



































Regens solve mjor problem facin
entire univesity system

Once upon a time, there was a
university. Many students came and
went. They paid their fees, attended
classes, bought books. They were
polite to faculty and even more polite
to administrators. They were in awe
of regents and, after four years,
happily accepted the piece of paper
that meant so much.

From the higher place, the
regents looked down and smiled. And
it was good.

But slowly, the smiles disap-
peared from the faces of the
multitude. They skipped classes,
griped about the price of books. They
ignored the faculty, asked em-
barrassing questions of ad-
ministrators and snarled at regents.

From their higher place, the
regents looked down and they didn’t

smile. It wasn’t too good.

‘“We must do something,’”’ they
said. And so, for sevendays and seven
nights, they met.

Finally, the gong rang out and the
music stopped. The door to the high
place swung open. Then swung shut.

The white smoke rose from the
chimney and the regents had reached
a decision.

They sat stoicly as one of their
number rose and went to look down
from the higher place.

Still, he saw no smiles. Only the
same questions, even stronger snarls.

He pulled the cord and the black
drapes closed slowly across the
window that looked down from the
higher place.

And when the light was gone, the
regents smiled. And it was good.
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Senate Tea drizzles out

Student senators, both this year’s
and last, swarmed the Travis Lounge
Wednesday to plan their biggest bash
of the year, the annual senate tea
party. Some observers say it was the
first time all year the student officials
had been so excited; and that must
have been true because even Dorothy
Bartorelli was there.

John Bradford, senate president,
tried to call the senate to order but
several fistfights broke out among
some of the student leaders. They
were having a hard time deciding who
got to sit by thedoor, and hence be the
first one out when the meeting was
over.

After Dan Klaich made the ar-
bitrary decision he would sit by the
door (because he was bigger than
everybody else) the senate calmed
down and the meeting got on its way.

The first order of business was
approval of the minutes for both
Activities and Finance Control Board.
This was a relatively simple matter
because neither board had any
minutes to be approved and their
chairmen explained why.

In the first place, Activities Board
held a meeting but they decided to
strike their minutes completely.
When Bradford told the board
members this was unethical, Brenda
Tedford, former senior women’s
activity senator, said ‘‘what people
don’t know won’t hurt them.”’

Craig Ihara, last year’s FCB
chairman, spoke for Laurie Albright,
current FCB vice-president, and the
rest of the board when he explained
why this board had no minutes.

“You see,”’ he said, “FCB had a
personnel session last meeting and
they just can’t divulge what they
talked about.”

A low roar of disapproval rose in
the midst of the senate but Ihara told
everyone he was sorry but that was
the way things stood.

“We are holding all the marbles
in this game,” he said, ‘“‘and that’s
that.”

At that very moment, Ihara
dropped the bag of marbles he hap-
pened to have brought to the senate,
and Bradford temporarily stopped the
meeting while the others helped pick
them up.

The major point of discussion was
of course, the tea, and as the time
approached to discuss the issue, the
student leaders became awed and a
hush came over the body.

-At last discussion began but Bill
Heise called for a quorum count and
to the dismay of the entire body there
was not enough there to continue the
meeting. It seems Klaich had fallen
asleep at the door and the senators
had trickled out one by one.

But Linda Nagy, Sagebrush
political editor, told the remaining
student leaders not to worry because
she had a complete record of who had
come and gone.

As the senators tripped over one
another and raced to get out the door
Pete Perreira, student union director
(and other things), was heard to
mutter below the din, “Why do those
senators always leave just before the
big stuff always comes up?’’

Craig Kellison told Perriera not to
talk so loud or he wouldn’t get a
Mackay Day tee-shirt for free again
next year. So Perriera promptly shut
up, not wanting to place hischances in
jeopardy.

It was unfortunate the senate
ended in such a clamor because
Bradford had mysteriously received a

list of ‘“‘awards’’ for some of the
outstanding senators. But he had
decided just to publish them in this
issue instead.

Here’s how the awards look:

Dorothy Bartorelli received the
only perfect attendance certificate
ever to be awarded an ASUN senator.
She is the only senator to have ever
missed every single meeting and
come up with a different excuse each
week as to why she shouldn’t be
counted absent.
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Ginny Lipscomb won the most
dedicated award. She is the first
senator in ASUN’s history to have
knitted four sweaters while attending
meetings. That award destroys the
rumor senators can’t do two things at
once.

Laurie Albright was given the
golden mouth award and Mark
Burrell received the golden foot

award but no explanation was given
about either of these.
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Something for

everyone to agree on

‘“There he is, that’s the editor.”’

Ex-chief of police Elmer Briscoe
pointed a three-inch fingernail toward
a skinny figure climbing the stairs out
of the Sagebrush office.

‘“You mean that runt?”’ Chief
Parker, Briscoe’s replacement,
leaned out of the Morrill Hall bell
tower, binoculars pressed to his face.

Briscoe nodded, brushing the
latest gift from a pigeon from his
shoulder.

