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-Today's news. Aeolus 

ASDU resolution supports Wilmington 10 
By Scott McCartney 

The ASDU legislature, in its last meeting ofthe year, 
passed a resolution last night calling upon President 
Carter, Governor Hunt, U.S. District Court Judge 
Franklin T. Dupree, Jr., and all citizens to take action 
on behalf of the Wilmington 10 and the Charlotte 
Three. 

The resolution "concerning justice and freedom" 
was submitted by Felicia Cassels, a Trinity College 
sophomore. The resolution was passed unanimously 
and, after being signed by ASDU President Chris Hest 
on behalf of the students, Cassels will send it and 
similar resolutions to appropriate authorities involved 
in the case. 

In other legislative action, ASDU approved the 
nominations to the Publications Board, although 
objections were raised about the interviewing process 
by Ernie Sadashige, ASDU executive. 

In particular, Sadashige questioned the nomination 
of fellow ASDU executive Terri Mascherin. 
Mascherin's involvement in the selection of three 
ASDU members, Chris Hest, Gary Davidson and 
Lynn Hill, as interviewers, was questioned by 
Sadashige. 

Davidson responded by saying that the president 
(Hest) ultimately decides who will do the interviewing. 
Yet in this case, he went on to say, "only three people 
signed up." 

Sadashige's objection was overruled, and all the 
nominations were approved. 

The legislature approved bylaws last night which 

will reduce the size of the legislature next year, and 
create more stringent rules concerning absences at 
legislative and committee meetings. 

Debate in favor ofthe proposal centered on a desire 
among the legislators to create an ASDU which is 
more attentive to student needs and more reliable in 
attendance. Several legislators expressed a hope that 
this measure would only be temporary until student 
interest in ASDU increases. 

A resolution concerning West campus parking never 
reached a vote when a quorum call was made and a 
quorum did not exist, causing an adjournment ofthe 
meeting. The resolution, if enacted, would have called 
for freshman cars to be parked in periphery lots to 
open up more spaces for off-campus vehicles. In 
addition, the resolution urged the University to 
improve the lighting in the peripheral parking lots, 
and along walkways leading to West campus. 

ASDU Speaker Jeff LeVee urged the members to 
vote on the resolution so that it could be forwarded to 
President Sanford this semester. LeVee said, 
"President Sanford wants students to take part ofthe 
blame." 

Terri Mascherin defended the selection of students 
for the Residential Life Committee by saying that tbe 
selections reflected the percentages of interviewees. 
According to Mascherin, 63 people interviewed. "Our 
selections reflect pretty well the percentages of people 
who interviewed," she said. 

Earlier in the meeting Hest reported that talks with 
Oscar Berninger, director of the dining halls, were 

"moving along smoothly." Hest said that there will be 
no answers about a final board plan decision until a 
"comprehensive review" is completed next semester. 

In addition, Hest reported that "we have worked out 
what I think is a fair system for dealing with problems 
with the housing administration." 

William Griffith, dean of student affairs, said that 
he was waiting until July to assign freshmen into.the 
127 expanded spaces on West campus. Among other 
stipulations, Griffith said that transfer students 
would be housed after every other undergraduate 
student has been assigned a room. 

Among other business, legislators were given 
questionnaires concerning a possible mid-term break. 
The questionnaires will be circulated throughout tbe 
dorms before reading period begins. • 

Hear ye! Hear ye! 
Chronicle staffers don't forget super sixties 

party Thursday night at 8:30! Upstairs in the 
usual corner! Be there in costume! 

Anyone who is going to be here this summer and 
would like to write for the Summer Chronicle, 
please sign up on the door (3rd floor Flowers) or 
call Karen Blumenthal, x-2663. 

Whippets: no laughing matter? 
A n ounce of Columbian marijuana goes for 

$40; cocaine sells for $85 per gram. Whippets 
can be bought for about a quarter apiece 

from Montgomery Green, a restaurant equipment 
store in Raleigh. 

What are Whippets, and what do they have in 
common with marijuana and cocaine? 

Whippet is the brand name, used generically now, of 
the cartridges of nitrous oxide used as propellents in 
whipping cream dispensers. 

But some people who buy nitrous oxide cartridges 
are not interested in whipping cream. They use the gas 
as a euphoriant, a means of getting high which is much 
less expensive than the use of marijuana or cocaine. 
Some of these "nitrous" users are Duke students. 

"I frankly did not know it was being used on 
campus," said William Griffith, dean of student 
affairs. Griffith said that if the abuse of nitrous oxide 
on campus reached high proportions, "The university 
would want to find out a lot more about it." 

Tim Wheatley, head of Duke's Public Safety 
Department, said that the Department of Housing 
recently reported finding some Whippets on the main 
residential quadrangle on West campus. "We have on 
one occasion charged two persons under the statute 
[90-1139] Inhaling Toxic Vapors," Wheatley said. 
Infraction of the statute is a misdemeanor under 
North Carolina law. Wheatley said the incident 
happened two or three years ago and that the two 
charged were not Duke students, but were visiting 
Duke students. 

W i l l i a m M u r r a y of t h e D e p a r t m e n t of 
Anesthesiology at Duke Medical Center said the 
cartridges meant to be used as a propellant are 
regulated by the Bureau of Foods of the Food and Drug 
Administration (FDA). The Bureau of Drugs regulates 
the sale and packaging of nitrous oxide as an 
anesthetic. 

When reached for comment, an FDA spokesman 
from the Bureau of Foods said he knew of nitrous oxide 
being abused, but said "We can only deal with those 
things over which we have jurisdiction. If it is 
packaged as a propellent then it is not a drug." 

Besides being used as a whipping cream propellent, 
nitrous oxide, commonly known as "laughing gas," is 
the most commonly used anesthetic in the world, 
according to Murray. The gas is frequently delivered, 
in tanks approximately six feet tall, to the loading 
dock of the hospital. Wheatley said that some Duke 
students have been apprehended stealing tanks from 
the hospital and that empty tanks from the hospital 
have been found on the campus grounds. As a result of 
the thefts, the tanks have been stored with a higher 
degree of security since 1975, Wheatley said. 

The Whippet (or Whipmaster, or Sahne Kapseln) 
remains the most common source of nitrous oxide for 
those using it as a euphoriant. The Associated Press 
reported on August 28 that sales ofthe cartridges at 
Denver head shops — stores which cater to drug users 
— was booming. The Rainbow Distributing Company, 

a head shop in Durham on North Roxboro Rd., sells a 
box of ten cartridges for $6, A woman from the store 
said they also sell the dispenser, which she called an 
inflator. When used for whipping cream, the device 
dispenses the whipped cream. When used by those 
seeking a high, it is used tainflate a balloon with 
nitrous oxide. The user, or abuser, then inhales the gas 
from the balloon. 

Dan Baker, general manager of Montgomery Green, 
said he is aware that some nitrous oxide that he sells is 
being used for a purpose other than a propellent for 
whipping cream. "We ask every fourth or fifth person 
if they are using it for dispensing whipped cream," he 
said. But Bill Milne, an outside salesman for 
Montgomery Green, said, "We don't ask anybody 
what they use it for." If anybody uses it for any other 
reason besides as a propellent, they do not tell the 
store, the salesman said. 

In the last six months to a year, Montgomery 
Green's sales have gone up tremendously. Baker's 
price of about a quarter per cartridge is less than half 
of what The Rainbow distributing Company sells 
them for. He used to sell five cases a year. Now he sells 
five cases a week. He noted that in New York City, 
nitrous oxide sells a dollar per cartridge. But he says 
"It wouldn't affect me one iota" if regulations were 
enacted restricting the sale ofthe cartridges, or if the 
restaurant industry was forced to switch to another 
propellent. He said he calls the police periodically, 
"just to be clear in selling" the Whippets. Baker said he 
had to stop taking checks for Whippets. 

