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“Well,” James thinks, “this year
will be different. It has to be.”

He sits on the loft bed of his dorm
momh&mgahnlhihdhmdumt-
ing in his ap. The room is slowly
beginning o warm up, and his
is still unpacked on the floor in the cen-
terofﬂ:emn.lle’ahemﬂﬂmgaku
over the break.

On the excuse for a desk in the cor-
ner of the room lies his report card, the
grades a bitter reminder of last semes-
ter’s excesses. Too much drinking, too
many parties and not enough studying.
I “Iwill learn,” is James’ new
mantra. It replaces “Party! Party!”

Sarah, James’ ex-girifriend, knocks
on the door, pushing it open a little.
Theyre still friends, but nothing more.

“Hi, James,” she say's to him as she
peeks her head in.
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the Family as their special
thcabnlmdumdmlh
last day of classes. The sun rose and.
maﬁwﬁmaandamymw
pmttﬁnlvmt. :

With a new year comes resolu-
tions and goals, and in the world of
jomm!ism,thcobhgamryymm-
Wmﬁmmm
wen-ugemandmokng.

rarettes Mmmmh

Haqmwuhnahlﬂemshem
off her jacket, setting it over the back of
one of the room’s two chairs. “Really?”
she asks. “Why?”

‘He smiles a little, shrugging as he
jumps from the loft to the floor. “Tt
wasn'’t good for me.”

Her laugh is as soft and melodic as
ever. “Neither is drinking, but you
aren’t giving that up.”

His smile broadens a little as he
picks up an apple, buffing it on his U2
T-shirt. “Who says?”

This time she looks even more
shocked than the last time. “Oh come
on, James! You can’t give up drinking!”

He chuckles, moving to lean

§ poned and I checked P.D. mlaoHard
Copy rehab against his will. The
doctor tells me he hasn’t mentioned
the British Nanny in three days.
There’s hope yet that he’ll make it.

Anyway, back to the year-in-
review concept:

Now it’s my turn, but since I'm
not your typical journalist, and I'm
fighting a Green Bay Packer-
induced, Old Style headache, I pre-

sent to you the year in review for the ;

first two weeks of 1998.

So far there’s been death.
‘Let’s start with Chris Farley.
Granted, he died at the ripe old age
of 33 on Dec. 18, but the results of
his autopsy weren't published until

+ the Jan. 3, so he counts toward this

review. Found dead and

face-down, :
bloated and loaded full of drugsisn’t %

exactly the most gracious way to go
_out. Farley always said he admired
John Belushi, and now he died like-

“him. It was a bit of a shock, but - ;
mmwmw -3
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for second semester

He shrugs, rubbing his bare chin.
“Some people can do things easier than
others.”

Saahmgln.mgthmhhek
on the counter. “You know, your mom

) told me once that you were like a

sm&:r,ulhem will be nice
mtbhmcﬂbm&'pwpkm-
ing in'and out all the time and the loud
yelling at 2 a.m. about stupid topics.
When he is ready to sleep, he can sleep,
he thinks to himself. Getting up will be
the big challenge, though, since he has
a tendency to oversleep.

“Aren’t you taking French for, like,
the fifth time this semester?” she asks,
picking up his half-eaten apple and tak-
ing a bite from it. “It's not that hard of a
class, I did it straight through my first
time.” -

James takes his shirts and puts

them into the next drawer, then closes it

before turning back to look at her. “I

think I just got lazy. You know, all the

basic subjects in school were never that

~ hard for me, so I figured the advanced

stuff would come that way too, but it
didn’t”

“So you change,” she says. “You
get back to working hard and doing
what you have to do.”

“I know,” James replies. “That’s
what I’'m doing”

_ She gets up, picking up her jacket
with a finger. “You don’t need to isolate
yourself to do it, James. You just have
to refocus and regroup. Don'’t cut back
on your social life because you have a
problem.”

“But what if it’s part of the prob-
lem?” he asks her.

The:e:sakmgmomofmmn—
fortable silence before she puts her
Jjacket on. Sarah thinks to herself that
James is just having another one of his
mood swings. Part of the reason they -
broke up was because he didn’t like her
friends and she didn’t like his, so him
cutting back on the parties really does-
n’t surprise her.

lengugang"dneﬁ
him. “Don’t be Giveme a
mﬂm%’ﬁhngmarme-

Sing”

He nods as she slips out the door.
“Take care of yourself, Sarah.”

“You know me, James, its all I do
well.”

He locks the door béhind her, sigh-
ing to himself. He knows he won’t call
her, because she was part of the prob-
lem. Trying to get him drunk four
nights a week, telling him classes don’t
matter, trying to wean him away from

It's back to basics for James, Hard
work, lots of studying and hanging out
with friends he enjoys — no more sense-
less partying, no more clouds of ciga-
rette smoke and no more drinking
binges that make him forget his own
brother’s name.

College life is like a drug — you say
a lot of times that this is the last time
you do it to excess, but sooner or later,
you get that bad hit and you need to get
things in working order before they kill
you. \
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"l‘mnq:oﬂmg”slumgathmmml-
ly, “these are the golden years of my
life.”
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look too happy
The university’s football team

played a game over the break. They
beat Tennessee like a bunch of red-
headed stepchildren. The citizens of
Lincoln took to the streets. The
drunken revelry was so intense
you'd think Ronald Reagan was re-
elected for a third term.

Sometime during the ruckus, or
so the authorities suspect; a statue
was removed from the Sheldon’s -
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