“SENTINEL

. »
A publication of Kennesaw College, a senior unit of the University System of Georgia

/J M
/’//-‘/ . 4 ’
f
/ 7 /"‘
y S e

Volume 16, No. 4

. Pecoraro Breaks The Ribbon

.

]

By Jack Cramer
Sports Editor

Under clear skies and with a
temperature perfect for biking,
the Kennesaw College In-
tramural Bicycle Races were
held on Friday, November 13.
Winner of the three-mile race
was Bob Brooks, while the 18-
mile main event was won by
Mike Pecoraro.

The shorter race began with a
rolling “start and after two
grueling laps ended with an
exhausted dismount at the finish
line. A spectator rushed cups of
apple juice to the appreciative
riders, but for several minutes
they seemed more interested in
gasping air than in swallowing
liquids.

The excitement intensified as
14 competitors prepared for the
18-mile race. After the rules
were read and safety checks
made by Barry Wyatt, the
racers were started on the first
lap, paced by a Fiat 124 driven
by Anne Steinhauer. As this
initial lap was completed, the
pace car roared by the
start/finish line with the racers
in hot pursuit and the race was
officially on.

The lead racers were timed at
about four minutes per lap with
an average speed of 20 mph.
They achieved a speed of 28
mph on the stretch and as much
as 35 mph on the downhill por-
tion of the course past the first
turn. By the end of the third lap,
the racers were beginning to
form a long line which became

even longer as the
progressed.

A prime (pronounced preem)
was offered on the fourth lap to
the first group of riders. Primes,
essentially, are prizes given to
induce a group of riders to
sprint during the race in a given
lap. The number of the lap is not
known to the riders beforehand
and considerable strategy is in-
volved in deciding whether full-
out energy should be expended
on winning a prize in the middle
of the race or better saved for
the end of the race. In the lead
group, the prime was won by
Mike Pecoraro, who outsprinted
John Griffith for the prize. The
prime for another group on a
later lap was won by Dr. Chris
Schaufele.

As the finish drew near, it
was apparent that first place
would be a duel between
Pecoraro and Griffith. Both
racers were favored to an equal
extent, with John winning in a
previous meet, but with Mike on
his tail throughout that race.

race

The spectators were divided.

Some, like Mrs. Holmes and
Cindy Dobbins, felt that Griffith
would win on past form. Others,
like Doug Olsen and Barry
Wyatt, were Dbetting on
Pecoraro’s present performance.

As they heard the warning
bell at the end of the eleventh
lap, John and Mike were neck
and neck and wheel and wheel.
They were riding together so
closely that to some people it
appeared they were riding on a

tandem bike. But this teamwork
vanished somewhere up the last
brutal hill of the course at the
Outer Siberia parking lot area.
Griffith, known for his excellent
hill-climbing ability, was passed
by Pecoraro, who audaciously
started his finishing sprint
earlier than would be expected.
This move proved to be the
winning strategy for Pecoraro
and Griffith had to be satisfied
with second place, just six
seconds behind the leader. Third
place was taken by Tom Smith,
who used drafting strategy to
come from behind Mark
Strohauer at the very last
moment. Fourth, fifth, and sixth
places were taken by Mark
Strohauer, John Renshaw and
Mike Wood respectively.

Prizes awarded to the winners
and those placing and primes for
the lap winners were furnished
by Vinnings Schwinn Cyeclery,
Ten-Speed Imports & Cyclery,
Free Flite Bicycles and also
from intramural funds. -

Concerning future events,
Coach Mike Calhoun has plans in
the offing for extramural cycling
competition among all Georgia
colleges in 1982. Coach Calhoun
feels that K.C. has the potential
to excell with the sport of
cycling and plans to initiate
competition with other schools
sometime in February. The next
intramural race will be held in
March and should have a larger
field and even stronger com-
petition.

Riders after the 18-mile race. Photo by Anne Steinhauer

Women Athletes Have A Showdown
Don’t miss Powder Puff Flag Football this Wednesday, December 2, at the
football field. The Bandits (pictured: Dessie Norton, Anna Ridgell, Susan
Coward) will take on the Orange Crush. Photo by Kathy Lynn
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When Will Finals Finally Be Over?