Murray and his son, a pre-medical student at 
Vanderbilt University, have submitted a report on 
nitrous oxide and its abuse to the Journal of the 
American Medical Association. Tbe report challenges 
an Esquire magazine article on nitrous oxide (Sept. 12, 
1978) which said "the temperature of the rapidly 
expanding gas can drop to minus seventy-eight 
degrees centigrade, which is cold enough to freeze 
one's larynx." Murray's report concedes that the 
temperature does get low, but questions whether the 
temperture can get low enough to freeze the larynx 
under normal conditions. Murray said he has never 
heard of users having problems with freezing 
larynxes. The article said that the danger comes from 
direct inhalation, but can be avoided by first 
dispensing the gas into a balloon and inhaling it from 
there. 

Murray emphasized that it is "upon repeated 
exposure that one has to start worrying about 
biochemical changes in the body .... If people could 
control themselves, say do it once a week, I don't think 
we'd have anything to talk about." 

There are some aspects ofthe presentregulations on 
nitrous oxide that Murray would like to see tightened. 

He said he thinks the cartridges should have to 
conform to the World Health Organization's 
internationally accepted color code, so that if a user of 
the gas requires treatment, a doctor would know from 
seeing the cartridge what the person had ingested. 

By Danny Kalish 
Murray also advocates regulations requiring labeling 
on the cartridges, which are now devoid of any 
writing. 

Most significantly, he advocates a restriction of the 
sale of nitrous oxide for dairy use. He does not have a 
specific proposal but when asked if the restaurant 
industry should have to start using something else for 
making whipped cream, he did not seem averse to tbe 
idea. The FDA, in weighing its decision, must take into 
account the potential for fatalities no matter how few 
have occurred, Murray said. 

Death is indeed hazard that can result from the 
abuse of nitrous oxide. The Durham Morning Herald, 
on July 30, 1975, reported that there were four deaths 
in Texas so far that year as a result of nitrous oxide 
abuse. The cause of death was asphyxiation in each 
case. Enrico Camporesi of Duke's Department of 
Anesthesiology, said the problem that can arise from 
abuse of nitrous oxide is in getting too little oxygen 
while inhaling the gas. He pointed out that it is hard 
for the user to regulate the concentration being 
inhaled. 

Camporesi also said that frequent use can depress 
the production of white blood cells, which are 
important in the body's defense against infection. 

Neurology magazine of May 1978 reports on the 
problems that heavy abusers have encountered. In the 
three patients referred to, two dentists and a hospital 
technician, the symptoms included numbness in limbs 
and extremities, occasional sensations of electric 
shock, clumsiness and impairment of handwriting. 
Neurology concluded, "Because the neurological 
findings in the three patients were so similar, and 
improved after they abstained from abuse of nitrous 
oxide, it seems probable that heavy use of nitrous 
oxide somehow caused the neurological disorder .... 
While cause and effect have not been proven, members 
of the health professions should be aware of the 
possible hazards of this increasingly popular form of 
drug abuse," 

It is impossible to estimate the extent of nitrous 
oxide use by Duke students. Richard Shafer is a Duke 
student who calls himself "an aficionado" of nitrous 
oxide. "The type of people who try anything try 
nitrous," he said. 

Shafer described the feeling that comes after* 
inhaling the drug: "There's an immediate gaseous 
taste followed by an intense rush where reality tends 
to move into two dimensions. Usually things appear 
mostly in black and white .... Music becomes totally 
sensual experience. After that you begin to lose touch. 
You don't realize what's happening." 

Nitrous oxide users often "do n i t r o u s " in 
conjunction with other drugs, Shafer said. Users 
"come down" from the high much more quickly than 
with most euphoriants. "The whole event is over in 
less than five minutes," Murray said. 

Shafer said he is not alarmed by potential health 
hazards of inhaling oxide. He said "You never use it 
constantly. Just for one lost weekend." 
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^Cover story • 
'What's a Duke?' 

Nostalgia 

I t seems like just yesterday 
t h a t I s tood n e x t to t h e 
boarding ramp in the Los 

Angeles airport. Mom had melted 
back into the crowd, not wanting to 
say goodbye. Dad's handshake was 
firm and cool as he said "don't 
bother cal l ing for a week, and 
remember — you can't come home 
before Christmas." Then he too, 
was gone, a n d I was alone. I t 
started to hit me then — I was 
starting a new life .... The question 
that all my friends had asked me 
"What's a Duke?", rang in my head. 
Was I crazy? Why go 3,000 miles 
away from home just for school? My 
simplistic answer was that I felt 
that God wanted me to go there, and 
so I would. 

I reasoned that the Lord was a 
lov ing a n d merciful God, a n d 
therefore, everything would work 
out. My fai th was , to be quite 
honest, built on ignorance. I had 
seen a picture of the campus, and 
everyone who knew anything about 
the school praised it, but I didn't 
know abou t t he cold w in t e r s , 
nightly battles on Animal Quad, 
t he t o u g h a c a d e m i c s , a n d the 
painful losses that I would suffer in 
moving to North Carolina. I was 
seldom better than miserable that 
first year — I lost the girl that I 
loved, had to study every minute of 
the day to get low, barely passing 
grades , and general ly suffered 
th rough the var ious afflictions 
common to most freshmen. 

By Michael C. Sexton 
I didn't plan on coming back the 

next year, but I did. I brought a new, 
more relaxed attitude with me, and 
as a result, school became more fun, 
and even a little easier! There were 
still hard times, but I always got 
through. I found lots of friends, and 
even became i n t e r e s t e d in my 
major! I began to appreciate the 
f a n t a s t i c fall colors , beaut i fu l 
springs, and yes, I even came to like 
snow and ice ... sort of. No matter 
how hard I try, I'll never be able to 
fully describe the chapel's carillon 
at five p.m. every day, dinners in 
the U-Room, house meetings, Quad 
wars, Duke basketball games, I.V., 
DTC, FCA, "benching it" on spring 
days, dorm Bible studies, my senior 
triple, sweating through homework 
with Scott, I.M. sports, my fellow 
Z A R D S , m y p r o f e s s o r s a n d 
classmates, and a million other 
things that we Dookies take for 
granted until the last few weeks of 
senior year. 

It 's time for me to move on now. I 
have to start all over again in a new 
state, learning new, more painful 
lessons, meeting new people, and 
h a v i n g more r e s p o n s i b i l i t y . I t 
seems to be a cycle that never ends. 
L e a v i n g w o n ' t be t h a t h a r d , 
because I am eager to keep growing. 
My faith in God is not based on 
ignorance anymore; He got me 
through Duke, so I know that I can 
trust him with the rest. 

To you who remain, I wish you 
the best!!! • 

E ach year about this time a 
cer ta in group of Duke 
students waxes nostalgic. 

and submits, en masse, letters to the 
Chronicle extolling the virtues of 
their wonderful college experiences. 
Just as regularly, I have promised 
myself that when I became a senior 
I would not become a member of 
that misty-eyed contingent; and 
yet, here I am doing the very same 
t h i n g . C o n s e q u e n t l y , I m u s t 
rationalize my rash act and submit 
a two-fold intent: (1) to get some 
things off my chest; and (2) to 
assuage my not insignificant ego. 

Duke is a school with enormous 
potential, both in terms of its own 
growth and the development of its 
students. Whether that potential is 
realized is largely a function of how 
a g g r e s s i v e l y each i n d i v i d u a l 
p u r s u e s t h e o p p o r t u n i t i e s 
available. I speak not only of 
stimulating intellectual discourse 
and maturation, but the myriad of 
growth areas inherent in learning 
about one's fellows — appreciating 
similarities so that differences can 
be a c c e p t e d — a n d m o s t 
i m p o r t a n t l y , l e a r n i n g a b o u t 
ourselves. College is the prime time 
each of us has to examine his moral 
and political luggage, to make sure 
that indeed all the essentials are in 
order. After this interlude in our 
Gothic playground, we have to go 
out and be Joe Realperson. 

