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Beware of the creepmg enemy !

hese days I'm afraid to walk
Olll?lde my own cmnf:inune
's spring again, finally,
means the return of theCreq)::—
ing Recl Fescue. |
It sits out there in front of the
house, breathing. Growing. Eating.
Creepin
Sure, uﬁm like a type of shade
g&m , just as the government would
ve us believe. But what tipped me
off early onto the real nature of this
death was the way my landlord,
ill, fawned over that paich between
the porch and the sidewalk.

“Creeping Red Fescue,” Bill in-
toned, pomung a bony old finger at
the glmmd Bill was having trouble
getung grass (o grow in that particular
pateh therc under the tree and Fescue
seemed o fit the bill.

He clearly had been taken in by the
bold promises the big Fescue corpora-
uons _pound into our minds day after

“Grows in the shade,” they say.
“Be popular with the ladies.”

But even then, a shake snaked
through my being,

“Danger here,” 1 thought to my-
self. “Danger.”

Last summer the Fescue wasn’t
very thick. It was a thin green cover-
ing, slowly gaining strength. Bill was
always worried about us stepping on
iLor throwing trash on it, such as two-
month-old com bread. He put up a
makeshift fence around the patch,
constructed of yarn and stakes.

Tused tothink these measures were
to protect the Fescue from the com-
mune. But I soon came 1o believe, to
my horror, that the yam in fact pro-
tected the commune from the Fescue.

“Horrors,” 1 thought. “O! Grim-
look’d night.”

Often 1 would starc at the Fescuc,
creeping along in the mischievous
way shade grass has, and fecl this odd

sensation that il was starmg back at agil

me — that ted
right up onmhm

Earl told me Fescue
doesn’t exactly
“creep.” Instead, the
grass uses
something called
“rhizomes” that
“spread” and come
up from under the
soil.

front door, up into the living room and
over Moochmate Gabe.

I dismissed these thoughts as mere
balderdash, It’s just a shade grass, I
said, falling for the government line,
No simple ground growth could hurt
a vertebrate!

But then Gherkin, the squirrel
whose dead carcass gleamed for so
long on our lawn, disappeared. His
friendly-but-sad, and, of course, dead
eyesno longer gazed atmeas| headed
off to classes.

The Fescue snickered, creepily
creeping ‘cross the yard. I froze, then
backed slowly up the porch stairs.

Toface my fear, 1 decided to study
my foe. It'sacommontactic forpeople
who regularly face foes like I do.

Fearfully, I called Earl May Gar-
den Center and asked why, exactly,
the Fescue was called * crecpmg
Earl told me Fescue docsn’t ex-

undu‘me

- Fescue could
*small animal, such as a dog or squir-

l cut through the scientific jargon
and demanded Earl tell me if the
possible creep over a

rel.

“Oh, heavens, no,” he tried to reas-
sure me. “It doesn’t grow that fast.”

Butanycalm thalmlghlhaveseuled
over me was shattered when Earl said
one llule.

mripoumd of Fescue
to cover 500
sqnm‘efael. A wholemesso squirrels
could fit in 500 square feel.

A man at Williams Garden Center
explained further the concept of the
mysterious “rhizomes” of death.

“That’s what makes it spread —
litle chutes go under the ground. It
spreads all the time with rhizomes,”
he said.

That’s right — “all the time.” As |
mulled thatthoughtover, Garden Man
began to get personal.

“You'reletting that ‘creeping’ dis-
tort you a little bit,” he told me.

1told him to give it to me straight.
He had tried to convince me that the
Fescue was not actually dangerous,
but then I asked him if the stuff could

have creeped right over Gherkin.
“Oh, no,” he replied, obvi-
ously taken aback.

I have interviewed quite a few
people in my Daily Nebraskan days,
and I could tell that Mr. High-and-
Mighty Garden Wizard had not been
expecting that question. Had 1
stumbled onto something?

Could, in fact, this Red Creeping
Death creep right over people who
might come over to visitme? Could it
absorbthem, using rhizomes as akind
of brain-sucking mechanism?

“No," he said, quickly hanging up.

Meanwhile, the Fescue quietly
creeps. But if you dare put your ear
near the ﬁround , you can hear a tiny,
evil laug

Phelps is jor news-editorial major,
th&wdhﬂl .
columnist.
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Out of touch with Earth Day

t might have been just another
Thursday, another boring Mon-
day, if it weren't for him,

He came out of nowhere, like
Michael Landon or the Lone Ranger,
and made my day something special,
something out of the ordinary.

