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Women'’s fear has rational basis C)rt’d}ﬂe/

woman’s fear is genuine,
How would I — a man —
know? I use my imagination.

Purple daylight melts behind the
horizon, 1 walk home from campus
along 13th Street (an unlucky number
to begin with) and a
white car pulls next o
me. Itrolls in sync with
my pace, which now
incrcases speed with
every step.

The car’s windows are
dark, ominous, Foralew
minutes it haunts me,
then itspeeds away. My
heart rate slows.

A few minutes later, a slow motor
hum brushes against my car again.
The car is back. Someone behind the
dark windows watches me.

My fear propels me (o run. Run!
Run! My apartment is a block away
now. My sancluary,

Al my door, my hand trembles o
push the key. I look around. That car
i1s there again, like torment. Parked in
front. Those deep, black cycs peering
at me. Devouring what litle strength
and courage I have left.

I push the apartment dooropen and
fall 1o the center of the room. I-sit
there, in the dark. Weak and afraid.

Thmug,h the blinds, amid the purple
dusk I watch the car circle the block
like a vulture — hungry, bul patient.

My apartment walls close inaround
me. 1 darc not move from my spot or
close my eyes 1o sleep. Fear, a cold
fright, shakes me violently and 1 sit
there,

My liberty lified, 1 am exposed.
My life will never be the same.
My frail imagination can take me
into a woman’s [ear only so far. Be-
yond the point where my imagination
fndlt. is the very personal fcar women
(v

I seldom, il ever, FEEL the fear of
being attacked or physically harassed
by anyone. | bet most men feel this
way. IU's not a macho-sexist or cgo
thing tosay. Rather, it’s areflection of
a disparate socicty dominated by a
strange assortment ol males,

In essence, no matter what social
and cconomic leaps women have made
in this gendered socicty, ostensibly
primal strength and power still rule.
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I can’t fcel the draining agony ol a
woman worrying about whether aman
bchind her on a downtown street is
going 1o abduct her or walk by. Nei-
ther am | leery ol getling in a car
wondering whether a rapist is hiding
in the back scal.

So belore writing this column, |
talked 1o several women about ceric
little things that have happencd to
them,

By far, the [ulluwuu. story is the
LLTILS[

One summer night, a friend was
asleep in her first-lloor” apartment.
She said she happened to wake up in
the middle of the night. When she
opened her eyes she saw a man stand-
ing in the shadows at the oot of her
bed staring at her. She was shocked,
literally. And he just walked away,
like a ghost. She didn’t know who he
was.

Another woman told me a man
called her at her job and said in a
cheap, grade-D hofror/thrillcr movie
voice: “It won’t be daylight forever,”
and hung up. Whether he knew her or
she knew him is a mystery.

These are just two examples of the
many storics | heard. And the strange
partisthat most ol the women I talked
to had more than onc to tell.

What odd mental or physical ad-
diction propels such predators? Is it
sex? In the case of my (ricnd and the
man in her room, nothing happenced,
but it could have casily. Or is the
molivation power, or a combination
of both?

These arc the storics few ever hear
about. It’s the snatching and later the
killing of women that makes the thrill-
ing headlines. Bul these arc the ex-
treme cxamples of reality.

I've always heard women tcll
gloomy stories of some man watching
them., Preying upon them like beasts.
Until recently, 1 never actually lis-
tened 1o what women were saying,
what they were fecling.

Forexample, when a woman would
ask me 10 walk her 1o her car or 1o a
class somewhere on campus, | would
growl: “Oh, stop being a paranoid
chicken. Your car’s only two blocks
away."”

But now I realize that it’s not the
distance that [rightens her. It's what

cll, Bill Clinton is moving
into the big White House,
along with his wife and

daughter. Around here, at one of the
more conservalive campuscs in the
nation, the reaction was mixed.

Some Republicans | alked 1o were
actually afraid for the country, which
I find somewhat hard 10 understand,
because whatever plans Clinton has
for the nation, he will
only be the president,
after all,

A few radical right-
wingers have gone so
far as to foretell doom
and destruction, as those
evil Democrats slip us
decper into socialism.
Flags will bumn, draft dodgers will
rule, everyone will be doing crazy
things like toking up and sitting on top
of poles while listening 1o really loud
music. Alack!

Even if that were the case, |
wouldn’t mind much. I live ina com-
munc right now, and it's not so bad.
Sure, communist living has its down-
side — Stalin comes to mind — but a
sn;all. scelf-contained unit can be use-
ful.

Any socicty, however, must have
laws thatcitizens must follow toavoid
anarchy. Guys who live incommunes
havc historically come up with a num-
berofltime-tested rules. Itis my theory
that one of the rcasons the Soviet
Union collapsed was they lailed 10
obey one or more of the Laws,

In my house, everyone gives ac-
cording to his ability and takes ac-
cording to his nced. For instance,
when bill-paying time comes ‘round,
which in many malc living units is
approximately one week after the first
disconnect notices arrive, whoever
has-money -pays-them, and-the rest
join a Harris Lab study.

Two members of my six-to-seven
person commune just gol out of a

nicotine study in which they were
forced tocataw/(ul-dsting anti-smok-
ing pills. It was worsc than most Har-
ris Lab studics because some other
inmate recently stole the “Doors™ vid-
cotape my roommates used Lo waltch.

Anothercommunemate, Dave, was
rcleased from Harry Slab’s Fun Pal-
ace aller 17 days last month, four of
which he spent with atube stuck down
his nose. | guess the wbe-nose thing
would be another downside, like
Stalin. But now Dave can loan money
for other communemates who are
between studies in these tough eco-
nomic tmes.

