
The scene at the park had changed somewhat...The two Ricks, both at-
tending ISU, were out there frequently and we would drink and smoke 
and throw the frisbee; Steve, who still worked at the grocery store, would 
show up and drink but not smoke and throw the frisbee or play softball;  
Kent and Jeff would be there frequently and Kerry occasionally. Kerry 
was seriously in the midst of wedding plans and preparations. That wed-
ding was going to happen pretty darn quickly in the early fall; can you 
guess what might precipitate such a hasty nuptial?

Still, it was virtually impossible to bring the various camps to-
gether  for  sustained periods.  The only thing that  could actually bring 
them  all  together  was  inviting  the  lieutenant  for  a  sit-down.  For 
marijuana,  everyone  would  put  aside  their  considerable  psychological 
and lifestyle differences, smoke a little and talk with each other civilly.  
Maybe that’s what we need for every meeting between two or more hos-
tile camps at all levels; imagine what might happen if the Palestinians,  
Jews and the other regional Arabs and interested parties all sat down to-
gether and passed around huge spliffs provided by the meeting’s hosts,  
the Jamaican intermediary team. The Arabs might demand hashish but 
the  Jamaican  team would  simply produce  spliff  after  spliff  in  a  nev-
er-ending spirit of ganja consumption. So many of these ‘meetings’ over 
the years have been called ‘historical’, yet have so little to show for it;  
you know a meeting hosted by spliff spinning Jamaicans will have no 
equal... - pages 223-224

One of my first acts after I had registered for classes was to make 
my one and only visit to my college counselor. Maybe I should have re-
cognized the probable outcome of my visit just by the strong resemb-
lance of the counselor to my sociology professor, the aged sage who ad-
vised that her college degree would always be worth three times more 
than ours. Frankly, what did that have to do with sociology?

The outcome with the counselor was short and succinct. I wanted 
to  transfer  from the college of  liberal  arts  to the  college of  business.  
What did I need to do? She pulled out her chart of minimum grade point 
averages needed to transfer from one college to another.

“Let’s see,” she began, scouring the chart. “To transfer from lib-
eral arts to business you’ll need a GPA of 4.4.”

I felt my jaw drop but caught it before it hit the floor. “Four point 
four?” I asked in disbelief. I added, “If I had a four point four GPA in lib-
eral arts I wouldn’t want to transfer, since that’s a solid A, not even an A 
minus!”

She pursed her lips as she said, “Sorry.” Of course, she wasn’t...
– page 225
Steve was a friend of Mark’s brother, originally... Steve was what 

I call  an ‘exclusive’ person; if he didn’t like you, you were excluded.  
There was nothing you could do about it; he was never going to like you 
because you were going to constantly be excluded from any activities  
where your ‘inclusion’ would lead him to like you. This is why I claim 
that ‘exclusive’ people live lives of self-reinforcement; if they are con-
stantly  challenged,  their  self-important  tiny  world  crumbles  around 
them...He was the embodiment  of contradiction,  too.  Here was a guy 
who was a reasonably successful ladies’ man, because he was quite at-
tractive with his medium length blond hair, rugged good looks and stout, 
muscular frame combined with above average height. The girls were at-
tracted to him, though he treated most like crap. Yet, he rarely engaged in 
any sports activities for a very good reason. You would go out to an open 
field and watch this hunk of a man throw the football like a girl and catch 
it like a klutz. I shit you not. -  pages 226-227


