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Stearns, continued from page 3
students the social activity. We 
have many students who don’t 

,  drink who have a natural desire 
to participate in the fun events of 
campus life. Our students them
selves are creating more recreat
ional activities in which alcohol 
plays a minor role, or no role at 
all.

No one on my team was 
drinking, hut we still couldn’t 
manage to break 100 for our 
average score. 1 was mildly 
humiliated by my 95, but we had 
a great time. Ned-Eva Lanes 
makes great nachos. Midnight is 
a little late for me, especially to 
be eating nachos, but I slept well 
that night.

1 am optimistic that the 
College-Community Health 
Alliance can educate students 
not about the horrors of drinking, 
but rather about the fact that 
many of their peers are having a 
good time without underage or 
excessive drinking. In my lifetime 
this country has changed the 
culture in two significant ways: 
the percentage of people who

by Jeff Peterson
Christmas is finally almost 

here. I know that finally almost 
doesn’t really mean much, 
considering we’ve still got finals 
ahead of us, but the closer we get 
the more free we feel. The body 
says “Yes! 1 want to ski, sleep in, 
eat until I get really fat!” But the 
mind says “No. Study. We must 
study.” Then the two get in a fist 
fight, leaving each other all 
messed up, which is my excuse 
for always flunking my finals.

Once all the violence is 
behind and the real vacation 
begins, then is the time to relax. 
Those who work during the 
vacation are fools. Vacation is for 
sleeping and eating and skiing.
It’s a time for getting together 
with families and celebrating 
Christmas and praying for those 
less fortunate than ourselves: the 
homeless, the poor, the hungry, 
and /he roadies.

Roadies? You may be asking 
yourself why the roadies need 
praying for. We all see roadies as 
living the good life. They travel 
the world. They work side by side 
with the world’s greatest 
musicians. They make all of the 
magic of a concert possible, and 
they eat good potatoes. But I’m 
telling you, behind the light and 
sound lies your worst nightmare. 
When you go see a concert that

smoke and the percentage of 
people who wear seatbelts. I 
believe that student, campuses, 
and communities can change the 
culture on this issue too. But it 
won’t just happen. We have to 
work at it together. Join us at the 
next meeting of the College- 
Community Health Alliance.

blows you away, one that has 
gone a long, long way to make 
you happy, that show has 
traveled an endless road. A road 
paved with the sweat, tears, and 
blood of a hundred thousand 
roadies.

My interest in the plight of the 
roadie arose back in August, 
when REO Speedwagon came to 
town. Some friends and I wanted 
to be a part of it and so 
volunteered to help set up.

Now I would never dare to 
suggest that they are by any 
means evil or hateful people. It is 
society and the pressures of 
working hard hours so that some 
weird hippy will be worshipped 
that has driven them to be the 
way they are. But the roadies 
were mean. The were like starved 
dogs and we were slabs of raw 
meat thrown into the cage. Years 
of near slave labor had made 
these men angry; and clean-cut, 
skinny college boys who had 
never know what it felt like to be 
crushed by an 8001b speaker 
would not be accepted with 
grace.

Things went along relatively 
smoothly until around 11:30 
when the roadie named Gus 
became hungry. Gus, the surly 
roadie. Gus, the roadie with very 
big arms, long hair, and a tattoo

of Satan on his cheek. He began 
barking like a jackal, yelling and 
cursing and beating us. We could 
do nothing to please him.

I thought back to the 
Metallica concert I’d seen, where 
a roadie had been thrown from 
the spotlight above the stage and 
another had been set on fire. 
These poor creatures meant 
nothing to the band.

We decided to help gus. Two 
people slipped away and stole a 
sandwich from the lunch room.
A decoy pushed over a speaker, 
seemingly on accident, and while 
Gus proceeded to beat him with 
a patch cord, the first two laid 
the sandwich by where he had 
been standing. When he 
returned, he looked around until 
no one was watching him, then 
devoured the sandwich. He didn’t 
even chew it, he just, swallowed 
it whole like a fish.

It’s amazing how a full stomach 
can relax a person, and Gus soon

became docile, and would let us 
scratch him behind the ears. 
Soon other .roadies caught on to 
what was up and surrounded us, 
like geese around a child with a 
loaf of bread. We were handing 
out food left and right, barely 
able to keep up with the flood of 
hungry mouths.

When it was over, we all just 
sat there—my friends and I 
amazed at the change that had 
occured and the roadies feeling 
love for the first time in years.

The peace lasted only a few 
minutes and then all hell broke 
loose. A door across the gym 
opened and in walked Kevin 
Kronen, the singer for Reo 
Speedwagon. He had a bullwhip 
and broke into an all-out sprint 
toward us, screaming obsceneties 
and threatining death.

The roadies were panicing. 
They looked to us with eyes that 
said "Help.”

My friend Cal stood and faced 
us. “We can’t leave them,” he 
said, “we showed them freedom 
and now they’re going to loose it 
unless we help them.”

The rest of us stared at each 
other, uncertain of what to do.

A minute later, we were 
speeding down the street with 
seven roadies in the back of Jay’s 
truck. Just seconds behind was 
the tour bus. It was going so fast 
that fire was shooting out behind 
it.

That’s really all I remember, 
and it might have been a dream, 
too, because the concert was 
really good. But that’s what I tell 
people whenever they see the 
people that live in my basement.
I tell them that they are roadies 
hiding from Reo Speedwagon and 
that they can’t tell anyone about 
them, or they’ll go to prison.

Merry Christmas everybody.
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