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Easter baby

was an Easter baby. When |
was bomn, the hosnEilal dressed
pink bunny suit

I me in a fuzzy
that brought tears to my mother's
eyes. On my 11th birthday, I hunied
eggs and found clues and gifts at
every stop.

This yecar, [asked fora huge basket
filled with presents. Instead 1'll be
getting money,

Now, I need money far more than
I need chocolate bunnies and
marshmallow chicks, but the last thing
I'wanttobe on my birthday is practical.

Expectations of practicality are a
symptom of alarger disease. A disease
that eventually will lead to my death
— chronic aging,

Exactly when I contracted this
illness is unclear. But I've been
noticing it more and more lately.

It’s a subtle change, but certain
things give it away: wotrying about
the repercussions of your aetions,
listening to Iyour mother's advice,
buying Oil of Olay.

I never thought it would happen to
me, but I'm afraid I'm becoming onc
of them.

I'm tuming into a grown-up. A
childish, young-at-heart grown-up, but
a grown-up nonetheless,

Right now, I'm in the denial phas¢
of the discase. Not me, I think, I still
getpresents from Santa. I still wishon
stars. 1 avoid stepping on cracks 1o
spare my mom any back pain.

I'm just a baby. I'm only 263
months old. I'm a Toys R Us kid.

When you're little, you have
everything to look forward 10. Solid
food, thecircus, the zoo, being able to
drive — it all lies ahead of you,

What do I have to look forward to
now,other than beingable torentacar
and retirement?

It's been hard, but acceptance is
gradually sinking in. It's difficult to
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I'm just a baby. I'm
only 263 months old.
I'm a Toys R Us kid.

avoid when clerks call you ma’am
andchildren look atyou with the same
mixtre of fear and condescension
you used to look at grown-ups with,

Mostrecently, B104’s transition to
analternative station hammered home

my stage in life. The station, fast "

coming a campus favorite, plays a
mixture of recent and “classic”
aliernative songs.

Some say alternative music is the
voice of a generation. Some say
alternative music cannot avoid
becoming mainstream when it has a
commercial radio station. It won't be
able o pass as a musical undcrcurrent
or maintain its underground status,

But it’s the classic alternative bit
that bothers me. I can revisit music
from my high school days simply by
pushing apreset button. Thenithitme
that 1 was, in essence, listening (o a
retro station. I probably fclt about this
station the way my mom did about

— nostalgic.

The Smiths could be 10 me what

the Shirelles were (o her.

AAAUUUGGGHHH!

I guess adulidom gives me the
right to reminisce about the good old
days. The days when Scooby existed
without SC% when “Alice” kept
youupa half-hour past bedtime; when
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has signs of aging

a busy day meant fractions, naps and
playclothes,

Grown-ups have to worry about
morigages, promotions and supporting
their kids.

I'm not that grown-up yet. I worry
about tests, papers, my GPA and
getting a job. But the reason I worry
about that stuff is because if Idon’tdo
well, I won’t be able to pay my
m geta promotion or support
my fannI{.

Liule kids worry, 100. But there
isn’t that much stress involved with
wondering when the streetlight will
go on or whether you'll get pegged in
the dodgeball game.

The final, and rpcrhaps the most
tragic, symptom of the aging disease
is decreasing honesty for the sake of
propriety.

Liule kids, in their purest form,
haven’t learned to lie. Honesty is in
their nature.

They’ll point at a pimple and ask
innocently, “You got a ouchy?”

Pull that as a grown-up and you'll
be called insensitive, blunt, rude,
Etiquette dictates that you overlook
facial blemishes, oranything else that
might make the person to whom you
are speaking uncomfortable,

Adult conversations may be more
pleasant, but they aren’t nearly as
entertaining.

I'll be 33 the next time my birthday
ison Easter. I'll probably have coffee
mugs with my name on them, wear
malching shirts with my husband and
say things like, “Because I said so,
that’s why.”

And my kids will look at me and
swear they’ll never be that way when
they grow up.

Suckers,

ish
aily

Mottis asenior news-editorial and E
major, an assoclate news editor and a
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Talk of trial full of racial biases

hough it is standard popular

prattle tocomplain about being

called for jury doty, the
seeming brutality of the verdict in the
firstRodney King trial has made usall
relish being on the jury for the second
one.