When commune members are of
at Harry Slab’s house, there are many
lin¢ points of ctiquette o be observed
by the other, idle members. For in-
stance, any food lIeft out by study
participants is to be caten by the re-
maining citizens. And il any other

junk is left behind, it gets stapled o

the wall. The right to revenge is sa-
cred.

I don’t think my house 1s all that
dilferent from other houscs full of
guys. We can casily get along in the
communist, Red and Black Cal¢é-ish
lifestyle. II' other citizens keep me
awake late at night, I know I can
avenge the deed some other time. If
someone doesn't ¢lean up a dish or
bowl, I know it's OK for me to put it
under the offending member's pillow
or melta slice ol cheese between iwo
pages of their favorite book, If some-
one gets really drunk, we can drive his
car across lown and leave it there -
no questions asked.

Everything wedois for the good of
the commune. Justlfolks helping folks,

And when everyone follows the
rules; life hums along smoothly. We
have time for other pursuits not open
to-the working class of bourgcois,
capitalist socicties,

Ifamember brings something cool
home, we cat it, or il itcan't be caten,

or who lurks between the distance in
the night.

I walk in a socicly where my gen-
der hands me the privilege of scldom
thinking about harm. Female friends
find this amazing.

Maybe my [carlessness is analo-
gous to being a whitec male in the
United States (enter imagination). A
whitefriend of mine once told me:
“Man, I've never once in my lile
experienced discrimination, but you
talk about it all the time.”

Amazing, I thought. We are all
victims in some capacity.

There are twisted men out there,

stalking women and imposing a grim
fcar on their lives. They are invisible,
anonymous and find pleasure and
power in that.

The question I ask is, what is a
woman 1o do? Short of locking your-
scll in a room, at night especially, for
the rest of your life, there seems no
real defense. You could be very care-
ful and cautious, but your capacily Lo
do that is limited.

Mecanwhile, blue lights have
bloomed on campus like beacons of
safcty. Anti-assauly/Take Back the
Night rallics, self-defense classes,
seminars and cyc sprays are held up
like impenctrable shiclds.

However, these arctissuc-thin lay-
ers of sccurity. They are reactive
measures against an implicit threat
that is abstract, formidable and based
on brute strength and a morbid men-
lality.

These lurking men could be any-
one ol us. Women know that and arc
lcery of us all, 1o a point. Such gencr-
alizations tick us ofT.

How can men — the indifferent
bystanders, the unphased hcadline
readers, the unpreyed upon — under-
stand any of this? Maybe wc never
will. Buta woman’s [car is notsimply
a woman's concern.

The women in fear are our moth-
crs, wives, sisters, girlfriends and col-
lcagues. Imagine il something strange
and sadistic happened o them.

Moss is graduate student studying an-
thropology and a Daily Nchraskan colum-
nist.
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Life runs smoothly in commune

we hang it up in the living room -
unless itistoo heavy, like the big rock
we brought home on Election Day.
We can waich “The Good, the Bad
and the Ugly"” over and over again.
We can call friends up on onc ol the
Harris lincs. We can talk to Univer-
sity Opcerators whenever we feel the
urge.

We can live! We can grow our hair
and dance and pranccand blow bugles
and smear paints on our bodies like in

“Lord of the Flies.” That’s what it
means Lo be an American. That’s what
communc living has done for me.

Mostofl the women [ know haven’t
caught on (o the secrets of communc
life. Recently, a female friend of mine,
confronted with the glories of our
socicty, a living monument (o free-
dom, said only, “It could use a good
cleaning.”

Sadly, I shook my head, and shed
a tear lor my grandchildren yet 1o
come. Did not she see what was aboul
her? It was as though she was a lwo-
dimensional Flatlander, able to see
but one aspect ol our three-dimen-
sional beings.

Sure, we've got a lew dust rhinos
lurking indark corners, and, ycs, there
coultl%c something living under the
sink, something small perhaps that
drools and snarls from time 1o time,
but come now! We're in the midst of
a glorious revolution, a noble experi-
ment, a big, old, smelly Battle for the
Future of Humanity!

Bring on Clinton, say 1. Bring on
all his friends from his Moscow days.
Bring on the Ozone Man. Thousands
of guys like me across college towns
throughout this country already have
been living the dream, breathing the
life of plenty.

None of our furniture matches, but
our visions do.

Phelps is a junior news-cditorial major,

the Daily Nebraskan wire editor and acolum-
nist.
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245 N. 13th St/™ Gunny Complex
475-5550

Oﬁers expire 11/21/92

'HAIRCUT | |

$:Z!E)595’

Reg. from $40.00

Must present coupon.
With panticipating designers only. Not valid
with other offers. Long hair by consultation

ncludes Shampoo & Blowdry

$1(0) 22

Reg. from $14.00

Must present coupon.
With panticipating designers only. Not valid
with other oMers. Long hair by consultation

« AT T@omas Jewelers

Collection of Quality Diamond Bridal Sets

*Diamond Quality
«Precise modern cut for

maximum brilliance inspection
*Protection against *Money back-satisfaction
diamond loss guarantee

Open

Sundays E -4

The Smart Choice

Lincoln's Largest and Finest

The A.T. Thomas Guarantee Assures You of...

«Lifetime trade-in value
+Lifetime cleaning and

c AT Thomas Jewelers

East Park Plaza
220 N, 66th




