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Nature’s disasters exhilarating 
The dream went like this: I found 

myself driving some convert- 
ible — I think it was my 

grandma’s — across the South Padre 
Island Bridge. Suddenly,Tom Petty’s 
“Free Failin’” started playing on the 
radio. 

Out of nowhere, I felt the overpass 
begin to shake violently. I lost control 
of the car. I found myself falling 
straight down into darkness. Next thing 
I knew I was white-water rafting down 
the Los Angeles River in my car, 
trying in vain to steer it, hoping the 
wheels could work as a sort of rudder. 

With another dark flash, I found 
myself washed upon the Pacific Coast 
Highway, completely dry. As if noth- 
ing had just happened to me, I looked 
at my clock and realized that I would 
be late for my lunch at the Cliffhouse 
in San Francisco — that is, if the 
earthquake hadn’t launched the his- 
toric restaurant into the rocky sea 
below. 

I awoke from that dream feeling 
titillated and refreshed, like I had just 
been on the scariest, most invigorat- 
ing adventure of my life. It was fan- 
tastic. 

I realized that morning that this 
dream was no coincidence, but that I 
was subliminally being sent a mes- 
sage. It was telling me something I 
already knew. This dream, in a sort of 
subconscious tapestry of events, was 

sending me a premonition. I found 
out that day that it must be in my 
cards that I was to be involved in 
some natural disaster. 

How could I be so lucky?! I had 
only one question ... when? 

I say this not out of some sort of 
hidden sadistic desire, but because I, 
like many other people, consider the 
natural effects of disaster extremely 
exciting. 

Just look at today s news sensa- 
tionalism pertaining to disasters. Look 
at all the disaster movies made. Lis- 
ten to people’s testimonies regarding 
disasters in which they’ve been in- 
volved. 

All of these things glorify disaster 
because it is interesting to sec how 
people deal with it, and it’s fun to 

imagine how we would deal with it if 
the “opportunity” arose. 

Being a strong believer in the powers 
of fate manipulation, I decided that it 
was in my best interest to move to one 
of three places very soon to experi- 
ence my disaster: California, the Gulf 
Coast, or the Caribbean — not be- 
cause of all of the beautiful people, 
not because of all the money, not 
even because of the expansive beaches. 
While all of these things might con- 
tribute to my cause, I want to move to 
these places for one reason: They 
have more disasters per capita than 
any other place in the country. 

AS UN elections aside, I have never 

“Negative karma 
was Ming the, air. 
choking us with its 
mysterious and 
faceless, noose.” 
Dane told, me. “We 
iust sal and, waited.” 

actually experienced any kind of dis- 
aster. The closest I came to a disaster 
was my junior year in high school 
when a tsunami was to flood all of 
Whidbey, the island near Seattle where 
I lived. 

Our entire community scampered 
into its cars and sped to the highlands 
of the locally famous Wahl Farm. We 
waited in anticipation for this huge 
wave of water to turn Wahl Farm into 
waterfront property and our homes 
into underwater gardens. 

Man, were we disappointed when 
the tsunami dodged us and attacked 
some island in Japan instead. We 
were hoping for some exciting story 
to tell our grandkids some day. No 
such luck. 

San Francisco, a glutton for disas- 
ter, has possibly the highest non- 
weather disaster rate per capita in the 
country — earthquakes, fires, etc., 
etc. 1 was really jealous of my friend, 
David, who got to experience first- 
hand a catastrophic earthquake. 

It was the autumn of ’89. Dave 
found it to be an unusually warm day 
in San Francisco. It was the first day 
of the World Scries at Candlestick 
Park. Millions of people were in town 
for the festivities. Like so many other 
testimonials, Dave, loo, felt some- 

thing “not right” in the air. 
‘‘Negative karma was filling the 

air, choking us with its mysterious 
and faceless noose,” Dave told me. 
‘‘We just sat and waited.” 

I began to shudder m excitement 
as he told the rest of the story. 

The ground began to shake vio- 
lently. Huge cracks were forming in 
the streets, sucking the cars under. 
Buildings flashed into flames. Elec- 
tricity was out all over town. People 
were panic-stricken; looters were 

having a heyday. That night, San 
Francisco made Lebanon look like 

Lincoln, and I missed it all. 
I wondered how Dave had been so 

lucky. Although many people were- 
n’t so lucky, which is sad, Dave got 
the advantage of experiencing it, liv- 

ing through it and telling about it. 
We can’t forget the flash fire that 

burned out half of Oakland this fall. 
People frantically trying to save their 
yuppie villas-on-the-hill, the commu- 

nity rallying to try to contain the 
monstrous flames. 

