A few years ago, I saw a T-shirt
that said, “It's not who you are, it's
what you wear. | mean, who really
cares who you are anyway?”

We like to express ourselves with
our T-shirts. We imagine we’re
telling a little bit about ourselves

| with what we wear,

Our hobbies, sports we like,
fraternities, sororities, residence
hall floors. All of this is very

descriptive.

- So what are all these people
wearing the Co-ed Naked Sports-
wear trying to get at?

I saw my first Co-ed Naked shirt
last year — Co-ed Naked Wres-
tling, I believe it was. I didn’t think
much about it. 1 certainly didn’t
realize it was the beginning of a

| national phenomenon,

. Now everything is co-ed and
naked. Every sport, profession and
hobby — nursing, weight lifting,
softball, chess.

The Co-ed Naked trend troubles
me. I don’t like any trend that
excludes Feople. and some profes-
sions will never have their own Co-
ed Naked shirts. Co-ed Naked
Proctology? Day care?

Probably not. As if proctologists’
lives aren’t unpleasant e , NOW

"re shunned by the .
till, the C Naked fad isn’t
the most offensive T-shirt craze. I'd
hand that laurel to the myriad of T-
shirts that show organisms —
animal and vegetable, geckos
, especially — in various sexual

* positions.

I'd like to say something

horribly about gecko sex T-
shirts. The le idea about Fecko
sex T-shirts should be horribly

funny. But it kind of gives me the
heebie-geebies, so I'll move on.
To No Fear Gear. For those who
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The Co-ed Naked trend troubles
me. I don't like any trend that
excludes people, and some profes-
stons will never have their own Co-
ed Naked shirts. Co-ed Naked Proc-
tology? Day care?

have better things to do with their
time than staring at T-shirts, let me
explain. No Fear T-shirts have

sayings like:

“It’s if you win, not how you
play the game — NO FEAR!"

“On the edge of a mountain, in
the middle of an electrical storm,
chokinq on a wad of jerky — NO
FEAR!”

“Cancer runs in your family —
NO FEAR!!”

I was talking to a No-Fear
aficionado the other day, and he
told me that No Fear used to be just
for cool motorcycle riders, or stunt
bikers, or something like that. He
also said that he’d been wearing No
Fear since the seventh grade.

(Isn’t that always the way it is?
“Oh yeah, I got my first pair of
Birkenstocks in kindergarten.
Thﬁ'm way passe now.”)

e said he was kind of annoyed
that everyone had jumped fearlessly
on the No-Fear bandwagon. He also
said he hated those nasty Co-ed
Naked shirts.

I wonder if the entire Co-ed
Naked crew hates the No Fear
wearers, too. We could be on the
v ¢ ﬂt:jt; nmclan war.

my money is on
No Fear. They l::dg about bad
sportsmanship life-risking

danger, and besides, I make it a
practice to never bet on naked

le.
pugmiftheBigJohmongang

enters the fracas, all bets are off and
take shelter.

In less offensive news, I've also
noticed a lot of Christian knock-off
T-shirts lately, shirts that play on a

well-known product line or saying. _

For example: “God’s . His
pain, your gain” and “He who dies
with the most toys still dies.”

I wonder if any of those Chris-
tian T-shirt manufacturers will play
on the Co-ed Naked theme. Maybe
“Co-ed Naked Mating for Life” or
“Co-ed Naked Gardening.”

Or maybe not.

I don’t think I'll be investing in
a Co-ed Naked shirt anytime soon.
Most of % interests and habits
require clothing. I guess I shower,
but I haven’t seen a i
Naked by Myself” T-shirt yet.

And besides, I don’t like to wear
shirts I can’t wear in front of my
mother. And I'll bet a million bucks
my mother falls on the anti-Co-ed
Naked side of the fence.

Rowell is a senior news-editorial, adver-
tising and English major and a Daily Nebras-
kan associate news editor.
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Girls grow

' ‘Most people do not

concept of the gender war until they

are in their twenties. I, on the other
hand, became an adamant adver-
sary of the female sex around the
age of 5.

