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FIRST PLACE FICTION

Q ueen of the 
M ountain

By Sandra C abassi

Tm AN WALKED CAREFULLY on the 
M white sand road that glittered faintly m in the moonlight. She reached the barn m and slipped quietly through the small 

door. Inside, she waited for a moment, 
leaning back on the rough boards, for her eyes to ad­
just to the warm darkness. The fruity smell of alfalfa 
and oats and manure and horse folded around her. She 
felt its comfort and reassurance. Jan leaned against 
the wall, the textured skin of the barn, waiting for the 
darkness to take on blocked shades of meaning, pat­
terned shades of itself.

It was a California barn, built of redwood that had 
silvered outside, but kept its dark rich color inside, 
away from the hot sun. It looked rickety and thin 
from a distance, with a certain collapsed grace 
because of its sagging roof and leaning walls, but up 
close, once touched and walked through, it had stur­
diness and strength.

It was divided inside by a half wall of mangers. On 
Jan’s right was a series of stalls. On the other side of 
the dividing mangers, where she waited, was one huge 
open space, open to the highest peak of the roof ridge. 
At the front of the barn was the small door she had 
used, then large sliding doors on tracks. The only 
other opening was a small square one with a door high 
up in the front wall. When the hay bales were stacked 
up high inside, she could climb up there and throw 
open the small door, and hang over the edge, looking 
out over the hills to the ocean.

The moon was three-quarters full tonight and high 
overhead. It found its way inside in little glittering 
bars of light through the larger cracks in the roof and 
walls of the barn. Her eyes could make out the blocky 
stacks o f alfalfa bales now, and moving forward slow­
ly and using the moonlight threads for further guides, 
she waded through the straw.

Under her boots, the floor was springy and soft. 
There was no bottom to it. Once, a few years back, 
she had wondered what was under the old hay, what 
the actual floor might be made of, wood or packed 
earth, and she had dug down, raking aside heaps of 
soft, dusty chaff. But after fifty years of continuous 
use, the barn floor had too many layers, and she had 
given it up, left it secret.

She reached the stacked bales and climbed up 
carefully to the top. She liked the barn best when it 
was full like this. It held over three tons of baled 
alfalfa that had been delivered a few weeks ago. At 
the top of the bales, not long after they had been 
delivered, she had made a little nest for herself. She

Continued on page 6
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SECOND PLACE FICTION

Lovely Lie
By Ju lie  C a ro l Thom pson

/ 'D
M ^^^^U N K IN ?” My husband nudg-
■  ed me. I’d been asleep and was
■  already deep in my REM cycle 

when he woke me up. 
“ Punkin?” He’d broken some­

thing or spilled something; he always used a stupid 
sappy nickname when he was being contrite.

“ What?” 1 didn’t open my eyes.
“ Punkin? 1 just talked to Mary. She wants to come 

visit and bring down her new main man.” Hans lay 
down next to me and scratched my face with his 
beard. I was really getting annoyed. “ She wants to 
come this weekend.”

“ Well, 1 hope you told her no.” Silence. “ You didn’t 
tell her no. Shit. I can’t believe it.” We’d both been 
working hard the past several weeks, Hans in the 
workshop every night making furniture for our new 
apartment, me at work during the day then taking 
classes at night; then we’d traveled the past five 
weekends in a row — one family or business obliga­
tion or another, I was tired, behind in everything, 
grouchy, and nearing a nervous or physical 
breakdown. All week long I had been thinking that a 
weekend was just around the corner, just a few days 
away. I would catch up on my studies, clean the 
apartment, wash some clothes, get eight hours of 
sleep on two consecutive nights, and enjoy being at 
home. I’d walk around naked; I’d even do my aerobics 
naked and vacuum naked. I just wanted to be away 
from people, in my little nest. And Hans had invited 
guests — strangers — to stay with us for the 
weekend.

“ Punkin? Don’t be mad,” he said. He wiggled in an 
exaggerated “ I’m snuggling up to the gal I love best” 
way and kissed and bit my ear. “ It won’t be that bad.
I told Mary you’re really busy and probably won’t be 
able to spend very much time with us. You can go to 
the library all day if you want. You don’t mind, do 
you?”

“ Do I have much choice?” I felt nasty and mean. “ I 
don’t suppose you could have consulted me about 
this, could you?” Then I went on with a lecture about 
consideration and marriage being a partnership and 
how my home is an intimate place and about the vio­
lation of having strangers come into it and a bunch of 
other stuff that 1 suppose is true but that I later 
regretted having said. So as Hans opened the 
hospitality door, my visions of “ nesting in the raw” 
flew out, and I thought about the change in my up­
coming weekend.

1 am not a tolerant person. I know this and Hans is 
always reminding me. A stupid, ill-timed joke, slurp­
ing of tea or soup, or Mozart pronounced with a fuzzy 
“ z” wipe a person from my graces, and afterwards I 
can think of him or her with only disgust, annoyance, 
and a curled lip. Of course, I have friends — several in 
fact, and they are truly good, kind, sensitive, in­
telligent people. They are not, as you may think, 
“ losers” who are desperate for a friend. I mean, my 
friends aren’t perfect. Sometimes they really irritate 
me, but I am always quick to forgive and forget 
(honestly), even knowing that their offenses — im­
properly cooking the pasta, using good knives on a 
tile counter — are too insignificant to warrant even 
my attention.

No, 1 am not tolerant. I am not like our old friend 
Ruth who, after forty years of waitressing, still likes 
people. 1 mean, she really enjoys everyone, and their 
quirks and obnoxious behavior she finds amusing. 1 
have tried emulating, in turn, Ruth, my maternal 
grandmother, and Saint Teresa. But all of that 
passivity and gracious smiling and turning my face

from one cheek to the 
other simply did not 
work for me. It was like 
wearing shoes that are 
too small: it wasn’t nor­
mal; it didn’t make sense.

All of the times I tried 
being someone else. I’d 
smile in what I thought 
was a kind, gentle, glow­
ing way — something 
like the way a pregnant 
woman does, when peace 
and radiance are washed 
over her face. I sincerely 
tried. Today I’ll be Ruth,
I would say in the morn­
ing, and once my hus­
band had left for work 
this was fairly easy. But 
things always fell apart 
once I got around people.

Driving to work was a 
particu lar challenge.
People can be such idiots 
on the road, you know, 
and it was hard not to 
yell, “ You fucking 
moron! What the hell 
kind of maneuver is 
that?” My emulation was 
put to the real test once 
at the office. It’s a fairly 
small company — there 
are  ab o u t th ir ty  
employees in all, and ex­
cept for the president 
and four vice presidents 
who have their own 
mahogany and leather 
offices, we are all in one 
great big room. That 
means that I hear every
sniffle, snort, and pop of gum that thirty people can 
perform in eight hours. It is hell. The glow, then the 
smile, drop from my face: I am my old Mr. Hyde self 
once again.

Hans took off his jeans and got under the covers 
with me, and I turned toward him in my habitual 
way, raising my head so that he could put his arms 
under my neck. He flexed that arm and, as if I had 
received my cue, I said, “ Oooh, what a big, strong 
muscle you have. My name’s Bunny. What’s yours?”

“ I am Hans the Fjord Conqueror,” he said in a 
deep, deep voice. We’d had this exchange hundreds of 
times. He was always “ Hans the Fjord Conqueror,” 
but I changed my name from Bambi to Bunny to 
Kitten, going wherever my incredible creativity would 
take me. The nonsense and Hans’ warmth rested and 
calmed me. I forgave him for inviting weekend guests; 
I apologized for being nasty. We talked quietly about

Mary and what she was doing, where she’d met her 
boyfriend Calvin, when they were arriving, what we 
could possibly do with them for two days. Mary and 
Hans had gone to college together, through the same 
major. They’d been good “ buddies,” as Hans would 
say, but I had always boiled up suspicions of roman­
tic intentions nestled in one or both of them. Letters 
from Hans during his college years were full of “ Mary 
and I did,” “ Mary and I went,” “ Mary said.” She was

Italian, and I knew Hans fantasized about Italian
women. He thinks they’re beautiful, all of them; he 
speaks with awed, enthusiastic male virility and in­
fatuation. And did she have any romantic interest in 
my husband? Hans was the most wonderful, hand­
some, caring man in the world, and every day this 
woman who screams “ You fucking moron” out her 
car window mumbles a humble, sincere prayer of 
thanks for this man. How could Mary not be, or not 
have been, in love with a man like that?

I was determined to be good, kind, generous. I 
thought immediately of being Joan of Arc for the 
weekend.

I went to work on Friday, afterward hustling to the 
university for three hours of lecture. I was really tired 
when I finally drove up to our apartment complex and 
as I walked slowly up the twenty-two stairs, I 
thought that this is what writers mean when they 
say, “ She wearily dragged herself up the staircase, 
willing each foot to move forward.” I heard the

vacuum cleaner as I neared our apartment, and enter­
ing, I found Hans, clean and wet-haired from his 
shower, pushing the old blue Hoover around. He was 
handsome like that — tall, smooth-skinned, shirtless, 
blue-eyed.

“ Hi, honey. I’m home,” I said. Continued on page 8



Crosscurrents A pril24-25, 1987 3

i ^ G T I O N ••«• •• •!

 ̂  ̂ ....

■ ii .,  > ; 'K f e v ;  -■

- 1 .  — .  . , ,  , \ - r

W’'-
■F‘-r!-C ■i. <tv •

u * * - *'ĵ >-
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ELL IT ’S a rainy 
night in Paris 
and I ’m sitting by the 
Seine
it’s a pleasure to be 
soaking in the 
European rain

Now my belly’s full offancy food and wine 
Oh, but in the morning there’ll by hell to pay 
Somewhere along the line ...

The song ran through her head as she stared at the 
pigeon droppings melting in the rain on the cafe 
tabletop. It was a clammy sort of rain, the kind that 
gets you damp enough to be uncomfortable and 
makes your all-natural fiber jacket smell like a wet 
dog. It was the kind of rain that happened only in 
Paris ...

Damn.
Maybe I could make a Hallmark slogan out of this. 

No, not even Hallmark; maybe American Greetings. 
Or 1 could finish the story, adding a few more signifi­
cant ... and sell it to Silhouette Romances; it has that 
certain “je ne sais quoi” that Ricardo Montalban 
could appreciate. How can 1 write on an empty stom­
ach? 1 wrote VOID at the top of page one and tossed 
it behind me. This is, 1 admit, an affectation; it makes 
me feel like a real writer. I stared at the next sheet of 
Stuart Hall College Rule and the black Papermate 
pen. They stared back, waiting for me to make the 
next move. Wait — that’s an affectation, too. They 
didn’t stare back, they didn’t wait for me; a pad of 
paper and a pen are inanimate objects. I’m supposed 
to control them. What I’m trying to say is that there 
is a piece of blank paper and a pen on my desk and 1 
have a story due next Friday and absolutely nothing 
is happening. Where’s my Muse?

There was a knock on the door. “ Come in,’’ 1 
shouted. Cass poked her head around the door.

“ Hi. Am 1 interrupting anything?’’
“ No. 1 wish you were. Come on in.’’
She flopped on the bed and wiggled her feet in the 

air. “ Was there anything edible at dinner?’’
“ Depends on your definition of edible. I had salad, 

an orange, and cottage cheese slapped between two 
pieces of Roman Meal.’’

Her feet stopped wiggling. “ That is really 
disgusting.’’

“ Yeah, well, it was that or a mystery patty with 
'tomato paste.’’

“ Gross. Look, can 1 borrow your philosophy book? 1 
can’t find mine.’’

“ Sure. It’s on the dresser. Where were you at din­
ner?’’

She sprang up and went over to the dresser. “ Oh, I 
wasn’t hungry. I had a Tab. Thanks for the book.’’ 
She left. 1 sighed and turned back to my paper.

She was sitting on the bench, surrounded by 
parcels, wishing she had some bread for the pigeons, 
when he approached her and started talking. She was 
frightened, but he did have nice eyes. They weren’t, 
she decided, the eyes of a pervert. She had gone to 
Paris with dreams of a Great Adventure, and she was 
determined to have it.

I rubbed my eyes. This mysterious “ she” was turn­
ing out to be a witless sap. No, that’s being kind. The 
brainwaves of a cow would be more intellectually 
thrilling. 1 shouldn’t be writing about something 1 
know nothing about. VOID. I chewed on my pen. 
Lesson la: How to get rid of Writer’s Block. Write a 
paragraph about the first thing that comes into your 
head.

Cheryl Beth stared unenthusiastically at the mound 
of steaming beans-n-franks on her Smurf plate. “ This 
looks yucky. Mommy.” Madge sighed. “ Just eat it, 
honey.”

Dumb kid. Eat it or I’ll make Madge do unspeak­
able things to your food. Have some horseradish with 
your beans-n-franks, Cheryl Beth. 1 looked at the 
clock; it was 10:00. 1 wondered if 1 could go to bed, 
having virtuously spent three hours at my desk, but 1 
decided that my sleep would be the restless sleep of 
the spineless who succumb to Writer’s Block. Maybe 
it isn’t Writer’s Block after all. Maybe 1 just need a 
new approach.

When my family went to Paris for the summer, 1 
was at a point in my life where my biggest fear was 
wondering whether or not the quantities of Pepsi 1 
had consumed during the time my braces were on 
would leave little brown marks all over my teeth that 
would be exposed when the braces finally got remov­
ed. My favorite book was I, Claudius and my favorite 
movie was “ The Wizard of Oz.” 1 didn’t return from 
the trip speaking fluent French, but 1 remember its 
music. 1 never could pin down the smell of Paris (and 
probably wouldn’t want to know its 
exact breakdown), but from time to 
time its essence appears in my 
mind’s nose. 1 did not trip mindless­
ly from one monument to the next; 1 
was absorbed by the city, its parks  ̂
and churches and streets as well as 
its museums and monuments and 
cathedrals.

We had a four-room apartment 
near Montmartre. Our concierge was

named Carmen; she wore aprons and had appendages 
of children. The apartment had two French windows 
that opened onto a tiny balcony, and you could sit 
there and peer through the iron railing and watch the 
street, or read, which 1 often did in the evenings when 
1 couldn’t go out by myself. 1 read I, Claudius and 
drank Indian Tonic and watched the shadows and the 
cars and the people and was careful not to annoy my 
brother. 1 also wrote in my journal.

“ Moi, Claude, Empereur” was being shown on the 
television, the story of Claudius. Every night 1 wat­
ched. 1 had a mad crush on Claudius; even now 1 have 
a weak spot for the disadvantaged underdog. This 
guy stammered and limped; what few close friends he 
had were knocked off, he was mercilessly mocked by 
his nearest and dearest, but he was so brilliant and 
sensitive. He married this girl, Messalina, who at first 
seemed wonderful but who ended up being a 
traitorous, faithless, power-hungry witch. I hated her 
and mourned for Claudius. I wished myself back in 
time; 1 would have made him happy.

We had been in Paris for a week. 1 thought about 
how my friends had teased me about having affairs 
with French men. So far the only encounter I’d had 
was in the Monoprix, when I was buying milk. The 
clerk who was pricing the butter smiled at me, pro­
bably rupturing a few very painful looking boils in the 
process, and invited me into the back room. 1 fled. 
You would have thought that 1 feared he would rape 
me as he casually gunned tags on the dairy products. 
It looked as though the prospects for a summer 
romance in Paris were pretty grim.

I went to the Louvre almost every day. 1 prowled 
through seemingly forgotten rooms; 1 found 
everything from the royal china to prehistoric fertility 
goddesses, delighting in everything. 1 met him in the 
Salle d’Auguste. The older man. He was over six feet 
tall; he had a slight double chin and a slightly 
receding hairline. His name was Claudius Drusus 
Nero Germanicus and he was very nearly 2,000 years 
old. 1 saw him, tucked behind a bust of Caligula; a 
stool was next to the pillar across from him.

“ I read your story,” 1 told him. “ 1 think I’m in love 
with you.”

The guard in the doorway turned and stared. 1
stared back. He stepped into the 
next room; he was de trop and he 
knew it.