Haul in the straight jackets
and the padded cells, it's Final
Exam Season!! If there are any
spectators out there, let me
describe the post exam scenario:
Roaming wild will be 1500

Missy Majors
Associate Editor

Freshmen in shock, 1000
Sophomores in oblivion{They'd
rather be in Florida)-, 700 numb
Juniors, and 500 strung-out
Seniors in dire need of valium.
Quite a path of destruction for a
little ol' test, huh? Well, when
one considers thes academic
weight carried by many finals, it
becomes easy to account for the
vast mental wasteland the
Finals Shock Syndrome leaves
behind. People try to rationalize
The Final by saying, “But Missy,
thirty-three percent of your final
grade isn't that much..." Those
people don’t live much longer--
finals make me fiesty.

Every finalsexam falls into
one of four categories. These
Fatal Four-will be encountered
by every student during his

7 know

“Total College Experience.” The
Fatal Four:

1. The Dreaded Take Home
Final: This means you get
twelve pages of soul-searching
essay questions that require
supplementary material from all
the resources in the public
library. The catch is (I've been
told this is the part that builds
character) you're to complete
this test over the Thanksgiving
holidays at Aunt Thelma's in
Vinyl Top, Alabama. Aunt
Thelma probably has never
heard the word “library” before,
and chances are that Vinyl Top
doesn’'t have one anyway.

2. The Open Book Final:
Similar to the Take Home ver-
sion in that there are twelve
pages of soul-searching essay
questions, but you get to OPEN
YOUR BOOK. Super. The fact
that your text is 600 pages in
length with no index for
reference is totally irrelevant.
To top it off, professors that
administer  Open Book Finals
always say; “Now students, sin-
ce this is an open book test and
all the material is in front of
you, my standards are ex-
tremely high...I expect perfec-
tion.” Mass hysteria ensues.

3. The Cumulative Final: You
the exam where vou

repeat every thing you've been
told in the last ten weeks in 110
minutes? These little beauties
are found most often in survey
courses, a fact that makes them
all the more cruel. This terror is
used in courses such as The
History of the World From the
Beginning of Time to 1800. Need
I say more?

4. The Famous It Won't Be
That Bad, There will Only Be
One Essay Question Final: This
one falls somewhere in between
the ol' “This won't hurt a bit”
line and Custer's Last Stand.
The essay will be worth 60% of
the entire exam and will read:

“Trace the literary heritage of
the novel, cite examples, be con-

cise.” That should give your
ulcers gray hairs.

Now that you know what to
expect, lay in a good supply of *
coffee and midnight oil (Burn,
don't drink, the latter) and hope
that you don’t stay up all night |
studying, only to fall asleep
during the exam. Good luck and
Happy Holidays. :
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Over The River And Through The Woods

Over the river and through
the woods...That's the way
Thanksgiving used to be.
Remember? Grandma's house
was just through the woods over
the creek and past Brown's
farm. Of course, it wasn't by
horse and sleigh that we
arrived. And grandmother is now
a resident at a nearby nursing
home, but we could make the
trip to Grandma's in just about
the time it took for those of us
in the back seat to begin to
fidget. Mom would turn around
and say, “Settle down, now.
We're almost there,” and before
we knew it, there we were in
Acworth with Grandma stan-
ding at the front door giving
each one of us a big hug as we
trooped into the large living
room.

In those days, which weren't
that long ago, I yearned for the
romance of the “olden” days,
when the trip was made by hor-
sedrawn convenience. Nowadays
though, I'm nostalgic because
Grandma no longer has a house
only 30 minutes away. All the
children (cousins, nieces and
nephews) are scattered, not
miles away, but across state
lines. And Grandma packed up
her collapsible Christmas tree
last spring when she went to the
home. Even if we could get
tickets to fly the friendly skies to
see close relatives, we would
have to weigh the extra cost of
the trip against nostalgia.
Nostalgia would lose.

So we'll stay at home. I'll at-
tempt to bake my first pumpkin

pie (being newly married and
all), and whether I decide to do
one from scratch or pick one
from the frozen food section at
the grocery store, it still won't
smell as warmly delicious as
pumpkin pie once did.

Good ole Mom is teaching me
how to roast a butter-basted,
perfect-every-time turkey, but I
won't have to get up at 4 a.m. to
put it in the oven as she always
did. There are microwaves now
(great wedding presents). There
is no chance it will be tough - or
old - or nearly so flavorful as
Grandmother's used to be.

