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F.U.B.A.R.

86!
The Big Picnic

by Terry Vivenzo

The most awaited event of the
year...An American tradition...A place
where all of Delhi's students boldly go
where no one has gone before. No, it's
not July the 4th or a shuttle mission. It's
F.U.B.A.R. '86.
Expectations were high due to the

success of both FUBAR's which took
place last year, both at Zanzabarr and
Hamden. The rumors flew about
campus as bits and pieces were let out
about what this year's FUBAR was
going to be like. Rumors ranged from
the expected to the outrageous. I first
heard that there was going to be 30
kegs, then 50 keys, then 80, then 100
kegs!! I know there wasn't going to be
one sober person in Delhi if there were
going to be 100 kegs. It turned out there
were only 50, but the rumors still flew.
The only rumor I heard which I hoped
wasn't true was the cost of the whole
event for one single admission which
was $8.00 for pre-sale tickets to $10.00 at
the door. So, considering the cost they
were charging, I expected to have my
own private keg and food brought right
to me.
I charged out of bed on Saturday

morning (tripping over the five
inebriated people who had slept on my
kitchen ana living floor) and began to
dress appropriately for the ap¬
proaching event. I was first in the
shower and relished in the hot water as
the line to use the bathroom grew. I
turned off the water as it went cold to
ensure that the next person in the
shower would have a great awakening.
I slipped into my jeans and favorite
sweatshirt and with a quick fluff of my
hair I was ready!!! However, I had
forgotten I had to wait for 10 of my
friends to get ready so as I heard the
blood curdling scream ofmy roommate
as she turned on the shower, I sat
myself down, ready for a nice long wait.
At 1:00 p.m., we were all present and

accounted for as we made our way over
to Foreman House to catch the ride
supplied by the organizers to FUBAR.
We sat waiting, cup and ticket in hand,
sunglasses covering our bloodshot eyes
due to last night's happy hour, with
grins from ear to ear splashing across
our faces. Our ride turned out to be a

Ryder truck and what took place inside
reminded me of a can of alcoholic
sardines. I scampered on the truck and
got a decent standing place when all of
a sudden the door slammed shut and I
was left in the darkness withmy friends
and 20 other screaming, yelling kids.
When things started looking their

worst, the door suddenly opened and we
ran like a herd of buffalo towards the
entrance.
I was there! I made it. I survived the

vicious truck ride and was alive!

I ran to the beer and waited patiently
in line for about 10 minutes. My. im¬
patience took over and I started getting
restless until I saw a glimmer of hope in
my search for beer. One of my room¬
mates had weasled her way behind the
rope and was serving beer. I grabbed
her by the hair and told her to get me a
beer or I'd kill her family.
The first one was the toughest, but it

flowed much better afterwards. Now it
was time to mingle and mingle I did.
Hordes of people from last year had
shown up for this event and it was great
seeing some familiar faces from
Delhi's past.
At first the blaring music bothered

me but as the beer began taking its
effect I noticed it less and less. I en¬

joyed listening to such party classics as
Shout and Louie, Louie.
But, just as I thought I would stand

still for a minute, I got a whiff of air
coming from the grill. My stomach
growled and before I knew it, I was
standing in line with a barren hot dog
roll screaming, "I want a weinie!" My
prayers were answered as someone
slapped a weinie into my empty hot dog
roll. I hesitated before taking a bite,
wondering if they had picked this one
off the ground, but, my stomach took
over and I took a bite. Thank God, by
now, I was inebriated enough to not
care how it tasted.
The day went along withmore trips to

the keg and the grill when I realized it
was time for a trip to the bathroom. The
lines at the portable bathroom were
long enough to reach back to campus so
we decided to be daring and use nature-
as our bathroom. We all just hoped that
we wouldn't find out that someone had
viewed us on our little trip and took
pictures. Withmy luck, I'd see pictures
in next month's issue of Field and
Stream.
I heard the beer was getting scarce so

I planted myself near a keg and began
to consume. The rest of the time I spent
between there, at the grill and oc¬
casionally on a call to nature.
At about 6:30, when I finally accepted

the fact that the beer was gone, I
decided to go home. Rather than take
the Ryder truck, I hopped in a friend's
car and was left standing in front of
Ferris with my empty cup and still
grinning from ear to ear.
My roommates and I were talking

about interesting things that happened
to us, such as one ofmy roommates had
been stampled on in her race for the
Ryder truck. To this day she still has
footprints on her back. Despite this, she
and the rest ofmy roommates and I had
a fantastic time and a day to remem¬
ber.
Here's to the guys who organized

FUBAR, the next one's for you! If you
do the same for the spring FUBAR,
know that I'll be the first in line.

Fubar
by Beth Raymond

Once again, this incredible party
called FUBAR was a total success. The
price this year was $8 before, and $10 at
the "door." At lot was put into this
party. There were fifty half kegs,
hamburgers and hot dogs, and a truck
that ran from Foreman House to the
party every half hour. The idea of
renting the truck was surely a good one.
It cut down on a lot of people who would
have beenfdriving under the influence
of alcohol.
So many things went on at the party:

People getting happy and drinking a lot
of beer, consuming mass amounts of
food, and just going crazy and raising a
lot of hell. The ones that struck me as
funny were the guys who were climbing
the trees-although it was unfortunate
that a tree limb broke and someone got
hurt. And those beer lines! When I first
got there, I pushedmy way through the
mob of people in the line, but I still
waited for maybe half an hour. Thank
God I remembered to bring a big cup.
As the party rolled on, the people finally
got smart and moved the kegs around
to different locations so there wasn't
just one big mass of people in one area.
Another thing I have to give these

people credit for is the port-a-potty. A
good idea for the girls who aren't the
rugged outdoor type. Although later on
the line for that was jut too long to bear,
and many girls (like me) were headed
for the bushes. After you drink a couple
beers, and nature is knocking at your
door, you don't care where you go. I
consider you men the lucky people, just
duck behind a tree. Except for the one

guy who was kind of hanging out behind
the port-a-potty. Yes, I suppose he
could have been the Delhi flasher that
day. A funny sight to see.
I also must comment on the music

this year. I remember last year at the
spring FUBAR, there was no good
sounding music. A guy had brought a
huge cassette player, except his bat¬
teries had gone dead-so everyone ran
around trying to get batteries for the
thing. This year there were huge
speakers or amps playing all types of
music. It was loud, and the variety of
music played was great. We all got to
rock and roll the day away.
I guess the main reason why I en¬

joyed FUBAR so much is because a lot
ofmy friends from last year showed up.
So many people invited friends from
back home, or their friends that at¬
tended Delhi last year. Not only did I
hook upwith friends from home, but my
old buddies from last year arrived and
we started partying on Friday night
after they got here. The entire weekend
was one big party-not only for me, but
for many other people I'm sure.
This weekend was definitely one to

remember, ormaybe-not remembered
too clearly. God had blessed us with a
beautiful day. For once it didn't rain in
Delhi. I was impressedwith the way the
party was handled. And I for one, am
definitely looking forward to the spring
FUBAR. If you guys can pull off
another whopper like this one, it is a
guarantee I'll be one of the first to buy a
ticket. So here is to the people who
made FUBAR possible, and a job well
done indeed.
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SpittingOnTheSidewalks
If there is one thing on this campus that irks me, it's the spitting

on the sidewalks. I mean, tell the truth guys—is it really that hard
to put your deadly aim .into the grass or in the dirt? Everywhere I
go during my course of the day there are the ever-ending presence
of the familiar wet spots. I have seen many around Alumni Hall
too. It is such a pleasant sight to see before going in to eat. The
food there isn't 100% grade "A" as it is, and we have to look at the
remains of what someone thought to be untasteful in their mouth.
I'm being gross, you may say, but if you just take a look around
one day at the sidewalks where everyone has to walk—shoes on
the feet or not—that is what is gross.
All I am trying to do is maybe help to eliminate some of these

wet spots from appearing. Who knows? When some of you
sidewalk spitters read this, you may continue to do it anyway; just
to bug the hell out of some chick that wrote about it for the school
paper. Well, this "chick" is no perfect angel herself, but the
spitting has got to go. All I'm asking is for a little better aim and a
little more respect to us non-spitters who have to look at the in¬
teresting art work of you spitters. So maybe if just a couple of
people start to aim for the grass, others will follow. I can imagine
there will always be the presence of these wet spots, and you can't
stop everyone from doing what they may consider a necessary
thing to do—but a slight cut down would be better than nothing.
So I beg all you kind gentlemen out there, whether you are the

jock type or a burn-out, or anything in between for that matter,
could you please aim for the grass? The campus trees need all the
help they can get anyway, so why not help them out just a little?
I'm sure more than just this person here will thank you all in the
end-

