
Hackerman has last laugh, sends Stebblngs up the river 
by Paulas Havlaehius, 
Caesar Maximal Theshcris 

Dr. Ronald Stebbings , 
impending vice president for 
undergraduate affairs, enjoyed a 
prolonged bout of chuckling this 
week as reports of President 
Norman Hackerman's retirement, 
spurred by press releases written 
by Stebbings on stolen stationary, 
made the rounds of local 
newspapers. 

Hackerman, however, was not 
so amused. One resident of 
Richardson College overheard 
Hackerman saying, "I'm going to 
nail his ass to a tree and leave it for 
the cowbirds." 

That's not what I said at all," 
claimed Hackerman. He also 

declared the pictures accompany-
ing the bogus press release, of 
himself in compromising positions 
with an overweight Lebanese 
prostitute, to be forgeries. 

Hackerman also refused to pose 
for further photographs. "Not with 
that goddamned saddle I wont," 
an SRC junior reported him as 
saying. 

Stebbings got the idea for the 
hoax from a column written in the 
Thresher by former editor 
Christopher Wartenberg Ekren. 
"It was too much fun to resist," the 
former dean reported from his 
maximum-security dungeon cell in 
the basement of Allen Center. 

The cell has been used only once 
before for Matthew Webb, who 

served a month-long term for his 
part in the recent RPC scandal. It 
is quite comfortable, according to 
Stebbings. "It even has running 
water," he scribbled in blood on 
scraps of lint recovered from his 
pockets, "but only when it rains." 

The Hackerman hoax is the 
latest in a long tradition of upper-
administration pranks at Rice, 
such as the ill-fated Masterson 
shenanigans of 1969. 

As old-timers will recall, the 
appointment of Dr. William 
Masterson as president of Rice by 
the Board of Governors spurred 
considerable controversy among 
the students and faculty, whose 
opinions were ignored. 

Former Doan Ronald Stebbings 
But according to then-

Chairman of the Board of 

Governors H. Malcolm Lovett, 
"We were just kidding." This, after 
numerous demonstrations and 
riots, created a long-unhealed rift 
between Rice administration and 
Rice academia. 

William Marsh Rice himself was 
a notorious practical joker. The 
best and least known of his pranks 
was revealed by his butler, Albert 
Patrick, in 1901. "Mr. Rice told 
me, 'Take this dead bear, and have 
it cremated. Then tell everybody 
that it's me,' " Patrick faithfully 
reported. The 84-year-old Rice 
then moved to a nudist colony in 
Dresden, Germany, where he 
became known among the locals as 
"the Bear-Ashed Millionaire." 
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INSIDE: 
• Many writers have taken drugs and 

are waiting to assault you if you 
turn the pages. You have been 
warned. See pages 1 — 8. 

• Art is finally nailed down and 
defined; all disputes can now be 
easily settled. See pages 5 and 6. 

Bizarre air accident leaves extempers very, very dead 
by Ultra-Scbeleen Jones 

A tragedy struck two Rice 
students on their way to the 
National Collegiate Forensics 
Championships in Corvallis, 
Oregon last weekend. Fortunately, 
they were able to hit the tragedy 
back, but not in time to save their 
lives. 

Lovett junior David McClain 
and Will Rice sophomore Anne 
Laffoon were seated aboard the 
seven-passenger Cessna which the 
Brown Foundation had donated to 
the Brown Forensic Society last 
fall, when the plane hit some 
turbulence over the Colorado 
Rockies. One particularly large 
bump knocked the oversize, 
hardbound copy of Aeschylus' 
Oresteia trilogy out of the hands of 
sponsor Dr. J. Dennis Huston, 
seated in the co-pilot's seat. 

The book landed first in the 
center of McClain's head, 

fracturing his skull and creating a 
small aperture in his cerebellum. 
As Laffoon reached over to 

attempt to the pull the book out of 
McClain's head, she did not see the 
Boy Scout knife with which he was 

Anne Laffoon and David McClain head for big tournament in the sky—E. Mu 

whittling a dummy cigarette, since 
the other passengers did not allow 
him to smoke on the plane. 
Laffoon's right wrist landed on the 
knife, and blood began spurting 
throughout the cockpit of the 
plane. 

Before she died, Laffoon, 
secretary of the organization, had 
her revenge on the offending Greek 
drama. As Huston informed the 
Thresher, "Just as her mother 
taught her when she was a child, 
she slapped the tome and said, 
'Bad, bad book!' Then she 
croaked. It was more disgusting 
than anything that happens in 
those Greek tragedies." 

McClain, ever a fan of Mark 
Twain and other bohemian 
writers, attempted to quote Twain 
as he died, saying, "Reports of my 

death have been greatly. . . . " 
The Brown Forensics Society 

will meet next Thursday to appoint 
a new president to replace 
McClain, "preferably one who 
does not smoke," said member L. 
Gene Spears. The group has 
already decided to hire a secretary 
with the S20,000-a-year stipend 
which the Brown Foundation has 
provided for staffing for next year. 

Both Lovett and Will Rice 
Colleges will hold blood drives 
next week in memory of McClain 
and Laffoon. If not enough people 
turn out for the blood drives, said 
Huston, the Brown Forensic 
Society hitmen, who receive 
$30,000 a year plus commission 
from the Brown Foundation, will 
round up college members to 
donate. 

Panelists engage in healthy dispute over Rice character 
by David Ewok Frozenhen 
and Malicious Sox 

Before a milling throng of 
thousands of interested students, 
faculty, and members of the 
community, plus the obligatory 
ecstatic Thresher reporters, the 
Self-Study Panel on Campus 
Morality held its final open 
meeting Tuesday night in the 
private dining room of Rice 
Memorial College. After spilling 
several cups of steaming hot coffee 
with a wayward gesture 
(describing Jim Kelly's perform-
ance against the Michigan 
Panthers Monday night), panel 
chairman George Greanias began 
the meeting. 

Greanias, an alumnus of Rice, a 
member of the faculty of the Jones 
Graduate School of Administra-
tion and a part-time member of the 
Houston City Council, as well as a 
noted playwright and expert on 
extremely long appositives, began 
by stating the obvious: that the 
panel had an insurmountable 
problem. That problem was that, 
although certainly Rice students 
have nothing less than the utmost 
concern for the progress of their 
university, none of them had even 

bothered to read the preliminary 
Self-Study reports and indeed 
would rather be caught in the 
shower with Nancy Reagan than 
caught reading those cumbersome 
reports. Consequently, nobody 
but a few members of the panel had 
read either of its two reports. 

The panel's largest problem, and 
the reason for its delayed meeting, 
was that its members disagreed 
from the beginning on the purpose 
of the panel. While Dr. (Catherine 
Drew (history) had insisted that 
the panel look to the 1974 report 
and attempt to "spruce up" Rice's 
high moral standards, Greanias 
and others argued for loose 
construction (no pun intended) of 
the title. The rift remained so wide 
that the panel submitted two 
separate preliminary reports: one 
on the deficiency of moral 
rectitude on campus, and one on 
the superfluity thereof. 

Dr. Gilbert Cuthbertson of 
political science then presented the 
responses to the recommendations 
of his semi-panel . F i rs t , 
Cuthbertson, faculty sponsor of 
the Marana tha Chr is t ian 
Fellowship, a group of strongly 
evangelical Christian students, 

which recently completed its 
highly successful week devoted to 
promoting Jesus Christ, a Middle 
Eastern troublemaker of the early 
Roman Imperial era who probably 
never heard of appositives, insisted 
that Rice's long-standing honor 
code should remain in effect until 
Judgment Day or longer. 

"The value of the honor code," 
Cuthbertson said astutely, "is no 
myth. It is the outstanding moral 
and intestinal, not to mention 
parenthetical, fortitude of Rice 
students past and present that has 
given the Code its power, not the 
fact that the administration has 
imposed some kind of Skinnerian. 
or Machiavellian penalties for 
infractions." All the panel 
members nodded their agreement 
and complimented Cuthbertson's 
choice of suits. 