When the group gathers in
the family room to await this
year’s feast, the talk won't cen-
ter around the going price for
corn, or the relative merits of
slaughtering cattle before win-
ter, or the outrage of putting
land into the soil bank. The
reality of farm finances has
decreed that the future lies
elsewhere for most of us now.
The farmers have all gone to
their reward or gone to florida,
and their sons and daughters
are seeking their fortunes in the
big cities. And oh, the talks of
all the deaths during the past
year. Old man Sibley passed
away in September, and Mrs.
Bentley is left without a
husband to spend her remaining
days with.

I'll plan the dinner so we will
start to eat during the halftime
of the televised football game.
Let's see, is it the Superbowl
yet...no, that's around New
Year's. We live right outside of

the city now, so no one will be
on the north 40 at dawn for
pheasant or rabbit hunting. Nor
will anyone have gone north
deer hunting for the weekend.

The sweet potatoes won't be
so sticky, the stuffing will be
moist; mother shows me the
secret. In the late afternoon the
house will be warm, but not by
the coal furnace Granddaddy
once had. The temperature
remains at 70 degrees outside.
And of course we have gas heat
now.

Mother cooks the fresh cran-
berries, there's only so much a
new bride can learn in one
holiday. Granddaddy reminds
the family of the experiences he
had with grandma during past

The

It's kind of hard to mention
something in a quiet fashion
that means so much, but is
taken so lightly. My basic con-
cern lies in the welfare of the
elderly. The senior citizens of
America, your ancestors, are the
most discriminated of all people.

Poverty is extremely high
among the elderly. Men and
women are forced to retire at
the age of 65 even if they are
still physically and mentally
capable of handling their job.
The consolation for retiring, or
stepping aside for the younger
generation, is a paultry social
security check issued each mon-
th.

holidays with cran-
berries...something about a
health scare??

I may even shed a private
tear over the thought that .my
children (whenever we're ready
to have any) will never know the
joy, and I do mean JOY and
purity of those Thanksgiving
past.

I'll. help mother put out a
plate of pickles and olives and
cheeses to assuage their ap-
petites. There's only Granddad-
dy, Daddy, my new husband and
mother now. All adults, no
children, while the turkey fills
the air with enticing tendrils of
aroma. Then someone will say,
“Tammy, remember the year
you ate a whole plate-full of

Forgotten

Social security offers only a
meager percentage of what each
person has put into it over the
years which they have worked.
According to a 1981 report, sent
out by the Reagan ad-
ministration, social security
benefits are running out of fun-
ds. By 1982, they will have been
used up. The recent cuts that
Reagan made were designed to
insure future retirees will
receive the benefits coming to
them. This leads many to won-
der what the retired people of
today are going to survive.
Many are now suffering from
relative deprivation.

Senior citizens also experien-
ce a loss of self-worth when they

olives before Thanksgiving din-
ner and got sick?” Seems like it
was just yesterday.

“Sure smells good around’
here.”

“Are you attempting to make
the corn casserole that your ,
grandmother always made? And
how about mincemeat? Are we
going to have a coconut pie?”

“Is Aunt Jean coming, will ,
she bring her great bean salad?”

“Do You remember the year
when...

A warm happiness will come 4
over me, and I'll remember then
that nostalgia like beauty, is in
the eye of the beholder.

By Tammy Osborne
Editorial Editor

Few

are forced to retire. Without a,
job to reinforce a sense of ac-
complishment, it becomes quite
understandable as to why the
suicide rate is extremely high
among the elderly, especially
men.

Aside from the legal aspects
involved with aiding the elderly,
there is still away for you, the
individual, to alleviate some of
this drudgery for them. There
are programs around the coun-
try designed for people of all
ages to adopt a grandparent.
Once a week a visit to a home
for the elderly, or someone you
know can mean all the differen-
ce in the world to that person.

Jodie Trail

<
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Is There Life After College?

It use to be a standing joke
between my supervisor and me.
One day 1 would go into work,
"Hey boss, I just got my four
year degree."

"Just get back to work, boy."

"But..., do you think I might
be able to get a little raise or
something?"

Todd Daniel
Editor

"We'll talk about it later,
boy."

Now, after I've realized a few
things, it doesn't seem to be
much of a joke anymore. Last
spring I worked on a group
project entitled, "The
Marketability of a Kennesaw
College Graduate". Tile five part
project consisted of literature
studies, surveys, and an ex-
perimental control. The four
major areas of interest to me
were hiring predictions, expec-
tations of current seniors, past
graduate performance, and

Get Smarter

Kennesaw's reputation.

