






by Jane Owen

1 feel like a piece of furniture. 
Not that I have the dimensions of a 
couch or refrigerator, exactly, but I 
have the worn spots, the scuffed 
corners and the broken springs of 
your grandmother’s horsehair 
sofa. I had to be here on campus a 
week early, as did my journalistic 
colleagues, to plan, execute, and 
complete the publication of the 
first issue of Cedars. To state it 
more accurately, we scrambled, 
raced, rearranged and adjusted to 
all the complications that arose 
without warning. Some of the 
problems were both minor and an
ticipated... I ike not having a name 
for the new dorm which we have 
featured in this issue (kind of like 
introducing your uncle and forget
ting his name), having only eight 
writers to produce a full-size ex
ample of journalistic excellence 
(no comments), and having rather 
poor results at times in our efforts 
to reach faculty members, who 
lived, it seemed, in meetings and 
lunch appointments.

As well as encountering all these 
drop-in-the-bucket complications 
which certainly "go with tj^e terri
tory,” as a friend of mine says, we 
-  at the risk of sounding like a cas
sette of Sir Winston Churchill -  lit
erally gave blood, toil, tears and 
sweat to this first issue which has 
come to feel rather like an adopted 
orphan to all of us on staff.

I’m not going to dwell on the lit
tle things like three out of the four 
editors missing the first meeting (I, 
by the way. being among the mis
sing in action), or our managing 
editor becoming ill the second day 
of our week, or the haggling be
tween the more photographic of us 
as to which developer, toner and 
even paper to buy and whether to 
tell the very professional clerk at 
the camera store that the shutter on 
our camera has to be clicked twice 
to take one picture. To pause for a 
moment, let me point out that cam
era stores bring out the very worst 
in photographers. By photo
graphers, 1 don’t mean those of us 
who get thrills out of a Disc in- 
stamatic and drool over anything 
that has a real rage-finder on it. I 
mean the artists among us who 
know intimately the intestines of 
every camera on the market, who 
have their sights set on a $1500 
Hasselblad. Once these creative 
geniuses get together, some as
pects of their personality inevita
bly cjo not mesh. After discussing 
authoritatively the pros and cons of 
this and that lens and trying to im
press the clerk that we were New 
York Times staff and just here tem
porarily to help out the struggling 
Cedars staff, I think we may have 
lost a tad bit of our credibility when 
two of us began arguing about the 
pronunciation in "minestrone” and 
“linguine." We were reduced to, 
“Well, I’m Italian, and vie say 
"minestronee,” and, "Then you're 
the only Italian I’ve ever known 
who does," when we grabbed a 
tight hold of our equilibrium and 
became once more the cool, in
control professionals before the in
escapable smirk of the ever-endur
ing clerk who quipped at one point. 
“Do you always bring your own 
floor show?”

to, I won’t dwell on the slight 
unpleasantries that only added an 
extra dash of color to our otherwise 
dull, gray lives. Instead, I'll ex
plain the larger mish'aps that bent 
us into the pretzels you now see.

We made our first major deci
sion as an editorial staff to switch 
printers for some bizarre reason 
which, at that time, seemed wise. 
Through several mistakes of our 
own and the printer, the first issue 
was delivered stillborn last week 
when we saw that a few very minor 
flaws were indeed present in the 
paper's appearance, such as white 
streaks; little criss-cross lines 
showing through all the ads, se
verely-cropped photos and a vol- 
leybalj player with no legs. Hence 
the tears...many, many tears. 
Hence frenzied meetings, quick 
decisions and impromptu lessons 
in anger control. Hence avoiding 
sobbing hysterically on Dr. 
Johnson’s shoulder who stood by 
us as any loyal advisor would. 
Hence an exceptionally terse, furi
ously-spoken telephone confronta
tion between the printer and me. 
Hence a quick supplication to our 
old printer to re-adopt us. Hence a 
wild updating of stories and news 
and datelines...hence a checking 
to make sure that the new dorm 
was still indeed just "new dorm.”

Besides these occurrences cen
tered upon the paper itself, the 
editors all had numerous personal 
crises which, though not earth- 
shaking, were not what we needed 
this first week before classes. To 
avoid the risk of violating.the con
fidences of my friends, I'll not dis
close their mishaps. Mine alone 
were meaty enough to fill up a 
couple of afternoons of “General 
Hospital.’’ Not being one for over
kill. I’ll leave you with the most in
triguing incidents that made the 
week full of joy unspeakable.

I lost my purse at an evening re
hearsal during college week. Not 
exactly finding this a rare occur
rence, I. who have been described 
by more than one person as "need
ing a keeper” because of my ab
sent-mindedness, was still shook 
considerably by the loss of my life 
support system, which contained 
my I.D., checks, cash, driver’s 
license, pictures, comb, keys and 
even a goatskin bag a close friend 
sent me from New York City. I 
learned how to smile engagingly at 
clicker girls at meals and explain, 
over and over, that, yes, I would 
eventually get a new I.D. if the old 
one was on the casualty list, and 
how to keep a bright smile on my 
little face to keep people from no- 

- ticing that my hair looked like rag
weed since the only instrument 1 
had was my blow-dry brush. 
F.ventuallv. through dint of much 
prayer, my security blanket roved 
back to me, complete, by the way, 
with all its accoutrements it could 
so easily have lost during the 
ordeal.

