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Christ Named Grad 
  

Special to The HOYA 

  

In a startling revelation, Assistant to 
the President Charles Meng has an- 

nounced that Jesus Christ, famed first 
century theologian, will be this year’s 

commencement speaker. 
University President Timothy Hea-' 

ly, S.J., commented that the honor 

bestowed on Georgetown would help 
put it on the map. “‘If our basketball 
team didn’t get them the message, I’m 
sure this will,”’ he remarked. 

Meng outlined the way in which the 
news was revealed. ‘‘I was sitting at my 
desk, sipping Perrier, when Father 
Healy burst into the room. He was 
glassy-eyed and just stared at me. 
‘““‘This is bigger than that NCAA 
championship,” he said, ‘even bigger 
than Pat Ewing.’ 

‘““‘You mean—you mean He’s 

Void Office Gets Swept Away 
  

by Tobacco Row 
Void Retread 

  

The Void office in O’Gara was 
stolen yesterday in what GUPS officer 
Eureka Hoover called an extraor- 
dinarily clean sweep. ‘‘That’s right,” 
declared the officer, ‘‘a gigantic 

broom swept the second floor clean 
off its roost.”’ 

Eyewitnesses to this sweptacle 

reported that the broom appeared to 

be a late model O’’ Cedar. 
Although no suspects have been ar- 

rested it is widely rumored that Greg 
Sawers, despondent over Mardiks 
and Perez’s sweeping victory, took one 
last swipe at Georgetown’s favorite 

bird cage liner. When contacted by the 
HOYA, Sawers denied the sweeping 
allegations. “I wouldn't sweep the 

floor with that rag.’ 
Upon hearing the news that her fief- 

dom had been swept away, Void 
Editor Vicky Robinson hurled herself 
in front of a Georgetown Maintenance 
man’s broom. She was last seen being 
swept into a body bag (size small). 
Void hangers-on Mark Wade and 
Maria ‘‘Cat Woman’’ Laurino called 

for an immediate investigation and 

Father Tim Healy, S.J. auctioning off lunch for four at Clyde’s with the Savior 

during the Senior Auction. A group of SBA juniors copped the ‘First Brunch’’ 

come?’ I asked in disbelief. 
‘Yes’ was his solemn reply.” 

Meng explained that after the initial 

shock, the Second Healy duo raced up 

to the third floor where they worked 
with Public Relations Director Wesley 
Christenson to coordinate spreading 

the good news. 
It seems that Healy had some sort of 

vision in which a ‘‘shaggy-looking’’ 
character addressed him. ‘Father 
McSorely’s class is down the hall,”’ he 
first replied, but recalling the pictures 
in “his childhood Sunday 
lessons, he quickly countered with, 
“How would you like to be our 
graduation speaker? Maggie couldn’t 
make it, and Reagan is presently in- 

capacitated.”’’ 
The announcement of the com- 

mencement speaker comes late this 
year, and certain students are still 
complaining that the students’ choice 

cancellation of any upcoming SG elec- 
tions. ‘“We’re not conducting a wit- 
chhunt,”’ commented Wade and 
Laurino, ‘‘we just want those involved 

to come clean.” 
In an interesting twist to the story, 

Officer Hoover contends that the Of- 
fice of Student Affairs tried to sweep 
the entire case under the rug. Hoover 

says, however, that GUPS is 
nonetheless conducting a sweeping in- 
vestigataion. ‘‘We’re going to vacuum 

the rug,’ chuckled Hoover. If 
there’s dirt, we’ll find it.” A 

spokesman for Student Affairs denied 
the reported sweep-over, saying that 
the office is conducting their own in- 
vestigation. ‘“7$%-, **&*!, ($°$-°%; 
we’ve already broom whipped an en- 
tire dormitory floor in an effort to 

sweep the slate clean.” 
Student reaction to this purported 

theft could best be characterized as 
sweepingly apathetic. One student 
brushed aside the theft saying, ‘‘that’s 
one less thing for maintenance to 
sweep up.”’ Meanwhile reports state 
that various unnamed Void staffers 
have been sighted sweeping uncon- 
trollably. 

Where are the Void’s offices ? Greg Sawers says he doesn’t know. 
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Reagan Changes His Mind 
On the Control of Handguns 
President Plans to Resume Draft in Retalliation Against College Students 
  

by Arthur Bremmer 
Special to the HOYA 
  

In a move which surprised absolute- 
ly no one, President Reagan announc- 

ed yesterday that he was considering 
modifying his stance on gun control. 

Although in the past the President 
has stated that he feels such measures 
have no deterrent effect on violent 
crime, aides say that he is now calling 
for confiscation of all Saturday night 
specials, rifles, B-B guns and sl- 
ingshots; mandatory life sentences for 
first-time offenders; and routine strip 
searches of all residents within a five 
mile radius of his scheduled itinerary. 

The President - presently 
recuperating at George Washington 
University Hospital after being 
wounded by a 25 year old Texas Tech 

dropout - also stated that he is for- 
thwith canceling all federal financial 

Speaker 
“was not respected. “We chose Alda,”’ 
complained one coed, ‘‘and who wants 
some 2000-year-old Hebrew babbler 

anyway?”’ 
Leading a campaign to have the 

speaker invitation rescinded are the 
Georgetown Jews. Following the ex- 
ample set by the Irish groups on the 
occasion of Margaret Thatcher’s visit, 
the Jewish Student Alliance plans to 
picket the ceremonies. 

They cite in their complaints certain 
statements made by the Saviour which 
were’ derogatory of the Jewish com: 
munity, stories which implied that 
Samaritans were better than they. ‘‘He 
blatantly violates human rights,” a 
spokesman for the J.S.A. said. 
“Besides, how can there be a second 
coming if there never was a first?’ 

Another group which plans to pro- 
test the choice is the Women’s Caucus 
which cites lines from the speaker’s 
followers like, ‘‘Wives, be subject to 
your husbands,’”’ as evidence of his 

chauvinism. 
In addition to being the key speaker 

at the commencement ceremonies, 
Christ will be granted an Honorary 
Doctor of Divinity degree. Other 
honorary-degree recipients include 
Richard Nixon, for his contribution to 
the art of recording and erasing, 
Adolph Hitler, for his population con- - 
trol successes, and to Ayatollah Kho- 
meini, for his role in turning around 
the yellow-ribbon manufacturing in- 
dustry. 

When asked why Christ was chosen, 
Healy simply asked, ‘‘Have you ever 
tried to ignore a heavenly message?’ 

  

The still—living Dean, who did not die 
in a car crash, and does not comb his 

hair with buttered toast. 

  

aid to college students. This move will 
coincide with the immediate resump- 

tion of a peace-time draft. 
This country isn’t big enough for all 

of us,” commented the Chief Ex- 

ecutive. 
“I figure they won’t be able to draw 

a bead on me from El Salvador.” 
Steve Leifman, chairman of the 

Coalition of Private University 

Students (COPUS), claimed that as 
many as five million students will be 
forced to drop out of school next 
semester because of the proposed 

budget cuts. 
Programs affected include the Basic . 

Opportunity Grants (BOG), Sup- 
plemental Opportunity Grants (SOG), 
Educational Guaranteed Non- 
Operational Grants (EGNOG), and 
the Federal Loan Organisational Pro- 

gram (FLOP). 
“When it comes to higher educa- 

tion, the Gipper is a gypper,”’ quipped 

Leifman. 
In a bedside interview with The 

HOYA, Reagan seemed undaunted by 
Leifman’s remarks. ‘‘If I remember 
correctly, Mr. Leifman’s deferment is 
no longer covered under the new 
regulations,’’ the President stated. 

“The next pot shot Leifman takes 
will be at Sandanista guerillas.”’ 
Wounded outside the Washington 

Hilton on Tuesday afternoon, Reagan 
will be hospitalized at least two weeks 

HOYA Under New 

Management 

On April 1, 1981 Mu-mmar 
haddafi personally presented a 
heck to the HOYA, amounting to 
641,721. Actually it was the same 
heck Healy righteously returned 
nly a few short weeks ago. 
mong the new regulations in- 

tituted by Khaddafi: Henceforth 
ll writers must be circumcised, 
all writers?), bow to the East 

hree times at noon, and wrap 
heir heads in sheets and rubber 
ands. (If ever you have desired to 
ocate a HOYA editor, your pro- 

  

  lems are over...). 
  

Krogh Exonerated; 

Dean Uninvolved 

In Non-Accident 

Looking on the bright side of this 
morbid series of tragedies, The HOYA 
is happy to report that SFS Dean Peter 
F. Krogh has not died in a horrible ac- 
cident in which he did not lose control 

of his car while crossing Key Bridge. 
SFS Secretary Mehri Vidas was not in- 
volved in this mishap . 

Krogh did not swim away unscathed 
in the non-incident. 

The non-event did not follow a post- 
midnight Dean’s office reception with 
six married men, Fr. J. Donald Freeze, 
S.J., and four SFS debutantes, and 
does not threaten to mar the once 
bright political hopes of Krogh. 

Last year, Krogh was reported in the 
April 1 issue of The HOYA to have 
lost it off Key Bridge with his secretary 
Mehri Vidas, but Krogh fervently 
denied the accusations, and this year, 
has proven himself by successfully 

crossing the fateful bridge. 
“See, I told you I could do it,” 

Krogh said proudly. ‘And I did it 

without Mehri!”’ 
J. Donald Freeze, reached at his 

Florentine Villa shortly before his 
tragic death, remarked between gulps 
of steaming pasta, ‘‘I always knew 
Petey could make it. By the way, did 
you bring me any of those 

Entenmann’s?”’ 
After safely crossing the bridge, 

Krogh was met by The HOYA where, 
upon interrogation, he admitted that 
he was not taking a very sick little girl 
home for her medicine, and remarked 
regretfully that she was fully clothed. 
“Can I help it if I didn’t take a wrong 
turn off Key Bridge?’’ Krogh asked, 
explaining away his actions. ‘‘I wasn’t 
drinking, and I guess I just kind of lost 
my touch.” 

Following the incident, several ques- 

tions remain: 

If Krogh was not taking a little girl 
home for her medicine, where was he 

taking her? 
And if he did not take a.wrong turn 

off Key Bridge, where will he take the 

wrong turn? 

as a result of the US government’s 
failue to curb handgun sales by Dallas 
pawn shops to certified mental cases. 

The Chief Executive was reported in 
good spirits when he entered George 
Washington University Hospital short- 
ly after the shooting. “I guess I forgot 
to duck,” he allegedly told his wife 
Nancy. He was reported to have quip- 
ped to his surgeons, ‘‘I hope you guys 
are Republican.” 

Surgeons subsequently performed a 
two hour exploratory operation to 
assess the damage done to Reagan’s 
sense of humor. ‘‘He lost an awful lot 
of one-liners, but T think he’ll pull 
through,” commented Dr. Dennis 

O‘Leary. 
In the aftermath of the assassination 

attempt, White House spokesmen 
hastened to assure the public that the 
bureaucracy was functioning fully and 
effectively. 

‘‘/Crisis management is in effect,” 
Secretary of State Alexander Haig told 
reporters at a White House press brief- 
ing. ‘As of now, I am in control, pen- 

ding the return of the Vice President,’’ 
Haig continued, before being remind- 
ed by the press corps that under the 
25th Amendment, he actually ranks 

273rd in the chain of command behind 
VP Bush, Secretary of Defense Caspar 
Weinberger, Vincent the doorman at 
the Blair House, and a pair of 
hydrangea bushes on the White House 
lawn. 

Questioned about rumors that op- 

ponents of Reagan’s financial aid cuts 
and foreign policy were planning a 
massive demonstration, Haig replied 
that ‘he expected sporadic outbursts, 
but nothing serious. 

“I don’t know why everyone’s so 

upset about El Salvador - it’s not as 
though we're getting involved in 
another Vietnam,’’ the Secretary of 
State asserted. ‘‘Any student of 
history knows we’ve got a perfect 2-0 
record against Spanish-speaking coun- 

Causes Italian 
by 
HOYA Staff Writer 

  

  

Florence, Italy -- March 31st. In 
what authorities here have termed the 
worst disaster in Italy’s history, Father 
J. Donald Freeze, S.J. plunged 100 
feet to his death from the roof of 
Georgetown’s recently acquired villa, 

while attempting to adjust the TV 
antenna. The ensuing earth tremor 

registered a hefty 13.6 on the open- 
ended Richter scale, and leveled all 
remnants of civilization within a 

75-mile radius of the city. 
Officials report that up to 15,000 peo- 
ple have died and that approximately 
12,000 are said to still be trapped in the 
rubble. Rescue efforts are being 
hampered due to the fact that clergy 
throughout the country are attempting 

to sabotage vital rescue equipment and 

stop shipments of food, medicine, and 
clothing. Italian authorities have of- 
fered no explanation as to why 
clergymen, predominantly Roman 
Catholics of the Jesuit order, are of- 
fering organized resistance to rescue 

attempts. 

According to a jubilant spokesman 
for Georgetown, who issued a state- 
ment from the wing of the villa, Freeze 
was attempting to alter the position of 

HOYA Merges 
Following in the tradition of 

Ruppert Murdoch, pen-cap 
magnate and HOYA Editor-in- 

Chief Joel Szabat purchased the 
Georgetown Void, announcing 

plans to immediately merge the 
“gazette of garbage’ with his own 
“tabloid of trash,” formalizing the 
HOYA’s monopoly of news 

coverage on campus. 
“Hell, it’s no big deal,” said the 

impeccably wrinkled HOYA head 
honcho, furiously masticating on a 
baby-blue bic pencap, ‘‘the Void 
has only been running retreaded 
HOYA articles, press releases, and 
three week old news anyway.” 
Former Void editors, who were 
dismissed by the rag’s new owner, 

were not amused. 
“Vicky turned white as a ghost,” 

said the HOYA’s procrastinator-in- 
chief, fondly remembering his mo- 
ment of triumph as he brushed 

\| Reese’s peanut-butter cup crumbs 

  

Vice President George Bush 
still number one with me.”’ 

: ““Ron’s 

  
  

  

tries, but we’re only 1-1-1 in Asia.” 

Haig also claimed that the peace- 
time draft would only be a temporary 
measure. ‘If Cuba doesn’t stop: fun- 
neling arms to leftist guerillas, it will 
very shortly be a war-time draft.” 

Haig’s press conference ended 
abruptly when a visibly perturbed Vice 
President Bush, having just returned 
from addressing the Texas legislature, 
walked up behind the Secretary of 
State and dumped him headlong out of 
the President's chair. 

In the meantime, expressions of 
sympathy and condolence continued 

to pour in, not only from world 
leaders but national celebrities as well. 

“Want a bite of my dessert?’’cabled 
Carol Burnett from Los Angel sin the 
wake of her successful lawsuit against 
the National Enquirer. 

Freeze Plunges To Death 
Earthquake 
the TV antenna so that the community 

could view X-rated Swedish movies, 
transmitted ‘over an underworld cable 

network." 
“Donald had just had a bit too 

much pasta at dinner. I guess he 

couldn’t control his body. We told him 
not to go up there, but he just cursed 
and climbed up. It’s dreadful, just 
dreadful,” said the Georgetown of- 
ficial, who was later identified as 
Father Royden B. Davis, S.J. 

