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Horse waxes poetic over Angelou’s birthday bash

During this celebration,
Maya shows a side that
few have seen ... or heard.

campus is as psyched as I am, but

I cannot wait for Maya Angelou’s
birthday bash. As if you didn’t know,
the poet-laureate will be celebrating

Idon’t know if everybody else on
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the big 75 tomorrow, and she will be
doing it right here in Winston-Salem.
Why Winston-Salem? Why not?
Although I haven’t been given the
official agenda for the festivities yet, I
imagine that we would probably start

the night out at Pig Pickins. Maya
loves that place. I can hear her now:
“Chunks of pork, so sweet and ripe
to be pulled off the bone, and placed
on the edible bed of sesame grain.
Tantalizing Pete of Texas, drowning
the shredded swine and ambushing
my colon so that tomorrow my
portal will allow a flow of uncharted
strength.” Then she’ll probably drop
some on her dress and start swearing
like a sailor. It happens all the time.

After Pig Pickins, we’ll head over to
Graylyn for the official birthday party,
which is being held in a borrowed
circus tent (seriously). There is going
to be a polka band and a cake, and
we’ll all give her our special presents.
I asked her what she wanted and
she told me “My longings are for the
iniquitous specters to speedily abscond
from the precious confines of our
world.”

I don’t know what the hell she was
talking about, so I got her a George
Foreman grill and a card with Toucan
Sam in a cage saying “Follow my nose
to see why I sing.” When you open
it up, it has a picture of a naked lady.

Although [ haven’t been given the official
agenda for the festivities yet, I imagine
that we would probably start the
night out at Pig Pickins. Maya loves that
place. I can hear her now: “Chunks of
pork, so sweet and ripe to be pulled off
the bone, and placed on the edible bed of
sesame grain. Tantalizing Pete of Texas,
drowning the shredded swine and
ambushing my colon so that tomorrow
my portal will allow a flow of uncharted
strength.” Then she’ll probably drop
some on her dress and start swearing like
a sailor. It happens all the time.

That kind of humor is right up her
alley.

Once we’ve had our fun there, Maya
will probably want to go bar hopping
around Winston-Salem. But she likes
to pre-party, so I'm sure we’ll split a
case between us before we head out.

I remember the first time we went

drinking together. She asked “What
is this nectar of paradise that swathes
me in rapture?” I’'m pretty sure it was
Natty Light.

After we have our buzz going, we will
head out to Daytona’s and then work
our way to First Street, then Black
Bear and Burke Street. Usually by this
time Maya has reached her limit. If
my memory serves me well, last year
she got bombed and disappeared for
two hours. When I finally found her
and asked her where she had been, she
said, “The sweet lust of the Schlager of
gold has torn into my senses, turning
my vision murky and forcing my hands
onto the unwitting crotches of the men
in the shade. Then I bestowed my
gut’s excesses to the porcelain goddess
and let run my bladder’s warmth onto
myself.”

It wasn’t the first or the last time Ms.
Angelou had pissed herself. I only
hope that this time around she won’t
flash us her “Porgy and Bess” and then
pass out on the pool table in a repeat of
last year’s nightmare.

Once Maya has had her fill, we will
more than likely end up at Waffle

House. I can see the whole thing now —
I will ask her what that bandana on her
head is all about, she will ramble on for
10 minutes about some dew covered
legume and then I will graciously ask
her to speak English or shut the hell
up. Then we’ll get into an argument,
she’ll use words I don’t know, and I
will counter by making up my own
words, and we will finally end up
making sweet love in the back of her
Geo. The next morning will probably
be pretty awkward. She will drop me
off at the front gate and I will ask her
if she’ll call, and she’ll say something
along the lines of, “Your patience will
be rewarded with disappointment.
The Nubian goddess does not beckon
upon those who stain the rear cushions
of her sporty chariot.” Then she will
throw me a 20-dollar bill and drive out
of my life forever ... or at least until
next year. Damn, this party is going to
be sweet.

And there you have it, straight from
the Horse’s mouth.
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Home not always so sweet

Family vacations can be as
relaxing as a root canal and as
exciting as a biology lecture.

home. I was not planning on going home. I
had too much work to do. I didn’t want to
drive that far. The excuses go on and on ...
My mother always gets the final say so. I should
have refused when she informed me we were
having another dreaded family get together.

Iremember now why I sometimes hate going
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Have you seen National Lampoon’s Christmas
Vacation? If you are familiar with the Griswolds,
and I tell you that they are a close representation
of my family, you should pity me. Hopefully,
some of you can relate.

