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-Student Activities at UMass-

The Student Activities Committee (SAC) is a group of 24 students that are elected every February. SAC is responsible for
organizing and administrating all programs funded by the Student Activities Trust Fund, which this year is projected to
be $326,000.00. This fund accumulates from the $46,00 activities fee paid by each full time student. For more infor-

mation about SAC services, contact us at x3181 or visit us at 1/4/181 .The following are some of the services that are pro-
vided by SAC.

CULTURAL EVENTS: 1/4/116 X2813

• Harbor Art Gallery: 2/1/002
A student run gallery featuring professional and student
art exhibits.

• Lecture Series-.

Topical and controversial lectures. RSO requests
welcome.

• Black History Month:
A number of events organized by the black students on
campus during black history month.

• Film Series-.

A weekly motion picture shown in the large science
auditorium and the Pub.

• Alternative Film Series:

Films on current social/political issues shown at Earth

Foods once a week

• Social Events:

An open committee of students, responsible for plann-
ing SAC funded parties.

• Discount Museum Passes: Available at SAC

" Ticket Series:

Discount tickets sold at SAC office for sporting events,

theatre and concerts.

MEDIA & PUBLICATIONS: 1/4/117 x2855

• Wavelength: 1/6/091

A quarterly literary & news magazine, published, funded
& managed by students.

• Mass Media: 8/4/001
The weekly newspaper of the campus community,
published, funded & managed by students.

•WUMB:Library/Gl/067
The campus radio station, recently awarded an FM
license.

• Point Press: 2/3/009
Quality printing & composition service done by students
on campus. Responsible for the production of Mass
Media & Wavelength.

SPECIAL PROGRAMS:

* SAC Book Exchange: 2/1/413

A bookstore where students can buy and place their us-

ed Pooks on consignment.

* Earth Foods Restaurant: 1/3/caf

A vegetarian, non-profit restaurant & take-out service

funded & managed by students.

•The Pub: 1/3/316

A lounge for the campus community to socialize in.

Beer, wine and snacks available

* Office of the Student Trustee:

1/4/120 x2284
Elected student representative on the Board of Trustees.

* Advocacy Center: 2/1/414

Acts as an advocate for students who are encountering
difficulties with the University.

COMMUNITY ACTION: 1/4/115x2812

Funds are used for student tutors, cultural programs,
health services and educational supplies for the follow-

ing:

* Hand to Hand (Chinatown)
* UMass Chlldcare (CPCS)
* College Prep (UMB)
* Handicapped Students Program (UMB)
* Little House (Dorchester)
* Roxbury Boys Club
* South Boston Neighborhood House
* Toys for Tots
* W. Broadway Multl Service Center
* Columbia Point Program

RECOGNIZED STUDENT ORGANIZATIONS (RSO)
1/4/114x2811

'Over lOO clubs are funded by SAC. Each club
receives an initial allocation of $124. Clubs can also ap-
ply for Special Allocations.

SAC at CPCS: Park Square/4/417

These services are organized & run by CPCS students with funding from SAC If you are interested in starting new
organizations, or joining the following, contact Irene Ryan at the CPCS SAC office: Student Advocacy Center. ACCESS
Bi-Lingual/Bi-Cultural Club, Veteran's Union, A.R.M.S., Gospel Club and Cultural Events.
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editorial
BUILDING CHANGE... DREDGING GHOSTS

"There is blood in these stones,"

commented an editor earlier this after-

noon. "Our magazine should reflect

that. We should get away from this dry

sterility. We should dredge up the

ghosts."

Indeed. With the start of Volume
Three, Wavelength once again begins its

reckless annual dive into the perils of

student publishing. It seems curious, the

middle ground this magazine must
tread; how it must necessarily change
with the advent of each new school

year, so as to remain fresh and alive, and
yet maintain the quality and consistency

the UMass public has come to expect.

But what should these changes be?

When will we know that we've stepped

too far over the line, or conversely, re-

mained too staid and conservative? Will

our decisions be applauded or reviled?