Second, Cuthbertson, who, we 
neglected to mention, is still a 
resident associate of Will Rice 
College, noted Rice's showing in 
last year's sex survey of 20 colleges 
and universities conducted by 
Playboy magazine. He questioned 
the methodology of the study and 
referred to a survey of 450 schools 
in this month's Christian Science 

Monitor's College Papers. Rice 
finished in the 95th percentile in 
instances of oral sex and other 
illegal sexual activities. Greanias, 
who we forgot to mention is 
resident associate of Wiess 
College, pointed out a footnote in 
the report which mentioned that 
the figure includes both literal and 
figurative ass-kissing, an activity 
to which even the most upstanding 
pre-meds are prone. 

Next, Cuthbertson pointed out 
t ha t the un ive r s i t y has 
ins t i tu t iona l i zed chemical 
indulgence. His report called for 
an end to such institutions as 
Willy's Pub, the Beer-Bike Relay, 
Rondelet, Telednor, and Hanszen 
College's Shot-a-Minute contest. 
All of these activities are 
sanctioned by the administration; 
Proctor E.C. Holt holds the license 
for the pub. Commented Holt, 
"What'sh wrong with a little (hie!) 
nip now'n (burp) then?" 

At this point, Greanias felt that 
the time was right to present his 
side of the story. He agreed that the 
Honor Code is unimpeachable, 
and that if Rice decreased its 
morality to the point where the 
Honor Code would become 

meaningless, President Reagan 
would be forced to push the 
button, since the last vestige of 
human decency in America would 
be gone and there would be no 
point to life on this planet. 
Fumbling for a better analogy, 
Greanias launched into a 
discussion of the sex "problem." 

"If students dont get to have sex 
here," Greanias posited, "they 
won't have any practice for when 
they have to have sex in the 
business world. Here, with a 
healthy social scene and lots of 
reasonably attractive, young 
bodies, students can go to parties 
and find sexual partners just as 
they will when they get good 
banking jobs, live in Memorial, 
and frequent singles clubs." 

Dr. J. Dennis Huston (English) 
concurred, calling Rice a "training 
ground for America's future 
procreators," though he admitted 
that he was not aware of any Rice 
graduates who had good jobs. The 
other members of the panel 
simultaneously reminded Huston 
that, while the department of 
English is one of the finest in the 
country according to several 

see Sex, page 4 



Jesus saves Mitchell from silence 
Huh, what? Oh, ti's 9 a.m.? Thanks for waking me up, Paul. 

Guess I fell asleep at the terminal there. Time to write my editorial. 
Got any ideas? 

I'm sick and tired of all these damned Jesus freaks. All I want to 
do is get drunk on Lone Star and rag on digit-heads, and they 
come dragging their holier-than-thou personages up to tell me 
how I'm going to hell. Don't they realize some of us like to wallow 
in our own depravity? Well, if there's anything I like better than 
baiting SE's, it's raising the blood pressure of a Maranatha with a 
few choice phrases like, "Jesus was a man; Mary and Joseph 
fucked to get him just like everyone else," or "I took mescaline last 
night and talked to Jesus; he told me to tell you he was just a born-
again, Jewish hippie and to stop taking him so seriously." 

Another thing I hate about short-haired, redneck, smiley-faced, 
fire-and-brimstone Moonies are the self-righteous crusades they 
take against meaningless symbols of our society's "immorality, 
decadence and punk-rock scourge decaying this nation" such as 
sleeveless shirts, strapless sandals, and slit skirts. If flesh was evil, 
God would have outlawed it and only outlaws would have flesh. 

There's nothing I despise more than trying to nurse a hangover 
which could kill a Baptist, and then having some brainwashed, 
God-squadding, ROTC zealot tell me the only way to save myself 
is by letting him faith-heal me through the laying on of his or her 
hands. 

It's not that I hate God. Actually, I kind of like the old goat, but 
you never see him around Houston. Now New York, that's 
another matter. He's got his own box in Yankee Stadium. Right 
next to Mayor Koch. 

I just hate to see people being so fucking serious when they 
should be having the time of their lives. If you're not going to raise 
hell now, when are you? When your first bald spot comes in? As 
your ulcer matures? This is college, man. Be a mana stud, fall head 
over heels in lust, and live it up. Don't put it off. 

—Mark M. Mitchell 

A new way for Ekren to make money 
What is all this bogosity about a so-called Rice Student Interest 

Organization? Is this some tremendous scam, or what? I mean 
really. We all know that it's just a reincarnation of the TexPIRG 
thing that Ultravint slew this very year. Thanks to Dave Phillips 
and a couple of other bleeding-heart socialist twerps whose names 
I dare not commit to print, being as vile as they are, we at Rice 
have a new red menace against which to battle — at least, that 
majority of us who believe in truth, justice and the American Way. 

The very name of this new Chimaera is enough to make me 
break out. But then, so is a slice of Domino's pizza. Let's face it, 
fellow Americans (and even a few of you foreigners who at least 
think like Americans, now that you're in the land of the free), that 
little enterprise on Kirby has this university by the genitals thanks 
to smart marketing and exquisite timing. Even if the black olives 
really are cockroaches, as Phillips alleged to me one night during a 
friendly game of strip cribbage, people at Rice wouldn't care, since 
all they need is their midnight pizza, regardless of what's in it. So 
what's the point of having a student organization, especially with 
that oxymoronic "Student Interest" in its moniker, to protect Rice 
from old-fashioned American capitalism? If Rice students want to 
eat that stuff, we should have someone to protect those students 
from themselves. 

Therefore, I propose, rather than giving Student Association 
blanket tax money to a Naderist-Marxist-Leninist cause such as 
RSIO, let's set up the Rice Self-Protection Organization (at least 
you can almost pronounce the acronym RSPO, like "Rispo"). 
God knows that enough Rice students find themselves spending 
too much time involved in sex, drugs, rock and roll, alcohol, 
pizza, and other forms of self-abuse to warrant the formation of 
such an agency. These wasted hours could be spent studying, 
brown-nosing or attending Republican caucuses instead of on 
useless carnal pleasures. 

A number of decent Rice students from suitably wealthy and 
Protestant backgrounds could easily staff the RSPO. With 
sufficient funding, we could set up electronic surveillance systems 
for each college's RSPO representative. If a rep should catch 
anyone in his college having excessive fun (whether by thought, 
word or deed) or uttering subversive, leftist rhetoric, the rep could 
then(use his pass-key to burst in and stop the nonsense. He could 
do all this while studying quietly in his room, since pre-meds and 
pre-laws don't have to keep both eyes on their books when they 
study. 

Meanwhile, since I was the enterprising young man who 
conceived the organization (you dirty-minded scum!), I would get 
a tremendous shajre of the proceeds from the blanket tax money, 
which I would then invest in suitable commodities and the stolen 
car market. With what I don't invest, I could purchase a new pair 
of loafers. The ones I'm walking around in now are dreadfully 
uncomfortable, and the right shoe already has a crack in the sole 
after just six months of wear. They just don't make those loafers 
like they used to. L.L. Bean is gonna hear from my lawyer. 

—Christopher Wartenberg Ekren 
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organ HITCHHIKER'S GUIDE TO THE HEDGES 
I'm in love with Lisa Shambro, 

the American dream. Yeah, I know 
I'm supposed to complain about 
South Africa, but springtime has 
affected my senses, and I want to 
wax my mustache and have a nice, 
long chat with Lisa about life in 
America. Let me first introduce the 
seamy side of our relationship, and 
then I will tell you how to make our 
lives even better. 

I have lived most of my life in a 
state of drug-induced delirium; 
you know, the way you shove 
consciousness out of your mind a 
little at a time and wake up in a 
hotel room with a narwhal in 
Galveston. Lisa Shambro is one of 
the largest Cat Crackers in the 
world. (I really don't, know what 
this is, but it has nothing to do with 
domestic animals.) Two weeks ago 
at 6:30 p.m. I saw her five feet in 
front of me. Maybe you have seen 
pictures of Pittsburgh at the turn 
of the century. Well, Lisa is 
nothing like that. 

