much,

ter feeling die cllhgiii
e in my leftfrontpockel
taining about 37

reached into my pocket p
ized the pouch. “Officer, f
«/give you consenF£
B, to which he
<Ux»dfelt
something similarto a knife
in his search and now he haa
probable cause. After not
finding the dnip or other

contraband he was expecting
me to cany, be returned my

on my way.
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& Sun 9/28/97
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6772 Call« Real
683-2077

But | didn't let this
travesty of justice end until
I’d gottenJohnny Law’s real
name. Remember, even if
you are being dragged away
by six riot cops as they beat
you senseless with their ba-
tons and taser guns, you still

- have the right to know their
names, so don’t hesitate to
ask for their card. Thanks to
this right! was able to report

‘the eaeky’ eotuctble to
Banks, who said hed talk to
the Right People. Honed;-
fete, keep ter eye out when
stumbling down Del Plays
Drive — "No Tolerance* is
in effis6”>

.

There’s another reason to
keepaneyeouton DelPlaya
— as many of tel already
know, our friendly com-

munity slumlords want to
build a massive seawall along

rite length ofthe entire 1.V.
beach. iTj »

The next phase of ap-
proval lies in the hands of
our County Board o fSuper-
visors. .Them I¥'a slight
chance that drey'll dotty the
project and tell the landow-
ners to look into other (pos-

sbw
—INp
it’s

limo!

t-be. If you want
ormed about the
watch “Behind jjttrel

documentary”
;to'the;Eari#i||®
the “mbtjbfcty
(near LV. Theater),
,m|Pn -Gterteb
cartel

% -
'ntowri:

lot?

seawall woul
icheacherife
t OVeish
fSfetfeafe.oveite
ijftMrindoH
y shitty s
t|on for us overall i
Come out to the top of the
Loop on Oct. 7, because, in

She wordsof A.S. Environ-

mental Affairs Board Chair
Eric Caxdenaa, "we «km
gonna RALLY!?"*
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*4.00

9” Sandwich
Pastrami Sandwich
AND
A Medum Fountain Drink!

NotviM sMi otisr offers.
Must here coupon. One coition pervMt
Expires 9/30/97

«772 Calla Real
683-2077
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Go

r MOVIE HOTLINE "1
963-9503
kttp://www.movlellnk.comJ

TWILIGHTSHOWSS
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TIMES SHOWN IN () BRACKETS

PASEO NUEVO

8 W. DE LA GUERRA PL.

Kevin Spacey
* LX CONFIDENTIAL (R)

Frl-Sun -1:30 (3:16) (5.-00)
6:45 8:16 9:66
Mon-Thun -

2:00 (4:00) (6:00) 700 6:16
Playing On 2 Screens

* A THOUSAND ACRES <R
Fri-Sun-1:40 (420) 7:10 9-60
Mon-Thun-2:10 (4:45) 7:30

THE GAME 00
Frl-Sun-l0O  (4:00) 700 1000
Mon-Thun-2:20 (6:10) 800

CINEMA TWIN

6050 HOLLISTER AVE - GOLETA

Kevin Kline

* IN & OUT (SC-13)

Fri-(4:46) 700 9:16

Sot/Sun -2:30 (4:46) 700 9:16
Mon-lhun - (6:20) 7:45 only

THE GAME 00
FAiA Mon-Thun-(600) 600 only
Sat/Sun -2:10 (600) 8:00

ARLINGTON THEATRE

& TICKET AGENCY
1317 STATE - INFO -963-4408
TICKET AGENCY HOURS:
MON - SAT 9:00 AM -6:00 PM
SUN -9AM -4PM

THE EDGE «
At ASun-100 (400) 700 9:45
Sat-Playing at Fiesta 5
Mon-lhun-2:15 (6:10) 8:00

Miniature Mastadons.

fbu've got a lot on your mind. So before your brain
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Metropolitan Theatres

FEATURES ft SHOWTIMES
BELOW PLAYING
9/26 THRU 10/2

no passes & coupons
ACCEPTED ON A NO PASS
SPECIAL ENGAGEMENTS

METRO 4

618 STATE STREET-S.B.

Sneak Preview Saturday 9/27
* KISS THE GIRLS (R> 7:30PM

* IN A OUT (PG-13)
FriASun-120 200 (400) (5:10)
6(30 700 900 940
Sat-130 2-JO (400) (5:10)
6:30 %00 9:50 only

Mon-Thun-200 3:15 (4:20)

(5:35) 700 800
Playing On 2 Screens

* THE FULL MONTY <R
Frl-Sun-1:45 2:45 (4:16) (620)
6:45 7:45 9:10 9:56
Mon-Thun-2:15 3:30 (4:40)
(6:45) 7:15 8:15
Playing On 2 Screens

RIVIERA |

2044 ALAMEOA PADRE SERRA =S.B.

SHALL WE
DANCE? (0

Frl-Sun-2:30 (5:15) 800
Mon-lhun - (6:16) 800

FAIRVIEW TWIN

251 N. FAIRVIEW -GOLETA

* THE EDGE 00

Fri-(4:25) 7:10 9:45 only
Sat/Sun-1:40 (426) 7:10 945
Mon-Thun - (5:30) 8:15 only