In reading the employment
forecasts for the first half of this
decade, everything sounded like
peaches and cream. These op-
timistic forecasts predicted that
at least 90 percent of college
graduates will get a job and that
hiring will increase by 15 per-
cent. While predicted salaries
would range from $13,000 to
$20,000 with some expectations
as high as $40,000. It all seemed
so fine and dandy in print.

The "Expectations of Current
Seniors" section brought forth
some interesting results. Those
surveyed in last years
graduating class felt that their
Kennesaw degree would get
them jobs and they expected
starting salaries ranging from
$12,000 to $18,000.

Past graduate performance
showed that getting a job was
not a bed of roses. Graduates
said that unless you had "ex-
perience," it was very difficult
to get a job based on college
alone. While many had spent
nine to twelve months before
getting a job, many were still

Brain Exercises

Get smarter! You can make
your mind grow.

Most people don't use their
full range of potential intelligen-
ce, but you can train yourself to
harness the resources of your
mind that are now going to
waste.

All it takes is to learn a few
simple principles, put them into
practice and regularly exercise
your mind by giving it some
challenging work to do.

Gabriel Werba, national
chairman of Mensa, gn inter-
national  organization for
geniuses and near-genuises,
says: "The main requirement is
to start thinking in terms of
exercising your mind in the
same way you would exercise
your body. The more you do it,
the better you become at it."

Here's what you can do to
stretch your mind power:

Stop being a one-shot
thinker. Most ordinary people
see a problem only in terms of
the whole. They expect to find
an immediate solution. But you
can train yourself to reduce the
problem to a series of smaller
problems that you can grasp one
step at a time - and problems
that once stumped you suddenly
seem easy. Don't be discouraged
if you can't come up with an
immediate answer to a_problem
or difficult situation. Don't be
ashamed to “talk through” the
problem with somebody else.
This forces you to think through
all the steps necessary to arrive
at a solution.

- Use scratch paper. Write
things out. Make diagrams and
sketches. Some people believe
that better thinkers do
everything in their heads and
it's only the poor thinkers who
must resort to counting on their
fingers or writing things out.
But that's not true. In fact,
writing things out increases

your comprehension of a
problem and helps you reason it
out step by step. Go right ahead.
Count on your fingers, make
diagrams: do anything that will
increase your ability to think

- Mumble and move your lips
when reading. This kind of sub-
vocal speech during reading is
an aid to comprehension. If
mumbling to yourself helps you
understand what you're reading,
do it.

- Turn off the TV and read, or
discuss ideas with others. Spend
more time reading books and
'magazines, and discuss them
with others. Discussing ideas is
a important tool in expanding
your mind.

- Open your mind to new and
different interests. Broadening
your horizons is the first step in
stretching your mind. If you're
interested in sports, make your-
self become interested in the ar-
ts, for instance. Stretching your
mind in one direction will make
it easier to stretch your mind in
many new directions.

- Meet new and different
people. Most people tend to live
in their own 9-5 worlds where
they work with the same people
every day and talk about the
same kinds of things. Get out
and meet people in different
professions and lifestyles so you
can learn their thought patterns
and see things from different
perspectives.

- Make your vacation a mind-
expanding experience. Prepare
_yourself for a vacation by lear-
ning everything you can in ad-
vance about the place you're
going to visit. Then when you
get there, you see things on a
completely different level.

In closing...Broaden your
mind!!! Show yourself just how
smart you really are. Practice
doesn’t make perfect, it's perfect
‘practice that makes perfect!!

By Tammy Osborne

unemployed. Though all of those
surveyed felt that Kennesaw
was a high-quality institution,
they became distressed by Ken-
nesaw's seemingly non-existent
reputation. Graduates held such
jobs as waiter, or manager of a
K-Mart, and one fortunate soul
got a $34,000/year job as a
management consultant.

In the part of our project
which surveyed Kennesaw's
reputation, the results were
surprising. The results of the
survey showed that while Ken-
nesaw was scarcely known out-
side Cobb County, those who
had heard of it felt that Ken-
nesaw was an excellent school.
Cobb employers made especially

favorable comments regarding
the college, and the Marietta
Daily Journal even referred to
us as "The Harvard of the
Pines." The consistent high
scores on the Regents
Examinations, the supervisor
results achieved by students
taking the Business Exit Exam,
and the 100% passing rate of
KC's nursing students taking
their State exams have all done
much to enhance Kennesaw's
reputation.