Yes, there are those individuals (the

aforementioned editor included) who
would like to see this magazine adopt a

more literary bent, nostalgically recall-

ing, perhaps, the halycon days of Loam.
Sure, there's something to be said for

that. There certainly are enough good
poets and writers of fiction on this cam-
pus to support such a publication. But

with the Regents, the merger, the in-

credible slashing of work-study, there

are simply too many stories here that are

begging for the approach and insight a

magazine article can bring.

Perhaps a middle ground would be
best -- a publication that can serve the

need for information, and yet give these

unsung muses the exposure they

deserve.

You may notice that the magazine
you are holding doesn't exactly fit the

specifications just mentioned. In fact,

your initial response may well be one of

confusion and bewilderment.

"What is this stuff?" you say to

yourself. "Where's financial aid?" you
mutter, losing control. "Where's the

merger? Where the hell are the

Regents?"

Okay, so with the exception of Ken
Tangvik's overview of the Hall bill and
Beth Bagley and Laura Montgomery's
collaboration on the Freshman Peer

NEW PRIORITIES..

Considering President Reagan's

proclivity for stringent budget cutting in

terms of social programs, and at the

same time boosting the military budget

to unheard-of levels, we thought he

should take a closer look at some of

these figures:

Marching bands: $98 million/year.

Military servants: $6 million/year.

Gazebos: $65,000/year (14

generals have near . their houses

garden gazebos that need
• maintenance).
" Air' Force Bowling Tour:

$110,000/year.

Lawn Maintenance: $385,0O0/year.

In addition, the government shelled

out $6,500 for federal PR operatives to

attend a recent seminar on how to get

their stories on TV.

House Republicans gathering to

meet with Reagan shunned the bar while

the TV lights were on, apparently fearful

that the cameras would show them swill-

ing booze. A rush for drinks began the

moment the lights went off.

"GRAFFITI IS NOT COOL"

Springfield officials and
businessmen recently launched a cam-
paign to persuade youths with the graf-

fiti urge to make posters to show "Graf-

fiti Is Not Cool" instead of writing on
downtown buildings. The campaign is

being backed by a group of business

leaders, city officials and civic organiza-

tions. The winning poster will be

duplicated by funds provided by upper

State street businesses and will be

distributed throughout the city.

The Boston Globe

WHAT DINAH SAW

A group of three explorers are

presently preparing for an expedition in-

to darkest Africa in search of an animal

natives call "mokole mbembe." From
the descriptions provided, they believe it

to be a type of Brontosaurus, having

survived from the Jurassic Era of some
200 million years ago.

Over the past two centuries, there

have been many reported sightings of

Counselling Program, most of our
stories in this issue are pretty light and
innocuous. So lighten up already. It's

only the end of summer. You'll be hear-

ing more than you want to know about

these characters soon enough.

Incidentally, it has been proposed
that we consider changing the name of

the magazine. Any ideas? The name
Wavelength doesn't exactly dredge up
many ghosts, does it? Perhaps it's time

for a new name; write us and tell us

what you think.

Anyway, here's hoping we all have a

productive and satisfying academic
year. Maybe we'll even find a few of

those spirits, if we look hard enough,

and we certainly can't fail to suck a little

blood from the campus with
perseverence and determination. And
don't forget; if you're interested in

working on Wavelength in any capacity,

we're still located on the 6th floor of

building 1, room 091, pending our get-

ting a nicer office.

Eric Stanway

the giant reptile, which natives say

frightens away hippopotami. Recently a

crocodile specialist working near Lake

Tele in the Congo photographed a claw-

ed, 36-inch footprint natives identified

as belonging to the animal.

The Brontosaurus, a herbivorous

dinosaur with a long neck and whiplash

tail, was believed to have lived primarily

in the water, where it fed on lakeside

plants. The bouyancy of the water

helped prevent the bones of the animal

from being crushed under its own
tremendous body weight, as well as pro-

viding refuge from predators.

Reports by the natives seem to bear

this out; they claim the mokele mbembe
only comes out of the water at dusk and

dawn to feed. They also back up its her-

bivorous habits, though state it unwise

to approach the animal, as there have

been several deaths as a result.

The region in which the brownish-

gray beast is supposed to live is poorly

mapped and virtually unexplored by the

pygmies who live there. The expedition

team claims that the region has changed

very little in the past 70 million years.

