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On this date in 1906, moviemaker John Huston ("The 
Maltese Falcon," "Treasure of the Sierra Madre," "The 
African Queen") was horn in Nevada. "I'm eclectic," he once 
said. "If there is a style in my work, it's to adapt myself to the 
material consistently, and as it changes in each film, so does 
the style." 

Perry desires, damns, drools 

••••••••••• 

?T^CE OF THE P£0Ple 

••••••••••• 

Last week, FORUM asked readers to voice their opinions 
about the adequacy of existing Nuclear Regulatory Com- 
mission guidelines concerning measurement of safety hazards. 
Here is one reader's response: 

It is worth noting that the near disaster at Three Mile Island 
was diagnosed as a "minor problem" by "experts." 

If that is indicative of the quality of expertise the nuclear 
industry- possesses, it is apparent to me that maintenance 
technology has not achieved the degree of competency 
necessary to handle existing plants, much less contemplate the 
prospects of new ones. 

With 238 incidents reported at TVA's Sequoyah plant, the 
highest number at any nuclear facility, Tennessee's residents 
should show some concern. If not for themselves, then, for 
their children. 

J. D. Brookfield 
1314 Atlas Drive 

Cops and robbers 
in Nashville draw fire 

By DOUG MARKHAM 
Staff Writer 

I'm glad I attend school here in the peaceful town of 
Murfreesboro. 

If MTSU were located in the heart of Nashville, many of us 
might not live past the age of 22. Between all the crooks and 
cops, we wouldn't stand a great chance of survival. 

It seems Nashville has reverted back to the days of Mat 
Dillon and Dodge City. If Nashville cops rode horses and wore 
cowboy hats, everybody would clear the streets at sundown. 
(Almost everyone does anyway.) 

WHY ARE so many people dying in the land of country 
music? At this rate, all of our tourists are going to be killed off, 
or frightened so badly that even the Coal Miner's Daughter 
won't be able to bring them back. 

Country music might be facing extinction. Everyone may 
soon be forced to listen to new wave. Can you imagine your 
mom or dad at a Devo concert? 

Nashville citizens are facing the day that they are going to 
have to put up police alarms next to their burglar alarms so 
they can be warned of approaching cops, and can protect 
themselves by putting on bullet proof vests. 

I'M NOT totally knocking the Nashville police force, just 
almost. I realize that they protect lives, and give a lot of traffic 
tickets.But I also know that something needs to be done about 
their behaviors of late. 

Whatever happened to the likes of Joe Friday? He never 
drew his gun more than twice. I think he killed two hippies. 
Whatever happened to"Adam Twelve?" I think two hippies 
killed them. And then there was'The Rookies." I think they 
became the Nashville cops. 

Come on Nashville, be at peace with one another! Quit 
blowing each other away. If you can't do that, then at least 
holster your weapons until after tourist season. 
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By PERRY O'PARSONS 
Critic-at-Large 

As I look from my window in 
Oak Park, watching all the 
babes lounge by the pool, I 
pause to reflect upon this 
summer and all the wonderful 
things that have happened. 

My internship at TV 2, my 
brother Piggy's gig at Sidelines, 
my merciless beating at the 
hands of stupid people, have all 
made this summer one which I 
certainly won't forget for a 
while. 

Perry loves you all, each and 
every one. And I know how you 
feel about me. That's why I 
want to mention something kind 
of special coming up. 

Perry is having a contest. You 
ladies can win a date with Perry 
O' Parsons. 

I LIKE new blood, and this is 
probably the best way to spread 
myself around. This way, there 
will be no chasing me around 
Cheers, Mainstreet, Flanigan's, 
and the other places I hang out. 

So, I want all the ladies to 
send a picture of yourself 
(preferably nude, but a bathing 
suit will do) to Perry O' Parsons, 
c/o Sidelines, Box 42. Please send 
8x10 glossies. And include a note 
stating in 60 words or less, why 
you want to go out with me. 

The winner will be judged on 
originality, lack of inhibition, 
looks, and desire. And there 
doesn't have to be only one 
winner. I can see one of you one 
night, another the next, and so 
forth. 

I HAVE BEEN guaranteed by 
some of my friends in high places 
that our night together will 
receive lots of coverage from TV 
2 and Sidelines. After all, what 
are my friends for? 

Now ladies, I want several 
entries by the end of summer 
school. That will give me time to 
mull over everything and 
thoughtfully decide the first 
winner. 

OK? 
I've been receiving a lot of 

juicy gossip from everyone. But 
sorry, this is gonna be no go. 

The administration has been 
coming down rather hard on ol' 
Perry. But I've got a way around 

this. Let's just put the gossip up 
on the bulletin boards at the 
grill by all our tables. Everyone 
reads those anyway, and it will 
be a really neat thing. 