I began this with a put down of 
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sorts of melodramatic pre-lifers 
about to leave the hest; then I did 
s o m e t h i n g w o r s e — I g o t 
philosophical — usually a good 
time to be quiet. However, I have 
never been too terribly adept at 
being quiet! If you're still with me, 
here is the bottom line. To my fellow 
'79'ers, let's make good on those 
promises we made in the wee hours 
of all those mornings. No, not those, 
but the ones where we swore that we 
were going to be the new wave, the 
people who are going to make a real 
i m p a c t on t he p rob l ems of 
humanity. Sound corny? So did 
Jesus Christ to some people. In our 
quest for success, let's not lose our 
grip on the really important things, 
like being decent human beings. 
And to my friends who still have a 
way to go, both those I know and 
those I haven't met yet, especially 
those in ASDU and the Chronicle 
take advantage of these four years, 
they really do fly by. Translation: 
get out of the dorm room and/or 
office and get to know some people 
who could care less about what you 
th ink is fundamen ta l to the 
existence ofthe world. Learning is a 
reciprocating endeavor, remember? 

I would be less than truthful if I 
were to claim that my time at Duke 
h a s been a n y t h i n g shor t of 
fantastic. Let me hasten to point out 
that I didn't say perfect — I said 
fantastic. As a black student here, I 
have always been made to realize 

just who this country club was 
created for and for whom it is 
perpetuated. What this has been, 
though, is one huge opportunity for 
me to meet and get to know some 
memorable people, and to learn to 
deal with them from a positive 
place. Most important, though, is 
that four years in the furnace that is 
Duke has forged me into someone 
that I can respect — and in the final 
analysis, tha t is what counts most. 

By Frank Emory, Jr. 
Finally, there are so many folks 

who've said, "I believe in you," and 
who have helped me over these 
years that I am still overwhelmed 
when I look back on where I was 
August of 1975, and consider the 
achievements they have helped me 
attain. I find it hard to express my 
appreciation adequately; neverthe­
less, to all the folks who never lost 
faith in this unknown quantity, 
Thanks. I'll never forget. D 



SIM'S 

PARTY STORE 
WE DELIVER 

Mon.-Thurs. 9:30 i 

FANCY FOODS • PARTY SET-UPS 
KEG BEER • GLASSWARE • ' ! « 
CUBED, CRUSHED & BL&CK 

CASE/DISCOUNTS AVAILABLE 
Dial2B6-4500 

"ATTENTION** 
WORK STUDY STUDENTS 

T h e D u k e Faculty Club will be interview­

ing all current work s tudy s t uden t s that 

would be interested in s u m m e r employ­

m e n t at the c lub a s recreation a ides (i.e., 

m a i n t e n a n c e crew, lifeguards, s n a c k b a r 

a t tendants , etc.) 

Please call 684-6672 for an interview 
(by appointment only) 

A lesson to be learned 

TONIGHT 
7:25 
9:15 

THE CAROLINA THEATRE 
DOWNTOWN DdRflfln 668HW9 

LIMITED ENGAGEMENT! 

AUTUMN SONATA 
. INGMAR BERGMAN 

NEW WORLD PICTURE 

PG; -K-

Evenings or 7:15, 9:15 
Sunday Marinees 2:00, 3:45, 5:00 

Decorate with 
Exotic Accents 

Great Dorm and 
Apartment Decor 

• Blinds 

By Anne E. Hodges 

I have lots of good and bad feelings about my 
four years at Duke — a journal full of them, 
as a matter of fact. My experiences here 

have shaken me, hurt me, strengthened me, and 
thrilled me. But most of these memories are very 
personal and I will leave them to my journal and 
heart-to-heart talks with friends. But I do have a 
major concern I would like to express. Actually, it 
is more of a fear — for myself and for my 
classmates. 

We are finishing an incredibly self-centered 
four years. I have been taking care of myself, 
watching out for my grades and my course work, 
becoming indignant about "me" issues such as 
parking spaces, campus clocks, housing, board 
contracts, and eight o'clock classes. I told myself 
that during college it was fine to temporarily 
d rop out of " r e a l w o r l d " c o n c e r n s a n d 
involvement. I concentrated on making the most 
of the academic and people opportunities here at 
Duke. I learned to compete, to watch out for my 
own interests, to stay politically uninvolved, and 
even uninformed. 

We are told that college is a special time of 
growth, intellectually and emotionally. I t is okay 
when we go for days without knowing major 
events in national and international news. Yes, 
some of us go for days without seeing even a 
Chronicle. It is understood that work comes 
before friends in the infirmary, philanthrophy 
projects, a sermon by Ben Chavis or a walk in the 
g a r d e n s . T h o u g h t h i s k ind of a t t i t u d e is 
disappointing in the present Duke context, it is 
positively frightening in looking ahead to our 
behavior once out in the "real world." 

I hear seniors, myself included, fantasizing 
about all the things we will be able to do once we 
are out of our high pressured, hectic Duke 
existence. Though I have my doubts about how 
much newfound free time there will be, the one 
thing I hear relatively little of is folks yearning 
for the time to be more interested and caring 
toward other folks. (Ah, at last I prove myself to 
be another senior sap with shitloads of moralism 
to shovel. But read on. You may still get a 
personal gain out of it!) 

If my fears are realized, many of us will 
continue on in our competitive zeal to strive for 
the top: for excellence, for money, for prestige. 
And in the process we will intentionally and 
unintentionally railroad over anybody who gets 
in our way. (Maybe the kinder sort will merely 
steer around obstacles such as a friend with 
major problems that involve time-consuming 
human response.) But then, that 's life — it's a 
cruel world, right? And the average Dukie need 
not fear! Statistics show that an average Dukie 
and her or his spouse expect to be making a 
combined income of around $140,000 by age 60. 
And when you are rich it's so much easier to be 
generous and kind. You will also have time to do 
all those things you have put off for 60 years, 
right? God help you if you think so. 

When I came to Duke I knew that the days of 
effective outspoken militancy about our personal 
responsibility to our fellow human beings were 
over (for the time being). As a resident advisor, as 
a sorority member and in my everyday life I 
thought I could still keep my humanism alive on 
a smaller though equally important scale of 
social concern. But I have seen a significant 
amount of change in my perspective. I now have 
all sorts of reasoning to support putting my 
needs ahead of others. A certain amount of these 
is definitely good and necessary. Yet, I have seen 
this basically sound premise expanded into 
rationales for shockingly insensitive, overly 
selfish behavior, in myself and in others. 

And so I'm leaving Duke less idealistic about 
the noblemindedness of youth, frustrated about 
some of the changes I see in myself, and scared 
about the future. I have little confidence in the 
human i sm of my c lassmates as the world 
economy tightens and our middle-upper-middle 
class expectations become threatened. I do not 
care so much whether we are doctors, lawyers or 
IBM chiefs. AH I urge is that we be cognizant of 
responsibility higher and broader t han our 
individual well being. At the very least we can 

have an awareness and sensitivity to social 
injustice, from apartheid in South Africa to the 
condition of migrant workers hi North Carolina. 
Most essentially, we must take the time to care 
about and act on the concerns ofthe people that 
we come in contact with every day. 