"So if there is a relic species," said ex-

pedition leader Mackal, "this would be

a good place for it... It's like a lost world

in some ways."

The Boston Globe
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"The despotism of a government at home increases in proportion to the in-

crease and strengthening of its army and its external successes; and the ag-

gressiveness of governments grows in proportion to the increase of their in-

ternal despotism.

"

by Ken Tangvik

The institution of a military draft in the

United States has historically been
met with resistance. From the New York
draft riots of 1863, to the massive draft

card burnings during the Vietnam war,

to the recent civil disobedience at Post

Offices, large numbers of Americans
have opposed registration and the draft

because of moral, political, or religious

reasons.

Traditionally, the United States

government has justified the need for a
draft by claiming that in time of war, a

volunteer system has not been able to

provide enough qualified manpower to

guarantee national security. Therefore,

men have been forced by law to kill and
die for the state. Some opponents of the

draft believe that all wars are morally
wrong and that the state should not

have the power to force a person to par-

ticipate in an immoral act. They believe

that every citizen has a democratic right

to decide whether she or he wishes to

support or participate in the destruction

of human life and the violence that is in-

herent in any war. Other opponents of

the draft are not necessarily morally op-
posed to war, but for political reasons
decide that they cannot support their

own government in a particular war.

HOW
TO

WIN
A

WAR

Leo Tolstoy

Senator/Marine Bob Hall—God, Guts, Guns

For instance, many draft resisters dur-

ing the Vietnam war stated that they
would not support what they described
as U.S. imperialism and many believed

that the NLF in South Vietnam was the

politically correct side to support.

The last mandatory draft occurred
during the middle 1960's and early

1970's. During the 1967-68 alone, the

draft triggered demonstrations at more

than 25% of American colleges and
universities. However, because most
university students (most of whom were
white and middle-class) could easily ob-
tain deferments, it was the poor, minori-
ty, and workingclass youth who were the
victims of the military draft. While
thousands of minority and working-class
men were being killed on the front lines

of Vietnam, the more fortunate, such as

Wavelength 3



"The initiation of the draft on Saturday in the ninth congressional district

was characterized by riotous demonstrations from 10 in the morning until

late at night. ...no one anticipated resistance at so early a stage in the execu-

tion of the law. ...the mob rushed furiously into the office on the first floor

where the draft was going, on, seizing the books, papers, records, lists etc.

all of which were destroyed. The drafting officers were set upon with stones

and clubs."

New York Times, July 14, 1863

Chip Carter, President Carter's son, ob-

tained deferments and eluded the draft

and the war. In 1973, under great

pressure from the public, the draft law

was repealed by Congress and by the

soon-to-be-dismantled Nixon ad-

ministration.

In
July of 1980, President Carter called

for draft registration in response to the

Soviet occupation of Afghanistan. The
Selective Service and the Carter ad-

ministration were troubled, however, by
the lack of response by 19-20 year olds.

A study published in the Boston Globe
on Aug. 27, 1980 reported that nation-

wide, 25% of 1 9-20 year old men chose

to defy the law. The penalty for not

registering was up to 5 years imprison-

ment and a $10,000 fine. Government
officials openly admitted that it would
be extremely difficult to prosecute the

hundreds of thousands of youths who
refused to register. Presently, the

Reagan administration has continued

the registration process, and is being

pressured to reconsider the reinstitution

of a national military draft.

Although Reagan campaigned with an
anti-draft position, there are several

reasons that could lead one to believe
that the government is slowly preparing
for a peace-time military draft. Some of

the reasons are the following;

* There is a growing consensus
among conservatives, moderates,
and liberals that the U.S. should,

as a priority, build up its conven-
tional forces (such as, the Rapid
Deployment Force) for possible

intervention in strategic areas,

for instance in the Middle East.

* The latest Supreme Court
decision concerning women and
the draft has now removed all

legal obstacles to prosecuting

resisters.

* Senate bill S756 introduced by
Senator Ernest Hollings (D-S.C.)

and House bill HR1210 by Rep.

Charles Wilson (D-Texas) would
resurrect the Military Selective

Service Act.