Mark Meiches, on the other 
hand, smells awful. He reminds me 
of a wet Kleenex covered with 
yesterday's Raisin Bran. Mark also 
enjoys the worst toxic waste dump 
sites in the country: the Texas City 
wye was an important part of his 
childhood. (He is now being 
disgruntled by the EPA). I mean, 
this is a man of politics and not 
very exciting. A big Saturday night 
involves going to the quarter car 
wash and whipping around the 
stall like an Aggie on PCP listening 
to Sousa. 

The pressures of the Rice 
experience mean that Mark suffers 
a higher suicide, alcoholism, and 
divorce rate than most politicos. 
Teenagers take drugs to escape, 
and Mark Meiches remains 
popular. Some reports have shown 
people who denigrate journalists 
suffer a higher rate of genital warts 
than the general population. 

Very few people admit to being 
from,; South Africa. You can ask 
people who have lived there for 
their entire lives where they are 
from, and they will name some 
small town in East Texas. "No, I 
don't really live here. I just work 
here." These people will go home 
from their jobs taste-testing 
asbestos and immediately pass 
away. I mean, this is a country with 
the blues as well as the black*, 
Janis Joplin came from Port 
Arthur, which has a racial attitude 
much like South Africa's, and her 
music expresses much of the pain 
and anguish of a prolonged bout 
with constipation. 

What is the end result of this 
incessant rambling? Plastic trash 
bags. Everything I write is 
immediately yanked out of the 

Thresher by conservatives (and 
everyone else, once they've read 
the news on the other side) and 
thrown into 3-ply Hefty-Bags. 

Rolling Stone magazine recently 
compiled a list of the ten worst-
dressed journalists in Texas; I am 
two of them. But am I bitter? No. 
Life in America is really hunky-
dory. It's people like me who made 
it okay for people like you to dress 
like people like me. I am not being 
sarcastic. 

Think of it this way: someone 
with no education, manners, or 
employment background can get 
into Rice. If you don't mind 
working in ICSA and exposing 
yourself to Joyce's food, you can 
become a successful engineer. 
Texas City is an especially good 
place for first generation Rice 
grads to go. 

So the American dream goes to 
Rice. Why should people be forced 
to expose themselves to four years 

among people like me in order to 
enjoy economic security? Working 
at the Thresher may pay well, but it 
embodies the same alienation and 
frustration for the worker 
described by Marx. The worker is 
plopped down in front of these 
god-awful terminals and forced to 
eat Domino's pizza on Wednesday 
nights. If people weren't paid a lot 
to do these jobs, we would all be as 
boring as the rest of the student 
body. 

I am not advocating getting rid 
of the Thresher or Meiches or 
Joyce or South Africa. What I am 
asking is that we put our money 
where our mouths are, and dump 
Joyce's food on the starving 
innocents of the world instead of 
on us. That's not just a good idea: 
it's my idea. 

The American dream could be 
wet or she could be a nightmare; 
ether way, ha-ha, I've got her 
phone number. 
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BEYOND THE HEDGES by Frances Egler 

Boy says he'll tumble 
for the Mormons 

In a surprising move last week, 
Brigham Young University asked 
English pop star and bisexual Boy 
George (aka George O'Dowd) to 
become guest lecturer for the fall 
term of this year. Officials have no 
official title for the lecture series 
yet, but say they hope the Boy will 
discuss such topics as bisexuality 
in popular culture and the right 
dress and make-up for your first 
date. This was reported in the BYU 
Daily Polygamist. 

The Mormon Church (which 
runs the school) was unexpectedly 
supportive of the invitation. 
C h u r c h P r e s i d e n t M a r t i n 
Cardinkle said, "Well, sure, he 
(Boy George) is damned and he's 
going to hell already and there's 
really no turning back for his kind, 
so we figured, "what the hey?' 
Besides, I think, God forgive me if 
I'm wrong, and I'm sure he will, 
that the kids need a change of pace 
from the Osmonds." Donny and 
Marie could not be reached for 
comment on Cardinkle's remarks. 

O'Dowd was just ecstatic over 
the prospect of lecturing. "Oh, I 
just love America to death! They're 
such sweeties out there! Those 

Mormons know a good androgyne 
when they see one." When asked 
about the subject of his lectures, 
O'Dowd replied "Yes, 111 keep it 
clean. Wouldn't want them to go 
pushing me into any salt lakes. 
Might ruin my hair, you know?" 

But what the Boy was really 
ecstatic about was being in 
America for the fall fashion 
season. "Wools just do something 
to me; it's indescribable." He 
denied rumours that his group, 
Culture Club, was planning to go 
gospel, though he has decided to 
adopt Donny Osmonds trademark 
purple socks as part of his regular 
couture. 

"I just hope Jon, Mikeyand Roy 
don't get bored stiff with my new 
intelligentsia role. Those boys can 
get awfully fidgety." 

Aggie Korps makes 
discipline fun 

Several issues ago, the Thresher 
reported that Texas A&M 
University had banned some of the 
age-old traditions such as fishbites 
and quadding. As a result, many 
cadets found life at A&M wanting 
and formed a committee, The 
Kadet Korps Kouncil (KKK), to 
come up with better "traditions" 
for the prestigious corps to follow. 

They presented their suggestions 
to Corps Commandant Klink last 
month, the A&M Plowhorse 
reported. 

The first of the KKK's 
suggestions was that, since the 
university has outlawed abuse 
within the Corps, the members 
could have their fun damaging 
innocent people. College Station 
enjoys a relatively low crime rate, 
and local residents need to be 
reminded occasionally that they 
live in the real world. Said Corps 

GiLOOM COUNTY 

President Garth Crackback, "Even 
the innocent deserve a good 
lashing every now and then." 

Second on the list of suggestions 
was the funding of a survivalist 
game at A&M. Teams could be 
composed of any combination of 
Aggies. The only difference in the 
A&M game would be the use ol 
real ammunition. Crackback felt 
this would help get rid of the excess 
of engineers, a recent problem at 
the school. 

The suggestions list was quite 

long but some other possibilities 
were bobbing for piranhas, pin 
the tail on the drill sergeant, and 
(Crackback's favorite) 40-day 
mandatory freshmen fast — "ltH 
toughen them up." 

Commandant Klink was unsure 
which of the KKK's proposals 
would be approved, but none of 
them insulted him. "We're just 
there to show the boys some 
discipline," Klink said, "but som: 
of these things look pretty damn 
fun." 

by Derke Deathbed 

ROLLING THE WHEEL by John Cunyus 
I aint gonna work on Maggie's They were all out on Highway 61. 

farm no more. I'm so tired, I don't 
know what to think. There's a bad 
moon on the rise. 

The night they drove old Dixie 
down, I once had a girl. Or, should 
I say, she once had me. Oh, well. 
You can't always get what you 
want. But if you try sometimes 

The ink is black, the page is 
white. In a white room with black 
curtains, she is waiting. Waiting 
for the sun. Here comes the sun! 
And I say, it's all right. Jesus is just 
all right with me. I don't believe in 
Beatles; I just believe in me. I was 
the walrus; now I'm John. 

All along the watchtower, 
helpless, helpless, helpless, 
helpless. And in my hour of 
darkness, I cant seem to stay in 
step, 'cause she comes every time 
that she pirouettes o'er me — turn, 
turn, turn. She lives in Love Street, 
up around the bend. Her man's 
been gone for nigh on a year. 
Under my' umbrella, everybody 
must get stoned. 

Stoned. Like a rolling stone. 
Hey, Joe, I got you, babe. Or is it 
the visions of Johanna? But 
Victoria was my queen. We all 
need someone we can cream on, 
and if you want to, babe. . . . 

Ah, look at all the lonely people. 

PEPPER by Linn Litton 
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You'd better find somebody to 
love; you've got to hide your love 
away. And in the end, the love you 
take is equal to the love you make. 
Love is a rose, but you'd better not 
pick it. 

Let the sun shine in! Good day, 
sunshine. Joy to the world — all 
the boys and girls. Ahhh, girl. 
Hello, I love you. If you want it 
here it is — come and get it. Hey-
hey, mama, say the way you move. 

I know you Ye deceived me; now 
here's a surprise: the rainbow has a 
beard. Teach your children well. 
Why do we never get an answer? 
I'm going red, and my tongue's 
getting tired. Tired of waiting for 
you. I'm not content to be with you 
in the daytime. 