Shortly after the tragedy, a carefully 
worded statement was isssued from the 
Vatican exonerating the Jesuit order 
from any responsibility for the inci- 
dent. Pope John-Paul II did, however, 
condemn the native chef at the Villa in 
the modern day equivalent of the In- 
quisition, citing a mishandling of star- 

ches. 
Thousands of Georgetown students 

mourned the death of Freeze, who 
served as Provost for the Main Cam- 
pus in Washington D.C., and quickly 
sought to find another priest who 
would say mass as quickly as Freeze 
was known to do. Said one distraught 
student, “What am I going to do 
without Freeze’s breeze? There goes 
my religiosity. Damn him! Damn 

122 him! 

With The Void 
from his crooked tie; ‘‘well, maybe 

a dark grey,’’ he amended. 
The HOYA purchased the Void 

at the Senior Week auction last 
Friday, outbidding two bedraggled 
Copley sheiks and the University 
of the District of Columbia, which 
offered 99° (‘It wasn’t worth as 

much as WGTB”’). 

HOYA E-in-C at Auction, attended by 
Mafioso guard Frankie G., of the 

      Bonasser family. 
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ICC Opens Though | 

Lacking Vital Walls 

~ And Furniture 
  

by Carry D. Away 
HOYA Dirt Panner 

  

Ceremonies for the opening of the 
new Georgetown University Inter- 
cultural Center were held yesterday, 
amidst rumors of a cover-up concern- 
ing funding for the building. Uniden- 
tified sources from within the Univer- 
sity have alleged that the Intercultural 
Center has not in fact been completed, 

and that University officials are in- 
volved in a cover-up of the premature 

~ exhaustion of funds. A lack of fur- 
 niture, windows and several walls has 
been pointed to as the basis for the 

allegations. 
Nevertheless, opening ceremonies 

were conducted yesterday afternoon to 
the cheers of hundreds of Foreign Ser- 
vice students. The Center has been a 
kind of pet project for Vice President, 
Provost, Father Donald J. Freeze 

~ from the very beginning, and accusa- 

tions concerning the building’s in- 

completeness were met by the Father 
with marked hostility. 

~ ‘“‘Anyone who is implying that this 
“building has not reached its final stage 
of completion is a blatant liar and a 
communist,”’ Freeze told HOYA 
reporters. 

When asked about the absence of 

* furniture or walls in the building, 
Freeze pointed out that chairs and 
couches are ‘‘purely a Western 
phenomenon of the past few 

~ centuries,” and stressed that the new 
‘Center was an intercultural project. As 
for walls, Freeze insisted that many 
underdeveloped countries ‘‘never even 

7 heard of walls.’ 
~ Serious questions have been raised 

about the practicality of a building 
~ lacking such basic elements. For in- 

~ stance, without windows or any 
heating system, the Center will pro- 

~ bably be out of use for most of the 
~ winter season. A lack of any running 

water or electricity have also been cited 

as possible problems. 
“This is the kind of ignorant 

ethnocentric attitude the Center has 
~ been built to curb,” Freeze said of the 

~ mounting criticism. ‘Your uni- 
cultural peasant mind obviously can’t 

. comprehend the fact that there are 
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Students line up to tale their turn at Armigeddion, Healy Basement’s newest and most realistic video game. 

cultures all over the world that don’t 
have anything io do with electricity or 

heating. It’s this kind of narrow- 
minded Western ignorance we are try- 
ing to extinguish in the simple minds 
of our students,”” Freeze told one 

questioning reporter. 
Despite criticism, the University is 

proud of the campus’ latest addition. 
In the midst of a toughening financial 
situation, officials point out that air- 
conditioning and heating costs for the 
building will be held at a minimum. All 
cleaning should be taken care of at no 
cost by the 80-mile-per-hour winds 
which frequently sweep through the 

structure. 
University officials point out their 

foresight in not furnishing the new 
building with windows. ‘‘She’s right in 

back of the left field fence,” one of- 
ficial explained. ‘““You don’t want to 
be paying for glass that’s just going to 
be broken by visiting teams.’ 

When asked about the safety of a 
building with no walls or railing to pre- 
vent students from being blown off the 
side, officials pointed out that the 
Center would be used mostly only by 

foreigners and SFS students. 

K - TELL RECORDS PRESENTS 

GREATEST HITS OF THE HOSTAGES! 

Yes, you saw them on national television last December, singing ‘I'll Be Home for 
Christmas!”’ Well, they’re back in America on the lecture circuit now, never to be reunited again. 
But you can relive the thrills, let-downs and resurgent patriotism of their 444 days of captivity 
with this new collection of hit tunes from K - Tell! You get: 

Faraway Places With Strange-Sounding 
Names 

News Briefs 

  

Esswein Eats Words: Dies of 
Food Poisoning In Cafeteria 

Dr. Esswein of Student Health Ser- 
vice has personally determined that 
last Thursday’s dinner at Darnall 
Cafeteria was tainted and a health 
hazard. Shortly after eating Marriott’s 
specially prepared pot roast Esswein 
was pronounced dead-on-arrival by 
doctors in a G.U. Medical Center am- 

bualatory unit. Eyewitnesses told the 
HOYA that Esswein stood up after 
finishing his meal and began to walk 
out of the cafeteria when he suddenly 
doubled over, his face in a horrible 
grimace and fell to the floor. Within 
minutes the doctor’s convulsions and 
contortions of the face ceased and he 
lay lifeless at the feet of amazed 

onlookers. 
Confirmed reports state that Ess- 

wein dined at Darnall in response to 
students’ challenge to personally rate 
the Marriott Food Serivce. These same 
students complained earlier in March 
of illness allegedly resulting from 
eating pot roast in Darnall Cafeteria. 
Unconvinced with Esswein’s confir- 
mation that the students’ complaints . 
and Marriott’s food were unrelated, 
the complainants approached Esswein 
with the challenge ‘‘to eat a normal 
portion of Marriott’s pot roast and 
gravy after which he must exit the 
cafeteria by his own power and drive 

Mardiks and Perez No Longer Funny; Ron Klain Sinking 

The HOYA has learned that Stu- 

dent Government President and 
Vice-President, Steve Mardiks and 
Jeff Perez are no longer funny. 
After succeessfully mounting the 
throne of Student Government 
under the guise of a joke cam- 
paign, the popular and formerly 
witty couple have gotten serious. 
In the upcoming weeks, the 
deflated duo will conduct inter- 
views for key government posi- 

tions in attempts to construct an 
administration similar to that of 
past, serious politicos. In addition, 
Student Senate meetings are runn- 
ing efficiently, typically, and order- 

ly under the auspices of Mardiks 
and Perez, who have attended all 
the meeting thus far. Reaction 
from around the community to the 
demise of humor is epitomized by 
the words of newly elected Presi- 
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dent Pro Tem of the Senate, John 
Anthony, wha told the HOYA, “I 
knew they couldn’t do it.” 

‘Ron Klain, intrepid dirty yellow 
muckraker, was found yesterday sink-, 
ing into Harbin field. Efforts to rescue 

him were unsuccessful. : 
Klain, now working as a profes- 

sional muckraker for the Washington 
Tribune, had been doing research on 

the left soccer goal, which he says is 
sinking because of poor foundations. 

“I couldn’t find any news, so of 
course I decided to make some,’ said 
the veteran sneak. ‘‘Of course, I didn’t 
mean to mire myself in here so deeply 

that I couldn’t get out. But now that 

I’m here, I’ve decided to stay until 
Birch Bayh promises to run for Presi- 
dent and makes me his campaign 
manager.’’ 

“I guess that means he’ll be there 
until at least 1984,” commented 
Monica Medina, Klain’s concubine. “I 
guess I'll have to take his TAD out to 
him every day.” 

Void reporter Todd Rowe took a 
surveyor to the scene and determined 
that although Harbin dormitory is 
standing as straight as ever, Klain 

himself is leaning at a precipitous 
angle. “Now here’s a real news story,”’ 
commented Rowe. 

“I hope he sinks all the way to 
China before he hits bedrock,’’ said 
University Architect Dean Price. 

Alpha Phi Omega, the service 
fraternity and sponsor of the annual 
‘Ugliest Person on Campus Contest,’ 
has announced a new contest to be 
held later in April. The ‘Most Vogue, 
International (but really American) 
Person on Campus Contest’’ will raise 

funds to support the new ‘‘Gee, I Wish 
I Were an Arab, or at Least 
European’’ Scholarship Fund for 

students from the New York City area. 
Reportedly, frontrunners include 

Michael ‘‘International Affairs’’ 
Rullis, Foster Perry, Vivien Zak, J.C. 
‘““My name is Jean Charles,not Juan 
Carlos’’ Dibb, Sarah Young, Greg 
Weaver, Fifi Mahshie, Annie O’Neill, 
Francis X. Winter, S.J. and of course - 
(the old pseudo-Bedouin himself) 
Dean Peter Krogh. 

Mark Gittelbrains, sportswriter for 
the Georgetown Void, was arrested 
yesterday by the D.C. Metro Police 
after a complaint was filed by 4003 GU 
Undergrads in D.C. Superior Court. 
The students are alleging that Git- 
telbrains has subjected them to ‘‘cruel 
and unusual punishment, philosphical 
error, moral stagnation, salami breath, 
poor syntax, and general illeracy’’ by 
the continued appearance of his week- 
ly column, Foul Shots. 

‘I put my blood, sweat, and beers 
into the Void; I refuse to allow him to 

himself home with no stops.’’ 
“We knew he couldn’t do it,” said 

student spokesman Ida Betcha. “We 
originally expected him to first show 

signs of illness during his ride home, 
which, by the way, we were to careful- 
ly monitor.” Students said he never 
had a chance to get his car keys from 
his pocket. ‘It was all so sudden,”’ 
claimed onlooker Muffy Brightone. 
“The doctor looked like he was doing 
a raisin impersonation and I thought it 
was kinda funny.’’ Brightone said 
most of the student bypassers looked 
with a kind of ‘‘knowing indifference’’ 
and didn’t seem to be concerned until 

Esswein moaned, ‘‘Does this mean I 
lose the bet?”’ 

Coincidentally, the D.C. Board of 
Health made their usual spot inspec- 
tion the morning after the incident and 
found Marriott’s food to be ‘‘top 
choice;”’ giving the service in Darnall 
Cafeteria a 90 percent. 
Thomas P. Neff, Darnall’s general 

manager, assured the HOYA that 
Marriott’s food ‘‘is wholesome and 
very edible. Dr. Esswein of Student 

Health was here just last week for din- 
ner as a kind of bet with some 
relentless muckrakers. I haven’t heard 
any complaints from him yet. I think 
that speaks for itself.” 

foul it any longer,”’ commented Void 
Managing Editor Hebrew Wolve, one 
of the signatories in the complaint. 
‘“Gittelbrains stands for everything I 
personally strive to eradicate: irra- 
tionality, pedantry, jingoism, bigotry, 
body odor, ignorance, and sexual 
frustration. It’s guys like him that give 

Judaism a bad name.”’ 
The complaint was initiated by ewil- 

known syndicated columnist Art 

Buchwald, who chanced upon a copy 
of the Void while changing the paper 
in his cat’s litterbox. 

‘I read that meshuggina’s ‘column’ 

and went into a paroxyism of 
disgust,”” Buchwald claims. ‘‘Gig- 
glebrains, er...Gittelbrains, is a threat 
to the entire profession, and the 
Jewish people (who control most of it 
anyway.) He has to be stopped!’’ 

Gittelbrains, reached for comment 
at the Metro Slammer, responded 
“My mother used to tell me I didn’t 
have enough sense not to foul up my 
own nest. Now I’ve gone and done it in 
one shot.” 

Citizens of northeast metropole 
Syracuse, N.Y., have banded together 
to set up a defense fund for Git- 
telbrains. According to New York 
State Senator Tarky Lombardi, “Da 
only time Siracusa maka da paypa is 
ina Marco’ $ column. We needa da 
press} 

4 ok ok ok ok ok 

k You Really Got a Hold on Me 

  

    
   
   

  Emotional Rescue Mission 

Chains (Another One Bites the Dust) 
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| Please Release Me, Let Me Go How You Gonna Free Me Now Hi, I’m Ken Kelly. 

As a coach of a grosssly 
underfunded intercollegiate 
sport, I understand the in- 
portance of money in an 
athletic program. Raising 
money isn’t as easy as say, a 
raffle...No it takes $$$ 

|The Green, Green Grass of Home I Wonder Where the Shah is Hiding Tonight 

Give Me That Old Time Religion Theme from Lawrence of Arabia 

P
P
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2 Yes, this is a collection that you and your family will treasure through crises in American leader- 
~ # ship for years to come! To ransom your copy, send $8.95 in unfrozen bank assets ($11.95 for 

~ * eight-track) to: 

  

K - TELL RECORDS 
BOX 53 
Wheeze, New Jersey 12345 
or phone EXploitation 5 - 8000 
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Join Ken Kelly, Jeff Fogelson, and athletic supporters everywhere as Georgetown University proudly presents 
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the ‘‘Save Our Sports’ Telethon 
* SPECIAL OFFER TO FIRST 100 SUBSCRIBERS: For just $1.00 extra, you can order your 
* copy of Disco Holocaust! Yes, the 6 million Jews, Gypsies, Poles, Homosexuals and Russian 
+ freedom fighters are dead now, but their music lives on, set to an exciting modern beat! Includes 
* Wi Singles “Burn, Bob. Burn!,”’ ‘‘Barbed Wire Boogie,”’ and ‘“You Don’t Mess Around 

it aus!”’ 
TI I 

If You Can Draw This Conclusion.... 

You may have the potential to 
write editorial comment 

for the Voice. 

> Saturday, April 4th-8:00 p.m.-McDonough Gym, near the Vending Machines 

$ Co- -Starring:Francis X.Rienzo..The Rienzo Family Singers..George Michael..Lonnie Duren..Ed | 
8 O’Neill..Pia Palladino, live from Harbin Field..Tim Marotta..Joe Lang..Greg Sawers..Blinger..Bill 
Stein..Pat Sheehan..Rich Chivotkin..Billy Packer..John Iamarino..Ken Knisely..Ed Spriggs..John § 
 Gregorek. .Dave Gavitt..Al Ruda..Mike Lindquist..Bill O’Leary..Mary Fenlon..Suzanne Kuhlman. Mel 
Bell. -Delta Phi Epsilon. .Bill Auth..Peter Scott..Bill Henry..Pan Fanaritis..Scott Strasburg..and you! 
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Special Appearances By (in alphabetical Order): 

Pebbles 

Gerald F.Yates,S.J. 

..and many more! 4 

Dave and Renata 

Bob Hope 

George Houston 

Bill Clinton (again) 

Jim Corcoran 

Lefty Drisell 

; Joe Albritton 

Pearl] Bailey 
Jim Boeheim 

  

  
  

8 p 

See It on WGTB-TV (37) 

Washington’s most popular underground television station 
Keep the Lines Open II 

Recently the Georgetown hotline was threatened with having its 

phones cut off, and this week Georgetown administrators returned 

$600,000 to Libya. These two apparently unrelated incidents are. 

upon further examination, closely linked. In neither case were the 

groups directly involved notified of the investigation until an admin- 

istrative decision was reached. 

CCAS was not told of the grant money return until just before the 

story reached the media. Student Activities investigated Hotline for 

an entire semester before notifying the group of the intention to dis- 

connect its phones. 