Me anwhi e, the runt stumbled
over to a beat-up Honda. 5:35 a.m.

‘““You mean him?’’ Parker asked.

‘“Yup, him. Dirty radical.”

‘“Wait,”’ said Parker pointing to a
window in Clark Administration.
‘““Who’s that?”’

Dean Barnes, clutching a duck
under one arm, waved her binoculars
at the bell tower. She turned and
waved them again at the top of Clark.

N. Edd smiled back at her. He
stomped out his cigarette on the
carpet inside, licked his lips and
pressed the binoculars to his eyes.

The runt buckled his helmet on,
cussed as he knocked a pile of books
from the seat of the Honda and pushed
his hands into a pair of gloves. 5:36
a.m.

Dan Klaich raised himself on his
elbows. He slipped in the wet grass.
Rick Elmore yelped as Klaich’s elbow
dug into his eye.

‘““Shut up, you’ll blow it,”” Klaich
said.

The runt took the key from his
mouth and stuck it tiredly into the
Honda. 5:37 a.m.

Dean McQueen and Dick
Trachok, giggling, leaned over the
roof of the Student Services building.
They jerked their heads back,
‘“shushing’’ each other, but smiling
ear to ear.

The runt climbed on the Honda,
stuffing layout sheets and
photographs into his fieldjacket.
5:37:30 a.m.

Bob Malone leaned out from the
fire escape on Fransden Humanities.
Wildcat pushed him back. “I can’t
see.”’

Stenninger, binoculars hanging
from his neck, peeked around the tree
on the other side of the quad. He
aimed a ‘‘thumbs up’’ at Jake
Laughter, crouched behind the next
tree, tying his tennis shoe.

The sun started to peek brilliantly
over the buildings along the quad. The
runt cussed and kicked the starter
lever of the Honda.

A white column of flame shot into
the air. The glass in the nearby
windows shattered.

ASUN senators rose from the
ground, filling the smoky air with
confetti. Faculty, students, ad-
ministrators, staff, regents joined
hands, circling the parking lot as
Sagebrush layouts fluttered from the
sky. They sang, laughed, danced
together, together under the rising
sun.

N. Edd smiled, one arm around
Dan McKinney, the other around
Proctor Hug. “I was right all along,”
he said. ‘“The university community
can all agree on at least one thing.”

Administration

purchases

new sandbox

The Bored of Regents met in
special session yesterday and ap-
proved $2,000 for the purchase of an
eight foot by five foot sandbox to be
installed in Clark Administration.

Sagebrush asked President N.
Edd Miller about the purchase.

“What’s that?’’ Miller asked,
digging sand out of his ear.

““Oh, yes. It’s another step in our
attempt to facilitate problem-solving
at UNR,” he said.

‘ We’ve also been greatly con-
cerned about the increasing number
of injuries among our administrators.
Dean Bob Kinney was severely in-
jured last week after some students
questioned him about one of our
policies. It took two doctors and a
ceramicist to get the flower pot off
this head,” Miller said. “This is a
super-pot.”’

He stopped as the door swung
open and Dining Commons Director
Mike Laine dove head first into the
sandbox. A placard flew through the
door after him as Miller slammed it
shut.

“I agree it was a little expensive,
but we’ve opened the box to ASUN
officials as well,”” Miller said.
“Rick.”

Elmore’s head emerged from the
box.

“Eh?”’ he grinned.

‘“Feel better now, Rick,”” Miller
asked.

“Oh, yes, Dr. Miller,”” he said
spitting out the sand. He scooped up
the shredded senate minutes from the
sand and bounced out of the office
singing ‘‘Skip-to-my-lou.’’

‘“What’s that noise?,” I asked.

There had been a faint buzzing in the
background since I had entered the
office.

Miller turned toward the box.
‘“Laurie,” he said sternly.

Albright’s head popped up,
spraying sand all over the carpet.

‘“Laurie, what were you doing?’’
he asked.

“I was just having the best
conversation with Dr. McQueen.”’

‘“‘Laurie, you know that’s not why
the box is here. No politics.”

“But, Dr. Miller, we got so much
done.”

“No politics,” he screamed. ‘“No
box privileges for a week.”

She ran out, spitting sand and
moaning.

McQueen’s head rose from the
sand. “Thank you,” he said. ‘“Those
damn students. Always want to talk to
you. Touch you . . . i hate them, hate
them, hate them.”” He pounded his
fists in the sand.

“Now Bob,”’ Miller said rubbing
the sand from McQueen’s hair. “Back
in the box. You’ll feel better. They’ll

.all go away.”

McQueen slowly worked his head
back into the sand, whimpering
quietly.

‘“Now, where were we?’”’ Miller
asked.

The door swung open and Dean
Roberta Barnes and Dean Kinney
bounced in.

“Hi, Bob. How’s your head?”
Miller asked running his finger along
the red ring around Kinney’s
forehead.