—Beth Raymond

Evicted Students
by NickTomaras

The trustees of Delhi Village had
decided to close down two college
houses in Delhi. There are a total of 30
students that will be evicted from 30
Main St. and 32 Main St. known as the
Foreman House and the MacFarlane
house respectively. The housing
complexes were closed down by Dale
Downin, the Village Fire Inspector. The
reasons for the closures were fire and
electrical violations and also life
threatening hazards. Vilations include
a leaky oil furnace, kerosene heaters,
clogged up chimneys and inoperative
smoke detectors.
A previous inspection was done on the

buildings on August 25 and the owners
of the buildings were allowed to let
students of SUNY Delhi move in,
pending that the violations were
corrected in 30 days. Obviously
violations still exist and action has been
taken to close the student houses.
Village residents have expressed that

they want the college houses closed
down because of the code violations and
the loud parties at night. Village
Attorney Marcley J. Hilderbrand has
expressed that the public should take
careful, legal action against closing the
houses down. The owner of the houses is
now waiting a court order to have his
building closed down legally.

What about the Food
by Yvette Ortiz

Delhi's food? Is it like home or not? I
know what you're probably saying by
now.

Doesn't everyone miss lasagne, ziti,
fried chicken, or what about rice and
beans. I know how much you all miss
these delicious home cooked meals.
What couldwe as students do about this
problem? There's not much we can do,
except live with it.
Oh ask for your food to be cooked. I

mean really cooked.
Let's discuss Alumni cuisine. If that's

what you want to call it. How many of
you became tremendously sick? At this
point are your heads getting tired of ,

nodding the answer "yes." I know what
you mean.
What about the Pub (Farrell Hall)?

How many stomachs rejected those
uncooked hamburgers and those extra-
extra crispy french fries? I know, I
know, but I just don't have enough
fingers to count that high. I only have
ten fingers.
Now the workers. We all know they

had their rough days at work. But we
had our rough day at class and taking
tests. You can tell by their faces, they

get upset when you ask them to cook
your hamburger well done. They make
this expression like "I can't believe
you're asking for this much." Really,
don't you wonder sometimes if the
workers eat there themselves. I doubt
it. Otherwise they'll put up a sign that
reads "Eat at your own risk."
Now, we can't always put them down.

Sometimes they surprise you and the
food is good. But how can you enjoy it
when you're still trying to digest the
food from last week. It's pretty rough.
It starts to get rough on the Delhi

image as well. We have wonderful
guests coming to our campus. And
they're great. Yet, there's always
something that has to have a complaint
behind it. Our complaint is the food.
They tell us themselves. This campus is
great, BUT how can you survive with
this food.
Recently, three comedians had a

show atDelhi. The show's title was "We
Can Make You Laugh." A student was
on the stage. Done rather well. There
was 2% minutes on the stop watch. The
comedian commented on the food and
the student burst out laughing.
Now that's a story within itself.
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Students
Buying Habits

The nation's college students aremore
conservative in their attitudes about a
wide range of subjects than the
generation which preceded them,
according to the most penetrating
survey of college student attitudes ever
undertaken.
Student Watch '86, conducted by

Simmons Market Researfh Bureau for
the College Stores Research &
Educational Foundation, provided for
the first time an in-depth look at a
separate and important force in
America's social-political-economic
picture-12.5 million students with over
$20 billion in discretionary annual
spending.
The Foundation that funded the

$250,000 survey is the research arm of
the National Association of College
Stores, a trade association with more
than 2,700 college store members and
1,000 associate members across the
U.S., Canada and other countries.
Based on responses from 4,349 ran¬

domly selected students who answered
a 29-page questionnaire, this picture of
general attitudes emerged from
America's college and university
campuses:

Fifty-six percent think sex before
marriage is always or sometimes
wrong, while 95 percent believe sex
outside marriage is always or
sometimes wrong, and 69 percent
prefer postponing marriage until they
have achieved other goals.
Seventy percent believe that

cigarettes are harmful and 48 percent
indicated they would not even date
someone who smokes.
Eighty-four percent think cocaine is

harmful and 62 percent believe
marijuana use is also unwise, but only
10 percent feel that way about alcohol.
Seventy-three percent favor the

death penalty, and 69.9 percent think
abortion should be legal.
Respondents expressed their political

views and alignment; 37 percent
considered themselves Republicans, 31
percent independents, and only 28

percent listed themselves as
Democrats.
Doctors, scientists, and professors

are highly respected by students. But
reporters, government workers, and
politicians had better mind thier
"public image," because 60 percent, 47
percent and 70 percent, respectively of
students had little or no trust in these

Sixty-nine percent of the students
said religion was important to varying
degrees in their lives, and 26 percent
said they attended religious services at
least once a week; 50 percent attend at
least once a month.
The survey also provided an insight

into financial habits of students, in¬
cluding the fact that 48 percent live off
campus, and in effect run households.
Fifty percent of the respondents get

more than half of their discretionary
income from their own earnings, and 58
percent of those said they earned over
$2,000 last year, while 25 percent earned
over $5,000.
When it comes to discretionary

spending, 61 percent said they had $100
pier month or more to spend. Nineteen
percent in that group has between $150-
249 and another 19 percent spend $250 or
more. Largest dollar expenditures by
students during the school year were at
the college store, with a median of
$248.61.
Ninety-six percent said they spent

moremoney on clothing during the past
school year than on any other category-
-with a median expenditure of $187.40.
Four percent of all discretionary in¬
come was spent on health and beauty
aids.
In other survey highlights, 56 percent

have and use bank credit cards, 41
percent have borrowedmoney to attend
college, and 86 percent have savings
accounts. College students are owners
of high-priced items as well: Sixteen
percent have a new car, 39 percent
purchased a used car; 78 percent own a
television set, 66 percent a stereo
system; 36 percent a 35 mm camera
and 17 percent a computer.

Congress Extends
Higher Ed Act

After months of lobbying, resear¬
ching and waiting, Congress has voted
to reauthorize and extend for five years
the Higher Education Act of 1965. The
legislation, which authorizes the
creation of new student aid programs
and the extension of existing ones,
demonstrates Congress' rejection of the
Reagan Administration's attempts to
drastically cut these programs.
The following is only a summary of a

few provisions of the Higher Education
Act.
+ The Guaranteed Student Loan

(GSL) borrowing limit was increased
from $25,000 to $54,750 for a student's
entire postsecondary education. Under
the new legislation, an undergraduate
can borrow up to $2,625 for the first two
years and $4,000 for three additional
years. A graduate student can borrow

$7,500 for five years.
In addition, the GSL interest rate will

be 8 percent for the first four years of
repayment and 10 percent in the fifth
year.
Three year GSL repayment defer¬

ment for students who go into teaching
has been restricted to those teaching in
areas in particular need of teachers.
The deferment for unemployment was
extended from one to two years.
Educational Opportunity Grants,

College Work Study, National Direct
Student Loans, State Student Incentive
Grants, Child Care Services, etc. were
also included in the legislation. For
more information, contact SASU, (518)
465-2406 or USSA, (202) 775-8943. You
can also get a copy of the bill in its
entirety from your Congressional
Representative.

