
A different world 
Spring Break rolls all of life into one big ball 

So you wanna go on Spring Break. 
You’re probably thinking “This 

weather sucks. My classes suck. My 
life sucks. I need a vacation.” 

And you know, you are probably 
right. 

That’s what I was thinking one 

year ago. I was strung out, overworked 
and not real happy with life the way it 
was. When my roommate and a friend 
started talking about a road trip to 
sunny Florida, I signed on without 
reservation. 

And I have not been the same since. 
My view of the world is skewed. I 

have not thought about our little planet 
the same way since I left Daytona 
Beach. 

That tends to happen when you 
spend eight days either slobbering 
drunk, hungry or on the beach with 
20,000 of your closest friends. 

Here’s the bottom line on Spring 
Break in a beach-type setting. It is 
everything that was ever wrong with 
college America rolled into one big 
package. 

Spring Break is casual sex. It is 
reckless abandon. It is fake IDs. It is 
overindulgence in alcohol to the 23rd 
power. It is hormones. It is sexual 
exploitation without regard to gender. 
And it is chaos. 

If you subscribe to the Bible, it is 
lust, envy, gluttony, sloth and pride— 
all five for the price of one. 

And it is damn fun. 
A few tips for those thinking about 

Spring Break: 
• If you are offended easily, don’t 

go. 
• If you don’t like to get crazy 

drunk, go running around on a beach 
until three in the morning, tell wild 
lies to people you meet until near 
sunrise and then be out on the beach 
playing volleyball before noon, don’t 
go- 

• Ifyou are shy of flesh, stay home. 
Wet T-shirt and wet willy (no, not 
Steve Willey, unfortunately) contests 
happen every hour on the hour. 

• If you don’t like getting drunk 
with a herd of sheep and a tube of... 
uh, never mind. 

For our trip, myself, Adam and 
Bob drove from Lincoln to New Or- 
leans, stopping along the way to pick 
up a friend in Missouri. 

From New Orleans — where we 

spent one night of drinking, dancing 
and fleeing drag queens—we drove 
to Daytona. That’s more than 30 hours 
of driving. 

We had five cases of beer, a 1.75 
liter jug of Seagram’s Extra Dry Gin, 

a freezer full of cheap frozen pizza 
and six days of beach time. 

Ah, heaven. 
Action was non-stop. I learned a 

new saying in Daytona. “Drink when 
you are hungry, sleep when you die.’ 

And that’s what we did. We drank 
when we were hungry because we 
were always hungry, and we slept when 
we passed out. Death didn’t sound 
appealing. 

And we spent time on the beach. 
And the sexual dynamics of the miles 
and miles of sand made that really 
interesting. 

It was like a human car show. Thin, 
tan, busty women in their skimpy biki- 
nis would strut up and down the beach 
past the groups of well muscle-toned, 
tanned, seemlingly wealthy college 
men. It was a flesh market for both 
sexes. 

Of the 20,000 or so people on the 
beach, approximately 11,000 were 
women. Of those 11,000 women, 
10,500 of them were beautiful. 

The male breakdown was not so 

good. 
But after three or four days of walk- 

ing on the beach and stopping to look 
at every beautiful woman that walked 
by, I got used to it. It didn’t faze me 

anymore. 

We met some women from Wis- 
consin there and they said the same 

things. You just got numb to the whole 
thing. 

You started looking for the ugly 
people. 

And it was sick and wrong. Be- 
cause, who is to say I am any tetter? 

I go about six-foot, 150 pounds of 
skin and bone. Believe me, I am noth- 
ing to speak about in a pair of swim- 
ming trunks. 

But there I was, sitting in the back 
of a convertible, driving up and down 
the teach taking pictures of fat women 
in thongs and another man that people 
tried to roll back into the water. 

Time ran out on us before the beer 
and gin did, thank God. And that was 

a good thing. Not one of the four of us 

would drink and drive, and we needed 
to dry out before classes started. 

We came home, still in shorts and 
T-shirts because the last time we got 
out of the car, we were in the South. 

Lincoln just seemed a little differ- 
ent. It was quiet, nice. 

Or was it just sane? 
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Even 
EZ-er 
than 

1040EZ. 

Introducing TeleFile from 
the IRS. If you are single and 

filed Form 1040EZ last year, you 
can file your tax return in ten 

minutes by phone. Anytime. Check 

your tax booklet for information. 

ns TeleFile 
It’s free. It’s fast. It works. 

Department of the Treasury 
Internal Revenue Service 

Changing for good. 

The Five Stages of Spring Break 
By Matthew Watte, Dally Nebraskan Senior Editor 

This list is not for everyone. I would not dare assume that all people do this. But from my own experiences and from 
stories of other’s spring break, this is what I have compiled as the stages of Spring Break. 
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Need a Car for Spring Break? 

jfl> pecial DOLLAR 
^as RENT A CAR Spring Break Rates 

for Students 
Aged 21 -25 w Lincoln Municipal Airport 

Make Your Reservation TODAY 2400 w- Adams st 

474-3388 

Bring a friend and get two full sets of nails 
for the price of one. 

■ 

Call for an appointment one week in advance. 

4703 Prescott Ste. E, behind Do Me Right Salon 
Lincoln, Ne 68506 

483-4200 Expires 3/17/96 

For Your "Spring Break" Necessities 
Come to Backwoods Territory 

10% off with UNLI.D. 
In the Alamo Center 

56th & Hwy 2 
420-2244 

Mon-Fri 10 AM-8 PM 
Sat 10 AM-6 PM Sun 12-5 PM 