The Voice feels all decisions of this magnitude should involve in- 

put from the affected organizations. A group is entitled to defend its 

existence or any actions threatening its budget. Such input can only 

Not just everyone can be 
a Vowe editor. This deman- 
ding position requires a 

rudimentary knowledge of 
English, a stack of old Time 

magazines to clip photos out of, 

and the chutzpah to come down 
firmly on both sides of an issue. 

If you think you’ve got the right 
stuff, drop by our offices on 2nd 
O’Gara. Tell them the HOYA 

Door Prize! Register for a 19’ Color TV! 

(No relation to Coach Kelly required) 

Save Our Sports 

C
S
T
 
T
O
   ‘add to an investigation and make any administrative decision more | S€nt you. p 

equitable and unbiased. ; After all, it’s your money. $ 

4 

The few. T i he Pr uod . The unedited + Advertisement courtesy of Hoyas Unlimited(the benevolent group which gives enough money to the GU Athletic Department to make it tax deductible but not enough to really do $ 
anything else), Marriott Int’l, Nestle’s, the Riggs National Bank, and the Georgetown Void ,who doesn’t want to see the Department run out of funds, because they might have to 
cut their ‘‘newsmagazine’’ down four pages. 

9 The Voice.     & 
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Georgetown Trims 

Budgetin the 

Name of Morality 
  

by Hy Mohralidy 
HOYA Staff Writer 

  

Georgetown University disclosed 
yesterday that millions of dollars will 

be returned to various donors who 
have not lived up to the moral and 
ethical codes which govern the Univer- 

sity. This action comes on the heels of 
the return of $600,000 to the Libyan 
government. ‘‘No one knew what a 
domino effect that return would 
have,’’ declared George Houston, Vice 
President of Financial Affairs and 
Treasurer, during an exclusive HOYA 

interview. 
The most significant victim of these 

moral returns is the icon of 
Georgetown righteousness, the Inter- 
cultural Center. The Center is being 
built for culturally moral reasons and 

according to the religious code of 
Georgetown. The construction will 
have to be continued without the help 
of over 5 million dollars that are being 
returned to the donors. Three million 
will be promptly returned to the 

‘George Hyman Construction Co. 
because of its ‘blatant use of 
disgusting names,’”’ according to 
Father Healy. The Company gave the 
money to the University to help pay 
for the Center in gratitude for allowing 
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them a birds’-eye view of the 
Georgetown Visitation School Cam- 
pus and its well-endowed angels. 

The remaining 23 million dollars will 
be returned to a private donor Mr. 
Fuse Tiente. It has recently come to 
the attention of the University that 
Mr. Fuse Tiente owns the A.C.M.E. 
Dynamite Company and according to . 
Mr. Houston, ‘‘Once we found out the 
money was coming from the profit in- 
curred by Mr. Fuse Tiente by selling 
dynamite to a poor, illiterate, dumber- 
than-the-day-is-long coyote who 

Fire Bug Catching; Stott Set 
AblazebyWilliamSchuerman 
  

by Phil Atio 
HOYA Investigative Reporter 

  

William Stott, Dean and Vice- 

President of Student Affairs, was 
set ablaze by an arsonist iden- 
‘tified as William Schuerman, 
Assistant Vice-President of Stu- 
dent Affairs and Dean of 
Residence Life. Stott’s charred 
body was rushed to the emergency 
room of Georgetown University 
Hospital at 7:50 p.m., where he 
died shortly thereafter. 

Although rumored that the fire 
originated from a New South 
bulletin’ board, eyewitness, Tera P. 
Tine, provided a different account. 
Stott and Schuerman were exiting 
New North Building into the Quad, 
she said, when Schuerman remov- 

ed a can of gasoline from his coat 
pocket and poured it over Stott. As 
Stott stood in disbelief, Schuer- 
man sparked his pipe lighter and 

ignited Stott’s body. 

At this time, no arrest has been 
made by the Metropolitan Police, 

however, Schuerman is presently 
being questioned and tortured by 
Sergeant Christenson of 
Georgetown Protective Services. A 
source, who declined to be named, 
has told the HOYA that drugs were 

involved in the incident. 
In addition, a secretary in the of- 

fice of Residence Life, which 
Schuerman heads, overheard 
segments of a violent conversa- 
tion between the victim and 
Schuerman earlier Tuesday after- 
noon. According to the secretary, 
who is the sister of Assistant to 
the President, Charles Meng, 

Schuerman in a violent rage 
directed the following words at 
Stott: ‘You sleep in my bed, you 
drive my car, you eat my food, and 
now you want my job! Well, no way 

Bucko!”’ 
There has been no official state- 

ment issued concerning the fiery 
incident by the University thus far. 

Totalitarian State Subject of 
Newest ModelProject ForIRC 

The Georgetown University Interna- 
tional Relations Klub has announced 
its sponsorship ‘of a new conference 
for high school student from across 
America, the North American Invita- 

tional - Model Totalitarian State 
(Naimts). 

According to Klub President Chris 
Hohoho, the goal of the conference, 
to be held in a mock-up of the sub- 
basement of the Soviet Consolate on 
Tunlaw Road, (actually Hohoho’s 
apartment,) will be to ‘‘put the fear of 
God into these wimpy high school 
pinko types. We wanna show’m what 
will happen if we ain’t curfull about all 
theses ferigners we keep lettin in.”’ 

The Klub anticipates hundreds of 
students from 32 states and Puerto 
Rico for the six day affair. The 
students will all be lodged in the main 
.chamber of Hohoho’s Southeast effi- 

ciency. (The Puerto Ricans get the 
walk-in closet to themselves, as, accor- 
ding to Comissar for Comradery and 
Sanitation Victoria Pibb, “Those peo- 
ple lahks small, crowded places. 

ge ge 

’Sides, none t’other kids kin understan 

’em when they go jibberin’ in that 
monkey talk.’’) 

The Klub has spared no expense in 

recreating the totaltarian experience 
for the high schools. Minister for 
Political Socialization Kelly Coyner 
has been outfitted with a full set of 
leathers while Security Chief Frank 
Giordanella has had his troopers 
equipped with kashlinkhov assault 
rifles, official KBG-issue blackjacks 
and surgical instuments. 

“I ain’t had so much fun since the 
hogs et m’ brother,”” quipped the 
always witty Frank Lamberti, Naimts 
Minister for Obnoxious Odors and 
Propaganda, commenting on last 
year’s inaugural conference. 

Survivors of the similation (last 
year, sixteen plucky Buckeyes from 

Cleveland’s Saint Leroy’s High 
eliminated their opposition, 327 “revi- 
sionists’’; posthaste) are awarded the 
Floyd R. Turlot, American prize, 

donated by American Enterprize In- 
stitute. 

en 
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Andrea’s Back 

    

     

DC. Pla 

“Only Ken Knisely would want the 

opportunity to see Andrea Pisani sans makeup.’’ 

“Andrea Pisani is something definitely 

less than human. The indisputable Queen 

“100 percent! ‘SATIABLE’ is absolutely 

satifying. I experienced simultaneous 

nausea and stimulation. Hot! 

\ Andrea Pisani 

  

THE "COUPLES" 
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wanted to do bodily harm to that ob- 
noxious, BEEP BEEP roadrunner, we 
felt we had to return the money im- 

mediately.” ‘Well, we felt it was only 
right. We will re-accept the gift if Mr. 
Tiente promises to teach the Coyote 
how to use the dynamite properly,” 

said Charles Meng, Assistant to the 
President. 

The other big loser in this virtual 
avalanche of money is the 

Georgetown’s drama club, Mask & 
Bauble. Father Healy feels that ‘‘all 
money given specifically for the arts at 
Georgetown should be returned in 
observance of President Reagan’s 
financial cuts in the arts. How can we 
(Georgetown) consciously accept 
money for the arts when the moral ma- 
jority won’t even spend money on it 
(the arts)?”’ 

There are other returns of smaller, 
private gifts. These include 1.6 million 
dollar gift from actress and lovable 
comedienne Carol Burnett. 

Renegade Cadet Joel Szabat will be sent o he ig barracks in the Shy SOMONTOW MO oy this crack contingent of GU’s 

ROTC Corps, the Neidermaier Rifles. 

Citing that on the day in question 
that Burnett was truly drunk, there 
were a number of unidentified Jesuits 
at the posh Rive Gauche restaurant. 
They feel it is only fair to support their 
colleague Dr. Kissinger and let the 

truth be known. 
According to sources close to where 

- the money is, Georgetown’s funds are 
going to be ‘‘virtually dry’’ after all the 
returns are completed. ‘Granted, it’s 
nice to think that the University will be 
able to run on morality alone, but 
reality must be faced. A little dirty 
money goes a long way,” stated 

George Houston. 
As of today, any donors who wish 

to give enormous sums of money to 
Georgetown must meet the 
University’s impeccable code of 
morals. If they do not meet this code, 
they are welcome to offer their enor- 
mous sums to The Hoya. This offer is 
also good for all the people who are 
getting their money back now. 

The HOYA, Wednesday, April 1, 1981, Page 3 

ROTC Firing Squad And 
Szabat to Meet at Dawn 
  

by Tyrone Shoelaces 
HOYA War Correspondent 

  

Cadet Joel Szabat, HOYA Editor- 

in-Chief and 550,212th in the U.S. Ar- 
my’s chain of command after the Joint 
Chiefs of Staff, the cast of M*A*S*H, 
a rhododendron, and Secretary of 
State Alexander Haig, was sentenced 
by a military court of justice to face a 
firing squad at dawn. 

If no reprieve is forthcoming, 
Szabat will be the first man to be ex- 
ecuted by the army since Pvt. Eddie 
Slovik was convicted of desertion and 
subsequently shot in the waning days 
of the Second World War. 

Szabat had been courtmartialed by 
his ROTC instructors for dereliction 
of duty, gross misuse of government 

property, using civilians to test for 
land mines, and improperly wearing 
his marksmanship medal. 

The College senior’s ordeal began 
on March 27, when he was scheduled 
to report to Ft. Myer in Arlington at 
0500 hours for field maneuvers. Joel, 
however, was exhausted from an all- 
nighter-at The HOYA, and had dosed 
off on a pile of candy wrappers, Tab 
cans, and yellowing back issues. 

At eight o’clock, a soused Lorenzo 
Ascoli entered the office after an all- 
nighter at the Pub. Finding Szabat’s 
uniform draped over the production 
‘table, decided to try it on. When 
Szabat’s commanding officer, Captain 
Michael ‘‘French’’ Fry, stopped by to 
drop off another futile ‘Throw away 
four years of your life’’ ad, he mistook 
Ascoli for the AWOL cadet and dragg- 
ed him off to the war games. 

Ascoli subsequently liberated an 
M-1 tank from the base and drove 
back to the Georgetown campus where 
he picked up his sidekick Peter Scott, 

Esq. The two went on a spree through 

HOY A Helps Locate Missing Observatory 
  

by Luney Mooner 
HOYA Star Writer 

  

The Georgetown University Obser- 
vatory, reported ‘missing’ by Obser- 
vatory Steward Professor Donald 
Spoon, was found today by the 

HOYA. 
The observatory was found in 

University Treasurer George 
Houston’s back yard, where it was be- 
ing used as a doghouse for his two 
bulldogs, Healy and Freeze. Said 
Houston, ‘‘it’s a great little place for 
them to go and do their business.’’ 

Professor Spoon told the HOYA, 
“four weeks ago I noticed I was doing 
more gardening and spending less time 
in the observatory itself. It was then 
that I knew something was amiss.” 

It was suspected that Houston might 
have the observatory when, last week, 
when Georgetown University Protec- 
tive Service (GUPS) found him outside 
a girl’s dormitory holding a 12” 

telescope. 
Houston exclaimed, ‘I don’t know 

what all the fuss is about, I was just 

checking out the moons, er...moon.’’ 
When asked how he moved the 

observatory from its previous location | 
near Yates Field House to his home, 
Houston responeded, ¢‘I donated 400 
pounds of raw chuck to the Rugby 
Team and they carried it for me.” 
However, Houston expressed disap- 
pointment that ‘‘ever since then I’ve 
had to throw them ten pounds of raw 
meat every day, because if I don’t, 

they beat my dogs.’ 
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of haircurlers and mud.” | x 

— The HOYA 

   —Bill Henry 

    
ayhouse 

HN a 

President of the Astronomy Club, 
John Davis stated, ‘‘since the obser- 
vatory was taken, we’ve been having a 
hard time finding things to do.”’ 

Acknowledging that the club still 
received University funding despite the 
absence of an observatory, Davis said, 
‘‘We’ve been planning a field trip to 
all the major observatories in the 
Third World.” 

Spoon says he will be ‘delighted’ to 
have the obsevatory back, but 

declared, ‘I definitely have to talk to 

JESUS STILL LOVES YOU, BILLY... 

George about this matter concerning 
his dogs’ ‘business’. It seems they have 
soiled the whole first floor.” 

Houston says he’ll have the obser- 
vatory transported back to the obser- 

vatory ‘‘as soon as, I reach an 
understanding with my butcher.”’ 

Captain-of the Rugby Team , John 
Smith stated, ‘‘if that dude expects us 
to carry that sucker back to school. 
and doesn’t come up with at least one 
side of beef per person, his dogs are in 
for some severe punishment.” 

the streets of ‘Washington, blowing 
away District tow trucks in retaliation 
for the $1,216 Ascoli had been forced 
to pay during the year for traffic fines 

and court costs. 
The two reportedly intended to take 

the forty-ton military vehicle to Ocean 
City for the weekend. However, while 
Ascoli was in a 7-11 buying cigarettes, 
Metro Police booted the M-1 and haul- 
ed it off to the traffic pound. 

At 1:00, a hastily awakened Szabat 
found himself the unenviable position 
of facing a military board of inquiry 
trying to explain what he did what he 
had done with an $800,000 piece of 

hardware. 
Joel’s court martial was closed to 

the public, but a uniformed source 
said that Szabat sat expressionless 
when the verdict was announced, teeth 

gripped tightly around his decrepid Bic 
pen cap. 

Szabat was then led off to his cell to 
await execution. At 8:00 p.m. yester- 
day evening, he requested his final 
meal: ‘‘A Reeses peanut butter 
cup...and a Crass orange soda! Hoo 
hooo hoo hee hee yuk yuk!!”’ 

Capt. Fry told The HOYA that the 
court had been willing to drop the first 
three charges against Szabat, but there 
was no way to get around the final 
charge, as his entire Maiming 101 class 
had observed him wearing his 
marksmanship medal slightly askance. 

The medal is awarded to cadets who 
have demonstrated to the satisfaction 
of their commanding officers that they 
can point the muzzle of their M-16 ri- 
fle in the proper direction. 

  

. Szabat: Je ne regrette rien; except that 
I have but one life to give for the 

HOYA. 

EVEN THOUGH .YOU’VE GOT 
CARGILL-LARGAY 

When little Billy Murackes came down with the dread disease, his 

parents asked their parish priest—me, Fr. O’Reilly— to break the bad 
news to him. It was the toughest assignment of my career. How do 
you tell an eight year old that he’ll never play shortstop for his Little 
League team again? That in a matter of months he’ll come to resemble 
a well-picked over turkey carcass as C-L ravages his body? 

