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ith presidential elections
Wcoming closer, people

must start deciding for
whom they want to vote. But before
they decide, raaybe they should stop
to think about why they make their
choice.

The Lincoln Star did an unoffi-
cial survey last week asking people
who they would vote for and why, if
the clections were tomorrow,

Instead of voting for the candi-
date with the most expenience or the
one who would make the best deci-
sions, those surveyed in downtown
| Lincoln based their choices for the

next U.S. president on appearance

and name.
|  Answers included voting for
| Paul Simon because he wears a bow
tie, voting for Massachuseits Gov.
Michael is because he “looks
reliable” and voting for Jesse
Jackson becausc “he’s handsome
and he has a lot of charisma.”

It’s nice to know that le are
concerned with the important

things.
Candidates campaign so that
people will know how they stand on

like his tie’

Voters pick candidates without thinking

the issues.

Then people have the duty to
choose the candidate who they think
will make the best policies for the
country.

A candidate shouldn’t be chosen
because he reminds the voter of
Uncle Bob. |

If the next president’s policies |
turn out to be less than desirable, the
complaints will start pouring in. But
who's doing the complaining? The
people who chose him because
“he’s handsome™ or because they
“like to listen o him.”

People may not think their vote
makes a difference, but if enough
people like Democratic Rep. Rich-
ard Gephardt because they “like the
sound of hisname,” ardt could
be our next president for that very
reason.

Issues are the most important
factors in the presidential — or any
other — election. If people are
going to take the time to voie, they
Should vot for the candidate whe
will represent their views — not for
his bow tie.

Achievements of university seldom told

Bravo toJohn Coffey’s column on
the University of Nebraska-Lincoln
and Harvard University (Daily Ne-
braskan, March 1). Working in the
Office of Admissions for many years,
part of my responsibility has been to
broadcast to outside publics the qual-
ity of the institution with which we all
are involved.

The general attitude is that UNL is
a run-of-the-mill institution. It’s not
general knowledge even among our
faculty that in spite of a history of
open admissions at UNL, 49 percent
of entering freshmen have beenin the
upper one-fourth of their high school
graduating class and 80 percent were
in the upper one-half. UNL apph-
cants have been self-selective.

This has been true for years, until
the University of Nebraska Board of
Regents recently mandated a change

in admission requirements. I am
convinced there is much at this uni-
versity, as far as accomplishments of
faculty and students, for which we
can all be proud.

However, we seem reluctant to
share those achievements with our
friends and neighbors. A case in point
is my letter to deans and directors a
year ago that asked for information
about faculty and student accom-
plishments. The response was mini-
mal, unfortunately. Coffey’s column
spurs me on 1o continue asking for
and disseminating information on
UNL's excellence. Thanks for shar-
ing your insight,

D. Lynn Taylor
assistant director
admissions

Reader says God knows better than us

Professor Harry Ide’s letter (Daily
Nebraskan, Feb. 29) is suggestive of
the following argument: If God has
forbidden homosexuality, He has
done this either whimsically or for
some reason. But I can see no reason
why God would forbid homosexual-
ity, so if God has forbidden it, it
seems he has done this whimsically.

Even if humans can see no reason
why God would forbid homosexual-
ity, this does not count at all against
God’s having such a reason because
this reason may be wholly inacces-
sible to humans. Because God is

omniscient, it is likely that he often
acts for reasons which are far oo
complex for any humans to under-
stand, But even if there is no reason
why God has forbidden homosexual-
ity, it doesn’t follow that his forbid-
den homosexuality is somehow
rooted in God's own nature, thus
receiving the most fundamental kind
of explanation which there can be.

Dave Reiter
graduate student
philosophy

Letter Policy -

The Daily Nebraskan welcomes
brief letters to the editor from all
readers and interested others.

Letters will be selected for publi-
cation on the basis of clarity, origi-
nality, timeliness and space avail-
able. The Daily Nebraskan retains
:2:;1: right to edit all material submit-

Readers also are welcome 10 sub-
mil material as guest opinions,
Whether material should run as a let-
ter or guest opinion, or not run, is left
to the editor’s discretion.

Leuers and guest opinions sent Lo
the newspaper become property of
the Daily Nebraskan and cannot be
returned.

Anonymous submissions will not
be considered for publication. Letter
should include the author’s name,
year in school, major and group af-
filiation, if any. Requests to withhold
names will not be granted.

Submit material 10 the Daily Ne-
braskan, 34 Nebraska Union, 1400 R
St, Lincoln, Neb. 68588-0448.

1 CAN'T VOTE

FOR GEPHARDT | . DONT LIKE
MY uNcLE Bas!

THE MAN HAS

No EVYE BRoOwS.

DUKAKIS ?. ..
HE LooKs LIKke
MY UNCLE BOB,

HeRE WE GO,
PALL. SiMon .
T CAN'T POT

MY FINGER.
ON IT....

BuT T LIKE
TH4AT GuY!

France’s daily bread is pain

Culture shock wanes as exchange student goes ‘beyond zebra’

Editor’s note: Lise Olsen, a for-
mer Daily Nebraskan staff mem-
ber, is studying and working in
Villeneuve, France. Her column
shares some of the adjustments she
has made since leaving Lincoln,

You have to learn to accept the
absurd.

Take a ride in “two horses” 1o
“The Bear.” Drink a “kwak” and try
not “to have the cockroach.” Pretend
everything's “the owl” even when
someone is “breaking your foot.”

