
As I  would walk to the quad for my classes I  always 
passed this particular dormitory where somebody had hung a big picture 
of Lou Brock and taped a running number of his stolen bases for the 
season. Brock set the record for stolen bases in 1974 at 118, which has 
since been eclipsed by Rickey Henderson. The more interesting aspect of 
this second-story dorm room was that, quite often, the window would be 
open  and  one  could  hear  rock  music  played  inside  the  room  at  a 
considerably LOUD volume.  Often  it  would  be  a  tune  with  which  I 
wasn’t familiar, the same tune over and over as I would walk by. It was a 
cranking tune, recorded live, but I didn’t find out until later that it was 
Do You Feel  Like We Do  by Peter  Frampton.  When I  did find out,  I 
bought  the  album at  my  first  opportunity.  As  a  further  irony,  I  also 
discovered that I had the studio version on an album that I had purchased 
more than a year before and had filed away as a so-so musical endeavor 
and hadn’t listened to it for quite a while. That was one of those moments 
when one realizes that quality is a highly subjective matter, subject to the 
merest of whims, moods, attitudes and, perhaps, even egos. If you hear 
anyone say, ‘I know quality when I see, hear, taste, smell or touch it,’ just  
call them a liar. You’ll be right and they’ll  be wrong, because they’re 
saying they’re never wrong, that they’re perfect. There is no such thing 
as perfection in this world but there  is such a thing as suffering from 
delusions of perfection... - pages 173-174

I was getting a little too cocky about class, or more accurately, 
skipping class. If memory serves, it would be fair to say that I attended 
on average two out of three classes or maybe three out of four...You may 
disagree – rightly so if you think about it – but two-thirds effort from me 
is more than adequate in most jobs I’ve had and usually produces better 
results than most can muster with one hundred percent effort; it won’t 
advance a career but I’ve never had one. What’s it like? - pages 175-176

“Remember what?” I asked back just as incredulously.
“The Brunette?” Pete asked even more incredulously.
“She was at the party?” I asked as the incredulity rose to an all-

time high.
Immediate,  deafening  laughter  erupted  from  the  entire 

contingent.  I  could hear  comments  like,  ‘He doesn’t  remember!’,  and 
‘Where was he last night?’, and ‘He’s so smooth, his memory doesn’t 
stick!’. Finally, with great chagrin, I confessed. “I was so f***ed up last  
night from that Everclear punch, I can’t remember anything after about 
midnight.”

“Okay,  here’s  the  scoop,  Wad,”  Barry  said,  squirming  to  a 
position of readiness. “The Brunette showed up after midnight with a 
couple of her friends and made it into the lounge. You were somewhere 
else. Anyway, she wouldn’t talk to anybody and she refused any drinks 
and she looked out of place and fairly uncomfortable; we were trying to 
work  with  her  friends  to  get  her  to  loosen  up.  All  of  a  sudden,  you 
walked in, smiled at  her,  and the two of you started talking.  You got  
another drink from the punch bowl, and the two of you stepped out of the 
lounge, went down near your room, sat down on the floor in the hall and 
talked and laughed and, apparently, had a good time with each other for  
about an hour. We would look out the hall from the lounge and there the 
two of you were, just going at it.”

I would like to write that everything turned out fan-fucking-tastic 
with The Brunette, but that’s not what happened...I did nothing, except to 
make feeble attempts to avoid looking at her. I got my shot with her and 
turned  the  gun  on  myself  and  blew  a  black  hole  in  my  own  over-
imaginative brain...When the school year completed in May, I never saw 
her again. I hope she’s had a nice life, though...I always think of her as 
one woman whose comportment was so special she deserved a nice life. 
If so, it’s quite probable that I sealed it, since I was pretty f***ed up back 
then; hanging with me could have been an excursion into hell. I’m just 
being honest. - pages 180-182


