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Rodent’s death aunts comm une?'?
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- Oh, you could call‘]um a simple
nc'mn'eL Many did. Somcdidn’t. Hey,
it's a free country. And hé was a free
squirrel.

Gherkin would venture often onto
our porch demanding scraps of food.
He wasn’t much of a talker; squirrels
seldom are. But he could outclimb us
all any day.

The trouble with squirrels is that -

you never know what (o expect from
them next.

For example, The Scattle Times
reported that a squirrel freaked out in
Kirkland, Wash., terrifying 50 office
workers. Employces al a real estate
office said the squirrel atacked those
who tried 10 . The responding

lice officer for backup after

is pants split dunng a chase.

When the squirrel was finally
brought under control, he gnawed
through a 'lrﬂasuc cage, attacked a vet
and ran o

Police had few leads in the case. |
can understand and sympathize with
the peace officers. The other week on
“Cops™ I saw a squirrel rip through
cight pairs of pants, handcuffs and a
tin can — yet he still sliced through a
tomato with razor-sharp precision,
That's the beauty of squirrels.

Evidently, those who think about
such things agrec that squirrcls be-
comea ive after we humans feed
them, y come lo expect those
nibbles of people-food as a supple-
ment to their regular daily dict of
leaves, unatiended babies and Live
Sea-Monkeys.

Gherkin was one such squlrrcl He

probably Iwcd in 1hal treein my front
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real estate office
said the squirrel
attacked those
who tried to
~escape. The

responding police
officer called for

backup after his
pants split during
a chase.

yard, up with the birds and those little
blue-winged guys who follow me
around and, for some rcason, can be
secn only by me.

Once in a while, Gherkin would
lumber down the tree, wobble up to
the door and sniffaround. If we hadn’t
left him any old bread or girly maga-
zines, he'd punch a hole in the screen
door

Gherkin was forceful like that. He
knew whal he wanted in life. He was
the kind of squirrel 1o take a situation
by the homns and then run up a tree.

He was also the kind of squirrel to
die on our curb and begin to slowly
detcriorale.

Thankfully, it snowed after that
tragic event, and the evidence of
Gherkin's demisc was soon lost in
white powder. I suppose that, deep in
the collective memory of the com-
mune, we knew a gallant squirrel lay

beneath the undra. But we put it out

of our minds. We chose not to grieve,

- Welooked away, and a squirrel's soul
suffered

Mwasbefomlhc thaw, before !
over thecommuné |
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“I smyl:fe “lthought matter-of-

factly.

It was before Apollo crossed the

- sky in his fiery chariot and warmed

the Earth, revealing once again that
which was — or at least had been at
one time — Gherkin.

It was somewhal surprising (o sce

the little bugger still sitting there on |

lheedgcofl.hecu:baslh hhe were

for the first bus-to the squirrel
al'lcrl eorsomething. He hadn’teven
packed a bag, I realized through a

“thrkm.“ I called in vain, “Gher-
kin . ' My voice echoed off the
nea:by cliffs in a fearful way. “Gher-
kin. .. Gherkin ... Gherkin .

The sqmrrel ‘tormented my

thoughts. So did those cliffs, which I

had never noticed before.

From that moment on, I always [f

saw Gherkin sitting thcrcn‘ghlin front
of me — except when I wasn'’t look-
ing at him. Then, I didn’t see him at
all, Yes, those were the good times.
Ah, that such times would return!

But when I walked through the
carly morning mist on my way 10
campus today, Gherkin stared at me
making my way down the block. He
looked alittle thinnerthanusual; death
hasn’t been kind 1o Gherkin. But it
was still him, all right.

It was still that pesky squirrel. Still
waiting. Still watching. Still working
on those damn origami projects he
liked so well.

Maybe the rain will wash him into
the gutter before long.

Phelps is a junior news-editorial major,
the Daily Nebraskan managing editor and a
columnist.

Undies should stay out of sight

ometimes I wonder why I still

live in a residence hall. I could

move oul. I could find a dozen
_or so friends to share some skanky
apartment withme. lcouldgetnsodw

cating macaroni and cheese and [0

Ramen noodles.

It all started Monday.

