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Road Girls: Your money or your wife

Jonathan Blair

“I only want to know what’s on
your mind. I'm not trying to put
moves on you. What would you
have me be? Some hard-up greaser
trying to molest young girls? It’s
not that, it’s just as I said; I'm in
college and I need to get informa-
tion for a project.”

“I know about YOUr project.
* “Didn’t Steve tell you abbut
me?? I was coming? Would you
rather I paid you or something? I'm
on the level — you don’t owe me a
thing, I know that. Just make
believe I'm a doctor or something.
I mean, how well do you have to
know someone before you would

loosen up to some simple conversa-
tion? Do I look like a sniper or
something?”

“I'll tell you what — you ask all
the questions you want. If I don’t
like them I just won’t answer them.
Or until I know you better than I do
now, which is not at all.”

“Fine. To start with, I'm doing
this research paper on road girls

“I don’t hitch-hike.”

“I'm sure you don’t. You don't
understand what I'm trying so
hard to get across. You obviously
‘have this fascination with musi-
cians. I mean to say, you sit in this

RobZerrvation Point
Hard sell hits U of W in grand style. . .

Robb Zerr

It was early Saturday morning. I
had finally reched my goal; I was
accepted to the University of
Washington. I don't know whether
it was this fact or the fact that I
drove right through the south gate
without paying that sent a chill
down my spine. Anyway, I was
there to enroll and it didn’t matter
who tried to stop me; I was there
for more important things.

My appointment was for 9:30
with one of the advisors, Mr.
Romiro Conklin. When the time
came around, Mr. Conklin greeted
me and we exchanged a few com-
plimentary phrases;

“Hi there! I'm Romiro Conklin
and you must be . .. don’t tell
me. . .uhhhhh! . . .(he glanced at
my application). . . Robb Zerr.
gell me Robb what do you like to

0?’! .

“I write for the GRCC newspap-
er. I doacolumn entitled, RobZerr-
vation Point.”

“Oh yes, why didn’'t I
make the connection. I read your
columns all the time.”

I was impressed with his taste
and returned his compliment with
a modest “Thank you.” Then we
got down to business.

“Well, old buddy,” he spield out,
“I just bet you you're shopping
around for a college. Not just any
college, friend, but a college which
suits you, yes you to the individual
needs of yourself and 35,000 others
just like you.”

I started to ask a question about
the tuition when he interrupted. . .

“As the old egyptpan king once

said, my boy, Tut, Tut, all in good
time!Let me spell out to you what
you want. I bet that you want a
mellow college, huh? One with
plenty of women, wine, and stuff
that goes along with them! Well,
we've got that at the U of W and a
lot more.” He reached for his flip
chart of the college’s history and
started in, “See this? This was our
first university. Nothing much.
Just a 32 room building in down-
town Seattle.”

“Now look at us, we're a thriving
bureaucracy with a large campus
and a Rose Bowl trophy. We can do
the same for you!”

I told him that I thought I was
thriving already and that my
trophy case was full. “I want to see
what you’ve got in the way of a
Communications program; I don’t
care what the ratio of girls is to
guys on campus!”

"“T can see by your actions that
you are no easy push-over and I
respect a person for that. So what
do you say that we get down to the
nitty-gritty of the deal we have to
offer you. You say you want a good
Communications program. . . that
others just can’t deliver what you
must have! Well, at the U of W, we
do!”

He reached for his slide projec-
tor and launched into another
pitch.

“See this? This is Comm.137 our
intermediate muchkraking course.
In it, students learn how to muck-
rake intermediately.”

For some reason this explanation
didn’t say anything about the class
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place every night, don’t you?”
“Not every night I don’t! I just
happen to like it here. Why? Are
you trying to tell me itisn’t healthy
or something? Or maybe it’s
against your code of ethics.”
“Not at all; you have me all
wrong. I used to be a musician
myself. I used to play with Steve —
about four years ago in Denver.
Now I'm in school and I would like
it very much if you'd help me.”
“What did you play?” “Guitar.”
“Any good?n “Not really 1 My
strongest points were not my actu-
al music, but other things.” “Like
what? Did you strip or some-

so I began to ask about the prere-
quisites for the class. He went on
the the next slide.