The real tragedy is that Billy might have been saved if his parents hadn’t waited 

too long after C-L’s warning signals set in: chronic ipsation, wearing of pastel 

sweaters, a penchant for warm, sunny places, a tan that does not heal. 
And so it’s curtains for the kid in the chair. But if we pitch together, we can lick 

C-L before it strikes again...and spare me from having to explain to kids like Billy 

how a good God can create Cargill-Largay. 

) 

Send all you possibly can to: 

The C-L Foundation 

5719 Nebraska Ave. NW 

Washington, DC. 20019 

Give more so more will live...   
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Since 1920 

  

Our Apologies 

We're Sorry. Honest. 

You, the reader, are only four pages into the 

or social group is spared in our relentless 

crusade to make fun of the truth. 

  

  

  

annual April Fool’s issue and you may already 

be very angry. You may feel insulted. You may 

be driven by rage. You may not have even 

reached Cinema or Sports. In fact, you may not 

have even noticed anything different at all bet- 

ween this and our issues past. 
Well, wake up, stupid, this is our April Fool’s 

issue! This time the slander, the libel, the 

“malicious and denegrating assualts on good taste 

are not only deliberate, but meant to be 

~ humorous. 
This year’s edition is but one of a long tradi- 

tion of HOYA ‘joke’ issues. Three years ago we 

closed the Pub; two years ago we closed the 

University; last year we parodied our erstwhile 

. competition. 
Every year we toss out barbs, insulting the 

meek and the mighty, ridiculing the pretentious 

and precocious alike. No race, religion, creed, 

But for, some of you, dear readers, this 

justifiable attempt to maintain our journalistic 
standards strikes to close for comfort. Many are 
the letters we have received from The Father 

Freeze Fan Club, or the Belgian Seventh Day 

Adventists Anti-Defamation League complain- 

ing about some article/ad that was found to be in 

‘‘poor taste’’. 
What we should do is hide our butts behind the 

protection of the First Admendment and say 

“bug off”’. But we're nice guys, honest. We 

care about what you think. (Well, all of us ex- 

cept Boomer, but he’s not writing the editorial.) 
So for all of you pointy-headed nerds with no 

sense of humor, whose uptight snotty 18th cen- 

tury value system we’ve offended... 

We’re sorry. 

Honest. 

How’s that? 

Still Not Satisfied ? 

Every year when the HOYA April Fool's issue makes 

its appearance, our office receives several letters decrying 

our perennial bad taste and insensitivity to delicate mat- 

because there isn’t a piece of paper available, or they 

can’t find a way to express themselves, or they simply 

don’t have the time. As a public service, therefore, we 
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Ludicrous and Nagging Complaints 
To The Editor; 

Such libel! Such slander! Such 

drivel! Call a meeting of the Publica- 
tions Review Board! Cut off funding! 
Close down The HOYA! 

We are shocked! We are appalled! 

We are administrative flunkies! and we 
haven’t even read the April fool’s issue 

yet! 

Six Student Senators 
Five Unsuccessful SG candidates 

Four Assistant Deans 
Three Associate Deans 

Two Vice-Presidents 

Dean ‘Chappaquiddick’ Krogh 

To The Editor; : 
No, once and for all, I am not John 

C.’s brother. But I’d like to be. 
George Holmes 

Political Backwaters 

Somewhere in Healy Basement 

¥ 

To The Editor; 

Hey, look, I’m really not such a bad 

guy. Nobody gives me a break. Did 

anybody ever call Teddy Roosevelt an 

“international renegade’’ when he aid- 

ed the Panamanian Revolution? No. 

Was Woodrow Wilson castigated in 
the World Press when he invaded Mex- 
ico twice, or intervened in the 
Dominican Republic or Haiti? Hell 

no. 
Such cultural chauvinism I’ve never 

seen. Y’all don’t understand arab 

charismatic leaders—we naturally 
carry ‘‘big sticks.” Ask anybody. 

Oh, I forgot, if you don’t stop 
writing all those nasty things about me 
in your exploitative rag, I’ll be hard- 
pressed to control the people’s 
righteous wrath. People like my 

friends in Washington, Abdullah the 
Bloodthirsty and Saddam the Savage. 
Tough couple a’ boys (who’ve never 

heard of the 1st amendment; not to 

    

mention assault and battery statutes. 
Sleep well, 

Col. Mau’mmar Qaddafi 
The Bunker, Tripoli 

The Socialist Peoples’ 
Libyan Arab Jama Hiriya 

PS: The only way I know of placating 

those guys is to read to them from my 
Green Book of Peoples’ Revolutionary 
Democracy, which you can obtain by 
sending a mere $47.35 (U.S.) in cash or 
check (we also accept Visa and Carte 
Blanche) to: Crescent & Crossbones 
Publishing, Tripoli, Libya. - 

L 

To The Editor, 

Just to be consistent with Muslim 
tradition I will, from today onward, 
bend down and bow three times before 
Father Healy each day at noon. I think 
we should all follow suit. 

His Man, 
Chas Mac Alier 

  

  

Non-Contributing Editors 

Lorenzo Ascoli, Chuck Davis, Ken Kniseley, Kevin Murphy, Peter Scott 

Chris Dunnaville, HOYA Travel Consultant 

Ralph Money, Unnamed Source 

Mel Bell, Fashion Consultant 
ON THE BEAT: Lisa Cannon, James Coakley, Elise Despinto, Catherine Fine, Tricia Gaugham, Bill Latham, Andrea McDermott, Kirk Nahra, Barry Nigro, Geoff Nyhart, 

Gloria Quinn. Debbie Spar, Maureen Sullivan, Kara Swisher, Barbara Trumpbour, Lilu Kumar, Laura Allendorf 

ON WORDS: Kelly Reilly, John Greco, Patricia Gaughan 

ON STAGE: Barbara Cardone, John Holbach, Beliew McManus, Jo Ann Yvon, Christian Zapatka 

ON THE SILVER SCREEN: Tom Ehrenfeld, Christine Garcia, Mary Hartigan, Alane Keller, Bill Latham, Frank Markle, Bill Vanigan 

ON THE BALL: Bill Ferraro, Tom Begley, John Corcoran, Laura Farina, Drew Fine, Wade Malone, Kathy McNamara, Peter Meier, 
ON Al Moore, Carrie O’ Neill 

: Alicia Bomhoff, Helen Brown, Cynthia Gelinas, Mary Jordan, Mark McKenna, Tom Me, P: 
ON THE FLATS: Alex Tresnwoski, Anna Geiger, Marcie Berman Yer+/Paul Suiphin, Cindy 

ON THE MONEY: Andrea Pisani, Barbara Sawyer 

Wallin, Jennet Wildy 

The HOYA is published every Friday of the academic year, or when Joel finishes the Sneer. For the mental health of certain administrative types, the April Fool’s issue is publish- 

ed but once a year. Address all hate to the HOYA c/o Chris Dunnaville, Freeport, Bahamas. Subscription rate: $8.00 or the cost of the paper its printed on, whichever is less. 

The Board of Distinguished Editors takes no responsibility for any of these stories. We don’t write them, we just assign them. It’s the reporter’s fault. The writing, articles, 

layout, photography, and format are divinely inspired. Any attempt to criticise the happy-go-lucky attitude of these editors will be constued as blasphemy, and will be referred to 

powers higher than mortal men (i.e. Public Relations.) The HOYA subscribes to Time, Newsweek, and The National Enquirer. The HOYA also subscribes to the principles of 
freedom for student editors, truth, justice, the American Way, and more money for the Track Team. Inspired by Chris McDonough   

ters. We estimate that for every such item of cor- have printed the following form letter for complaints 

respondence that we receive, there are at least 50-100 about the joke issue. Simply circle the appropriate 

other readers who are equally offended but don’t write response. 
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| To the Editor: in which Mr. is reportedly arrested 

: Mere words cannot express the shock and for embezzlement / snorting cocaine / proposi- 

| dismay I felt when I picked up the April 1 issue tioningasheep/other. _.___.. J __ __. '} 

| of The HOYA. Instead of satirizing the absur- I recommend that the editors of The HOYA ! 
| dities of college life, the editors chose to exploit sit down for a few moments and consider the 
such delicate subjects as the Holocaust / the meanings of such familiar terms as tolerance / 1 

| assassination attempt / physical deformities / freedom / justice / the American way. In the | 
| other (please specify) . meantime, I intend to take action by filing a | 
| Equally lacking in sensitivity were the defamation of character suit / bringing The | 

slanderous personal attacks against Francis X. HOYA to adjudication / canceling my subscrip- 
| Rienzo / Dean Peter Krogh / Charles Meng / tion. Hl 
| other (fill in name) Sincerely yours, | 

“tl of the Georgetown administration. I am referr- 

ling to the article titled 

I I 

| | 

| If. 
| I 
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On The Paper 

Joel Szabat, On The Top 

Geoff Di Rito, On Our Backs 

Susan Waterman, On Ludes Michael Coscia, On Our Case 

Len Schoppa, On The Street Pat Singer, On 14th Street 

John ‘Tailgunner’ McCarthy, On The Mark Bill ‘Boomer’ Henry, On The Silver Screen 

Paul Sutphin, On The Scarsdale Judd Allen, Never On Time 

Courtme Walsh, On The Make John Reagan, On The Bench 

James Lindley, On Candid Camera Michael Machell, On The Take 

Alane A. Keller, On The Left Marcie Berman, Turned On 

Jay Wasserman, On Key David Florimbi, On The Skateboard 

Chris Simms, On The Drawing Board Frank Carey, On Tuesdays 

On The List 
Sarah Rosenson, David Scott Pearce, John Greco, Don Murphy 

. On The Paper For Eight Years - On Her Way Out 

Dr. Gregory Kitsock Tamar Pachter 

“A lot!” 
— Hit Parade 

«“Shuh-bow.”’ 
— Sixteen 

— Tiger Beat 

as: 

HOYA NEWS WRITER 
Mr. Editor, won’t you take a look 
At this shot of Charlie Meng 
That I just took... 
He’s pro-po-sitioning a longhorn 
sheep, 
And it’s yours to keep 
If you let me be a 
HOYA News-writer, 
HOYA News-writer. 

and...   

‘So lifelike that you’ll swear it’s Mr. Moonlight himself up on stage.’’ 

Yes, Lorenzo has broken up now, but you can 

relive the sights and sounds of that exciting bygone 

era! Lorenzomania features Lorenzo lookalikes and 

soundalikes recreating the hit tunes you danced 

your misspent youth away to! 

You’ll stand and cheer as they perform such hits 

Now in an exclusive engagement at Garvin’s Grill. 
(With Jerry Robins as warm-up comedian.) 
For ticket information, phone 625-HERF. 

Lorenzomania!l 

    
        

ALL MY LAUNDRY 
My di-lemma is urgent 
I got no detergent 
These Levis I’ve worn all week 
through; 

My shirts and my socks 
I’ll wrap up in a box 3 

And I’ll send all my laundry...to 
you. 

All my laundry...for the month of 
March, 
All my laundry...easy on the 
starch...   
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'GURighteously Rejects Dirty Dollars 
G.U. MCFC has begun a series of 

what committee member Mel Bell call- 
ed ‘‘special sessions’’ to discuss return- 
ing an estimated $7.5 million in con- 
tributions collected over the past 10 
years from donors deemed ‘‘sinful.’’ 

Among donors already determined to 
receive a ‘‘donation rebate’’ worthy of 
note are Bob Bauman, Trojan, Inc., 
and several ‘‘small time”’ filmmakers. 

‘““Alumni have complained that 
Libya is not the only transgressor out 
there making donations,” explained 
Bell. ‘“We realized that the actions of 
alot of our donors are not in keeping 
with Jesuit moral principles.’’ explain- 
ed Born-again Jesuit, Dean Don Herz- 
burn. “We figured the late Healy had 

a good idea when he gave Libya back 
their bucks. We’re just trying to apply 
that kind of thinking on a more per- 
sonal basis.”’ 

Late-Committe man Donald Freeze 
suggested that an application question- 
naire with a lie detector test might be 
the only fair way to determine if an in- 
dividual is morally qualified to donate 
to Georgetown. ‘“We thought about 
taping confessions but decided we’d 
never know if they were telling 
everything,’’ Freeze said. The planned 

questionnaire would ‘be of the fill in 

the dot type: ‘‘yes,”” ‘‘no,’’ ‘“‘once,”’ 

ESOPHAGUS        
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Beyond Tuxedoes 
And Protocol; 

“You can’t just scream help if 
you're a hostage,’ asserted School of 

Foreign Service Dean Peter Krogh at a 
press briefing to explain the need for a 
course on hostage life. 

No one understands this better than 
John Metrinko (SFS ’63), who return- 
ed to the U.S. after over a year as a 
hostage in Iran and has subsequently 
joined the SFS faculty. What did 
Metrinko learn from his experience? 
‘For one, whenever I go into an em- 

bassy. I bring a sack lunch.” 
“Diplomacy is no longer just 

cocktail parties and tuxedoes, protocol 
and hot air. Unrest in otherwise in- 
significant areas of the world has made 
hostage-taking a part of life in the 

Foreign Service,’’ said Krogh. 

Metrinko teaches an SFS seminar 
entitled Bondage I in the course 
bulletin. The texts for the course in- 
clude Cell Life by Imski Slavinski; 
Whips and Chains by Urting W. Rists; 
Anal Concealment by S.Ave 

Nonperishables; and Tickle Your Cap- 
tors by Susie Lust. 

Metrinko lectures on the aspects of 
hostage life that challenged him most. 

‘“As a hostage,” Metrinko pointed 
out, ‘‘your biggest enemy is boredom. 
This cannot be stressed enough but it 

can be prevented. Remember those 
games you played on car trips as a kid? 

My students will know those and 
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“twice,” ‘‘over ten times,’’ ‘‘no, but 

had related fantasies.”” The question- 
naire would basically be an updated 
list of the 7 deadly sins; new entries, 
appropriate to 20th century American 
life, would include: ‘Do you use pro- 
phylactics or any other type of birth- 

control method? Have you or your 
‘‘partner’’ had an abortion? Have you 

read, written or produced books, films ° 
or magazines that could be considered 
pornographic?’’ 

The rough spots still need to be 

smoothed but help is on the way. 
Freeze explained, ‘“We the Jesuits 
have gotten a little rusty at interroga- 
tion and judgement so we hired a 

Dominican consultant; nobody has 
really done it right since the Spanish 
Inquisition, but it’s like riding a bike 
--once you learn how, you never 
forget.”’ help G.U.’s Jesuits 
remember how its done, Freeze has 
solicited the aid of Adolph Coors, 
whose notorious lie detector test that 
asked about homosexual experiences 
and marijuana smoking make 90% of 
Colorado’s population ineligible to 
work in Coors’ brewery in Golden, 
Colorado. The Hoya, anticipating 
similar results at G. U., called Coors to 
ask where he went for replacement 
labor. ‘Down to Mexico,” replied 

Builet enters 

under arm, 

striking top 

of seventh 

| Bulletdeflects 
i |.downward, and 

lodges three 

inches into lung 
tissue 

SFS Sophmores participating in Michael Metrinko’s Seminar on hostage life. Here they practice playing 20 questions, a 

Coors, ‘‘they pick marijuana but 

they’re too poor to smoke it. They 
may be dirty but they’re not gay.’’ Un- 

fortunately for G.U., the Mexican 
migrant workers are not noted for 
their generosity to East Coast schools. 