1 visited Claudius every time 1 
went to the Louvre. 1 often spoke to 
him, telling him about what 1 had 
seen that day and how 1 felt about 
it. Every time I thought about 
Messalina’s cruelty to him 1 became 
more certain that, had 1 been 

Continued on page 7
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Miss America 1986
Too middle class to suicide,
I stretch out in the back yard 
Sauteed in cocoa butter 
And cat hairs.
On a forever diet 
Of coffee and albacore.
Two months later, 1 rehearse.
Mumbling my answers 
Into a brown suede loincloth:
“ My favorite hobbies are aerobics 
And writing poems to spit 
Into the dim faces of over-achievers 
At a psuedo-European cafe 
On Sunday nights.”

Lady Catherine
Destined high priestess 
Of the catering cult 
And hostess of the year 
To the Esprit set.
You’ll have your babies 
Fashionably late 
And streak your hair 
At sixty bucks a shot.
You wear your money on your wrist. 
And on forgotten price tags 
Hanging from sleeves of silk blouses.
It doesn’t matter that 
You had to pin a tie on a man 
In your mind’s eye 
To determine his moldibility —
Now the tie is real.
Now the knot is tight.

Swan Sculpture 
Sans Wings

He sunk my swan in sand 
(Cool bothersome grains,
Brushed from a skirt, jeans, socks 
And shook from shoes.)
He packed it close around 
The brittle form 
And poured in bronze 
That filled its breast with flames 
But cooled before it reached 
The outstretched wings.

La Purisima
Father, 1 have been dreaming 
Of adobe missions.
Their prickly pears and 
Rose gardens.
The romance in red velvet mustiness. 
Stained glass and 
Candlelit altars.
Never fails to enchant me.
But I’m far too logical 
To.be religious.
I’m a poet without a purpose 
Who longs for one.
Embrace me. Father!
Your words echo in my mind 
Like church bells.
And 1 cannot silence them.
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Ex-Canvert
Churchgoers in black don’t appeal to me. 
1 can’t appreciate their 
Drip-dry maternity frocks, 
Tupperwareand 
Careful underclothes.
They say I have a past.
Laugh too easily and 
Love too often.
I admit.
Abstinence never occurred to me. 
Perhaps I could believe 
In God
If I wasn’t required 
To have faith in rhythm.

At the Getty
Violet ladies,
Alma and Lily,
Tuck handkerchiefs into 
The sleeves of their sweaters 
And stare up at the ceiling:
“ The dog in the corner 
Is the artist’s self-portrait.
And if you look a certain way — ah!”
He is a pirate.
His teeth are bared.
His eyes
(“ you can see them there, in the dog’s ear”) 

laugh down .
At pushed-up bosoms 
Of painted ladies 
Hanging beneath him.
The old women smile 
And move on to lunch.
Swallowing their secret 
In a crustless sandwich.

In Res pan se 
ta Ferlinghetti 

Discussian
I’ve never felt oppressed.
Or cared enough 
To criticize a sexist poem.
But I can’t run in Perfumo Canyon alone — 
They’d find me, naked.
Lying in the fern.
An open mouth admitting 
Foolish girl.

Hapeless Romantic
I gave you my wittiest self —
My poems, my black and white.
You only afforded me 
Flimsy Grey philosophies.
I would thank you.
If I weren’t so embarrassed —
You didn’t leave me anything so tangible 
To moon over.
I can’t even picture your face.

The Rebel
• The White Shirts said

You must wear white 
Good, I said,
I have white pants ...

.No.
A white dress.
Well, all right.
But underneath 
Black lace panties —
No bra.
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To the Seller of 
Oranges in Mozotlon

Old man posed patiently by the sea,
Waiting for the end of time perhaps,
Waiting while the tourists stroll through hot sand 
Hand in hand.
What do you see?
The sweet, tart taste of your fruit.
Like your life.
Lies bright in the basket.
1 have seen you before across the worlds 
Do you remember me?
You stand in sandals on the dirty, cracked heels 
Of poverty.
Posed patiently by the hot sand steel sea.
Waiting for the sign, the sign 
That seals your life to mine.

Summer
The sharp, sweet smell of summer 
Rises from the just-mowed grass 
Where a barefoot boy plays a harmonica.
And the sound curls around the ears
Of strolling lovers licking ice cream cones.
Which melt in the Malibu sun
That blazes down on a bed of willful petunias
Sprawling out on the curved brick path.
Winding its way through the just-mowed grass.

S A N D R A  C A B A S S I

Californio Born
Standing sway-backed on the grassy hill.
Bleached gray by many thousand suns.
The old barn offers sheltered comfort still.

The pickled bones of graying board.
And sagging eaves of over-hanging roof.
Shelter nests of mud, where swallows dip and soar.

Inside, the great cool cave of dark 
Is broken by the bands of sparkling sun.
Where dust motes rise to dance and lark.

And underfoot, the tiny mice scamper out and play 
In scraps of burlap, heaps of dirt, and old 
Forgotten piles of once fragrant hay.

The busy days of farming have all passed.
But for the hundreds who still shelter here.
The old barn has a duty ’till the last.
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MeTc»
Most people have a moment,
A single episode of time.
Marble pillar of support. 
Strengthening emotion.
Enlightening thought;
A wind which passes through 
The branches of personality.
Cleans off dead leaves of past errors.

Such a thing came to me once.
A wish that thundered 
In my sporadic childhood 
Fulfilled; when as a young adult. 
Broken by the foolish heat 
Of anger, frustration, fear —
1 heard my father say, “ I love you.” 
Me too. Dad, me too.

Tongue Lashing
The silence of your tears 
Has filled my room.
Floods of sorrow 
Washed their way 
Across my shoulders.
Every salty drop 
Burned itself 
Into my memory.
And I curse 
The wayward tongue 
Whose brutal lashings 
Have been the undoing 
Of your smile.

This strung tight tool 
Thunders angrily 
To cover all the fear 
Hidden by its ferocity.
I would spit out
This horrid muscle
If that could erase
The wrinkles on your forehead
And the pain behind your eyes.

M I C H A E L  M c C L A R N E Y

In Memorium
Sadly farewell, ancient forefathers.
Senility holds your aged crust together.
Though once with reverence you were held.
We now stare in embarrassment 
At dim eyes, saliva stained lips.

Our patriotism has turned to whining indifference. 
Spoiled child tantrums echo in the hallways 
Once shaken by righteous indignation.

Requiest in pace, seedy patrons of our glorious past. 
Broken off mid-sentence to find a fitful sleep.
Death specters pierce your anguished dreams.
As disillusioned soldiers march past your silent eyes,
We seat you in your marble chairs
Beside the tattered thrones of dusty aristocracies.

Night Hope
In the darkness I feel your arm 
Stretch itself across my shoulder.
And so we pass the night tangled 
Like the vines which pull the hillside 
Back from the meandering creek.
On sleep’s silk-soft pillows
We breath songs to the wandering moon.

When sunlight pierces the curtains.
We will unravel our shared warmth.
But. all the day is filled
With the unconscious memories
Of slumbering nights
That are yet to come.
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Q ueen of the M ountain
From page I
had broken up one of the bales on top, 
and scattered it over the others, mak­
ing a soft bed. She sat down there now 
and pulled off her boots, and placed 
them carefully side by side. She pulled 
off her socks too, and stuffed them 
inside the boots. Then she stood up 
and walked over to the front wall and 
unlatched the square little loft door 
and opened it.

She stood up on tiptoe to peer out 
through the opening. She could see 
the whiter stretch of dirt road leading 
back to the house, and beyond the 
house a hedge, then an open field. 
Beyond that field, the silhouette of 
the neighbors’ tall square house, and 
more fields and soft hills. There were a 
few dots of light scattered over the 
hills from porch lights, and beyond 
the hills was the Pacific. She could not 
see the ocean now, but the far, wet, 
salty smell came to her, carried on lit­
tle puffs of breeze.

She went back to the soft pile of hay 
and stretched out in an unconsciously 
sacrificial pose, her arms out, palms 
up, on either side of her and her legs 
straight together, her toes pointed. 
She stretched all her muscles for a 
moment and then folded her arms 
under her head, her fingers locked. 
The square of moonlight from the loft 
window fell across her face and torso 
and across the dark brown wings of 
hair that fanned out behind her head.

She had a little over half-an-hour to 
wait. “ Midnight,” she had whispered 
to him a few hours before. “ Meet me 
just at midnight in the barn.” Mid­
night had seemed the right time to 
her, half-way from light, half-way to 
light.

She had showed him where to park 
his car across the road and out of 
sight, and how to follow the fence line 
to the barn. And then she had kissed 
him strongly and swiftly and left him 
standing on the porch, while she went 
back inside the house.

She had met him only today, but 
that did not bother her. They had met 
on the light brown sands of the beach. 
The football he had been tossing to 
his two friends further down the 
shore, had landed next to her. He had 
run up to retrieve it where she lay on 
a bright beach towel beside her 
girlfriend. She sat up and smiled at 
him as he ran up, and he smiled back 
and dropped to his knees beside her. 
His friends yelled impatiently at him 
for the ball, but he had only turned 
and tossed it back to them, and 
stayed beside her to talk.

“ My name is John Casey Martin,” 
he said, “ but all my friends call me 
Case. What’s your name?” he asked 
her.

“ I’m Jan, Jan Tulley,” she said.
He was nineteen and in the Navy 

and stationed in San Diego. He and 
his friends were on leave.

“ How old are you?” he had asked 
her, and she had lied and said seven­
teen and a half, tacking two and a half 
years onto her fifteen. Her girlfriend 
lying beside her had giggled, but kept 
silent. They were used to each other’s 
lies.

She had been physically attracted to 
Case because he had resembled a boy 
she had once desired fiercely. He had 
the same dark curly hair that fell over 
his forehead, the same kind of dark 
brown flashing eyes and smooth dark 
skin. But as he talked, she saw how 
gentle he was. He had been eager and 
friendly and shy all at the same time. 
He had talked to her all afternoon, 
bought her and her girlfriend 
snowcones, and splashed about in the 
icy green surf with them, laughing

and teasing. He had asked her to go to 
a movie that evening, and when she 
had accepted quickly, he had been 
humbly grateful.

He had been a perfect gentleman on 
their date, picking her up promptly. 
She had met him at the door herself, 
and hurried him away quickly, before 
he had time to do more than nod and 
wave politely at her parents, and 
promise to have her in early. Her 
parents had assumed he was a local 
boy from her high school, and she did 
not want them to know how much 
older he was.

He had treated her with an almost 
tentative courtesy, buying popcorn 
and soft drinks and talking to her 
quietly before the show began. He was 
from a small town in Washington, a 
suburb of Seattle. He told her of his 
p a re n ts ,  his
brother, his high 
school. He asked 
her about her fami­
ly, her school and 
friends. During 
most of the show, 
he had only held 
her hand.

It was only 
toward the end, 
when the movie 
was almost over, 
th a t he grew 
bolder. His arm, ly­
ing on the back of 
the seat, tightened 
about her shoulder, 
and his hand 
brushed through 
her hair. She had 
turned her head 
and leaned against 
him until he kissed 
her slowly and soft­
ly. She felt his hand 
stroke down her 
arm  and his 
b re a th in g  had
quickened. His ex- ______
citement caused a 
quick hot surge of desire in her, but 
he had relaxed his arm and did not 
kiss her again.

Yes, she had thought to herself. I 
think he’s the one, the right one. She 
felt her desire for him and she also 
sensed her power over him. His grate­
fulness to her and his gentleness gave 
her strength and control.

He had driven her straight home 
after the show. She had sat close 
beside him, and smiled at him as they 
talked of the movie. He asked her if he 
could take her out again tomorrow 
afternoon and she had agreed. He had 
parked in her driveway, and had hur­
ried around to open and hold the car 
door for her, and then he escorted her 
back to the bottom of the porch steps.

He had smiled at her. “ You’re very 
beautiful,” he had said. She had 
wound a white scarf around her head 
when they left the movie, and he 
touched it lightly. “ You look like a 
madonna,” he told her.

With a quick movement of her 
hands, she loosened the scarf back on 
her shoulders and shook out her dark 
hair. Then she had reached up to him 
and pressed her body against his and 
kissed him passionately, kissed him 
again and again, until she felt his 
heartbeat hammering under her 
fingertips. It was then she had step­
ped back and whispered, “ Midnight, 
meet me just at midnight in the 
barn.”

“ Yes, yes,” he had whispered back, 
as she gave him directions, and then 
she had kissed him one more time, 
quickly, before she ran inside.

Now she lay waiting for him, for

es,
she had thought to 

herself. I think 
he's the one, the 

right one. She felt her 
desire for him and 
she also sensed her 

power over him. 
His gratefulness to 

her and his gentleness 
gave her strength 

and control

midnight. She felt he was the right 
one. The time was right too, and cer­
tainly this place was right, this barn 
that was hers. It was her territory; it 
belonged to her and she listened to it 
in the darkness. She heard the stamp 
and snort of her horse outside in the 
corral, the creaking of the old boards, 
the faint rustlings of the tiny field 
mice in the straw, and the shrill 
cricket songs outside. She was at
home here, had always, almost
always, been in control here.

When she was eight and her 
younger brother five, they had moved 
to the small farm. The big barn 
became the center, the focal point for 
all their play. It drew them and the
other kids in the neighborhood like a 
magnet. There were not many children 
around. Just the two boys next door 

in the tall square 
house, and another 
boy from down the 
road.

It had bothered 
her mother that 
there were no girls, 
and she had 
re c ru ite d  c a n ­
didates, daughters 
of her friends, and 
invited them over, 
one by one, to play 
with Jan. But they 
had always ended 
up miserable and 
lonely, left out of 
the rough games, 
and finally her 
mother had given 
up. Jan did not 
need these girls for 
she was the leader 
of their neighbor­
hood. She was the 
oldest, by six mon­
ths, of them all, and 
she was stronger 
and faster than the 
boys.

They had played
games in their seasons. There was a 
time for marbles, circles drawn in the 
dust of the road or chalked in the floor 
of the front porch. There was a time 
for kites, thin flimsy ones from the 
dimestore, or sturdier homemade ver­
sions. There was a time for sliding 
down the slick grass of the hillside on 
pieces of cardboard, a time for build­
ing forts and pelting each other with 
soft clods of grass and dirt, a time for 
damming up the creek and swimming, 
jumping in the water from a rope tied 
on a tree limb. There was a time for 
playing “ hide-n-seek” in the tall rows 
of corn that grew in the fields nearby, 
and there was a time in the long soft 
summer nights for “ kick-the-can.” 
But always, year around, the one 
game they played over and over, in­
side the barn, was “ king of the moun­
tain.”

It was simple. One person stood on 
the highest bale of hay, and everyone 
else tried to pull him off and become 
“ king.” There were few rules: no pin­
ching or scratching or pulling hair or 
kicking. Jan almost always won. 
Sometimes she let someone else win, 
but they were all conscious that she 
willed it. She lost no power from this, 
but gained control, for the others 
sensed her fairness.

Once after a fierce battle that had 
gone on for over an hour, she stood 
alone in victory with the others ex­
hausted around her feet, flopped on 
the soft floor of the barn.

“ I’m the king, the king,” she had 
chanted, trying to tease them back to 
battle.

The oldest boy had jumped to his

feet, his face still red and flushed, his 
eyes shining. “ No you’re not, Jan,” he 
had shouted, laughing. “ You’re the 
queen, the queen of the mountain. 
You’re our queen.”

And she had laughed back; they had 
all laughed, for it was true. She was 
the queen. The barn was her castle 
and they were her subjects.

She directed and dominated and 
watched over them. Once her little 
brother had almost landed on a pit­
chfork, its prongs carelessly turned 
up. And once, one of the other boys 
had scratched his ankle on a piece of 
wire from a bale. So she had made 
rules. Before they played, the pit­
chfork had to be located and placed 
safely on the far side of the barn. Cut 
pieces of wire had to be bundled up 
and thrown out so they could not stab 
anyone’s eye. And she had them 
carefully bend in the sharp ends of the 
wires that tied the bales. She had even 
brought Band-Aids and salve from the 
house, so she could minister to their 
small cuts and scratches.

“ You’re so good with the boys, 
Jan,” her parents told her. “ They 
listen to you.” And they often re­
quested her help with her little 
brother. She could get him to bathe 
and brush his teeth and pick up his 
room without fights or arguments or 
tears.

