










Stop your running 
The ground you're standing on is holy ground 

By Katherine Beckman 

Martha Graham is a great American 
dancer, and placed with Stravinsky and 
Picasso in terms of her important 
contributions to our culture. She has given us 
great dances, dances about the complex and 
paradoxical nature of our lives, intricate, 
dramatic, passionate dances . . . And yet, 
one of the most important things in her work 
is simplicity, not simple in terms of 
simple-minded or easy, but simple (simplicity) 
in terms of cutting through to the 
essentials. 

In a movie entitled Dancer's World, 
Martha Graham talks about simplicity. "It's 
the simplicty of which the poet speaks," she 
says, "costing no less than everything." 

When I first began teaching at the 
University of Redlands in California, the 
speaker at the opening convocation centered 
his remarks around a text I have since come 
to love: "And God said to Moses, Stop your 
running. The ground you are standing on is 
holy ground." I used to urge my husband to 
preach sermons on this text-whenever he 
was searching for ideas, I would volunteer: 
"And God said to Moses, stop your running. 
The ground you are standing on is holy 
ground." And I smiled to myself to think that 
that old text, and that idea I have loved for 
well over ten years, should come back to 
help me articulate to you some of the 
precious lessons of my summer, and the last 
months of Jim's life. 

Simplicity. 
Quiet. 
Stopping our running and giving reverence 

to the place where we are and the people 
we are. 

For all our reading and studying and 
work, and for all the great insights we have 
during our lives, the essential truths-ancient 
truths, which the Faith tells us every time we 
gather for worship. We can spend all our 
lives trying to understand those truths fully, 
but it is not wisdom that is hidden from us. 

"If I speak in the tongues of men and of 
angels, but have not love, I am a noisy gong 
or a clanging cymbal." simple story of God's love for us. 

"love one another, even as He first loved The essence of the story has to do with 
us. " Grace and loving, and the call to ourselves, 

We are shaped by the people, the ideas, embody that grace and love. 
the God that we love. Two pastors, classmates 'of Jim's from 

I read somewhere that most great seminary, came to visit us this summer. One 
writers-and I suspect that holds true for asked if Jim had any new theological 

artists and perhaps even people in 
 insights. Had any great theological truths 
general, spend their entire lives writing about been discovered since Jim was suddenly 

only one or two main themes. They mayor 
 foeing death square on? Jim thought for a 

may not realize that in the process of their 
 moment, and answered simply that there 

work, but looking back the recurring themes 
 were no new insights, but it was as though 
become apparent. his senses were open to the world in an 

I am quite sure this is true for pastors, intense way he had never experienced 
who spend their lives telling and retelling the before. 
same story-and that retelling is not boring-it He was secure in the theological truths of 
is a great and huge challenge-a great task to his life-he'd spent long years reading and 
call us each day to be renewed by that talking theology-and those insights are not 

hidden from us either. There was no need to 
frantically read and read to discover, now 
that he knew he was dying of cancer, what 
life is all about. 

No, we were reminded simply to live each 
of our days fully-each day as a gift, 
because our lives are gifts . We have no 
guarantee of a "normal" lifespan-none of us 
is born with a birthright to 70 years of life. 
Each day we need to be patient with our 
lives, indeed to take it a day at a time-not 
living for the moment-but truly in the 
moment, it is indeed true that God will 
provide us with what we need for the trials 
of each day. 

There are moments in our lives-moments 
of deep sorrow, or deep joy, great serenity 
or beauty or outraqe or insight, when time 
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stands still-past, present, future are all fused 
into one, and we have a taste for a moment 
what eternity might be like. We are 
immersed into the "juices of life" -and we 
feel great truth breaking in on us. In the 
Greek view, there are two words for time : 
Chronos and Kairos. Chronos-meaning time 
as we usually think of it, chronological time, 
time as an everflowing stream. Kairos time 
has to do with the qualities of meaning in a 
moment of time-a moment when we sense 
what our lives are all about, as though we 
stand for a moment with one foot in 
eternity-for eternity, someone has suggested, 
is the essence of time. 

When you discover you are dying, life is 
suddenly filled with Kairos time, when our 
loves are clear, when we are stripped of 
everything but ourselves; when we are 
known and understood for what we are, and 
miracle of miracles, realize that we are loved 
anyway; when we take time to fully sense 
the textures of our lives. 

We found we have simple answers in the 
face of so many complex questions . When 
we could put away questions like " why . .. " 
and begin to sense that God is with us in 
our own private suffering. Jim preached a lot 

about asking the right questions-not asking 
"Where is God?" but "What is God like?" 
and we are told in Christ, God is incarnate, 

sharing our pain there with us. 
As I was cleaning Jim's office, 

discovered a note card, a well-u sed one, 
think, because it had a coffee cup ring stain 
in the middle and the card said: 
In 	prayer we are holding up our profoundest 

suttering and our deepest longings and 
hopes for the future next to the cross 

And thereby claiming the same promise given to 
Jesus 

that out of death God will bring life. 

I posted that card on my bulletin board at 
home so that each day I am reminded of 
that. 

Each day we are called to relearn those 
simple truths that we thought we had learned 
years ago. Martha Graham, that great 
dancer I spoke about a while ago, talks 
about being "reborn to the instant " -to see 
things in our lives, to dance, in fact, as 
though for the first time. 

Martin luther has said something like that 
too, that each day, we need to remember 
our baptism. 

There is a book called How Could II Not 
Be Among You written by a man who 
knew he was dying of leukemia. These are 
some of his words from that book: 

You can live a lifetime in a day. 

You can live a lifetime in a moment. 

Life is so brief. 

You must bare your heart and expect 

nothing in 


return. You must respond totally to nature. 
You must return to your simple self. I do not 

fool you. There 'ies no other path. 
. .. I stand before you all aching with truth 

trembling with desire to make you know 
Eat, sleep and be serious about life 
To be serious is to be simple 
To be simple is to love. 
Don't wait another minute, make tracks , go 
home. 
Admit you have someplace to return to. 

Oh People! " you are dying!! live while 
you can. " 

Our lives are complex and filled with 
important paradoxes-and we should not 
settle easily into simple answers to the 
questions we ask . . . 

But nevertheless the faith helps us cut to 
the essential truths and to see life simply . To 
in fact, for some Kairos moments, to stop 
our running and to live on hallowed 
ground-knowing we are nothing but earthen 
vessels, and finally have nothing to give 
each other but our love, and noth ing to take 
with us except the promise that out of death 
God will bring life. 

