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Liars and cheats
The revelation that Gov. Bill Clements billed the taxpayers 

for his weekend jet trips to Dallas caps a period of misbehavior 
by public officials. Public officials, being human, misbehave. 
And they get caught. But most of them, unlike Clements and 
Sen. Joseph Biden, at least are repentant about their actions.

Clements, who during his campaign called Mark White’s jet 
a luxury the state couldn’t af ford, vowed to sell it and use his 
own plane. Unfortunately, he didn’t mention his intention to 
make the taxpayers foot the $20,000 bill. The average trip cost 
the state $ 1,300, although commercial airlines charge as little as 
$110. Add to that the fact that the jet used by White was sold at a 
loss, and once again Clements appears to have mush where his 
financial sense should be.

Biden, of course, is the Democratic presidential candidate 
who revealed last week that he cheated in law school and has 
plagiarized in many of his campaign speeches, lifting lines from 
Robert Kennedy and British labor party leader Neil Kinnock, 
among others.

What is so disturbing is that neither man admits any 
wrongdoing. Clements claims the trips were “business trips,” but 
he also said that “. . . a lot of times that business has to do with 
just getting away from down here (Austin) and getting away 
from the press.” Biden said he “forgot” in the heat of the 
moment to mention that some of his best lines were borrowed.

Even such famed bad boys as Gary Hart, Richard Nixon and 
Teddy Kennedy professed repentance when their political and 
sexual indiscretions were uncovered. Biden and Clements don’t 
even pretend to do so, claiming, as Biden did, that the whole 
affair is simply “much ado about nothing.”

A line, of course, that he borrowed from Shakespeare.

Blooming comics
OK, OK, so we’ve been a little remiss about Bloom County. 

We didn’t realize that not printing the Saturday strips was 
causing mental anguish. We apologize.

In the interest of presenting a complete storyline and saving 
the sanity of our Bloom County fans, The Battalion henceforth 
will run two Bloom County strips — Saturday’s and Monday’s — 
in the Monday paper. So now you won’t have to ask how Opus 
ended up with Zsa Zsa Gabor in today’s strip.

Tips from a master 
of overindulgence

A lot of people 
are turning away 
from alcohol these 
days, including my 
friend Rigsby, the 
former lush, who 
phoned to tell me 
of his plans to give 
up drinking.

“How long have 
you been
drinking?” I asked

Lewis
Grizzard

him.
“Professionally, 25 years,” he said.
“What is the difference between a 

professional and an amateur drinker?”
“A professional,” Rigsby began, 

“drinks every night except New Year’s 
Eve, which is amateur night. A 
professional never drinks anything with 
an umbrella or a cherry in it, and a 
professional awakens at least ten times a 
year in a Holiday Inn in a different time 
zone and doesn’t remember getting 
there.”

For others who may be considering 
stopping drinking, I asked Rigsby for 
some tell-tale signs one should look for 
in determining whether or not one has 
stepped over the quaffing line.

“It’s the morning after that says it all,” 
Rigsby said.

“Start with your tongue. If you have 
to shave it, then you had way too much 
to drink the night before.

“Then, there’s your money. Look at 
any bills you might have left over, and if 
they have been wadded into tiny little 
balls and you find them in strange 
places like you shoe or your ear, son, 
you got down to some serious drinking 
the night before.”

“What else?” I asked.
“Check your clothing. Did you 

remember to take it off before you 
passed out? Check to make certain the 
clothing you have on is the same 
clothing you had on when you left for 
the evening.

“If you are wearing a fez, it was a big 
night. If you are wearing a Royal 
Canadian Mounde’s hat, then you had 
an even bigger night.

“And if the Mountie’s horse is down 
in the living room, grazing on house 
plants, call AA immediately and see if 
they deliver because you won’t be able to 
get anywhere in your condition.

“There’s a few other things to look 
for, too.

“Check any credit card receipts you 
can find. If they are for charges at a 
Frederick’s of Hollywood, at an arms 
dealer, or with a foreign airline, you’ve 
got troubles.

“Look at your checkbook. If checks 
1562 through 1568 are missing and you 
don’t remember writing them, call the 
bank and stop payment as soon as you 
are able to operate a telephone.

“And this one is very important: 
Check your body for any unexplained 
tattoos. If you find one you didn’t have 
before and it’s a heart with an arrow 
through it and include the names Doris, 
Trixie, Mona, or Grover, make up your 
mind to stop drinking forever — but call 
your attorney first.”

I thanked Rigsby for his hints and I 
hope they have been of a public service.

To sobriety then. Itjust might catch 
on.
Copyright 1987, Cowles Syndicate

Opinion

Entering the Bork Zone
Well friends, 

here we are 
again, pounding 
the pavement of 
that snow-swept 
blustery 
metropolis of 
Bryan-College 
Station. Here, in 
this bustling 
center of high 
finance and 
exotic trade, in

Mark
Nair

the cultural hub of the entire North 
American continent, we are searching 
for answers. Out from the sheltered 
newsroom and into the rough-and- 
tumble streets and alleys of the real 
world, we are in quest of the “working 
men,” the regular Joes,the backbone of 
our great nation, the keepers of 
freedom. Yes, friends, we are here to 
phrase those difficult political and 
social questions to the man on the 
street, to see exactly what the gears and 
pulleys of the most powerful nation on 
earth think.