When she was eleven, her parents 
had bought her a horse for her birth­
day. Her father led her, blindfolded, 
outside to a young mare with a big red 
bow and ribbon tied around her neck. 
In the excitement and newness of her 
horse, Jan forgot about the boys for 
awhile. They sulked around the yard, 
directionless and lost while she rode 
alone. But eventually, the proper 
order of her life returned. She gave 
each of them turns on the horse, 
taught them to ride too, and rejoined 
their games. She structured her time 
to include them and to still have time 
for school and riding her horse alone.

At the end of her twelfth year, a 
neighborhood woman died, and her 
husband rented out their smal stucco 
house and went off to his married 
daughter’s to live. A new family mov­
ed in, and there in the middle of their 
lives, in the middle of their games one 
day, was the panther boy.

He was tall and older than Jan by 
two years. He had blue-black curly 
hair, deep dark eyes with golden 
flecks in them and smooth brown 
skin, and from the first he stalked her. 
He had little interest in the younger 
boys except as witnesses to his power. 
It was Jan he wanted.

He challenged her and circled her, 
walking around on his light cat feet 
with a sensuous grace and fixing her 
with his black eyes, a small knowing 
smile on his face.

“ Janneee, Janneee,” he would call 
to her. “ Come play with me.” He drew 
out her name in a ritual chant, and she 
was both attracted and repelled by 
him. For once, she did not know what 
to do, and the other boys wondered at 
her, at her helplessness.

She saw his strength, his greater 
knowledge of the world, and she knew 
she could not master him, so at first 
she pretended to be too busy to play. 
She saddled the horse and rode alone, 
or she stayed around the house near 
her mother, moving restlessly from 
room to room. Her mother wondered 
at her and thought at first she was 
sick, but after a few days of always 
having Jan underfoot and in her way, 
she ordered her outside.

The boys were in the barn playing 
“ king of the mountain” as usual, but

Continued on page 7
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The Process
From page 3
around, he would have been blissfully 
happy. She had been only 16, and he 
was almost 50; she had been much too 
young for him. (The fact that I was 
not yet sixteen myself did not occur to 
me.) Sometimes I would just sit and 
watch his face as the light from the 
window glowed and faded with the 
passing clouds. The Roman sculpture 
(or had it been an imported Greek 
sculpture?) had been brutally realistic. 
This was one emperor who would 
never have been mistaken for Jove, 
that’s for sure. Where a noble brow 
was called for, his was squat; where 
there should have been aristocratic 
cheekbones was rounded flesh, and his 
nose was — well, at least he had one.

No one knew of my passion, except 
maybe the guard who was on duty, 
and he was the very soul of discretion. 
I often wrote poetry in my journal. 
One day, after this affair had been go­
ing on for about a week, I read 
Claudius a poem of which I was par­
ticularly proud. “ What do you think 
of that?” I asked him.

“ That’s very interesting.” I turned 
to stare down the intruder. My face 
responded with its Meg Adams 
patented Beaconlight flush.

“ Do you often write poetry?” He 
walked toward me, this fellow with a

British accent.
“ Not very often,” I said.
“ It shows. You need heaps of prac­

tice.”
“ Well who are you? You’ve got a lot 

of nerve.” Gone was the meek adoles­
cent who had fled the Monoprix in ab­
ject terror. After various parts of my 
anatomy had been pinched and prod­
ded in crowded Metro cars, I had 
stomped a few feet, slapped a face, 
and kneed two groins. I was 
thoroughly sick of men whose brains 
were in their pants.

He laughed. “ Your American is 
showing.”

I hardly knew which side to protect. 
“ Of course it is.”

“ You have more nerve than I do. 
Look who’s chatting with statues.”

I was wordless. I started to stalk 
past him.

“ Oh, don’t be mad. I used to do the 
same thing with Venus de Milo. Ex­
cept I never cared if she said any­
thing.”

I had to laugh.
“ Do you want to take a walk?” He 

grinned.
His accent and his crooked teeth 

were cute, I thought. I was curious 
but wary. “ I think I would like to find 
Michelangelo’s Slaves,” I said. “ Come 
along if you like.”

wrote VOID 
at the top of page one and tossed it behind me. 

This is, I admit, an affectation; 
it makes me feel like a real writer. I stared at 

the next sheet of Stuart Hall College Rule 
and the black Papermate pen.

“ Oh, she’s playing by her rules.”
“ I’m not playing.” I turned to get 

my purse and saw Claudius. Oh, no. I 
hesitated.

“What’s your name?”
I turned around. “ Meg Adams.”
“ Meg, I’m Charles Kinnell.” I of­

fered him my hand and he shook it. 
His palm was warm and dry. As we 
walked out of the Salle d’Auguste I 
felt like a traitor. But I also 
understood Messalina a little better. 
Claudius really had been too old for 
her.

“ Hey Meg!” Someone was shouting 
outside my door.

“ Come in,” I shouted back.
Cass opened the door. She was car­

rying parcels wrapped in white paper. 
“ I got hungry so I went to the deli.”

“ At one o’clock in the morning?”
“ Yeah. I had a mad craving for 

salami and onions. I got half a turkey 
on rye for you.”

“ Cass, I’m trying to finish a story. I 
don’t think the smell of onions is go­
ing to inspireme.”

“ Can I read it?” I shrugged and 
handed her what had been completed.

“ I never knew you were in love with 
a sta tue. Isn ’t that kind of 
perverted?”

“ Don’t assume anything, dear.” I 
bit into my sandwich. Some people 
just don’t understand. □

Song lyrics by Billy Joel

Q ueen of the M ountain
From page 6
it was the panther boy who stood on 
top. His real name was Sammy, but 
she could only think of him as the 
panther boy. She moved away from 
them, as though she planned on going 
outside to the corral to catch the 
horse, but the panther boy held out 
his arms and began his chant.

“ Janneee, come play, come play 
with me,” he called. And the others 
took up the chant, too.

“ Are you afraid, Jan?” her little 
brother called to her. “ Are you 
afraid?”

She was filled with a sudden anger 
and she turned back and ran toward 
them. She jumped swiftly to the top 
where the panther boy waited and she 
lunged with a fast swipe of her arms 
at his legs, hoping to take him by 
surprise and knock him off balance. 
But he jumped skillfully away.

He taunted her again. “ Come on 
Janneee, come on and get me,” he 
called.

She yelled back to the other boys 
behind her. “ Come up here. Come up 
here and help me.” But they hung 
back and waited.

She jumped clear to the top where 
he stood and lowered her head a little 
and charged him, trying again to 
knock him off balance. But he side­
stepped her and grabbed her arms 
from behind, and with a quick twist, 
he forced her down and lay on top of 
her, pinning her arms and legs with 
his.

“ I’ll tell. I’ll tell on you,” she yelled 
in his face.

But he only grinned. “Tell what?” 
he said loudly for the other boys to 
hear. “ We’re only playing, aren’t we?”

The other boys still hung back. 
(They felt a strange new tension from 
the two struggling figures on top.)

The panther boy’s weight pressed 
down against Jan, and she felt her 
heartbeat racing against his chest. He 
smiled at her and whispered so that 
only she could hear. “ I’ve got a new

game for us to play,” he said softly 
against her ear.

Then he moved his mouth over hers 
and kissed her. She felt his tongue 
flicker inside her mouth, and he let go 
of one of her arms and with his hand 
he caressed her breast. She felt a 
great wave of desire sweep through 
her body, and for one instant she sur­
rendered completely to the feeling and 
to him. But in the next instant, she 
saw in her mind a picture of the two of 
them together, wrestling in the hay, 
and a new feeling of disgust followed 
and gave her strength. She rolled 
away from under him and broke free, 
and jumped down the bales and ran to 
the door. She stopped for a moment 
and looked back. He was sitting up, 
laughing and holding out his arms to 
her.

“ Come back again Janneee and 
play,” he called.

In the days that follwed, Jan found 
new ways to avoid the boys. “ They’re 
babies,” she told her mother. “ I’m too 
old to play with them anymore.” But 
she could not tell her mother of the 
panther boy or what had happened. 
She took long walks alone from 
wherever the boys were, and she 
stayed in her room much of the time.

It was during those months that she 
started getting up late at night when 
everyone else was sleeping, and 
sneaking out of the house.' She 
reclaimed her kingdom of the barn, 
but only in the middle of the night 
when it was safe. She would saddle up 
her horse in the dark and ride quietly 
away down the country roads and 
fields in the moonlight. The mare was 
sure-footed and Jan felt a great com­
fort and relief riding alone in the dark 
and empty hills.

After a few months, the panther boy 
and his parents moved on again, and 
someone new rented the little stucco 
house. But things were never the 
same again for Jan. The boys would
no longer listen to her. They brushed 
her away and went off by themselves.

“ You’re only a girl,” they told her. 
“ You can’t tell us what to do.”

A few months after her thirteenth 
birthday, Jan got her period. Her 
mother hugged her and said, “ Aren’t 
you happy? You’re a grown-up woman 
now.” But Jan saw nothing to be 
happy about. Her period was embar­
rassing and messy and sometimes un­
comfortable. She resented her body 
now, the fact of her womanhood.

She cried a lot, and lashed out at her 
little brother and at her mother. She 
brooded alone in her room and would 
not go out at all. Her father tried to 
talk to her. “ Wha?‘i the matter with 
you?” he asked her. “ Why do you act 
like this? You’ve got everything a girl 
can want. Why can’t you be happy?”

But she only turned away. “ You 
don’t understand,” she cried. “ None 
of you understand.”

“ Let her alone,” her mother had 
said. “ In time she’ll feel better.”

At the end of her fourteenth year, 
she graduated from her small country 
school into the much larger high 
school. And in the excitement of 
meeting so many new people, she did 
feel a little better. Still there were too 
many things she did not understand. 
All the other girls seemed to have a 
knowledge she could not grasp.

There were new games to play and 
master now, games not of her choos­
ing, and the rules were not clear. She 
spent half her time trying hard to 
understand what the others seemed 
already to know, and half her time 
wishing she was ten or eleven again, a 
time when she had known who she 
was, and her world had been firm and 
straight.

She was a very pretty girl with 
thick dark brown hair, wide-set blue 
eyes and fair clear skin. She was tall 
and graceful, but inside she felt clum­
sy. She spent too much time thinking 
of her body (she thought), what 
clothes to put on, what perfumes or 
lotions to use, how to wear her hair, 
what to do with her feet and hands.

and how she looked compared to 
others. Even as she played the games 
and observed the rituals, she resented 
them.

She made friends with other girls 
and their lives seemed to revolve 
around boys. They spent nearly all 
their time trying to be pretty and 
popular to attract the boys they 
wanted, and Jan joined in their talk, 
and went to the parties and dances 
and clustered in little giggling groups 
with them, but part of her stood back 
and wondered at them and wondered 
that she could be one of them.

Slowly she had come to the idea 
that the way to be at peace with 
herself again, was to experience fully 
all there was to know about boys and 
sex and the strange new feelings in 
her body. She had simply to make 
love to a boy, to “ go all the way” like 
the other girls said, in order to solve 
the mystery. Once she had played the 
game, learned the rules, she would 
know all the answers and be in control 
again, a “ Queen of the Mountain” 
once more.

She told no one of her decision, not 
even her closest girlfriends, for she 
trusted none of them enough. She. 
began secretly to study each boy she 
saw, but none of them seemed right. 
The older boys at school were arro­
gant and tough and crude, and the 
younger boys were silly or gawky with 
braces and large hands and feet like 
fumbling puppies.

No boy had seemed just right until 
she had met Case on the beach that 
afternoon. Now she lay waiting for 
him, for midnight. She stretched 
again, for her muscles had grown stiff 
in the time that had passed. Then she 
stood up and brushed the hay from 
her hair and clothes and went back to 
the loft window. The fresh cool air 
caressed her face. Far off on the white 
sand road she saw him moving slowly 
towards the barn in the moonlight. 
Jan smiled to herself in the warm 
darkness. She was comforted that 
soon she would know all she needed to 
know, and that she would win the 
game at last. □
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From page 2
“ How was your day at the office, 

dear?”
“ It’s a fucking jungle out there.” 1 

kissed him. “ Heard from Mary yet?” 
“ No, but she said they might not 

get here until eleven or twelve.”
1 put my purse, coat, and books 

down and went into the kitchen. I 
made two martinis — one with a twist

When Hans commented on them the 
two looked at each other and giggled. 
Not only did they actually giggle, but 
they kept it up. 1 was thinking simul­
taneously how disgusted I was and 
how glad I was that 1 had made 
myself a drink.

Calvin and Mary were really “ in 
love.” They had scores of private 
jokes, never spoke crossly with each

Oi

'd
walk around naked; 

rd  even do my aerobics 
naked and vacuum 

naked. I just wanted 
to be away from people, 

in my little nest.
And Hans had invited 

guests -strangers- 
to stay with us 

for the weekend.

for me, one with four olives for Hans. 
As I walked back into the living room 
and Hans wheeled the vacuum cleaner 
into the closet, we heard a very long, 
rhythmic knock and opened the door 
to Mary and Calvin.

They were certainly a pair. Mary 
was an -Italian girl with long, coarse 
black hair (which I was still vacuum­
ing up three weeks after their visit) 
and a dimpled round face. She came in 
holding Calvin’s hand. He was skinny, 
really skinny, and his face was 
pointed everywhere. His nose was 
long and pointed, his eye teeth were 
unusually pointed, his chin was 
pointed, his eyebrows had points in 
them, like little A-frame roofs over his 
eyes. Like I said, they were a pair. 
They both wore blue jeans and white 
tennis shoes and white hooded sweat­
shirts. On the left breast of Mary’s 
sweatshirt was printed, in red, “ I’m 
all his.” Calvin’s said, “ I’m all hers.”

other, and giggled incessantly. While 
the four of us talked, they sat, holding 
hands, as close to each other as 
possible on our eight-foot couch — the 
size of couch that makes most normal 
people want to spread out and get 
comfortable. But no, they were joined 
at the hip and all of that room went to 
waste.

Feeling unusually inspired, I asked, 
“ How was the drive down?” and 
braced myself for a fit of giggling, 
which followed as I had expected, 
smothering any response they made. I
looked at Hans and smiled a tight lit­
tle smile, mentally running through 
my repertoire of polite questions. I 
couldn’t ask them how work was; 1 
didn’t even know what they did. 
Weather? Too obvious. I sat and 
smiled and thought of Joan of Arc.

Hans was great. He talked of people 
that he and Mary had gone to school 
with, told some stories, and asked

Calvin some questions. He found 
some common ground: they were both 
scuba divers.

“ Is it good diving up by you?” 
Hans asked.

“ If you’re into fifty-degree water 
and rough currents, it’s a great 
place.” Calvin and Mary cracked up 
over that one. God, it was so funny, 1 
couldn’t blame them.

That night, lying in bed with Hans, 
the apartment quiet, we did not play 
our Kitten-Fjord-Conqueror game. 
Hans groaned. “This is going to be a 
long weekend,” he said, and it was.

The next morning I woke to find the 
living room in disorder. Our guests 
were sleeping in their make-shift bed, 
their heads close together on their 
matching red and white heart-shaped 
pillows. I made coffee and my banging 
and rattling in the kitchen woke them.
1 offered them coffee.

“ You bet. I’m the kind of guy who 
just can’t get going without my coffee 
— and I raise the level of the coffee 
half an inch with sugar!” He and 
Mary chortled their morning song 
together.

Hans joined us, and as the four of 
us sat in the kitchen and drank our 
coffee, I got angry. I was angry at 
Hans for not being more assertive and 
dodging their self-invitation, angry at 
them for being so stupid, and angry at 
the circumstances — the societal 
codes and obligations that had put me 
in this spot. I ran through my 
“ defense of my valuable time.” 
Whenever I allow Hans to coerce me 
into doing something that is a waste 
of my time, I tell him that “ activity X 
is a waste of my time. If I’m lucky I’ll 
live for seventy years. About one 
third of that time will be spent sleep­
ing, and another will be spent work­
ing. Whatever time remains is 
valuable — I need to use it to its best 
potential; somehow, it should edify 
my soul.” It sounds incredibly elitist 
and every time I recite this, Hans 
says, “ You’re a snob.” 1 suppose 
that’s true. I’d like to devise a way of 
getting that exact point across 
without the snobbishness element, 
but I don’t think it’s possible and I’m 
ceasing to care.