Enrolled in Blue Door Nursery
School, | was an academic all-star,
in preschool terms. Perfect in
everything from nﬁng to
numbers, the only black mark on
my record was my “ability to work
well with others,” as worded by the
report card. But it was the girls in
the class to whom I attribute my
troubles.

The boys in my | class
never associated with the girls, and
m:ls did likewise with the boys.

sexes had their leaders to keep
them in line. I was in charge of the
males, while a loud, spunky

helm of the “you-ain't-no-boy"

group.
Kristen and I did the majority of
the fighting for the sexes. We
fought for the building blocks, the
soccer ball, the playhouse — all in
the name of our respective ;
One of those particular fights,
whjchwwld‘pmvetobemylutat
Blue Door. pitted Kristen against
ich sex would get to
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P> gys stay boys

Those formative years, regardiess
of how funny or trivial they seem
now, destined how I would later
think and behave. Though it has
been 15 years since the Battle at
Blue Door, I never let up in the
[fight between the genders.

extended her left hand in front of
her oncoming body. On impact, her
hand went halfway through my
mid-section. | back a few
steps and fell into the box of
firemen’s clothes, legs sprawled
open and dangling over the side.

Kristen stared at me for a while.
Then, in another act of feminist
, she reached down, between my
and into the crate, pulling out
a shiny red fireman’s helmet and

ing it on her mop-like hair.

cuse me,” she trumpeted,
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has been 15 years since the Battle
at Blue Door, I never let up in the

fight between the genders.

But it's time to raise the
white ;
Growing up, it was the _boys

versus the girls in everything we
did. Neither side really for
the other. The boys raised hell
together, played ball together and
— no matter what — stayed
together. Girls were the arch
enemy, and they did their best to
antagonize and compete.

By high school, girls had
evolved beasts like Kristen
into decent women. We boys
still raised still played ball and
still kg:l our distance from the
girls. But the girls suddenly became
tolerant of their opposites.

As much as [ hate to admit it,
the girls matured much faster than
the males. Girls were the “civiliz-
ers” of our adolescence. It was as if

wanted to reconcile. And some
of the boys started to give in.

Now in college, I see more and
more of my male warriors fall.
When one of my friends starts

- " with a girl, he changes; his
mwmm.u
altered and he becomes responsible.
A few of my older friends have
o oo priged v
have new men, resembling
nothing of the little boys I once

P it is time to throw in the
towel. it is time to surrender.
But this time, it seems there will be
so much more lost than just a box
of fireman's clothes.

Karl is a junior news-editorial and po-
litical sclence major and a Daily Nebraskan
columnist and stalf reporter,
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Student Basketball
Ticket Sales

Friday, Sept. 23
8 a.m. - 5 p.m.

Athletic Ticket Office
117 South Stadium

\

Fan Fare.
After the game, fast break to Friday'se for
late night. Or lunch, dinner and brunch.

. 48th & O Street

467-4007
. Dining Hours:
11a.m.-12a.m. Mon.-Sat.
10a.m.-11p.m. Sun,
(brunch menu available 10a.m.-2p.m.)
|y - . WA . . . -

plan o g
©I'score...

take

P

More students take Kaplan's courses every year than any
other test prep company's. Call us today to find out why.

Last chance to prepare
for the December Test.

Last class begins on Oct. 1.
345-3595

KAPLAN

The answer to the test question

NEBRASKA
Volleyball

ARBY'S CLASSIC

B T T
FRIDAY
Sapt. o5 Sk 4 \
Nebraska vs-

7:30 p.m.

SATURDAY ~ \
Sept. 24
Nebraska vs.
7:30 p.m.

Nebraska Coliseum

ADMISSION

$6 - Reserved seating

$4 - Adults general admission ®
$2 - Non-UNL students general admission '
Free - Full time UNL students with photo 1.D.

For ticket information call 472-3111