I know -  I know, you’re waiting 
to see il l’ll conveniently forget the 
part of Sir Winston's speech about 
giving blood, Sorry...I even have 
that one figured out. Never mind 
how. but at one point in my week, I 
was a little tired, a little washed- 
out. and a little careless... I stabbed 
a wrist artery with a tiny, incredi
bly sharp blade called an Exacto

knife. Thank goodness, two 
friends were with me who react, 
for the most part, quite collectedly 
to such an emergency. One grab
bed my wrist in a vise grip and suc
cessfully calmed my unexplaina
ble hysterical laughter -  yes, 
laughter -  while the other strode 
purposefully to get the rescue 
squad. Our conversation, not to be 
outdone by the previous floor

show, ran along the lines of, “Jane, 
aren’t you glad you took your nail 
polish off?” and “Hey, Kathy, my 
fingers are turning blue,” and 
"That’s all right, Jane. Just keep 
quiet.” My roommate, the calmest 
and most collected of us all, 
quietly gave information to the res
cue team who arrived minutes later 
(“No, I’m Cheryl -  she’s Jane, 20, 
Printy 4 .’’) and also made me quit

staggering around the layout room, 
ordering me to sit down.

As you can see, it was a ghastly 
week with not one shred of material 
lively enough to supply an Amper
sand column. Maybe for a barrel of 
laughs next issue, I could discftss 
the newest slogan,...“Open the 
Tylenol, and you’ve got a 
party” ...

Fri., Oct. 15
Prism 111 concert in the chapel, 8p.nl. 
8 p.m.
Volleyball vs. Sinclair Commu
nity College & alumni, 6 p.m. 
HOME
Trustees’ meetings 

Sat., Oct. 16
Homecoming week concludes 
with Homecoming soccer game 
against Asbury at 2 p.m. 

Mon.-Thurs., Oct 18-21
CPR class conducted by Health 
.Service staff, 6:30-9:30 p.m, 

Tues., Oct; 19 
Career Day 

Wed., Oct. 20
Soccer vs. Wilmington,
3:30 p.m. AWAY

Thurs., Oct. 21
Volleyball vs. Ohio Dominican 
6p.m . HOME 

Fri.-Sun., Oct. 21-24 
Christian Service Teams 
Retreat 

Fri., Oct. 22
Edna Hoilopeter senior flute 
recital, Alford, 8 p.m.

Fri., Sat., Oct. 22-23
Student Body Project Talent 
Night

Sat., Oct. 23
Word of Life 3-Man Basketball 
Marathon
Sophomore class canoeing trip 
Soccer vs. Mt. Vernon 
Nazarene, 2 p.m. HOME

Mon., Tues., Oct. 25,26
“A Sure Foundation” -  a film 
dealing with inerrancy, to be 
shown at 8 p.m. in the student 
center.

Tues., Oct. 26
Volleyball vs. Wilmington & 
Urbana, 6:30 p.m. HOME 
Soccer vs. Findlay 3:30 p.m. 
HOME

Thurs., Oct. 28
Volleyball vs. Ohio Northern 
and College of Wooster,
6:30 p.m. HOME 
Resume writing workshop,
4 p.m.

ight Lights
by John Jackson

It was a dreary afternoon and I 
had just spent a full day in Yellow 
Springs. It was 5:30, but thoughts 
of a grilled cheese sandwich back 
at the cafeteria wasn’t thrilling. 
Being the spontaneous person that 
1 am, 1 decided to call some friends 
and have them meet me at Mike 
and Rosy’s Deli in Springfield. 
Ever since my freshman year 1 had 
heard of Mike and Rosy’s but had 
never ventured out to partake of its 
cuisine. “Put a deli in your belly” 
seemed like such an excellent slo
gan; I figured this deli had to be 
different from other local eateries.

The deli was easy to find: 
straight on route 72 through 
Springfield and making a left on 
W. McCreight Ave. The deli sat 
about two blocks down on the 
right-hand side.

In keeping with the typical 
"Brooklyn Deli.” Mike and Rosy’s 
is filled with all kinds of “tastebud 
teasers.” It took me more than five 
minutes to take in the large array of 
selections available, including side 
orders, desserts and drinks. Step
ping into a deli means you become 
the chef. You choose what type of 
bread, meat, cheese and topping 
you want. All of Mike and Rosy's 
meats, cheeses and breads come 
from all over the country to insure 
that they are fresh, tasty and of the 
highest quality.

1 chose the deli special -  a 
Reuben. After ordering at th | 
counter I selected my beverage and 
a quarter-pound of potato salad 
from the coolers nearby. The des
sert cooler looked temptrhg with its 
choices of New York cheesecake, 
carrot cake and Black Forest 
cheesecake, but 1 opted to wait 
until after dinner to select a des
sert. Since I was with a group of

seven, we bought a 12 oz. bucket 
of “Mumfords” potato chips. Now 
those potato chips are no ordinary 
chip. (Boy, this sounds like a com
mercial.) They are all-natural 
chips, home-made in Urbana, and 
they will top off your meal per
fectly.

“Reuben,” shouted Mike upon 
completion of my order, and I 
made my way to the counter. To 
my pleasure, when tasting the 
sandwich, I was quite glad to have 
chosen Mike and Rosy’s over 
McDonald's. Loaded with corned 
beef, swiss cheese and sauerkraut, 
surrounded with thick sliced dark

rye bread and steamed, this 
Reuben was the best 1 had ever 
eaten.

Mike and Rosy’s Deli is open 
Monday through Thursday, 7 a.m. 
to 11 p.m.: Friday and Saturday, 7 
a.m. to 12 midnight and Sunday, 8 
a.m. to 10 p.m. If you don’t have 
time to make use of a large seating 
area, then you can call ahead and 
carry out. The deli not only 
specializes in sandwiches, but also 
and cheeses by the pound. For 
more information, call Mike or 
“Rosy” at 390-3511, and put a deli in 
your belly.

A regular customer o f Mike and ages his friends to join him in en 
Rosy's, Randy Thornburg encottr- joying the cuisine.




