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Tte opinion of the 28th Sereet
Magarine s represcnicd only w
unsigned ediwrials. All cartoons,
cammentariey, columns and lodzrs
reprexen solely the opinion of the iy
nuthors.

Today's
student critic

Any demigod
with a cheap
lypewriter

Viewpointless is even easier, dude.

By Weldon Wall

A short ime ago, I had the experience of speaking
to a great and wondrous writer who passed his infinite
wisdom for all to see through a biblical Viewpointless section
of a campus paper. I thought it curious to speak to a man of
such genius, and wished to leam the source of his brilliance.
This great and wondrous writer somehow knew of my desire
1o meet him and he invited me up to his “office.”

1 approached Mt, Olympus with much reverence.
Ispentmany days climbing this mountain, but upon reaching
the top, my eyes beheld a beautiful sight. The clouds parted
to expose what appeared to be STU siming comfortably at the
top of the world. Bright, intense light shown forth from the
windows of the fourth floor. 1)oew in my heart that ] was
near.

A grear flash of light exploded from the large
entrance doors, and I was magically sucked into ahuge omate
room. 1 had finally entered the Viewpoindess domain of the
all kmowing.

Tlooked up before me and there he was, in all his glory, sining
upon his throne of righteousness. I immediately kneeled
before the great and wondrous writer,

"Rise, my dude.” said the great and wondrous
writer.

Irose. For the first time I really got a good look at
the man who awed so many. A bright halo shone above his
sweet head, highlighting his large ME t-shirt. His octopus-
like body twiched and squirmed as it proceeded to shread old
Trojan Glass issues. 1 fell to my hands and knees to show my
respect.

"WELCOME" said the great and wondrous writer,
"Welcome to me.”

“Oh, my literary genius. I thank thee for your price-
less time you have offered to my lowly self,” I groveled.

“Speak not like this,” he commanded, "I am here
not only for my own benefit, but for your benefit as well.

“You are truly superior, oh great and wondrous
writer. [ have come in search of wisdom and kmowledge of
the likes that spurts from your mouth," said I.

"T see,” said he.

“Oh my truc Holyness, how does one create for a
Viewpointless section so well as thee? The pressure of
expected perfection must be oh so very great!" I exclaimed.

"Consistency,” he yelled, "Consistency of my gen-
jus is my only concern!”

He quicted down, rubbing one eye with a long
slimy tentzcle.

"Alas, iLis noteasy,” sighed the great and wondrous
wriler, “To match previous perfection takes new perfection.
To (oltaw my molwo "Always say never beczuse you fear the
experience’ might seem to reguire very litile research, but
believe me, 1t takes a greatdeal of effortta avoid investigative
reporting.”

"Oh so true, my master, let those who know Jzast
speai loudest” I stammered.

"But new! What 10 write aboul this week?” cried
the great and wondrous writer, "I have tied 10 get intervicws
with the Song Girls, but they have yet (o remarn my calft”

"My dear wonderful one, [ am sure that your genius
shall work for you 2g2in. Try thinking." suggested I.

“Yes, | am brilliant. Think...think. Y am brilliant
while allothers are not..that's it! Ishall criticize everyone but
myselfl” the superior one shouted.

“Yes! Yes!" I exclaimed, "Only your genius would
ever think to criticize every single publicaton you had never
worked for!”

"Let's see, I will have to rename each publication.
T'know! Ishall make up real funny nicknames that have been
used before!" sang the grest and wondrous writer.

"Ho? Ho?"1 snickered.

"Nowhow shalll go about presenting me inthe best
fashion? Iknow! I shall disguise myself as a mortal, intar-
viewing aridiculously evil publisher. This man shall not care
about what [ think, and me, I shall remain consistant with yny
beantiful self,” said that great and oh so wonderful wniter.

"So original,” Inoted

“The inferjor ones use computers, do they not?"
asked the superior one.

"That they do, my all knowing. Of course they print
nowhere near the quality of your papyrus scroll machine,"” I
said.

"They use Macs, don't they!" shouted he.

"Yes,"I answered.