New York Draft riots - 1863

* Another House bill, HR1500,
proposed by Rep. Sonny Mon-
tgomery (D-Miss) and Rep. Mar-
jorie Holt (R-MD), would amend
the draft law to allow for the in-

duction of up to 200,000 men
per year for 1 2 weeks of active

duty training followed by a six-

year obligation in the individual

Ready Reserve.

* The Selective Service has sent

out 1 50 letters to some of those

who failed to register last July

telling them they are in violation

of the law.

* The Selective Service is

preparing draft law training ses-

sions for October for 10,000

people who have been recruited

to serve on local draft boards.

* Reagan has quietly appointed
a new head of the Selective Ser-

vice.
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an institution which applauded my non-existent pro-

gress, so to graduate with honors seemed plainly

within the realm of logic.

My father had been called away to Berlin at the

time of my graduation so my mother and brother col-

lected me. I had seen neither one for six years and
could think of nothing to say to them. They suffered

from the same affliction, so we spent the entire

fourteen-hour ride home in total silence, pausing only

to clear our throats.

After my father returned from Berlin, my parents

began discussions about my future. My father was in

favor of apprenticing me to a woodcutter. My mother
insisted my formal education continue. My father

thought this an asinine idea, as I had learned nothing

at the academy in six years. My mother protested that

I had graduated with honors. Remarkably, this argu-

ment swayed my father, leading me to believe he was
perhaps even more of a dullard than my mother.

I lived the next six years at home while I attended

the local gymnasium. During this time, my parents

observed me closely, watching for any signs which
may have forecast my life's occupation. None
developed, and at the age of eighteen, I graduated

from the gymnasium. Once again, the question of my
future arose. My father proposed I go live with my
brother who had recently gone into business for

himself manufacturing kettle drums. This did not ap-

peal to me, so I stayed home and read books, an un-

profitable occupation to be sure. My father demand-
ed I try something else, so I substituted attending the
theatre for reading books with little success.

I felt no desire to labor at some menial task, so I

expended a great effort convincing my father of the
necessity of his continued financial support. To stem
the growth of my boredom, I cultivated my artistic

and musical tastes and became quite a dilletante. My
hours were divided between the theatre, the opera,
and the libraries of my father's friends.

Finally, my father insisted I grasp some respon-

sibility for becoming self-sufficient. Toward this goal,

he secured for me a position as a railroad clerk at the
local depot. My sole responsibility consisted of

memorizing the arrival and departure times of two
hundred and twenty-three trains weekly. This I

managed with the slightest degree of enthusiasm
possible. The railroad company was unimpressed
with my artistic proficiency. They noted only my lack

of dedication and poor attitude. When I came up for

review, I was relieved promptly of my duties.

Ah, what a bitter travesty is that state "to be." Its

ugly truisms are daily coated with the insiduous

euphemisms of men. My dear sir, are you one of

those poor, misinformed souls who currently rests his

faith in the commom goodwill of humanity? The bet-

ter you realize the falseness of this perception. Oh
dear, you seem to have lost your appetite. Why are

you crying? Here, take my kerchief and let's have

/ilUlM

THE ANSWER
110/3/030
x3100

020 lobby

x3234
admin, lobby
x2510

Division of Student Affairs
Office of Student Information Services

]

|piM^F)

DOLLHOUSE MINATURES
AND ACCESSORIES

North Market
Faneuil Hall Marketplace

Boston, MA 02109
(617) 367 9396

Monday-Saturday 10am-9pm
Sunday 12 noon-6pm
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another drink, and I will try to teach you the error of

human faith. Quiet yourself now and allow me to

continue.

Shortly after I left the railroad, my parents died. I

sold all their posessions and combined the profits with

what little money they left me. This sum allowed me
to live free of the obligations of some mundane
employment. I travelled abroad, slowly drank my sav-

ings away, and became increasingly disillusioned. I

had wasted my boyhood and now I was wasting my
manhood. I visited nearly every country in Europe,

yet I met no one of interest and learned nothing of

significance. I was simply existing as a grain of sand

exists, with no more reason than to be a tiny part of a

vast desert. For nine months, I wandered through the

great cities of the continent committing the ultimate

sin, wasting time.