“Sir, sir. Excuse me, sir. As a man on 
the street, I would like your opinion.”

“On what?”
“On tremendous issues involving the 

political and social fabric of our great 
nation.”

“OK, shoot.”
“Two words. Robert Bork. Just 

exactly what do those words mean to 
you?”

“Ah, Robert Bork . . . Robert Bork. 
Oh, yeah, old Bobby Bork. What’s he 
been up to these days. Hey, last I 
heard, he was doing ten to twenty 
pounding out license plates down in 
Huntsville. A swell guy when he wasn’t 
holding a shotgun. What’s he got to do 
with any kind of fabric, anyway? Did he 
get promoted to the laundry room or 
something?”

“No, sir, I think you’ve 
misunderstood me. Robert Bork, the 
candidate for the Supreme Court. 
President Reagan’s nominee. As a man 
on the street, what do you think of 
him?”

“Uh, yeah, the Supreme Court.
Yeah, uh. I’m not too sure about that. 
Uh, no opinion, okay?”

“No opinion? Well, thank you 
anyway, sir. Enjoy your duties for the 
day.”

“Sure. Thanks.”
“Ah, perhaps this woman citizen will 

kindly respond as our man on the street. 
Excuse me, citizen. Excuse me.”

“Yes.”
“As a man on the street, what would 

you say about the Robert Bork 
nomination to the Supreme Court?”

“Woman.”
“Excuse me?”
“I will answer your question as a 

woman on the street. Not as some quasi
macho, chauvinist, male zealot on the 
street. Get it straight.”

“My apologies are offered in a most 
profuse manner. Now, as a woman on 
the street, what are your opinions about 
Robert Bork?”

“He’s a facist, racist, male dog. That's 
what he is. His decisions will put 
America into the middle ages. The Bill 
of Rights will become void. He’ll take 
the Constitution and tear it to shreds.
We might as well replace our names 
with numbers if Bork gets into the 
court.”

“But, as a woman on the street, do 
you really believe that his one vote will 
be so crucial as to destroy our free and 
fun-loving country?”

“Of course I do! Men! You’re all the 
same. Who cares what we women think 
anyway? Oh, just leave me alone."

“Thank you for your help. Ah, here is 
another prospect for our man on the 
street interview. Sir?”

“What do you want, huh?”
“Sir, as a man on the street, what 

would you say about the Robert Bork 
nomination to the Supreme Court?"

“Oh, well, I’m glad you stopped me. 
Robert Bork is the greatest thing to 
happen to the legal system in 200 years. 
We need strength in the court. We need 
a tough, conservative . . . uh, 
conservative and . . . well, conservative 
in the court. That’s what we need. Heck, 
if it were up to me, I’d forget about 
Bork and put this man right here on the 
bench. As a matter of fact, I want him as 
President!”

The man on the street points at his 
shirt, which has the phrase: “Ollie
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Mark Nair is a senior political sell 
major and a columnist for The 
Battalion.

Mail Call
Constitutional disrespect Flooded with thanks
EDITOR:

It should strike some as a major surprise and 
disappointment that the MSG Programs Office apparently 
lacked the foresight and ambition to provide some sort of 
program or lecture to commemorate the bicentennial of 
our nation’s Constitution.

For a University that prides itself on instilling a 
tradition of patriotism and a love-of-country spirit in its 
youth, allowing this date to pass with no speaker program 
scheduled to address the Constitution seems almost 
incomprehensible.

Is one to conclude that such matters are too mundane 
for the commercial milieu of contemporary higher 
education, or should we conclude merely that those 
responsible for programs at the MSG either forgot about 
the event or simply do not care?
John D. Robertson
Associate professor, political science

EDITOR: l|
We would like to thank all the people who helpeduiH 

combat the flooding in the basement of LegettHalllaM j 

Wednesday. Thanks to all the residents who brought 
themselves, their brooms, and mops.

Thanks to Howard Garb of Moses Hall and James 
Tillotson of Puryear Hall, who came quickly toourresdi 
And thanks to the guys who helped, including Clayton § 
Simon, Paul Torres, and anyone else we’ve missed.

Your hard work and willingness to help enhancedojl 
faith in Good Ags!
Christina Waddell ’88 
Martina Seyfert ’90
and the residents of the Legett Hall basement

Letters to the editor should not exceed 300 words in length. The editoml^M 
serves the right to edit letters for style and length, but will make every e 
tain the author's intent. Each letter must be signed and must include thtcld] 
tion, address and telephone number of the writer.

BLOOM COUNTY by Berke BreatK
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BLOOM COUNTY
NON THIS IS WHAT'S GOING

ON: ZSA ZSA HAS PROPPEP
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WHERE'S THE 
SCRIPT ?

THIS ISN'T VEGAS...
WHERE'S THE 

SCRIPT r

by Berke Breatl