According to a 1977 U. of Michigan 
Poll, 80% of the field workers donated 
to California schools or not at all. 
Freeze is not worried. “Our ITT lec- 

ture series on immigration law will 
show them that we really care.”’ 

Bell said that past donors will be ex- 
amined for criminal records and 
divorces. ‘‘We’re not going to try to 
give all the past donators lie detector 
tests; that’d be violating ex post facto 
laws. Besides, it’d take forever.” 
Bauman and other documented of- 
fenders will be getting their money 
back. “Now that Bauman has lost his 
job, he’ll be glad to see a few pennies 
coming back his way,” Bell com- 
mented. 

The only definite rules to be set con- 
cerning corporate donors ban those in- 
volved in ‘industries promoting sin.’’ 
According to Bell, ‘“‘Pro-sin is simply 
not acceptable at a Jesuit University.”’ 
Donations from Trojan, Inc., the 
growing California leisure firm that 

apparently wanted to crack the 
Catholic market, have already been 

returned. G.U. is also investigating the 
HOYA'’s relationship with local por- 
nographic theatres and bookstores. 
‘Everybody is excited about viewing 
X-rated movies to determine their sin- 
fulness level,’ said Bell. 

Members of G.U.’s liberal con- 
tingent stressed that U.S. corporations 
oriented toward profit do not maintain 
Jesuit principles. ‘‘Multi-national cor- 
porations don’t treat 3rd worlders like 

people. They exploit them and rob the 
nation’s natural resources all for pro- 
fit. That’s terrorism of the worst 
kind,” said Tanya Duffy, SFS ’83, 

from Boston. Duffy, co-chairperson 
of Christians for a Socially Just World 
pointed out that corporations spread 
evil and are therefore evil. She explain- 
ed, ‘‘Corporate executives are every 

bit as immoral in their own way as 
Libya and even the Atlanta killer. 

They exploit the poor, and corrupt 
Americans through advertising making 

them want to buy, buy, buy.”” Duffy 
has suggested that a new book by John 
Kenneth Harringson The Bible, Marx, 
and You serve as G.U.’s official policy 
guide. “We also have to make sure 
none of the donors are involved in 
defense industries, they’re the worst of 
all,” added CSJW, faculty, adviser, 
Father Richard McSorley. 

Reacting To Assassin 
The attempted assassination of 

President Reagan Monday stirred up 
many D.C. residents. Here’s a sample 
of reactions from world leaders and 

The HOYA'’s writers: 

I wish I’d been there with my gun. 
-Nancy Reagan 

1 would’ve aimed for Nancy. 
-Michael Machell 

Ron’s in the big leagues now. 
-George Wallace 

Reagan’d do anything to upstage the 
Academy Awards. What ever happen- 
ed to ‘the show must go on’? 

-Bill Henry 

The malaise has ended. 
-Edward Kennedy 

Stockman won’t cut the Secret Service 

Budget now. 
-James R. Lindley 

Allin all, I’d rather be in Philadelphia. 
-Ronald Reagan 

Say you want a revolution. 
-John Lennon 

Hinkley was working for us. We take 
credit for it. 
-Anonymous El Salvadorean Guerrilla 

Thank God, we’ve got a lead story. 
-Joel Szabat 

See! 
-Jeanne Dixon 

favorite boredom-fighter while blindfolded. 
more.’’ Students participating in the 
seminar complain of having already 
learned 444 different card games, in- 
cluding 53 different versions of rum- 
my. ‘‘He even makes us match the ver- 

sion to the name,’’ complained Bonnie 
Dage. 

“It’s easy to keep yourself entertain- 

ed when you can see, but when the 
blindfold comes on, you’d better be 

ready,’’ Metrinko said, adding, ‘I got 
so bored I even started praying; 
Islamic Iran is not the place to be 
born-again.”’ Future Hoya diplomats 
will be prepared. “Twenty Questions’ 
is standard fare. During these dark 
moments, Blind Man’s Bluff and 
Password provide some variety. 

‘‘Password’s fun. The Iranians spent 3 
days trying to break the code.” 

The Smear Smears the Pres 

  

  re     

When asked about his plans due to 
the impending closing of his floor, 4th 
Healy RA Mike Cartier replied non- 
chalantly ‘I’m keeping my options 
open. I can either RA on 3rd Xaxier 

for foreign Grad students or any floor 
in St. Mary’s will do just fine.” 

Rumor has it that a certain self- 

castigating HOYA editor who played 
the quintessential martyr by staying at 
school over Spring Break had the 
deadline of at least one of his papers 

_ pushed back by at least one week. 
Guess nobody told the kid that the 
road to hell was paved with good in- 
tentions. 

Student body President and clown 
about town Steve Mardiks first invok- 
ed his rights of privilege in Florida 
over Sprig Break when he ordered 
other lustfilled couples out of the one 
bedroom in a certain Ft. Meyers con- 
do. The love pit which has since been 
rechristened the Presidential Suyite 
was shared with our amorous presi- 
dent by a certain nubile sneioress who 

reported that her chief executive dkpt 
her laughig all the time. Naturally, 

Mardiks’ sidekick and VP Jeff Perez 
was not far from the scene, however he 
and his diminutive senior siren were 
relegated to the floor of the living 
room along with the other unfortunate 

courtiers. If Jeff and Steve don’t look 
like they spent a week in the sun... you 
know why. 
  

  

      

We should begin nuclear disarma- 

ment. 
-Father McSorley 

While the cat’s away, the mice will 

play. 
-Al Haig 

+ I’m sorry about what happened to 
Mr. Reagan but it does not essentially 

change my position on hand gun con- 

trol legislation. 

Yoko Ono 

Now we’ve got to listen to all those 
anti-gun protests again. 

-Judd Allen 

Hinley’s on Haig’s payroll. 
-Patricia Gaughan 

So close. 
-Dean Smith 

Now I’ll be able to watch the NCAA 
game and the Academy Awards. 

-Mary Ellen 

Maybe gun control is wrong. 
 -Jane Fonda 

It’s been a busy week. 
-Healy, Stott, Freeze 

I wish Reagan had been in 

Philadelphia. 
-Bobby Knight 

Favorite quote—Ronald Reagan to 

anti-gun lobbyists: 
“I’ve been shot by a hand gun and it’s 

not that bad.” 

The Diplom t As Hostage 

Though most of the course is typical 

of SFS curriculum, Metrinko has in- 
troduced a. previously alien fine arts 
element. ‘“Music’s the best way to kill 
time. I’m teaching music theory, har- 
mony, and dissonance. They might as 
well profit from being hostages by 
writing songs. We expect our songs to 
reach the Top 40 by summer.”’ See the 

ad in this issue. 

  

Grecoroamin’ 

Offending One, Not All | 
If you are looking for the typical 

garbage that is usually printed in this 
column—tough luck. This boring 
piece of journalism is the result of a 
twenty dollar bet that I could not write 
a column without insulting any large 
sector of the university community. 
You won’t find any sweeping 
generalizations or derogatory 
stereotyping here. I’m not going to 
alienate even a small minority from 
these pages today. I need the money, 
and besides that, I’ve given up sweep- 
ing insults for Lent. 

Instead I would like to make an at- 
tack on one individual in the 
Georgetown Community. No group 

should be outraged by this character 
assassination. All deflamatory 
remarks directed at this individual are 

purely personal in nature and contain 
no allusions to any organization, sub- 
culture, or special interest group. 

The worthless slob I am referring to 
in this column is a sophomore in the 

Schol of Languages and Linguistics 
(although his enrollment in the school 

bears no reflection on the school itself 
and in no way implies similar qualities 
in his fellow students). He is from 
Houston, Texas, speaks with an ob- 
noxious accent (which is not to say 
that all Texan accents are obnoxious, 
but only that his accent, which hap- 
pens to be Texan, is obnoxious) and 

has acne. His name is Stan Nophile. 
Few people in the history of the 

modern world have been endowed 
with so many revolting qualities. 
Those few characteristics Mr. Nophile 

possesses which are not revolting are 
worthless. In fact this self-securing 
parisitic scum has no redeeming value 
whatsoever. He is hated by his mother, 
every peer with whom he has even 

established speaking terms, and even 
his parish priest (which fact has caused 
this good man countless nights of 
gnawing guilt—another reason why 

the dog deserves our contempt). 
Perhaps the worst characteristic 

possessed by the repugnant ferret (he 
looks very much like a ferret) is that 
his hate-inspiring personality is not im- 
mediately detectable. The lying little 
scumbag will attempt to establish some 
sort of seemingly innocent relationship 
before his abhorrent qualities become 
apparent. He might try to join your 
club or create a routine of sitting in 
your immediate vicinity during some 

ReslLife; Price 

Do you fret over your fatigued and 
familiar Residence Life staff? Do you 
toss and turn at night worrying about 
the head and bedraggled and 
malnourished RHO office heroes? Do 
you attend rallies protesting the in- 
humane treatment of employees by 

Residence Life? 
Fret no more. Residence Life, the 

business organization with a Com- 

munity Action heart, rewarded 
employees with their annual feast. 
Yes, The HOYA ‘is pleased to report 
that Residence Life fed its staffers with 
a flair. Vowing ‘‘this year The HOYA 
won’t be able to say we didn’t spend 
enough,’ Residence Life jumped out 
of the triple figure pool and slashed 
down with 9 as the first of 4 digits 
spent on an evening of epicurean in- 

dulgence. 
Le Lion d’Or, D.C.’s famed French 

restaurant, played happy host to the 
Residence Lifers. Maitre d’ Jacques, 
wiping his finely sweat-beaded brow, 
commented, ‘‘Most of our customers 
don’t burp, but I’ve got to admit, Res. 
Life tipped tres bien.”” Le Lion offers 
all G. U. groups of 50 or more free 
caviar if they call ahead. : 

““The food was alright. I ate a ton. I 

figured Res. Life was paying, so I felt 
obligated to at least double what I'd 
normally eat,” reflected Armando 
Grosso, while fondling a freshly emp- 

mutual class. Once some semblance of 
friendship has been initiated, you will 
spend the rest of the semester trying to 
shake off the persistant leech. He will 
follow you everywhere, introduce 
himself as your friend, and freely bor- 
row any of your possessions he can get 

hs gummy claws on. Neither will the 
detestable sponger refrain from 
sickening yourself and friends at the 
dinner table by continuously ex- 
propriating foods from your dishes for 
his own greedy consumption. And this 
is not the worst of his eating habits. 

Depending on your own moral 
character, which is no way called into 
question by this column, some variable 
amount of time will elapse before this 
insidious rodent’s odious behavior 

becomes unbearable. 
At that point, you will find it 

necessary for your very sanity and per- 
sonal well-being to end all contact with 
the slime. By this stage of your social 
nightmare you will have already made 
repeated hints and allsions concerning 

your desire to sever all ties. These, of 
course, will have fallen unheeded on 
the weasel’s wax-infested ears. Despite 
all your admirable upbringing and in- 
stallation of human charity, you will 
have no recourse but to deliver a bla- 
tant, unadulterated request to end all 
contact. Despite this pressing in no 
uncertain terms, the worthless excuse 
for a human being will unvariably 
make necessary a series of stinging in- 
sults to drive the point home, further 
wounding your moral conscience. 

Once again in his natural state of 
friendlessness, the despicable loser will 

take his unbearable personality 
elsewhere, probably defaming your 
good name as he proceeds. This is your 
reward for enduring his repulsive per- 

sonality as long as was humanly possi- 

ble. 
This entire dreadful ordeal can be 

avoided, of course, by avoiding its 
dreadful catalyst. Take warning my 

friends; if this satanic creature ap- 
proaches, take flight at all costs. 
Remember, he’s Stan R. Nophile, 
SLL, Class of ’83. Save yourself from 
the awful experience of his acquain- 

tance. J 
With that warning, I believe I’ve fill- 

ed up enough space to constitute a col- 
umn and collect my twenty dollars. 
Hope I haven’t offended anyone. 

—Greco Roamin’-John Greco 

Is No Object 
tied Pepto-Bismol bottle. Grosso, 
cheery even in pain, said, ‘It warmed 
my heart till it burned to think the 

money actually came from the 
students’ tuition. If it weren’t for the 
students and The Hoya demanding 
that our fringe benefits increase, we 

wouldn’t have been vomiting last 
night. All the students who turned 
down scholarships so we could have 

our special night deserve credit.” 
Julie Beene, a Harbin Resident 

Assistant said, ‘We chose Le Lion 
because of its nouveau cuisine has 
many fewer calories than traditional 
French cooking. I had seconds and 
didn’t even feel a tinge guilty.” 

Gail Seekins, Harbin’s Resident 
Director, masterminded the entire 

operation. She explained, ‘“We paid a 
task force to explore D.C.’s 
restaurants in order to discover a 
restaurant that served low-cal but high 
quality food in a suitable atmosphere. 
Le Lion d’Or fit the bill.” Asked 
about cost, Seekins replied, ‘“Who 
cares? We didn’t keep track.” 

Asked how Res. Lifers next year will 

know when they’ve outspent this 
year’s crew, Seekins, already grinning 

in anticipation, answered, ‘‘Next year 
we’re flying to France. Airfare alone 
should top this year’s bill. Besides, you 
just can’t get decent pate de foie or 

truffles in the U.S.” 

Last Call for Mars, | 
Ganymede, 

Alpha Centauri and 

all points West! 

With the maiden voyage of the Columbia less than two weeks away, 

thousands are rushing to their travel agencies to reserve their places. 

Don’t wait till it’s too late. Book your seats on the space shuttle now 

by calling: 

Chris Dunnaville 

Fly-by-night Enterprises 
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The Toxic Shocks Are Lady Killers 
In the past few weeks there has been 

an unusual amount of new releases, 

though the quality of music contained 
within has been inconsistent. The Roll- 
ing Stones have released their eighth 
compilation album seemingly only a 

veiled grasp at more millions, while the 
Who's ‘‘Face Dances’ reveals Town- 
send’s lack of any interesting new 

ideas. One new group, however, cap- 
tures the essence of the sound which 
made these two supergroups great-- 
Johnny Rely and the Toxic Shock Syn- 
drome Band. Their premiere release, 
Preppie Inferno, combines the raun- 
chy rhythms of mid-period Stones with 
the intellectualism of the Who to 
create the most innovative sound since 
Billy Joel’s masterpiece ‘‘The 

Stranger.” 
The album has eight songs on each 

side, many of which are under three 
minutes in length. The first side opens 
with the instantly accessible ‘‘Anorex- 

ia Nervosa’’ highlighted by Mike Hen- 
necide’s forceful drumming over Dan 
Chanti’s dive bombing bass. Rely 
screams out the story of a beautiful dy- 

ing co-ed. ‘‘Anorexia Nervosa/ It’s 
got the most of her/ She sure looks 
like a piece of wood/ Better get some 
while the getting’s good”. ‘Rock ’n’ 
Roll Vegetable (She Ran Her Brains 
Through a Vegematic)’’ follows 
featuring James Worthington Kramer 
III slashing lead guitar, a style reminis- 
cint of the Stones’ ‘‘Midnight 
Rambler.’”’ The side’s last song is a 

OH BRUCE!!! 

brilliant new version of a Led Zeppelin 
classic containing the stunning chorus, 
“‘Daddy’s Money, Daddy’s money, 
paying her bills/ Livin’ lovin’ she’s 
just a preppie.”’ The lyrics’are spit out 
with a contempt unheard of since Bat- 
teries Not Included’s hit of yesteryear, 
“Move Over ‘Cause You're Drooling 
in my Beer.” 