I returned home to find that my brother had been
called away to Hungary and had died there. I assum-
ed control of the fortune he had amassed with his ket-

tle drum business. My days consisted of little, aside

from occassional strolls in the square. It was on one of

these strolls that my life took such an unexpected
turn.

I was on my way home one afternoon when a

large carriage drawn by four horses forced me out of

its path. Upon spotting me, the driver slowed, tipped

his hat, and submitted all the meaningless com-
munication between strangers who meet in the road.

'

STRIPPING &REFINISBING

BRASS & COPPER P0LIS1IRI

MIRROR RRSILTBRIRfi

LAMP WIRIHO
CHAIR CANINO
U)e Aiso Sen

Chair Caning Supplies- Lamp Farts

Reproduction Brass Hardware

Brass Bar Bails & Fittings

OPEN MONDAY thru SATURDAY 10 to 5
FRIDAY NIGHTS TILL 9:00

"THE MOST COMPLETE FACILITY IN THE U.S.A."

BAY STATE RESTORATIONS
Oiv. Bay State Gallery Inc.

243 S. HONTEUO ST.dli.2t) BBOGITOH,

Seated next to him was a young woman of striking

beauty. She was dressed in a blue gown with a large

sash running around the middle. Her brown hair was
tied in a bun. She had rich, creamy skin and a high,

full bosom. Her cheeks reflected the sunlight which
made her smile intensely radiant. We exchanged
glances as I tipped my hat. The driver ordered his

horses on, and they continued down the lane.

I was stunned. For the first time in my life I felt

something other than bitterness. It defied description,

yet it lingered and filled me with a longing such as I

had never known. Had I spent an entire lifetime sup-

pressing such a sensation? At once, I desired to know
everything I could about this young woman.

After a few inquiries, I discovered she was the

daughter of one Colonel Boringberg, a man promi-

nent in the affairs of our town. His daughter's name
was Ingeborg and she was a lover of the opera.

"How wonderful!" I thought, for I too was a lover

of the opera. I was sure this common ground would
provide an excellent foundation for our friendship. I

had heard that Ingeborg was being courted by a man
named Lieutenant Wolfgang Strauss. (At first, I had
assumed that he was some dashing officer interested

in advancing his military career through a convinient

marriage, but later investigation revealed that his

Christian name was actually 'Lieutenant.')

Some months after my encounter with Ingeborg

in the square, I attended a performance of

Offenbach's "The Tales of Hoffman," expecting full

well to spot her there. Indeed, as soon as I had taken

my seat, I saw her. She was sitting in a private box
within my plain view and was attended on either side

by her father and Lietenant Strauss. I peered at them
through my glass. Strauss was attempting to engage
her in some animated conversation and she seemed
to show litte interest as she fanned herself and glanc-

ed about the hall. Meanwhile, her father, the colonel

lapsed in and out of deep slumber, oblivious

to everything around him. Suddenly, Ingeborg look-

ed up and caught me spying on her. I was mortified. I

quickly turned away. When I looked back, she was
smiling at me. My hands started to shake, and then

my whole body. I felt cold, as though a chilling wind
had suddenly blown into the opera house. Mercifully,

the performance started. I tried to concentrate, but I

found myself stealing glances into the darkness to

where I thought Ingeborg was sitting. Was Strauss

holding her hand? I wondered. Was she in love with

him? Good sir, do you know what such a feeling of ut-

ter helplessness is like? Can you picture it? Have you
never suffered the torment of anonymous desire?

At intermission I was overcome with nervous

nausea. I prepared to depart for home to recover, but

a messenger found me and told me that Colonel Bor-

ingberg was requesting my company in his box.

"Dear God!" I thought."! am not presentable! Not
presentable at all! I must try to get out of here! She
must not see me like this!" I constructed all kinds of

excuses in my head, but I could think of none to allay

the suspicions of the messenger, who might have
been a spy for Strauss. "Dear wretched God!" I

thought. Why was life suddenly ten times more com-
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plicated than before? The messenger was growing im-

patient. I could no longer stall him. I had to decide.

"Just this once," I told myself, "join the living and be

a man!"
I followed the messenger back to the colonel's

box. I was conscious of my every breath. Was I stan-

ding straight? Had I wiped all the sweat from my
forehead? Was my coat brushed? I proffered my hand

to the colonel.