Triumph
It had been nearly three years since I

had first seen Triumph on their "Never
Surrender" tour back in 1983, and I was
anxious to get a taste of their hot and
heavy rock and roll show once again.
Sparked by the release of their

seventh studio album, "The Sport of
Kings", Triumph is in the middle of a
national tour that to date is probably
their most popular tour.
I had the priviledge of seeing them at

Binghamton's Broome County Arena
with special guest Yngwie Malmsteen.
From the moment lead guitarist Rik
Emmett, bassist Mike Levine, and
drummer Gil Moore took the stage, it
was a night of magic, intensity, and
spellbinding sparks of energy.
The Canadian trio opened up with

"Tears in the Rain", which is the
current single from their latest album,
and proceeded to captivate the
audience for the next ninety minutes
with dozens of favorites, old and new.
As always, their light show was

mesmorizing, as they have one of the
best in the industry today.
One of the highlights of the show was

Rik Emmett's electrifying guitar solo
during "Rock and Roll Machine". But
by far, my favorite part was Gil
Moore's twenty minute drum solo
"Druh Mer Selbo".
Much tomy surprise, Triumph's first

encore was an old favorite from the
"Rock and Roll Machine" album en¬
titled "Rocky Mountain Way". The
band finished up with the song that has
come to be their unofficial theme;
"Fight the Good Fight". This band
never ceases to amaze me.
If any of you unfortunate souls

missed the show at Binghamton, you
still have time to redeem yourselves.
There are still tickets available for the
Meadowlands show the first week in
November. You owe it to yourself to
watch history being made. Expect
these guys to be around for a long time.

—Wendy Sarnicola
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7> Content
A comedy by
Beth Henlev

Directed by
William Campbell
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Farrell Theatre
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6, 7, 8, 1986

Tickets:
Now On Sale

Campus Store -

Sanford Hall

Phone 746-4219

for reservations

10 am to 4 pm

Delhi College Students $2.00
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Friends scheme to help Carnelle win the annual Fourth of July
beauty contest in a scene from the Delhi College Players'
production of "The Miss Firecracker Contest," scheduled for
November 6-8 at 8 p.m. in the Farrell Hall Little Theatre at the
State University campus at Delhi. The cast, comprised entirely of
Delhi College students, includes (left to right): Susan Checke, a
freshman from Mahwah, NJ, as Carnelle; Ursula McKnight, a
freshman from Delhi, as Popeye; and Christine Pelletier, a
freshman from Bovina Center, as Elain.

A Girl With
a Bad Reputation

For a number of years a small town
girl named Carnelle has had a terrible
reputation. Ignored by her family and
made fun of in school, Carnelle made
herself available to every man in town
to make up for the support and at¬
tention not available from family and
friends. Now, older and wiser, Carnelle
decides to leave town. But before she
does, she decides to enter and win the
local beauty contest held every Fourth
of July. By winning the Miss
Firecracker Contest, Carnelle hopes to
wipe out her "Miss Hot Tamele"
reputation and leave town in a blaze of
glory. Fat chance! Carnelle is a born
loser, and is surrounded by a group of
losers who will attempt to make her
dream a reality.

This is the plot fot the upcoming
production of the play, The Miss
Firecracker Contest, to be performed
in Farrell Theater on November 6, 7

and 8. The play is a comedy in two acts
written by Pulitzer Prize winning
author, Beth Henley. More than any
other contemporary playwright, Miss
Henley has a gift for finding the humor,
absurdity ana conflict in small town
life.
For the past five weeks I have worked

each evening in Farrell Theater
rehearsing six Delhi students for this
funny, interesting, hopeful play. Stop
complaining that there is nothing to do
at Delhi, support the arts on our
campus, and come to our production.
The play will be presented at 8 p.m. in
Farrell Theatre on Thursday, Friday
and Saturday, November 6, 7 and 8.
Tickets can be purchased in The
Campus Store for only two dollars. See
you at the show.

William Campbell
Theatre Director

English Department

SneakPreview
byMike Young

Every semester Mr. William Camp¬
bell puts together another one of his
fantastic plays. Once again he has
struck genius. This time he has put

together a rather humorous play acted
out by five rather talented actors.
I have seen many of Mr. Campbell's

plays and have enjoyed every one of
them. This one, I'm sure, will be no less
sensational. I strongly recommend it!

Faculty Promotions
Three faculty members have

received promotions, it was announced
by Darnell E. Cole, vice president for
academic affairs.

Walter Bray

Walter H. Bray has been promoted
from associate professor to professor of
civil technology. Dr. Bray joined the
Delhi faculty in 1972 as an assistant
professor and was promoted to the rank
of associate professor in 1974. He holds
a bachelor's degree in civil engineering
from Union College and master's and
doctoral degrees in civil engineering
from Stanford University. Dr. Bray is a
licensed professional engineer in
California and New York State.

Patricia Judd has been promoted
from assistant professor to associate
professor of nursing. She joined the
Delhi faculty in 1978 as an instructor
and was promoted to the rank of
assistant professor in 1980. Professor
Judd holds a bachelor's degree in
education-school nursing and a
master's degree in education, both
from the State University College at
Oneonta. She is a registered nurse.
Barbara McGill-Rudolph has been

promoted from assistant professor to
associate professor of foodservices
management. A member of the Delhi
faculty since 1973, she holds a
bachelor's degree in home economics
from the College of St. Elizabeth and a
master's degree in nutrition and
dietetics from New York University.
She has been certified as a registered
dietician by the American Dietetic
Association.

Patricia Judd

Lost and Found

The following property was found and
can be claimed by the owner at the
Public Safety Office, North Con¬
struction Building:

Gray Zipper front sweatshirt
Jackknife
Desk Lamp
Watch
Cassette Tape
Property belonging to JudeGoldman.
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Lisa & Wanda still can't believe they're actually going to do this.

On October 19, students eagerly
gathered to attend this fascinating
event. It was held next to the Bubble on
the hill. This was my first time at¬
tending jello-wrestling matches. It was
quite exciting. And by the looks of
others they enjoyed it as well. Not only
did I attend the match but I also par¬
ticipated. It looked like it would be fun,
so I volunteered. It wasn't a mistake. I
had a ball! The best part was to see all
the students together cheering on their
friends.

It wasn't a wonderful sight after a
match was over. Participants walked
away smelling of cherry and lime jello.
Sticky, running after their friends to
give them a hug. As the event came to
an end, winners as well as losers
walked off with smiles on their faces.
Another great event wrapped up with

a sign of success.

by YvettM. Ortiz

Juggling Art or Sport
byMike Young

The earliest records of juggling date
back some 5,000 years to the Egyptians
who had carvings of women jugglers.
Apparently juggling was liked bymany
because it is still around. But when you
think about it, what is juggling? It is the
art of keeping object(s) from being
controlled by gravity in a controlled
pattern.
I define juggling with vagueness.