Where was I during all of this 
excitement? 

What about Hurricane Hugo? Truly 
a disaster of highly exciting propor- 
tions. I could only imagine driving 
down the street, the car blowing all 
over the road, rushing to get to my 
seaside home, waves lapping at it like 
they’re about to have it for dinner. 

I imagine barely getting the ply- 
wood up on the windows before see- 

ing the neighbor’s house col lapse into 
the sea. Realizing that it might be 
time to abandon ship, I jump into the 
car, family all buckled in, and back 
out of the garage just before I see it 
slip down onto the beach and float 
away with the vicious tide. 

Truly an experience one can only 
dream about. 

Our most recent disaster was the 
flood of Los Angeles a couple weeks 
ago. The angels certainly left town 
that week, leaving the “city of sin and 
corruption” to be washed of its tres- 

passes. 
Cars were being sucked into the 

sea, the highways, usually surrounded 
by parched land, were flooded with 
water six feet deep. Homes were 

tumbling down the hills and within 
instants, campers turned into house- 
boats. 

I wondered how come they got all 
the lun. 

Many people will read this and 
think that I probably have flipped my 
lid. The Red Cross will send me hor- 
ribly graphic pictures of disasters, 
Christian groups will condemn me as 

a heretic and people will write me 

letters telling of their harrowing ex- 

periences in the past. 
But let’s face it — we all love 

hearing about disasters and get a twinge 
of excitement in thinking that we arc 

constantly surrounded with the op- 
portunity to dodge fate, with our 

chances increasing depending on where 
we live. 

Whether it’s right or wrong, no 

one can say. We can’t help the way 
we feel. 

I can just hope that I might have 
my chance someday. Who knows? 
Maybe a tornado will hit Lincoln this 
summer, or a hurricane will hit Padre 
this spring break. If we could only be 
so lucky. 

Halligan is a junior political science ma- 

jor and a Daily Nebraskan columnist. 

BEFORE YOU CAN 
FOLLOW YOUR 

DREAMS, YOU'VE 
GOT 10 FOLLOW 

THE RULES. 

Men who don't register with Selective 
Service aren't eligible for federal 

studentaid, job training, and most 

federal employment. So register at 

1 the post office within a month of 
your 18th birthday. It only takes five 

minutes to fill out a simple card. 

m m 

♦ Support and problem solving groups for 
UNL students and staff * 

♦ Groups meet Tuesday starting March 3rd 
from 6:00 p.m. to 7:30 p.m. 
Room 225 Burnett 

♦For information call: Margo Hoisington 
472-7440 or 472-2351 
Information available at any meeting 

♦ Sponsored by the UNL Health Center- 
Campus Alcohol Services 

No charge for students, $3.00 for non-students 

The University of Nebraska-Lincoln is an affirmative 

Ck action/equal opprtunity institution, j j 

Meet a study buddy 
I for some peace & quiet I 

and outrageously 
delicious coffee 

I and desserts I 

j Lincoln Donor Center J 
Earn $15 for each donation 1 st 

* 15th of the month. Enjoy * 

1 prompt courteous treatment i 

| from our caring staff. Free | 
1 physical on your first dona- ■ 

tion, call for appointment. 
• Bring this ad in for $20 on your ■ 

first visit & $20 on your second 
I visit within 5 days if this is your | 
• first donation, or if you have ■ 

not donated in the last two 
* months. Expires 2/29/92. * 

| 126 N. Nth St., Suite #2, 474-2335 | 
| Mon. Thurs. 8-6, Fri. 8-4, Sat. 8-21 

.. . 
^ 
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Peace 
Corps j 
Activities j 
this week... j 

Thursday & Friday, Feb. 27-28! 
at S 

University of Nebraska-Lincolm 
"".' 

........ " 

Film Presentation 
Thursday Feb. 27 

11:45 a.m.—East Campus union 

Info Table J 
Thursday, Feb. 27 l 

9:30 a.m.-3 p.m.—East Campus Union 

Interviews | 
Friday, Feb.28 

^ 10a.m.-3 p.m.—international Affairs J 
For information or an application call: 

_472-3201_J 