Our family meals start out the same. If we are
supposed to be there at 6, my mother leaves at
6 with the food she slaved over all day. Lazy
members of the family leave cooking up to my
mother, KFC and my grandmother. In fact, now
that I think about it this may be a good thing. My
brother and I always leave to go at 6:15, making
a fashionably loud entrance, never the last ones to
arrive. My father always “has to work.” My older
sister barely exists to that side of our family. I
envy her sometimes.

When you walk in, you are automatically
greeted by a dozen aromas, and deafened by
obnoxious laughing and dogs barking. The
laughing only escapes certain members’ mouths
who laugh at themselves, yet, make no effort to
associate with anyone else. Once settled in, and
sitting as far away from the family as possible,
there is always a female member that goes around
to every person greeting them in her usual fake
manner.

There are the ones that sleep, the ones too
consumed in their children’s accomplishments
and those that ask you the same things every
time you see them: “So how is Wake?” To them,
you give the same answer you did last time, and
find yourself answering all the other questions
you know are about to follow: “I love it, my
suitemates are good, the work can be hard, I
hardly sleep, I come home when I can, I write for
the paper and my grades are okay.”

Finally, 7:30 is time to eat. A male leads the
family in prayer, and then tries to create a line
by how hungry everyone is. True, there is always
a huge variety of food presented at all of these
family meals, but it never fails — we always have

['still sit at the “kids table.” I am not even the
oldest to sit there either. So this table is completely
cramped, consisting of people ranging in age from
11 to 24, none of which have anything in common.

the same exact variety. Two of my personal
favorites: cubes of cheese, and every kind of
pickle you could imagine. Now your meal is
complete.

Dining is always interesting. Everyone is
crammed all together in a room not meant to
hold that many people. Because of this, the room
is always ten degrees warmer than it should be.

I still sit at the “kids table.” I am not even
the oldest to sit there either. So this table is
completely cramped, consisting of people
ranging in age from 11 to 24, none of which
have anything in common. Instead of having
conversations about the war, we sit around
recalling memories from our past when we all
hated each other — not much has changed. We
pick and mess, which I have to admit, is amusing
because I can say what whatever I want. All I
have to do is laugh, and cover it up like it was a

joke.

My brother and I keep each other sane during
these events, so we always try to sit beside one
another at the table. Unfortunately, our cousins
now save us seats at opposite ends of the table.
Now, all we have is eye communication. We are
getting good at it.

Dessert is always fun. It seems to last forever
because no one can decide what they want from
the 10 choices, so they decide to get a “sample
of everything.” I stand in amazement wondering
where it all goes. This is about the time when I
am trying to find a reason I need to leave early:
I need school supplies. My boyfriend needs me.
I don’t feel well. I have to go back to school
early to type an editorial about all of you. Some
excuses I keep to myself.

Saying goodbye is the best part. You pat the
ones you kind of like. You hug your immediate
family members in pity that they have to stay
longer. You wave at those that you don’t have a
problem with. You say absolutely nothing to the
ones you can’t stand. It’s fun.

With all this said and done, basically I am not
looking forward to this summer. Not because I
am going to miss all the work. Not because I will
miss my suitemates, even though I will — a lot.
Not because I have to work. I dread the summer
because I won’t have anywhere to escape for
three and a half months. You laugh, but that is
going to be what surrounds some of us once out
of college and married with children. You laugh,
but family members will try and surround you
this summer as well. You laugh because you
are more fortunate than I am and actually have
normal families.
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War justified in several ways

Here are eight simple
rules for fighting a
dictator.

myself the past couple of

weeks from correcting
the various inaccuracies that
have been presented on this

Ihave tried to restrain
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campus, as well as outside

of the bubble. I have been
content to let the ignorance
play itself out, but I have been
complacent too long. I am sick
of hearing the skewed rhetoric
and inaccurate proclamations
that have come to dominate
this Top-25 university, so it

is time to get a few things
straight.

By the way, you may want
to save this column to paint
anti-war slogans on it so you
can avoid using plain paper in
favor of saving a millionth of
a tree.

First, this was not a rush
to war. We have strived for
peace over the past 12 years,
idly witnessing Saddam
Hussein disobey each and
every one of our attempts.
We have been patient. We
have pursued diplomacy, but
Saddam has failed to take a
single opportunity to protect
his people and himself.

Apparently he has been too
busy torturing his citizens
and letting them starve while
remodeling his palaces the size
of Rhode Island to pay heed
to international warnings. Stop
blaming failed diplomacy on
Bush. Even Carter couldn’t
have gotten through this
maniac’s head if he tried!

Second, the phrase “Shock
and Awe” is a brilliant
intimidation tactic. The
phrase was coined weeks
ago in hopes of compelling
Saddam to comply with U.N.
Resolution 1441. War talk is
not the same as election lingo.
You are not supposed to use
colorful, friendly terms to
threaten your enemy. I did not
hear Jamie Kidd or Maureen
Dowd call Saddam disgraceful
when he said he would turn
the streets of Baghdad into
“American graves.”