Juggling is so versatile it is ridiculous.
People juggle underwater, make music
by juggling (like the Karamosoff
brothers), entertain, eat apples, and
an assortment of other things. I'm still
being vague because there's not only a
variety of ways to juggle but there's
also a variety of body parts to juggle
with.
Originated in China are the entipitists

who juggle with their feet. Some people
juggle with their heads. There's such a
variety of juggling out there it's hard to
define the word without writing a book.
Why do people juggle? I'm sure we all

have our reasons. For a lot of people I
find it's pure curiosity. It looks neat.
Someone sees you juggling and is
captivated by its apparent simplicity
and is dying to try. For me it was
because all my friends juggled. But
who do people, after learning how to
juggle, keep practicing?
Everyone has a reason for starting

and I feel that reason for starting is the
reason for continuing. For me it's the

challenge of new patterns, keeping
more objects in the air, keeping dif¬
ferent shaped objectsln the air, and to
outdomy friends. We all have our ego to
deal with.
It is relaxing for some and a terror to

others but why do we persistenly try to
better our juggling. The answer is
simple, why do you constantly listen to
music?! The Karamosoff brothers
explained it perfectly, "Not many of
you would believe me if I told you
juggling is music, I didn't think so. But
get this, most of you would believe me if
I told you that juggling is art. Now
music is a form of art. In accordance
with our basic laws of geometry which
state that if A equals B and B equals C
then A equals C, we conclude that if
juggling is art and art is music,
therefore juggling is music."
If we knew why we listened to music I

think we'd be able to explain why we
(we who juggle) like to juggle so much.
On campus I am constantly meeting
people who say, "I can do that," or "I
can juggle." It seems to be two com¬
mon phrases. I enjoy juggling, I would
like it if all the people on campus who
enjoy juggling and would like to learn
more about it come and see me. I am
always willing to teach an interested
learner. Just slide a note under the door
of 304 Gerry Hall if you would like to be
part of a juggling club. Juggling is a fun
hobby that has no limits. Let's not
wonder why we juggle; let's just get out
there and do it!

Take that! At Shenanigans
by Jean Hawkins

A night at Shenanigans is one of the
exciting moments of my week. I find it
to be a thrilling experience. The main
reason I go is to dance. It is my way of
releasing any aggravations I might
have.
The preparation is one of the things

that takes the longest, as most men
think we women do take time to
prepare ourselves for a night on the
town. The first thing I do is to choose
what I will wear that particular
evening. I decide what to wear by
seeing what the weather is like. If it's
very cold I will not wear the mini skirt.
After I choose what to wear I set it out
on my bed and take a long, hot shower.
This usually takes between five to
fifteen minutes, it all depends on how I
feel. If I feel tired it takes longer. By
'his time the blood is pumping and the
adrenaline is starting to flow. The
excitement begins to grow. I then get
dressed. This also takes time. I usually
change mymind on what to wear. I ask
myself questions such as: "Does this
look good with the black skirt?" or
"What shoes should I wear?" It also
takes time to find a place to put my
keys and I.D. Put them in a pocket is
the logical place but I usually don't
have a pocket.
After I have gotten dressed I put on

my make up. This doesn't take very
long, but it must be perfect. I take five
minutes at the most. After doing this I
check my pantyhose for runs, ask
anyone passing by how I look, and I'm
on my way.
As I walk out the fire escape door the

coolness hitsme like a flash. I shove my
hands into my pockets, if I have them,
and look to see who is around. I then
proceed to walk down the long row of
steps. As I walk I can hear the "click,
click, click" ofmy heels as they hit the
solidness of the cement steps.
As I walk down the hill I am con¬

stantly looking around to see if anyone
else is going down. The walk is short,
possibly five to ten minutes. Although it
is short it is very cold. I can see my
breath while breathing through my
nose.
As I get closer to Shenanigans I can

hear themusic. It is very faint but I can

tell that it is very loud inside. The closer
I get themore people I see. The parking
lot is usually semi-full by the time I
arrive. The entrance is crowded and I
can see flashing lights in the windows.
There are shadows of people dancing
and the colored lights give them a
different hue every time it flashes.
I proceed onward, the clicking of my

heels grows fainter with each step
because of the music's loudness. I
climb the three steps and wait in line
with everyone else. As I look around I
feel as if I am dressed improperly. I
look at the people and see that they look
at me in the same manner. I take a few
steps forward and the adrenaline
begins tomakemy fingers tingle. I look
forward and see lights at the end of the
short hallway, I anticipate the feeling I
get when I dance. Slowly, it seems like
an eternity before I reach the end of the
hall, but finally I arrive. A blast of heat
and music hits me as I move up to the
counter to pay.
It is like another world inside of this

small building. The lights that seemed
so bright from outside are dim. On my
left there is a wall. It is short and on the
other side is five steps that lead to the
big dance floor. I look to the right.
There is a space and then a small bar.
There is also a doorway that leads into
the game room. From where I stand I
cannot see very much- There is a
smoky haze in the air.
I walk up to pay, I have to show my

I.D. to the man along with my money.
He stampsmy hand to show that I have
paid. It is of a dove and takes a while to
dry. I then step out of line and look
around some more. Straight ahead
there is a railing that divides the walk¬
way and the place to sit. It is cool to the
touch and dark in color. As I look fur¬
ther straight ahead there are steps that
lead down to the bar. This is very
crowded. I dare not to walk down there
and proceed to my right. I walk a little
ways to the steps that lead to the second
level. I look farther on and see another
hallway. This leads to the kitchen and
the bathrooms.

I go down the steps and go straight
ahead up three steps and I am onto the
dance floor. I look around to see if I
know anyone.

My Buddy!
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"A Lord of Life, a Life of Love"

Lord You aremy Savior,
Your showingme Your way.

I'm so glad You've claimedme,
And You won't letme slip away.

I know there'll be tribulations,
I praise You even more.

I gavemyself to You Lord,
Fve opened up that door.

You've knownme before I've known You,
But You've lovedme even still.

Now that I've lovedme even still.

Now that I've found You,
I need to know Yourwill.

You comfortme like no other,
You've come and heldmy hand.

I'll hold that hand forever,
Till You takeme from this land.

By Dianne Devita

"Death in Paradise"

A green sunny day
A warm gentle breeze
A bird soars away
And lands on some trees.

Two deer standing straight
A wolf at their tail
A deadly debate
So calm and so frail.

A snap of a twig
A distinguishing smell
It sends them off running
Only one left to tell.

The forest is quiet
So calm and so fair
The wolf'smeal, he eyes it
And drags off to his lair.

A howl in the distance
A bark does reply
The conflicting resistance
That soon onemust die.

ByMichael Young

"Terminated"

(The 6thGeneration Take Over)

The sky is blue
The ground is clear
There's nothing
Left for you to hear.

Themachines ofwar
And doom crept low,
The people run far
And hide below.

Super advanced
Computer design
They've taken control
"Extinguishmankind!"

They hunted and killed
As the humans did hide,
But the people were filled
With an on-going pride.

They blasted and drove
Those machines into hell,
And rebuilt the cities
That were torn, burnt, and fell.

ByMichael Young

"To Di" part 5 (My Everlasting Love)

I Love You I Love You
I Love You so dear;
And away frommy heart
You shall never dare steer.

I Love You I Love You
I Love You so clear;
Your soul and your heart
Shall, tomine own, be near.

My life is yours own
♦ To cherish and keep,
To our eternal home
Where together we'll sleep.

To a day in the future
When we'll be as one,
To amomentwe'll cherish,
When our lives song is sung.

I Love Youmore now
Than ever before,
I'll Love You forever,
Each daymore andmore!

ByMichael Young
"ToDi" part 6 (Forever I'll Love You)

To finish a poem
Only to start
My love for you flowin'
In floods frommy heart.

I can'twrite it clearly
Or express it to you
The words frommymind
That scream I Love You!

I Love You, I Need You,
Inmy heart youwill stay,
Never to leave me,
And never to stray.

I'll say it here
And always to you,
To my soulmost dear,
My Life, I Love You!

ByMichael Young
"ToDi" part 7

(Forever In HeavenWith You!)