May our lives be lives of Praise . 

Kathy Beckman is an assistant professor of 
physical education at PLU. Her husband , Jim, 
served as PLU University minister until his death 
in August 1976. 
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WHAT time is it? 


Commuting by cor. bicycle or feet is part of what 
getting on education is all about to the approx­
imate 50% off campus students. Sometimes car 
pools help cut the cost of gas. 

Rather than well known Washington rain . bright 
sunshine and cool frost greet many on the way 
to early morning class at the beginning of an­
other unusual winter day. 
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ON 
Now wait. It was not raining when I came up here . 

Monday? Definitely Monday. First my roommate, then 
breakfast, now classes and rain. It can not end too soon . 

How nice it will be to do nothing tonight, if I get a chance 
before the wing meeting. I haven't heard that one album for 

ages. 
Better check the clock tower-8 :30? Late . Coming in after 

the professor starts lecturing is always a good excuse for 
listening and not talking during class . Lost my best pen ... 

somebody ' s luck. 
What's this? Mud. So much for doing nothing tonight . It's 

the laundry for sure. 
I wish I had an eight hour a day job; going to school is like 

working 24 hours a day, seven days a week . 

vs 


OFF 
I 'm going to be on time. Two minutes early . My favorite 

seat is empty . 
Now search the pack sack for the green notebook . No 

notebook? I refuse to run six blocks . Who haven ' t I borrowed 
paper from before. 

The professor is late. I suppose this means he will give us a 
lecture on getting our monies worth and condemn us to an 
extra five minutes of class. 

Doesn't he realize some students work and support 
themselves? I will walk out if he goes over two minutes, unless 
we discuss Marx of course. 

Another assignment. Come on, I have other classes. He 
says a "short essay" but he means a thesis. Work, work, work 
... seven days a week, 24 hours a day. 



Tried to climb into a favorite pair of 
well-worn jeans and found more out than 
in? 

The said pair of jeans did not shrink in 
the wash . Nor did you put on your roomies 
identical pair by mistake. 

Admit it. Your name has been added to 
the list of victims struck down by the vile 
epidemic Lute Butt. 

Don' t cry . Don't despair. Don ' t blame 
Uncle Bob (He has probably seen less of you 
than the local delicatessen man.) Join OA 
(Overeaters Anonymous) or hit the 
Joggerunden trail. 

If exercising and cutting calories does not 
work, take the following advice from an old 
sage. Then try one of the acclaimed diet 
breakers below. 

" Roses are Red. 

Violets are cut. 

Get off your diet . 

I like your Lute Butt . " 


Angelos - Candlelight, spaghetti, wine ... Now 
thatsa Italian! 

Baskin-Robbins - A 31 -derful flavor delight 
complete with whipcream, nuts, and 
sticky toppings topped with a cherry . 

Clinkerdagger Bickerstaff and Pett's Public 
House - A touch of olde England for that 

special night out. Be sure to save room 
for dessert. 

Coffee Shop - Specializes in cookies (try 
the chocolate chip), ice cream, taco 
salads, that quick snack or complete meal. 
A great place for social studying. 

Cookies - Bake them in the dorm or raid the 
nearest care package. 

Dairy Dell - Uncle Bob closed the kitchen 
two hours ago and you have the munchies. 
How about some delicious fries? 

Denny's - Always open. Take a break from 
that all night cram session. 

Frozen Yogurt - You do not have to be a Euell 
Gibbons enthusiast to enjoy the latest 
food fad to sweep the country . Try it at 
Band H Natural Foods or Rich's drive-in. 

Ice cream - See coffee shop and Baskin­
Robbins for details. 

Information Desk - Pick up some pop rocks, 
gum or licorice to get you through those 
long study sessions. To insure a supply 
of red ropes for dead week or finals, 
shop early . Beat the crowds. 

Jack-in-the-Box - "Take life a little 
easier. Watch out McDonald's!" 

Not by bread alone 


aarurnlnG from 0 romp to DaSKln-IICOI"OI 
polishes off the last of her sugar 
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Only half a block from Luteland . 
odors of pina and spaghetti tempt 
garlic lovers to Turco's nightly. Ca­
sey Applen (left) and Rich Smith 
(below) make up part of the inevi­
table crowd found frequenting this 
Italian Hub every Friday or 
Saturday evening. 

Lavicio's - Delicatessan items. Try a 
colossal sandwich. 

McDonald'~ - Don' t try a McFree run but do 
try a Sunday night food run to stove off 
starvation before Monday breakfast. 
That's what happens when the commons 
closes at five. 

Piggly Wiggly ("The Pig") - Out of all 
your dorm room staples? The Pig has 
everything you need from chocolate ch ips 
to t-bone steak. 

Popcorn - A must for evening munchies and the 
highlight of room parties . 

The Ram - Just the place to relax while 
playing pool or enjoying make-your-own 
hamburgers in front of the giant TV 
screen. Pizzo is another specialty . 

Spaghetti Factory - Wont to get really stuffed 
at a nice but not too expensive eating 
establishment. Try this sour dough bread, 
spumoni ice cream, or anyone of the 
sauces (including a special clam sauce) 
either with a friend or wing. 

Stua - Parkland 's own little Norway. 
Specializes in soups, rolls, sandwiches, 
coffee and sweets such as krumkake . Toke 

•a look at the imports while you wait. 
Tea Leaf - If a Mandarin fore tempts you, 

this is the place. Get there early though. 
You may end up standing in line while 
marvelous aromas float by. 

Traveling Treats - Feast on muchrooms and 
olives in one room and cinnamon crumb­
coke in another. 

Turco's - Pizzo! 
Wagon Wheel - Try the hot cinnamon rolls in 

the wee hours of the morning some slow 
and dreary weekend . 

Wing Functions - Be there for food! 
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i:::::~~~_ __~Let me entertain you 



Standard Time at PlU does not refer to a 
switch from Daylight Savings Time. Standard 
Time at PlU is 8: 15 p.m. 

That is when things happen. 
If you happen to arrive in Olson, Eastvold 

or Chris Knutzen at 7:30 p .m. you will find 
their chairs and bleachers empty . 

You will feel strangely out of place. The 
empty chairs are not yet ready to be filled 
with people. They are waiting for the 
appropriate time. 

Stay around until 8:00 p .m. and you will 
notice a change in attitude . 

Now the chairs seem to welcome the 
incoming people. 