I for one plan to live the next year of my life in 
an environment that minimizes competition and 
maximizes cooperation. I want to relearn how to 
be task oriented and people oriented. One does 
not always have to be sacrificed for the other. I 
w a n t to v io len t ly s h a k e mysel f from the 
complacency and narrowness of this cloistered 
Duke world and resume my citizenship of the 
world. To do this I will take the best of what my 
experiences at Duke have been and, hopefully, 
shed the worst. • 

Pursuing balance 

By Scott Corbett 

T here seems to be a tendency among seniors 
to reflect on their college years and utter 
unthinkingly that all was "probably for 

the best." I do not share this opinion. I have, in 
my years at Duke, shown a singular lack of 
balance in my devotion of so much energy to 
certain areas of personal development. While, 
given the academic program which I have 
undertaken, I feel that I have necessarily had 
lit t le free t ime, I believed t h a t with better 
planning and greater determination I might 
have developed more fully my social skills, my 
poli t ical and social consciousness , and my 
knowledge of culture. These opportunities, a t 
least for this period of my life, are gone. I do not 
claim that I have forgone all opportunities for 
development outside of the classroom, but only 
that I might have taken advantage of more of 
them. All too frequently, I have said, "I don't 
have the time," when, indeed, I meant, "I don't 
want to take the time." I know that in my 
selfishness and shortsightedness I am not alone. 
Far too many students at Duke are guilty ofthe 
same shortcomings, but that does not in any way 
excuse my actions — or theirs. 

In spite of my regrets about my years at Duke, I 
view my experience here with deep satisfaction. 
Though I have had onerous workloads and the 
intense pressure which often accompanies them, 
I find that, in this adversity, I have learned much 
a b o u t my n a t u r e a n d t h e e x t e n t of my 
capabilities. How foolish I was as a freshman to 
think that I understood myself: how foolish I 
would be if I thought I did now. Complete 
knowledge of self is not gained even in a lifetime. 

I am deeply indebted to my professors for their 
efforts to s t i m u l a t e my t h i n k i n g w i t h o u t 
coercing it. They have , as a group, been 
exceedingly generous with thei r t ime and 
energies and, I believe, not in vain. I will 
endeavor to apply in my life what I have learned 
and not, as do many students at Duke, leave my 
k n o w l e d g e in t h e c l a s s r o o m a f t e r f i n a l 
examinations. 

As much as anyone else at Duke, my friends 
have enriched my years here . They h a v e 
s t e a d f a s t l y s tood by me, c o r r e c t e d me , 
encouraged me, cheered me. I hope I have meant 
as much to them as they have to me. 

Preparing, as I am now, to enter a new phase of 
life, I am both optimistic and idealistic. I hope 
that my optimism will not prove unrealistic and 
that my idealism will not be fettered by the here-
and-now. There is much within society that 
needs changing, and I hope that I can makeit, in 
some degree, more humane. • 
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Duke graffiti 
H arold and I stood in our final 

line at Duke, waiting in the 
h o t M a y s u n to e n t e r 

Wallace Wade for graduation. 
"Well, here we are at last," Harold 

began in his usual adroit way, 
wiping beads of perspiration from 
his brow. 

"Yeh," I replied. 
Silence. I watched the guy in 

f r o n t of u s l e a f t h r o u g h a 
Spiderman comic book. 

"How do you feel?" Harold asked. 
"Why?" Alarm. "Do I look sick?" 
"No!" he exclaimed. "Just how do 

you feel? Happy? Sad? Relieved? 
What?" 

A c t u a l l y my s u n b u r n w a s 
beginning to itch. "Oh, I dunno, 
about the same as usual. What 
about you?" 

"I've got a stomach ache," Harold 
confided. I worried. Harold didn't 
even scream with pain when he 
severed his finger in the car door 
last fall. If he said his stomach hurt, 
it could be appendicitis. 

"Are you going to make it?" I 
a sked , p u t t i n g a h a n d on h i s 
forehead. He didn't seem feverish, 
but then again, I was no longer a 
pre-med. 

He grimaced. "I don't know. It 
could be from too much partying, or 
maybe that dinner last night with 
my pa ren t s , or jus t maybe my 
parents, or maybe the fact that we 
have to sit out in the sun in these 
robes and sweat for two hours, or 
maybe because I have to clean out 
my m o l d y C e n t r a l C a m p u s 
refrigerator before moving, or just 
maybe because we're graduating." 

I nodded. It all made sense. 
" I t h i n k i t ' s b e c a u s e w e ' r e 

graduating," he murmured, staring 
at a cool blonde standing a few 
y a r d s away. I knew he 'd been 
secre t ly l u s t i n g for he r s ince 
freshman year. 

He shook his head. "And she still-
doesn't know I'm alive. She smiled 
at me once, though," he explained. 
"Sophomore year, we had to share 
the same reserve reading folder for 
history." 

"So long ago," I said, thinking of 
my tracking down Heathcliff by 
the coffee machine in the CI. "Well, 
Harold, on to new people." 

"Maybe I'll send her a postcard," 
he rep l ied . " A n d w a i t by t he 
mailbox for her reply." 

"You're going to put a return 
address on a postcard?" I asked. 

" A c t u a l l y , do you r e m e m b e r 
waiting by the mailbox to hear from 
c o l l e g e s , a n d g e t t i n g y o u r 
acceptance letter from Duke? The 
relief it was a fat envelope instead 
of a thin one?" Harold began. "And 
then coming here for f reshmen 
orientation and thinking how large 
the campus was?" he chuckled. 
"That first day, Steiner and I took a 
Grad Center bus and had no idea 
where we were going once it crossed 
the train tracks." 

I t hough t of ge t t ing used to 
Aycock's walls shaking every time a 
train passed. 

"Do you even remember the color 
of our first semester enrollment 
cards?" he asked. 

I shook my head. "Blue?" 
" B r i g h t ye l low," he s i g h e d . 

"Seems appropriate that we'd end 
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with mustard ones, a darker shade, 
sin age, the end of the cycle." 

I patted his shoulder. "Harold, 
are you okay?" 

" A n d s t r e a k i n g . R e m e m b e r 
streaking? Why, people used to do 
t h a t once, our f r e s h m a n yea r , 
another era. There were even a few 
hippies left at Duke in the fall of'75. 
Real s tudent rad ica ls with real 
army pants, not Calvin Kleins, long 
h a i r , p a s t t h e i r e a r l o b e s for 
godsakes, and bald Hari Krishnas 
wi th ca rna t ions a t the football 

The guy in front of us closed his 
Spiderman comic book. "Yeah," he 
said, "And it was so hot that fall. 
And the air conditioning didn't 
work in Eden's Quad." 

"The hottest it's ever been aroung 
here since I can remember," Harold 
replied. 

"You 've only been here four 
years," I pointed out. 

"And to think this winter was the 
worst one, sort of makes the cycle 
complete, you know?" Harold, the 
historian, replied. 

"And those block Calc 31 exams 
a t 7:30 a.m.," Sp ide rman said. 
"Freshman have it easy these days 
compared to that." 

"And there's more tennis courts," 
Harold added. "And new places to 
e a t — t h e S p r i g , G r a d e l i ' s , 
Darryl's, the Golden Corral, frozen 
yogurt." 

"South Square Mall, four new 
sororities, Canterbury," I said. 

"More fraternity benches, two 
new lanes on the track, an IM 
b u i l d i n g , a n a t i o n a l l y r a n k e d 
b a s k e t b a l l t e a m , " S p i d e r m a n 
continued. 

"A drama department, longer 
skirts, Tobacco Road, Wellington, 
Trent Hall, Sigma Nus, girls in 
House G," Harold said. 

"Room telephones in Ayock," I 
added. 

"A new organ in the Chapel, new 
buses, new drivers, new librarians, 
Seely G. Mudd, a new hospital, new 
Duke stickers," Harold continued. 