Forever I'll Love You
To times doom and then-
I'll hug you and hold you
To my breath's at an end.

I Love You!!!
And I can't say it enough!

By Michael Young

"My Dream"

My dream,
Just one clue,
It starts with
givingme to you.

When our hearts
Join as one,
When our race
Is finally run.

Then day by day
The restwill be instilled,
And in time
All will be fulfilled.

When we live our lives
Together,
And become
Even closer.

And our dream
Is dreamt nomore,
When I'm with the one
That I adore!

I love you somuch,

By Dianne Devita
"SweetDreams"

Looking out upon the sea
The rippling waters look back atme,
The tide is coming in and the waves are high
Across the waters seagulls fly.

Fascination caughtmy eye
Ail'1 saw sandcastles in the sky,
But the waters came up and washed them away
Leavingme with a sky of grey.

Overtaken by sweet dreams
I wondered what it all reallymeans,
Cause there's no one to share in the softness ofmy heart
Someone to be that vital part.

By Dianne Devita

Feeling
Groggy

by Terry Benkovitz

It happened quite suddenly. I was
sitting in an early morning class. Still
groggy from lack of sleep I stared at the
front of the classroom and seemed to
lose my concentration. As the teacher
continued to lecture, I felt confused for
at that moment I realized that I was in
the real world. I felt as if I really did not
belong. The time between which I was
accepted as a student to Delhi till the
time I assumed my classes went very
fast. All of a sudden I couldn't figure out
why or how the time had gone by so
quickly. I was "all-of-a-sudden" caught
in a frenzy of meeting new people,
getting used to themove from home to a
brand new environment of living, and
being in a sense, onmy own. I had to get
a grip on myself. If I didn't I would
freak-out, maybe lose control. Now,
that would be a calamity.
I have had so many clashing feelings

since being at Delhi. Insecurity is one.
I'm the type of person who will take
almost anything to heart. Especially if
I'm just getting to know a person. I
guess you could say I'm gullible. When
I take people seriously, they sometimes
turn and I feel I'm being put down to
size. Am I really that important?
The answer, of course, is yes! When I

get my spirits back up and I don't hate
the world and everyone in it—I do feel
important. I know that I am here
(participating in these classes) for a
purpose. I want to make something of
myself. At times I'm grateful to be
given the chance to succeed and
especially here at Delhi.
Even though there may be what

seems to be thousands of people
everywhere, there is always a certain
kind of loneliness that everyone feels
from time to time. It could be because
they don't like school, the people or just
the general area but living on campus is
such a new experience.
A lot depends on the people. If you

can't get along with many people then I
think there will be a lot of problems. As
I have learned in the past seven weeks,
you have to "go with the flow" take life
easy—relax and have fun. But I've also
learned that having too much fun can
lead to disastrous results like failing
courses. Leveling everything out is the
clue to success in college.
Since being faced with the fact that I

am, indeed, in the real world I have had
a certain amount of undecisiveness.
What I thought of as my intendedmajor
study is now jumbled up with other
things that I might like to pursue. I
have to start making decisions and get
my mind thinking on an adult level.
After all I am now in an adult world—
the real world.
One thing I've noticed since living

here on Delhi campus is that you have
to have a positive attitude towards
almost everything. If I want to do well I
have to tell myself that I can make it.
Motivation plays a large part in being
successful. You need the get-up-and-go
to literally get out of bed each morning
and start fresh.
I feel like I need more action in my

everyday life. I need to take on more
intellectually challenging tasks. I'm
supposed to think like an adult, right?
There's no room for boredom or for
wasteful actions.

Dad

You are always there forme,
In bad times and in good.
Even when I did the little things
I knew I never should.

You always understand me.
Could it be I'm the black sheep?
You taughtme right from wrong,
And your lessons forever shall I keep.

I'm a pain in the butt,
Or as you would say, "a pill".
But you never could really scoldme,
And I realize that still.

Don't you ever leaveme Dad,
I wouldn't know what to do.
For you're the one who knowsme.
You offer support andmuch love too.

Then again, there's alwaysmom,
But we don't seem to relate.
We're edgy on certain things,
And that I really hate.

Maybe I'm just a rebel,
Fightingmy own private war.
I don't know if I'mwinning or losing,
I don't even know the score.

So stay withme Dad,
And guideme with you're hand.
Then maybe someday—
This crazy world, I'll understand.

By Beth Raymond

"Manners"

A letter—on hotel stationery,
(Probably leftover from some long forgotten trip)

Casually brings greetings, and tells me you're fine
Job's good, school's great and
It's snowing already

I can see you rushing through this letter,
Writingme because it's your turn, and
It's goodmanners, and
You're too nice not to

And I wonder what went wrong. .

Reaching for a box, (frayed edges, full ofmemores)
I can see your face, and almost touch you
As I re-read for the hundreth time,

Your old, now faded, long forgotten letters
Letters that were written not for the sake ofmanners,

But for the sake ofme

Wendy Sarnicola
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The party begins.

2 drinks later.

A- J
After 4 drinks.

(jZ^̂Ort, ($/£&.^
After 5 drinks.

Themore you drink, themore coordination you lose.
That's a fact, plain and simple.

It's also a fact that 12 ounces of beer, 5 ounces of wine and
\lk ounces of spirits all have the same alcohol content. And
consumed in excess, all can affect you. Still, people drink too
much and then go out and expect to handle a car.

When you drink toomuch, you can't handle a car.
You can't even handle a pen.

fromWill^o&ers Institute

• iffl

The Marriott Corporation recently made a $2,000 donation to the
hospitality program development fund at the State University
campus at Delhi. On hand for the presentation were (left to right):
Rolf A. Zerges, dean of the management division at Delhi College;
Andrew D. Peters, director of food standards for Marriott Hotels;
Louis M. Tremonti, associate professor of restaurant
management; and Michael J. McCann of Johnson City, a Delhi
College senior majoring in restaurant management.

WANTED: Dynamic, energetic research
assistants to work with the Rural Catskills
Regional High School of Excellence in the areas
of leadership training, communications, in¬
structional management systems, teaching
style/learning styles, and curriculum
development for interdisciplinary humanities.
Transportation helpful. If interested, contact:
RCRHSE 290 Chestnut Street

Dreams
I had a dream once. At least I think it

was a dream. It was one of those
dreams when you wake up in the
morning and wonder if it really hap¬
pened. You know what I mean ? Well,
maybe if I explain it to you, you'll
understand.
I was at one of the college parties, a

real blow out. I was having a good time-
-socializing with my friends, drinking a
couple of ice cold beers. And then he
showed up...the one guy I have had my
eye on all semester. This is no ordinary
guy-he is perfect...tall, nice body,
perfect teeth and hair, you name it and
he's got it. So as I stood there in awe, I
started to get that funny feeling in my
stomach. The same one I got whenever
I saw him. Okay, you know the feeling
you get in your stomach when you're
leaning back in a chair on two legs and
you start to tip over, but at the last
second you catch yourself and put the
chair back on all fours again? That is
what I felt.
Anyway, the party was going along

quite well because people were
beginning to feel no pain. The main
thing I remembered about this dream
was Mark (that's his name), talked to
me. At first I thought I was going to
faint. This guy wanting to finally talk to
me? It was great.
As it turned out, we got along great.

He enjoyed sports, mainly basketball,
just like me. Mark told me that he
would like to take me out sometime. Of
course I was ecstatic. The party just
didn't matter any more. I didn't care
where I was or anything. This was too
good to be true! It could only happen in
my dreams, right? Or could it?
Well, the party finally ended because

the beer flow seemed to come to a stop.
I don't know what time it was, in
dreams there is no sense of time. It was
late...or should I say it was very early
the next morning. Who cares? The
main thing is, before I got in my car to
leave, Mark stood by me and said those
three beautiful words, "I'll call you."
To tell the truth, I was too happy to care
if he really did or not. I had spent the
entire night at the party with him, and
that is what counts.