At first, confusion reigns. A feel-
ing of scparation. Of helplessness.
Some callitculture shock: a period of
adjustment to another language,
country, menu, shoe size, phone sys-
tem.

Slowly, you begin to solve the
riddles: “Two horses” is the Citrocn
company’s funny-looking and cheap
car; “The Bear" is a bar in Belgium,
and “kwak” is a Belgian beer served
in an hourglass. When you “have the
cockroach,” you're depressed.
“Owl!” means super,and when you're
bored it’s usually because someone’s
“breaking your fool.” All are French
expressions.

Living in another country means
learning a new way to think, even to
exist. Some lessons involve pain.

“Pain” means bread in French; it’s
goodand can be had on just about any
street corner for a few francs. But if
you eat too muth, you get fat— even
pleasure can be painful.

It’s hard 10 eliminate the pain of
adjustment. So you have to learn to
gbﬁ enjoy it, even when il isn’t

ible.

I arrived in Europe Oct. 5, 1987.
My luggage got here later.

Madonna, Michael “Bad”
Jackson, “Dallas,” McDonald’s and
Ronald Reagan were already here.
Forget congressmen and ambassa-
dors — these people and businesses
are the representatives of the United
States.

And I, with my blue jeans, blonde
hair, Timex watch and 35mm cam-
era, am also a representative of my
decadent, upstart culture — whether
I want to be or not.

French students ask me questions
like: “Are the Indians still mad that
you stole their land?” “Do people
really die after having been turned
away from a hospital because they
didn’t have insurance?” “Why did
the Americans fight a war that France
already lost (Vietmam), and if they
were going to fight, why didn’t they
send enough soldiers to win?” “Do
people really worry about who

they're having sex with?” and “Why
don’t blacks and whites get along?”

I have to say, yes, some Indians
are mad; yes, people dic; I don't
know why we fought in Vietnam;
yes, people are scared, and I don’t
know why racism is so strong.

In other words, just about every
day, I look at an ugly portrait of the
country where [ was born, and no
amount of verbal acne medicine,
wart remover or plastic surgery
seems to make it look beter.

Then about every night, | see
Reagan smiling on the TV news.

Painful.

Then there’s a more primitive
source of frustration — relearning
simple tasks. Of course, the tasks
really aren't that different, but the
tools are. There are 7-Elevens for
late-night food runs; phone numbers
are eight digits; shoe size is40; and at
the grocery store, a combination of
Super Saver and Target, there are
boxes marked “pate” that contain
spaghetti.

en there are the national folk
heroes, jokes and movie stars that
everybody knows but me.

In many ways, the first few
months in another country are like a
party in your nightmares:

You walk into a crowded room
where everybody knows everybody
clse and fail to see a familiar face.
What's worse, you thought it was a
costume party and you can’t go home
to change.

You try to escape by hiding near
the food table, but you don’t recog-
nize any of the funny-smelling hors
d’oeuvres. When you work up the
courage to tell a joke, nobody gets it.
Then everyone laughs when you try
to say something serious.

OK, 1admit I’ ve done some really
slu})id things. I would laugh at my-
self, too. Like when | asked for “rol-
ten checse” instead of “grated
cheese™ at the grocery store.

But it’s harder to laugh when I'm
tired and can’t seem to make myself
understood. Or worse, when I'm
bcing ignored.

It’s a bit like going back to grade
school at age 23, but there’s no re-
cess.

Almost miraculously, after a few

months of frustration, things start to
get better. Calling friends, watching
television and movies, taking trains,
and counting change again become
trivial tasks.

Despite their Levi jeans, rock
albums and limited English vocabu-
laries, French students aren’t at all
like Americans. They party during
the week and go home on the week-
ends. They take 20 hours of class
their first year and many flunk out.
They chain-smoke cigarettes, often
Marlboros, and drink beer or wine on
and off campus during two-hour
lunch breaks. They kiss hello and
goodbye but are often hard to get o
know. They have some campus or-
ganizations but no sensc of a univer-
sity community,

Then, every once in a while, they
crowd the streets with signs and
scream loudly enough 1o make the
state give the universitics more
money or stop them from changing
tuition,

In 1968, they almost started a
revolution,

As I begin to get to know them,
I"ve begun to understand they expect
certain things from me — mostly
things many Europeans scem [0
expect of Americans. They expect
me Lo like hamburgers and fries and
drink Coca-Cola. They expect me to
be rich.

Sometimes the stercotypes, the
questions and the confusion get old.

Of course, I don’t have 1o take it.
I can find Americans to hang out with
or just accept life without trying 1o
understand it.

Or I can counterattack — ridicule
their bad pizza and praise the virtues
of baseball, hotdogs and you know
the rest,

Yet the best reaction, and proba-
bly the hardest, is listening and dis-
cussing — not arguing. Letting them
open your mind a liule and hoping
you can open Lheirs,

That induces what’s probably the
most painful process of all — chal-
lenging your own ideas, your own
dreams, your own culture.

Living in another country is a lot
like what Dr. Seuss says about going
“on beyond zebra” — you see things
not many other people do, but there
are risks involved.

On beyond tourist, there is a lot
more than monuments, tour buses
and churches.

And the longer I'm here and the
more | see, the more pain I can
handle.

Sometimes I wonder if it will hurt
more going back home again.




