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A muffled pounding throbbed 
in my sleeping brain. "2:45 
a.m. " my bedside clock in
formed my leaden eyelids. 
staggered from under the blan
kets and pried open the door. 
In the darkness outside hovered 
the beefy, cleft-chinned face 
of Franz Nordica. · 

"Franz!" I shrieked, feeling 
sexily self-conscious in my 

· flannel Dr. Dentons and Clear
asil encrusted complexion. 

"Ve go skiing today, ja ?" 
He was splendidly attired in 
tasseled socks, knickers, and 
a haevy sweater emblazoned 
with an emaciated reindeer. 
The only items that he needEld 
to complete his Alpine image 
were a manure shovel and a 
buoquet of wilted Edelweiss. 

I dressed· hurriedly. and lugged 
my equipment to Franz's jeep, 
where its owner was decorating 
a breakfast of garlic sausage 
and sauerkraut on pumpernickel 
He peered with sullen suspi
ciousness at my skis. "Barrel 
staves?" he queried. 
"Just an economical little 

number I picked up at a gar
age sale," I shrugged. 

"And zese--zese are your 
SKi boots?" Franz choked, dan
gling my dilapidated Pro-Keds 
distastefully before him. 
"They're comfortable,"! ex

plained defensively,' 'and they 
work well if you tie them on 
with thick twine." 
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We reached the slopes a short 
while later. As I clambered 
from the car, the wind ·tore 
mercilessly through my parka 
and turned my hands and feet 
to numb, sodden lumps of flesh. 

"Ah .• a mild day.Wunderbar!" 
chirped Franz, marching brisk
ly beside me. By the time 
we boarded the chair-lift I was 
shivering uncontrollably, both 
from the cold and from fear 
of plunging to c·ertain demise 
through the pitifully thin safe
ty slats of the chair, onto 
the snowy precipice below. 

"Relax," Franz gurgled, 
loosening my desperate grip , 
on his jugular vein. "-Ze lift 
has not even started yet--ve 
are ze first vuns on line." 

Aside from a minor concussion 
at the crest of the hill when 
the cha,ir attacked me scurri
lously from beh·ind, I disem
barked without mishap. Franz 
meanwhile was eagerly scan
ning a map of the various 
ski trails. 
"Vich run shall ve take?" 

he questioned cheerfully. 
" 'Horn of Satan'? 'Death 
Valley'?" · 
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enjoyment he had gotten out 
of the sixteen pages of vocab
ulary he had just finished read
ing over. Flipping through the 
rest of the papers, Bill figured 
that if he worked steadily, he 
could finish English and start 
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Bill's head jerkecl .. ~pward 
as he caught himself falling 
asleep. His eyes ·had a glazed 
scarlet hue. The clock r..ead 
~:48 a.m. This was the fourth 
and final night of the sc·hool 
week, Wednesday night. After 
tomorrow, he could rest. Rest 
was all he could think of. 

Finals week al\yays seemed 
like this, for some unearthly 
reason. The despair, the mi
graine headaches , the nausea, 
the fear, the apprehension: was 
it worth the trouble? Mom and 
dad thought sb, and evidently 
the other kids thought so, too. 
An example had to be set for 
the other child.ren in the family. 

The wejght upon his eyelids 
required great strength to bear) 
strength that Bill was losing_ 
rapidly. He chuckled weakly to 
himself, thinking of how mueh 

on history by about five a.m. 
if he could hold out until then. 
Realizing that he had a snow
ball's chance in hell of staying 
awake another five minutes, 
B fll reached on to his night 
table and took out the bottle ' 
of pills. Gee, thought he, it's 

. amazing. Imagine, pills t.hat 
keep you wide awake when · 
you're ex-hausted. 

He- dowr:ied several of 
the little multi-colored cap
sules and waited. Within a few 
minutes he felt it miraculously 
necessary to get up and walk 
around. Taking a few more of 
the pills, Bill gr abbed a few 

sheets of printed paper and 
walked about, reciting Greek 
and Latin roots. He grabbed 
a cup of coffee, drank it down 
and ct.rapped the cup onto his 
bed. Bill carried on like this 
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At last! Another ski season · 
is here. And every year 
eastern skiers dread the thou
ght of not having any ·snow for . 
tne New England . ski resorts. 
But there are other other prob. 
lems for skiers, such as the 

types of ski partners you should 
avoid. 