"I am Herr Rudi Hartman. Or Herr Hartman, if

you like. I am honored I am sure." That was a suffi-

ciently dignified thing to say, was it not?

The colonel shook my hand absently and re-

counted his full name, complete with each of his

honorary titles. After he ran out of titles, he presented

his daughter, and then Lieutenant Strauss. Strauss

eyed me coldly. I tried to ignore him, but he was mak-
ing me ever so aware of my own clumsiness. Ingeborg

explained that she had asked her father to invite me to

the box, because she had noticed me before the first

act and I seemed somewhat familiar.

We chatted lightly about the war in Siberia. In-

geborg commented that she was out of touch with so

many old friends. One had recently been called away
to Croatia, another to Galicia, and still another to

Bessarabia. She had no idea where Bessarabia was, or

if it actually existed, but it troubled her that one of her

friends should be called away there.

Just before the second act was about to begin, In-

geborg realized why I seemed so familiar. She was the

very Ingeborg who had masqueraded as Hans at the

Klukenstein Academy. I felt faint. I spilled most of my
wine, some of it staining the colonel's shirt. In a ner-

vous fit, I accidentally stepped on Strauss' foot.

Ingeborg pretended not to notice, but how could

she do otherwise? I began to shiver uncontrollably. In-

geborg placed a hand on my shoulder. I felt like a little

child. "There, there," she said in an almost motherly

tone, "There, there."

I turned away from her and faced Strauss. It

seemed he had grown a few inches, or perhaps I was
shrinking. In my moment of desperation, I appealed to

him, searching for some look or movement which
would absolve me of further embarrassment. I needed
reassurement as a man, and only Strauss could provide

it. Instead, in front of Ingeborg, in front of her father,

in front of the whole miserable world, he snorted at

me.

Who knows why cruelty is so inherent in the

disposition of mankind? Who knows why anguish is

the order of the universe? Who knows why pleasure

can be derived only from the suffering of others?

What is, is; that is all.

After he had defeated me in such a humiliating

manner, after he had sapped me of my last meager
drop of dignity, do you think Lieutenant Strauss was
content to leave me alone in my emptiness? No, sir, he
was not. With all the evil precision which his station

would allow, he righteously glowered at me.
My guard evaporated; my sense of propriety all

but shattered, and in a desparate last gasp, I scowled at

him. Now, like a wolf moving in for the kill, Strauss

gathered himself up to his full height, pierced me

through with his steel eyes, and turned up his nose. I

summoned my final defense and retaliated with a

pitiful gibe. He looked as though he might sneer with

knowing indignation, but Ingeborg stepped between us

before any further damage could be done.
The hall darkened, and as the curtain was rising

on the second act, I muttered something, wheeled
around to leave, and nearly fell out of the box. The
two men helped me up, and I stepped on Strauss' foot

once more in my effort to run from the hall.

I spent the next three weeks in bed, refusing all

callers, expecting life to leave me alone. My kind of

humiliation defied recovery. When I received an in-

vitation to a party hosted by the Boringbergs, I quickly

tore it to pieces. Two months later, the announcement
of Ingeborg's engagement to Lietenant Strauss arriv-

ed. Thereafter, I ceased to read my mail.

During the next ten years, I virtually disappeared

from public view. I left home only to buy provisions. I

stopped nowhere outside my normal route and I talked

to no one. I even avoided conversations with

shopkeepers by writing terse orders dovn in little

notebooks. I grew old before my time. My ^ody began
to grow limp from lack of use.

On my way home one evening from the week's

shopping, I overheard the conversation of two old

women walking in front of me. This is how I learned

that, soon after his marriage, Lieutenant Strauss was
called away to Bosnia where he was fatally wounded.
The widowed Ingeborg had since grown fat and ugly,

and so they say, quite insane.

It is late; I must go. My time is almost up. I ex-
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pect nothing from death. There is nothing to expect.

We exist in an abyss, deeper than even the mind's eye

can see. Our lives, yes mine, and most certainly yours,

are dictated by the sorrowful recognition of the

nothingness of things and the fruitlessness of

endeavor. You and I, sir, are the nightmares of a fool.