The second side opens with what the 
band calls “The Puke Trilogy’. “It’s 
My Party (and I'll Puke if I Want 
To)’ runs straight into ‘I Just Want 

To Puke On You, Muffie”’. The lyrical 
imagery of the final third, ‘Debbie 
J.’s Theme’, stuns the intent listener ! 

A 
    
  

  

‘side highlight is an ode to that Main 

       

  

    
razed Hoyette would do anything for Johnny Rely and The Toxic Shock 

  

“You’ve got puke stains/ On your | 
Calvin Klein Jeans/ and there’s green | 
spots/ on your L.L. Bean’s.’”’ The. ar- 
rangement throughout the suite is | 
brilliant, a swirling mix building to a 
smashing crescendo. Another second 

Line bastion of preppidom intitled, 
“Villanowhere’’, a simple catchy 

rocker. The side condludes with an an- 
them for our times ‘‘Dorito O.D..” 
Phil Duarte’s power chords interplay 
with a tape loop of Entermann’s 
Chocolate Chip Cookies and Doritoes 
being washed down with quarts of Tab 
by huge insomniacs. Again, Rely has 
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A Portrait Of A Grease Monkey As A Young Corporate idol 

God is not dead. We have Bruce 
Springsteen. ‘“To live alone, one must 

be a beast or a god,”’ says Nietzsche. 
Yet we must ask ourselves, ‘‘Is man 
merely a mistake of God’s? Or 'God 
merely a mistake of man’s?”’ It is easi- 
ly discerned that there is an obvious 

connection between Bruce Springsteen 
and Hoya life. His hands and ours 
both manifest the toil of daily ex- 
istence. His hands are stained with fac- 
tory paint and grease. We endure the 

brand of the Wall Street Journal’s 
newsprint and our Pilot pens. In ‘“‘Pro- 
ve it All Night,”’ Bruce expresses the 
feelings deep inside all of us as we 
strive to gain admittance to the board 
rooms of the Fortune S500. 
“Everybody’s got a hunger/ a hunger 
they can’t resist/ there’s so much you 
deserve/ much more than this.’’ Clear- 

ly, Bruce sympathizes with our desire 

for conspicuous consumption. 
His lyrics depict images of a Hoya 

sitting alone in his dorm room with a 

St. Pauli Girl in his hand, waiting for 
his monthly check from home; or even 
more vividly, this same Hoya worrying 

about his interview with Dupont, the 
Foreign service exam, and Law 

School. Bruce understands the 
bourgeois student’s risks and pain, the 
pain that inspires him to dance with 
puke stains on his shoes in a Saturday 
Night Pub. “Darkness on the Edge of 
Town”’ seems to be written specifically 
for we students of Georgetown. 

‘“‘Some people are born into the good 

The University’s P.R. Department 
has requested that Mask and Bauble 
change their name to one more fully 
reflecting the role of the arts in a 
Catholic University. From now on our 
highly esteemed dramatic group shall   

— SPECIAL NOTICE 

The logo for the new Mast and Baiting dramatic society. 

  
Bruce Spingstein is The Hero of The Hoyas 

  
be know as Mast and Baiting. When 
asked how he felt about this change in 
nomenclature, Executive Producer 
Scott Pilarz commented, ‘Well, umm, 
I’m always open to new suggestions.”’ 

  

Pome: Reflections 

Message: 

Debutante 

nonsense 

Pretentions 

I read 

the New Yorker from 

cover to cover from 

time to time 

Yes. 

We have no nirvanas. 

RUMOR HAS IT... 
...that John Powers is still fervently in 
search of the Great American Novel. 
“It’s around here somewhere,’’ rants 

John. i 
...Eno is not God but he may be Koch. 
(faithfully submitted by John Koch.) 
....Foster Perry was quoted as saying, 
“If it’s new, it’s better. If it’s new and 
from New York, it’s best.”’ This was 
said specifically about Muff D. Iver’s 
cosmetic creams and gels. 
...that two Golden Labs were found 

hanging by their bandanas, brutally 
beaten. Their bodies were covered with 
what police reported as ‘‘frizbee 
lacerations.” . : 
...Melanie LaBorwitt was recently ap- 
prehended by G.U.P.S. with a load of 
overcoats purloined from Lauinger 
Library. Why, Melanie, why? 
...Claire Corcoran was recently spot- 
ted attempting to engage the statue of 
John Carroll in a discussion about, 
“like, wow, really being stoned.” 
Earth to Corcoran; this is Earth call- 

ing...   
  

      

    

rsp: 

Johnny Rely is one Bad Dude 

Math Trifles 

Do you still add on your fingers? Then 
this is for you. 

There is a common belief floating 
around these days that artistic people 
are Math dodos. BALDERDASH!! If 

you want to impress your friends and 
relatives and prove to them that a 
liberal arts education can expose you 
to all different facets of academia, 
simply cut out and save the following 
jokes. Your days of inadequacy are 
over! 

  

written a fascinating refrain. ‘‘She ran 
her orange stained fingers through her 
ragged rotten hair/ She smelled like 

Nacho Cheese, she was bigger than a 

bear/ Chemicals and glucose running 
through her veins/ Nothing much to 

lose, only weight to gain/ This song 
could challenge ‘Only the Good. Die 
Young’’ as the theme of the Thursday 
night Pub masses. 

The group has the potential to 
become the next AC/DC and 
thousands are enjoying their current 
tour. A chance exists that the fivesome 
may do a show in Gaston Hall as 
bassist Chanti is an ex-member of the 
Grateful Dead which therefore makes 

the band eligible to sign a contract 
with the S.E.C. Hopefully, this 
possibility will materialize giving many 

Hoya’s the chance to boast in the 
future that they ‘‘saw the Toxic Shock 

Syndrome Band befor they were big.”’ 
John Holbach 

life,”’ he crones. Here Bruce shows he 
understands the historic role of the 
working class. Bruce does not believe 
in Marx, but in Social Darwinism. He 
understands that his people should 
never leave the benevolent oppression 

of the New Jersey corporate oligarchs. 
He has found his place as Court Jester 
to we children of corporate America. 

He states this clearly in the theme of 
“Adam Raised A Cain.”’...“‘All of the 
old faces/ ask you why you’re back/ 
they fit you with position/ and the 

keys to your daddy’s Cadillac.” 
How can we go on in our life of pain 

and misery, in our straightjacket of a 
Lacoste shirt, without the understan- 
ding support of fruher Bruce Springs- 
teen! (Hoyas, we were born to reign!) 
Not oly does he speak for Hoyas, but 
in “The Promised Land”’, he refers to 
the Georgetown prepettes directly: 
‘“The dogs on mainstreet howl/ ’cause 
they understand/ If I could take one 
moment into my hands/ Mister, I ain’t 
a boy/ I'm a man/ and I believe in 

your promised land.”’ : 
Yes, fellow Hoyas, Bruce Springs- 

teen speaks to and for us. As Sartre 
said, ‘‘Hell is--other people,’’ but with 

the voice of Bruce Springsteen yawn- 
ing a beat to us on that beer-stained 

pub floor, we are no longer alone. We 
have a leader, compatriot, and com- 
rade. Hail Springsteen! (See you at the 

pub on Thursday night.) 
Sir Pierre Kardin Bide 

and 
Muff D. Ives LXIX 

THE THREE BLISTERS 

Though an Ivory Girl 

on my impeccable surface 

, taking my geritol/midol/demerol 

preparing for marriage and 

divorce 

deep within my shallows 

. I whisper Marx and lewd Chaucer 

inciting to riot 

my lesbian lover. 

—The Female Undergraduate 

Population of GU 

WUMASWUMAS 
...that a certain chic member or 
Manhattan’s haute cultchuh is more 

than just space junk. 
...Sid Jones is in critical condition 
resulting from a cheek infection con- 
tracted by using unclean safety pins. 

Sid, Sid. 
...that Joe Banno is really Beckett in- 
carnate. He was spotted last week, 
arms flaying and chanting the 
paranoid mantra of ‘‘Yes, why me? 
No. No. The wind. yes. no. ON! The 

Sea. yes. There it is. The Sea!”’ 
...that the Clash will be releasing a 29 
record set in response to Holback’s 

commentaries. ; 
...Bruce Springsteen has converted to 
Judaism. His name is to be changed to 
Springstein, undoubtably to increase 

sales at Brandeis U. 
...Andrew Jones has been offered a 
seat on the Mayan Consulate to do 
laison peace work with the 
Guatemalans. Jones will be paying 

$400 for this privilege. 
...that Peter Ruh has learned a new 
song on his harmonica, thank God. 

What did the parrot say when his 
girlfriend O.D.ed on crackers? 

« PU0D-XTT10d,, 

Suzie wants to go to Dupont Circle. 
What does the bus-driver tell her when 
she steps on a 30’s bus heading 
downtown? 

  

« Shq-uoyy,, 

What does a sapling say when it gets 
high? 

i991} ® uw, I ‘9eD,, 

What do you call a cultured British 

man who has been in the sun? 

  

  
    

  

Dan is a goldfish. If one should dump 
an ounce of mercury into his bowl, 
what would it do to Dan’s breathing 
apparatus? It would 

(*sa13uL109N) “SIID S UB YIM 

What do you call a poem composed by 
a man who recently escaped from 

prison? 

'SI9A-U0D 

An Irish Lady of the Evening is walk- 

ing down the street with her friend. 
When she spots her man she says to 
her friend,y That's.» Cano, a) 
(Hint: a new system of measurement) 

  
’ « OL-3A,, 

What do people on crutches do? 
(Hint: a type of rectangle.) 

‘8uor-e-do 

Two seeds are planted next to one 
another in a vegetable garden. One 
turns to the other and says, ‘‘Man, all 
these vines down here just ain’t hip. 
They’re a bunch of 

*$1001 a1enbs   Clonard 

34} 
An increase in destructive and subversive graffiti usually marks the coming of 
spring to the Hilltop, such as this example from a Lauinger Men’s Room. 

  

  

        

    

You Just Blowin’ 

In The Wind?? 
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The Bob Dylan Brothers 
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Apocalypse Oops or 

Heart of Silliness 
  

by Benjamin Dullard 
Chief Cook and Bottle Washer 
  

Georgetown—Shit, I wake up and 
I’m still only in Georgetown. Only 
three movie theatres and the Cerberus; 
and the Georgetown has been playing 
Caligula for over a year. But back 
home it was worse, then I’ d wake up 
and there’ d be nothing, only the 
Meadtown with Private Ben- 
Jamin—the horror, the horror. 

I lay there in bed waiting for a film 
review assignment—any film. I had 
been almost three days without a fix 
and for my sins they gave me one. The 
call was fast and was over quicker than 
a Grade Z horror flick, ‘‘The HOYA 
office—one hour.” 

The call had finally come and I 
knew from the situation that it had to 
be bad. Dry spells were never broken 
by a Stunt Man, Ordinary People, or 
even an Apocalypse Now. Those ones 
only came when you didn’t expect it, 
never when you needed it. 

When I got to the office, it had a 
certain dead look to it, perfect for 
what was going to transpire here. 
There were three people seated around 
the editor’s desk: Szabat, the Editor- 
in-Chief, a happy exterior disguising a 
ruthless ambition that would stop at 
nothing. DiRito, the clever little 
Italian second-in-command: If you 

ever had anything he wanted look 
out—it wonldn’t be yours for long. 
The third guy was older, he looked like 
an Oriental Elmer Fudd. 

“Sit down, have a seat,”’ Szabat 
said with a smirk, ‘‘we have an assign- 
ment for you.”’ 

“I figured that out for myself, 
bright eyes,’’ I replied unwilling to give 
him the edge. 

DiRito chimed in with his no- 
nonsense voice, ‘‘Just shut up and 
listen. You will proceed down to 
Wisconsin Ave. Take an east-bound 

even thirties bus to the White House, 
disembark there. Continue, on foot, in 

\ 
Apocalypse Now (R) 
Fri., Sat. 8 PM LA-6 
Admission $2.50, $1.50 with SEC 
card, $1.00 with copy of this article, 
$.50 with copy of this article and SEC 
card, and free for all of Bill Henry and 
Frank Markle’s friends. If you are one 
of those burned-out, hangers-on types, 
you can see the film at Lane’s house 
later on Saturday. 

  

a northeasterly direction up New York 
Ave., enter the Town Theatre, watch 
the film that is playing there, learn 
what you can, and terminate the 
film.” 

“Terminate, Sir?” I questioned. 
“This film is out there operating, 

bringing in customers without any care 
paid to cinematic value or proper 
marketing procedures. It is an abber- 
ration that could be discontinued with 
a negative review.’’ Szabat concluded. 

Elmer Fudd finally spoke, ‘‘Ter- 
minate—with .extweme pwejudice. Ha 
ha ha ha ha ha ha!”’ 

‘“What’s the name of the film?”’ I 
finally asked. 

“Does it really matter?”’ they all 
chimed in unison. 

No, I guess it didn’t. How many 
times had I gone into the worst sec- 
tions of D.C. to see a film—any film. 
It was an obsession, even when I knew 

they would be awful—I had to see for 
myself. Even when there was no inten- 
tion of reviewing the movie for this or 
any other publication, I went. High 
crime areas at night, long rides on 
‘public transportation over traffic- 
clogged streets, stale, overpriced pop- 
corn, and theatres where all you got 
for your $3.50 was a lumpy seat and a 
sticky floor. The name of the film 
didn’t matter one bit, I had killed off 
enough, but this one was different. 
They wanted this one dead and if I 
could do it without even seeing it, they 
wouldn’t care. I guess by this point 
they just didn’t think it would mat- 
ter—but it did. 

The bus trip would serve to clear my 
head, but the only trouble was I wasn’t 
going to be alone. Riding with every 
bum and drifter who had sixty cents to 
his name and the ability to pass a li- 
quor store without using it. They dot- 
ted the Metrobus route forcing the bus 
driver to stop so often that it made 
your stomach feel as if you had just 
finished your third serving of Mar- 

   

  

The Three Stooges short was horrifying enough. 
  

riott’s liver suprise smeared with ket- 

chup. 
It was only appropriate that I should 

start walking at the White House 
where that smug reject from Warner 
Brother’s B-movie backlot rested his 
rotting carcas every night. It was the 
dividing line between rich Washington 
and poor Washington; the area of 
drugs, pornography, and street crime. 
An area where a bus terminal was a 
haven from the street—that’s where I 

was going. 
At the door of the Town Theatre, I 

paid my $3.50. There were no press 
passes in this neck of the woods; no 
sir. You pay your money and that gets 
you in the door, after that, good luck. 

The movie was named Maniac vs. 
the Humanoids From the Deep, starr- 
ing Jamie Lee Curtis. I should have 
known, another horror movie, but 
nothing I had ever seen before 
prepared me for this: Beatings, mutila- 
tions, burnings,stabbings; horrible at- 
trocities committed with no regard for 
simple human dignity. And this was 
only during the Three Stooges short. 

The main feature was even worse, if 
that was possible. I knew why HOYA 
command wanted this one destroyed, 
but a review would take a week and 
even then might not be totally suc- 
cessful. The more I thought about it, 
the more I realized that the only solu- 
tion to this was a kind of ‘‘termina- 

tion’’ that command would never even 
dream of. Or maybe they had, maybe 
that was why I was here. 