Come mothers and fathers 
throughout the land. Mrs. Brown 
you've got a lovely daughter. But 
she's not there. In the house of the 
rising sun. Thank you for your 
wine, California. Thank you for 
your sweet and mellow fruits. I 
only can get my rocks off, mama, 
when I'm dreaming. 

This is the end, my only friend, 
the end. Well meet again, don't 
know where, don't know when. Ill 
see you on the dark side of the 
moon. 
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Apple: "Michener, Shmichener — who is this guy? 1 9 

by Not-Schclccn She Una 
In response to all the attention 

surrounding James A. Michcncr's 
recent appearance at Rice, 
Professor of English Max I. Apple 
held a similar discussion at 
Hanszen College commons 
Wednesday. Several hundred 
students, instructors and members 
of the Rice community paid $1.50 
to hear Apple discuss a variety of 
interesting subjects and get their 
copies of The Oranging of America 
autographed. 

Apple, author of the critically-
acclaimed screenplay for Smokey 
Bites the Dust, recently accused 
Michener of being "one of 
America's greatest liars."Speaking 
to his fiction writing class 
Monday, he allegedly said, 
"Michener is a hack who would 
put Hackerman to shame. He 
makes Judy Blume look like 
Thomas Pynchon." 

Most of Apple's discussion 
centered around his upcoming 
900-page novel Meyerland, 
recounting the struggles of the • 
original Jewish families in 

Houston's west-side bedroom 
community. In the book, to be 
published this summer by Simon 
and Schuster, Inc., Apple tells of 

the Meyers, the Bergs and the 
Steins in their epic journey from 
the Third Ward across the Braes 
Bayou into Bellaire in 1930. 

Left to right: Dr. Robert Patten, Dr. Max Apple, MarkMeiches, Mrs. Michener, 
a very wealthy person, Tracy Winn, and an unidentified physical plant 
employee outside the Faculty Club —P. Truzelchowskaya-Smith 

Sex and booze at Rice: Really? Where? 
continued from page 1 

surveys, it rarely produces 
employable graduates. After a few 
seconds of deep thought, Huston 
changed his mind, saying that 
E n g l i s h m a j o r s a re t o o 
impoverished to procreate until 
they get tenure, anyway. 

Regarding chemical indulgence, 
Rice Program Council lame duck 
Brian Marek had a few 
observations. "College students 
are college students, and there's 
nothing you can do to change that. 
If you want to keep up their 
morale, you have to keep prodding 
them with sex, alcohol and rock 
music, sometimes all at the same 
time. The RPC provides all three 
of these necessary elements. Well, 
maybe not the sex. But if you're 
gonna clean up Rice, you may as 
well get rid of the RPC and other 
resume-stuffing organizations." 
Marek added that the folk concerts 
were "still Matt's fault." 

Dr. Robert Haymes, professor 
of space physics and master of Will 

Rice College, recalled that the 
RPC has indeed provided sex to 
students. Marek replied, "A few 
RPC officers sold our — their — 
bodies in the colleges back when 
our finances were getting really 
low. But it saved the RPC and a 
few promising medical careers 
from going under." 

Greanias' semi-panel recom-
mended that the university 
institutionalize sexual activity just 
as it does alcohol. Will Rice senior 
Tom Morgan, president of the 
Marijuana Christian Fellowship at 
Rice and part-time former editor 
of the Thresher, shouted his 
concurrence. "Yeah, man," he said 
in an unusual display of 
enthusiasm. "I'm all for a college 
that spreads and fosters love 
among the student body in any 
way possible. Let's institutionalize 
pot, while we're at it." 

Members of the conservative 
wing of the panel, who became 
noticeably hotter under the collar 

with each passing minute of the 
meeting, finally erupted into 
shouts defaming the character of 
the liberal members, Morgan in 
particular. The shouting escalated 
to a fever pitch, and members from 
both sides began throwing 
furniture. Campus police officers 
finally entered the RMC to break 
up the altercation. 

"I said to the people, 'Surely y'all 
can settle this peacefully!' " 
Assistant Police Chief Mary 
Voswinkel told the Thresher. "So 
they agreed that the issue would be 
determined the way Rice people 
usually settle things." 

The softball game between the 
opposing halves of the Self-Study 
Panel on Campus Morality will 
take place on the MOB practice 
field on Saturday, April 7 at 10:30 
a.m. Greanias and Cuthbertson 
encouraged all Rice students and 
faculty members to come out and 
support their respective points of 
view. 

MEET YOUR 
GENERIC CAMPUS REP 

You've got a Generic Student Rep right on campus. He's your light beer expert 
for whatever excuse you have for getting shit-faced. 

He really knows his light beer. He can tell you how much you need to drink 
to throw up,and how to clean the vomit off your sheets the next morning. 

So before you start guzzling luke-warm light beer, call your Generic 
Campus Rep at 527-4802. He'll help make you really sick. 

•1964 light bear, mc. Bmtm at hon* pta dnca 1963. 

"It's an incredible human 
interest story," Apple said, 
perspiring with the passion of a 
true author. "To this day, Jewish 
men divide the Bayou and walk 
across it just as their wives are in 
labor so their babies can be born in 
the Medical Center. Then, when 
the children turn 25, they can 
return to the .Medical Center with 
their families and their M.D. 
degrees to live happy, productive, 
American lives." 

The novel also describes in 
agonizing detail Meyer's battles 
against the construction of Texas 
Southern University for Negroes 
on prime investment land. It 
devotes several chapters to his 
descendants' fight to stop the 
intrusion of Loop 610. "Aside 
from the Jewish Community 
Center and the Galleria," Apple 
said, "this particular area of 
Houston has remained virtually 
unchanged since 1950." The 
opening of Edgar O. Lovett 
Elementary School in 1959, he 
added, contributed greatly to the 
educational prestige of the area. 

One student in the audience 
asked Apple what it takes to be a 
writer. "Take English 311 and 312, 
you twit!" was Apple's terse 
response. "If a student comes up to 
me and says, 'Dr. Apple, I've had 
three unsuccessful marriages, 
countless abortions and parents 
who threw pineapples at me, and I 
think I'm ready to be a writer,' I 
wont be impressed. I'll say, 'Did 
you make A's in 251 and 2527 Have 
you taken my writing courses 
yet?'" 

Dissertations 
Term 
Resumes 

Refuting Michener's claim that 
Judaism is sexist, Apple reminded 
his audience that no ethnic group 
respects motherhood as much as 
The Chosen People. "What Jewish 
women miss out on in religious 
practices, they make up for in 
domestic practices," he noted. 
"Would this face lie to you?" 

Apple discussed at length the 
role Rice University should play in 
America's academic and athletic 
fields of endeavor. Members of the 
audience suggested such roles as 
Maggie in Cat on a Hot Tin Roof 
and Tybalt in Shakespeare's 
Romeo and Juliet. Apple opted for 
something more forceful. "I'd like 
to see Rice taking the lead in 
education in Texas and around the 
nation. I personally would go for 
Captain Queeg in The Caine 
Mutiny. 

Finally, Apple disagreed with 
Michener on the kind of job a 
prospective writer should take. 
Whereas Michener said that the 
ideal job would be giving change in 
a New York subway station, Apple 
remarked, "No, that's ludicrous. I 
wouldn't be caught dead in a New 
York subway station. 1 think a 
better job would be flying cocaine 
across the border. God knows you 
meet a few interesting people doing 
that." 

Apple closed the diacuaaoa with 
a bizarre anecdote about an 
electrical engineering major who 
confused him with an . Apple 
Macintosh* computer. The 
perplexed student spent several 
minutes searching for Apple's 
"mouse." 

Because finals is 
comm 

WE CHANGE 
HANDWRITING 

Self service copies 
available...for a price 

Two locations to serve you: 
Rice Stadium, ticket booths 
After Dark, ask for Blackie 

AND SENTENCE 
STRUCTURE. 

'Steps to Chem. Lec., anytime 
Red backpack, Dark beer. 