And the people come, and come, and 
come. You will find it hard to block out the 
rustl ing of paper, the sound of chatter 
multiplied hundreds of times . 

PlU people know what standard time means. 
At 8 : 1 5 p.m. the curtain goes up. The m 
noise is curtailed. And the performance 
begins. 

Crowds of community, faculty and students 
swarm to the many events housed in Olson 
Auditorium . AI Stewart, Mayfest, Vincent 
Bugliosi and George Benson were among the top 
billed happenings. 

Entertainment is not always a trip to the Tacoma 
Mall for the latest showing of "Rocky". Rene 
Yoakum and Mike Frederickson pass as Rag­
gedy Ann and Raggedy Andy for the Halloween 
Spoaktackular. 
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Students gather at ali-cam­
pus picnic for food, music 
and to hear of summer 
experiences. 

Tedious bookstore lines test 
patience in the book-buying 
rush every semester. 
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• • • And three beds? 

I'm at college: the fact dawned on me as 

Dad parked the family car in front of 
Harstad. That dorm would soon be part of 
my identity . 

Excitement and fear swept through my 
body. Questions popped in my mind as I 
jumped out of the car, " What would my 
roommate be like?", " What would the room 
be like? " , " Where would I put everything? " 

The room was green and yellow and bare 
and there were three beds-and three beds? 
I had not expected two roommates . Where 
was I gaing ta put everything? 

There was plenty af time to ponde r those 
questions, while standing in the registration 
line. I spent three hours in that line, on~y to 
find all the classes I wanted were filled . I 
couldn ' t register for them without the 
professors' signatures. 

I 'd seen the professors at Opening 
Convocation . The ceremony and the 
dedication of the Rune Stones he'ld me 
spellbound. The professors awed me. And I 
had to speak to them? Cold sweat broke 
over my body. The profs were 
understanding . They let me into the classes . 
Relief! 

Now for the books. 
I felt like Atlas-carrying the weight of the 

world in my arms as I stood in the sprawling 
bookstore line. I'd know everything in 
these books in three months? What were 
the classes going to be like? 

The blue skies surrounding the all -campus 
picnic helped get my mind off preclass 
jitters. Music and laughter put me at ease. I 
saw new faces, heard new names and tried 
to put the names and faces together . .. an 
impossible task. Indeed, it was like trying to 
remember which candidate I wanted for 
frosh rep. 

I don ' t remember who I voted for . The UC 

was a hubbub of confusion. Table upon m 
table advertised club after club. People 
have time for activities? 

I guess they do . 

Students and parents cart luggage to unfamiliar 
roams, a new dorm, a different living 
experience. 
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· . . And three beds" continued 

20 



Jim Nieman, the foremost carrier, holds aloft one of 
the university banners. 

Enthusiasm is shown in the music of Spiritborne, a 
singing group devoted to spreading the gospel of 
Christ. The group gave their orientation week 
homecoming concert in Trinity Lutheran Church. 

Reminiscent of some medieval ceremony, the stately procession 
of opening convocation awe, mystify or merely bore students 
every fall. Grand Marshall Professor Theodore Karl leads the 
recessional. 
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Eager parents wait in line for one of the always 
famous food service meals at the Parents' 
Banquet. 

Mom and Dad 
come to check up 

Thrilled, I was not. However, I politely 
wrote a note to Mom and Dad saying I was 
looking forward to their visit during the 
upcoming Parents' Weekend. 

This was an opportunity for them to 
"check-up" on their 20-year-old "baby." (I 
wonder if they will ever get that out of their 
systems!) It also meant I'd have to clean my 
room. Fun! 

I was surprised when Mom and Dad 
arrived and chose to roam around campus on 
their own. (Guess they knew I needed to 
study.) 

The events I did join them for went well. 
We toured the Gonyea House, which they 
were impressed with, and indulged in a 
variety of delicious cookies at the reception . 

Since we all had attended the banquet 
with featured speaker William Rieke the 
previous year, we decided against it this 
time . Instead, we went to a showing of 
" Luther. " Mom and Dad thoroughly enjoyed 
the play and I, too found it to be worthwhile. 
It was a great refresher course on the story 
of Luther. 

The day went much better than I had 

anticipated, and it was really good to m 
see Mom and Dad again. Besides, I got 
a fresh box of homemade cookies, 
and a clean room. 

Chellis Swenson, special guest for the banquet, 
sings a variety of songs covering several 
decades. 
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Gil Eagles entertains 

My father was never one of your average 

pops who jumped into the current social 
event. Yet he had come for Dad's Day. 

Scheduled activities, unscheduled activities 
and meeting all my friends kept us busy 
running all over campus. We skipped the UC 
fare and I was treated to a delicious dinner 
at Clink's. 

Special entertainment was Gil Eagles. His 
show brought back memories of all the times 
we had watched Kreskin together at home 
on Saturday night. 

The first part of the show dealt with ESP. 
In person, a blindfolded man answered 
questions about people he did not know. It 
seemed much more amazing than it did on 
TV. 

I thought the second part of the show was 
funnier. From the moment Gil Eagles began 
to hypnotize ten volunteers from the 
audience until the end of his act when one of 
the ten "woke up" passionately kissing the 
girl next to him, the audience rolled in their 
chairs with laughter. 

In my opinion, the ten people up front got 
the raw end of the deal. They missed the 
best part of the show-them. 

Dad's Day did not change my father 
into a social creature. It did give him a m 
chance to see what I was doing and 
brought 0 bit of home to school. 

Sue Sondker entertains audience while under 
hypnosis. 

Marv Swenson cannot wait to bite into his donut 
at the Special Dad's Day breakfast. 

Special Dad's Day guest, hypnotist-magician Gil 
Eagles, lets a student assist him with a trick. 
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Coup d'etat 

Who me-change places with an 

administrator or faculty member? For a day? 
C'mon Ron. I just haven't got the time. 

Yes, I had thought about taking port in 
Coup d 'etat Day. But, I really don ' t have the 
time . 

Well, okay. But ore you sure this isn't just 
a gimmick to make me understand the 
" pressing demands" of the administration? 

Somehow on a sunny October day, I 
found myself sitting in the office of the 
Librarian of Mortvedt Library. I had chosen 
to switch places with Dr . Heussman . 

What a busy day! 
It all started with a tour of the different 

areas of the library. After two years at PLU, 
I finally conquered the use of the card 
catalogue . However, my most shocking 

Experiencing a day of classes as a student is a 
switch for Dr. Stivers of the Religion 
Department. 