SEX,SEX,SEX: Guess what I 
just read? Five years ago, 
Playboy did a survey of which 
colleges were the easiest to get a 
little nookie in. And good ol' 
MTSU was ranked 13th in the 
nation. 

How many of you folks 
remember that? How many of 
you are upholding (no pun 
intended) that tradition? Well, 
it's time to get on the stick. It 
reminds me of when I first 
started writing. It was in '69. 
Those damn Bic ballpoint pens 
will write in any position. 

It seems Perry O has a little 
lovin on the brain today. 
Surprising in light of the events 
last night. Luv ya. Tammy. 

Now on to bigger and better 
things. (I just love puns.) 

HOLLYWOOD LOWDO- 
WN: Things are really moving 
along, now that the writers 
strike is through. Everyone's 
busy, busy, busy, trying to get 
things rolling for fall. As it is,it's 
going to be October before the 
new shows are revealed. Let's 
just hope that all is not lost. 

I just want to ask, why does 
everyone have strike fever? It 
seems to be the in thing to do. Is 
one's importance measured by 
their willingness to strike? How 
would my fans feel if there was a 
Perry strike? Well, Perry has 
made a few strikes in his time, 
but you know what I mean. A 

real strike. 
SPEAKING OF STRIKES:  I 

guess those hotshot ball players 
got tired of pumping gas and 
parking cars. Want to go back to 
work, huh? 

Personally, Perry (sports 
reporterthat I am, taken into 
consideration) doesn't care for a 
second if they strike forever. I'm 
going to the Sounds' game 
Sunday night. 

To hell with the All-Star 
game. It's boring anyway. 

And now these airline 
people have to jump on the 
bandwagon. And the post office 
people tried. My God, it's 
getting out of hand. Settle 
down, you Big Doo-Doos! 

SPEAKING OF SPORTS: 
Football, my fave, is almost here 
again. And I want to tell you, I 
am glad. The crunching of true 
men on the field, fighting for 
glory, sheer team spirit, it all 
makes my blood run hot. 

And Boots doesn't have the 
only team around. Why, UT has 
a big football team. And 
Alabama has one. And all the 
pros. And all the high school 
teams. Everyone will be back on 
the fields of glory. 

And dammit, I can't wait. 
The highlight of the football 

season will be the kickoff at the 
Boots and Barbecue rally. That's 
going to be held on the 27th of 
this month, the first day of 
registration. 

It's going to be at Fox Run 
Country Club, and is sure to be 
the social event of the year. 
Everyone   chums   around   and 

eats good barbecue and listens to 
Boots talk. He's going to tell 
everyone what a great year he 
had recruiting and the like. 

The best part is that they're 
going to recognize the really 
important people in the com- 
munity. That's my favorite part. 
They all stand up and say a few 
words about how great a job 
Boots is doing. Then they make a 
few jokes. It's really a blast, and 
I think everyone should go. This 
year I think they're going to 
have free beer. So that should 
bring out all the college 
students. 

PERRY'S P.OD.: Last week. 
Sidelines got a letter from some 
queer. We get a lot of letter: 
from a lot of queers, but this one 
really got to me. 

This boob didn't even bother 
to sign his name to what he 
wrote, and he wrote some pretty 
nasty things about the paper. 

First of all, he accused me. 
Perry O'Parsons, of being a 
psuedonym for "Steve and his 
buddies." 

Wrong. I am Perry O'Parsons. 
WHOEVER this Steve is he 

referred to is someone I've never 
met. I am me, buckaroo. 

Then, he appeared to take the 
threat on my life less than 
seriously and made a cutesy little 
comment about Dennis Myers, 
who is in St. Louis going to law 
school. 

But what I enjoyed the most 
about the anonymous (cowardly 
touch, not signing your name) 
bozo's note was all the 
misspelled words in there. I just 
love smarty pants who think 
they can criticize writers, yet 
can't even spell or punctuate. 
Oh well, you can please some of 
the people some of the time, and 
the rest can eat guano. 

In closing, I want to tell 
everyone it's been a great 
summer. I hope everyone makes 
it back safe and sound. . . so 
they can read Perry O in the 
fall. 

'Bye now. 

Fear and loathing on the UPFs tail 

Summer Sidelines is published every. Wednesday by the 
students of Middle Tennessee State University. Editorials and 
columns reflect the opinions of their authors and not those of 
the MTSU administration, faculty or staff. 

(continued from page 1) 
"He did," Phillips answered 

without explanation. 
SUDDENLY, large as life, 

there he was. Tip O'Neill, 
standing right beside me under 
my umbrella. 

"How ya doin', Don," he said, 
just like a regular human being. 
"Who's your little friend?" 

"This is my intern, Deborah 
Diggons," answered Don, just 
like he was talking to a regular 
human being. 