I finally got all ofmy friends together
- the ones I was taking back to campus -
got in my car and drove off, got to my
room and went to bed. But that's the
funny part, because I can remember
going to sleep in my dream. Dreams
can feel so real sometimes.
So what is the final ending you ask?

Well let me tell you. This is where the
weird stuff started to happen. I wake up
in the morning in the greatest mood.
Anyone who knowsme well would laugh
at that remark, because usually I am a
total grufnp in the morning. Why was I
so happy I wondered. Then I started to
remember my dreani. Had I really
gone to a party last night? Had I gotten
so drunk thatmy brain was fogged over
and I couldn't tell reality from dream
state? This really freaked me out. It
had to be a dream, though. Then I
remembered something. Inmy dream I
knew Mark had this great smelling
cologne on. I would remember the scent
again if I smelled it. So I picked up the
shirt I had worn the previous day and
smelled it. It smelled like my shirt, but
there was also a faint odor of a man's
cologne. Just as I put the shirt on my
bed, the phone rang. I jumped about ten
feet in the air, but I ran like hell to
answer it. Hands shaking, I picked up
the receiver-"Hello?", and back an¬
swered Mark's voice. My God, I
thought, it wasn't a dream. Yet it felt
like it was. I don't remember going to
the party, just being there.
I thinkmaybeMark figured I hung up

the phone or something, because he
askedme if I was still there. Of course I
was! I surely wasn't going anywhere!
We talked for a while, and he asked me
out. I don't remember exactly what we
did, because this was a while ago. I just
know that up to this day, Mark and I are
still seeing each other. Now that I think
back, I guess I can realize why I
thought all of this was a dream. Maybe
it was too much beer, but I believe the
real reason is because one of my
wildest dreams had come true. At last!

—Beth Raymond

Strength
"We are a rainbow; we are a mosaic;

we are a clenched fist waiting to exert
our power. There is strength through
diversity." These are the words of civil
rights activist Hulbert James during
his keynote address at the Student
Association of the State University of
New York's (SASU) Ninth Annual Ray
Glass Organizing Conference. Over 85
students from 14 SUNY schools at¬
tended this conference which em¬

phasized "Strength through Diversity."
Students attending the conference

learned first hand about discrimination
and harassment toward college
students: Two SUNY students and one

alumna, all from Oneonta, were
arrested at, what was considered by
many in attendance, as a "relatively
peaceful party." Fifty-four other
students were also arrested for similar
violations out the course of the
weekend.
According to SASU President

Everette Joseph, "The city of Oneonta
has attempted to resolve any noise and
rowdiness problem by imposing what
seems like martial law on the student
populations." Joseph added that SASU
has already started to assist the
students of Oneonta in their struggle for
"fair treatment."

Students also learned about specific
rights and violations of these rights
from workshops dealing with dormitory
tenants rights and student voting rights
as well as workshops on the issues and
concerns facing women, third world,
disabled, non-traditional, graduate,
international, community college and
gay-lesbian-bisexual students.
A special meeting of student

association attorneys was also held in
an effort to better protect the rights of
SUNY students. In addition to SASU
Legislative Director Justin Hixson and
SASU attorney Anita Thayer, attorneys
from Oneonta, New Paltz, Alfred,
Binghamton, Albany, and Potsdam
were in attendance.

Another highlight of the conference
was a federal update given by United
States Student Association (USSA)
President Tom Swan. Swan detailed the
victories students have won and the
many challenges students have yet to
face this year in Washington, D.C. He
went on to describe "the bloated
defense budget and United States
military escalations around the world
as the cause for a drained education
budget." Swan's speech was met with a
standing ovation.

Oneonta, NY 13820 432-6487

MMMMM

PERSONALS
Are you looking for someway to someone or

something that you love them. Or, are you
looking for a way to tell them what you really
think of them. Well look no further! Students
can now submit personals to be published in the
Delhi Oracle. Please, no dirty words or we'll
.."! you. There's no charge to you, so get them
over to the College Union office as soon as your
little feet can carry,you there.
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Playboy magazine is now accepting
entries to its annual College Fiction
Contest, open to all registered college
undergraduate and graduate students.
The writing competition offers a cash
prize of $3,000 and publication of the
winning short story in the October 1987
issue of Playboy magazine.
The contest will be judged by the

editors of Playboymagazine. The entry
deadline is January 1, 1987.
Contest rules and other details are

being made available to students
through mailings to the English and
creative writing departments of some

ANNOUNCING:

College Fiction Contest
5Z

FIRST PRIZE:
$3,000 and publication of the winning story in a future issue of

playboy magazine.

SECOND PRIZE:
$500 and a one-year subscription to playboy magazine.

DEADLINE FOR ENTRIES:
January 1, 1987

ADDRESS ALL ENTRIES TO:
PLAYBOY COLLEGE FICTION CONTEST
919 N. Michigan Avenue, Chicago, IL 60611

JUDGES:
The editors of playboy magazine. All decisions are final.

CONTEST RULES 1. No purchase necessary. 2. Contest is open to all college
students No age limit Employees of Playboy Enterprises Inc. its agents affiliates and families are not
eligible. 3. To enter, submit your typed, double-spaced manuscript of 25 pages or less with a 3 x 5 card,
listing your name, age, college affiliation, and permanent home address and phone to: PLAYBOY
COLLEGE FICTION CONTEST, 919 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611. Only one entry per
person. All entries must be original works of fiction. All entries must be postmarked by January 1, 1987.
Mutilated or illegible entries will be disqualified. 4. Prizes awarded to those entrants whose stories meet
PLAYBOY'S standard for quality. PLAYBOY reserves the right to withhold prizes if ihe submitted entries do
not meet PLAYBOY'S usual standards for publicatioa All decisions of the judges are final. 5. Winning con¬
testants will be notified by mail, and may be obligated to sign and return an Affidavit of Eligibility within
thirty (30) days of notification. In the event of non-compliance within this time period, alternate winners
may be selected Any prize notification letter or any prize returned to Playboy Enterprises, Inc. and
undeliverable may be awarded to an alternate winner. 6. PLAYBOY reserves the right to edif the First Prize
winning story for publication. 7. Entry authorizes use of any prize winner's name, photograph and
biographical information by Playboy Enterprises, Inc, without further compensation to the winner. 8.
PLAYBOY reserves the right to publish the winning entries in the U.S. and Foreign editions of PLAYBOY
magazine and to reprint the winning entries in any English language or foreign edition anthologies or com¬
pilations of PLAYBOY material 9. Contest is subject to all federal state and local laws and regulations.
Taxes op prizes are the sole responsibility of winning contestants Void where prohibited by law. 10. All
manuscripts become the property of Playboy Enterprises Inc. and will not be returned A list of winners
can be obtained by sending a self-addressed stamped envelope to Playboy Enterprises Inc. COLLEGE
FICTION CONTEST. 919 North Michigan Avenue. Chicago, Illinois 60611.

Students Vote!!
College students have a reputation

for doing crazy things like piling a
dozen people in a Volkswagen Bug and
stuffing even more in telephone booths.
Why haven't we ever stuffed ourselves
into voting booths with the same vigor
and energy?
It's easy. It's important. It can even

be fun and yet college students are still
often viewed as either too politically
apathetic or too radical. If you haven't
noticed, our image is not one of con¬
sistent voters.
Students have traditionally been

discouraged and even barred from
voting. Eighteen year olds were first
given the right to vote fifteen years ago
by the 26th Amendment to the U.S.
Constitution. New York immediately
amended its Election Law to offset the
feared ramifications of this new voting
constituency. The Legislature gave
election boards the discretion to impose
unfair residency requirements on
college students to prevent them from
voting in their college community.
Even though students in most

counties do have the legal right to vote
these days, their right is still often
curtailed by de facto discrimination.