Melissa Durfee tries to master a technique as 
shown to her by Food Service Director Bob 
Torrens during Coup d 'etat Day . 

-
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discovery was that one science publication 
the library subscribes to costs thousands. 
Next on the agenda were two firsts for Dr. 
Heussman . We dined in the commons and 
then sat in on my 12:30 religion lecture . 

Although I was offered the chance to take 
charge of the library staff meeting. I was 
glad I had declined. The discussion turned 
out to be on the budget and a new policy on 
gift donations-two subjects I knew nothing 
about . 

Was Coup d'etat Day worth it? 
All participants gathered in the Regency 

Room to share and evaluate our experiences. 
It was interesting to hear what had gone on 
with everyone else : 

-Ron Benton finally found out just what 
was behind President Rieke's door. 

-Dr. Rieke failed to show up for a vigorous 
7:00 a .m. racquetball match with Ron 
Benton . 

-Martha Miller ran a meeting and may 
have fooled at least one staff member in 
believing she was an administrator. 

-Melissa Durfee did not use up the 
entire food service budget to supply 
enough ice cream for a year. 

-With some foresight by students, a few 
faculty members and administrators had 
been busy taking notes and maybe even 
tests . 

As for me, I remember Coup d'etat Day 
as a fun swap. It was a time of 
understanding, confusion and a chance to 
see the" other side of the fence." 

And, yes Ron, It was worth the extra time. 

Tri,via' minds 
let loose 

Question: What's serious and zany and 
spiced with a cheering and laughing 
audience? 

Answer: It's PLU's version of College 
Bowl-Trivia Bowl! 

I was not sure what to expect as I walked 
into Xavier. What I found were six 
contestants straining to hear the trivia 
questions and scramble to push the buzzer . 

Some contestants came "dressed up", 
and some were prepared with the 

"catch-all" answer to questions they didn't 
know. The baffeled player would quip "Peter 
Frampton!" For me though, Trivia Bowl 
would just not have been the same without 
the antics of Karl Fritschel. As emcee he 
reeled off bizarre questions . 

Triv ia lovers got two chances to show off. 
In the fall game ASPLU won against 
Jello-on-a-Ieash, (Independent Knights), and 
in the spring the IK's won against ASPLU . 

Now for one final bit of trivia: m 
Question: "What was the name of the 

one armed outfielder in baseball? " 
Answer : "Huh?" 

"What were the names of the four Banana 

Splits?" Dave Keller, Doug Anderson and Bob 

Kratzke, members of the IK team, confer on a 

bonus question. In the fall game the team lost to 

ASPLU, but made a comeback and beat them as 

defending champs for the yearly title . 
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Mister Peanut 

surprises nation 


Ford or Carter? 

That was the question for 1976. 

Everyone was caught up in the decision. 


Campaign signs, Young Democrats, Young 
Republicans, Lindy Boggs and packed TV 
lounges were PLU's response. 

The election was special since it was the 
first presidential election I could vote in. I 
think it was for most students. 

Campus-wide, besides the usual, "How 
are you?", "How ore your classes going?", 
people began asking, "Who are you going 
to vote for?" This usually led to a sh ort 
examination of recent campaign 
developments and candidate evaluations. 

I, like most PLU students, supported 
Ford-believing his campaign performance to 
be better than Carter's. Not surprisingly, PLU 
also wos in favor of John Spellman over 

Dixie Lee Ray. 
When the results had been tablulated, it 

became evident that PLU was not 
representative of the majority public opinion. 
Corter had won and so hod Dixie Lee Ray . 

In one TV lounge as the television 
broadcaster announced: "All three stations 

are predicting Dixie Lee Ray as the next m 
governor of Washington State ... " 

One student uttered, "Yer kidding'" 

And as for me: "Ditto'" 

November 2 marks a day to remember for PLU. 

Altered campaign signs appear in dorm win­
dows adding a little creativity to the campaign 
enthusiasm. 
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Polls token at PLU show that Ford is favored 
over Carter, and Spellman over Ray. Obviously, 
PLU is not representative of public opinion. 

Books in hand, students sit down for a long night 
of study in front of the television and the final 
election returns. 
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I felt almost as if I were in Reno, but I 
guess that was the ideo behind Reno Night. 

After entering and receiving $10,000 
(counterfeit, of course) in return for one 
dollar , my only thought was, " Wow! 
Wouldn't it be nice if Reno was actually like 
this?" 

Once inside, I was faced with the problem 
of how to spend my wad of money: at the 
roulette whee'l, block jock table, 21 cord 
draw, horse races, or even on Shirley 
Temple-style drinks (served by waitresses in 
forma~ attire) . The decision wasn ' t too 
difficult when I realized that the only thing I 
could do that did not take "know-how" was 
to put my money on a number, which 
represented a horse. So, my money went 
.. . fast! The some must have been true for 
everyone else, since the races appeared to 
be the favorite event . 

For the few people who knew how to bet 
their money and win, there was a high 

stokes room, where the money seemed to 
go, or come, even faster. 

For the lucky ones who still hod money 
left at the end of the evening, an auction 
was held. Prizes ranged from a steak dinner 
for two, to various gift certificates. As for 
me I went home with a new PE suit. 

Not bod for a buck and an evening in 
Reno-PLU style . 

Are the spooks out ton'ight7 

What can you do for Halloween when it is 

on a Sunday night? 
Why not go to the Halloween 

Spooktacular? 
Sounds like an alright idea: so after 

recovering from the shock of finding out I 
hod to pay 10 walk through the UC, which is 
my normal route to lower campus, I decided 
to see what was going on . 

Frankly , I wasn't in the mood for a "guess 
how many jelly beans" contest or horror 
movies . I mqde my way to the Masquerade 
Ball where a real live bond was playing in 
the CK. 

People were even dressed up while trying 

to dance rock and roll. But how can you rock 
or roll to Western music? This is Halloween? 

Raggedy Ann and Andy were there. Since 
they looked so cute, they won the costume 
contest-a free trip to the Homecoming 
Dance, dinner and everything! 

I decided I was hungry, so I went to the 
Cave to indulge in some free apple cider 
and donuts . Actually, they weren't free, I 
paid for them when I "decided to see what 
was going on. 

However, the interpretive readings took 
my appetite away and I finally found . 
something I could relate to on this 
Halloween night-Edgar Allen Poe . 