What do you say when you 
want to make a memorable 
impression? "Hi, I've seen your 
picture in Time, what's new on 
the Hill, can I afford to finish 
college. Your Immenseness?" 

"Hello," I croaked. 
"Well, Deb," Tip said, "have 

Suddenly, large 
as life, there he 
was. Tip O'Neill 
standing right 
beside me under my 
umbrella. 

Don bring you down before the 
11 o'clock briefing and we'll get 
acquainted." 

"Sure," I said in my best 
golly-gee-Andy Hardy voice. 

THEN I MET some more 
journalists and some more 
congressmen. It was all too 
exciting, standing there in the 
mud with the men who are and 
make the news. 

The funeral was like any 
other, except there was no body 
to bury, a Marine Corps band 
played "When the Saints Go 
Marching In," and no one cried. 

Back at the Capitol, we 
checked in and then went down 
to O'Neill's office. Buckingham 
Palace has nothing better to 
offer. A five-foot crystal 
chandelier, Louis XIV chairs, a 
Queen Anne desk, and a 10-foot 

gold-gilded mirror were but a 
few of the opulent furnishings in 
his office. 

O'Neill threw a leg over the 
arm of his chair and told me to 
make myself comfortable, which 
I did. 

O'NEILL THEN said, 
"Phillips, you misquoted me the 
other day." 

"I did not," Phillips an- 
swered. "What are you talking 
about?" 

"You said I called Reagan a 
'stoneheaded' man," said 
O'Neill. 

"Well, you did," countered 
Phillips. 

"I most certainly did not. 
What I said was, he's a 
'stonehearted' son of a gun." 

We all laughed, and then I 
asked him about the education 
cutbacks in the Republican 
budget plan. 

"Don't you worry. I cannot let 
the educational system down," 
O'Neill said. "We've worked too 
long to get it to the point where 
anyone can get an education. 

"REMEMBER when they 
taught you in grammar school 
that America was the country 
where anyone could grow up to 
be president? Well, obviously, 
that is true. 

"But what I take that to mean 
is that in the land of op- 
portunity, educational op- 
portunity is a number-one 
priority. Many people emigrated 
to this country for that purpose 
alone." 

He called his secretary and 
had her bring in a file of press 
clippings from papers all over 
the country. 

"Look at this," he roared. 
"People all over the country are 
alarmed about the education 
cutbacks. 

"It's like a broken dream—the 
American dream is." 

AFTER A short briefing, and 
an even shorter lunch, I was sent 
to cover a committee hearing on 
the Voting Rights Act. Julian 
Bond was making a particularly 
good witness for the Rodino 
committee, and I was absolutely 
enthralled when all of a sudden I 
realized that it was 4:30 and I 
was supposed to meet Phillips 
back at the gallery then. 

I tore myself away and, when 
I reached the office, everyone 
was typing stories into the 
terminals. I gave them what I 
had on the hearing and hoped 
that it was good enough that I 
wouldn't be embarrassed to read 
it in the morning papers. 

"That's why 
everyone calls this 
the prestigious 
beat—because we 
nobnob with the 
big boys."  

Phillips left a message for me 
to meet him at a place called 
Mike Palm's, a little restaurant 
on the Hill where you can get a 
cold beer and a good 
cheeseburger with a little at- 
mosphere. 

I SAW DON and passed 
several faces I recognized either 
as newspersons or politicians. 

"Well, what do you expect?" 
Phillips said. "Everybody in 
Washington is one or the other. 

"This is where the news really 
happens," he confided. "Most of 
the stuff we get on the record we 
find out in off-the-record 
conversations like the ones you 
see going on all around us here. 

"That's why everyone calls 
this the prestigious beat— 
because we hobnob with the big 
boys. But we're really just the 
bucket boys for whatever 
anyone wants  to  have  poured 

out to the public." 
HE CALLED the committee 

hearing I covered a "staged 
morality play," where anyone 
who has an ax to grind in front 
of the press can do so in plenty of 
time before deadline. 

I thought about that for a 
moment and could almost hear 
my eighth-grade civics teacher 
saying those committee hearings 
were the brick and mortar of 
legislation in this country. 
Funny how your perceptions 
change. 

We drank and talked until 
9:30. I think I learned more 
about reporters' lives in 
Washington that evening than I 
did the entire day. 

I WONDERED about the 
reporters' spouses and 
children—how they felt about 
these late-night sessions. Phillips 
said most of the reporters were 
divorced or single. With the 
hours they keep, I saw why. 

Phillips walked me to the 
subway entrance, pulled his 
trenchcoat collar up against the 
chilling night drizzle, and gave 
me a word of advice. 

"You're good at this, 
Deborah," he said. "But go 
home, back to Tennessee. That's 
where the real news is, and 
people there are real." 

I watched him walk away- 
down a rain-soaked Penn- 
sylvania Avenue. 

It's true, I thought. It's lonely 
at the top. 
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