So I left for campus. I spent the en­
tire day at the library and when it 
closed, I went to the market. I didn’t 
need anything, but 1 didn’t want to go 
back to the apartment. I’ve been vio­
lated, I thought. My house is overrun 
with morons, intruders. My privacy is 
gone. When I couldn’t think of where 
else to go, 1 headed for home.

I arrived to a beautiful dinner that

Hans and Mary were making. Calvin 
was snoring on the couch. Mary and 
Hans were talking and although I’d 
received my welcoming kiss from my 
husband, as their conversation con­
tinued I felt superfluous, nudged 
aside. The smell of the olive oil made 
me sick. 1 went into my bedroom and 
shut the door. I have to be more 
tolerant, I thought.

Mary called me when dinner was 
ready, and I dragged my martyred 
body to the stake of social and marital 
responsibility. Dinner smelt of 
gasoline, and as the inane conversa­
tion began, I was fantasizing about 
being bound to a rough-hewn stake, 
the wind howling around me and 
throwing my hair about and across 
my face, storm clouds rushing to the 
dark sky above me, dry, crisp tinder 
beneath my feet. I thought that I 
should be screaming and pulling at 
my bindings until my arms and wrists 
and ankles bled, but my imprisoned 
body limply slouched against the 
stake, watching with dreadful curiosi­
ty, praying that some power would 
send rain or that someone would come 
to rescue me. I was limp, leaning.

I was disgusted with myself. You’re 
spineless, I thought to myself. I just 
sat there and played that absurd 
social game, being polite and asking 
them the expected questions that 
showed I was interested, that I cared. 
And I didn’t — not one bit.

“ I have a headache,” I announced 
quietly. Hans looked at me in sur­
prise; I never get headaches. “ 1 think 
I’ll go make some tea and lie down.” I 
felt some remorse about my lie, but I 
rationalized it by convincing myself 
that if I’d sat there any longer I 
would have a headache, so my lie was 
actually preventative medicine. 1 
went into the kitchen, poured a 
healthy amount of cognac into a 
crystal snifter, and went into my 
bedroom. I straightened everything — 
hung clothes, put my shoes in the 
closet, put all of my work in the 
drawers of the desk. I put on a flannel 
nightgown. 1 looked out the window, 
feeling really good and free.

I stood at the window for a long 
time, sipping my cognac, thinking 
about myself. Hans came in to see 
how I was doing. “ I’m okay. Just 
tired.” I didn’t apologize for leaving 
him out there alone. Maybe I should 
have, but I didn’t want to.

He smiled at me and there was 
humor in his eyes. “ Get some rest, 
Punkin. And don’t burn your tongue 
on that tea.” □
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duced entirely by the editorial 
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Grant Shaffer 
Julia Watada

Contest coordinator 
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For the sixth year, the winning entries of the Cal Poly Creative 
Writing Contest have been published as a supplement to the Poly 
Royal edition of Mustang Daily.

The English department began the annual contest in the spring of 
1971 in an effort to encourage creative writing across the campus. 
The contest is open to all Cal Poly students and this year there were 
approximately 100 entries from students in 30 different majors.

There are two divisions in the contest: a short story division and a 
poetry division. Each division has cash prizes of $100 for first place, 
$75 for second place and $50 for third place. Honorable mentions 
are also given.

Students use a pseudonym when entering the contest, and it is 
not until the judges have reached their final decision that the names 
of the winning writers are revealed.

There are three judges for each division of the contest. Each 
judge reads all the manuscripts and then aii three judges meet to 
make their final decisions.

The contest wouid not be possibie without the support of many 
people. Gratitude must go to the anonymous donors whose con­

tributions make the cash awards possible. Thanks Is given to Mona 
Rosenman, head of the English department, and Jon Ericson, dean 
of the School of Liberal Arts.

Also, thanks Is due to the judges for devoting their time to the 
contest: Katherine Gittes, Linda Halisky, Mary Kay Harrington, 
Peggy Lant, Nancy Lucas and Martin Luschei.

Finaily, thanks to the English department secretaries: Connie 
Davis, Tina Bojorquez and Greg Parras.

Fiction
Douglas BInns 
Francis Mooney 
Donaid G. Wallace

HONORABLE MENTIONS

Poetry
Ann-Marie Dull 
Toni Harkins 
Susan Marsala 
L L  Miller 
Ann Kristen Pelfrey 
Leila Trapp
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A royal tradition
Once a livestock show, Poly Royal has 
matured into one of the largest and most
successful open houses in the country
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(hey come from l 
A. I t’s Poly Royal weekend.
Q. So what does that meanl 
A. Means you can eat shish kebab 

and learn where the meat on it came 
from while you flip your student-made 
metal yo-yo and learn about earth­
quakes.

Q. Oh ... oh, OK, you mean some­
thing like an Amazonian rites o f 
passage rituall 

A. Zactly like it.
Q. Well whose crazy idea was that

A% ^  -  -
y

Poly Royal queen Debbie Francis
Photo by Shirtay Thompson

anyway?
A. I was afraid you’d ask.
Q. Why?
A. I t’s a long story and you kind o f 

had to be there — but, since you ask, I 
might as well tell ya. Take a seat and 
have a strawberry daiquiri...

Poly Royal had a modest beginning 
as a preliminary agricultural show for 
students in preparation for the In­
terstate Junior Livestock Show in San
Fransisco. Its primary purpose was to 
improve students’ showmanship 
techniques. But that was long ago.

Now, in the quaint rest 
stop on the coast half 
way between the Golden 
Gate and Malibu, hotels, 
motels and homes swell
to near bursting point 
once a year. Restaurants 
from Arroyo Grande to 
Cambria cook for thou­
sands, and faint traces of 
smog churn into the air
from cars that touch and 
go, bumper to bumper. 
Who would have ever 
thought that a small 
livestock show would 
lead to such madness?

The evolution of Poly 
Royal has indeed been 
impressive. The weekend 
event now encompasses 
Cal Poly’s seven schools 
and 45 departments, plus 
student organizations 
and clubs. More than 
100,000 alumni, visitors 
and prospective students 
descend on the campus to 
see the sights, smell the 
smells and devour the 
food.

If anyone is to get the

Photo by Shirley Thompson

A larger-than-life smurf befriends a child during iast year’s Poly Royal festivities.
credit for this time of academic 
recognition and countywide economic 
abundance, it’s Carl “ Gus” Beck, who 
came to Cal Poly as a faculty member 
of the farm management department. 
Beck is recognized as the father of Po­
ly Royal. Upon his arrival, the 
agriculture staff organized the 
California Polytechnic chapter of the 
Future Farmers of America, which 
started the livestock show on campus 
for the purpose of displaying to the 
public the facilities at the school. 
Also, it gave the students a chance to 
show off projects done throughout the 
year. The event also pushed into the 
open the school’s unique educational 
opportunities and the “ learn by do­
ing’’ theory for all of California to see. 
Beck was the first faculty adviser for 
the show.

On March 31, 1933, the first Poly 
Royal was held as a “ country fair on a 
college campus.’’ It was a one-day 
event and included an agriculture 
judging contest, a barbecue with a 
band concert, a parade, a baseball 
game and a dance. More than 600 
people attended.

Because of the success of the first 
Poly Royal, the celebration was ex­
tended to two days. The all-male 
school also got a queen to reign over 
the affair. The queen, who was 
selected in a contest held at the local 
high school, took on the role of a 
public relations person to publicize

the fair throughout the state. Queens 
were selected from the local high 
school until 1940. Then, college fair 
invitations were sent to other state 
colleges, inviting each school’s queen 
and students. Invited colleges 
selected a queen for Cal Poly to bor­
row for the Poly Royal weekend. In 
1957, Cal Poly became coeducational 
and the first campus queen was placed 
on the Poly Royal throne.

This year’s Poly Royal queen, 
animal science major Debbie Francis, 
says the role of the queen hasn’t 
changed during the years. “ My main 
job, as queen, is to promote Poly 
Royal,’’ says Francis. “ I’ll be travel­
ing around to different high schools 
and colleges in California telling peo­
ple about Poly Royal.’’

Francis says the main point she 
stresses is that Poly Royal is for 
everyone. “ Cal Poly is such a diverse 
school, I think everyone can find a 
place here,’’ she says.

By 1937, the celebration became 
collegewide when engineering stu­
dents decided to add their technical 
creative talents. This was the first 
year a theme was selected for the fair, 
“ Follow Poly’s Progress.’’

The themes for Poly Royal changed 
little for the first 30 years of the fair. 
Most of the themes reverted back to 
the original “ country fair on a college 
campus.’’ Later, most themes aimed

Continued
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at a new angle — Cal Poly as a for- 
ward-moving, progressive school. The 
1961 theme was “ Expanding college, 
expanding knowledge,” and in 1976 it 
was “ Looking ahead, building our 
heritage.” This year, “ invite the 
challenge” incorporates the idea of 
student life and the spirit of working 
toward goals.

The posters for Poly Royal have 
frequently displayed the agricultural 
aspect of Cal Poly and downplayed 
the other schools on campus. Also, 
posters have been male-dominated. 
And understandably so. Cal Poly had 
always been a male ag school.

This year’s poster shows the change 
in the university and the attitude of 
the 1987 student. It’s brightly colored 
and simple in design. Director of 
Publicity for the Poly Royal Execu­
tive Board, Pam Oleson, says this 
year’s poster is a simple view of the 
Cal Poly student, juggling all types of 
challenges invloved with college life. 
“ There is no gender or race to the 
student in the poster, and no par­
tic u la r  schoo l or in te re s t 
represented,” says Oleson. “ The 
poster is like a mirror image. Students 
who look at the poster see their own 
self represented. The triangles are the 
individual’s own challenges.” Oleson 
says the poster shows the change and 
diversity in the university and the 
times.

One Cal Poly instructor knows ex­
actly how much the university has 
changed with the times. Loren 
Nicholson came to Cal Poly in 1956 as 
a journalism professor. He says that 
as a new' faculty member he was 
overwhelmed by the impact of Poly 
Royal and the amount of school spirit

shown by the faculty and students. 
“ All the exhibits displayed the fan­
tastic education the students were 
getting at Cal Poly,” he says, adding 
that there were only 3,800 students on 
campus back then. Innovative 
technology was also sparse back then. 
“ All of the exhibits were more hand­
made displays, which seemed to re­
quire more time and creative effort,” 
says Nicholson.

He says the attitudes -of students 
and faculty have changed since the 
1950s. “ Faculty and administrators 
exercised more authority over the 
students back then. This has gradu­
ally changed to students learning to 
handle things themselves and becom­
ing more independent thinkers,” he 
says. “ Poly Royal reflects this at­
titude change.”

Vicki Brennan, vice superintendent 
for the Poly Royal Executive Board, 
says she expects to see more emphasis 
on displays and exhibits this year. 
“ The departments and organizations 
are seeing what a boost Poly Royal 
can be for student activity,” says 
Brennan. She says the clubs have 
relied on the event as a fund-raiser by 
just having concession stands. “ Poly 
Royal wasn’t intended to be a 
money-making event. The original in­
tent was to showcase student and 
faculty achievements. In fact, this in­
tent is a part of the Poly Royal 
bylaws.”

Brennan is amazed at the changes 
in Poly Royal. “ It’s gone from a small 
agriculture school fair with about 100 
people attending to one of the largest 
open house events in the western 
United States,” she says. / ‘And the 
whole .event is entirely student- 
run.” □

AS YOU MAKE THE M OVE TO COLLEGE. M ANY THINGS ARE G O IN G  THROUGH 
YOUR MIND; ONE OF THE MOST IMPORTANT OF W HICH IS SOMEWHERE TO 

CALL HOME. THAT’S WHERE STENNER GLEN CO M ES IN. WE RUN STENNER 
GLEN FOR YOU. THE COLLEGE STUDENT. TO US THE PEOPLE ARE

IMPORTANT.

FACILITIES:
STENNER GLEN OFFERS YOU A WELL ROUNDED HOME LIFE. START WITH 

FACILITIES INCLUDING A SW IM M IN G  POOL. BASKETBALL COURT, DRY HEAT 
SAUNAS. WEIGHT R O O M , CO LO R TV LOUNGE. STUDY LOUNGES. DRAFTING 
R O O M . PHOTOGRAPHY R O O M . C O M M UNITY KITCHEN. AND M UCH MORE.

FOOD SERVICE:
WE BELIEVE WE HAVE THE BEST FO O D SERVICE PROGRAM AVAILABLE 

FEATURING 19 .14 . OR 7  MEALS PER WEEK WITH 3 ENTREES AT EACH MEAL 
AND UNLIMITED SECONDS. WE HAVE MONTHLY SPECIAL DINNERS AND YOUR 

CHOICE OF STEAK. CHICKEN. OR SHRIMP EVERY SATURDAY NIGHT. THERE 
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EATING IN A CAFETERIA DAY IN AND DAY OUT.

ACTIVITIES:
WE HAVE ACTIVITIES PROGRAMS THAT INCLUDE DANCES. BBQ’S. GUEST 
SPEAKERS. HAPPY HOURS. MONTE CARLO. MOVIES BY THE POOL. TALENT 

SHOW. TOURNAMENTS. AND M U C H  MORE.

ACCOMODATIONS:
THE SUITE ARRANGEMENT AT STENNER GLEN IS DESIGNED TO GIVE YOU  

PRIVACY WHILE PROVIDING A WELL FURNISHED L IV IN G R O O M  FOR 
COMFORTABLE GET-TOGETHERS. ALL A C C O M O D A TIO N S  ARE FULLY 

FURNISHED. DRAPED. AND CARPETED. YOU C A N  DECORATE THE R O O M  TO 
FIT YOUR TASTE...EVENIMOVE IN A WATERBED IF YOU LIKE.

MANAGEMENT:
MOST IMPORTANTLY WE HAVE CONCERNED MANAGEMENT W HO THINK YOU ARE 

IMPORTANT AND TREAT YOU AS AN ADULT. WE RUN STENNER GLEN FOR YOU 
AND SOLICIT YOUR INPUTS INTO THE RUNNING OF THE COMPLEX. WE HAVE 

FAITH IN OUR RESIDENTS AND THEY HAVE FAITH IN US. STENNER GLEN 
IS THE KIND OF PLACE THAT WILL MAKE YOU FEEL RIGHT AT HOME.

1050 Foothill Blvd.
San Luis Obispo, CA  93401 

(805) 544^4540
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W  ^  W But led by the School of Engineering’s five-year, $30 million 
benchmark campaign, Cal Poly’s seven schools have joined the recent fund-rais­
ing trend in an attempt to improve their academic programs.

Since taking office in 1979, Cal Poly President Warren Baker has organized the 
University Relations office, which is professionally committed to fund-raising.

“ Fund-raising is important because it enhances academic programs and helps 
them maintain the margin of excellence Cal Poly is famous for,’’ says Baker. “ Mrs. 
Baker and I host several programs for major donors, which I think nicely com­
plements University Relations.’’

Jim Strom, vice president of University Relations, says his office serves as a 
catalyst to assist school 
deans in academic fund- * 
raising.

“ With the introduction 
of this office and Annual 
Giving in 1980, there has
been an increased e m - ___ __
phasis on fund-raising to 
enhance the programs of- '  ^
fered here at Cal Poly,’’ 
says Strom. “ These of­
fices create an environ­
ment conducive to fund­
raising, all of which is 
coordinated through us.’’

Strom says an impor­
tant service his office of­
fers is suggesting fund- 
raising projects to the 
deans and working with 
them to implement the 
ideas.

According to Chuck 
A llen , d ire c to r  o f 
development, state funds 
have been much tighter 
since the passage of Pro­
position 13, defining the 
need for private fund­
raising efforts within Cal 
Poly.

“ The S choo l of
Engineering seemed to V
set this local trend to 
raise funds,’’ says Allen,
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Monopoly Is a trademark of Parker Brothers

The money game
Schools at Cal Poly have found they need 

to get outside funds to make ends meet

who deals with larger 
donations from corpora­
tions. “ Their particular 
needs have been assessed 
at more than $70 million.
O ther schools, like 
Agriculture, will bd tak­
ing on similar campaigns 
in the near future.’’

Stan Halpern, director 
of Annual Giving, deals 
with the smaller cam­
paigns of Cal Poly’s schools, focusing on donations from alumni and parents.