Third, Bush holds the only
“rational worldview.” What,
should we start taking lessons
from the French who have
tried providing Iraq with a
nuclear reactor and stand
to prosper from prosperous
oil contracts on how to act
multi-laterally and rationally?
If multi-lateral and rational
is defined by fighting with
the French, how did we
win World War II? In fact,
the French haven’t really
won a war since the French

First, this was not a rush to war.
We have strived for peace over
the past 12 years, idly witness-

ing Saddam Hussein disobey
each and every one of our
attempts. We have been patient.
We have pursued diplomacy,
but Saddam has failed to take a
single opportunity to protect his
people and himself.
Apparently he has been too
busy torturing his citizens

and letting them starve while
remodeling his palaces the size
of Rhode Island to pay heed to
international warnings. Stop
blaming failed diplomacy on

Bush. Even Carter couldn’t have

gotten through this maniac’s
head if he tried!
Second, the phrase “Shock and
Awe” is a brilliant intimidation
tactic. The phrase was coined
weeks ago in hopes of compel-
ling Saddam to comply with
U.N. Resolution 1441. War
talk is not the same as election
lingo. You are not supposed to
use colorful, friendly terms to
threaten your enemy. I did not
hear Jamie Kidd or Maureen
Dowd call Saddam disgraceful
when he said he would turn the
streets of Baghdad into “Ameri-
can graves.”

Third, Bush holds the only
“rational worldview.” What,
should we start taking lessons
from the French who have tried
providing Iraq with a nuclear
reactor and stand to prosper
from prosperous oil contracts
on how to act multi-laterally
and rationally?

Revolution.

Speaking of the French
Revolution, it was Jefferson
who supported the revolution,
even though, according to

Jacob Lyle’s recent column

(“Bush eschews rational
worldview,” March 27), he
was opposed to becoming
involved in foreign wars. On
a similar note, it was Patrick
Henry who said, “Give me
liberty, or give me death!”
This phrase is not just a cry
for rebellion, as Mr. Lyles
would have liked you to think,
it also refers to protecting
liberty from foreign threats
like Hussein and Al-Qaeda.
We tried the isolationist
mantra and we almost lost
World War II. The only
entangling alliance and foreign
involvement we have found
ourselves in is the United
Nations.

Fourth, Bush is authorized
by Congress to use force
against Iraq. Have you
conveniently forgotten the 99-
0 vote in the Senate and near

unanimous vote in the House
that noted only one dissenter?
This is not a “power trip.”
Look in President George

W. Bush’s eyes when he talks
about the deaths of American
soldiers and citizens.

This is a search for peace and
justice. Anyone who thinks
this war is his early Christmas
present should be ashamed.
President Bush articulated his
stance perfectly when he said,
“We did nothing to deserve or
invite this threat, but we will
do everything to defeat it.” All
hail President Bush!

Fifth, war is a risk to us; so
don’t act like it’s not. Yes, we
have the most powerful armed
forces in the world, and thank
God we do! But try telling the
over 60 men and women who
have died fighting alongside
the coalition that this war is
not a threat to their lives.

Sixth, while it may be
possible to be anti-war and
still support our troops, there
is a litmus test. If you claim
such status, did you support
former-President Clinton and
the members of Congress
who cut military spending and
personnel every year Clinton
was in office?

These cuts have sacrificed
the safety of the men and
women who fight for this
country. If you supported
these cuts, I find it difficult
to accept the notion that you
support our troops!

Seventh, for a university
that prides itself on diversity,
it is embarrassing that out of
two faculty panels designed to
discuss the present American
policy, we could only find
two members of the faculty
that were willing to support
President Bush.

One was a humanities
professor and the other a
pathologist at the School
of Medicine. While both
expressed their views
articulately and were very
knowledgeable about the
issues, it is amazing that out
of such a large faculty, only
these two (whose specialties
strain to even touch on foreign
policy) were courageous
enough to stand up to their
peers. Whatever happened to
diversity of opinion?

Finally, you say you hate
how this war came about. I
hate war, and I hate how this
war came about, too. I hate
how al-Qaeda and nineteen
of their evil terrorist crashed
planes into the World Trade
Center, the Pentagon, and a
Pennsylvania field.

I hate how Saddam Hussein
supports terrorism; tortures
innocent people; used
chemical weapons on his
own people; and continues a
weapons of mass destruction
program despite 17 U.N.
resolutions. I hate the evil that
caused this war, and that’s
why I stand by our President
and the courageous men
and women fighting for our
freedoms.
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