With 81 seconds of video facts, we
hand down an obvious verdict. Case
closed. Hence the shock of the first
trial’s verdict 1o us armchair jurists:
“not guilty.” Pictures supposedly
don’t lie. How could any jury vote to
acquit these men? That is a fair
question,

Regrettably, apart from the video
scenes, the press have surpiiod little
insights about the trial that may
provide an answer. Nevertheless,
everyone still assumes that théy know
what happened: The jury was full of
white, racist, police<loving people
who were ready to excuse such a
heinous crime because of the skin
color of the defendant. Whites
protecting whites.

Justice in suchasimple, i
wﬂulﬂcmwm

The principle that all
accused have the
right to a fair trial
has been sacrificed
on the altar of race
politics in the
second trial of the
officers.

The argument implies that blacks
arcunable to be impartial; they would
have been unable o consider the
facts without reference to the color of
the victim or the accused. Though it
claims racial rightcousncss, the claim
isinfactmuch moreinsidious: Itisan
accusation that blacks cannot be

o impartial, that they cannotsee beyond
1o their skin.

- To be sure, in politics, reason is
the firstthing (1o go. In the trial’smost
example of nonsense, Los

les Congresswoman Maxine-
loweti down BSou the fircs

: yherdistrict ex:vomed
onthe labeling them “righteous

C or
~must build it ourselves, one

: 'pemn_au'tim.

comeout with theirdemanded verdict,
South Central Los Angeles will burn
again. Many have noted that this is
Llantamountl (o extortion Or terrorism,
True enough.

But in light of the costs of the first
riots— 57 innocents dead, more than
1,000 injured, 1,000 fires and nearly
$1 billion ripped out of the economy
of that part of the city that so
desperately needs it — one. would
expect that those who are truly
concerned about that community
would be doing double time workin
to avoid more rioting. When Sou
Central burned, it was South Central’s
poor who suffered most. Surcly
compassion demands that the riots
never happen again.

Given this, Water’s approach 1o
the sccond trial is disturbing. Waters
is tacitly encouraging South Central
residents Lo riot again. Bul this is the
greatest of crimes: With ancye on her
own political objective, Waters is
asking that an cntire neighborhood of
human beings to attack themselves,

Surely South Central Los Angeles

descrves more. Itis only oné cxample
of the massive human failure to
address the plight of the urban poor,
and, in particular, the sulfering of the
black underclass.

To be sure, in the wake of the LA
riots, there has been some hopeful

culation, All the frustration with

state has caused many black leaders
to rethink their belief in the
government as a means Lo uplift their
communities. Afier all, who would
I that the giant, blunt and
deﬂ-wm-cuy blacks?
~ No great sociely will ever flow
from W ton — whether liberals
; are in power, We

,one family, indeed, one
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$6.00 OFF

| _Full Service Oil Change
Quaker Stale, Valvoline, Penzoil & Havaline
I NowFor 51895
l Only - (Reg. $24.95)
*We change oil, oil filler up 1o 5 3
| ‘We lubricalé the chassis
*We check and fill: transmission fluid, brake fuid,
| vattery fluid, power steering fiuid, washer fluid,
' *We check anlifreeze, air filter, wiper blade, tire pressure,
vacuum Inleriof, wash windows.

17th & "N" St,
476-9466

Expires 5 3-93

BRASS, STRINGS, BASS GUITARISTS,
KEYBOARDS (Classical & Improv),
DRUMMERS, FLUTISTS, YOCALISTS,
LIGHT & SOUND TECHNICIANS,
INTERPRETERS For The HEARING IMPAIRED

Is God calling you? We need you.
Fhis summer. Get the facts
Don’t wait... call toda:

r compiete informat

Toll-Free 1-800-321-

i is the powerful story of
Nien Cheng’s imprisonment in Communist China, of
her heroic resistance, and of her quest for justice.

She will lecture at the Lied Center, Tuesday, 3:30 pm.

Join us for an autographing
Today from
4 to 5 p.m.

General Books

[ L)

476-0111




