St. Cloud State University
The Repository at St. Cloud State

Chronicle Student Publications

10-5-2000

The Chronicle [October 5, 2000]

St. Cloud State University

Follow this and additional works at: https://repository.stcloudstate.edu/chron

Recommended Citation
St. Cloud State University, "The Chronicle [October 5, 2000]" (2000). Chronicle. 3445.
https://repository.stcloudstate.edu/chron/3445

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Student Publications at The Repository at St. Cloud
State. It has been accepted for inclusion in Chronicle by an authorized administrator of The Repository at St. Cloud
State. For more information, please contact tdsteman@stcloudstate.edu.



























THURSDAY Oct. 5, 2000

PINIONS o

JAKE
RIsHAVY

COLUMN

.Bush & Gore,
Corporate
Whores

With the exception of which direc-
tion they comb the graying hair over
their receding, middle-aged hairlines,
Gore and W. are freakin’ identical.

During last night’s painfully boring
debates, I came to the realization that the
two republicrat presidential hopefuls just
may be trying to trick people into believ-
ing they are, in reality, each other.

Same suit? Check. Same hair?
Check. Same gretty red tie and bland
white shirt? Check. Same corporate
influenced half-truths? Double Check.

Tl admit it. I watched. And I'm now
far more ignorant for my troubles. It
seems that what now constitutes a
debate is little more than two talking
heads trading well rehearsed political
Jargon. Did I say jargon? Maybe, propa-
ganda would be more appropriate.-

I could have sworn that democracy,
as an institution, implied choice. I also
heard somewhere that choice meant
having two different options. Where’s
the 0p|10n’7

I’ll tell you where: Outside the audi-
torium trying to get in!

It seems that the corporate powers
that be managed to impose a banish-
ment of Ralph Nader, who had a ticket
to watch the event and who was pre-
vented, not only from participating, but
from viewing the horrendous proceed-
ings by a group of gestapo-like sate
troopers.

Where’s the democracy in tactics
like that?

It’s likely that the two...one...two(?)
candidate(s) were afraid that Nader
might disrupt the carefully scripted pro-
ceedings by injecting some truth into
the mix.

The only people who may have |

defied the rules of democratic society

more than the empty suits on stage, was |

the mainstream media who did nothing to
ensure a fair display of the tough issues.

Throughout Tuesday’s Tragedy, I
saw something that twisted my prover-
bial cap- Bush and Gore ran the debate,
and 'refused 'to’ follow the' agreed upon
structur€.

Becca: Hey Tim?

Tim: Yes, Becca?

Becca: Why is it that every time I
meet a nice guy, it seems impossible for
anything to ever work out between us? I
cannot be the only one with this pr0b~
lem ... right?

Tim: No, Becca, of course you're
not the only one with this problem. In
fact, it seems to me that the search for a
dependable and caring partner in our
fine little community is more difficult
than finding a parking spot on campus.

Becca: I think the problem stems
with you guys. I can think of several
things right off the bat that men could
afford to pay a little more attention to.
Where do you want me to start?

Tim: Wow, enlightening, the- fault
belongs to the men. I never saw that
coming. This surely isn’t a new expla-
nation to the problem, but I'll humor
you, Let’s dig into it a little and see what
we come up with. Why don’t you start
with my biggest fault as the stereotypi-
cal “problem guy.”

Becca: If you're humoring me, [
suppose I can oblige and let you know

| where you went wrong. Exhibit A: you
| never listen! It’s not like I want to talk

Both' psuedo-candidates “acted  like |
crybabies when they were forced to end |

. their repetition of hollow, mindless drivel.