“ Compared to other CSU schools, we are one of the tops in fund-raising,’’ says 
Halpern. “ We were number one the year before last and number two last year, 
behind San Diego State. Our total alumni donations are still tops, though. And it 
looks like we’re leveling off to number one again.’’

School of Engineering
Peter Lee, who recently took over as interim dean of the School of Engineering, 

says the Benchmark for Excellence in Undergraduate Education Campaign, begun 
in 1984, will benefit undergraduate programs in great need of financial help.

“ So far, about $25 to $26 million has been raised, and we have two years to just 53 in March 1986 to the current membership of 250. The association is made 
spare,’’ says Lee, who replaced former dean Duane Bruley March 2. “ The largest up of “ chairmen,’’ who donate $1,000 or more annually, and executives and spon-

isn’t just a one-shot deal; it’s just the beginning. The success of this campaign will 
be a momentum for its continuance.’’

Lee responded to why the School of Engineering was the first to undertake such 
an extensive fund-raising campaign.

“ Although every Cal Poly school needs money. Engineering is the largest (with 
3,720 students) and has specific needs for high-tech equipment,’’ he says. “ That’s 
precisely what will maintain our excellence in the nation.’’

Chairman of the campaign is Alton Brann, a group executive of Litton In­
dustries whom Lee calls a “ dynamic and enthusiastic leader.’’ Brann was in Korea 
at press time and unavailable for comment but he is quoted in the prepared report:

“ Cal Poly has been providing many top-flight engineers for several years,’’ said
Brann in the report. 
“ But because of the 
rap id  changes in 
technology, the universi­
ty has a substantial need 
for capital to expand its 
facilities, modernize its 
laboratory equipment 
and acquire computers.’’

'  Corporations making 
cash donations or gifts 
in-kind of $250,(KX) or 
more will be entitled to 
have a laboratory or 
other instructional space 
named for them, accor­
ding to the report. People 
who donate at least 
$1,000 will become 
members of the Cal Poly 
1901 Society, which 
recognizes major donors.

The Dean’s Advisory 
Council of the School of 
Engineering and the 
University Relations 
staff both have active 

N roles in the campaign,
says Lee.

School of Business
The School of Business 

is in hot pursuit, accor­
ding to  Dean Ken 
Walters.

“ In the fall of 1985, we 
began our corporate 
sponsors program, which 
was followed by the 
Clock Tower Club last 
year,’’ says Walters. 
“ The goals of both are to 
improve the quality of 
our programs through 
fund-raising. Currently, 
seven companies from * 
the big business world 
sponsor us.’’

These companies, says Walters, are the ones that most often recruit Cal Poly 
graduates, and therefore want to help the school. They are Hewlett-Packard, 
Pacific Bell, Carnation, Chevron, Proctor and Gamble, Uarco, and Lockheed.

“ These businesses have pledged to donate at least $2,000 annually,’’ says Mel­
ody DeMeritt, editor of Cal Poly Business magazine. “ Hewlett-Packard alone has 
contributed close to a quarter of a million dollars. Other companies give in-kind 
gifts (non-cash) — like Arco, who donated reams of computer paper, which is 
something we always need.’’

The Clock Tower Club is an alumni association. Membership has grown from

Photo llluotration by Daryl Shoptaugh

single item it has purchased is this engineering building (behind the library), which 
cost over $8 million.’’

According to a report describing the Benchmark for Excellence campaign, “ The 
government funds and corporate donations already received provide a springboard 
for the Benchmark Campaign’s current effort to seek additional private support.

sors, who give up to $250 annually.
DeMeritt adds that the club has a goal of $100,000, and so far it has raised 

$46,000 of that. Walters says a new trend among donors involves recent gradu­
ates.

Tt delights me that new alumni want to help the school that helped them so
Industry and academia both understand that the difference between adequate and much,’’ he says. “ They know that the value of their degree goes up or down
excellent in a state university is support from the private sector.’’

“ State and federal donations have constituted the largest amount of the funds 
raised,’’ says Lee. “ I don’t see any problem in reaching our $30 million goal. This

depending on the reputation that the School of Business upholds.’’
School of Agriculture

The School of Agriculture, despite a continuing decrease in applications since
Continued
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FUNDS
Continued
1979, is planning a $25 to $40 million 
capital campaign to be under way in 
the next year, says Dean Lark Carter.

“ There has been a national trend of 
substantial reduction in ag schools for 
eight years, and although Cal Poly is 
not experiencing it to the extent many 
other schools are, it will probably 
never reach the level it did in 1978,“ 
says Carter. “The new Agricultural 
Sciences Building under construction 
now is one of the initial steps in im­
proving our school. We hope to 
receive a lot of state support toward 
meeting our goal, plus substantial 
help from private sources, like the 
Milk Advisory Board.”

A major gift was' recently received 
by the School of Agriculture from 
alumnus A1 Smith, who leased his 
Santa Cruz ranch and more than $1 
million worth of stock to Cal Poly.

“ Our individual departments con­
duct phone-a-thons to solicit support 
from alumni and parents,” says 
Carter. “ Several corporations and 
large businesses in agricultural pro­
duction, or who serve the agricultural 
community, are also willing to provide 
support over and above what the tax 
dollars provide. We’re beginning this 
concerted effort to cultivate support 
in order to continue a strong academic 
program.”

Preliminary plans are the construc­
tion of a dairy, a new poultry unit, 
and a dairy production technical 
center. The dairy is currently being 
considered by the state legislature.

School of Architecture 
and Environmental Design 

Day Ding, dean of the School of Ar­
chitecture and Environmental Design, 
has plans to begin a major fund-rais­
ing effort in the summer.

“ We are currently formalizing a gift 
of property from the Luchman Design 
Institute, a Los Angeles architecture 
firm,” says Ding. “ We will begin our 
major effort when that is taken care 
of, probably this summer. The plan is 
halfway implemented, and we have 
preliminary approval.”

The proposal will be a vehicle to at­
tract alumni and corporations to give 
to the specific educational mission of 
Architecture and Environmental 
Design, according to Ding.

“ We are one of the strongest ar­
chitecture schools in the nation,” he 
says. “ Hopefully that excellence will 
attract donors.”

School of Professional Studies 
and Education

The School of Professional Studies 
and Education does not have a unified 
fund-raising  e ffo rt, but, says 
Associate Dean Dennis Nulman, the 
individual departments have efforts.

“ With so many diverse majors, it’s 
hard to have a united element,” says 
Nulman. “ Industrial technology has 
nothing to do with child development. 
We encourage the departments to in- 
ititate their own fund-raisers.”

Nulman says the school has a joint 
program with IBM, which donated 
about $ 100,000 in computers.

“ Universities have to rely more and 
more on private sources since the 
state budget can’t provide sufficient 
funds,” he says. “ We get the same 
amount as everyone else, but if you 
want to be better than the others you 
need money.”

According to Nulman, the graphic 
communication department has been 
the most successful fund-raiser in 
Professional Studies. Harvey Leven- 
son, graphic communication depart­
ment head, says others ask him advice
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on fund-raisimj.
“ The key to su c ce ss fu l, 

developmental growth is to make sure 
the prospective donor sees something 
substantial in it for him, too,” says 
Levenson. “ This is a showplace as 
well as an educational institution. We 
have several professional faculty 
members, who came directly from the 
field. They have a lot of industry con­
tacts as friends, who are sensitive to 
our needs.”

Levenson says about $3 million in 
equipment has been donated to the 
department in the past three years. 
Gifts have included a $500,000 prin­
ting press from Rockwell, a $750,000 
Heidelberg press and several com­
puterized cameras.

“ About a year-and-a-half ago we 
began a cash fund-raising campaign, 
with a goal of $1 million,” he says. 
“ We’re up to $200,000 this year.”

Five years ago, fund-raising was 
never thought about, Nulman says.

“ Our individual departments are 
out asking for help like never before,” 
he says. “ Everything we do costs 
money. It’s easier for schools like 
Engineering to pursue support, 
because the need is more apparent. 
But p sy c h o lo g is ts  and hom e 
economists need support just as much 
as engineers.”

School of Liberal Arts
Jon Ericson, dean of the School of 

Liberal Arts, says he relies heavily on 
Halpern’s office for fund-raising.

A $1.5 million trust fund was 
donated to the journalism department 
by Cal Poly alumnus Jim Brock. The 
trust established the Brock Center for 
Agricultural Communication, a joint 
effort of the School of Agriculture and 
the School of Liberal Arts.

Ericson says that although Liberal

Arts needs money just like Engineer­
ing, the need is not the magnitude of 
tens of millions of dollars that 
Engineering requires.

“ A campaign like the Benchmark 
takes a great deal of effort, and 1 
salute that,” he says.

But he readily acknowledges that 
the need for more money is there.

“ Our equipment needs are expan­
ding with the computer age,” he says. 
“ However, funding to support the 
arts is usually not equipment. The 
Center for the Arts is a big step, but 
it takes an enormous amount of 
money to provide cultural events for 
the campus.”

School of Science and Mathematics
The School of Science and 

Mathematics has had a more difficult 
effort raising funds, according to Pam 
Parsons, the dean’s secretary.

“ We depend on Annual Giving for 
most of our contributions,” she says. 
“ A lot of companies also come to us 
and offer equipment. But since many 
of our graduates go on to masters’ 
programs, we usually don’t see them
after graduation.”

« « *
Halpern acknowledges a disparity 

between the schools, but says the 
same disparity would exist at any 
high-tech school.

“ As far as alumni are concerned, an 
engineering graduate has the capabil­
ity of making upwards of $30,000 a 
year, and has great potential to 
donate to his or her alma mater,” he 
says. “ It’s unfortunate .that the 
disparity in fund-raising exists be­
tween the schools, but it’s hard to 
avoid. For example, the history 
department doesn’t need hundreds of 
thousands of dollars in computers.” □

You don't have to be 
in the tropics to get 
the feeling...

Come to Moondoggie’s Beach
868 M onterey  St. SLO 541-1995

McMillan Wife 
MARKET

H aving a party?
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•K e g s  
• W ine 
•D eli 
•G ro c e ry  
• S u n d r ie s

1599 Monterey • 544 -6080



Leaps and bounds
New business and population growth blends 
with rustic charm to make San Luis Obispo 
a mecca for both the young and the elderly
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AN LUIS OBISPO: 
a medium-sized city 
halfway between Los 
Angeles and San 

Francisco. A town 
where Highway lOI 
traverses acres of fertile 

grazing land. A communi­
ty where two of the busiest 

streets stretch near a Catholic 
mission founded in 1772.

San Luis Obispo — the city is a 
paradox, a curious mixture of the past 
and the future.

Growth is a controversial issue here. 
But the secret of the city is slowly 
reaching the rest of of the country. 
And San Luis Obispo grows, whether 
people like it or not.

In the past 10 years, the number of 
residents in the city has increased by 
23 percent. In 1987, more than 38,000 
people lived in the 10.5 square miles of 
San Luis Obispo, as compared with 
only 31,000 in 1977.

And with the added people come 
more homes, more businesses and 
heavier traffic.

Ten years ago the southern portion 
of San Luis Obispo was sparsely pop­
ulated and infrequently traveled. To­
day the Madonna Road and Laguna 
Lake areas have become dense resi­
dential neighborhoods, as well as the 
location of more than 100 retail stores 
and service centers.

Although the shopping center was 
constructed in 1967, Madonna Road 
has already been widened to accom­
modate the hundreds of vehicles that 
use it every day.

Photo by Daryl Shoptaugh

And still the growth continues.
In the past decade, retail sales in 

San Luis Obispo have more than 
doubled. More than $400 million 
was spent in the city in 1985, the 
most recent year for which figures are 
available.

But city officials are trying to 
preserve the small-town character of 
San Luis Obispo, no matter how 
large the city grows.

“ San Luis Obispo is dif­
ferent from everywhere 
else,” says Mayor Ron 
Dunin. “ We’re trying 
to preserve a rural 
atmosphere and 
yet we grow.”

Dunin believes 
th a t a lth o u g h  
many people in San 
Luis Obispo may miss 
the conveniences of living 
in a larger city, the in­
timacy of San Luis Obispo is 
what draws many people here in 
the first place.

“ We must either hold growth and 
suffer the consequences or go and 
build urban sprawl — which we don’t 
want,” he says. “ Most people, even 
Cal Poly students, don’t want San 
Luis Obispo to grow and yet they are 
the main growth factor. The small­
town atmosphere and clean air are 
reasons that many of the students 
came here in the first place.”

Glen Matteson is an associate plan­
ner in the c ity ’s Community 
Development Department. He has

ROAD 
CONSTRUCTION 

AHEAD

lived in San Luis Obispo nearly 20 
years and is a 1973 graduate of Cal 
Poly. Matteson says San Luis 
Obispo’s rural character is the key to 
its success.

“ My feeling is that you can’t really 
have it both ways,” he says. “ You 
either have to preserve the small-town

atmosphere or have the conve­
niences of having huge depart­

ment stores and being able to 
drive everywhere. But you 

can’t have both.”
Matteson says that 

although he prefers 
the former, not 

everyone is will­
ing to give up

one for the other. 
“ If I could do

anything, it would be 
to put San Luis Obispo

back to the way it was in 
the 1950s.” he said. “ It’s 

just getting too big and too
crowded. Even air pollution is 

starting to be a problem.'’
But people continue to come to San 

Luis Obispo, and they continue to 
settle here.

Alex Gough has lived in San Luis
Obispo for 40 years. He has been a 
licensed real estate agent for 10 years. 
Gough says one of the primary con­
tributors to the population growth of 
San Luis Obispo is the increasing 
number of people who retire here.

“ As the baby boomers work their 
way through life and society as a 
whole gets older, so will San Luis

Obispo,” he says. “ Elderly people 
can’t always afford to retire in Santa 
Barbara or on the Monterey Penin­
sula. And if you compare San Luis 
Obispo to either one of those places, 
we’re still a bargain.”

Evidence of this aging trend, says 
Gough, is a recent conversion of a 
student housing complex, Tropicana 
Village, into a retirement center.

In fact, the aging trend is already 
visible in San Luis Obispo. In 1970 
the median age in the city was 24.5 
years. By 1980 that age rose to 29.9 
years.

“ Cal Poly and the young population 
of Cal Poly will always be important 
to San Luis Obispo,” says Gough, 
“ but as that bulge in the population 
gets older, this city will see its own 
population aging as well.”

In addition to the increase in the 
average age of the population, the 
next 10 years in San Luis Obispo will 
bring decreased growth, higher hous­
ing costs and a more beautiful city, 
says Dunin.

“ Because of increased water use and 
the lack of rain over the past few 
years, San Luis Obispo is slowly 
heading toward a water shortage,” 
says Dunin. “ The growth has already 
slowed down in the past two to three 
years, and I think because of the 
water problem, it will decrease even 
more.”

As a result of a possible long-term 
water shortage, the City Council has 
acted toward limiting the annual 
growth rate in San Luis Obispo to 1

Continued

Mustang Daily April 24-25.1987 27



GROWTH

Continued
percent.

And as the water shortage 
tempers new construction, the 
scarcity in housing will result in 
higher prices, says Dunin.

Gough agrees that housing 
prices will definitely increase as 
a result of the limit the city has 
placed on growth.

“There are going to be fewer 
rental units and less breathing 
room for the residents,” he says.

an Luis Obispo is 
different from everywhere 

else. We’re trying to 
preserve a rural atmosphere 

and yet we grow.’
— Mayor Ron Dunin

“ People are basically going to 
have less choice about where 
they want to live. And the 
choices they have are going to 
be more expensive.”

In addition to keeping a close 
watch on growth, the City 
Council is determined to main­
tain the beauty of the city, says 
Dunin.

“ San Luis Obispo is becoming 
more pleasant to live in because 
of the trees, flowers and planter 
boxes that are being installed on 
the main streets. The city is

developing more and more char­
acter in its appearance. We’re 
encouraging historical preserva­
tion of the homes and buildings 
in town. As the next 10 years 
progress, the historical value of 
San Luis Obispo will be more 
and more visible.”

But the biggest change San 
Luis Obispo will see in the next 
10 years, says Dunin, will be the 
establishment of a performing 
arts facility in the city.

“ With this facility, we will 
come to be known as a cultural 
center of California,” he says. 
“ We want to encourage all kinds 
of performing artists to come to 
San Luis Obispo to show their 
work. This is a perfect location.”

