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by Andrea Bookman
This year's freshman on the street

can be easily spotted by an open ex-
cession in the eyes, a slack in the
jaw, and the piercing mating call
used by both the males and females
-the nervous giggle.
So how was I, girl reporter for

arge metropolitan newspaper,
upposed to elicit any sort of mean-

ingful comment on the current
reshman Orientation?
DECIDING that I had to be sneaky

and cunning, I walked up to a
freshman I knew and deviously said,
"What do you think of this whole
orientation bit?" Blank stare. I re-
lized that I was being too subtle.
"Do you feel that you know Mac-
alester better for having gone
through this segment of the orien-
tation procedure?" A gleam ap-
peared in the freshman's eye, his
lips began to twitch, and finally he
said, "Yup!" My mistake. You ask

I'm oriented,
you're oriented

a yup or nope question and you get
a yup or nope answer. By this time
a few more familiar faces had gath-
ered around and the conversation be-
came livelier. Obviously I had a su-
perior crop of freshmen.

"Why is there a separate orien-
tation for minority students? Sure,
there might be a difficult adjust-
ment to be made by them, but if
their orientation is so separate, how
will they ever get into the swing
of the whole college?"

I was relieved to hear that even-
tually the college will swing, but I
did not have any comforting plat-
itudes to give to the boy.

"You know, there's an awful lot
to do here, and I'm beat. I defin-
itely need more sleep."

HEAR THAT, Orientation plan-
ners of the future? Schedule more
sleep.

"Gosh, I couldn't stand those ex-
ams. So long, so dull, and probab-
ly totally unnecessary."

This last comment ignited the
spark needed to make everyone talk.
Yes, yes, those tests were awful,
weren't they? And, isn't this or-
ientation thing going on too long?
We have huge blocks of time with
nothing to do. Those blocks of time
were probably to be used as "get-
ting -to-know-you" sessions. As for

me, they were "gee, I wish I had
the guts to get to know you" periods.

"SOME OF THESE freshmen are
really snobby. You smile at them
and they just stare at you."

"Well, maybe they're shy." I vol-
unteered this statement myself.
Personal experience, you see.

"Well, I think it's just the great-
est bunch of people I've ever met.
They're really friendly and so help-
ful."

I BEGAN THE walk back to my
dorm. "Well, what did the orientat-
ion do for you, kid?" I asked my-
self. I did get to know some pro-
fessors, I got to eat ice cream at
Farrell 's, and I did become familiar
with the campus. But then again,
nothing will fall in place until clas-
ses begin. Yeah, I felt pretty well-
oriented. I looked around. I was
walking in the wrong direction.

In a never-ending battle to
improve the efficiency of the din-
ing commons, William "Mac" Mac-
donald, food service director, has
made an almost unprecedented
move. Going the way of all "mass
feeders" as he so aptly termed it,
Mother Saga is now automating its
service system.

A little blue machine manufact-
ured by the Valydyne Company is
the latest addition to the Saga ar-
senal. This year as we go through
the Saga line we will find this am-
azing little machine. When a meal
ticket with a picture is inserted into
the correct slot, the machine will
check the correct number for that
meal. If the card has not been
used for that meal everything will
be-fine. However, if someone, un-
beknownst to that student, has spir-
ited away the meal ticket, used it
and returned it to him (it happened
often last year) the machine will
flash on an amber light, a small
buzzer will sound off and he will
be shot.

WHILE THIS MAY seem some-
what harsh to many of our Mac
students, an understanding of the
inner workings of Saga might help
in realizing the need for maximum
food service security systems.

To obtain all the facts, this re-
porter was able to obtain an ex-
clusive interview with someone who
had been inside Saga most of his
latter life. Through the eyes of
this individual, students should be
able to get a better feel for the
difficulties of mass food pre-
paration.

I met Rupert Webb at the con-
diments table last week. His lanky
frame emerged from underneath a
lettuce leaf. Two of his legs were
free but the remaining six had be-
come enmeshed in the thin strands
of cabbage which comprised the cab-
bage slaw I had been about to
dish out. I won his trust by re-
moving the troublesome vegetation
from his appendages and insisted
that he join me for lunch. I offer-
ed him some of my medium rare
chicken but he declined. "I'll just
munch on anything that comes
along," he assured me. (At this
point he lassoed an errant fruit
fly.)

RUPERT HAD BEEN with Saga
for two weeks and was already
"fed-up." "You would not believe
tne problems they have down there.
Many times even I go out to eat,"
he explained.

Rupert is only one of several un-
official food inspectors who take
it upon themselves to see that you
get more with every mouthful. Many
of his colleagues have sacrificed
themselves in the line of duty be-
cause of this high principle.

In his position, Rupert says he
has been with many food services
throughout the state. "Despite their
problems, few have either the se-
lection or the quality of Saga. The

only problem is, there is just too
much extra." Also, there are occa-
sional accidents even in the best
of places. Often these accidents,
humorously referred to as meals,
may be slightly damaging, but never
fatal.

RUPERT CONFIDED in me that
the last thing he wanted to see
was a more efficient serving sys-
tem. According to Rupert, "The
more excess food, the better. Flies
are getting harder to find this time
of year."

In a meeting with RA's, SHA's
and some administration members,
Mac (you remember, the food ser-
vice director) gave a demonstration
of the machine and its capabilities.
Accurate counts of numbers of stu-
dents may be obtained and this will
enable the cooks to prepare exact
amounts of food for a given meal.

Also the obvious security ben-
efits are something to be taken in-
to account. "If this machine stops
three people trying to sneak in
each day, it will pay for itself,"
Mac sighed.

AS WONDERFUL as it is, how-
ever, the machine will not have a
direct effect on the taste of the ba-
sic Saga offering. But there is hope
that the general spirit of conquest
and endeavor which has been roused
by this new device will spread
like a plague and slowly but surely
infect and saturate the meals them-
selves. Soon, unofficial inspectors
like Rupert will be out of a job.
Even now, it is rumored that many
of them are being relegated to less
prominent positions in the Saga
organization.

But as a professional, Rupert
agreed that an efficient food ser-
vice, while destroying his way of
life, seems to be the direction
that most of the better food ser-
vices are taking. "We've come a
long way since the five loaves, two
fishes and half a Big Barney," Ru-
pert chuckled.

Suddenly he got very serious.
"These last two weeks have been
very beautiful for me, and I hate
to see it end. One minute I'm at
the top of the heap, I can write
my own ticket, there's no star
too high for me to reach; and the
next second, coffee grounds, cold
okra and an old carrot stick is
the best I can hope for. It's some-
how just not fair. That blasted
machine hasn't got a sensitive feel-
er in its whole..."

Rupert broke down at this point
and I thought it best to leave him
alone. I regret to report that Ru-
pert is no longer with Saga, or
anyone else for that matter. Last
week, late one night, he stole qui-
etly into Dayton Hall and hopped into
bed with Chuck Young, hoping to
escape from campus. (There was
talk that Chuck might be joining the
staff at Mayo. Some nonsense about
a medical first and a pectoralis
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major...). Anyway, as cruel fate IN MEMORY of this gallant ar-
would have it, plucky Rupert was achnid, a fruit fly buffet will be
struck down by the mighty helmet served to anyone interested and
of Gary Fitzgerald as he nestled hardy enough to ask for one. Hur-
inside Chuck's shoulder pads. rY» t h e supply is limited.
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