Why bring all of this up?
Well, week before last I ran
into a lady 1 knew who
graduated last spring. She told
me that she had spent the last
five months vainly searching for
a job. She went on to say that

she got so bored that she
decided to come back to Ken-
nesaw and work with the alum-
ni. When I rattled off several
other names, it was the same old
story except for one girl who
got a job but was highly
displeased with it.

The bottom line is that the
jobs just aren't out there. In the
sixties, employers would prac-
tically grab college grads and
even today a 4 year degree is
highly respected. But the job
market is tight, tight, tight. So,
what am I driving at? A college
degree is still a great personal
gain, but it's no longer a free
pass into the world of em-
ployment.

Pity For Poverty

1 was enjoying a rare chance
to watch the Phil Donahue show
this morning - rare since my
day's early hours are wusually
spent in class -and I was distur-
bed at what I saw. The intent of
the program was to flaunt poor
people in front of an audience of
well-to-do's. The show wanted to
give these unfortunate victims
of society a chance to speak up
on th effects of President
Reagan's budget cuts on them.

Mr. Donahue's "guests" were
poor - ghetto poor - but proud
individuals. They had come to
defend the idea that the vast
majority of poor people were
legitimately poor and not lazy
pilferers of federal aid. They
were the poor who have tried,
are still trying, and who will
always continue to try. The
audience attacked them like a
pack of wild animals. Thank
God, they were separated by the
stage and could only receive
verbal abuse. The stage, the
pedestal of limelight that the
needy are so assuredly unac-
customed to, was occupied by
people stumbling and groping
for the proper words to express
their plight to unresponsive
ears.

It all began when a normal
looking woman from the audien-

ce, appearing to be upper middle
class, gave a response to some of
the typical hardships of the poor
which were being discussed,
such as hungry children and
their parents' battered pride.
The response went like this, "1
hate to have output like this,"
(of course she does) "but it
seems to me it should do the
children of these poor families
good to see the misery and
humiliation their parents live
with...it will make them try har-
der to do better themselves."

Now, how do you suppose this
lady knows that? How did she
come to that remarkable con-
clusion, and why in the world
did most of the audience agree
with her?

I-'m n ot sure of the answers 1
these questions, but let me tell
you how 1 feel. People, these
kids don't know what "better" is
because they've never experien-
ced it. As a wise man, Ezra
Pound, once wrote, "No man un-
derstands a deep book until he
has seen and lived at least part
of its context", and I'll bet none
of these people from Mr.
Donahue's audience has had to
live like these kids' parents, or
parent as the case usually is.
Poor people don't sit in on talk
show audiences.

booNESBURT

EDITOR'S NOTE: The story of Joan Jr. continues.
In this issue J.J. takes her future husband, Zeke,

home to meet mother. Well, mother has a lot to say
about Zeke but none of it's good. Meanwhile, Rick
gets to meet Zeke too. Whatever happened to those
‘good ol’ guys’ that daughters use to bring home?

In our next issue, J.J. will settle into her dorm in
preparation for college life at Yale University. Her
roommate’s boyfriend is being held hostage by
Khomenini, but luckily her boyfriend has given her
permission to ‘date around’. Will college life make
J.J. have second thoughts about her relationship
with Zeke? Will J.J.’s roommate, Ching, loyally
wait for the return of her boyfriend? Or will
she...anyway, stay tuned to the SENTINEL for the
conclusion of this exciting drama.
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This lady with the disturbing
insight - disturbing to me,
anyway - and the people who
agreed with her should go into a
very poor neighborhood and get
to know a family from there
well. Forget the parents and ob-
serve the children. Watch them
play in the streets. Listen to
what they say, their expressions
of themselves and their friends.
Try to feel what they feel, un-
derstand what they relate to.
They're not bitter because they
don't know a better life.

What kind of family life do
they learn about while growing
up? How often do these kids get
to relate to the beautiful world
that exists outside?

The word "Success" to them
means being able to obtain the
necessities of life. The word
"Pride" to them means being
tough; to these kids, tough is
important. "Education", that's
learning to co-exist with their
harsh surroundings. I'm not
exaggerating, and remember,
we're talking about children.

Then there is the word, "help"
That's the hardest word for
them to deal with. That's the
work that people, like the ones
in Phil Donahue's audience and
so many others, keep telling
mom and dad they don't need.

By Mike Annibale
Guest Editorial
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