Lost in a masquerade are the z:any students who 
dressed up for the Halloween Spooktacular. 
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The first time I heard senior music students 
had ta give recitals I couldn't believe it. The 
idea of giving an hour-long performance was 
unthinkable. 

While sitting and listening to one of them 
recitals I was reminded of my piano­
practicing days- la, la, la, la,-plink! 

I often wonder if I could have attained the 
level of excellence reached by these 
musicians. 

That recital was an experience for me. I 
was awed at how the performers could 
make music so beautifully and so 
effortlessly. At the same time I wondered 
about what could have been- la, la, la,­
PLINK! 

"Ah-for the merry olde days of 
England", quoteth a maneth whose nameth I 
have forgotteth ... England with its 
mead-drinking, bear-baiting and Globe 
Theatre. 

These were some of my thoughts as I 
watched the praduction of King Lear 
performed by the Ashland Players. 

The authentic Shakespearean costumes 
and old English speech gave me such a sense 
of realism . Sitting in my seat I could almost 
smell the peasants as they stood 
watching the play on the ground below m 
and hear the rustle of petticoats against 
the silk gowns on the ladies above. 

Andrea lronset is featured on the violin during 
her student recital in Chris Knutzen Hall. 



Gianni Schicchi written by Giacomo 
Puccini was Opera Workshop's first 
performance of an entire opera . 

Done in the small, intimate setting of the 
Cave, the production employed a 
20-member cast which, to me, represented 
what opera was intended to be. 

According to one of the actors I talked to, 
opera was originally staged in a very small 
setting with performers and audience L k h 
simultaneously experiencing the emotion and 00 W at 
drama expressed through music. 

sm:lu:~:::;~;~;r~~:~t~~:ee~:I~;on IW they've done to my song
Bravo! Opera Workshop, Bravo! ItI 

Paul Beck performs with a guest artist during 
Opera Wori<shop's production of Gianni Schicci 
by Giacomo Puccini. 

Students enjoy a skit done by the Ashland 
Players before their production of King Lear. 
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On trial: Bertram Cates- for teaching 
evolution, 24 actors-competitors in the T'rials l

•
in Oregon American College Theatre Festival, and me. 

After being "preached" both Genesis and 
Inherit The Wind 

Directed by Bill Parker 
Howard " ', "",... .. Dove B. Sharkey 
Melinda .. , ... . . , .. . ... Marie Rietmann 
Rachel Brown . .' . ...... , .. Lisa A. Dudley 
Meeker ' .... . , . . , .... . ...... Phil Holte 
Bertram Cotes ... . .... . T. Shayne White 
Goodfellow ...... , .... ,. J,im Fredricksen 
Mrs. Krebs . .. .... , Janet Ann Hildebrand 
Rev . Jeramiah Brown ... ... Mark Headlee 
George Sillers ...... ,.,. Eric Paul Wilson 
Mrs. Bollinger, Dr. Aaronson .. .. Pam Wise 
Bannister . . ........ .. ,. John Schroeder 
Dunlop, 
Hot Dog Man, Dr. Keller .... Ken L. Orton 

Larry Rhoe argues to have 
Matthew Harrison Brady take 
the stand. 

A national interest in the Mon­
kev Trials appears when Laura 
Blobaum moves in to cover the 
story "live." 

Mrs . Mclain ... ' ......... Cindy Brennan 

Mrs. Blair ................ Marnee Hollis 

Elija .... , ....... . . ,. Mark C. Pederson 

E. K. Hornbeck ,... . .. . . 'David O. Harum 
Mayor .. . . .. , ... , .... .. . Peter Bennett 
Matthew Harrison Brady .,. Kevin McKeon 
Mrs. Brody ... , ..... ...... Mary Seward 
Mrs. ILoomis, 
Harriet Y. Esterbrook ., .... Lauro Blobaum 
Tom Davenpart ... . .. , .. , ... Don Nokes 
Henry Drummond .. .. .. . .. . ,. Lorry Rhoe 
Judge ...... .......... ,.,. Von Prather 
Reuter's Reporter, 
Townsperson ...... , .... Julie Pahl Polich 

Darwin's theories, where did I stand? 
'I was not just watching Inherit the 

Wind. 
Henry Drummond mode such vigorous 

arguments for the defense I wonted to cheer 
him. Yet at the collapse of Matthew Harrison 
Brady, I wondered why anyone would wont 
to strike down the gospel. 

Couldn't this end? It was over! 
Cotes was found guilty but handed a 

light sentence. The actors advanced to 
regional competition. I concluded 
Darwin was as much fable as fact . The 
rock of Neanderthal did not compare 
with the" Rock of Ages ." 
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Hey, I'm not 
fifth grade 

Cinderella 
Directed by Eric Nordholm 

Cinderella . . . . . . Patr icia Ben Peterson 
Mother ........... Carol M. Nordby 
First Sister ...... Patra Rae Jacobsen 
Second Sister .......... Cheri l. lust 
Godmother .. . ....... Ruth E. Jordan 
Roland . . ... . .... Tim R. Franulovich 
Prince . ... . .... . Charles M . Hatcher 
Fel icia ......... . Amber M . Pett igrew 
Galafron .. . .. James A. Weyermann 
Curdkin .... . .. . ..... . Monte Botts 
Queen ...... . .. . ... Ji ll N. Peterson 

Carol Nordby, the evil stepmother, exalts in 
tormenting Cinderella. 

In sear<h for the mysterious girl that ran from 
the ball at midnight, Charles Hat<her eases Patty 
Peterson's foot into the glass slipper. The slipper 
fits and Cinderella is revealed. The prin<e's 

" Single file, stay in line? " Hey, wait, I'm 
not in fifth grade. 

While a sturdy elementary teacher drilled 
her pupils to Eastvold, I cringed. My Friday 
study break looked like it might become a 
giant baby sitting hour . I mean, gee I only 
wanted a bit of fantasy and time to 
remember when I was little ... 

Squirming imps flooded the isles, seats, 
lobby and bathrooms. The curtains rose in the 
nick of time, and Cinderella appeared. 

It was as if she had emerged from the 
cover of a fairy tale book . The children 
somehow transformed from little beasts to 
little dears. I finally realized just why they 
had been excited. 

The wicked mother and sisters were cruel 
leaving poor Cinderella to pick the pumpkins 
while they were away dancing. 

I had to laugh. For as the fairy godmother 
cast her spells, mischievous Galafron and 
Curdk in tread mercilessly upon the ugly 

sister's toes. 
Soon the clock struck 12 and Pr ince 

Charming began his search for the lovely 
maiden. At last he placed the slipper on 
Cinderella's foot, ending the play. 