“Looky here. Isn’t this one of the
best slides you've ever set eyes
upon? Look at that crispness. How
about the clarity and the vertical
sweep of the lines.This here is our
college newspaper, The Daily. It’s
a staff of 52, press of blue, of what
can that editor do, has anybody
seen my pennnnnnn? Anyway, this
little beauty has a low work load, a
high output for the money, and a
high circulation.”

“How much is the circulation? “I
asked.

“Details! Anyone can dalley in
details! It’s the concepts my boy,
that’s what we deal in, the con-
cepts! Now, if you sign up right
now, that's right now, I can give
you a tremendous deal. Just sign
right here on the dotted line for
your sham... .uhh I mean, a chance
of a lifetime. And if you act right
now, I'll throw in this honest to
goodness real life blowup cheer-
leader doll in the purple and gold of
the Huskies.”

thing?” “You might say I’ve had
positive reinforcement from stick-
ing my ass out on stage and playing
trash loud enough to make these
animals dance.”

“Bitter,huh?”

“Sure. It never did a thing for me
in the way you need a job.”

“Why is it so wrong to whore
yourself? That's what your’re dou-
ing you know. You've got a whore’s
complex don’t you? I mean — here
you are a man and you have the
same problems as a prostitute I
know. I'll tell you what I told her;
There’s not too much you can be
sure of, not even your sexuality.

It looks like a pretty good deal I
thought to myself. Just think, a low
pressure college, plenty of classes
to choose from, and an inflatable
cheerleader to boot. Who could
offer me more?

I asked for the contract to sign. I
gave it a quick glance to make sure
I wasn’t signing my life or first
born away, and eased my pen down
to the dotted line.

Just before the stroke started,
my mind wavered back to my two
years at Green River. I thought of
the fun I had had in class’ the
Current, the parking hassles, and
the friends I had left. Before I
realized it, I was already in my car
and heading for Green River.

I stormed up to the registration
window and begged for forgive-
ness for even thinking of another
college. They accepted my plea for
mercy. I registered and headed for
the cashier's window. The lady
behind the counter smiled and
said, “Where’s your $102? You
cannot be processed without pay-
ing, so fork it over buster!”

God, it’s nice to be back where
I'm appreciated.
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Sometimes you must put yourself
on a level that will appeal to their
basics. If you wanted to be a
musician, why didn’'t you study
music? You probably don’t really
know what you want — that’s why
you're in school. Hey, I should be
interviewing you — sorry.”

“No, you're probably right. I just
didn’t expect you to come on so
strong after all this silence and
moderation you've been putting
me through. Care for a drink or
something?”

“Sure, something with sugar.”

“Did you ever go to college,
Glo?”

“No, but I like to read a lot. Right
now I'm studying up by reading
sports magazines — to appease my
little brother. I'm trying some-
thing new with him. I'm almost
desperate. He’s losing touch with
us. He has all these fantasies about
being great. So I figure if I were
able to talk to him on his present
level — well, maybe if he trusted
me a little more I could surprise
him and get in a credible word now
and then. I don’t see my family that
much now that I'm on the road with
Steve. I guess I'm just a little bit
desperate about reaching my
brother. I never could reach my
parents.”

“Do you think your parents
would like Steve?”

“Oh yes, my mother would. She'd
try to molest him right away. She
just loves young men. And my
father — he would have to know
what he does. To him everyone has
to do something. You know, is
being productive his main con-
cern. My sister calls him a work
junkie.”

 “Do you think your parents are

happy?” 3
“Not at all. My pop is out of touch
with anything that won’t make him
a buck. My mom is a serious
drinker. She is also bent on spend-
ing every dollar my father makes.
They argue constantly — about
nothing most of the time, just
money and crap like that. I think
mom is kinda of use to using pop
nowadays. For the bucks and for
the security she gets from him.”

“Do you think you are happier
than they are?”

“Sure, I do as I please — in all
ways. Whereas my parents are
trying to imitate the puppets they
see on TV.”

“Where do they live?”

“In Twisp, north of Spokane, in a
trailer. They sit around there ev-
ery night and don’t even talk. Or
they get drunk or play cards with
these gophers from the trailer next
door. Boy, are they bad.”

“Can I get vou another drink or
something:”

Sure, another loganberry.”

“Boy, that stuff must be sweet
enough to draw ants.” “Yeah, real-
ly. . .”,“Let me ask you a really
open question.”

“Sure.”

