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Dreams demand taking risks

0 this day I still cry for my
grandfather.

Roger W. Paulman was laid
loreston a bright, cold January day in
Sutherland, his hometown and minc.

In this small town, the cemetery
lay at the bottom of a high hill on
Highway 25, a winding road that cut
1ls way around the reservoir 1o my
family’s farm. From third grade
through cighth, I had traveled this
road every weekday on the school
bus. “Hold your breath — hold it “til
we gel past the cemetery,” was partof
the game we played.

And in this cemetery were the
stones of names I kncw — Reitz,
Fleecs, Baker and Applcgale. I had
held my breath past the cemetery with
their children and grandchildren.

Grandpa had known them, Loo. He
now lay among them, alongside his
own son, my uncle, dead scven years
ago on a day not unlike that onc.

Should I cry hysterically? Should I
look somber? 1 huddled in my over-
coat, feeling the prairic wind rip
through me, fecling lost, feeling a
strange scnsc of deja vu.

“You'd think onc of us would have
the decency to dic when it's warm,”
my father said 1o me with dry humor,
I couldn't help but let a small chuckle
escape the icc that scemed to enclose
my heart.

A long time had passed since I'd
played silly school bus games. The
town and the names werc the same,
but nothing secmed right. Then my
father made a sarcastic crack (hat
cased the ngin. and my old world
camc together again,

Later that day, my cousins and I,
all. grown up, looked through photo
albums and laughed at 20-year-old
memorics, We rushed down 1o the
basement and dredged through the
old wy chest, cooing over things likc
broken plastic cars, ataticred woman's
glove and a green Comelt botte.

We had gone back 10 the old days,

A

We were almost
children again,
and | could taste

_ the bittersweet of
nostalgia — the
sweetness of the
good times I'd had
and the bitterness
that life would
never be the same
again.

when we were content (o play with
Jjunk in the cold bascment at grandma
and grandpa’s housc. We wercalmost
children again, and I could tastc the
bitlersweel of nostalgia — the sweel-
ness of the good times 1'd had and the
bitterness that lifc would ncver be the
same again.

And I'm sure I will tastc it again
In two weeks my (ricnds and 1 go
our scparalc ways for the summer.
Summecr is only threc months long,
more or lcss, Summer alone is noth-
ing.

Butl haveanagging sensc that this
summer will be a watershed in my
lifc, thateverything will beincredibly
different when I return in January or
next June or whenever,

Come this summer, my friends
will never have been so far away from

me, Come this summer, we will never

. have been so unsure when we would

sce cach other again.

This summer scarcs the daylights
out of me.

The friends I've found in the past
few years arc thedearest I’ ve ever had
and | don’t want 1o losc them. The
thought of being away from them for
whatl could be a yﬂt:r or an c:tc:.;nilyl

me o int where
%dvm stand in this spolp?or the rest of
my life.

Like in the small town, where the

namcs never  but the faces do,
1 famasize about living next door o
%bm friends, waiching their ki_dlﬁ

grandkids grow ng wi
dmomoldnmomfsunlill’mlaid
1o rest at the bottom of the hill.

But my dreams are in the way.

My dreams are the only things
more dear to mc than the ones I love.
My dreams led me away from my
hometown, they will take me from

this placc and they will separatc me
from the best fricnds I"'ve cver had.
What my drcams arc doesn’t mat-
ter so much as just having them. Be it
changing diapers or changing the

world, a purpose in lifc helps us keep
track of whal's important Lo us.

Half of mc docsn’t want (o leave.

ButI haveto go. I need to go. The final
score: 2 1/2 10 1/2. So I'll go, though
itbreaks my heart. Thisisthe pricemy
dreams demand.

Instead of trying to spend the rest
of my life in this moment in time, I'll
hope better ones come along.

1 will cry for my friends, for the
times we shared and the miles be-
tween us. Through bittersweet tears, [
will turn my face to the road and let
out my breath.

Paulman is a senior news-cditorial and
history major and a Daily Nebraskan colum-
nist and photographer.

Conservative effort deplorable

'm thinking about l'm‘rninsg a

new studmtlﬂoupatUNL: tu-

dents for former Soviet
Union. We'd get together, lament the
collapse of communism and dream of
the day when the red menace will be
back in power.