I sank back in my choir, gave in and 
thought of a time and place where life 

oooid be " happy e • ., a"e,." m 
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A golden celebration 

.. 50 years of football": What better 

theme could be found for a Homecoming 
tribute? 

It all began 'With Songfest. Friday night, 
Queen Lori Nicol and court received their 
crowns, and the dorms presented a variety 
of skits covering eras from the roaring 
twenties to the sophisticated seventies . 
Ordal / Pflueger took first place with a 
Lute version of " West-Side Story". (I heard 
sniffles in the audience when " Frosty" sang 
to "Zelda".) The " Unlettermen" crooned in 

between skits. They beat the real McCoy-at 
least in the matter of appearance. Swoon! 

Saturday afternoon brought the weekend 
to a climax. lute fans poured into the 
football stadium. The crowd fidgeted, 
waiting for the lute's 50th homecoming 
game to start. I felt like a sardine. But, the 
half time bed races helped to take my mind 
off my uncomfortable position, and all 
discomfort was forgotten by the end of the 
game. I was only aware of jumping up and 
down and screaming at the top of my lungs, 

" We won!" Not only was I caught up in the 
excitement, but there was a frenzy all around 
me as we cleared the stadium. 

Saturday night ushered in the semi-formal 
ball. Held at the Temple Theatre, it softened 
the festive mood that had been building 
throughout the weekend . 

A concert given Sunday night by Hawaii's 
Kalapana brought the weekend's activities to 
an end. Their gentle strains of music quieted 
my spirit and gave the weekend a final 
mellow touch. 

Queen Lori Nicol greets the 
crowd with happy smiles at 
the Homecoming game half­
time activities. 

Some of the Emal Brothers, 
Ken Flajole, Mark Brandt and 
Ma« Klein reunite to sing a 
few tunes for the spirited 
Songfest crowd. 
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The Pfluegar / Ordal gang shaws their 
enthusiasm after their win in the bed race 
during Homecoming halftime. 

The sounds of Kalapana filled Olson 
Auditorium as the Hawaiian rock group 
sang away Homecoming for another 
year. 
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After the jitters, Kathy Anderson , Queen Lori Nicol, and Lisa 
Liimitta relax and enjoy Songfest. 

Emcees Dave Olson and Matt Klein keep the crowd laughing 
between skits at Songfest. 

A golden celebration 

continued 
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80b Drake and Gail Stone get 
into the spirit as the main at­
traction for the Foss / Stuen 
Songfest skit. 

During the Homecoming gome 
Queen candidate Linda Faaren 
rides in a SO year old car to 
keep with the Homecoming 
theme-50 years of football. 
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Music 
for listening • • • 

Doo-waa, doo-wao, 
scubbee-doo-bee-doo-bop-bop-bop echoed from 
the jazz concert. 

The combination of instruments and jazz 
vocalists mode me wont to stand up and 
jitterbug-which would have been quite a funny 
sight! 

Later, with the excitement and rhythm still 
pulsating in my ears, I wondered-what was the 
definition of jazz? 

In the dictionary I found : 
" jazz (jaz) n. 1. A kind of native American 

music first played extemporaneously by Negro 
bonds in the South at the turn of the century .. 
having a strong, flexible rhythmic understructure 
with solo and ensemble improvisions on basic tunes 
and chord patterns ." 

But, then what do dictionaries know? 

Scubbee-dee-doo-bop-bop-da-da-da! 


Thanks for dragging me to the bond 

concert roomie!! expected some dull, dry 

sounds, but the music was exciting! 


Though I never could get post chopsticks or 
middle C on the piano, I can relate! That 
piece by Chamindae was terrific-or was 

it Copeland? 
When is the next concert? 
Two months, wish it was sooner . 

"The long and short of it all" ... The brass section 
displays a lot of shiny metal and if all goes well, some 
super sounds. 

One of Roger Gard's many expressions is captured 
during a number by Sousa. 
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brought to you by PLU bands 


Tim Brye takes the spotlight in the 
cave for one of many improvised solos 
in the jazz concert. 

The Vocal Jazz Choir , a first on the jazz 
program this year , debuted at the fall 
concert before a standing room only 
crowd. 
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Christmas 
festivals - of 
song, dance 

It was a casual evening . 
Everyone just out for a good time-no 

hassles, no cares! It was the night of the 
Christmas T 010. 

Setting the mood were green and red 
streamers (you know, the kind that come 
down half-way during the dance and 
everyone grabs to dance with) . The dancing 
was medium slow with the sounds of Merilee 
Rush . 

Everyone dressed the way they were most 
comfortable . Some wore pants, some 
dresses, some leisure suits and there was 
even a guy with a halter dress and a girl 
with a Charlie Chaplin-style suit, complete 
with brush moustache. 

"Half time break! Ah, at last a breath of 
fresh air. " 

" Here comes Santa Claus. What a kick! 
We even get candy canes!" 

"Hey, who is this funny looking guy with 
the pot belly? Who? Frosty Westering? Oh 
no! That's too much'" 

" ... Humm ... since this is the tolo, m 
am I suppose to make the moves 
tonight?" 

Yeh ... it was a casual evening. 

Taking time out from prefinal pressures, Paul 

Gauche and Jon Tydings relax while bumping to 

Merilee Rush and her bond. 


Merrilee Rush sings her big hit "Angel of the 
Morning" not once, but twice, at the Christmas 
Tolo. 
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The Chrismas Concerts mark the beginning of the 
yule season as the choirs captivate the audience 
with their beautiful sounds. 

Over 250 voices rose in unison as 
different pitches combined to form a melodic 
patchwork . The theme: the proclamation of 
Chrisfs birth . 

To me the backdrop of glittering stars 
created an atmosphere just as it must have 
appeared 2000 years ago ... on that 
historic day in Bethlehem. 

The Choir of the West, University Chorale, 
Concert Choir and University Singers told the 
story with harmonic beauty. Adding an 
element of drama, the Liturgical Dance 
Ensemble twirled in front of a Gothic window 
setting . Mary McKeon spun even further the 

poetic story. m 
Hundreds of voices from the choirs 

joined in the final selection . I felt this was 
truly the joy of Christmas. 

45 







A m'usica,1 testimony 


Roads 
to Moscovv 

almost visible 

Excellent! ... Beautiful! ... I'm in love 
with him! I never dreamed we'd get someone 

like AI Stewart at PLU. 
The gymnasium was packed with excited 

fans. Everyone waited for that special 
moment. Then cheers broke loose; AI 
Stewart came on stage. 