"Duke Duchesses, Duke Dukes," I 
said. 

"Liquor by the drink!" Spider­
man exclaimed. 

Harold shook his head. " T h e 
changes are awesome." 

We stood silent. "And what does 
it all mean?" Harold asked. 

"The world is in a state of flux?" I 
remembered some physics. 

He shook his head. "It means that 
ano the r genera t ion h a s passed 
th rough Duke, from baske tba l l 
s t a r s to A S D U p r e s i d e n t s to 
Chronicle e d i t o r s t o P e t e r 
Frampton blaring on the Quad on 
Friday afternoons." 

" A n d w h e r e do we fit i n ? " 
Spiderman asked. "Only as another 
lost sock in the student laundry?" 

"No," Harold replied. "I've made 
sure to leave my personal mark." 

"What?" we asked. 
"Graffiti scribbled on a carrel," 

Harold replied. "Sophomore year, 
s p r i n g e x a m s , s e c o n d l e v e l 
Perkins." 

"What you'd write?" 
"Duke — love it or leave it," he 

replied, as the line began to move 
into Wallace Wade. 
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Good times and bad 

I
have had a positive Duke experience. I 
wanted to state that at the beginning of 
this column so you won't think of this as 

a n o t h e r " G o d , Duke w a s such a b i t c h " 
perspective. I've read those kind before, and 
since I feel differently than past writers, I 
decided to use this time to present my view of 
Duke. 

To prepare yourself for the future, you must 
cal l on your p a s t . (And w h a t ' s a sen ior 
perspective without memories?) There are some 
I'll never forget: weekend p a r t i e s , s u n n y 
afternoons on the quad, crazy stunts pulled on 
friends, the tropical, balmy spring break breezes, 
cheering in the rain after the Notre Dame 
victory, shagging to beach music, the close 
feeling I have with sorority sisters, being with 
friends. 

But I remember the solitary moments also: 
studying in the tombs of sub-basement, taking a 
quiet walk in the gardens, typing until 5 in the 
morning, the dewy calmness of campus after a 
rainstorm, the awe-inspiring majesty felt at an 
Easter service in the Chapel. 

As an artist, my highest attainment has been 
here; I'll never forget the thrill of presenting the 
rights of my drawing to President Sanford at 
half-time ofthe Duke-Carolina game. (Although 
I still can't believe I forgot my speech after a 
week of memorization.) To have a university as 
prestigious as Duke honored at receiving a 
donation from me is itself a feeling I've yet been 
able to express in words. 

There has been more to my Duke experience 
than just good times; I've had bad also: the rude 
people I've encountered, the end-of-semester 
academic pressure, and the fact that by the time 
you're a senior, Duke can become a very small 
school socially. It can get claustrophobic. From 
experience, be yourself and don't let what others 
do rule you. Duke is what you make it. And a 
word of advice to all future seniors girls: don't 
believe it when people say you're old. (They're too 
young.) 

Now is the time to pause and reflect on what I 
have learned here... 

I think what I've discovered most at Duke is 
myself. When I first came to Duke I decided to 
shed my shy self-image retained from high 
school days. Looking at myself now, what I see 
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most is confidence: put me in any situation and I 
can handle it. As an individual, I've matured and 
grown, intellectually and mentally. I've always 
felt i t ' s essent ia l to be open, honest , and 
understanding with others. Although I strive for 
high ideals, I'm human and sometimes I fail 
miserably. But, I'll never stop trying. 

Because ofthe people here I'm sad to leave, but 
I am ready for tomorrow. I hesitate to leave 
yesterday, because the past is such a safe haven; 
but however much I wish for security, I am 
anxious for adventure. I shall weep to leave 
friends behind, but they will remain my friends 
forever. And its reassuring to know all our 
tomorrows are filled with friends we've yet to 
meet. 

And yes Virginia, there is life after Duke. What 
am I doing, you ask? For starters, I'll be working 
in Atlanta for the summer. I still have one more 
school to hear from, but as of now I'll be at 
Parsons School of Design in New York in the fall 
s tudying Communica t ions Design. Career 
plans? I want to become an art director in an 
advertising agency. Although I am excited for 
my c a r e e r , I r e a l i z e I ' l l r u n i n t o some 
chauvin is t ic and misconceived ideas about 
working women. I'm not worried; I'm as smart as 
any man out there. After establishing myself in a 
career, then I'll begin to think about marriage 
and a family. It's too bad that only men can have 
wives; it would be nice to come home to a cooked 
meal and clean house and not have society 
expect me to do it since I'm the woman. I realize 
in pursuing my dreams I'll not be following 
societal norms, but if other women can do it, so 
can I. 

But that 's in the future. I'm back again, 
writing this perspective and realizing that this 
column, like my time at Duke, is drawing to an 
end. It's here we must part. I've always thought 
good-bye implied finality. I have never enjoyed 
adieus, so if you know me don't be upset because 
later I didn't tell you goodbye. It 's not that I won't 
miss you, but rather, I shall miss you so much I 
can't bring myself to say it. I console myself in 
knowing that even in our parting I will carry a 
little piece of you away with me, because you 
have taught me something. 

Au revoir Duke and farewell my friends. 
I take my leave. D 

Beyond the walls of East 

I 'm graduating, and I've never done it in the 
gardens. But then, I haven't participated 
in m a n y of the other act ivi t ies t h a t 

supposedly const i tu te the myth ica l "Duke 
experience," ei ther. I 'm glad I made those 
choices. I th ink an increas ing number of 
students here are choosing an "alternative Duke 
experience." 

Choosing to live on East Campus may be the 
beginning. Once the Women's Campus, and still 
second-c lass by the s t a n d a r d s of official 
Dukedom, East Campus lives a deceptively-quiet 
life of its own. Twilight on East Campus is the 
stuff loving nostalgia is made of. 

It is the growing community of off-campus and 
expatriate Dukies tha t really exemplify the 
alternative experiences that many students are 
choosing. Growing pressure on the Durham 
rental market is a quantitative indication of this 
growing trend. More than numbers are involved: 
a real community is forming. This social network 
is most apparent at potlucks, or in the fact that 
most off-campus students know each other, or 
have a number of mutual friends. At the next 
Freewater Film with sub-titles, notice how many 
people in the crowd seem to know one another. 

These subtle indications of an off-campus 
community may seem trivial to you. But I am 
bothering to write this because I've heard too 
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many conversations in which Duke students are 
described as: greek, suburban, unconcerned, 
preppy, uncreative, homogeneous... Ironically, 
th is indic tment is usual ly made by Duke 
students themselves. I'm guilty of indulging in 
this sort of a lament, too. 

The mythical Dukie has been allowed to 
predominate for too long. By legitimating the 
stereotype of the "typical Dukie" those of us who 
don't conform to that image deny our own 
existence. We do not have greek letters, housing 
priority, or a faculty advisor. That is one of the 
problems: we are virtually invisible because we 
have no organization or meeting ground at all. 

Perhaps the forthcoming University Center — 
no sarcasm, please — will provide a common 
g r o u n d for D u k e s t u d e n t s to j o i n in 
extracurricular activity. Somehow, with the 
presumed continuance of past housing policy, I 
doubt that the minority greeks will exercise any 
less control. 

It is important for young Dukies to know that 
there is a thriving community beyond the walls 
of East Campus. Like the inhabitants ofthe dust-
speck in Horton Hears a Who, in part, I simply 
want our existence to be recognized. Beyond that, 
it's time we began to assert our own view of what 
Duke should be. There are surely enough of us to 
have some impact. • 
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Who do you know? 