I have no more to say and, unfortunately, no money to

pay for any of these drinks or this food. I am sorry,

would you mind? I appear to have left the last vestige

of sanity behind. Good evening to you.

THE END

Peer Advising from p. 19

commute and often work full-time,

making a lengthy orientation period

unfeasible. As a result "students are rob-

bed of the experience and knowledge
that they need prior to the semester's

beginning," according to Ms. Orjuela.

The functions of peer advisors

are: to help freshmen become ac-

quainted with the university;

to assist freshmen with schedules

and registration; to assist students in ex-

ploring personal and academic
interests. In essence, the program aims

to help narrow the lines of communica-
tion between students and the universi-

ty-

The fifteen peer advisors have met
on a weekly basis for training workshops
over the summer. During these

meetings, the students helped establish

guidelines for the program. Though
other universities have similar programs,

this program is not modeled after any

particular one. UMass is unique in its'

student make-up and the program is

adapted to the nature of the university.

At the peer advising sessions, university

procedure and curriculum requirements

are reviewed, While interpersonal skills

are also strengthened. Information

learned at these meetings is used to pre-

sent workshops and campus tours to

freshmen. The peer advisors also provid-

ed assistance with schedules for the 300
students who came to the June orienta-

tion.

An important element in judging the

success of the program will be in the

feedback received from students and
faculty. The response at date has been
good, with Ms. Orjuela believing that

people are receptive to the idea. At the

June Orientation, faculty advisors felt

that freshmen who had attended the

peer advising workshops and who had

individually seen peer advisors on
registration day were better prepared to

select courses.

Continuance of this pilot program is

dependent on further response and fun-

ding. .

'

If you are a CAS freshman and have

not been assigned a peer advisor but

would like one, contact Elsa Orjuela at

the Academic Support office Bid. 020, fl.

3, orange section, ext. 2851.

HAIKU STYLE

Spring's Eagle

The high-flown Eagle

Clawed the chains of winter cold

to free the Earth's gold

Nicky Nickersor,

/

Pregnant

slinking back

bloated like mutton

weeds growing merrily

out of my head

The shower head hissed like a coiling python

nosing its way into my root hairs.

It's not so easy

being a nest.

there are tunnels this morning

waiting on stand by a rock

takes notes in a corner.

1 should sleep
'

but there's a shiny shivering

raining in the cinema .

and I'm sliding into steam

watching the movie

on the rug.

.

L Newbold

i
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H€W TC BEAT THE *T*
by Ken Tangvik

Yes folks, while Barry Locke and
company scramble to put together a
half-ass defense for their court ap-

pearances, the MBTA, Governor King's

pet project, that wonderfully modern
public transportation system, has once
again increased its fares. By increasing

the prices and cutting back services, the

T has clearly proven that centralized,

large-scale, top-heavy, bureaucratic

management can only lead to fraud,

waste, corruption, pay-offs, unreliability

and disaster.

For a working student this recent in-

crease will certainly be disastrous. For

example many students go to work in

the morning, come out to Columbia
Point or Park Square for a class, go back
to work, and later, return home. If the

student is just taking the subway, it will

cost her $3.00/day, $15.007week,
$60.00/month, and $720.00/year for

transportation during the week-days. If a

student must also take a bus before get-

ting on to the subway, or lives in Quincy
or Braintree, it could cost up to

$4.00/day, $20.00/week, $80.00/month,

and $960.00/year. Obviously,
something must be done. What can we
do to fight back?

If all the frustration and anger caused
by the T was transformed into creative

energy, we could have hundreds of

good ideas for short and long-term solu-

tions to the present despotic situation. I

will offer a few ideas concerning several

short-term and one long-term
solution.All of the short-term solutions

are illegal, but one should not feel guilty

about breaking the law in this case. In

the present day of toxic levels of air

pollution, auto accidents, gas shortages,

and traffic jams, all public transportation

should be inexpensive, efficient, and
operating 24 hours/day, 7 days/week . .

.

All Bostonians should have a right to

travel from one part of the city to

another at any hour with complete safe-

ty.