ILSAT G M A T G R E 
MCAT NASA CIA GSA 
FNMA PHD PDQ OB-
GYN LAGNAF NCAA 
Tough tests, Tough 
answers, Tough shit. 
You've been screwing 
around for the past four 
years, and want to do well 
on your graduate exams? 
Fat chance! Well, here's 
your chance to screw the 
system...at Gabe Kaplan 
we teach you the funny 
answers to those boring 
tests. You may not do so 
well, but then you don't 
have to worry about getting 

a lot of sleep the night 
before either. For example: 
List the ideals of Marxism: 

f MARPO, 
Chico 

See how easy it is? Give us 
.a call today, you won't be 
sorry...just stupid. 

KAPLAN 
Specializing In stand up 

sine* 1972. 
555-7453 

Backataga, tha Improv. 
Lot Angataa. CA 90082 
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THRESHER FINE ARTS 

Art makes social registers ring, pretentious critic sing 
Art 
In Houston 
Through the Post-Modern Era 

While it is true in Houston, as in 
the rest of the civilized world, that 
the plebians go to exhibits to see 
the art and the members of society 
go to be seen, there is good art in 
Houston which can be seen 
without one's being stricken from 
the social register., This is the art 
that appears at the Contemporary 
Arts Museum, that bastion of 
culture on Bissonet (bis-oh-nay) 
and Montrose. 

The CAM, as it is affectionately 
referred to by its admirers and 
loyal patrons, keeps Houston 
aware of the very furthest 
boundaries that Art has been 
pushed to in the post-modern 
world, and is therefore worthy of 
location in such a forward-looking 
city. 

Its counterpart across the street, 
the MFA, houses rejects from the 
CAM, dusting them off and 
flaunting their outdatedness as a 
worthy quality. Occasionally, the 
MFA (which deserves our 
sympathy , having only an 

MM* 
Woman with Comb, Picasto; Madonna with Child, Matisse; and Untitled, an 
abbreviation and not an acronym) 
is permitted by the CAM to have a 
truly great show, such as the 
indescribable Lee Krasner exhibit 
of several months ago. Such finely 
chiseled, delicately posed works 
have rarely been seen in the West 
before, and despite the shoddy job 
that the MFA did in throwing 
together the show (wasting our 
time with such intrusive bits of 
information like chronology and 

the history of the artist in 
America), 1 stumbled out of the all-
too-brief show like a pilgrim 
returning from Mecca. 

To further demonstrate how 
weak the MFA's conception of art 
is, a current exhibit in their upper 
gallery (which due to journalistic 
courtesy shall remain nameless) 
shows solely the work of a foreign 
country and there are cards on the 
wall wri t ten in a foreign, 

early Jackson Pollack 
communistic language. 

But of course what really makes 
the CAM worthwhile is its own 
modesty. Despite their exception-
lessly good art, they never flaunt 
their own role in the exhibit. This is 
obvious in their taste of 
architecture, which is modest and 
unobtrusive and always subsumed 
by the artworks themselves. A 
further proof of the modesty of the 
CAM is their refusal to keep the 

great works they show in a 
permanent collection (unlike the 
gluttonous MFA), but rather share 
them with the rest of the world. 

Needless to add, the CAM 
bookstore is considerably more 
marvellous than that of the MFA 
The MFA's bookstore includes 
mainly irrelevant material such as 
books on the following subjects: 
art, history of art, crafts and craft 
techniques, and other didactic 
paraphernalia. 

The CAM bookstore is properly 
f i l led with pr ice less (bu t 
reasonable priced) postcards, 

. children's books, toys, puzzles and 
shiny pink pencils. 

What I mean to say is that for art 
to be good, it doesn't matter what 
medium is used, or what century 
it was created in, or what 
nationality the artist was (so long 
as he came from either a wealthy 
Western country or a poor country 
whose government abuses its 
citizens), or what the artist 
intended. For art to be good in the 
post-modern world, all it must do 
is be seen in the CAM. 
— Devorah Marie- Therese Lynn 

Knafelmaun, et alia 

Traffic symphony with Latin title jams the senses splendidly 
Urbb 

Tnfflc 
4:43 p.m. 

In this lackluster era of 
polyester, pay toilets, and the New 
Right, it is difficult, if not 
impossible, to find a musical work 
which transcends the mediocrity of 
our civilization and truly warrants 
the sobriquet, "masterpiece." 

Because of this, I decided that in 
order to even find such a work, I 
would have to write it myself. It is 
this incomparab ly s tunning 
musical tour de force of mine 
which will be reviewed in this 
article. 

The piece is entitled, simply yet 
poignantly, Sonus Urbis ("sound 
of the city," for you slime who took 
useless languages like German and 

French). The basic objective of the 
work is twofold . Firs t , it 
overcomes the psychological 
barrier between performer and 
listener by eliminating the former. 
Finally, it correlated the musical 
ethos with the listener's own 
personality; enhancing the karma, 
the brain-wave compatability, and 
other nuts-and-dates/ California-
type facets of the listening 

experience. 
How, one may wonder, was I 

able to accomplish such an earth-
shatteringly brilliant feat? The 
answer is simplicity itself. Sonus 
Urbis requires no orchestra, no 
soloist, no concert hall, no 
program notes, and no silly 
blinking lights. The work, for the 
listener, consists quite simply of 
driving to 1-45 during rush hour, 

SUPERLATIVE MOVIE Of THE WEEK bv I. Claudius Neath 
Sahara 
Directed by Andrew V. McLaglen 

Only once in a lifetime does a 
cinemagraphic spectacle such as 
Sahara come along. This is 
undoubtedly the best example to 
date of the unquestionable 
superiority of the American film 
i n d u s t r y in g e n e r a l , a n d 
MGM/UA in particular. 

Brooke Shields is Dale Gordon, 
the teenage heiress to the fortune 
left by her dead father, R.J. 
Gordon (Steve Forrest). While at 
his death-bed, Dale makes a 
promise to win the first Sahara 
International Rally in her father's 
new car. The plot is new, original, a 
gigantic breath of fresh air. It 

and drama. Rather, her entire 
body is used to convey her acting 
prowess. 

Lambert Wilson (Prince Jaffar) 
is totally out-acted by this 
Princeton freshman. Yet, his 
performance is still exemplary. So 
too are those of the many notable 
British actors in this masterpiece: 
Sir John Mills, John Rhys-Davies, 
and Ronald Lacey. 

Yet it is Brooke who steals the 
film. Her portrayal of Dale is 
unique, unquestionably an Oscar-
winning performance. 

But one must also pay the 
recognition that is due to the 
directors, producers (including 
Terri Shields), and cinematogra-
phers. The camera work is the best 

Even the only film ever to come 
as close as this to perfection, HOT 
DOG... The Movie, is unworthy to 
be compared with Sahara. 
Director Peter Markle, actor 
David Naughton, and actress 
Shannon Tweed are dwarfed by 
the unparalleled excellence found 
consistently throughout Sahara. 
Comparing HOT DOG...The 
Movie to this work of brilliance is 
like comparing a match to a billion 
trillion jillion supernovas all 
exploding with unimaginable force 
and power simultaneously. 

A whole new category of words 

needs to be created in order to do 
justice to this film; using mere 
superlatives would be insulting 
and degrading. 

You, all of your friends and 
relatives, and all of their friends 
and relatives and all of their friends 
and relatives should see this film, 
not only once, but over and over 
and over. But be warned, after 
seeng this film, this masterpiece of 
perfection, you will never, ever be 
able to enjoy another movie again. 
Never. 

— I. Claudius Neath 

sitting down in the middle of the 
road, and listening to the sounds 
around him. Because the work is 
rather lengthy (2 hours, 36 
minutes, 9 seconds), one might 
find a lawn chair to be of some 
utility in the enjoyment of this 
masterpiece. 

The work fuses the inner being 
with its environment; making the 
soul of the individual an integral 
c o m p o n e n t of our l iv ing , 
breathing, organic society. It 
overwhelms the mind with a 
seemingly unstructured universe of 
audial, visual, and even olfactory 
images. Yet within the deep recess 
of the mind, these images are 
molded into a perfect, symmetric 
universe, with the mind, itself, at 
the center. Here, at last, lies the 
essence of humanity, the very key 
to the universe. 