The number one skier to avoid 
at all costs is "Chris the 

expJorer." Chris is the ·type. 
who insists on going on closed 
trails, ·never stopping to think 
why there are no ski tracks. 

· Not only does Chris always get 
lost, he is also avalanche prone. 
Explorers are persuasive and 
char ism a tic and are usually 
hard to resist. But just think 
how it feels to be face down 
under ten feet of snow and 
I'm' sure you'll have no prob-
lems avoiding them. 

The next type of skier to 
a void is "Al the Technician." 
Al is overly concerned with 
reading how-to ski books and 

can usually be found 'by the 
ski lift looking for a ski 
~artner. At first you're very 
impressed with the data he 
has on ski wax from the lat
est issue of Ski world. 
on the left ride· up the slope 

Al worries about the wear o~ 
your ski boots pointing out that 
if the soles worp .0043 centi
meters it will restrict your 
binding release by 36 6/ 7%. 

By the time you reach the 
top ydu•re in · complete awe of 
his philosophy on skiing. Then 
Al says, "Let's take the be
ginner slop; it's my first time 
out . this year." He falls twice 
im the first thirty yards. 
Amd you start muttering . to 
yourself realizing that you're a 
bigger ehump than Al is. 

The last type of skier to avoid 
is "Chuck the 'hotdog." Chuck 
is always the best-dressed per
son on · the slopes and no 

' matter how nice your ski 
equipment .is, Chuck's is always 
the Jatest and the best. Chuck 

I 
"How about 'Uncle Wiggly's 

Blueberry Patch' ?" I ventured 
timidly. 

"Heh, . heh!" Franz's hearty 
slap on my back sent me 
sprawling into a snowbank. 
"You Americans .. such a sense 
of humor. Come, ve go to 
'Suicide Strip'." 
I glanced dubiously at the 

skull-and -crossbones sign 
marking the beginning of the 
slope. "It's easy!" Franz 
called. "I show you." He 
hurtled down the icy cliff 
face of the mountain. until he 
was a tiny black smudge in 
the distance.My mind filled 
with the "Agony of Defeat" 
scene on 'Wide WorldofSports" 
I inched after him. 

Three hours later, I crawled 
into the base lodge, my mouth 
frothing queerly, and collapsed 
at Franz's feet. • 

"Gut, gut!" h·e exclaimed. 
"Only ne~t time--you m•1st 
stand up on your skis. Now 
m·1ch - for Intermediate. Now 
ve try ze expert trail!" 

My doctor diagnoses that 
in time I may be able to hear 
the word "slalom" without go
ing into nervous spasms. 
However, I will never be able 
to · ski again, even after my 
multiply-fractured leg has 
healed. I will break the 
news to Franz as aoon as · 
I can control my hysterical 
grief. 

for a few more minutes dan
cing and s 'inging a bit wfth his ' 
stomach now in knots. Impul
sive]y, something in him made 
him run to the sink in the 
bathroom where he faced his 
frustrations uncomfortably. 

While he was returning to 
his room, he stopped and struck 
an assured pose. An evil grin. 
took hold of his jaws. "To sleep. 
perchance ; but not to wake
up." Bill sank slowly to the 
floor and was found in the 
morning by his brother who · 
woke him up and helped 1h.im 
to school. 

I visited Bill last week 
at Valley Hospital. On the clip
board was written, "nervous 
eich~ustion." Next to that, "hal
lucinations." He was happy to 
s~e me. The only· thing that 
made him happier was the ru
mor he heard that he had passed 

.all of his exams. "Well. Bill," 
I asked. "How do you feel?" 
His reply: "I'm grateful to 
our system of testing. It has 
made me a new person. Would 
you pass me those pills?" 

is quite a ladies' man as 
well as a partier. Every mor
ning as you pass him on the 
way to the ski lift he says, 
"Wow man, my head is killing 
me." Chuck casually looks 
around for a lady ski instructor 
to accompany him on the lift 
ri~e. When realizing that there 
are none around, Chuck disap
pointingly asks if you would like 
to take the chair up with him. 
On the lift ride Chuck tries 

to impress you by le lling where 
the best night life spots are in 
the . ski village. He go'es on 
to tell about his ski experiences 
in Jackson Hole, Vail, Sun 
Valley, .;t, Mm·;;.~. and Chamo-· 
nix. When reaching the top 
of the expert slope you start 
thinking to yourself, "What am 
I doing he.re?" 
While skiing down the slope 

Chuck zips by you in a flash 
of neon clothing, as you say 
to yourself, "Well, I guess I 
won't be seeing him again. 
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By MARK TUSK 

MORAL MAJORITY LEADER JERRY 
FALWELL WITH PRESIDENT REAGAN ·. 