“A Mac! Getit! Why [ could make a McDonald's
joke out of that Ho! Ho! Hee!” exclaimed the great and
wondrous writer,

Ibeganmy standard reply, "You are trily a comical
genius. There can be no doubt that millions shall laugh
uprozriously at your brilliant sense of humor. It is ruly
amazing just how furny you think you really are.”

“Ho! Ho!” he chortled.

"Tee Hee!" I quipped.

"By being me, [ shall determine that all other
publications thatI do not work for are neither decent, nor pub-
lishable. 1 alone know what the cntire student body cares
about. Ishould put that inmy article of truth,” stated the great
and wondrous writer.

“Forgive me for asking,” I began, "but is it not ue -

thar cartoons of fascist leaders aceosting students might not
go over well with some of your entre student body?”

"Ho! Ha! Heeeeeee!" blurted the great and won-
drous writer, "I constantly laugh uproariously at that cartoon
even til] this day."”

"Despite your lavghter, any man who accuses
others of wrongdoings while commiting the same himself is
often refered to as a hypocerite,” I pointed out sofily.

"Mortals may call me a hypocrile, but they are
jealous of my genius,” said the great and wondrous writer,
"What this boils down to is that T am night and they arc
wrong.”

“Am T 1o assume, oh superior one, that it is ok for
vou to alicnate paris of ithe student body while it is most evil
{or others (0 do the same?” questionred [

"Alienate!!” scrcamed the great and wondrous
writer, " Just the other day ] was a1 alibrary where | picked up
amagazine called La Paris. How rude! The entirc publica-
tion was in french, and worse, 1 didn't even know anyone!
That was the last soraw. [ asked the librarian ‘Docs this not
serve (o alienate the rest of the student body?' and he rudely

replied 'Shut up, dope!' Obviously T was not the first to
complain. Humph! People having fun again without my
pamission. Imagine, a French publication about France!
Next ['ll be secing a Row publication about the Row."

"Save us all," I cried, fearful of others who might
express their own opinions, "Shall I run down the hill and
sacrifice my mother, oh great and wondrous writer?”

"That is not necessary, by being me, I have deter-
mined that they have no audience,” said the e genius of
pint.

"Do you have any facts to back this claim?" [
meekly asked, ’

“Ineed no facts. [have spoken. In orderto have an
audience, you must please the entire university community, "
stated the brilliant one.

“Do you think you have such an audience?” 1
questioned.

“I need not answer that,” wheezed he.

T don't think you can,” [ replied.

"You are missing my truth,” shouted the great and
wondrous writer, "I have determined that they are dopes and
goofballs, and that they have no audience!”

“Forgive me for asking, my genius, but do you not
yourself read these publications” questioned I.

"I needed to read them to know of their evilness,"
admitted the all knowing.

"Does this not make you an avdience,” I asked,
noticing anger in his eyes.

"They have no audience!" shouted the half-man
half-octopi.

"And cenainly if they did not have an audience
before your free advertisments and publicity, they certainly
must now,"” [ pointed out 1o the writhing creature.

“They have no audience! I have spoken!" the
monster screamed, “They steal moncy to express their opin-
jons!”

“And Iguess you'll never get a job in the publishing
industry," I said. With that the monster exploded into a fiery
ball of flame. Loud demonic voices screamed ‘Dope!’ and
‘Goofball' from far above me. The clouds, now black with
anger, quickly retwrned. 1 fied Mt Olympus as a storm of
ignorance thundered and clashed behind me. T finally was
safe, having crossed the last river of censorship.

I sat down upon a small wooden stump feeling
confused about what had just happened. In all this 1ime, ] had
believed it wok respect for Freedom of the Press and a
construclive attilude to be a constant whiner for a View-
poindess section. It would seem that al] you necded was a
cymical oullook on life, se]f-infatvation, and a whole Yol of
victims.

Weldon Wall, a third year senior majoring in 20th Century
history of the United States and Lurope. is the Senior Feature
Editorwithalarge stafffor the281h Street Magarine. fle also
likes 1o flex a lot.
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