A fter nearly four years at this 
p lace I h a v e some rea l 
questions as to the value of 

my s t a y . W h a t h a v e I r e a l l y 
learned? In what ways have I been 
better equipped for that elusive 
t h i n g ca l led life? H a v e I no t 
poss ib ly only g rown cold a n d 
callous? My understanding of the 
world that we live in has grown in 
many ways but sometimes it seems 
that all that information is locked 
up and stifled in my own little 
world. How can we break out of our 
little worlds — or better yet — how 
can we let our little worlds grow 
until they encompass each other 
and, eventually, that greater world 
that we live in? 

F r o m t i m e to t i m e c e r t a i n 
important issues storm just off the 
shores of the island we call Duke. 
Questions are raised; problems are 
posed; pain experienced; bitterness 
e x p r e s s e d . T h e C r e s t S t r e e t 
community fights for its life; Duke 
U n i v e r s i t y M e d i c a l C e n t e r i s 
convulsed by the struggles over 
unionization; one of our Divinity 
School student goes home to prison 
every evening; your dorm janitor's 
brother dies. And we respond by 
read ing an editorial , s ign ing a 
petition or a community sympathy 
card, or just simply sighing and 
shaking our heads. We spend most 
of our time in the thick woods on the 
inside of the island — avoiding the 
open places, the turbulent seas, and 
the whirling winds. We seek the 
shelter of busy-ness, the tyranny of 
the urgent , and the i l lusion of 
education. We are too busy to care, 
and too busy to think. 

But then, once in a while, the 
thunder-clouds teem and churn 
over our little island itself — and the 
l i g h t n i n g f l a s h e s i l l u m i n e 
q u e s t i o n s , p rob lems , p a i n a n d 
confusion that are closer to home. 
Your friend's rejected from medical 
school; the guy down the hall has 
an emotional breakdown. We try to 
help, to empathize, but usually we 
r a t i o n a l i z e . We try to g ive of 
ourselves, but t h a t takes t ime, 
c o m m i t m e n t , a n d energy . T h e 
shadow ofthe lightning bolt blends 
into the darkness, and we withdraw 
and close the shutters; we open the 
books or tap a keg; turn off our 
minds and turn on the stereo. 

But then again — and this is far 
rarer — sometimes you yourself are 
caught by a sudden storm with no 
shelter near. The flashes sting your 
eyes, the thunder claps boom into 
your ears, and the rain drenches 
and chills your body. You have to 
face a crisis — you fail an important 
test; your girlfriend gets pregnant 
— you get pregnant; after three 
years you lose in teres t in your 
major; one of your parents dies. And 
your are stuck, alone, in the rain — 
just you and the storms howling 
around you — with no place to hide. 
You sit in the stinging rain — 
hoping and praying that i t will 
stop. It usually does. 

We avo id i m p o r t a n t i s s u e s 
s u r r o u n d i n g our c a m p u s a n d 
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throughout the world. We do not 
want to know because we do not 
w a n t t h e r e s p o n s i b i l i t y t h a t 
accompanies all knowledge. We 
want to be part of a program, a 
system, or a process. We are afraid 
t o be a p e r s o n , to t h i n k for 
ourselves, set our own expectations, 
speak out for what we believe. When 
personal crises hit — when friends 
are in pain, when we despair — we 
often lack t he i nne r r e sources 
necessary to real ly address the 
problem. We wait out the problem 
and then try to forget it. Why? Why, 
why, why? Because we refuse to 
accept ourselves for who we are — 
not for who we can become; to love 
ourselves as we are — not as our 
parents, professors, or friends wish 
we were. We are afraid and we 
refuse for real reasons. It is scary 
and difficult to learn to accept 
yourself with all your good and bad 
points. Being honest with others 
means being vulnerable , being 
exposed. It migh t mean t ak ing 
risks, saying something new, doing 
something different. But only when 
we make this attempt can we begin 

to see where we belong in this world, 
what our vocation is — and only 
then can we see how much we need 
each other and how genuine our 
mutual love can be. 

Our little worlds can expand. 
They can intersect and open to each 
other if we let them. Education 
cannot do it for us — only we, by the 
grace of God, can do it. It is not easy 
but it is authentic. In the long run it 
will not be what we learned at Duke 
but rather who we got to know and 
l o v e ; o u r s e l v e s , o t h e r s , a n d 
h o p e f u l l y G o d . W i t h o u t t h i s 
knowledge and love we will spend 
our lives in the wooded in land 
r u n n i n g from o u r s e l v e s , our 
p r o b l e m s , a n d t h e w o r l d ' s 
problems. With it we will be able to 
stand firm when the storms howl, to 
brave the foaming surf and driving 
rain — and to brave it together. Q 
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So much to learn, so little time 
I 'm a freshman from Goldsboro, 

North Carolina. I live in Aycock 
. dorm.No,Idon ' tknowwhatmy 

major is. Oh, your dad's a doctor and 
you were editor of your high school 
yearbook, too. Of course I have a 
hometown, doesn't everybody? Oh, 
you mean a boyfriend from h o m e -
No...You smoked what last night?" 

Parties at the Kappa Sig section... 
the first a l l -n igh te r . . .Pa in t ing the 
bridge...the first exam...sitting in the 
h a l l s of f i rs t floor Aycock . . . the 
Graduate Reading Room...the D.U.... 
ra i l ing bott les and yell ing at the 
Chis...Disney World...You don't think 
he thinks I think h e -

How times change. 

Geez, these people are really old! 
Don't the freshmen this year look 

young? 

This food in the union is pretty good. 
Eat in the Pits? You've go to be 

kidding! 

What do all those funny looking 
letters on the buildings stand for? 

Oh. You're a Beta...(I wonder what 
corporation his dad owns.) 

He expects us to read 50 pages 
week! 

It's cake...200 pages of reading \ 
night, plus... 

You mean her boyfriend stayed here 
last night?!?! 

I can't believe he stayed at the 
section. 

Mary's engaged! 
Another candlelight,...geez, they're 

dropping like flies. 

I'm in crush. 
We're just not compatible intellec­

tually. 

You w a n t to go to N o r t h g a t e 
tomorrow? 

Yeah, I was in D.C. last weekend 
and we may be going to the beach 
Thursday to keep up our Florida tans. 

What's the matter with a Southern 
accent? 

My parents say I'm starting to 
sound like a Yankee. 

Wel l , I m e a n . . . I ' m n o t s u r e , 
but...Yes, I see your point... 

Of course I'm for the Equal Rights 
Amendment. Isn't everyone? 
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Wow, she's really impressive! 
He makes a really good surface 

impression, but once you get to know 
him... 

He ' s from Miss i s s ipp i , a good 
Episcopalian, and he wants to be a 
doctor. 

I ' ve g o t t a move to Bos ton or 
C a m b r i d g e . I c a n ' t t a k e t h e s e 
Southern males anymore. 

I slept through Bio and Econ this 
morning. 

Skip Anne Scott? Are you crazy? 
That class is the highlight of my week. 

I was in the library all day, but I 
didn't get a thing done. 

I did the reading for this week in 
Perkins between English and the Pub 
Board meeting. 

I can't believe how liberal this place 

By Ginger Sasser 
is. 

I can't believe how conservative this 
place is. 

My mother is worried that we may 
get married. 

My mother is worried that by the 
time I get married she'll be too old to 
enjoy grand children...She's 45. 

Edit council...all nighters at the 
Chronicle...parties at the Kappa Sig 
s e c t i o n . . . t h e C a n c e r W a r d i n 
Perkins...Pub Board...the C.I....Cen­
tral Campus...the last exam...burning 
issues. . . resumes and job applica­
tions... wed ding showers... 