Battling my way through the 
““marijuana-fogged’’ lobby, I finally 
came to the door of the projection 
booth. I hesitated a moment wonder- 
ing what fresh horrors lay within, but I 

had to destroy the film. 
The room looked normal enough ex- 

cept that chained to the projector was 
a bald-headed man who said, ‘Come 
in, I was wondering when you’ld ar- 

rive.”’ 
He continued, ‘‘I saw a worm today 

walking along the edge of a straight 
razor and it was singing songs from the 
Beatles. Off key I’m afraid, so I 
squashed it. It will never bother me 

again.”’ 

I thought I had seen it all, but his 
voice really put the hook in me. Pro- 

longed exposure to cheap horror film 
had reduced a normal person to this 
sad excuse for humanity that now 
stood before me. He had to go also 
with this insanity that he perpetrated 
on a daily basis. After all, I’ld be doing 

him a favor. 
The old newspapers caught fire 

quickly and ignited the celluloid. And 
as I turned my back on him as well as 
that part of myself that I was now ex- 
corcising, I heard him mutter, 
“Thanks, kid I needed that.”’ 

  

RE 

  

— 

a 
Apocalypse Now, now playing in 16 mm with poor sound at a crummy, two- 

   
   ba Se 

bit medical school lecture hall near you. No eating, drinking, or smoking. 
  

This pretentious piece of drivel from 
Francis Ford Coppola somehow 
managed to get nominated for Best 
Picture by the Academy Awards, who 
in a rare fit of rationality saw fit to 
deny it the top Oscar. The film is at 
best obscure and hits its high point 

with the big helicopter attack in the 
first 40 minutes. There is no real 
reason to stay beyond this, if there is, 
indeed any reason to see it at all. An 
incomprehensible acting job is turned 
in by Marl...Hey, Bill, what are you 
doing? You said I can write this. Yes, / 

“THE BEST AMERICAN FILM OF THE YEAR!” 

NOMINATED 
1X0) 

8 

ACADEMY 

AWARDS 

including 

BEST PICTURE 

(Directed by a quadrapalegic) 

BEST ACTOR - 

(Who spent $4 million in an ad campaign for it) 

BEST SUPPORTING ACTOR 

Ko-Ko, the Dancing [Llama 

BEST CINEMATOGRAPHY 

Black and White Division 

-Bill's Mom 

A MARTIN SCORSLEAZY PICTURE 

RAGING BILL 
A Degenerate Production in Association with EGOTISM INC. 

Screenplay by ALAN FOGG and JOEL SZABAT Plagarized from a bad 

trip that KEN KNISELY had while dropping acid Photographed by 

JAMES MARSHALL LINDLEY in black and white because we didn’t 

have enough money for color film. Misdirected by GREG KITSOCK 

Don't see the movie unless you buy the book and the eas 

Copyright United Farters JV! I Farters 

NOW AT EVERY THEATRE NEAR YOU   

did but only if you agree with me. But 
you’re the same guy who projects the 
films and you also hold editorial con- 
trol over the ‘‘Campus Cinema’’— 
why that’s...Conflict of Interests. 
You're totally right; a text book exam- 
ple. It’s also tough. 

One would be hard pressed to name 
a more powerful film from 1979, than 
Francis Ford Coppola’s Apocalypse. 
Now. Mere words alone fail me, so I 
will merely say see it. In fact go both 
nights—it is that good. Do not listen to 
anyone else—After all, why would I lie 
to you about a thing like this. 
by Bill Henry 
Art Direction by Bill Henry 
Screenplay by Bill Henry 
Produced by Bill Henry 

Directed by Bill Henry 
In point of fact Coppola secretly 
credits Apocalypse Now to an idea 
given to him by Bill Henry 

Wednesday, April 1, 1981, The HOYA, Page 7 

enema 
Shields as Nancy 

’s Newest Stigwood 
Editor’s Note: It is hard to believe that 
a Robert Stigwood film js actually get- 
ting a fair shake in this newspaper. 

Normally the writer would be asked to 
rewrite the column so as to conform 
more closely the view taken by this 

page’s incredibly talented editor. Un- 
fortunately, it was late and there was a 
big hole on the page. Consequently 
you are asked to please disregard as 
well as to refrain from reading the 
following diatribe. WJIH 

by Baby Huey 
Procrastinating Associate 

  

  
What comes between Brooke 

Shields and her Calvins? Barbra Strei- 
sand, that’s what, or who. Lest this be 
misconstrued, Streisand is Aunt Fritzi 
to Sheilds’ Nancy in.Robert ‘I like to 
make quality movies with good 
music’’ Stigwood (Grease, Tommy, 

Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club 
Band, Time Square) latest movie 
musical, Nancy Comes Alive. Based 
on the well-known comic strip 
character of the same name, the film is 

graced with a characteristically witty 
Ernie Bushmiller script. 

Director Roman ‘‘Thank Heaven 

for Little Girls’’ Polanski (Zess, Suzy 
of Statutory City) has easily adapted 

to the medium of the musical. His 
direction of Shields’ rendition of the 
film’s disco single, ‘I’ve Got Those 
Perma-curl, Pug-nose, Round-headed, 
Empty Piggy Bank Blues’’ is heartwar- 
ming as the nubile young actress 

prances about in a state of near 
dishabille lamenting her unusual 
physiogeny. 

Bushmiller, who also did the 
cinematography and production 
design, has faithfully reproduced the 
vibrant world of Nancy for the screen, 
but he has thrown in a few nicely 
modernizing touches. For example, we 
get to see a lot more of Aunt Fritzi 
than her torso (Streisand trying to 

  

in 

show as she does in all her films, that 
the face may be forty, but the tush 

looks twenty). A white-suited John 

Travolta also crops up in a cameo role 

as a milkman with carnal knowledge of 

Nancy’s buxom guardian. 

Shields packs up her dollies and hits 
the streets where she proceeds to put 
the bite on pal ‘‘Rollo, the rich kid”’ 

for enough bucks to visit a plastic 
surgeon. Nancy comes out of surgery 
as, of course, Shields sans makeup. 
She moves in with her longtime 

paramor Sluggo, played by the spikey- 
headed Jerry Mathers, who now gets a 

  

is 7 

Mad-man, musical movie mogul Bob 

Stigwood 
  

chance to learn another meaning of the 
word ‘‘beaver’’ (Aw gee, Wally, I 

don’t wanna go pokin’ around some 
dumb ole girl). 

Nancy Comes Alive also features 
steller performances by Paul Williams 
as Pee Wee as well as the music of the 
Bee Gees as the baseball team. The 
Village People are featured as the 
Fraternal Order of Overly-Friendly 

Neighborhood Policemen (they give a 
new meaning to the phrase ‘‘long arm 
of the law”’). ; 

Casablanca a Classic? 
‘“‘Bah Humbug 
  

by Bill Latham 
Asst. Slasher and Hacker 
  

I confess, I rewatched Casablanca. 
It’s an okay movie, I guess, but, like, 
have you ever noticed how ugly Hum- 

  

A Kiss is still a kiss, but would you kiss 
him? 
  

   

    

  

  

THE POWER OF THE WORLD’S LARGEST ARSENAL IS NO 
LONGER IN THE HANDS OF A BLEEDING-HEART PINKO 

LIBERAL 

    
  

STOCKMAN 
ORADO KID” 

|R] REPUBLICANS   
THEFINALCONFLICT 

You thrilled to 1 Like Ike— You were stunned by Richard Nixon’s 

Secret Tapes Club Band—And now Ronald Reagan stars as George 

Rip also known as ‘‘Ronnie the Ripper.”’’ 

THE FINAL CHAPTER IN 

THE CONSERVATIVE TRILOGY 
A BARRY GOLDWATER PRODUCTION IN ASSOCIATION 

WITH THE YOUNG AMERICANS FOR FREEDOM 

Starring RONALD REAGAN 

and JOHN W. HINKLEY, JR. as “THE COL- 

Directed by STROM THURMOND Based on 

characters created by THE MORAL MAJORITY Music by KATE 

: SMITH Screenplay by AL HAIG AND ASSOCIATES = 

GEORGE BUSH DAVID 

NINETEENTH CENTURY-FOX (ah). 
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phrey Bogart is? I mean, this guy is 
really ugly! Even Peter Lorre looks 
rakish next to him! 

No wonder Bogart’s so tough. With 
a face like that he has to be! And all 
those damn cigarettes! Jeez, the guy’s 
like a smokestack. I mean, his face 
needs a good sandblast job and his 
lungs must look like the La Breya Tar 
Pits. Don’t ask me why Ingrid 
Bergman falls in love with him. All 
those cute French guys in Paris, and 
she goes for this dingy American. 
Maybe it’s so she can listen to Sam 
play it again—I don’t know. 

And as for Paul Henreid: He is sup- 
posed to be Ingrid’s French husband. 
French my foot—tell me Henreid is a 
French name. And the way this guy 
talks; it’s like he’s reading the plaques 
off statues, what with all this stuff 
about le resistance, etc. He doesn’t 
even try to sound French. No oui, no 
pardonnez moi, not even your basic, 
‘“Voulez-vouz couchez avec moi?’’ 

(Even ABBA knows that much 
French, and they’re Swedish.) 

Claude Rains really cracked me up 
as the leader of the local French police. 
I mean, this guy really knows his, or 
heez, French accent. Okay, so he 
forgot to call the Germans les boches, 
but, after all, he was on their side. 
Rick is ‘‘Reeek,’’ and the way he cocks 
his hat and wears his moustache is a 
dead giveaway. Let’s face it ‘Rains is 
really good at being French. 

Well, that’s all I can think to write 
about. Deadlines and mid-terms pre- 
vent further exposition, but I think I 
got down the important cinematic 
points. Casablanca is a pretty good 
flick for the price, but only when it’s 
on TV. Remember, a kiss is still a kiss, 
but why would you want to kiss a face 

“that looks as if it went through World 
War II as a tank tread. 
eof eke ek koko ok kok kok ok ok ok 

Next Week in 

IMAGE 
The First Installment of: 
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Life With the Worme 

  

or 

The Scum Also Rises    
by Bill Henry,       

Fe ie Ar vk de de de A de ok ook ok ok ok ok 

Imagine your ad here. Call Mike at 625-4554. 
Inquire about the HOYA’s Micro-Classifieds. 

Only 69 cents! 
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by Curt Gowdy 
HOYA Sports Staff 

  

In a major announcement today, 
Pat Ewing, the 7°0’’ All-American 
from Cambridge, Massachusetts, will 

announce his decision to attend Har- 
vard University rather than 
Georgetown. 

This will come as a shock not only to 
Georgetown fans but to students 
everywhere, as it has been insinuated 
that Ewing’s SAT’s are not in the me- 

dian scores for Harvard applicants. 
“Well, it was Pat’s decision,’’ ex- 

claimed Mike Jarvis, Ewing’s coach at 
Rindge and Latin H.S. ‘‘He really 
wanted to stay at home, and Harvard 

is only three minutes from his house. 
Well, it’s five from his new house.” 
Pressed on about this comment, Jarvis 
would not comment, referring The 
HOYA to a group of anonymous Har- 
vard alumni. ‘‘Besides,”’ Jarvis con- 
tinued, ‘‘Georgetown has so many 

   
Crew coaches celebrate their winnings at the GURA Offices. 

good players from D.C., well, heck, 
Pat didn’t want to sit on the bench.” 

Ewing won’t have to sit on the 
bench at Harvard, where the Crimson 
are one of the worst teams in the Ivy 
League. In fact, the Ivies have not pro- 

duced an All-American since Bill 
Bradley in 1967. The Crimsons are led 
by 6’1%2” forward Lawrence Wain- 
wright Morgan III, and 5°11’ guard 

. ALT 

Thomas A. (for Aquinas) Rienzo, 
second cousin to GU Athletic Director 
Francis X. (for Xavier) Rienzo, is on 
the admissions staff at Harvard. Ask- 
ed by The HOYA for his comments as 
to Ewing’s future in an institution of 

such academic rigor, Rienzo replied, 
*‘Grades? What grades? Pat’s a great 
student in high school. Why, I ‘can’t 
wait till this season starts for Harvard. 

  

HOYA Sports Exclusive | 
/ 

  

Marcus J. Windsor, both averaging 
15.0 points a game. Unfortunately, the 

Crimson averages but 32.5 per outing. 

‘Hey, we’re not complaining,’ 
Harvard coach Joe Megabucks 
remarked. ‘‘Besides, the local 
townspeople will finally get to see a 
home-grown ballplayer.”’ Asked if 
Ewing can survive the academic rigors 
faced at Harvard, again, no comment 
was given. > 
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by Chris Schenkel 
HOYA Sports Staff 

  

The Georgetown Crew Team, which 

sponsored its ‘‘Rowing For Dollars’’ 
campaign last week, hit the jackpot 

over the weekend by parlaying $6500 
into $62,850 at the Resorts Interna- 
tional casino in Atlantic City, N.J. 

Apparently, the $6500 pledged by 
Georgetown students, friends, and 

alumni was sent to Atlantic City, to, in 
the eloquent words of GU Crew coach 
John Forster, ‘‘break the *!172& 
bank.” Unbeknownst to even the of- 
ficers of the team, which earns (that is, 
used to earn) a major portion of its 
funds. from refrigerator sales, the 
money was almost lost. 1 

‘“That’s ‘right, we almost lost the 
money,’ said Assistant Coach Jack 
Nahill. “We got on the charter at the 

I’ll show my second cousin what real 
basketball is like! Did you know he 
always reminds me how poor we do? 
See you in New Orleans (site of the 
1982 NCAA finals), Frank!’’ 
Meanwhile, here at Georgetown, 

F.X. Rienzo offered this candid reply: 
“Decision? What decision? Nothing 
happened. These are great kids here at 
Georgetown and the program will sur- 
vive. It’ll be OK. No it won’t. Wait a 

Capital Hilton, but when Greg (Car- 
roll) went to the john it fell out of his 

pocket. Lucky thing some good 
samaritan returned it to us or the Crew 

Team would really be up the river 
without a paddle...ha ha...get it?’ 

The good samaritan could not be 
reached for comment. 

Arriving in the ‘‘den of iniquity”’ 
known as Atlantic City, the coaches 
first squandered $150 in one of the ci- 
ty’s finest restaurants, the Saddlesore, 
located in the Ramada Inn right next 
to the casino. “We weren’t worrying 
about petty funds like that,”’ Forster 
remarked. 

The opening play did not prove 
fruitful for the Hoya big-time 
gamblers. $75 was lost to the one- 
armed bandits, mostly in the 25-cent 
machines. ‘So much for the odds,” 
muttered Carroll. By the end of the 
day, the coaches were left with only 
$1100 of an original $6500‘in team 
cash. Knowing they were in hot water 
with Athletic Director Frank ‘‘Money 
Is No Object’ Rienzo if the Crew 

Team had to beg funds from the 
Athletic Dept., the coaches descended 
on the last set of tables, the blackjack 

tables. Doubling down with only a 
jack and a three, Forster came away 
with $2300. “He sure doesn’t know 
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minute. No, let me say this. Nothing 
like this has happened at Georgetown. 

+ Ever. Well, maybe in 1964, when JFK 
was killed, I mean, 1965, no, I mean 
elected...” 