Could it be that humanity has 
achieved perfection at such an 
early age? Could it be that the 
dialectical process of musical 
history has, at long last, reached its 
fruition? On 1-45 lies the answer. 

—Larry G. Spears 

Written words fail miserably in describing this dynamic still shot from Sahara. 

seems as though nothing has been-
borrowed from any other film, 
past or present. 

Shields' acting is flawless, sheer 
perfection. Unlikf other actresses' 
noted for their beauty, she does not 
re ly on s i m p l i s t i c f a c i a l 
expressions to carry the emotion 

that I have ever seen. McLaglen 
ranks at the top of the greatest 
directors ever: Hitchcock, Fellini, 
Kubrick, Gance, and Tati. He has 
combined the best elements of 
these, the best in their genre. 

Not even the British could top 
this masterpiece. 

This Desk Can Reach Mach %. 
Well, actually Mach 1, 
maybe Mach .7, well, call 
it .5, hell, we can't get 
the damn thing off the 
ground. But if they hadn't 
cut our funding, man, this 
baby could blow anything out of the sky. I 
mean, when you think about it, 75 million 
isn't too much to pay for state of the art 
technology, both in a i rcraf t and 
wrenches. Even if they don't meet range 
and payload specifications, they look 
really neat shooting off those carrier 
decks. Anyway, we'd really like to teach 
you how to fly one, and if you're the kind 
of guy who can kill people on command, 
then we'd like to talk to you. (So would a 
lot of psychologists.) 

Navy Internment Center, The Wharf, San Franciaeo, CA 

Name Addreaa 

Since you're educated, 
you would get to be an 
officer, which is really 

great, since you could give 
ordara to enlisted men, 

which is fun. We figure, 
if you went to the trouble to go to school, 
you deserve to be a member of the ruling 
class, right? Navy flying is exciting too, 
ask any Air Force pilot. Would you land a 
plane on a couple of moving football fields 
at around 300 mph? They'll tell you you're 
crazy. Yes, the Navy is looking for a 
special breed of man. (Sorry, no women on 
the ships, they're bad luck.) Fill out the 
coupon, come in for an interview, and 
you'll be shooting off on a carrier before 
you can say "Hello Sailor." 

Hell Yea! I want to live on a big, alow moving, nuclear target 

Phone - Can we call you at home, Big Boy? 

Thin conatitutee permiaaion to mail you eeveral ton* of literature over the next 20 year*. 

Navy Officers Get Blown Out of the Water Fast. 
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DOMINIQUE'S 
PARLOR 
Corner of Main 
at Klrby, or call: 
630-8614. 

We Wrote the Book 
on Fast Delivery 

If you can't score because of bad timing and poor 
execution, ask Dominique. At Dominique's we work fast to 
satisfy our customers for thirty minutes. So give us a call, 
and we'll let you check someone out. Our girls carry less 
than ten diseases. 

DOMINIQUE'S 
PARLOR 

One 
Dollar 
Off! 
Any guy who has a 12 inch 
"Destroyer." 

Two 
Dollars 
Off! 
Any 34-22-34 
minutes. 

nm 
DOMINIQUE'S 
PARLOR 

for 30 

Any time's a wild time when you wear condoms on 
your fingers. They're great for keeping dirt out from 
under your fingernails when gardening. And they're 
always good for a few laughs when shaking hands with 
important people. To get yours, stop in any truck stop 
men's room or well stocked pharmacy. 

Five Fingers 
is all it takes. 
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THIS SE'ENNIGHT by I. Ambritish Neath 
Theatre 

Great British Play. The Annual Texas Department 
of Corrections Theatre Festival will begin on April 1 
in Huntsville. Since the only plays recognised as 
being worth seeing are British, TDC has decided to 
put on the best play ever written by the best 
playwright ever, Hamlet. This years production will 
star Bobby-Joe "Mad Dog" Arlington as Hamlet 
and special guest artist from the Tennessee 
Department of Corrections, Billy-Bob "Slick" 
DuPree as Polonius. Performances will be at the 
Walls Unit Centre for Fine Arts in Huntsville at 8 
p.m. nightly from April 2 until April 11. 

"Mad Dog" deciding whether "to be or not to be" 

World Premiere. The Alley Theatre, in connexion 
.with the Houston Symphony Orchestra, will present 
the world premiere of Sighting of Godot, Samuel 
Beckett's long awaited sequel to Waiting for Godot, 
on April 4 at 8 p.m. in Jones Hall. Beckett, who is 
very close to being British, originally planned only 
one play. Upon discovering that most of the world 
had ignored his message and to rectify his honour, he 
realised that two more plays were in order. Maestro 
Comissiona, who once went to Britain, will star as 
the young man who, when his philosophical doubts 
were at their greatest, finally spotted the elusive 
symbol of all that is not British. The conclusion to 
this trilogy, Capture of Godot, will be premiered 
next year. Oh, We nearly forgot, also on the 
programme is the best play that the colonies could 
muster, something about a crucible or some rot like 
that. 

Film 

Caligula. Bellaire Cinema is continuing its exclusive 
engagement of Caligula. This undisputable classic, 
co-produced by Bob Guccione and Time-Of-Your-
Life Films, scientifically explores the deep 
psychological problems of the infamous Roman 
emperor. Guccione's statement is clear: the 
common man, be it 2000 years ago or 2000 years 
hence, will never achieve the perfection, the 
splendour, the honour, the elegance, the wit, or the 
charm, of the British. This touching, heartwarming, 
inspirational work of art will be shown at 1:45,4:30, 
7:15, and 9:45 p.m. Due to the artistic merit of the 
film, plus the enormous budget involved, the 
Bellaire Cinema must charge $6 at the door ($10 for 
couples). Vaseline is complimentary. 

Art 

New Sculpture Downtown. After the great success 
of placing Joan Miro's Personage and Birds in front 
of the Texas Commerce Tower downtown, the Bank 
of the Southwest has announced it will unveil its new 
sculpture, by Basil Miro, a naturalised Briton and 
younger brother of Joan. Entitled Personage 
without a Stiff Upper Lip, the work represents 
dehumanising influence by the ever-encroaching, 
automated, computerised world away from the 
Empire. The unveiling will be on April 2 at 3:00 p.m. 
Tea and biscuits will be served for the benefit of the 
civilised afterwards. 

Comissiona finally spots Godot in Beckett's new play 

Personage without stiff upper lip, by Basil Miro 
Literary Events 

Hackerman's Memoirs. Along with his 
announcement that he will retire next year, President 
Hackerman also announced his intention of 
presenting the first c o $ of his forthcoming book to 
the Fondren Library. Untitled as yet, the book is a 
philosophical treatise on the parallels between the 
decline of the Rice football team and the decline of 
America after 1776. The solution, Dr. Hackerman 
states, is not easy. For the fjr^t problem, Rice 
students and faculty should provide more support 
for the team, a degree in football should be offered 
(B.S.), and that more money should go towards 
sports. But for the more important problem, the 
President suggests, America should support Great 
Britain in every possible way, should honour 
outstanding British citizens like Margaret Thatcher, 
and should pour 100 percent of the colonies' 
resources into restoring the greatest empire that the 
world has ever seen. Long Live The Queen! 

GANJA BRINGS NEW LIFE! 
TRY IT AND SEE! 

LET GANJA COME INTO YOUR LUNGS 
AND YOU SHALL BE REBORN! 

This message brought to you jointly by: 

MARIJUANA CAMPUS MINISTRIES, 
YOUNG REPUBLICAN RASTAFARIANS 



THRESHER SPORTS 

Wimpy women's sports wiped out to trim expenses 
by Jeanne Scooper 

Director of women's athletics 
Martha Hawthorne announced 
today that all Rice women's sports 
teams would cease to exist next 
year, in a generous effort to 
support the football team. 
Consistently more competitive 
than the men's teams in every 

sport, the women's teams for years 
have, in Hawthorne's words, 
"needlessly stolen publicity, 
alumni donations, and fans" from 
the football Rice Owls. 

When reminded that the 
football team's losing tradition 
since 1963 might have something 
to do with it, Hawthorne 

commented, "They may be losers, 
but at least they're sincere." 