With the untimely death of 
the brilliant John Lennon came 
hundreds of articles regarding 
his life and music. After 
reading quite a few that appear
ed , many reflecting back on 
the 1960's, I came to a start
ling conclusion: The music 
and politics of the 1980's 
are making a sharp turn to 
the past. 
John Lennon was a ' "spokes

man for a generation" flew 
the words of adulation. Com
parisons between Lennon and 
John F. Kennedy came up of
ten on this point. His death 
made m"! think about what the 
futl!re held for the people of 
this country in late 1963, 
when their so-called "spokes
man, " JFK was mur-
dered. 

A devastating war was to tear 
apart the country. Much of 
it was under the administra
tion of a hideous being named 
Nixon, who proved to cause 
irreparable harm to the na
tion. 
If our "spokesman'' was really 

John Lennon, let's look at the 
governors of our of our fate: 
First; we have another Repub
lican administration to be wary 

of, a. la Nixon. Our Vice 
President is a former head. of 
the CIA, and our leader is 
Ronald Reagan, a man who 
believes that trees cause more 
pollution than cars. Regard
less of his twist!!d biological 
beliefs, Mr. Reagan still be
lieves that the Viet Nam War 
was "a just <:ause." (With 
this in mind, registering for 
a death lottery called the 
draft didn't thrill me, to say 
the least.) 
Besides our delightful new 

administration, there ar e many 
reasons to believe that this 

countn• is slipping into the 
past. ' 

The "shift to the right," 
the trend of conservatism that 
the U.S. is undergoing is a
mazing. From politics to mu
sic, every indicator shows 
that Liberalism as a trend 
has screeched to a halt. 

The attitudes of the people 
supports this theory. The 

Besides, when the skr condi
tions are this good I ~ika f;;) , 

take my time." Halfway down 
the mountain you spot' a ski 
patrolman carrying a body down 
the hill on a sled. "Gee, I 
wonder who it could be? Hey 
it's Chuck; what happened?': 

meteoric rise of suc11 uura
conservative factions such a s 
''The Moral MajoritY'' and the 
Ku Klux· Kian is disturbing. 
Hiding under the facade of re
ligion and the guise of "re
form" the Moral Majority is 

' out to set the moral stand
ards of this country. Bans 
on all abortions, mandatory . 
prayer iri school and book~ 
banning are some of the ideas 
forming their platform. The 
KKK and other neo-nazi groups 
are not just demonst.~ating , 
they are taking 4p arms and 
causing racial tensions unseen 
in decades. It is not sur -
prising that the conservative
based fashions of shorter hair 
and Preppy clothing are becom -

. ing popular. 
Whether out of lack of ori

ginality, or the lack of an 
exciting new trend, today's 
music has also begun an ata
vistic turn. The new groups, 
the music of the future, have 
been reverting to past crazes 
as more than a base to work 
from. Examples include the 
recent Mod, Reggae and Heavy 
Metal revivals. Even sixties' 
style psy.~:1adeEc is back: the 
popularity of the Doors (virtu
ally a dead band since 1971) 
and ·pink Floyd suggest this is 
so. The music of the past 
has become a replacement for 
further development. 

The ideas of political oppres
sio'n and ~onservatism widening 
the bridge between the youth 
and the establishment will show 
up in . the music of the eighties. 
Today's aspiring musicians 
should get on the· ball. Coupled 
with the future's political cli
mate, popular music should a
gain have a meaningful direc
tion. Like the 1960's , music 
and politics should again go 
hand in hand, after all ' 'The 
times, they are a ch~ngin'" 
stated Bob Dylan. 
As for the politics, the past 

and the future, Pete Townshend 
summed it up best: 

"The change it had to come 
We knew it all along. 
The world looks just the s ame , 
and history ain't changed. 
I get on my kneess and pray ••• 
We ·won't get fooled again." 

He looks up, "'Oh Iknew · I 
shouldn't have come today--the 
conditions are terrible. 
So when you get suckered into 

Skiing with a bad ski partner, 
don't get mad. It could be 
worse. You could be-Chuck the 
hotdog. 
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