Although a site has not been 
selected for the performing arts 
facility, the City Council is con­
sidering several locations. 
Among them are the Fremont 
Theatre on Monterey Street and 
the Veteran’s Memorial Build­
ing on Grand Avenue.

Although it is impossible to 
say for sure what the future 
holds for San Luis Obispo, Mat- 
teson believes the city will even­
tually look like a small version 
of Santa Barbara.

“ San Luis Obispo’s economic 
base is a lot like Santa Bar­
bara’s,” he says. “ The main 
employers in both cities are 
retail, government and services, 
and both cities draw people in 
from other cities during the day. 
In Santa Barbara, people come 
in to work from Goleta and 
Montecito. In San Luis Obispo, 
they come in from Paso Robles, 
P ism o  Beach and
Atascadero.” □

Tite 0 (d  Harmony 
Pasta FactoryFactoiy

Homemade pasta & sauces. Nightly specials

Dinner for two under $15.00 
(Including soup, salad bar & our 

handmade Italian Ice)

Lunch: Noon to 4:00 pm 
Dinner: 5:00 to 10:00 pm 

Closed Mondays

927-5882 * Hsirmony, Ca.
Reservations Recommended/Visa & Mastercard Welcome

Town of Harmony, pop. 18, Hwy 1 
A community of working Artist, Pottery Shop, Glassblowing, 

Woodcarving, Art Gallery and more.

C edar.C reek
— —

S tu d e n t H ousing  a t  i ts  best! 2 bedroom , 
2 b a th  fu rn ished  condos. K itchen , d ish ­
w asher, pool, recrea tion  room , on-site 

m anagem en t, w alk to  Poly.

Come by or call for information

75 Stenner St., San Luis Obispo 
546-8555

^ zza  on ifit Centrai Coast

• PIZZA
• SALADS

* Hot Italian Sandwiches
* Beer, Wine, Soft Drinks

HOURS:
Tues. - Thurs. 11:30 - 9:00 

Fri. - Sat. 11:30- 10:00 
Sun. 4:00 - 9:00 — Closed Monday

ARTICHOKES 
MUSHROOMS 

OLIVES 
ONIONS 

BELL PEPPER

549-9392
PEPPERONI 
SAUSAGE 
LINGUISA 

ITALIAN HAM 
ANCHOVIES

HOT ITALIAN SANDWICHES

" * T M if lc K g T ic M y " d o 5 S B r"*

FREE DELIVERY
with this COUPON

(in SLO area)
Nardones Pizzeria 

8 Broad St. SLO 549-9392

FREE DELIVERY
with this COUPON

(in SLO area)
Nardones Pizzeria 

2318 Broad St. SLO 549-9392

$1.00 OFF
any

16” Pizza
with this COUPON 
Nardonne’s Pizza 

2 ^ 8  Broad St. SLO 549-9392 j

$1.00 OFF
any

16” Pizza
with this COUPON 
Nardonne’s Pizza
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A comeback to traditional values 
and conservatism spawns new growth 
of Greek organizations at Cal Poly

A
bout the time of World 
War II there were 
pleated slacks, bobby 
socks and pearl 
necklaces. Then came 
the age of big collars, 
bell b o tto m s and 
polyester — the Jimi 
Hendrix and Beatles 
generation, where big business and 
big government were generally 

frowned upon. Things have changed. 
But not really.

The pearl necklace and pleat style is 
back, though graced with touches of 
modern taste, and the strong loathing 
of authority has flip-flopped. Now it 
seems as though leadership and 
management are the ultimate goal of 
future decision makers: college and 
university students. For many of 
those future leaders, fraternities and 
sororities play a key role in shaping 
their lives, attitudes and careers.

Fraternal organizations have been 
at Cal Poly for more than 30 years. 
Throughout this time, the Greek 
system has experienced fluctuations 
— both in growth and attitude — that 
have been reflections of prevailing at­
titudes in society.

Generally, the country’s attitudes 
and perceptions of fraternities and 
sororities, two traditional organiza­
tions, are linked to the dominant 
mode of thinking in the world around 
universities.

This is apparent at Cal Poly, and 
according to National Intrafraternity 
Council Executive Director Jon 
Brant, fraternities and sororities have 
gained in popularity nationwide.

Brant believes the resurgence of the 
Greek system in the United States

has to do primarily with the trend 
toward conservatism the nation has 
experienced since the early 1980s.

As more students seek jobs and 
think about providing for a family, 
they think about different ways to get 
ahead and learn communication skills 
that will be important later in their 
careers. Fraternities and sororities 
can help build these skills, he says.

Brant says that during the anti­
establishment days of the “ me 
generation” in the late 1960s and 
1970s, fraternal organizations and the 
number of men per chapter decreased 
or experienced no growth. However, in 
the past three years there has been a 
rise of between 7 and 10 percent in 
Greek growth, and the number of men 
per chapter has increased, he says.

Nationally, the average fraternity 
membership reached its high in 1965, 
at 50 men per chapter. The average 
dropped in 1972 to 34 men per chapter 
and rose again to 50 men per chapter 
in 1986, says Brant. This rise in the 
number of chapters as well as the 
number of men per chapter, he says, 
“ is exceptional considering that there 
are over 100 chapters per year that 
are being organized.”

There has been similar Greek 
growth at Cal Poly and throughout 
the state.

Walt Lambert, Greek Affairs coor­
dinator, says the conservative en­
vironment at Cal Poly, coupled with 
students who are more career-minded 
than ever, may explain why there is 
substantial Greek growth at the uni­
versity.

“ It’s a swing with conservatism,” 
says Richard Shaffer, a Cal Poly 
social sciences professor. “ Conser­

vatism is tied to traditionalism in 
educational institutions, and frater­
nities and sororities are traditional 
structures.

“ However, I’m surprised it’s lasted 
this long ... it (conservatism) actually 
peaked about three years ago and now 
we actually have a shift away from 
the staunch conservatism. Generally 
though, college campuses are a beat 
behind the rest of the country,” he 
says.

LeisI Hobdy, Panhellenic president 
and a Kappa Delta sorority member, 
says sorority rush records indicate a 
slight but constant increase in sorori­
ty pledges for most of the eight 
houses.

Jeff Tolle, Intrafraternity Council 
president and a member of Delta Tau, 
says there has been a change in at­
titude among students at Cal Poly 
concerning the Greek system.

“ Fraternities are a lot more accept­
able now. Students are learning that 
there is so much to gain from it,” 
Tolle explains. “ It’s great for 
business, networking later in your 
career, and it can act as a catalyst for 
meeting people and easing new stu­
dents into their first year of school.”

Still, some students choose to re­
main more independent, and say that 
the Greek system is not for them.

Other schools that have experienced 
Greek community growth include: San 
Diego State, Fresno State, Sacramen­
to State and UC Santa Barbara.

Doug Case, San Diego State’s 
Greek adviser, says, “ There has been 
an upward trend at our school since 
1976, and in these conservative years, 
the Greek system does its best.

“ In 1974, a high point in the anti­

y CAYYÁC

establishment period, we had a low of 
5 percent Greeks total at the univer­
sity. Now it’s at 12 percent.”

Nada Houston, coordinator for 
Greek Affairs at San Jose State, says 
the university’s Greek community has 
grown rapidly, and that most stu­
dents there use the Greek system as a 
vehicle for strengthening job skills.

“ In the late ’60s with the free 
speech movement (membership) 
dropped all of a sudden. No one 
wanted to be Greek then,” she says. 
“ 1 think we’re going back to old 
values that the system offers, and it 
has a lot to do with the conservative 
attitudes of students.”

The expansion of the Greek system 
at Cal Poly is not without its pro­
blems, however.

Housing and the disproportionate 
number of fraternities to sororités are 
two of the issues that have caused 
some Greek members to be concerned.

“ There are only three fraternités 
who have a solid house,” says 
Lambert. The other 10 fraternities are 
either without a house, are in the pro-» 
cess of being evicted, or may be 
evicted soon due to problems with 
neighbors and zoning regulations by 
the city, he says. Without a house, 
says Lambert, it’s hard to recruit new 
members. Retaining cohesiveness in 
the group is also a challenge.

Different sites have been proposed 
for a Greek row that would group 
most of the Greek houses in one area 
near the university. However, the ci­
ty’s zoning ordinances, policies for use 
of university land and opposition from 
Greeks who don’t like locations 
chosen for a proposed site are factors 
stalling the project.

Continued
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Continued
Meanwhile, Greeks are trying to 

maintain a balance of Greek men to 
Greek women on campus.

Tolle says that the small number of 
sororities compared to fraternities has 
caused some problems. “ It affects 
things like Greek week, sports, ex­
changes and philanthropies,” he says. 
“ What are the men going to do? 
They’ve got to have girls if they want 
to make it interesting!”

Both the Intrafraternity Council 
and the Panhellenic Board regulate 
how many fraternities and sororities 
are recognized within campus 
gu i de l i nes .  Hobdy  says the 
Panhellenic is “ more strict” than the 
IFC, and that in order to allow a so­
rority to start a chapter on campus 
there are many guidelines and quotas

to be considered.
“ Sorority expansion is nit,” says 

Tolle. ‘Tm  afraid that in a few years 
there will be 21 fraternities to only 
eight sororities.”

Other problems experienced by one 
sorority member, who wished to re­
main anonymous, were the high cost 
and the constant responsibility 
associated with her membership. “ It 
wasn’t what I’d expected,” she says. 
“ There was a lot of responsibility. 
You had to make your sorority 
number one always, and I realized 
what a tight group I was becoming 
part of so I just dropped out and 
started meeting different people and 
doing my own thing.”

About 9 to 9.5 percent of Cal Poly 
students are in fraternities and 
sororities, Lambert estimates.

At present, there are more than 12 
sororities and 10 fraternities which 
want to start separate chapters on 
campus, says Lambert. This surge in 
the Greek system sharply contrasts 
with the mid-60s era when there were 
only five or six fraternities and vir­
tually no sororities here.

Already, Cal Poly has 13 frater­
nities recognized on campus by the 
Intrafraternity Council and eight 
so r o r i t i e s  r ecogn i zed  by the 
Panhellenic Board.

Lorraine Howard, associate dean of 
Student Affairs, was responsible for 
organizing the first sororities at Cal 
Poly in the early 1970s. She says that 
although sororities are on the upswing 
today and are “ well accepted,” the 
late 1960s and 1970s had a decrease in 

.sorority growth.

“ There was a time when the Greek 
system went through a slump na­
tionwide,” she says. “ At Cal Poly we 
had lots of clubs, but women hadn’t 
been around for long in the 1960s so 
there weren’t a lot of opportunities for 
leadership growth for women.” The 
ratio of women to men back then was 
about one to four, she estimates. 
“ Later, as more women came on cam­
pus, (the initiation of sororities) pro­
vided them with tremendous leader­
ship and growth potential,” says 
Howard.

Sororities provide an alternative for 
developing personal and leadership 
skills, she says, as opposed to joining 
an academic club. “ I don’t know if it’s 
for everyone,” says Howard, “ but 
many students can use the system to 
learn important leadership skills.” □

CenterStage Series Presents:

Arthur Peterson as Robert Frost

"FIRE AND ICE"
The Cal Poly Theatre

Friday, April 24,1987 at 8:00 pm

and

Saturday, April 25,1987 at 8:00 pm

"Arthur Peterson...is commanding in the title role, vividly transformed into the silver- 
haired Yankee sage as he recalls the events of his life from his youth in California 
through his later years as a venerated university lecturer."

-Diane Glass/The Hollywood Reporter

TICKET PRICING:

Students/Alumni: $8.00 Preferred and $5.00 Premium 
Public: $12.00 Preferred and $10 Premium

For Reservations Phone: (805) 546-1421

Co-Sponsored By:
%

The Cal Poly Center for the Arts and A.S.I. Fine Arts
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8 pool tables 

28 videogames

Friday 7:30am ■ Midnight 

SaturdayOam ■ Midnight

S p e n d  an  even in g

ON THE BAY!

without leaving 
your room
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TO«'"- ____________ i n n ____________

Private Balconies • Videos • Jacuzzi/Spas • Suites

456 Embarcadero- Morro Bay - 805/772-2700 
Reservations in California 800/292-ROCK

Downstairs in the University Union poiy recreational 
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THIS POLY ROYAL
AVOID 

OID

CALL DOMINO’S PIZZA

EXTENDED
POLY ROYAL

HOURS
Mon-Wed

10a.m.-1a.m.
Thurs

10a.m.-2a.m.
Fri-Sat

10a.m.-3a.m.
Sun

lOa.m.-la.m.

Meet the NOID- He loves 
to ruin your pizza. He 
makes your pizza cold, 
or late, or he squashes 
your pizza box so the 
cheese gets stuck to 
the top.

With one call to Domino's 
Pizza, you can avoid the 
NOID So when you want 
hot, delicious, quality 
pizza delivered in less 
than 30 minutes. One 
call does it all!*

544-3636
775-A

Foothill Blvd 
549-9999 
3195-C 

McMillian

DOMINO’S
PIZZA
DELIVERS
FREE.
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Il-E  VIDEO M A IIO n

The Video Station 
2161 Broad St. 

San Luis Obispo 
543-4993

BEST SERVICE 
LARGEST SELECTION 

LOWEST PRICES B Y FAR
Just In:

Peggy Sue Got Married and 
Sid and Nancy

San Luis Obispo Souvenirs!!
» •  •  •  •  I

í i i m - i m m í m i M
T-SHIRTS ■ TANKS • SWEATS • BUTTONS • CAPS

N L U I O ■ I •  » O

MANY STYLES TO CHOOSE FROM...
AVAILABLE AT: U.U. CRAFT CENTER, U.U. QUAD & DEXTER LAWN AREA

All souvenirs are designed and printed by Cal Poly GrC Majors

BAYWOOD CYCLERY
2179 10th St, Los Osos 528-5115

All 1987 Bikes 10°/oOFF 
All Clothing 30% OFF 

Large Selection of Mountain Bikes 
Custom Wheel lacing-$20 per wheel

Coaq>let« Lm© <i Rawing Equip.. 
including Frnm©« & Bikes irom:

Clnellt, Tc«iii3(wi«ini, 
Raleigh, Panasonic, Medici.

Ck^mpqnent Packages At 
Compeietive Prices From: 

Shimano, Campagnoia, 
Suntour, Ma vie...

s a i l

.tÇS’ ^

STAR*VIDEO 
MAKE YOUR 
--O W N —-

14.»

eco''
Laguna Village *1344 Madonna Rd. *San Lui*

ONLY $14.95
Greetings on VIDEO 
*VIDEO Post Cards 

*Video-grams
USE STAR VIDEO TAPES FOR 

Living Letters Birthdays 
Anniversaries Mother's 

and Father's Day Thank you 
Congratulations Love 

Letters An Apology 
Sympathy Messages 
Invitations Business 
Matters Living Wills 

A Resume 
Obispo. CA 93401 * (805)546-8872

OPEN HOUSE
Pine C reek  C on dom in ium s

Student Housing Condominiums .

Friday, Saturday & Sunday April 24, 25, 2611-4 pm 
1185 Foothill Blvd. (at GaliforniiBlvd.)

Furnished Model Available for^Ihspection V-‘ *5
♦ '

vv:
x - r -7 m  . -'if

One block to campus 
Solar water heating 
Loft area

-

. y-;

Private deck & patios 
•2 car carport 1
Built iii stove & dishwasher

-y‘- ts''

Priced from $107,000
■V.YCÿr-

FOR DETAILS, CALL. ..

543-2172 OFFERED EXCLUSIVELY BY: Darrell Smyth, Inca real estate company



IT.

*

■•■WWÍK-í**^

lí

If
I? •'$11
t ”Í>V I

1924 — a Cal Poly home economics class.

In full force
Female students were banished from Cal Poly 

in 1929 for almost 30 years. Today women are 
still working toward educational equity.

W

■ ■  HAT IF Cal Poly President Warren Baker announced

at a school gathering that women would gradually be 
phased out of Cal Poly? What if the men cheered?

This scenario is similar to what happened in 1929 when university 
President Benjamin Crandall was greeted with applause after he an­
nounced that there would be no more women admitted to Cal Poly. After 
the announcement, an editorial in the student newspaper, then called 
Polygram, said, “ Acting on the spur of the moment, the boys evidently 
did not stop to consider that the girls’ feelings might be hurt. It appeared 
that the girls were not wanted around. Those same persons who applaud­
ed so vigorously have been heard to bemoan the fact that there are not 
more girls attending school here and express hope that more girls would 
come.’’