She continued, "Sure, our girls 
are winners in volleyball, 
basketball, track, swimming, and 
tennis, but you have to remember, 
in general the rules are easier in 
girls' games, and the competition 
isnt very tough." Hawthorne cited 

SWIMMING 

Hack flings cold cash at aquajocks 
by Regis Fillbin 

Those fabulous Rice fluid-
floggers are getting their act 
together and taking it to the pool 
this season. In a surprise move last 
Saturday, President Norman 
Hackerman "hacked" ten million 
clams off the Rice football budget 
and gave it all to the previously 
non-scholarship Rice men's 
swimming team. When asked 
about his reasons for the move, 
Hackerman explained, uWell, 
swimming is done in the water, 
whereas football is not, unless it 
rains, and then only kind of." 

The seven-man aqua-jock squad 
was understandably excited about 
this practical application of Acco 
305. Each team member has been 

granted a full GUCCI scholarship: 
Girls, Unending Cash, and Cars 
Included. 

The team has planned several 
big projects to help braek in the 
new budget, including a trip to the 
Caribbean for Christmas training, a 
bevy of Swedish masseuses, and a 
new set of matching electric team 
toothbrushes. 

Rice men's captain Stumpy 
Hodges, the team's only quadruple 
amputee, felt the money was a long 
time coming. "Even with the 
money saved on my warmup 
bottoms, we still have trouble 
making ends meet." Stumpy, who 
placed an admirable S3rd in a 55-
man field at the Conference meet, 

SPORTS NOTES 
Akeem Olajuwon has decided to 

forgoe his final year of eligibility at 
the University of Houston and will 
sign with the Rice Owls sometime 
this week, reliable sources say. 
Said Olajuwon, "The superior 
electrical engineering program at 
Rice prodded me to continue my 
educational endeavors at such a 
prestigious institution of higher 
learning. It is at Rice where I desire 
to pursue my interests in robotics 
and microchip technology. My 
former university, despite its 
nonpareil basketball team, softly 
lacks a well-developed program in 
those fields of my choosing." 

When asked if there were any 
sports-related motives for the 
switch, Akeem responded, "I feel 
very guilty about the proliferation 
of uncalled goaltending violations 
on my part during the Southwest 
Conference postseason classic. 
The transfer to Rice shall furnish 
me with every opportunity to 
repay my debt." 

No reason was offered for his 
uncharacteristic reticence. 

The football Owls were mixed in 

FREE 
COAT HANGERS 

• Do-lt-youraall pregnancy termination 
• Pra-mada on hand for advica 
a Uaad birth control devicee on aale 

Wire Loop Clinic 

527-4096 

RMC Darkroom 
2nd Floor, Rice Memorial Center 

uses only his tongue for 
propulsion. 

Is it difficult? "Not really," says a 
modest Stumpy, also affectionate-
ly known as "Kickball" by the guys 
on the team. "Doing weights is 
tough, though. The bench isn't 
ideally suited for tongue lifts; last 
year I started to bulk out and 
almost suffocated. With the new 
bucks, I'm getting a real tongue 
machine." 

Stumpy declined to comment 
much on the student-athlete 
controversy here at Rice. "If 
Hackerman finds out we are good 
students, we will lose our 
GUCCIs," he said. 

The newly endowed team takes 
to the road today for a two-week 
swim meet at the icy pools of 
Colorado Barbers College. 

a frequent comment of former 
Thresher staffer Matt Petersen, 
delivered whenever he read the 
women's cross country times: "I 
could beat that." She also 
responded to the frequent 
accusations that women basketball 
players don't jump, explaining, 
"It's true. We have to use mirrors 
for anything over two inches." 

Recent Title IX interpretations 
encouraged Hawthorne's move. 
She commented, "Since the 
government now says Rice only 
has to give money on an equal 
basis to men and women for 
specific programs, I see that we've 
been incredibly wasteful by having 
volleyball and swim teams when 
the men dont." 

Hawthorne confided, "We've 
always had cost-cutting measures 
in the past to help out the boys, 
such as buying smaller uniforms to 
save on material — although that 
actually gave the girls' teams more 
fans — and not turning the lights 
on all the way in Autry Court when 
a game is on — those girls all have 

sharp eyes anyway, and it 
improves their feel for the ball." 

Hawthorne added, "I've always 
felt that the girls have gotten too 
much publ ic i ty for thei r 
scholarship, 'they could get in to 
Rice anyway,' and all that crap. 

Martha Hawthorne 

when everyone knows that 
teachers like girls better than boys 
anyway. Now the girls will get a 
chance to prove what good 
scholars they are without the 
benefit of a nice workout to 
stimulate their brains." 
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their reactions to the new SWC 
rule permitting masseuses in the 
locker room. Lineman Pall 
"Horny" Tirer exclaimed, "Man, 
now that we got us some pussy 
waiting for us in the locker room, 
we got uŝ  something to win for." 
Echoed teammate Worden Mopp, 
"It should beat the usual fare we 
get when we're locked away at the 
Hilton before games. Cheaper, 
too." 

Not everyone was pleased with 
such an idea, though. "Well 
probably wind up with TRG's who 
know as much about massaging 
James Watt knows about tact," 
said a non-starter who refused to 
be identified. 

Remarked Watson Brown 
about the rule change, "It's 
something I can live with. Hoo, 
boy, can I live with it." When 
reporter Alan Mathiowhatziz-
name informed him that the 
masseuses are meant for the 
players, Brown bellowed, "Just a 
minor technicality. They wouldn't 
deny a $1.2 million man, would 
they?" 

The sessions are open only to 
players and Maranatha members. 

"We fooled around 
and almost had some fun. / / 

When you're ready to try a 
menage a trols, what should 
you do? Some think you 
should go ahead and enjoy 
It. But think again. Because 
with a threesome, your 
problems are only begin 
nlng. 

Three-play can lead to 
other things. Like foreplay. 
Many have even tried one 
play. (Also known as playing 
with yourself) And that can 
cause blindness. 

This Is tragic, but not sur 
prising Since many three 
somes received misleading 

counseling before sex. Or no 
counseling at all. 

We have a better solution, 
if you want to talk about sex, 
we listen. And then make 
you feel guilty. If you want to 
leam how to keep fun out of 
sex, we'll tell you the truth. 
Most of all, we'll try to make 
sex as unpleasant as 
possible. 

If you need help. If you 
want to help, or If you w&nt to 
know more, send us money, 
it could keep someone from 
having fun. Maybe you. 

• I can't Ignore the prob- ' 
lems of fun sex. Enclosed Is | 
SlO. | 
• I want to know more. | 
Send 8X10 glossies. Here's , 
$20. | 
• 1 wan t to expe r i ence 
unpleasant sex. Here's $100 
per hour. ' 
Name i_ ' 
Address ' 
city. State. Zip. 
Telephone 

6100 S. Main 
Houston, TX 77005 

I 
I 
I 
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713-527-8101 
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Back page editor fired, killed; five hospitalized 
The Thresher staff was 

surprised on Wednesday night 
when the poor, deranged engineer 
and backpage editor Hal 
Wiedeman kicked open the door, 
announced "I'm in charge", and 
proceeded to spray the area with 
automatic fire. Luckily, the sot had 
been drinking mass quantities of 
Dos Equis and missed everyone. 
Mark Mitchell, the editor, reacted 
quickly and pulled out his .357 
magnum and opened fire. Hal 
dove behind the ad desk for cover. 
A protracted exchange took place 
and the water cooler exploded in 
shards of plastic. 

Our peerless leader asked "What 
the fuck do you think you're 

doing?" "I want an end to this 
bullshit with a nice Thresher", 
came Hal's reply. "Blow it out your 
ass" replied our sublime and 
righteous leader. "No prisoners!" 
Hal yelled and let off another burst, 
taking out the business manager 
and the accounts receivable. 
Unbeknownst to the poor deluded 
fool, Jeanne Cooper, chief 
hatchetperson, was behind the 
FARTs desk with a grenade. "You 
get one last chance, Hal," said our 
canny leader as he motioned to 
Jeanne to start her move. "Never," 
Hal started to say when the 
grenade was thrown. He deftly 
scooped up the grenade and 
lobbed it into the production 
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Springtime brings election fever to the Thresher 
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room, killing and maiming 5 
people. As Hal threw the grenade, 
Mark got off a snap-shot and 
plugged him in the back. Hal fell to 
the ground and started bleeding all 
over the tear sheets. "You're fired," 
Mark said, as he administered the 
coup de grace. "Anybody else have 
any problems around here?" he 
snarled. 