“Do you think you could tell me
how you feel about yourself and
your friends? Or what’s attractive
about Steve? Or things like that.”

“Well, first off, my tits aren’t big
enough. Im too fat andI think I
like men too much. I don’t have
much of an idea what I really want
to do with myself. That bothers me
somethimes —'I just don’t want to
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wind up like my father or mother.
Don’t get me wrong, I love them
and all; I just think life owes me
more than a fatassand adead-end
Jjob. I like to be shocked. You can
never get bored when things are
exploding in your face. I like being
in the middle of things.”

“God! I can’t believe how open
we are now that we’ve broken the
ice. Just a few minutes ago you
were a bitch. You make me laugh.
And you're cute too. Steve always
manages, doesn’t he?”

“Not really; he wasn’t my first
choice-Fritz was. Steve doesn’t
owe me anyway. I like him and all,
but I still do what I wish.”

“Yeah; do you want to take some

- dirty pictures?”

“Very funny.”

“Sorry, I guess I thought that
loganberry would work faster that
it has. But I do have to admit—
vou're a real prize.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“It seems the ones I wanted
didn’t want me. Then the ones I
didn’t like swarmed all over me. I
was really in love with this guy
once. His name was Chris, and boy,
did he ring my chimes. Every time
I saw him I got chills all over me. I
met him in a bar once. A bar of all
places! He wasn't the best looking
kind of guy, but he had something.
When I thought about him, all I
could think about was sex. As it
turned, out, the relationship was
completely physical. I guess that’s
the type of an affair I need at the
tilme. Right now I couldn’t use it at
all.”

“Say Glo, I've always wanted to
know something; what does a guy
have to say to a girl to really make
her hot for him? Something that
will just make you fly home with-
out even thinking. Just for inst-
ance, what would I have to say to
you if I wanted to give you the
chills?”

‘“‘Aren’t we getting off the
track?”

“Yeah, I just thought we could
explore this old fantasy of mine.
You see, I'd go home with you right
this - very minute and I shouldn’t
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because I'm married. My wife
wouldn’t be toc happy to find out
that I was involved with another
woman.”

“Are you one of those guys that
tells his wife everything?”

“No, but she would know.”

“How?’

“I don’t know. She’s always tel-
ling me that she could tell if I was
to mess around with someone else.
I guess if I wasn’t guilty about it, it
wouldn’t show. But how do I go
about not feeling guilty? Should I
start a big fight or something?
Then go out hating her?”

“Couldn’t you try talking it over
with her first or something?”
“Never!”

“Well then, why not take it alittle
at a time? Do you have to jump
right into bed? Can’t you just take
it slow? Maybe let the girl know
you care for her a little. Maybe that
way the lustfulness wouldn’t be
there and you wouldn’t feel so guilt
y about it.” :

‘Sounds a little extreme, but Id
be willing to try it.”

As soon as the bandwas about to
take a break she arose and walked
toward the stage to meet the on-
coming Steve. I just sat there and
started thinking about things. I
was here to pry into her life so I
could write a this Enthnography,
and here we were talking about
love and sex. She seemed to know a
great deal more than I expected.
She had taken complete control
over the conversation and my pur-
pose. I wanted to have an affair
with her in the worst way, but 1 also
wanted to know why. Could it be as
good as she suggested; without

lust? Or is that, indeed, what I'm
looking for? Rejection is what I
really fear. But at the same time it
might be good for me to lose with
another woman. Maybe I'd ap-
preciate my a wife a little more
that way. But then again, having
sex with someone else could show
me something I never dreamed

possible; something  that would -

alter my feelings for my wife to an
extreme negative. What if this act
made everything at home dudl and
secular?

.Could this woman evoke feelings
that I didn’t have anything at home
anyway? Or would it be a terrify-
ing experience that would send me
running from home to be a do-
‘gooder for the rest of my life?
There’s so much at stake here.
What do I do if she asks me home
with her tonight? Could I refuse?

She returns. . .
‘‘Hi, Glo. Want some more

wine?”

“Sure, thanks.”

“Here you go, enjoy it.”

“Thanks. Boy, Steve can sure be
an ass sometimes. Musicians —
why do I bother?”

“I'm here to find out, re-
member?”

“Yeah, you said that when we
first started out, but now I seem to
be giving you marital advice.”