"I'm graduating in May. No, I'm not 
sure what I'll be doing this time next 
year. I've got a part-time job at The 
News and Observer this summer, and 
Amy and I are planning to go to 
Europe in September. No, I didn't take 
t he LSAT, GMAT, or GRE. The 
P l a c e m e n t Office g a v e me cold 
chills...See you at Myrtle Beach? • 

In my desk drawer at home I have a 
picture of myself with two friends of mine: 
Swanee, that is, David Swanson; and 
Nark, that is, Clark Bisel. We're standing 
in my driveway about to leave for our high 
school graduation. All three of us are 
laughing, probably at the prospect ofthe 
upcoming ceremony. 

I remember my high school graduation 
night pretty well. We drove out to school in 
Nark's three cylinder Saab (I never could 
believe that Nark actually rebuilt that 
junker, but Nark was a genius with that 
stuff; he went on to MIT and majored in 
mechanical engineering. He's getting 
some amazing offers now; I think he's 
going to take one with Hewlett Packard in 
Philadelphia). 

It was about 6:30, hot as hell too, but for 
some reason the ceremony was being held 
in the gym. The principal led off by saying 
this was the finest graduating class Mayo 
had ever had, which drew some chuckles 
because we were actually the worst the 
school had ever had, (he said that every 
year). Then my friend Steiny, who was 
class president, gave a speech about "the 
road ahead" or some such thing. (Steiny 
was valedictorian, too. He went on to 
Duke, and thinks he'll be at Northwestern 
business school next year.) They gave us 
our diploma's, all 500 of them, and we got 

Destroying all those conceptions 
I really wanted to go to Dartmouth. 
But just in case Dartmouth didn't 

want me, I sent away for a Duke 
application at the last minute, hoping 
to avoid the fate of many of my high 
school buddies: four years at Carolina. 
Besides, a friend of mine who had 
visited Duke as a football recruit told 
me, "They study hard, but they party 
hard." So when April 15 and my 
rejection from Dartmouth arrived, I 
was ready to say yes to Duke. (Is it true 
that most Dukies are Ivy League 
rejects?) 

The first days passed in a blur. It 
was unbearably humid that week. I 
remember tagging along after my 
FAC. "The ATOs and Phi Delts are 
t he bes t f r a t s on c a m p u s , " s h e 
advised. I met hundreds of people, 
some of whom I still say hello to, even 
though I haven't talked to them since 
The Happening. 

My roommates — I was in a triple, of 
course — seemed OK, though one was 
a l a t en t mooner and the other ' s 
favorite color was purple. The coed 
Wannamaker group was a model of 
diversity and a happy family from the 
beginning. It was time to settle in. 

I had arrived a t Duke with a head 
full of preconceived assumptions, all 
of which soon proved false: 
• tha t all professors would be inspiring 
and intelligent; 
• that as an English major, I would 
know everything there is to know 
about English literature after four 
years; 
• tha t papers and projects have to be 
turned in on the date they are due; 
• that frats and sororities had died in 
the 60s and my social life would 
revolve around intellectual conversa­
tions and demonstrations; 
• that college students wore dirty jeans 
and had frizzy hair; and that I would 
have to smoke pot to be accepted; 
• tha t the student government would 
be an awesome and effective voice of 

By Amy Shaw 
the students; 
• tha t football games would be fun. 

If e d u c a t i o n i s a p r o c e s s of 
d e s t r o y i n g old a s s u m p t i o n s a n d 
planting the seeds of new and creative 
ideas, then the Duke experience has 
succeeded in initiating my education. 
The l ea rn ing h a s been about 20 
percent in the c lassroom, and 80 
percent outside. But the process has 
just begun. 

I find myself a senior, with the 
images of the past four years like a 
film in fast motion in my mind. Four 
years always seemed like an arbitrary 
amoun t of t ime to impose on an 
education. But now I realize that it's 
just the right amount of time. I'm 
ready to move on. 

But it won't be easy. I'll miss my 
friends and the sense of community 

here. I'll miss C.I. doughnuts. I'll even 
miss the neo- psuedo- Gothic walls, 
which suddenly look beautiful again 
after looking drab and ugly for six 
semesters. There are several things I 
won't miss, but I'm in too beneficent a 
mood to dwell on them here. 

In two weeks, I'll be gone. I feel I 
can't leave without some final words 
of farewell. To the Chronicle — thank 
you for everything — you've been good 
for me. To Judy Dearlove, Wallace 
Fowlie, George Will iams and Bill 
Green — thank you for being the 
inspiring professors I expected to find 
here. To the administration — why 
don't you move Gradeli's and the 
Sprig into the Pits? To my friends — I 
love you; k ick me if I ge t too 
sentimental. Q 

Aeoli 



How time flies 
the hell out of there as fast as we could. 

It was probably about 9 now, just about 
sunset, and the dance would probably not 
pick up until 10 or 10:30, so we had time to 
gun down the malt liquors Nark had 
brought along. They wouldn't allow us to 
drink at the dance, so we were forced to 
drink it all now. We met Reever and Steiny 
and Thor and Karnesy over at Bamber 
Valley Elementary School a little ways out 
of town, and drank the malts and laughed 
and poked fun at Steiny and the 
graduation in general. ("Half the class 
was bombed!" and "God, did you see Carol 
Perterson crying her eyes out? She may as 
well blow her brains out now!") 

Reever and Thor, as usual, were being 
mock-philosophical about the whole 
business last night in high school and all 
that jazz. (Reever went to Notre Dame, 
which he hated, and became, in rejecting 
the place, a 60s style radical and an 
English major. He'll be working with 
migrant workers in Mississippi this 
summer. Thor went on to four years of 
misery at Princeton, where his nickname 
is now "Doctor Doctor," because he wants 
to be a physician and a professor in a 
medical school.) 

Then they all started ragging on me, 
asking if Jody and I had "gotten back 
together" yet, since two days before when 
we'd broken up. Jody was my girlfriend, 
and we were always fighting, then 
breaking up, then making up, then 
fighting again. The guys got a kick out of 
it. (Jody was cheerleader, and valedictor­
ian in her class the following year. She 
went on to Duke, where she is now a pre-
med.) I said "No way man. It's for real this 
time," which of course they did not believe. 
She wouldn't be at the dance tonight, 
anyway. 

The dance was held at the Rochester 
Golf and Country Club, a good location, we 
figured, because we could sneak out on the 
course somewhere if we needed a drink, or 
if we ge got "lucky." Every male there was 
wearing Levi's with either western shirts, 
workshirts, or flannel "woodsy" shirts, 
and almost every girl wore Levi's too, 
except for a few who were wearing the 
latest thing, what the called "painter's 
pants," with some snug fitting top of some 
kind. The band played all "white" rock — 
Stones, Led Zeppellin, Doobie Brothers, 
and so on — and when they played "Brown 
Sugar" or "China Grove" or "Stairway to 
Heaven," everyone would go crazy and 
pack the dance floor. 

It was actually a great time, particularly 
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because no one r e a l l y ac ted too 
sentimental about it being our last time 
together, or any of that nonsense. Besides, 
we had a whole summer ahead of us, and 
all my friends except Swanee would be 
around. Swanee would be guiding for a 
canoe base in the Boundary Waters. 
(Swanee was really into the outdoors. He 
chose Dartmouth for his education 
because its northern woods are like 
Minnesota's. But he got turned off by the 
Ivy League pretensions of the place and 
transferred back to Minnesota after his 
freshman year. Now he spends most of his 
time camping or playing the banjo he 
made. He'll be in Geology grad. school 
next year, in Wyoming, I think.) I tried not 
to think about what it'd be like without ole 
Swanee around. I guess if I had closest 
friend, he was the one. (We're completely 
different people now, though we were quite 
similar then. We're still friends though.) 

I met a girl named Beverly something 
who I'd loved from a distance for the past 
three years, and ironically, spent more 
time with her at the dance than any ofthe 
people with whom I'd spent most of my 
high school days. At around 12 I asked her 
if she'd ever seen the Country Club course, 
and she said she'd like to, so we went 
outside. 