SHORT-TERM SOLUTIONS
* Find a high-tech wizard (mOst likely

at M.I.T.) who can reproduce the mon-
thly T-passes. The passes could then be
masses produced and given out to the'

handicapped, the elderly, students, and
to all poor and working-class
neighborhoods.

* Sneak-in. BE BOLD. When the T is

crowded, duck under the turnstile.

When with friends, just walk through.

Don't be afraid. At worst, you'll only

have to pay 75'.

* At certain T stations, those with

T-passes can pass their card through a

turnstile or chain-link fence to a friend

so it can be reused instantly (use a dif-

ferent gate than your friend).

* On certain trolley and bus lines, you

are supposed to pay when you get off.

DON'T! No bus driver is going to chase

you. At worst, he'll curse at you, but

deep down he'll probably admire you.
* Experiment with foreign coins.

There has to be some kind of cheap
foreign coin that will pass as a token.

This method has worked successfully in

New York.
* Hand your regular T attendant a good
joint or a couple of lines and he'll pro-

bably let you go for free every day after.

* Get a bunch of friends with

bullhorns, and go down into Park Street

Station on a hot, humid day when the

green and red lines are running a half-

hour late. Convince the hundreds of

waiting angry commuters to march up
to the State House. Break into Governor

King's office and threaten his life. Maybe
he'll finally realize what it's like to ride

on a subway rather than in a limosine.

* On the trolleys, dump a few pennies

and nickels into the coin collector (in-

stead of 3 quarters). The driver won't

even notice. If he does, just ignore him.
* Sit around with your friends and

family and think of other short and long-

term solutions.

LONG-TERM SOLUTIONS
* Start a People's Bus Cooperative.

Buy a dozen old school buses, fix them
up, and paint them with psychedelic

colors. Find retired people,
unemployed, students, and freaks to

drive the buses on the major MBTA

routes. Pick up everyone along the

routes who has been waiting for the T
buses. Make runs late into the night on

Friday and Saturday, and run all day and

night on Sunday. Let smoking be allowr

ed to keep everyone mellow, but no
cigarettes. Make the bus ride free, but

accept suggested donations to pay for

drivers' wages and bus maintainance.

Hundreds of commuters will gladly give

money to such a cause. Encourage

political debates, sing a longs, and per-

forming artists on the bus rides. If bus

drivers find that their passengers are

angry or frustrated, they should take

detours by the homes of politicians so

the people can scream and throw rocks.

A successful twelve vehicle People's

Bus Cooperative could cause one or two
things to happen. Either the MBTA,
Governor, and Legislature would be so

embarrassed that they would be forced

to provide accessible, cheap, safe and

reliable public transportation or ... .

The Peoples Bus Co-op would

blossom into a huge, decentralized,

bottom-heavy system that would
gradually become more and more
popular. Tax-paying commuters would

' stop paying taxes to the state and in-

stead would give money to the Peoples.

. Bus Co-op. Bus Coops would pop up.ln

every city in the U.S.

• In short, when dealing with the

MBTA mess, don't depend on "them"
for anything. Be creative, think

cooperatively, but most of all be defiant

and bold. Let's not let ourselves to be

rolled over. If nothing else, there is

dignity in fighting back.
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UNWANTED PREGNANCY?
CHARLES CIRCLE CLINIC is a comprehensive ambulatory
outpatient clinic for reproductive health. Established in 1973,
licensed by the Dept. of Public Health, Charles Circle offers a
broad range of quality health services including:

Pregnancy Testing
Gynecological Services
Birth Control Information & Methods
Abortion Services

Sterilization
Adult & Pediatric Urology
Laboratory Services

DO YOU NEED MORE INFORMATION? CALL 723-5400,
Mon.-Sat., 8-6 p.m. or fill in information below and mail to:

Charles Circle Clinic, 711 Boylston St., Boston, MA 02116. We
will be happy to mail you complete service literature and/ or
specific information you request. ALL REQUESTS FOR
INFORMATION ARE STRICTLY CONFIDENTIAL.
Please send me complete information about the services
offered at CHARLES CIRCLE CLINIC
Name:
Address:
711 Boylston St. • Boston, MA • 02116

Charles
Circle

Clinic
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