‘““He’s fine now,”’ Barnes said. “‘Is
there room for three more?”’ she
asked. ‘“‘Studentshave been coming in
all morning and . . .”’

“Three,”’ Miller asked.

She smiled as the bulge under her
coat squirmed and went ‘‘quack.’”’

““Oh, yes. Certainly,”” Miller said.

“The pails and shovels will be
here by Monday,’

The office buzzer sounded.
‘““Yes,’’ Miller asked.

“Some faculty members to see
you about the code of conduct,” the
voice answered.

“Tell them I'm in conference.”

“I must get back to work now,”’
he said turning to me.

I turned and walked to the door.
As I opened it, UNR Business
Manager Ed Pine stumbled past,
shredding a copy of the budget in his
teeth, mumbling ‘‘I’m there, I'm safe.
Sweet sand . . .”

I turned back to ask Miller one
last question, but it was too late. He
slid head first down the kiddy slide at
one edge of the box. Plop.
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Finance Control Board members
voted to double their salaries and
those of all ASUN officials—with the
exception of the Sagebrush editor—in
their last meeting of the year Wed-
nesday.

Originally the meeting was to
consider substantial reductions in the
present salary scale, but the student
officers found it difficult to make a
fair decision.

Laurie Albright, vice-president of
finance, was the first to voice the
apparent dilemma: ‘‘How are we
going to cut ASUN salaries fairly
when we are also considering our own
salaries?”’

Mark Burrell, senator-at-large
for finance responded with, ‘“Of
course we can cut the salaries fairly. I
recommend we cut ours in half and
everyone else’s completely.’”’

Rick Elmore, ASUN president,
disagreed with Burrell. ‘I think we
had better come up with a more ob-
viously fair plan. You know we have
to consider student reaction in these
types of things.”

Mac Potter, ASUN business
manager, finally came up with the
plan that was adopted. He suggested
the board cut the salaries of every
other student officer, but let the other
officers decide the FCB salaries.

Albright immediately moved to
cut the salaries of all other officers in
half—thereby saving the ASUN ap-

proximately $3,000. The motion was

seconded and on the verge of approval
when Peggy Kent, senator-at-large
finance brought up an important
point. She said, ‘‘Now wait a minute,
if we cut their salaries in half, what
will they do to our salaries, cut them
by two-thirds?”’

Elmore then chimed in with,
‘“‘Hey! That’s a good point. I
recommend we only cut them by one-
third.”” But then Burrell pointed out,
‘‘But then they will cut our salaries by
half.”

He then recommended the other
ASUN officers keep their present
salaries. But Thom Collins pointed out
they could still cut the FCB salaries.

Albright, recognizing the im-
mediate dilemma, suggested all
salaries be doubled—including their
own. The response of the board was
chaotic.

Elmore did a backflip out of his
chair and danced a jig on the table.
Burrell fainted—after yelling, ‘I vote
yes,”’ at the top of his voice. Collins
mumbled something about increasing
his stocks in AT&T. Kent calmly
pounded the table with her shoe
shouting ‘‘Right on! Right on!”’

And Albright smiled in
satisfaction at another astute political
move.

Except for one problem—what to
do about student reaction?

It was at this point the board
voted unanimously totriple the salary
of the Sagebrush editor.
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* What if...
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Some scholarships were given to students in-
stead of football players

The Sagebrush was interesting

The basketball team won

Roberta Barnes was thrown into the lake

The Sundowners built BSU an office

An FCB meeting started on time

There really was a ‘‘dead week”

Mac Potter wasn’t an Empire Builder

Some students went to ASUN concerts

Fish could live in Manzanita Lake

The UNPD was replaced by ‘‘meter mollies”’

Don, Loretta, Helen, Lynda, Kenny, Dennis,
Curtis, Bob, Kelsie and George weren’t such
nice guys

Everyone except the Regents hated N. Edd

Nevada was worth $860 per semester

Jack Tyler had to live in a dorm

We didn’t have Gladys

The parking board did anything

Mike Kirby drew something funny

Dick Trachok funded a women’s sport

The bookstore was a non-profit organization

The library was ever open

Rick Elmore didn’t care

John Sala’s car got stuck in the snow

Anyone was ever in the Sagebrush office

Paul Adamian eloped with Moelly Knudson

Col. Hill claimed drug amnesty

College Inn didn’t paint their grass

Someone didn’t photograph Mackay statue
every year

Reno Newspapers shocked the community with
an X-rated movie advertisement

Gov. O’Callaghan liked the University of
Nevada

Students weren’t apathetic

You could believe the prices in the university

catalog
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for the dignity of student government
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AND THE PLAYERS ARE...

John Marvel, Jeff Butler, Tim Cope, George Kieser,
Rick Elmore, John Herrera, Stan Davis, Don Cecich,
Tom Perkins, Mike Doyle, Bill Magrath, Ted Brown,
Dave Stiegler.

Work hard and
you will be rewarded
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