“Right — I've just been sitting
here thinking about everything
you've said and I’'m more confused
than ever. I mean, is it really worth
it, messing around with other wo-
men and all? I sure want to, but I
wonder why sometimes. That
makes me think.”

“Think what?”

“ Well, maybe my wife and I
aren’t the great lovers we think we
are. What would happen to us if I
didn’t want to make love to her
anymore?”

“Boy, what an attitude you
have. You've got to do something
about the way you think. Don't you
get so anything from your wife but
sex? Don't you have some sort of
friendship with her? Doesn’t that
friendship mean more than a
strange piece of ass?”

“Well yes, sure. but aththessame
time, I'd go home with you right
now if you asked me.”

“I can’t believe it! Look at your-
self- it’s pure lust with you. You
don’t even care about your wife.
Listen to me for a minute. You're
making three major mistakes.
First, sex is number one with you
and it shouldn’t be that way. Any-
one can get screwed. I'll take all
the friends I can get. Do you know
what I'm saying? Second, you are
waiting for someone else to ask
you! Of all the nerve; you are
spoiled prick! Third, how could a
girl get serious over a guy whom
she met while he was messing
around on his wife? Don’t you see
this as an indicator of what you
are? This isn’t a quality that a
woman looks for in a man — say,
couldn’t we finish this talk some
other time?”

“Sure,see you later . . .

I finished my drink and walked
to the car. As I drove home I was
thinking of this things she a had
said. Boy, what a defensive bitch
she had turned out to be. What does
she know of my wife anyway? She
did convince me of one thing,
though; I've got to get the nerve to
ask them home, I can’t wait for
them to ask me. I've got to think of
a really good line — one that will

‘make them hot for me."
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Star Wars Outdoors

Robb Zerr
When my fiancee first asked me

if to take her to the drive-in to see
Star Wars, I must admit that I

TRY OUR NEW RADIO SOUND SYSTEM =0
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didn’t expect much. Not that I
didn’t want to see the movie for the
sixth time, I was just afraid it
would be terrible without the Dol-
by Stereo and wide screen.

By the time we reached the
Valley Drive-In #2, I had talked
myself out of the fact that Star
Wars may be a good outdoor movie.
I told myself that it was pointless to
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hunt for a working speaker be-
cause once I had found one, it
would short out shortly after the
titles. Boy was I in for a pleasant

surprise.

Valley 2 is equipped with a
system which does away with the
old box speaker. In its place at each
stall is a little wire with a suction
cup and clip attached to it. Instruc-
tions issued as you enter the thea-
ter, tell you to attach the clip to
your car antenna and tune the AM
rado radio to 650. In the abscense
of an antenna, the suction cup can
be placed on the winshield to yield
the same result.

This radio system, when used
with my standard Ford radio yields
some great sound. Although it
lacked the Dolby quality, the sound
was clear, crisp, and concise. An
added bonus is that stereo buffs
can adjust the bass/treble to their
own particular tastes.

Another impression I had prior
to the movie was that the use of
such a large screen would destroy
the special effects and that the
fidelity of the color would be
ruined. My worries were quelched,
however, soon after the picture got
under way.

The lighting for the first fifteen
minutes was poor because the light
left from the sunset competed with
the movie screen for the eyes. Asa
result, the scene between the
Jawas and R2-D2 was barely dis-
kernable . This was only tempor-
ary thank goodness, for as the light
diminished, the special effects be-
came nothing short of stupendous.

- The first time the effects are
brought to life by the big screen is
when the Millenium Falcon es-
capes from Mos Eisley space port
and makes the jump to hyperspace.

The stars speeding by the cockpit
gives the viewer the impression
that the ship flies right into the sky
behind the screen which, on the
night I was there, was star filled
also.

This effect is even more exemp-
lified during the battle scene. The
X-wing fighters and TIE fighters
seem to leave and enter the screen
at will. This effect is also evident
when one of the Imperial cruisers
enters the top of the screen at the
beginning of the movie. Nothing
short of superb.

The only complaint that I would
have about the movie at the Valley
was the early starting time which
affected the films brilliance at
first, and the occasional train that
wondered by the theater. .

Star Wars starts at dusk at the
Valley 2 with the gates opening at
8 pm. Admission is $2.75 for
adults.

If you want to see an enjoyable
movie in a most enjoyable environ-
ment, see Star Wars on a clear
night! It’'s worth it.
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