Our benevolent and most 
excellent editor then declared 
martial law and decreed that he 
should be hereafter referred to 
with at least one honorific 
preceeding his name. We at the 
Thresher agree with Him and his 
.357. 
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Rice bankrupt, Hack resigns 
Rio De J a n e i r o — Pres ident 
Norman Q. (The Sack) Sackerman 
sent his formal letter of resignation 
to the b o a r d of g o v e r n o r s 
yesterday via telex. Sources near 
the president claimed that his 
resignation had "nothing to do 
with the missing 350 million 
dollars," but was instead a much-
needed vacation after years of 
grubbing bucks from surly alumni 
and absolute strangers. 

The fantastic turn of events that 
b a n k r u p t e d R i c e U n i v e r s i t y 
started Tuesday when the Chicago 
commodities market made a call 
on Rice's option to buy 10,000 
freight-car loads of bird litter. As 
the rumours spread that the big R, 
as Rice is known in trading circles, 
couldn't meet its call, the vultures 
swept in for the kill. By 3:00, the 

New York Stock exchange was 
panicking as the 350 million dollar 
portfolio at tempted liquidation. 
By Wednesday, Rice was in hock 
up to its eyeballs and the last 
desperate attempt to put up Lovett 
Hall as collateral for the gas wells 
collapsed. 

Where did the money go? The 
Thresher (and for that matter, the 
New York Times) was unable to 
find out for certain. However, in 
the spirit of scurrilous leftist 
journalism, both staffs combined 
their resources to make an 
"educated guess." The first 
interesting fact in the case is that 
the Chase made a transfer of 
approximately 100 million dollars 
in Kruegerands to the Union 
Banque de Credi t Suisse in 
L a u s a n n e , S w i t z e r l a n d o n 
Monday . In addit ion, Morgan 

Guarantee Trust transferred an 
addit ional 50 million dollars in 
Apple stock to the Bermuda Off-
shore Savings and Loan. An 
u n s u b s t a n t i a t e d r u m o u r ( f r o m 
employees at HAL) places the 
blame on Apple for the collapse in 
a bizarre a t tempt to get out of the 
M a c con t r ac t . The combined 
resources of the Thresher and the 
New York Times were insufficient 
to trace the whereabouts of the rest 
of the money, a l though rumours 
surfaced that a metric ton of 
pharmaceutical-grade cocaine was 
s tashed in the safe at the 
R e g i s t r a r ' s o f f i c e o v e r t h e 
weekend. The Registrar's office 
r e f u s e d c o m m e n t o n t h e 
allegation, but several employees 
were observed with very runny 
noses. 

—Horace Aloysious Lint 

Board declares martial law 
by Horatio Alrhi Langley 

The Rice Board of Governors 
declared martial law today in the 
Rice University area after a secret 
all-night session. In a startling 
move, the hoard was able to 
arrange for the full pardon and 
release of James C. (Humpy) 
P a r k e r f r o m the T e x a s 
Department of Corrections. 
Parker was serving 5 to 10 for 

water-torturing prisoners in some 
obscure Southeast Texas town. 
The board has decided to engage 
Parker as a trouble shooter during 
the recent rioting at Rice. 

The board found it necessary to 
take such drastic measures after 
several enraged students lynched 
Joyce Rubash during the general 
rioting following the Hack's 
resignation. Although the rioting 
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lasted until approximately 
Thursday night, when Humpy 
swept through the rabble, the 
Board thought that things needed 
a strong hand to prevent future 
chaos. 

Humpy's first order of buisness 
was retaking the Tidelands which 
had been seized Wednesday by a 
bunch of hippy freaks. Parker's 
truncheon-wielding, jack-booted, 
leather-clad motorcycle troops 
roared in the back entrance 
Thursday night and swept through 
the former motel like a chainsaw 
through raw meat. Resistance was 
fierce, but bongs and beer bottles 
in the hands of addled freaks are 
no match for semi-automatic 
weapons in the hands of expert 
ubermenschen. 

Humpy immediately converted 
the Tidelands to a gigantic holding 
compound, complete with fire 
hoses. As Humpy put it, "even if 
they get by the dogs and the .50 
caliber machine-gun nest, them 
suckers gotta deal with a ten-foot 
high barbed wire fence. Hell, we're 
even thinking about putting in new 
shower stalls..." 

see Dachaulands, page 8 

New Core Curriculum 
The Committee on Undergraduate 
Affairs adopted unanimously the 
protocols of the new core 
curriculum. The Committee, 
realizing that Rice's bankruptcy 
would alter things significantly, 
ha s c h a n g e d g r a d u a t i o n 
requirements. The new require-
ments place more emphasis on zen 
science. "Science and engineering 
are extremely expensive these days 
and we thought that by dropping 
all actual lab courses, we could 
save hut-loads of bucks." The new 
lab courses are based on the 
philosophy of the Maharishi 
Falwell which states tha t 
experiments do not actually haVe 
to be done as long as you already 
know the results. As everybody 
knows from freshman chem lab, 
the labbies already know the 
results. It therefore stands to 
reason that if the labbies handed 
out the samples and let everyone 
know exactly what was in them, 
the students could then perform 
the experiments in their mind. The 
advantages of this are obvious. No 
more expensive upkeep on 

equipment and chemicals, no more 
silver nitrate on people's hands, 
and a better GPA for all. 

The same philosophy will be 
carried over to the academ courses. 
Instead of holding classes on 
literature, students could just read 
the books and sign a pledge stating 
that they had pontificated 
sufficiently on the subject to total 
strangers^ 

This philosophy would also 
be applied to the more mundane 
operations on campus such as 
Central Kitchens. The costs of 
serving actual food are outrageous 
these days. A ham and rye 
sandwich with potato chips and 
jello costs nearly 14 these days. 
Central Kitchens would be turned 
into a photography lab where 
Joyce's minions would prepare 
gourmet meals and photograph 
them. The pictures would then be 
distributed, along with vitamins 
and water, and students could 
imagine themselves to be at 
the Warwick club, dining with the 
C^te" —H. A. Lamm 

Fun In Rio With El Hacko 
Rio is very nice this time of year, 

and El Hacko's palatial estate on 
the hills is reasonably cool. With 
seventeen bedrooms, and twenty 
baths, the mansion is a masterpiece 
of understatement. The Olympic-
size swimming pool and squash 
court, kept by a platoon of loyal 
deaf-mutes, are among the simple 
pleasures that El Hacko enjoys 
during his autumn years. 

The Thresher business manager 
protested at first when I and my 
loyal body-guard Guido requested 
funds for our first-class airfare and 
suite in Rio, but a few moments of 
friendly persuasion on the RMC 
roof convinced him of our needs 
and he even threw in expenses. Todd 
can be visited at Ben Tatib in the 
intensive care section between the 
hours of 9 and 10 a.m. He should be 
able to talk as soon as they 
disconnect the respirator. 

El Hacko was not to be found at 
his estate, so Gtiido and 1 decided 

to investigate the local brothels in 
the hopes of finding some clue as to 
his whereabouts. 2,000 dollars and 
four amazing hours later, we still 
had not found him, but then again, 
we weren't trying very hard. We 
struck paydirt in a seamy bar just 
outside the Hilton. 

Mescalin in Rio is an experience 
that must be experienced to be 
believed. Guido doesnt often 
freak-out at the sight of roaches 
but this one reminded him of El 
Hacko. He jumped off the bar-
s tool and s t a r t ed raving 
incoherently about El Hacko and 
coke as he ground the roach into 
small pieces. Three large 
Colombian types appeared out of 
nowhere and escorted us to the 
presence where our fate would be 
determined. El Hacko looked 
upon us with displeasure and said, 
"What the hell do you think you're 
doing!" I thought we were done 
for. * 

see Dead Meat, page 17 
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