As we reached the back nine we bumped 
into Karnesy and Mary Ellen on the tenth 
tee. Catching them and being caught 
brought a lot of scolding and laughter, but 
we had a good time just gazing at the dark 
dogleg in front us, and the dots of light 
behind the pine horizon. (Karnesy was 
always with some damned girl. He got 
1550 on his SAT's, went on to Stanford and 
played in the mellow California sun for 
four years, got 13's all the way across on 
his MCAT's, and now plans to be a doctor 
out there somewhere. Karnes wants to 
make a lot of money. Mary Ellen went to 
Stanford too, where she met the son ofthe 
vice president of Columbia Pictures. She 
plans to live in Las Vegas. Beverly went to 
the local community college and is now a 
medical secretary in Rochester.) 

Before we knew it, it was 2:30, and we 
ran back to find the whole crew waiting for 
us. They were quite drunk, and the night 
was yet young so we all decided to go wrap 
the basketball coach's house. (Swanee and I 
particularly wanted to, since we'd been on 
the team and would surely never have this 

To the point 
By David Soloway 

T he Duke Experience is much 
more than the completion of 
eight semesters of work. While 

there are many good things to be said 
about the academic components ofthe 
Experience, it is the non-academic 
components that I feel compelled to 
discuss in this brief senior perspec­
tive. 

Slowly and subtly I have learned 
the ropes: I learned how to get along 
and I learned how to get ahead. The 
cost of these lessons has been a loss of 
innocence, but that loss has not been 
to ta l ly const ruct ive . L e a r n i n g to 
perceive other people as either useful 
or dangerous objects, as pawns, does 
not build character. A spontaneity, a 
r e a l n e s s h a s been lost ; t h e r e i s 
something perilously damaging in 
learning the ropes at Duke. 

The warning I am about to issue 
may be a life saver for those who did 
n o t e v e n r ea l i ze t h a t t hey were 
drowning. 

WARNING: Duke is not the real 
world; there is something genuinely 
strange about this place! • 

By Bob Barnes i 
opportunity to get back at the ol' slave 
driver.) 

We hit an all-night supermarket and 
bought a total of about 50 rolls of toilet 
paper. Then we thought we'd better wait 
awhile before we did it, so we decided to 
have a drag race between Nark's three 
cylinder Saab and Reever's International. 
We figured it would be pretty even, but the 
Saab, to Narks dismay, proved to be no 
match for Reever's four hundred and forty 
horses. 

Let me tell ya 'bout my baby 
Well she come around 
About five-feet-five 
From her head to the ground 
She come around here 
Just about midnight 
Make me feel so good 
Make me feel all right 
Her name is GLORIA,... GLO­
RIA! 

By the time the police drove by, the 
coach's house was a glorious disaster area, 
so we high-tailed it out of there, and met 
back at the supermarket. It must have 
been 5 or so now; the night would become 
morning in less than an hour. So the whole 

group, a dozen of us maybe, headed out to 
the sand pits across from Bamber Valley 
and built a fire. We roasted marshmal-
lows, and watched the sun come up over 
the bulldozer and the massive power 
shovel across the water of the man-made 
lake. 

As the sun came up, a sadness came 
down on us all. Hungover and exhausted, 
we tried to figure what we'd do next, and 
finally decided to eat breakfast at a nearby 
pancake house. At 8, we were ready to go 
home. Nark drove Swanee and me back 
into town. Mary Ellen was in the car, too. 
Poor Swanee would have to take off again 
in three hours for the boundary waters. It 
was no fun saying goodbye either, and 
Mary Ellens tears didn't help me any. 

We shook hands lazily, and tried not to 
at each other. "Well, I said. "Take it easy." 

"I always take it easy," he smiled. The 
air was so thick with sadness and loss I 
just wanted to be done with it. 

"Hey Swanee!" Nark (God bless him) 
yelled out the car window. "Don't drown!" 
Laughing hysterical I jumped in the car 
and we were off. (Oh, yeah. Three months 
later I left for Duke.) • 

Woody's laws 

U pon sitting down to describe 
my views of dear old Duke I 
realized that my perspective of 

this University had gone through 
several stages in my career here. In 
fact, the more I thought the more I 
began to wonder if anyone here has an 
idea of what is going on. However, 
with the realization that ignorance 
h a s never s topped a Dukie from 
speaking I am continuing on. 

My first view of this place was 
tinged with awe. I expected to be 
sur rounded by lots of in te l l igent 
people (i.e. no porkers) and to be 
overshadowed by most of the students 
I met. These expectations were so high 
that it took most of my first year to 
real ize t h a t (yes, Vi rg in ia ) Duke 
s tuden t s a re people too. Different 
accents, different backgrounds, but 
some are bright, some aren't, and 
some are just beyond comprehension. 
This discovery was rather shocking, 
bu t it did se rve to bui ld up my 
confidence in a perverted sort of way 
— I had "competed successfully" in 
this conglomeration of "intellectuals" 
and this fact somehow reassured me. I 
t h e n tu rned my a t t en t ion to my 
surrounding conditions now that I 
was "in." I soon realized that Duke 
was indeed very much of a country 
club. The emphasis was on "pre-" ism 
and having a good time. I don't see 
that much wrong with this approach, 
but realizing it has helped me keep 
things in the right light. What I have 
included here are what I have been 
calling "Woody's Laws" for most of 
this year. I didn't make them all up, 
but following them has made life a 
great deal easier. There are many, 
many such laws but these few seem to 
help the most. 

1. When in doubt, go for it. (Applies 
to mos t s i tua t ions , especial ly the 
obvious ones.) 

2. Never ever completely trust a 
woman. 

3. If it 's too much trouble, blow it 
off. 

4. Never ever miss Happy Hour, 
(except when following 1 or 3). 

5. Deny everything. 

By W.W. Reeves, Jr. 
6. While a great deal is made about 

a North/South differential, there is 
m u c h less d i f ference be tween a 
Yankee and one of us than between 
the assholes and the cool people. 

7. A senior is just a freshman who 
can talk. 

8. Always check for another exit. 
9. When dealing with an adminis­

trative body (ASDU, Duke, Housing, 
etc.) remember that when you are 
complaining you represent a vocal 
minority with the silent majority to 
worried about " t h e next qu iz" to 
support either side. Nonetheless, you 
will lose the benefit of the doubt. 

10. Crip courses are easier than real 
courses, however, they are twice as 
dull and three times easier to get 
burned in. 

11. The Chronicle is at its best as 
vehicle for humor, and at its worst as 
an editorial comment. 

12 T h e r e a r e s o m e ve ry good 
teachers here, some very bad ones and 
some who just don't care — they are 
randomly assorted and appear with 
the luck of the draw. 

13 .Try to put the sex back into love, 
or vice v e r s a , w h i c h e v e r s e e m s 
appropriate at the time. 

14. T h e p r i m a r y func t ion of a 
University Administration is to raise 
money. This evidenced by the fact 
that the first and last speeches the 
Duke s t u d e n t h e a r s c o n t a i n t h e 
phrase: "Private universities could 
not be maintained without alumni 
contributions" (i.e. remember this in 
the future). 

15. I 'm not sure the real world 
exists, but if it does, don't tell a soul. 

16. No matter how hard you try you 
can't stereotype all of the people all 
the time. 

17. It 's who you look like, not who 
you are. 

18. Seniors don't deserve special 
privileges unless they have figured 
out how to get them. 

19. If you don't think you can make 
it — remember to keep t h i n g s in 
perspective — you are only in school. 

Hope they help. Remember, we'll 
miss you more than you'll miss us. D 

Wednesday, April 18, 1979 