Actually, I'm not. That idca has
already been taken by aﬁ:up called
Students for America. They get to-
gether, lament the fall of conserva-
tism and dream of the day when the
Republican menace will be back in
power.

They cven publish a nice liule
newslelter, The Ideal. The first issuc
came oul yesterday.

The newsletier reminded me of a
publication my grandmother helps put
outevery month foraretirement com-
munity in Arizona. Real quality.

Among the incredible insights I
found reading The Ideal was the ques-
tion: “Did the staff of the Women's
Resource Center really head to the
Amazon for spring break?” I think
that pretty much sums up the level of
intelligence, or lack thereof, that can
be found spread throughout The Ideal.

And really, calling this newsletier
The ldeal is 1oo much, From now on
I will just call it The Joke.

What other wonderful news did |
read in The Joke?

® On the “faculty watch” page, I
see that The Joke awarded Eric Jolly,
direcior of UNL's Affirmative Action
Office, with the “Adolf Hitler award
for racism awareness.”

® UNL Chancellor Graham
Spanier “seems 10 have a rather bi-
zarre obsession with pranoting ho-
mosexuality.” Spanicr's “pro-gay sil-
liness,” according Lo The Joke, “is just
that: silly.” :
© Asolution to Bill Clinion s presi-

is 10 ‘*Clu?e your name o

ilda Globaski (or any blind les-
bian member of the U) so you
may qualify for millions in financial

With Bill Clinton’s
election,
conservatives
have no rallies to
go to. They have
no causes left. If
they are not
careful, they might
become another
lost generation.

A :
@ “NE SPORTS ROCK!"

@ "“AlIDS activists have bombarded
everyonc for a decade with this stri-
dent ‘sky is falling’ rhetoric; thi
double standard reitcrates what an
invention their AIDS scarc really is.”

The Joke staff needs to brush up on
its editing, I guess being a conserva-
tive doesn't mean you can spell
“falculty” or “wether.”

'nl?r:g:'dll meoomuh;llsofm.lloke
i me as what some ultra-
conscrvatives might say if they were
drunk and knew they wouldn’thave o
be around to stand behind what they
believe in.

Butl'm y 1o see that Studenis
for America has formed and is pub-
lishing The Joke, I think the group can
serve as a kind of Alcoholics Anony-
mous for ultra-conservatives who arc
in withdrawal afler George Bush's

defeat in November.

With Bill Clinton’s election, con-
servatives have no rallies Lo go to.
They have no causes lefi. If they are
not careful, they might become an-
other lost generation.

But don’t despair. Conservatives
now have Students for America. They
can getu?uhermd plot the return of
Ronald n and publish their
newsletter. They can even hold pot-
luck dinners if they get too lonely.

Icanalmost hear the support group
sessions now:

“Hello, my name is Bob, and. . .
yes, I voted for George Bush.”

The first step, as they say, is admit-
ting you have a problem.

I shouldn’t be so hard on the poor
Students for America. Any group com-
mitted to truth, i’usﬁcc and ensurin,
they have the right tooffend and w
on anyone they wish can’t be all bad.
And any group that thinks Don
Stenberg will be Nebraska’snext gov-
ernor mustreally know something the
rest of us don't.

Besides, with budget deficits, in-
dustrial decline and more gridlock in
Washington, America needs all the
support it can get. Even from conser-
vative gnx? who can't spell and
claim Rush Limbaugh as their guid-
ing light.

Well, things aren’t that bad yel.
But in 10 years, who knows?

I think the best argument against
Students for America and its newslet-
ter is their own words. If you want to
know what 1o expect from lhn:m,
just read the “Declarationof 1 -
dence” in the first issue of The Joke:

“Get for the campus cultural
equivalent of a dri shooting.”

God bless America. The conserva-
tive tide is rolling again.

Fitzpatrick is a junior political sclence
:u.:mmmmmn

Page 5

’------—---‘

%‘wg—\%
~
DANCE CONTEST
Every Tuesday
9 p.m.
1823 "0" Street
NO COVER

KIMCO
SELF

STORAGE

h student 1.d.

2601 N. 27th
466-7444

The most

complete
arsenal of test

prep tools
in the worid.

CALL NOW:

June Test
Compact Classes
Begin
May 4th
475-7010

Blue Examination Books. Limit 3 per visit.

ASH

for your Textbooks during buy back.