Cal Poly was founded in 1903, with a student body of 18 men and four 
women. Eleven domestic science courses were offered to the women,
which included cooking, 
sewing, bookkeeping, 
house furnishing and 
serving. The women 
seemed to be accepted. 
They had their own 
basketball team and par­
ticipated in the student 
body association.

But by 1912, it ap­
peared that the women 
were losing ground. A 
section of the women’s 
dorm was converted into 
mechani ca l  drawing 
rooms for the men and 
the Administration could 
no longer provide campus 
housing for all women 
who wanted it. The 1913 
catalog assured that 
female faculty members 
would help the incoming 
women find housing with 
suitable families in San 
Luis Obispo.

In 1927, the School of 
Home Arts offered 16 
ma j o r  courses .
Democracy and economy
were reasons cited for 
requiring each female
student to wear a “ white 
middy with blue
detachable collar and a
navy blue box-pleated 
skirt.’’

The Ca l i f o r n i a
Legislature soon passed a bill barring women from attending Cal Poly. 
Several reasons were given for the decision: there were comparatively 
fewer women attending Cal Poly; the need to offer home economics
courses had declined with 40 public California high schools enrolling 1,000 
girls in home economics. It was also thought to be too expensive to main­
tain the household arts department, and there was a lack of dorms and a 
need to expand facilities for the rapidly growing number of male students.

All the women had graduated by 1930. Within two years, the San Luis 
Obispo PTA and the county and city superintendents of schools asked the 
Legislature to allow women to return, but their suggestions were not
heeded.

The change to an all-male school went smoothly. In a 1930 Polygram 
article titled “ Where are the girls?’’ a new student pointed out that not 
having women wasn’t so bad. “ That is an insignificant fault when all the 
good features are considered,’’ he said. The “ good features’’ included the 
studious atmosphere, good fellowship and good faculty.

El Mustang, then the name of the student newspaper, brought news of 
change in early 1956. “ Coed curricula in new brochure’’ lit up the front 
page. “ Activities are underway to attract the fairer sex to Cal Poly,’’ said 
the article. All existing majors would be open to women. Not everyone 
was happy with the news. Mary Maw, an English teacher, iold El 
Mustang she would rather teach men because many women would just be 
“ marking time.’’

In March 1956 it was reported that $129,000 would be spent to remodel 
dorms and add restrooms in preparation for coeds. A home economics 
department would also be set up for the women.

Continued
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WOMEN

Continued
Marjory Martinson was brought in 

by Cal Poly President Julian A. 
McPhee to re-establish the home 
economics program. While waiting for 
the coeds to arrive, Martinson taught 
family psychology to more than 300 
men. She says she had three strikes 
against her. First, she was a woman; 
second, she was teaching a required 
course; and third, she said she was an 
“ old maid.”

Before the women arrived in fall 
1956, Martinson told El Mustang, 
“ Lack of social life is quite a problem 
for many of the men,” and coeds 
would “ make college a more interest­
ing and worthwhile experience,”

Martinson had to make the cur­
riculum, figure out the budget, buy all 
the equipment and teach. A new 
building was in the works and Mar­
tinson was given only 13 days to 
submit a plan for it. She did not get 
much sleep those two weeks and she 
got hives from stress, but in 1960 the 
current Mathematics and Home 
Economics Building was ready for 
use.

After the women arrived, Martinson 
says she noticed a change in the men 
at Cal Poly. Their appearance chang­
ed, she says, and they had less ma­
nure on their feet. In October 1956 El 
Mustang reported, “ Almost all the 
men are now wearing shoes, an im­
provement over last year.”

Some of the townspeople were 
skeptical about women attending Cal 
Poly. One wife of a student, Barbara 
Crewes, told El Mustang that Cal Poly 
would be a likely “ happy hunting 
ground for female wolves.”

Martinson says some townspeople 
were very much against women at­

tending college here; they were afraid 
the women would be rough and crude. 
She says one reason residents might 
have felt this way was because Cal 
Poly was known as an agriculture 
school. “ We had to be very, very 
careful,” she says. Sh^ didn’t allow 
her students to wear pants to class 
and told them, “ You have to be

Imost all the men 
are now wearing 

shoes, an 
improvement 

over last year.’

1956 El Mustang

ladies.”
Connie Breazeale was one of Mar­

tinson’s first students and has been 
teaching home economics at Cal Poly 
since her graduation from the school. 
She says women did not seem to come 
to Cal Poly in 1956 in search of a 
husband. The women were career- 
oriented and most of the first gradu­
ates in home economics became 
teachers.

Breazeale says it wasn’t long before

women began majoring in areas other 
than home economics. Animal science 
and elementary school teaching were 
popular fields. She says she has grad­
ually seen women become more in­
dependent and aware of their career 
potential. Their interests have diver­
sified and they want a career and a 
family life, she says.

Home economics has changed in the 
past 30 years as much as women have. 
There are far more options than cook­
ing, sewing and teaching. The 
department now has such specialized, 
business-oriented options as textile 
merchandising and interior design.

And Cal Poly has changed a lot 
since Julian A. McPhee wrote about 
the entrance requirements in 1939. 
McPhee stated that the applicant be 
“ a clean, respected young man in his 
community.” Today, clean, respected 
women make up 43 percent of the 
school’s population.

In her 1975 paper, “ Options in 
Undergrduate Degree Programs for 
Women in P.E.,” Evelyn I. Pellaton 
says, “ The professional preparation 
program for women in P.E. at the 
California Polytechnic State Univer­
sity began in 1956 with the purpose of 
preparing young women for secondary 
school teaching.”  Pellaton made 
recommendations for changes in the 
w o m e n ’s P . E .  p r o g r a m .  She 
discovered that other California state 
colleges and universities were offering 
other options, such as graduate work, 
dance and leadership. She concluded 
that a need existed for programs in 
athletic training and coaching. In the 
1979-1981 catalog options in athletic 
coaching, health education and 
teaching were available. Currently, 
commercial/corporate fitness is of­

fered in addition to teaching and 
health education.

Women have have caught up to men 
in enrollment in each of the seven 
schools except for Engineering, where 
women account for 18 percent, and 
Architecture and Environmental 
Design, where women make up 24 
percent. Women account for about 50 
percent of the majors in Agriculture, 
Business, Liberal Arts and Science 
and Mathematics. Seventy-one per­
cent of those in the School of Profes­
sional Studies and Education are 
women.

Even though women have been at­
tending Cal Poly for decades now, the 
school remains the only CSU campus 
without a program centering on the 
study of women. But some campus 
groups have been pouring their efforts 
into the void to create an awareness of 
women here.

For a week in February, activities, 
lectures and seminars were held as 
part of Women’s Week 1987. 
Women’s Week, with the theme 
“ Freedom of Choice: A Feminist
Goal/A Human Right,” was geared to 
educate students and the community 
about women’s lives and choices in 
society.

Also, the Cal Poly Women’s Studies 
Coalition and the School of Liberal 
Arts ad hoc committee on a women’s 
studies minor have sent a proposal to 
the School of Liberal Arts for a minor 
in women’s studies. Members of the 
two groups hope that a minor pro­
gram will be put in place by the time 
the next Cal Poly catalogue is issued. 
Still, some groundwork has already 
been laid for a minor program, as sev­
eral courses have been offered which 
focus on women’s issues. □

Shrôoms on a pizza?
V"

You bet ^  and only the
freshest!

ARMADILLO PIZZA is the best around 
because we make our own dough and
sauce everyday and we use fresh local 
produce and whole milk mozzarella.
So when you want the best...ORDER!

L.'''

 ̂ rASr fRU DtllVlRY ,/

541 -4090
v t

one coupon per pizza

$2.00 OFF 
ANY 16” Pizza
N a m e -------------------------
Phone_______________

It's Party Royal Time
and

'0

fre« keg delWery and pick-up

Delivers to you!!
541-

* Remember us, v f̂e're the pizza guys!



’ I ,‘h ’Ê/iiiÊ!

$ 5

Bring in this coupon any day from 5pm-10pm 
and get $1.00 off a delicious Deluxe Burger 

(served with green salad and thick fries)  ̂  ̂^

We Also Feature:

•Sandwiches
•O m elettes
•Breakfast Served All Day 
•M o d era te  Prices 
•Convenient Location 
•O pen  7 Days 6am-10pm

1885 Monterey Street in SLO 544-4254

—Highway ■

Monterey St

$1.00 OFF
ANY DELUXE HAMBURGER AT ARK TWO

•Hawaiian, Mushroom, Teriyaki & 13 other styles 
•Includes green salad & thick fries 
•Coupon good any day 5pm-10pm

ARK TW O  is at 1185 Monterey near Grand
Expires May 15,1987 Not Valid With Other Promotions

It’s the little things 
in life that count.

They’re perfect with pinstripes, 
compatible with cords and just right 

in between. Available alone or together, 
they offer new insight 

on dressing well: (clothes make 
the man, and All That Glitters 

makes his jewelry.)

all that gOtters
A Unique Jewelry Store

Madonna Road Plaza 
San Luis Obispo 

544-Gems

V

I
Here are just 
a few reasons 
why more and 
more students 
are coming to 
Doctors Med Stop 
for immediate medical 
care. First, the cost 
is far less than a visit 
to the emergency room. 
No appointment is 
ever necessary. And 
there’s always a 
doctor on duty to 
insure prompt high- 
quality medical 
care for all your 
health care 
needs.

DOCTORS

MED i f p  STOP
Madonna Rd Plaza, San Luis Obispo, Suite B 

Open 8 am-10 pm every day 
including weekends and holidays.

549-8880
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W elcome to Po ly  Royal!
u

Suite Comfort. Sweet Price.
New Deluxe All-Suite Hotel 

In San Luis Obispo
Location: 1631 Monterey Street, San Luis Obispo 93401

Monterey Street exit from US 101
Amenities: Two-room suites ■ king-sized beds • free cooked-to order

breakfast hosted manager’s reception each evening two remote 
control TV’s with free cable programming/movies VCR (first 
-run movies available)-AM/FM stereo system microwave 
(entrees available)-reftigerator -in-room snacks/beverages wet 
bar-pool/spa

Reservations: Call 1 -8 0 0 -2 2 8 -5 1 5 1  toll free or (8 0 5 )5 4 1 -5 0 0 1
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Where the action is
The Central Coast offers myriad activities —  from melodrama 

to nature walks —  to entertain students and parents alike
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A hot tub is prepared for someone to relax in the natural hot springs at Avila Beach.
Photo by Matt Weiser
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A group sets off in search of rock cod on a Virg’s Fish’n expedition. Photo by Matt Weiser

O THE PARENTS have come to visit during Poly 
Royal. That may pose some interesting problems 

for students. There is no appropriate answer to a parent 
who says, “ Johnny, show us where you go on Friday 
night.” Mom’s Florsheim’s would probably clash with the 
booths at Bull’s anyway.

Actually, there are quite a few places in San Luis Obispo 
that would probably appeal to both students and parents:

□  The Great American Melodrama in Oceano specializes 
in good old-fashioned family fun by providing top-notch 
melodramas, as well as great hot dogs and beer. It’s about 
a 30-minute drive from San Luis Obispo. The show during 
Poly Royal is “ The Saga of Roaring Gulch.” Tickets cost 
$8.75 to $9.75, depending on the day and time of show, but 
it may be difficult to get seats at this late a date. Call the 
Melodrama for more information at 489-2499.

□  A place a little closer to home that provides a load of 
belly laughs is Bob Zany’s Comedy Outlet at Wm. Ran­
dolph’s Restaurant on Monterey Street. The Comedy 
Outlet hosts a variety of comedians every weekend, but be 
warned that some routines contain blue language. Because 
San Luis Obispo is located half way between San Francisco 
and Los Angeles, comedians stop here on their way to one

Continued
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A Morro Bay sea otter enjoys the sun on its belly. Photo by Shirley Thompson

Continued
location or the other. Tickets are $6 
at the door but those who come for 
dinner at Wm. Randolph’s can see the 
show for free. Shows begin at 9 p.m. 
Thursday and 8 and 10 p.m. Friday 
and Saturday. For reservations call 
543-3333.

□ For those who like historical 
landmarks, a visit to Hearst Castle is 
in order. The variety of tours offers an 
opportunity to see the castle from a 
new perspective, even for those who 
may have already visited it. Tour One 
is a basic overview of the castle and 
grounds and is recommended for 
first-timers. Tour Two goes through 
the upper level of the castle, several 
guest rooms and Hearst’s personal 
Gothic suite. Tour Three goes through 
the guest wing, 36 bedrooms, 
bathrooms, and living rooms. And 
Tour Four, the newest tour, focuses 
on the gardens and architectural styl­
ing of the castle.

Hearst was a collector of Medieval, 
Renaissance, Eastern and Roman art. 
Among other things, he collected 
carved ceilings and numerous 
varieties of rose bushes.

Tickets are $8 for adults and $4 for 
children between ages 6 and 12. Res­
ervations can be made at the 
Discovery Inn in San Luis Obispo or 
by calling (800)446-7275. Like many 
tourist spots in this area, early reser­
vations are essential.

□  There’s perhaps no better way ot 
getting in touch with nature and away 
from the crowds than taking a hike or 
a nature walk, and the Central Coast 
affords many beautiful views.

Hiking to the top of Bishop’s Peak 
is a favorite pastime of locals. Hikers 
need to watch out for poison oak and 
plan for the three-hour trip by bring­
ing food and a canteen. It is also wise 
to begin early in the day. Although 
watching the sunset from the peak 
may be a spectacular sight, the price 
you’ll pay by coming back down in the 
dark probably won’t be worth it.

For those who aren’t quite up to 
hiking Bishop’s Peak, a leisurely walk 
to the Cal Poly “ P” is enjoyable. The 
view from the “ P,” although not as 
good as from the peak, still ranks as 
one of the best and most easily ac­
cessible.

The Morro Bay State Park Museum 
of Natural History offers guided 
nature walks each weekend. A phone 
call is needed to check what walks are 
being offered on any particular 
weekend, but some of the more fre­
quent ones include: a walk through 
the Pygmy Oaks in Los Osos, a tour 
of the tide pools at Montana de Oro, a 
hike on the sandspit, or a hike to the

waterfall in the mountains behind 
Montana de Oro. The lengths of the 
walks vary but they are all free. For 
more information call the museum at 
772-2694. If the weather is nice, there 
isn’t a more beautiful way to get to 
know the area.

□  Deep-sea fishing for rock cod is 
also available in Morro Bay. Virg’s 
Fish’n offers all-day fishing trips for 
about $35, including a pole, a license, 
a space on the boat, and bait and 
.tackle. The all-day trip starts at 7 a.m. 
weekdays. There are also half-day and 
twilight trips on weekends at 9 a.m. 
and 1:30 p.m.; each costs $25 for the 
entire setup.

□  The Embarcadero is also 
a great way to spend an 
afternoon. The quaint shops 
along the waterfront in Morro 
Bay are always inviting. The 
Central Coast is a popular 
place among artists, and the 
galleries in Morro Bay have a 
variety of works on display.
And Morro Bay has some of 
the best seafood restaurants 
around.

After looking at the sce­
nery and shops, it’s nice to 
take a look at the Museum of 
Natural History, just south 
of Morro Bay. The museum 
has a variety of daily nature 
films as well as a special col­
lection featuring the en­
dangered perregrine falcon.
There are also other bird 
displays and a whale exhibit.
The entrance fee is $ 1.

□  Another local museum is 
the San Luis Obispo County 
Historical Society Museum at 
600 Monterey St. This 
museum houses several his­
torical documents that were impor­
tant during the early years of San 
Luis Obispo, and has many relics in­
cluding clothing and household fur­
nishings of early residents.

Originally built as the Carnegie 
Library in 1905, the building became a 
museum in 1956. The museum is open 
Wednesday through Sunday from 10 
a.m. to 4 p.m.

□  A trip to San Luis Obispo would 
not be complete without a visit to the 
world-renowned Madonna Inn just off 
Highway 101. The white and pink 
gingerbread exterior of this sprawling 
inn hint at the opulent and garish 
designs featured in every room. From 
the cupids swinging above diners in 
the main restaurant to the plastic 
grapes to the men’s public restroom — 
equipped with its own waterfall — the 
inn is a unique mish-mash of extrava­
gance and unabashed bad taste.