Other athletic officials took it with 
equal dismay. Assistant AD Jeff 
““Cuddles’’ Fogelson cried all morning 
in his bowl of Capt. Crunch with 

Crunchberries. Sports Information 
Director Jim Marchiony began retyp- 
ing all those boring press releases that 

he was stuffing envelopes with about 
the coming of the “Ewing Age.’’ Head 
coach John Thompson was heard to 
remark  ‘““Ah, shit,”” and toss his 
deflated basketball in the trash hopper 
outside McDonough. 

Maryland Coach Lefty Drisell had 
the best comment of the day in this 
shocking announcement: ‘Well, even 
though ‘we are chicken to play 
Georgetown next year, don’t feel bad. 
Harvard doesn’t have him till the day 
of registration....And if you misquote 
me, son, I'll slap you silly....”’ 

Crew Coaches Win Big Gamble : Net $62,000 for the GURA 
how to play the game, by Gawd, but 
he sure is lucky!’’ exclaimed a casual 
and slightly tipsy observer, 

The money was doubling higher and 
higher. Up almost $30,000, the 
coaches went one more time. It was all 
on the table. Carroll went this time, 
against the dealer one on one. The 
house grew silent as the rumors flew. 
Here were three lonely college coaches 
wagering their entire budget to save 
their infant program from the scourges 
of the budgetary ax. Dealing the cards, 
the house showed a ten. Taking the 
next card, Carroll now held a 14. The 
dealer revealed a two, then a three for 
the house. The house had fifteen, 
more than the coach. But the dealer 
had to hit on 15, and pulled a seven. 
Pandemonium reigned at the ¢21’’ 

table, as the GURA had picked up 
close to $50,000. The happy coaches 
celebrated on the town that night, 
which may explain why the crew men- 
tors won a total of $77000 butonly 
came back with $62,850. 

The crew team is now self-sufficient 
* for the next seven years with current 
money-making schemes. Baseball 
coach Ken Kelly, on hearing the news, 
told ace reporter Mark Goodboy of 
the Georgetown Void: “$62,850? I 
wish I'd have thought of that....” 

Bill Ferraro’s World Famous |ntramurals Mess: 
Gladiators, Alligators, Quarters, Twits...And A Whole Lot More! 

Hear ye! Hear ye! The Georgetown 
Intramural Depaartment is announc- 
ing a major shift in the thrust of in- 
tramural athletics. In an effort to bring 

students competitive events while ac- 
quainting them with sports of ancient 

times and other cultures, all current 
IM sports will be dropped post-haste, 
to be replaced by such sports as 
gladiator bouts, jousting, alligator 
wrestling, and ringball. 

Hope is that bi-weekly gladiator 
bouts will spur the lackluster university 
interest in the classics. Bouts are 

scheduled at Harbin Field. Seats on 
the New North fire escape are expected 

to go at a premium for these events, 
especially for the finals, known as Cir- 
cus Rex, or Hoyus Maximus. Potential 
contestants who feel that their sword- 
play and brutality may be interested in 
attending an IM sponsored refresher 
course for which entries are now av- 

ailable.  Junking its present inventory, 
the Yates Pro Shop has been restocked 
with a fine selection of broadswords, 
pickaxes, maces, breastplates, chain- 
mail, and bronzew helmets. Serious in- 
juries are expected, but paramedics 
will be present at all bouts. 

The grand old sport of jousting 
should bring new life into the inert 
Department of Medieval History. Pro- 
viding horses is a major logistical pro- 
blem, but plans are already underway 
for O’Gara Shack to be converted into 
a stable (Sorry, Void!) The IM 
Department is hoping that equestrian 
enthusiasts Ronald Reagan and Prince 

New and Improved 

Lacrosse immortals Peter Scott and 
Kevin Murphy were inducted into the 
Georgetown Athletic Hall Of Fame 
yesterday, at a gala reception held in 
the Hardee’s at the Trailways Bus Ter- 
minal. 

The election of a student athlete 
before his playing days are over is un- 
precedented in Georgetown history. 
Also unprecedented is the decisionof 
Pete and Murph not to attend the in- 
duction ceremony, because it con- 
flicted with half-price night at Tino’s. 
“Yeah, pretty much’’ responded Pete 
between mouthfuls of pepperoni pizza 
when asked if he was thrilled at the 
honor. Murphy commented ‘‘There’s 
too many goats there’’, offering his ex- 
cuse in not attending. 

Charles will kindly donate a dozen or 
so prime mounts to start the program 
off on the right foot. An anonymous 
donor has committed for replicas of 
authentic English body armor. Long- 

lances (both in 15ft. and 20ft. sizes) 
may be purchased at Yates Pro Shop. 
Paramedics will be present at all 
jousting matches. 

Alligator wrestling was the brain- 
child of those in the IM Department 
who would like to see the development 
of a chair of Primitive Island and 
Coastal Cultures (SFS). This sport 
should challenge you “‘he-man’’ types 
who lurk around campus. Gatorland 
Zoo, in Okinefinokee, Florida is sen- 

ding (UPS) ten unusually vicious 
specimens to deposit in McCarthy 
Pool. Matches take place in the 
shallow pool, which should provide 

participants a little better chance to 
retreat. One gator will be faced per 
bout. The other nine will roam the div- 
ing pool in preparation. WARNING! 
Real alligators are rumored to have ar- 
rived already and have placed in Mc- 
Carthy Pool. These creatures have a 
fondness for devouring LaCoste shirts 
and shorts. Their wear in the pool is 
NOT recommended! 

Ringball is a little known Mayan 
game that should appeal to the basket- 
ball fans here at Georgetown. A 
primitive form of the game, huge iron 
rings are placed four feet off the 
ground at either end of a field (In 
GU’s case, Harbin Field). The object 
is for the twenty man team to lift the 

  

iron ball (20’circumference, 3001bs. in 
weight), and toss it in the hoop. One 
basket wins. : 

Intramural Quarters is well under- 
way. This single-elimination tourna- 

ment is held in the ‘‘Yates Pub”, or 
Conference Room on Friday and 
Saturday nights. Efforts by the SBA to 
extend the sessions to Thursday were 
turned down. Teams of five square 
off, and the squad who calls it quits 

(or can’t) is out of the competition. 
One point is awarded for each pitcher 
the oposing team: chugs down. This 
distinctively Georgetown event is not 
included in the Extramurals, and is, 
alas, not eligible for Yates Cup points. 

First round results are available only 

Foy 
The Great Twit Day is coming! 

for Men’s Dorm play. They include: 

2nd New North 11, 4th Loyola 9 (a 
real barnburner); 4th Copley 10, 3rd 
New South 6; 1st Darnall 12, 1st New 

South 8, and in the finale, 2nd Darnall 
14, 8th Harbin 13 (OT). Mike Baker, 
team captain and RA of 8th Harbin, 

returns to his old Independent team, 

  

Chug and Lug, next week. 
The Med Center, eager to become a 
focal spot of undergraduates, is spon- 
soring a Hospital Bed Roll on April 11. 
Entries are now available. This one 
should be a real treat, as coed teams 
will be bound in gauze bandages to run 
the 2000m course. Don’t miss it! 

Be ready for the Great Twit Day, 
coming April 18th. This popular event 
includes such events as the Scotsman’s 

Relays, the matchbox pole vaulting 
finals, motorcycle dueling on Copley 
Lawn, and in the grand finale, the 
jumping off the Key Bridge and swim 

to the Kennedy Center (in sackcloth). 
There are a limited number of en- 
trants, so contact Michael Ellis for an 

entry form at the IM office. 

Upcoming thrillers include piano 
smashing ,the Nuke-A-Thon at what 
was Harbin Field, and the High Wire 
Walk (suspended between Healy 

Tower and Yates). Of course, rain or 
presidential decree may postpone some 
of these events. 

HOYA SportsSnorts HOYA SportsSnorts 
As is usual, the keynote address was 

delivered by grossly servile Athletic ¢ 
Director Francis X.Rienzo. 
“Greetings, or as we say in the old 
country, Bjorn Borg’’, began Rienzo, 
wiping away the perspiration from his 
receding hairline with the tail of the se- 
cond hand bowling shirt which he 
shoplifted from the J.C.Penney 
bargain basement. 
“Ever since John Kennedy began this 
program in 1964...uh, I mean 
1946...psst Jim, was Kennedy shot 

before or after Lindbergh landed on 
the moon?’’ droned the revisionist 
historian, concluding his speech short- 
ly thereafter because of a chronic 
disability to pursue the same train of 

thought for longer than 23 seconds. 

‘‘Georgetown Athletics: 100 Years 
of Backscratching, Toadying, and Bla- 
tant Favoritism”’ is the theme of a new 
exhibit which opened last week at Lau- 
inger Library. 

The exhibit features such memen- 
toes as the pewter loving cup which 
Francis X.Rienzo won when he waltz- 
ed off with the Eddie Munster 
Lookalike Contest. Other exhibits in- 
clude the plastic ‘“World’s Worst 
Athlete’ trophy which Assistaht 
Sports Information Director John 
Iamarino purchased for his boss, il- 
leterate trend setter and PR chief Jim 
Marchiony, and Pebbles’ rotting liver. 

The exhibit will be open to the 
public from March 26-April 10, after 

which it will be lovingly placed in the 

number four trash bin on the cargo 
loading dock. 
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Pia Palladino, noted GU trackster 
who has appeared in both the Void 
and the HOYA countless times over 
the past two years (though not in 
HOYA Sports this year) was bronzed. 
She will be placed in Harbin Field, a 
reminder to all those who compete 
there and to all those editors who were 
short on copy and had to use that 
stupid picture again and again. 

Congrats to Howard Kowreck, the 
ex-HOYA reporter, who abandoned 
his previous news weekly to join Mark 
Goodboy and Suzy Granola at the 
Void. Good luck, Howie. You'll need 
it. 

  Pat Ewing displays his new colors at a press conference held today. 
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Ewing Drops Hoyas, Plans To Attend Harvard University 

    

Woody Hayes Named 
GU Football Coach 
  

by Jim McKay 
HOYA Sports Staff 

  

Georgetown football took a giant 
leap towards ‘‘the big time’’ yesterday 
when Woody Hayes, former legend at 
Ohio State to be head coach next 
season. Former coach Scotty Glacken, 
as told in last week’s HOYA, has mov- 
ed on to become the voice of the 
Washington Redskins for the Voice of 
America. Hayes ascends to the top 
spot May 31. 

Woody Hayes has had a long and 

distinguished coaching career. At Ohio 
State he coached the Buckeyes to 
many national titles while defeating 
arch-Rival Michigan almost constant- 
ly. Yet why would an old, retired 
coach who was booted from his 
former job for slugging an opposing 
player come to Georgetown? From 
Ohio State, where SAT honors are 
seldom seen and its marching band 
outnumbers the average crowd at 
Kehoe Field? 

“Hell, for the fun of it,”” Hayes 
growled, as it was 2:30 a.m. and the 
HOYA was nearing deadline. ‘“This is 
the first offer I’ve had. since I 
“bumped” into that Clemson player. I 
jumped into the ring..er, threw my hat 
into the ring...er, I took the job.” 

‘Assistant Athletic Director Jeff 
Fogelson told someone who told the 
HOYA that the Hayes hiring was part 
of a ‘‘five year plan’’ to bring Division 
1 football and competitive football to 
Georgetown. Future plans include the 
building of 15,000 seats to Kehoe 
Field, granting up to 20 football 
scholarships, the establishment of a 
marching band, and a firm to play 

after the Firemen’s Fund Flashback so 
that prgspective gridiron stars know 
about GU. In short, everything for a 
‘‘big time program.’’ Fogelson hoped 
it would be successful, noting that 
‘Frank hasn’t given me a salary raise 
in three years.”’ 

The 1981 Georgetown football 
schedule was announced today. Coach 

Hayes said that ‘‘this is the year that 
Georgetown will go undefeated.” 

We'll believe it when we see it, 
Woody. The tentative 1981 season is as 

follows: Sept.26, Bowie St. (A), Oct.3, 
James Madison (H), Oct. 10, Gallaudet 
(A), Oct.17, Scranton (A), Oct.24, 
Rice (H), Oct.31, Boston Conser- 

vatory of Music (Homecoming), 
Nove.6, Delaware Institute of 
Technology (A), 

Baptist (H), Nov.20, Rutgers-Camden 
(H), Nov. 27, Genessee St. (A). 
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they belong. Right? 

Naaaaaa. 

We know better. g   

A Modest Proposal 
Things have been awful quiet around the Georgetown campus lately. 

Too quiet. Face it, loyal; sports fans, nothing is going on around here. 
The basketball team got knocked out in the first round, and that’s that. 
The baseball team is winning (suprise!), and the Georgetown Void has 
resorted to running Mark Jittlebrains’ finest works of journalism in the 
“Best of Foul Shots” series. Really. And when was the last time you 
heard from Frank $. Rienzo asnd all the trouble he has had balancing 
the Athletic Department’s checkbook? Too long. That’s why thisd oc- 
casionally unbiased reporter believes there’s something very fishy going 
on around here. And I don’t mean tuna burgers. 

Unfortunately, I don’t know what’s going on. If I did, it probably 
wouldn’t be very funny, anyway. So for all those people who don’t have 
the time to waste on trivial sports columns like I do, here’s five things 
that are guaranteed tro spur up some interest around this place: 

1.Move all home basketball games to Yates Field House. This might 
cause some student input. Because if they play hoops in Yates, that 
means all you future tennis, basketball, and volleyball stars can’t prac- 
tice in the winter. But we’d have a 10,000 arena with no ventilation and 
only three fire exits. Concessions? Scoreboards? Bathrooms? Well, 
we’ll cross those proverbial bridges when we drive off them. Right Ted? 
2.Establish the Big East Hall of Fame here on campus. Great chance for 
tourist bucks to starty filtering into Georgetown University’s pockets in- 
stead of Georgetown the city, because they’ve got more than they can 
handle anyway. There’s really nothing yet to honor, but when there is, 
by God, we’ll be ready, and Syracuse will be left out in the cold where 

3.Appointment of Ken Knisely as Assistant Athletic Director. You 
remember Ken, a HOYA columnist and occasional basketball reporter 
who has vigoriously stood up to the power struggles concerning 
Atrhletic Department Funds? Besides, Jeff needs the help. What a com- 
promise! More money for the library! Of course, they’ll be track books 
(Remember who’ll pay Ken’s salary....) 
4.Let Eric ““Sleepy’’ Floyd sit on the bench next year. Hold on, now. 
Just for the tip-off. Hey, next year, we may never see David Blue, Kurt 
Kaull, Ron Blaylock or Jeff Bullis in the game again, so we could start 

- them at the tip-off. As soon as the Hoyas score the first basket, out 
would come Floyd, Brown, Ewing, G.Smith, and E.Smith. It would 
sure shake up the opponents. And the announcers. ; 
5.Give academic credit for intramurals. Everyone participates. No one 
loafs off. Attendance is good and everyone works hard. Doesn’t sound 
like that lecture today, does it? Think of it. Maybe, grades could be 
awarded. Maybe, famous coaches could serve as professors. Maybe, 
even a school (The Gerald F.Yates School of Athletic Administration)? 

Well, that’s one attempt at sports humor. Take it away, Jittlebrains. ... 

So ends the last article on the last page of the HOYA’s annual April 
Fool’s issue. If you were slightly offended by a story with your name in 
it, remember it’s all in good fun, Right?     

Nove.13, Liberty . 
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