The Student Association of the State
University (SASU), in coalition with
various other groups statewide, has
launched a multi-faceted electoral
action campaign in an effort to get as
many students as possible to vote.

Supercomputer
1,300 colleges and universities
nationwide. Details also appear in the
October 1986 issue of Playboy, along
with the winning entry of last year's
contest, "Night Vision," by Philip
Simmons. Simmons is a graduate
student at the University of Michigan at
Ann Arbor.
The College Fiction Contest reflects

Playboy's editorial policy of providing
readers with the finest in contemporary
fiction by recognized writers as well as
talented newcomers. Playboy received
the prestigious National Magazine
Award for fiction in 1985.

by Justin Harmon
Press officer, Communications

Joseph F. Traub will become the new
president of the Consortium for
Scientific Computing, effective
November 1.
Traub has received a simultaneous

appointment as professor of computer
science at Princeton.
As the Consortium's chief executive

officer, Traub will be responsible for
planning, directing and managing the
activities of the $125 million John von
Neumann Center (JVNC) for Scientific
Computing, the supercomputer facility
established last year by the 13-member
Consortium with a $69.2 million grant
from the National Science Foundation.
CYBER 205 on line in July
JVNC began operations in July, when

the initial supercomputer, a CYBER
205, came on line. The center is named
for the scientist who, during a career at
Princeton and then at the Institute for
Advanced Study, developed one of the
first computers ever built.
"Computing has a glorious history in

Princeton," Traub said. "This was one
of the several places where computing
was born. The JVNC is here in sub¬
stantial part because of the efforts of
Steve Orszag, who foresaw how the
supercomputer could transform
science. I hope to see a rich set of
relationships develop between JVNC
and the University, involving both
faculty and students."
Traub will replace Dennis Jennings,

who served as the Consortium's interim
president from April to August. Jen¬
nings has now returned to his post as
director of the Computer Centre at
University College Dublin, from which
he had been on leave of absence.
200 candidates considered

Academy of Engineering, he is also on
the Board of Governors of the New
York Academy of Science.
"In some ways, what I will be doing

at JVNC will not be new forme," Traub-
said. "Since 1970 I've been doing
research on parallel computation.
Parallelism will be an increasingly
important component of super- -
computing.
"In another way, coming to JVNC

will be very different. At Carnegie-
Mellon and then at Columbia, I've been
building computer science depart¬
ments. Yet modern supercomputing-
the marriage of science and computer
technology-is a new frontier, and it is a
real challenge for me."
ETA 10 scheduled for 1987
The CYBER 205 supercomputer now

in use at JVNC will be replaced in 1987
with an ETA 10-a new generation
machine being developed by ETA
Systems Inc. of St. Paul, Minn. That
computer will have a capacity of 10
billion operations per second. It will be
the first NSF-sponsored Class VII
supercomputer system available to the
national research community.
The campuses of the 13 Consortium

institutions are now connected to the
supercomputer's high-speed network,
according to Hal Barnett, JVNC's
computer center manager. The
CYBER is currently^running at about 60
percent of its capaciiy. The machine is
capable of about 800 mtiUon operations
per second and has about fouc million
words of memory.
The CYBER measures about six feet

high, 15 feet across and 25 feet long.
Ironically, the ETA 10, which will offer
much greater computing capacity, will
be about a tenth of the size. This
reduction in size is made possible by
new technology, which has reduced the

Traub's appointment concludes a
four-month search led by Bruce R.
Ekstrand, a trustee of the Consortium
and vice chancellor for academic af¬
fairs at the University of Colorado. For
the post the search committee con¬
sidered over 200 candidates drawn from
universities, research laboratories,
industry and government.
Traub said his most immediate

priorities for JVNC are threefold: to
make supercomputing available to the
research community, to identify the
researchers who can achieve scientific
breakthroughs with the JVNC machine
in order to see that they have sufficient
machine time to achieve those results,
and to build "intellectual excitement"
at the center.
"It's more than a matter of

delivering cycles," Traub said. "It's
building a scientific base for the work.
That's amajor challenge. I want to help
create an environment where both
senior researchers and students will be
eager to work."
After earning his Ph.D. at Columbia

in 1959, Traub worked for 12 years at
the Bell Telephone Laboratories
mathematics and computer science
research centers in Murray Hill, N.J.
From 1971 to 1979, he was head of the
Computer Science Department and
professor of computer science and
mathematics at Carnegie-Mellon
University. He went to Columbia in 1979
as founding chairman of the Computer
Science Department.
Among numerous professional ac¬

tivities, Traub serves as chiarman of
the National Research Council's
Computer Science and Technology
Board. A member of the National

size of a transistor to a point where tens
of thousands will fit onto a single chip.
The ETAwill run with such an intensity
that it will be installed inside a
cryostat-so that it can be cooled with
liquid nitrogen, Barnett said.
Third wave

Traub believes that "supercomputing
will change the way science is done just
as thoroughly as Galileo's ex¬
perimental method and Newton's
theoretical formulations changed
physics three to four centuries ago. It's
a third wave. Experimental science
and theoretical science are now

complemented by computational
science."
He believes that computing will also

have a broad impact on the arts and the
humanities. "There is nothing about the
computer that limits it to use in the
sciences and engineering," he said.
"The existence of the first non-human
forms of intelligence has posed some
novel questions for philosophers. And
there are many serious artists for
whom the computer is a new medium.
Just as the use of oils transformed
painting, the computer can have a
major transforming effect on music
and art."
The 13 member institutions of the

Consortium for Scientific Computing
are: University of Arizona, Brown, the
University of Colorado, Columbia,
Harvard, the Institute for Advanced
Study, Massachusetts Institute of
Technology, New York University,
University of Pennsylvania, Penn¬
sylvania State University, Princeton,
University of Rochester and Rutgers
University.
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By A1 Sackett

It rained almost daily all summer
long. The river has swift and high. We
decided to take our last canoe ride of
the season.
We started our trip in Hobart,

planned to canoe to Delhi, and enjoy a
late afternoon lunch and a few beers.
We would call another friend to pick us
up there, and return home.
The morning was cool and crisp. The

sky was bright blue, with white, cottony
clouds speeding over the mountain
tops. The wind was gusting and cold,
but the air pure and fresh, with a faint
odor of freshly fallen leaves.
All three of us were heavy men, and

we were crowded in the two man canoe.
Scott sat straight and tall in front,
guiding us along the river. He wore no
hat, his hair and beard were long and
scraggly. He was lean, darkly tanned,
his fine, blond hair loosely blowing in
the wind. Neil, wearing a red and black,
wool hunting cap, powered us from the
rear. He was very strong and muscular,
from toiling long, hot summer days at
construction work. His round face was

tanned, and had several days growth of
wirey, black whiskers, and a full, black
mustache. I sat in the middle, sitting
low, as there was no seat. I was just
along for an enjoyable ride, as I was
still recovering from a recent accident,
causing my right arm to be nearly
useless. I had every confidence in Neil
and Scott. They were accomplished
canoeist, having placed at the head of
the pack in the annual Sidney canoe
regatta.
As we started out, we noticed the

canoe sat heavily in the fast current. It
seemed to respond slowly to their
quick, powerful thrust of the paddles.
Neil spoke to Scott, "I hope you can
guide us with no problems. The river is
real deep, and the canoe seems real
sluggish to me." Scott answered
positively, "No problem, piece of
cake." I couldn't help but feel some
apprehension, and secretly wondered to
myself if I shouldn't have passed up this
trip for everyone's benefit, but we
pressed on.
We drifted casually down the stream,