He wasn't like any performer I've ever 
seen-no pretense, no illusions, no glitter, just 
jeans and a t-shirt. He even looked like he 
could have been anybody's little brother. 
That image dissolved suddenly as he spoke. 
His words tumbled out in a rich English 
accent. 

But it was the "Year of the Cat" that led 
the crowd into wild cheering. Stewart's 
back-up people supported his singing with 
instrumental work. One guy played 
keyboard, violin and piano. 

Actually he was not totally what I had 
expected. AI Stewart was really a deep guy. 
He was heavy on history and emotional 
ballad songs. When he played "Roads to 
Moscow", a giant screen behind him 
depicted scenes from World War II. 

But then it was over. The applause 
seemed endless. Like some great 
emotion sweeping the crowd, all of 
Olson was consumed with a standing 
ovation. 

Outstanding. 

A real experience. 
That's how I felt about the Andrae Crouch 

concert. It was like you had walked into a 
revival meeting or maybe even a Billy Graham 
Crusade. 

Crouch's soul-moving music seemed to stir 
the crowd into an empathic reaching out for the 
"spiritual". He made the grand piano come 
alive-stroking the keys in time to the strains of 
his rock gospel, jazz and soul music. Showing 
versatility, Crouch sang solos which he not only 
composed, but also arranged and produced. 

The emotions of the crowd rose and fell in 
response to the well-dressed Crouch. Voices 
joined his in a common response of, "Praise the 
Lord!", and "Hallelujah!" One woman 
entranced in his spell, stood and danced to the 
rhythm of his music. 

I had never encountered this type of worship 
fa::e to face in the weekly liturgy of my 
hometown church. But even though I 
seemed a little out of place, it was truly 
an experience that I am glad I did not 
miSS. 

"Hallelujah!" Andrea Crouch and the rock, gospel 
group, the Disciples, led the crowd in worshipping 
and praising the Lord_ 

AI Stewar"t proves to be popular in more ways than 
one. His interim concert backed by the John Bower 
Company and ASPLU Entertainment Committee not 
only drew a large crowd but also came off in the 
black. 
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Concert candids 

Catch·22 : to be in a choir you 've got to 

audition and to audition you 've got to have 
nerves. Auditions frighten me, but I still 
wonted to be in a choir. 

When I discovered that there was a choir 
that didn't require on audition, I joined . 
Surprisingly, I found that the Monday night 
choir encouraged not only people like me, 
but even Choir of the West members . 

Being in a choir was great . We even hod 
a concert scheduled. Things didn ' t seem to 
work out though; the concert was cancelled 

and we never really hod a chance to M 
perform for an audience. 

Maybe next year I'll have enough 
courage to aud iton for a choir. 

TOP: Concluding a concert tour of Oregon, 
California, and Washington, University Chorale 
gives their Homecoming concert . 

Symphony Orchestra premiere's a composition 
work by 1976 graduate Cindy McTee. 

Ideal. Yes, singing while on tour in 
Europe would be an ideal summer. 

Earning $1,000 would not be an ideal 
way to spend spring semester though. And 
apparently, to go to Europe, Choir of the 
West members need to find $1,000 each. 
How unfortunate. I hope they can financially 
pull it off. Wait; I know how I can help. Isn't 
the choir having a benefit concert in May? 
Right. Mark that on the calendar. If they get 
there, Europe will love them. 

With Dr. Skanes conducting the 65 voices 
and 25 instruments accompanying them, 

they can ' t miss. Imagine touring six countries 

in only four weeks . Germany, Austria, 

Sweden, Norway, Switzerland, and 

Denmark...sigh. 


After hearing that concert, I'll be anxious 
to know how the little choir from Tacoma is 
received in Europe. Haydn's "Mass in 0 
Minor 'The Nelson' " was an outstanding 
selection. 

July· "Tour Exceeds Expectations" . now 

that's a headline. What's this? One of m 
Europe's finest composers 
congratulates the Choir of the West? 
Ideal indeed. 
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You can do it in the library, in the coffee 
shop, in the UC, at the bus stop ...but one 
of the neatest places to "people watch" is 
at a symphony orchestra concert in Eastvold. 

Premiere performances are rare, and the 
people such concerts attract are even more 
interesting. With that in mind, I chose the 
season opening concert which included the 
premiere work of PlU graduate, from 1976, 
Cindy McTee. 

True enough, the audience line-up was a 
collection of faces and types . There were 
distinguished gentlemen escorting ladies in 
high heels and hairdos . There were flustered 
youngsters who, as I think back, must have 

been either dragged or coaxed into a night 
of classical brainwashing . . . oops, I mean 
enlightenment, of course. There were friends 
of the composer whose discussions gave 
them away. And most obviously there were 
students in faded denims looking for '0 cheap 
evening out. 

Cheap only in that the concerts are free. 
The music is rich with Jerry Kracht 
conducting' scores by Bethoven, Brahms, 
Handel, Schumann, and Ravel. 

In other concerts, soloists Ann Tremaine, a 
violinist, and David Hoffman, a cellist, were 
spotlighted. And in March another premiere 
by composition professor David Robbins was 

FAR LEFT: String players try something 
not-sa-new for a contemporary piece 
_ bottle blowing. 

Coinciding with the choir's 50th anniver­
sary, the Choir of the West tours Ger­
many, Austria, Switzerland, Denmark, 
Sweden and Norway. 

Choir of the West sings Haydn's "Nelson" Mass 
during a benefit concert at the Bicentennial 
Pavilion. 

the program attraction. Soprano Barbara 
Poulshock, also a music professor, sang 
excerpts from Mozarts' "Marriage of 
Figaro." The final concert included Strauss 

"Der Rosenkavalier" suite. m 
A toast.. .to symphony orchestra 

concerts, premieres, and all the 
beautiful people. 
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What a freaky evening. The signs around 
campus worned of a "kinky" play in the 
Cove. Well, with a name like "Little 
Murders". naturally I wanted to go. 

I arrived early and sot in the second row, 
a big mistake! The Cave slowly filled; 8 : 15 
rolled around ... 

" Wonder who the guy in the trench coat 
is? Hey, that girl just sat on the stage . Talk 
about spaced out! Wait, is this the play? 
This couldn't be it , could it? Wish that guy 
in the trench coot would stare at someone 
else! I can only study this program so long." 