If what I saw Tuesday night was two
different people, I must have periodical-
ly passed out into some sort of drug
induced coma during the times that the
other guy was taking his turn.

about my feelings every time I open my
mouth. Maybe you should lend a kind
ear once in awhile. The time you take to
listen for even just a little while could
end up reapmg you generous rewards.
Hope that isn’t over your

Tim: Valid point, my dear. T think
this speaks to a deeper problem, one of
communication in general. It’s obvious
that this is a major issue in many rela-
tionships, and one that causes many to
deteriorate to the point of failure. Why?
Well women, generally, put more
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emphasis on the value of talking than
men. When you discuss tonight’s plans
with your female friends, the conversa-
tion takes between 10 and 25 minutes.
My phone conversations - maximum 59
seconds. Maximum. And not only that,
butl..

Becca: Sorry to interrupt, but if you
keep talking your whole point is going
to go up in smoke. But speaking of
evening plans, I think we opened up a
new can of worms there. Let’s be hon-
est with ourselves. Many of the activi-
ties we so eagerly plan are anything but
conducive to long-term relationships. I
think you know what I'm talking about.

Tim: Why yes, as a matter of fact, [
do. But this is only partially my fault.
Aside from the fact that I really do value
spending time with my friends, and
don’t plan on sacrificing ALL of it, what
the hell else is there to do in this town
besidgs paying tribute to the gods of

Becca: You do have a point there.

Tim: Of course I do, and it won’t be
my last, dammit. I can only go on so
many movie dates before it gets old.
And it’s already old. Id rather do some-
thing fun, something that encourages
more conversation.

Becca: You're a smart-ass. I have to
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give you that one though, St. Cloud is
not exactly a thriving cultural mecca.
But ¢’mon, Tim, no girl demands you
sacrifice ALL of your time with friends,
just enough so that we feel loved. We
Just want to feel loved! Okay, my melo-
drama is over. Do you see where I'm
going with this?

Tim: Naturally. But this really is
easier to solve than you think. TELL
ME WHAT YOU WANT TO DO.
Don’t expect me to pull all kinds of fun
ideas out of my ass, and when I say “So,
what should we do tonight?”, don’t give
me “I don’t know,” or “Whatever.” 1
cannot read your mind. I have proven it
time and time again. So throw me a
bone here, please?

Becca: It would be a lot easier to
throw you a bone if you wouldn’t reject
every idea that doesn’t include “liquor
store sale,” or “new Playstation game,”
or “kick-off.” But let’s not belabor the
point. I only need two words to explain
my next point: wandering eyes.
Discuss.

Tim:(clearing throat) Yeah, I figured
we’d get to this point. I wish I had a foot
to stand on here, but I think I'm busted.
The bottom line is that some females
dress up to get attention, and I can’t help
but give it to them. This does not, how-

Battle of the Sexes: Who's to Blame?

ever, mean that I have any intention of
pursuing her, especially if I am involved
with someone. I am a weak bastard, I
will admit it.

Becca: I couldn’t agree more.

Tim: The more I drink, the more my
eyes wander. But truthfully - and I think
Icans for most guys here - many of

. the objects of my attention just make me

appreciate the girl I am with even more.

: How romantic. I don’t know
whether to blatantly call you on that load
of crap or just let you wallow in your
pathetic attempts at justification. I seri-
ously think you’re missing my point
though. I would never expect you to just
stop looking at other girls. No girl is stu-
pid enough to think she can break a guy
of that habit. And guess what- girls
check out other guys constantly, at least
as often as your eyes wander. But do you
notice this as it is occurring? No. Why?
Because we know how to hid it. It’s real-
ly a simple concept.

: I think this brings us to the
most important point of all in our
insightful little banter. St. Cloud is full of
eligible bachelors and bachelorettes, and
this makes it difficult for many, young
men and women alike, to settle into a
relationship. I see numerous couples,
admittedly happy with each other, look-
ing over each other’s shoulders for
something just a little better to come
along. It’s a sad state of affairs, but true
none-the-less. Who wants to miss Mr. or
Ms. Right while shacked up with Mr. or
Ms. Wrong?

Becca: So eloquent. But you know
what I just remembered? I'm 20. Maybe
I should just relax about Mr. Right and
be happy with Mr. Right Now.

: Amen.