driven by the swift, strong current. In
front of us, brook trout were leaping in
the sun sparkled river. Water rippled
around the roots of an old white willow,
where the soil had washed away. We
floated under an old sycamore tree. A
few of its large, brown leaves were still
struggling to hang on in the strong fall
wind. The huge, spreading limbs were
mottled tan and gray, resembling a
huge Boa Constrictor.
Some parts of the river meandered

back and forth across the long flats.
This water was deep, real deep. Scott,
reaching deep, tried to touch bottom
with his paddle, but couldn't. The water
was cold, dark green, and filled with
algae.
We were travelling quite slow, en¬

joying the beautiful scenery. The sun
was nearing high noon, and felt
reassuringly warm. The deep water
held little current, and the boys worked
up a sweat, paddling down the river.
Die river seemed to travel five miles
back and forth, just to go a short
distance further south. The banks were
red clay, high and steep. We couldn't
get out if we needed to. We finally came
to the end of the flat, and the river sped
on its way. The boys sat back and
relaxed, as the fast current towed
along.
Our attention was focused on several

deer feeding along the river bank
munching down the fresh, ankle high
alfalfa. A four point buck's tail twit¬
ched, twitched again, and he turned his
nostrils to the wind, reading it
cautiously. They stood motionless, as
we silently drifted by.
Suddenly Scott yelled, "Neil, row to

the left! There is a tree across the
river!" Sure enough, an old white
willow, toppled by the wind or high
water, was directly in our path. We
were in fast, deep water, and were
wearing no life vest! There was a
narrow opening along the left bank,

where the cold, murky water rushed
around the old tree—just wide enough
for our canoe. Scott and Neil tried
desparately to guide the canoe through
the gap but, about twenty feet before it,
a huge old limb reached out just under
the water. The front of the canoe hit the
limb with a sickening, scrubbing sound,
and suddenly we were drifting
sideways directly into the old willow.
Immediately, on impact, the canoe
flipped, dumping us into the cold,
rushing river. The water was icy! The
current dragged us all under.
Something hitmy back with the force of
a slugger swinging a baseball bat. My
glasses were ripped off. I couldn't
breath, couldn't see, and couldn't move
my right arm. "God, is this how I am to
die?", I thought. I kickedmy feet hard,
and pawed at the water with my left
hand. My lungs felt like they were going
to burst. I finally fought to the surface,
gasping for air. The current had towed
me downstream, and I could now touch
bottom. I fought my way to the bank.
Scott was just below me, and already
had the canoe. "Where's Neil?", he
yelled. We couldn't see him anywhere.
We ran back up to the old tree. Neil
wasn't there! Our hearts rumbled with
fear.
The river current pulled Neil under

the tree and slammed him into a maze
of branches. The fast, rushing water, he
held there with terrific force. His head
was two feet below the surface. He
struggled, but seemed to be hanging in
the strong river current. He realized he
had to act fast. His lungs were about to
burst! He forced his eyes open. He
could vaguely see a dark shadow above
him, resembling an overhead branch.
Against the surging river, it took all his
mighty strength to force his arms up to
the branch. He pulled with all his
strength, but the roaring river held him
there! Being submerged nearly two
minutes, he knew he was running out of
time. He tried to move his legs,
managed to get his left foot on to
another limb, then, with a final great
effort, lunged to the surface! He gasped
for air, gathered himself, and climbed
up on the old willow trunk. There he
rested, caught his breath, and finally
moved across the trunk to the safety of
the bank.
We dropped exhausted, in the tall

river grass. We were drenched and
cold. Neil had a bloody gash in his leg
and lost his hat. Scott had several
bruises on his face and arms, where he
collided with a large rock. My back and
arms were badly bruised. I lost my

We also lost our canoe oars. After
resting, we decided to walk down¬
stream, to see if we could spot them.
The wind was blowing hard, up the
valley, in our faces. It chilled us clear
through. Our feet squished with every
step. Our wet clothes clung to our
bodies. Our fingers, ears, and toes were
so cold they felt numb. We walked and
walked. Tall briars and swamp grass
along the rivers edge, made walking
difficult and time consuming. We
finally found one oar, it was in a littel
whirlpool on the other side of the river.
No way were we going after it now!
It was getting colder, as the sun

settled low in the west. We decided to
abandon our canoe paddles, and walked
to a nearby farm house, where we
called for help. Our friend soon arrived,
helped us load the canoe, and took us
home. Scott exclaimed, "Boy, were we
ever lucky!" We all emphatically
agreed.
The moon was large and orange, just

looming over the horizon. We had all
changed to dry, warm clothes and ate
our supper. Sitting close to our cabin
camp stove, we soaked up the heat
radiating from the hot coals. Small
fragments of bark smoldered on top of
the hot stove, adding a smoky
fragrance to the warm cabin air.
The full moon was higher in the sky,

casting its' bright light across the
countryside. We finally called it a day,
and headed our separate ways, looking
forward to our first canoe trip next
spring.
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Representatives from Eastern Rock Products Inc. of Utica
recently gave a special presentation to building construction,
architectural technology and building trades students at the State
University campus at Delhi. Here, James Catella, assistant
professor of architectural technology/building construction and
organizer of the ffrogram, welcomes the Eastern Rock
representatives to the campus. From left to right: Tom Spellman,
materials engineer for Eastern Rock; Professor Catella; George
D. Lockwood Sr., quality control engineer; and Ed Sullivan, sales
representative.
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Campus Paperback Bestsellers
1. Lake Wobegon Dsys, by Garrison Keillor. (Penguin, $3.95.)

Unforgettable portrait of small-town American life.
2. ItCame From theFar Stds, byGary Larson. (Andrews, McMeel

& Parker, $5.95.) The latest cartoons from the Far Side
3. Bloom County Babylon, by Berke Breathed. (Little, Brown,

$12.95.) Bloom County comic strips.
4. Women who Love loo Much, by Robin Norwood. (Pocket.

$4.50.) How to avoid the pitfalls of unhealthy relationships.
5. Lonesome Dove, by Larry McMurty. (Pocket $4.95.)

Pulitzer prize winning novel of the American West
t. lacoces: An Autobiography, by Lee lacocca with William

Novak. (Bantam, $4.95.) The life of Detroit's mastermind.
7. The Road Less Traveled, by M.Scott Peck. (Touchstone,

$8.95.) Psychological and spiritual inspiration by a psychiatrist
ft. The Cider House Rules, by John Irving. (Bantam, $4.95.)

Crazy-quilt of New England characters filled with love and lif<
9. The House of the Spirits, by Isabel Allende. (Bantam, $4.50.)

Turbulent life of a Chilean family.

10. SmartWomen, Foolish Choices, byConneil Cowan & Meivin
Kinder. (NAL/Stgnet. $4.50.) A good man is hard to find.

New G Recommended

The Accidental Tourist, by Anne Tyler. (Berkley, $4.50.)
Odd domestic life of a travel writer.

A Maggot, by John Fowtes (NAL/Signet. $4.50.) Dazzingly
erotic tale of obsession and desire, madness and murder.

Guide to American Graduate Schools, by Harold R. Doughty.
(Penguin. $14.95.) First comprehensive guide to graduate
and professional study in the US.

THE ORACLE NEEDS YOU!
Do you want an exciting career in journalism,

allowing you to travel all over the world and
make muucho dinero. Well you won't find it
here! But if you feel like getting started down
the right path call Mr. Wallace (4138) and join
the creative nutty staff of the Delhi Oracle.

READ THE ORACLE

CLUB INFORMATION
The Delhi Oracle welcomes any

and all club information that you
have to offer. Please submit all in¬
formation to the College Union office
for placement in our mail box.
Remember this is your newspaper.

Make the most of it.