That ' s the way it was for the whole show . 

In the hyper-sensitive role of Marjorie New­
quist. Karen Chamberlin frantically searches for 
approval. 

The elderly couple in front of me didn ' t 
return after intermission. Even my nerves 
were on edge! And that ending nearly 
finished me off ... 

" Oh no ... they're shooting people out 
the window! Not over here, please! leave 
the gun on the table ... They wouldn't 
shoot into the audience ... would they? " 

I escaped from the Cave with one hearty 
sigh of relief! 

" Awfully dark out here ... What's that 

noise? Just the wind I guess. No, a m 
window creaking! Not me! 

I just could not get it off my mind. 

Mark Schumacher escapes from bitter reality by 

shutting all feeling from his mind. and nearly 

sacrifices his own spirit. 


Little Murders 
Directed by Kevin McKeon 

Kenny Newquist .. . ....... ... Ken Orton 
Marjorie Newquist ..... Karen Chamberlin 
Carol Newquist ............ . larry Rhoe 
Patsy Newquist ........... Judy Carlson 
Alfred Chamberlain .... Mark Schumacher 
The Judge ......... . . ... Mark Pederson 
Henry Dupas .... .. .... ...... Phil Holte 
Miles Practice ....... . . ...... Don Nokes 
People of the City ... . Rustin Aston, Glenn 

Budlow, Charmee Cowan, Pally Peterson 

BOTTOM: Ken Orton. Larry Rhoe and Judy Carl­
son exhibit bizarre mannerS during a high 
charged dinner scene in the Newquist hou­
sehold. Mark Schumacher is failed to be aroused 
from his stupor. 

An unsatisfied father . Larry Rhoe . makes 
demands and objects to everything from his 
name to society. 



'Midst safety pins and flying needles I the kingdom away from sweet Jade Pure and 
found my black and white kimono. What a so are her three scheming cousins. Then, Make believe? 

Land of the Dragon Twenty-Fourth Cousin .. Peter Bennett 

Directed by Mary Seward Small One, A Dragon Kevin McKeon 

Jade Pure ..... ... ..... Leslie Lowe The Stage Manager ..... Ken Orton 

Precious Harp ...... . .. Judy Carlson Head Property Man .... Becky Hoen 

Twenty-First Cousin ..... Julie Polich Property Assistant # 1 Greg Vie 

Twenty-Second Cousin Patra Jacobsen # 2 Karen Chamberlain 
Twenty-Third Cousin .. Laurie Blobaum 

Laurie Blobaum, Patra Jacobsen and Julie Polich 
Road Wanderer ........ Don Nokes 
 bungle In ft.eir aHempt to impress Precious 
Covet Spring ......... Van Prather Harp. 

bumbling Twenty-Fourth Cousin, handsome 
Road Wanderer and the mischievous dragon 
Small One arrive to save the day. 

Years ago I would have melted over the 
prince, but I am older and wiser and know 
prince charmings do not exist. Instead, Small 
One stole my heart with his delightful antics 
as Road Wanderer strummed "Puff the 
Magic Dragon." I knew I had heard that 
tune! The show ended. I commenced my 
duties as paper airplane picker-upper. A little 

girl took one last look at my costume. m 
Yes it was hard to leave the 

enchanted land of make believe. 

Judy Carlson and Van Prather plot to steal the 
throne. 

"Little Murders" 
and "Land of the 
Dragon" were ft.e 
two shows 
produced by Alpha 
Psi Omega. 

Well, I had done it again - volunteered to 
usher when I had no time. 

I walked into the foyer five minutes late 
and was greeted with "Hi! Ushering today? 
Better get downstairs and tryon a costume." 

Costume? Me? I had never been 
downstairs. 

Under those steps thrived a world of 
pancake make-up, carpenters driving nails in 
damaged sets and the smell of lacquer as 
the contents of an aerosol can transformed 
sunbleached hair into China doll wigs. 
Someone strummed a melody I had heard 
. .. years ago. What was that tune? 

Leslie Lowe poses as a very sweet Jade Pure. 

kick! After a five minute battle the "bustle" 
was fitted into place. And I was ready? 

Now the question was how to get up the 
stairs. I glided to the lobby just in time to 
come "face to face" with my first class. 

Little boys tried to stay in their seats but 
reserves of energy were endless. The ugly 
dragon on the program captured the 
interests of many while tiny girls with 
saucerlike eyes gazed at the kimonos and 
chattered about the"Japanese ladies." 

The gong sounded and the story began. 
Enter Aunt Precious Harp (who is anything 
but precious) and wicked Covet Spring (who 
is all of wicked). They are plotting to take 

With Small One, Don Nokes saves Jade Pure. 
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Gong • • • 

Taking off from the ta'ient comedy T.V. 

series, Special Events presented the ir version 
of " The Gong Show." 

To genuinely appreciate this bizarre 
entertainment, I was persuaded into a 
comedy song and dance routine that my 
cohorts and I couldn't possibly pull off. We'd 
get the gong for sure. 

Now, not only did we worry about having 
an act, but also whether we would actually 
be allowed to do the whole performance. 
Our group spent many nights not putting 
together but laughing together a "top rate " 
act: settling on Goodwill costumes and 
amateur choreography. 

Our concerns were justified . The Cave 
was packed with bloodthirsty fans-anxious 
for a good gonging as well as talented 
entertainers. 

We drew gasps, groans, but true 
laughter, and a gong . . . of course. 
Dave Trombley showed everyone up as m 
he took first place with his guitar and a 
song. I think we had more fun though. 

John Arrigoni tries giving lessons in baking and 
general homemaking. 

Amateurs 
emerge 

Thursday's bulletin still solicited acts for 
Friday's talent show, Evidently the 50 dollars 
first prize had not tempted anyone . 

The Unlettermen were singing, but I had 
not heard of any other "big" acts. For lack 
of anything better to do, I decided to go and 
waste a few minutes ... at least until the 
main attraction was over . 

What a surprise! Almost every seat was 
taken . And the talent? After sitting through a 
Boogie Woogie Bugle Boy trio, a magician, 
the doo wahs of the Unlettermen and 
numerous guitar players and singers, I 
realized that I was actually enjoying the 
show. Some people on this campus did have 
talent . 

Two hours and ten acts later than 
when I had walked in, Marnee Hollis 
walked out with 50 dollars and first 
place for her vocal selections from A 
Star is Born. 

Gong Show entrants give their competitors 
applause on the sideline. 
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