□  For those with a bit of the adven­
turous spirit in them, a scenic plane 
ride above San Luis Obispo might be 
the answer. A one-hour plane ride over 
the area costs $72 for three people. 
Reservations three days in advance 
are recommended. For more informa­
tion call the San Luis Obispo Airport 
or Air San Luis at 541-1038.

□ Another great way to see the 
countryside is to visit the wineries 
along Highways 46 and 41 between 
Paso Robles and Morro Bay. All 
winery locations are listed in the 
Tourist Guide available at the San 
Luis Obispo Chamber of Commerce at 
1039 Chorro St.

□  Bargain hunters and collectors 
can take a few hours to look at the 
goods at the Sunset Drive-in Swap 
Meet in San Luis Obispo every Sun­
day morning. A small entrance fee 
opens up a world of all kinds of junk 
and treasures.

□  After spending all day walking 
around campus, tired toes can get a 
relaxing soak at two natural mineral 
springs in Avila Beach: Avila Hot 
Springs Spa and Sycamore Mineral 
Springs Resort. A one-hour soak at 
Sycamore Mineral Springs Resort 
costs $7.50. Overnight accommoda­
tions are also available, with 27 hotel

,W?

Exhibits at the Museum of Natural History.

rooms, each with a private jacuzzi on 
the balcony. At Avila Hot Springs, 
the price is $6 per hour for a private 
room with bath or $5 per hour in one 
of the outdoor hot tubs. In addition, 
Avila Hot Springs shows movies 
above the hot tubs every night.

□  To end Poly Royal on a high note, 
enjoy Sunday brunch at one of the 
area’s restaurants. The San Luis Bay 
Inn in Avila Beach has a champagne 
brunch buffet for $12 per person. 
McLintock’s Saloon in Pismo Beach 
offers a ranch breakfast for about $9 
per person. The Park Suite Hotel has 
a morning buffet served from 6:30-11 
a.m. for $6 per person. Tiger’s Folly in 
Morro Bay offers a combination Sun­
day brunch/harbor cruise for $13 per 
person at 10 a.m. and noon. Reserva­
tions are required. Harbor cruises are 
also scheduled Saturday and Sunday 
at 2 p.m. for $6 per person. □

Photo by Shirloy Thompson
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A CONTEMPORARY SPORTS BAR/RESTAURANT

CHAMPIONS^  — Ü
• Unique Sports Atmosphere / A

• 2 Large Screen TVs

• Video Dancing

• Live Music every Tuesday Night

• Dancing Tuesday - Sunday Nights

• Happy Hour Monday - Friday 5-7

• Hamburgers to Steaks to Seafood 

& Great Daily Specials!

Watch for our new Sports Bar /  Restaurant 
opening in Santa Maria!

1009 M onterey  Street • San Luis O bipso, CA • 805/541-1161

A S a leT b a ig lite n  
Arç^Rcom.Or D anæ n I t

Grey Accordian Blind, .'’s cV K<.->:SII‘>4.Sak'$&8& Plum Rice Paper Blinds. Klv S12 *>10 $2 7 dd S.lk $9B810 $21M innolacBlinds.Kiy $l2dd 10 $.M dd. Silk- S9B8I0 $27$«.

t ]
White Accordian Blinds. Ki c Soik̂ S12 Sak- $4.88 lo $4.88

U

Fuchsia Accordian Blind. K.y 57'>d 
10 S li dd. Sdk S5«8 to $11.8« Matchstick Blinds. Kiv 54 ̂  to SN'Kï sak $388t>'$1S88

Apricot Accordian Blinds.o: Kt'j’ 5 U ̂  Sak’ $8.88

Ever>' year, at about 
this time, Fieri lowers 
ever>' blind in the 
store. This year w'eVe 
lowered them h ’ 20%. 
Therels an assortment 
of blinds made of cot­
ton, rice paper and 
bamboo. In sizes that 
easily lit most stan­
dard windows. In 
colors, shades and 
designs that will com­
plement an}’ decor. 
Note hov\'e\ec the sale 
lasts this week only; 
we simpl}’ can’t lower 
our blinds anv'lon^'r.

SIk
A PlaceTb Discover.’

8 48  M onterey St., S LO  5 4 6 -9 7 6 6  Hours: 10-6, 'til 9pm  Thurs, 11-5 Sun 
These sale prices are good for one w eek only.

Zi--

while Rice Paper Blinds. Riy SIC' dd loS24dd ;i|, $788 to $198«
» ■ ■Mini Slat Bamboo Blinds, Keg 
$0 ‘W10 $ N 40. &ik' $488 to $1588 Blue Rice Paper Blinds, Keg SI2 4o

10 52/40 Nik $988 to $2188.

YOUR INVESTMENT WORKS HARDER

FOR YOU AT

C ed ar. .C re e kyliUaî
S^dent Housing Condominiums
Featuring 2 Bedroom, 2 Bath 
Furnished Condominiums...

• Fully Furnished
• Private patios & deck area 
•Swimming pool
• Recreation room

•Ample parking 
•Onsite management
• Location near Poly & shopping
• Pre-leased condos available with excellent income

PRICED
FROM

$103,500

OFFERED BY FARRELL SMYTH, INC.
a real estate company

21 Santa Rosa ttm , SLO •  543-2172



STANLEY MOTORS IS 
PROUD TO SPONSOR THE 
CAL POLY RODEO IN 1987.
PLEASE HELP SUPPORT YOUR 

LOCAL RODEO TEAM! 
ATTEND THE RODEO 

ON FRIDAY & SATURDAY

IM P O R T S

Vlymoutfì STANLEY
I33Ü MONiEIUY SlfUn 

SAN LUIS OBISPU (805) 543-7321

The Sharpest  Penci ls  In Town.

MOTORS CHRYSLER
D o d g e

^   ̂ K \  9 9 0 ' » , 9 9 0 m  ■*<*• *• ■ % »

SYCAMORE MINERAL SPRINGS

27 MOTEL ROOMS FEATURING INDIVIDUAL 
HOTTUBS AND BALCONY

HOURLY HOT TUB RENTALS UNDER THE OAK AND 
SYCAMORE TREES

RECREATION AREA WITH HEATED POOL AND SAND 
VOLLEYBALL COURTS

OPEN 24 HOURS

549-7302
1215 AVILA BEACH DRIVE, S.LO.

The choice is yours at our P A S T A  B AR 
where our fresh pastas, sauces and 
specialty dishes are prepared before you.

FRESH PASTA
Spaghetti ■  Rigatoni 
Mastaccoli ■  Linguini 
Fettucini

FRESH SAUCES 
Bolognese ■  Marinara 
Clam ■  Alfredo 
Pesto ■  Mushroom 
Meat ■  Cheese

DAILY SPECIALS 
Lasagna ■  Ravioli 
Manicotti ■  Tortellini 
Cannelloni

SALADS
Pasta ■  Antipasto 
Garden ■  Factory Special

HOMEMADE SOUPS

BREAKFAST
Frittatas ■  Pastries 
Fresh Juices

Local Wines ■  Mineral Water 
Draft Beers ■  Soft Drinks

COFFEES
Espresso ■  Cappuccino 
Cate Mocha ■  Cate Orange 
French Mint ■  Cinnamon

DESSERTS
Chocolate Mousse Cake ■  
Amaretto Mousse Cake ■  
Gelato ■
Fresh Fruits and Cheeses
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1040 BROAD STREET S A N t U I S O B I ^ ^ É * ^ * *
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INDEPENDENT FURNISHED STUDENT APARTMENTS
ACROSS THE STREET FROM CAL POLY!!

OPENINGS IN:
2 Bedroom Townhouse...from..

2 Bedroom/2 Bath Flats...from.

Private Studio In A Quiet
CreeksideSetting ...from..

$175.00/mo shared ($160)’ 
$320.00/mo private ($293V

$200.00/mo shared ($183) 
$350.00/mo private ($320)

$340.00/mo ($312)*

NEW MICROWAVE OVENS, COUCHES, MINI BLINDS,
LAMPS AND MORE FOR FALL '8711

* Closest housing to Cal Poly 
*5 Modern laundry facilities
* Heated Pool
* Private Park and BBQ Area
* Reserved Parking 
*Meeting Room
* Convenience store on site for Fall '87

*12 month discounted lease rate in parenthesis
OPEN THURS, FRI, SAT of 

Poly Royal til 10pm
MON-SAT 8-6 

SUN 10-5

ONE MUST ANG DRIVE 
SAN LUIS OBISPO

HEY DORM RESIDENTS!,
Tour Mustang 

Village this spring 
& receive a FREE 

Hanes Beefy_-T Mustang 
VillageShirt!!

IMtWjiANG VlUAGE 543-4950
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p n jo y  homestyle food in an atmosphere of 
“ country Victorian charm. Watch apple 
dumplings and cinnamon rolls being made in 
our antique bakery. Feast on American 
favorites like chicken & dumplings, turkey & 
dressing, and prime rib. For those with a 
lighter appetite, the lunch menu which in­
cludes homemade soups, chili and salad bar, is 
served all evening. Experience the natural 
beauty of the coastal mountains from our 
gazebo patio. Our collection of handmade 
quilts, original apple crate labels and tiffany 
lamps celebrates our American heritage.

2015 MONTEREY ST,
805/544-6100

APPLE FARM INN
19th Century charm, with 20th Century convenience. A memorable 

^odging experience featuring 60 uniquel;^
^decorated rooms in quiet country^ 

setting.

OPENING 1987

ÍOMRSTYLE FOODif'

LOOKING FOR BETTER GRADES?

TURBOIBM
c o m p a tib le s

XT & AT MODELS
F C C  A p p ro v e d

Starting As Low As
$699

“ Realizing & Fulfilling 
the needs of Students”

Call For A Free 
Demonstration

544-4501
ROB

Lowest Price 
in SLO County!

WiU Run The 
Same Software 

As IBM

(Includes 1 yr. Warranty)

Hardware: Swivel Monitor, 640K RAM, 
Floppy Drive, Keyboard 
(Printer & Hard Drives Available) 

Software: Word Processor, Spread 
Data Base File Manager

i ;; V

Free PC

T ra in ing  Sessions

A Computer 
is a Necessity 

For
All Students

1¿1d.lililímm m
^ o u n d  o n  W n Q Q L ô

R O Y A L  S A L E
1 ß W / l l l  1 11 l#i\V//Ili/( .1 1 1 . m : 1. 1 . 1

a
SAVE ON ALL CAR STEREO AND ELECTRONICS

SOME EXAMPLES OF THE DEALS YOU'LL FIND!

JVC R17 JVC R415
PIONEER
KE3232

DIGITAL A M /F M  CASSETTE 
AUTO REVERSE CLOCK 
SCAN •  15 PRE-SETS •  SEP. BASS/ 
TREBLE •  4 SPEAKER •  FADER

REG. ^209.95 /VOM/ *1 6 9 ”
INstaulEO

REMOVEABLE THEFT PROOFI
•  SCAN •  15 PRE SETS •  SEP BASS/
TREBLE •  4 SPEAKER •  FADER
•  CD INPUT

REG. ‘379.95 NOW *3 3 9 *®

SUPERTUNER FM
•  B /T  •  A /R  •  SEEK •  24 PRE SETS
•  CLOCK •  FADER •  MËTAL TAPE

REG. ‘279.95 NOW *239®®
INS'*iitO

PIONEER
TS-IOOi

4 “ DUAL CONE SPEAKERS 
40 WATTS
FITS MOST ALL CARS

REG. ‘49.95
NOW *37®®

PIONEER
TS-1602

CLARION
100EQB

50 WATTS 5-BAND

6 " COAXIAL 
60 WATTS

REG. ‘69.95
NOW *58®®

REG. *99.95 NOW 79®®

CLARION 
500 EQUALIZER

WE CARRY

50 WATTS 
BOOSTER/AMP 
5-BAND SO 
LIGHT METER

REG. *129.95 NOW 6 9 2 9 5

ALPHASONIK ‘  BLAUPUNKT * CLARION * JENSEN ‘  JVC * PIONEER * ORION * BECKER * CRIMESTOPPER * COBRA * K-40

iudiiv to9 Mtiliv I
I -—(^53

o u n d  o n U / k e e i ä

JM
390 BUCKLEY RD. (BUILDING F) SAN LUIS OBISPO

m

541-2195
OPEN

M O N.- FRIDAY 9 -6  
SAT. 10-5

M ¥



SPBING FBAMB SAlJi
Every Frame in Stock

SAVE 10-30%
Hurry! Sale Ends May 15th.

JKioRaQVs (SoHoai

AVANT GARDE 
BAUSCH & LOMB 
CARRERA 
CHRISTIAN DIOR 
POLO

1028 Chorro Street iiiiiiiiiiiiiim
^MotfvrCardj DOWNTOWN SAN LUIS OBISPO

543-5770

WAYFARER 
RAY-BAN 
VUARNET 

YVES SAINT 
LAURENT

Atascadero • Paso Robles • Morro Bay • San Luis Obispo

$2.00 OFF
ALL POLY ROYAL PICTURES

AT

FLEET FOTOl
1— HOUR SERVICE 

543-6491
In the Laguna Village Shopping Center 

Corner of Los Osos Valley Rd. & Madonna Rd.

Servicing

VW • PORSCHE • AUDI • BMW

SINCE 1971
273 PACIFIC ST., SLO CALL FOR APPOINTMENT|

543-7473
Tuesday - Saturday 8:30-5:30

w s

RMAN S-iSiSSlHj!

EMcLmTOCES
Steaks • Ribs • Seafood 

Banquet Space • Children’s Menu 
Complete Bar • Entertainment

SHELL BEACH

RESERVATIONS (dinner resenatioiis accepted Sunda> through Thursday
/ Q A C \  T '7 2  Lunch reservations accepted Monday through Saturday

Breakfast resenations accepted Saturday and Sunday

SALOON & DINING HOUSE
MONDAY - FRIDAY SATURDAY SUNDAY

L unch  1 1 ; 3 0 -  3 :0 0 B re ak fas t 8 :0 0  - 1 1 :3 0 R an ch  B r e a k k s t  9:(M) - 1 :30

Lite D in n e r  3 :0 0  - 5 :3 0
L unch  
Lite D in n e r

1 1 : 3 0 -  2:(M) 
2 :0 0  - l ;0 0

Lite D in n e r  2 :0 0  - -i:00

D in n e r  3:0<) - 1 0 :3 0 D in n e r 2 :0 0  - 1 0 :3 0 D in n e r  2 :0 0  - 9 :3 0

N O K I I I  K )

SA N  LU IS O B ISP O

S H E L L  BEACH 
E X I T

SH E LL BFj VCH

F.M cLintocks
“̂ 50 Mattie Road
P.O. Box 239 
Shell Beach, CA 93449

PISM O  B E A C H

P A ( I F I ( O ( K A .N S H E L L  BEA CH  
E X I T M) l  I I I  l O

SANTA MARIA

SAN LUIS OBISPO

SALOON
Breakfast

Lunch
Dinner

MONDAY - SATURDAY

---------- O --------
Sunday Ranch

Breakfast
-------------------- « -----------------

Live Entertainment
THURS - SAT 9 PM - 2 AM 

----------------------------------
686 HIGUERA STREET 

SAN LUIS OBISPO, CA 93401
(805) 541-0686



WITH

\ •

• '
r- ''

NV

i/TV-f 7^ ^?•»/*

TOPPINGS
16 T 0  CHOOSE FROM
Extra Cheese, Mushrooms, Black Olives 
Tomatoes, Onion, Pineapple, Pepperoni, Shrimp 
Green Pepper, Lean Beef, Italian Sausage 
Jalapenos, Canadian Bacon, Almonds, Salami 
Artichoke Hearts

CRUSTS

r"
i

. /

541 -4420
1015 Court Street, s t
Across From Osos St. Subs rxifc:;

ON TAP: WATNEY'S, COORS, COORS LIGHT 
BUDWEISER, MICHELOB DARK. MOOSEHEAD 
BOTTLED: 15 To Choose From

DELIVERY
FREE PRETTY FAST 
BEER DELIVERED. TOO

ni