I was on my way o class, bleary-
eyed and sleepy, the tasie of skim
milk and Crispix still hanging on my
breath, when I:saw him,

Him.
He was walking — no, waddling
—across 17th Street carrying a huge,

white vinyl armchair. It wasn't just a
chair, not a dining table chair or a
fold-up, one. It was a giant,
e i som dseyma
n person | was walking
wnh-—-ql.ooktllhal. Look at that
guy.” .
“So? He's carrying a chair.”
"1 'was' amazed.' She'didn’t even
care. Obviously, mytime at the UNL
of Journalisn has boen time
wollspmt. My powers of observation
mymo the bizarre are fincly

Howcmldshe-—-apm—

Iwmbctlookmgout
room window the first time I put on

my: mtlwsevenlhglmc
For the first time, I could sce the
individual leaves on the trees and
each brick in the housc next door. [

P had aiways boentherobut1'dboen

tail

unable to see it

That must be what lifc is like for
like my friend — people who
but cannot sec. Poor thing, 1

hudlymdudwlmwepmeduys

at the union,

As I walked by the union, my
journalist’s spider sense kicked in

| was on my way to
class, bleary-eyed
and sleepy, the taste
of skim milk and
Crispix still hanging

on my breath, when |
saw him.

again. Something was afoot, | was
sure.

The fountain was surrounded by
smiling people. There were tablesand
bands playmg and a !oudspeakcr
Hmmmm . . . what could itbe . .

of wursc. I thought, the foumam

an <is.on again. My roommaic has becn

comghmm that they should turn it
on. I can't wait to tell her. She might
not notice by herself,

I thought it was prelly ncat that

e were excited h 10 sel up
mandaimdspukcr;‘onhcfwn

Lain. Someonc was cven givi away
. A closcr look re
shirts, 100. T-shirts! — wllalabunch

of fountain-lovers these folks are, 1

 Or maybe it's not the fountain.
Maybeit's something more. And then
it came 10 me.

- Earth

Well?t.zidn't acmn!lycomcn
me; I read it on someone’s T-shirt,
What am 1 doing with my life? I'll
make a lousy gumﬂist Howcouldl
forget Earth

When I was a junior in high school, .

Earth Day wasahcgcdcal As secre-
tary of the Science Club, I spent hours
making posters, helping with recy-
clin
conferences.

I pored over articles about con-
taminated groundwater and waste in-

cinerators. I was concerned, and

rightly so. Everyone seemed Lo be.
1 would like to think the planet is

much better off now and that’s why

I've abandoned the ‘save the earth’

scene. But the truth is, I gotbusy. And

maybe a little bored.

tly busy. I stopped paying at-
tention to what was happening in the
news. My life had become restricted
o my room, my classrooms and the
union. Sometimes I venture off cam-
pus to visit Super Saver, but thatisn’t
thcbcstpiacctofotowyoumlr on
current events, If you're in a really
long line, you might have time 10 see
what's up with Drew more, but
1 don’t even know if they sell real

ncwspapers.
Yesterday I realized that 1 have
Iost touch was templed to trudge
the Administration Bmldmg

toc mquprlomedu
mquhl.l:ﬁ‘ orknow c

oflhcwu'l
Buntshudlokceplhnsmof
attitude in the presence of live music
and [ree popcom, So, instead of pun-
mnnxmyself I decided to try harder.
all journalists arc born with a
keoneyc It ook Lois Lane ycars to

realize Clark Kent was Superman, |

andevcuumllhinkhehldlogcll

I'll even start reading the news- !

paper. That's probably a good first

mho-uyw. I might even see Earth
Day coming. a .

mnl unicr news-edi adver-
tising and major and a Daily Nebras-
kan columnist.

drives and auending ecology
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. Bnng in this coupon for one free class at the hottest new studio!

Music from Funk to Country
Try the NEW POWER STEP

Centrum Plaza
475-6300

One Free Class

Come check us out!
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Opportunities
Nebraska

Army National Guard

® Future Pilot Training
® Ground Crew

® Avionic Mechanic

® Airframe Repair

® Helicopter Mechanic

For more information call today!!

Ask about our other Career fields
Call Toll Free
1-800-334-5082

In Lincoln 473-1588
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