There I was, waiting in line at my
residence hall cafeteria, minding my
own business. I was trying to decide
whether (0 have rice pilal or taco
mc. somsaboulmy daily routine

u:y especial joy or misery.

gain,

Imoved on (o the buffet's fruit and
dessert section, idly listening tonearby
conversations:

“You want Lo see it now?”

“Yuh‘il

I turned to walk into the dining
area, only to be confronted by a most
unplcasanl sight.
crowded dinner line,
someglrlhadher ns undone and
her underwear pulled down on the
side halfway toherknee, as she showed
off a garish taltoo.

In the dinner line. In PUBLIC.

That's it, This is where | draw the weari

line — the bikini line, in facl.

When living witha couple of thou-
sand mnglehm omBexpccls 10 seo
unpleasant things, But, underwear”
Taltoos? It’s a residence hall, it's a
cafewia—noumT-driubar

And, in front of the apple pie? It"s un-

lsnllhctcthwahouundeccnt

When I left for college, I thought
I'd left all that behind. I thought that
until I married and had a family of my
own, | wouldn’t have to de?lo\:ﬁlh
anyone else’s undergarments. Inother
words: I never planned on dealing
with it.

If exhibitionism in the dinner line
isn't traumatic enough, there’s al-

ways the underwear bandit.
Them, in tl:o When po?“ple O‘I:a::s their lauhl;]din:y
crowded dinner unatieaded idence
washer/dryer-filled basement, some
line, some girl had  weirdoactually sortsthrough thelaun-
her ]08"3 undone dry stealing nothing but the under-
wear,
and her This happened 10 my neighbor.
She left her Ma alonel'orl min-
underwear pulled uuswmakosoz;l:gopcan and when
dOWl'lOl'lﬂ'lO.lde sherel.umedslnwasmssmgawl.al
wardrobe clement. She hadn't done
halfway to her laundry for a while, and they nabbed
knee, as she hot Aol SapE®y.
’ She was pretty upset. For weeks,
showed off a she had bizarre nighimares and lived
: in fear that her underwear would show
garlshtattoo mﬁhgpolcoronadnmmd's
e | A'sa;d mist, 1 lke o hink this
All form ads where person Y y necds underwecar,
e, WA s StiAg pod armuho«mmmbuws, e solen
their undics and'no one minds ... . it’s gmmnuhcw It's
just fiction, folks. work of some perv: ruit of
This world is ing and gro- the Loom cult.
tesque enough. With the mess in Evaymulehnndimrikcs.mc-
zeomiamd!!:td'!‘mnoldmmsmbe m npwlhlln.momwguy
ona 5: M w thefﬂ;l'begw
{v:dmlh“wilwwaa e
t, I am cas E 'ln
underwear, lumm'smm Wwﬂmm
m\;m';mhmills‘sgnwm room to count her unmention-
Until ,three of my

knob Orin the bathroomignk.
Or maybe I'm ﬂuerhmnsc
my mother refu y me Wonder

oman Undaoos.

Rowell is a junior news-editorial, adver-
tising and English major and a Daily Nebras-
kan columnist.

‘Come cheer omth&Huslner Men's Gym-
nastics Team when they jump into action |

Il against Penn State.

Saturday Night
March 6, 7:00 P.M.
Devaney Sports Center

Admlselcm
. $2.00- Gcnera1 Public

Free - UNL students with I.D,

For ticket information call
- (402) 472-3111.

This spring take a break from the usual vacation down south...

and head north.... to Loveland, Colorado... and get vertical! We've
gotsome of the best snow in the state... at the top of the Rockies...
and that’s not all. We've got a moun- P

tain full of sunshine for the perfect
tan! So grab the skis or boards. Leave
the beach blanket at home. This
spring break the party is at Loveland.

Call 1-800-225-LOVE for reservations. %

* degree at NYU.
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Choosing and pursuiug a success_ﬁd career.

A twenty-one, she
became a partner in
a Wall Street firm,
and at twenty-two
she became a
millionaire, all while
taking night classes
to earn her
undergraduate

-Author of Pla
Moncy: My Brief But

Brilliant Carecr on
Wall Street and
Street-Smart Career
Guide: Success
Through the Back
Door.

s u“,m,c,nmnnlalﬁ‘oam
Fm for UNL S'Uden‘gx
General Public - $3