* THE PEACEMAKER 00
Fri-(4:15) 700 9:40 only
Sat/Sun-1JO (4:15) 700 9:40
Mon-Thun-(& 15) 8:00 only

Ifyou want it in your

SYSTEMS AT
All LOCATIONS

DAILY MATINEE

$5.00

AFTERNOON SHOW(S) BEFORE TWILIGHT

FIESTA 5

916 STATE STREET-S.B.

A THE PEACEMAKER ()
Fri-Sun-100 200 (40Q) (500)
7:00 800 9:55
Mon-Thun-200 (400) (5:00)

700 800 On 2Screens

V ASSISTED LISTENIN<]

* SOUL FOOD 00
Fit-Sun-1JO (420) 7:10 9:50
Mon-lhus-220 (5:10) 7:45

WISHMASTER 00
FriASun-175 (4:45) 7JO0 95
Sat-10:00 only
Mon-Thun-2:46 (5:30) 8:10

AIR FORCE ONE 00
FriASun-2:15 (6:15) 8:15
Sat-1:10 only
Mon-lhun -2:30 (520) 8:15
* THE EDGE (R
SatOnly-120 (4100 720 10J0
AlOtherDaysPlayingatArihgton

PLAZA DE ORO

349 HITCHCOCK WAY-S.B.

KICKED IN THE HEAD (R)
FiA Mon-Thun - (5:40) 800 only
Sat/Sun -2:45 (5:40) 8JO

G.l. JANE R
FtA Mon-Thun- (520) 8:15 only
Sat/Sun-220 (520) 8:15

SWAP MEET
SUNDAY - 7:00-3:00

907 S. KELLOGG AVE. -GOLETA
964-9050

Nexus Classifieds work. Hotline: 893-7972

*

HEAD you need it in your

gets to overload, getyour hands on some help. With

PalmPilotr it's easy to store an entire college career's worth
of info-nam es, phone numbers, appointments, assignments,

e-mail*and more. And when you need to back up on your

personal computer, just touch a button on the docking cradle

and all your data is synchronized in seconds. Atjust 4.7"
and 6 oz, PalmPilot is more

PalmPilot

Professional Edition

« 1MB memory < Back-lit display
Datetoook = Address book

« To-do lists « Memo pad

= Expense « Calculator

* Games « E-mail

« Internet ready  « HoiSync"
technology

PalmPilot Personal Edition
« 512KB memory « Back-lit display

than a convenient electronic P alm iP ilot

The Connected Organizer

organizer. It's the buddy your
overworked brain's been waiting for.

ftofcssional only. Mai and Expense applicatior

« Datebook « Address book

« To-do lists «Memo pad

= Expense = Calculator

« Games < HotSync"
technology

'SLQXxted on Macintosh? Pteitflot MacPac. required for Macintosh
01997 3Com Corporation or its subsidiaries. Al rifjts rﬁerved 3Cam, lhe 3Com logo, and Graffiti are regstered trademarks, and HotSync, PalmRiot. PalmOS

mﬁﬁe?alwﬁbtlogsammofmcuwmomssubsldles M other brands and product names may be trademearks o registered trademerks of their respective hoiers.

SAM S TO GO

SuUB SANDWICHES

Fresh Bread Baked Daily (No Preservatives)
it Salads
it 28 Different Varieties ofHot and Cold Sandwiches
it Mini Sandwiches Available
Calle Real
Shopping
Center

gSSfcSgji

Hrelist

5772 Calle Real
Goleta

683-2077


http://www.movlellnk.comJ

4A Friday, September 26,1997

Ui

m

Dally Nets
ck To School?
ckto BODACIOUS

“Vices are the
Spices of
Life...”
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HAPPYHOURS: 4:30-7:30
WellDrinks $2.50, Bottle Dom. Beer $L75
Firestone DraftBeer V2Pint$175, Pints $2.50
Budweiser DraftBeer V2Pint $100, Pints $1so

6 W. De La Guerra

>anta Barbara 1 Great BBQ Ribs &Chicken
ee S Microbrew Beer 3B__IG Screens
'V COCKTAILS s
S7 Tew Af/oody's -

. 7m cU tétan B 5112 Hollister Ave., Goleta
BODACIOUS
We Deliver

ia the Magnolia Cantor
BARBECUE 067.3775

AND

GET

Communications Inc. ONLINE
TODAY!

The Central Coast’s<
Premier Internet Service Provider

UNLIMITED INTERNET ACCESS

World Wide Web ¢ E-Mail « FTP ¢ Usenet « IRC « 5MB Webspace

Per Montli "K56 Flex Access”
(You’ll spend more than that 33.6 Dial _Up

on parking citations alone!)

$13/month fee applicable NOT TO IVIEIMTIOIVI A

to first three months of
service & setup. $20/month
thereafter. Student Special
applies to new clients only.
MUST PRESENT AD

A
www.silcom.com E-mail: sales@silcom.com 104 W. Anapamu St. Suite C Santa Barbara, CA
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