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TOWERS 73 documents the current state of
visual and textual expression at Northern lllinois
University. The contents within are as accurate a

definition of current student work as the body of

submissions would allow.

Just as we looked to past issues for inspiration. we
hope to provide a sense of context and tradition for
future directors who. despite the rigors of the Visual
Communication program. will choose to accept the
responsibility, the setbacks. and most importantly.
the overwhelming sense of accomplishment which

characterize the TOWERS experience.

So. what are all these tools for? Words. and
images. along with countless other devices,. provide
an extension of human capabilities allowing us to

‘expand our inventiveness with limitless variety.

I would like to give special thanks to Joe Gastiger
for his guidance and patience. Mike Malone for his
support. our judges for their insight. Brent Riley
and Jordan Nogee for their endurance and
dedication. and all the students who submitted

their work and made this book possible.

TOWERS is S. A. funded
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Dusting DAWN M. MEULLER

The ritual begins.

My hand flows about
The intricate curves of the head of my bed
Gently over the telling face of the clock
Lingers on the smooth neck of a precious vase
Lightly across the fine chest of drawers, then
The arms and back of the old captain’s chair
Slips slowly down the spine of a treasured book
And the strong legs of the sturdy oak table
Lastly, the well-worn Joot of the stairs...

My weekly encounter.

[ knew a man, once.
He stayed here so often, he seemed

Almost part of the furniture.



Your Influential Beer KATHY ALLEN

Your “well-deserved” weekends were hell for me...
Saturday morning cartoons were non existent
bed sheets blanketed my face,
| knew what the day would hold...
You cutting the grass
with a beer in hand
or
painting the bathroom
with a beer in hand
or
walking the dog
with a beer in hand.
| hated that beer
full of hatred, abuse, fear,
“...you were a mistake...”
“l can’t wait until you're 18 so you can move out.”
| was only 9.
Mom always said to forgive 5
since people, especially dads, make mistakes.
You made mistakes for 16 years,
“Don't talk to your sister, ‘cause she’s stupid.”
“No one will marry you, just look in the mirror.”
After my hopeless attempts of death
you drank your last beer,

| promised never to be like you.

Now | anticipate my “well-deserved” weekends,
singing with friends
with a beer in hand
or
dancing under the moonlight
with a beer in hand
or
writing this poem

with a beer in hand.




Defection EDISTWAN

| remember...

Neil Diamond and Elvis,

The soundtrack of our humble beginnings.
Tirelessly | caressed your face,

as we filled the air with lucid silence.

| remember...
Anxiety from both sides
Autumn walks

And my cat's obtrusive curiosity.

Serenaded by Kate Bush and Eric Johnson,
Kisses punctuated a converstion

Fluently spoken with looks and smiles
While the docked boat

Somehow managed to rock us away--
Away to a world better than the one

From which we came.

Emotions were mirrored

In the shine of mutual tears

As | held back the words you needed,
But didn’t want to hear.

They're still here, waiting for you.

| can taste them lingering on my tongue

with the thick succulence of melted chocolate.
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first place prose

The Burr Road Experience DANMANCINI

Steve and | snuck out of school early that day. Spring ritual: out to Steve’s little MG Midget, top down, the
wind in our faces, to freedom. We'd whip through town or go to the woods by our neighborhood and just hang out
drinking beers and smoking cigarettes (or pot if we had any). They were easy days. The week hefore graduation.
School wasn't bad, but the weather - pastel-hlue skies and a breeze so light you hardly felt it unless you thought about
the fact it was there - made it impossible to stay indoors, shuffling through a day full of books and hall passes.

The best time to go was during lunch-period: three hundred students ambling through the Commons -
buying food, bullshitting, making plans for the weekend, setting up drug deals, whatever. It was easy to slip away
unnoticed. Nobody missed two or three or four guys. All the authority was too busy watching out for real trouble: fights,
rebellion.

We had a student body of like twenty-five hundred people, so the administration was always looking for
rebellion - like all of a sudden we'd take them all hostage, slit their throats when the S.W.A.T. teams stormed the
building.

Anyway, no one took any notice when we made our way out of the commons to the outside world. A short
walk across the parking lot to the Midget and we were gone. Once out of the lot, we eased back in the bucket seats -
big smiles on our faces. We stopped at Naugle’s to put the top down - Steve got an order of bean ‘n’ cheese - then
cruised through town with the wind in our hair and Locust Abortion Technician by the Butthole Surfers on the cassette
deck. God, we loved that tape.

“What should we do?” Steve yelled above the car stereo, spooning bean ‘n’ cheese into his mouth.
He was a little shorter than me and stockier. He had on a pair of mirrored sunglasses - the kind mean cops wear - and
| could see distorted, twin little images of myself when he looked my direction.

“I don’t know, man,” | said. “Who cares? It doesn’t matter.” | patted my chest realizing my
jean jacket was back in my locker and my smokes were in the inside pocket. “Stop up here at the 7-11 so |
can get smokes.”

“Let’s just go to the Pride. We can buy some beer. You got any money?”

The Pride gas station, way the hell west of town on route 64, was the only place we could buy beer.
Expensive as hell, but they never carded anyhody. We were fifteen minutes getting out there. We scored a case of Bud
and my smokes. Tot&l bill: $16.87. Ridiculous.

We cruised back towards town, each of us sucking on a can of beer.

“Now what?” | asked. |lit the first of my cigarettes. The tape ended and | popped it out, shuffled
through the tapes strewn all over the car, looking for something interesting.

“I don’t know.”

“Shit.” | couldn't find anything | liked, so | put the Buttholes back in. We’d have to listen to it again.
“Let’s go to Skeeter’s.”

Skeeter was our age. Mark. We’d been calling him Mosquito for a long time - since junior higH. | don't
know where the name came from, but it fit. He was tall and thin, always wore sweats, some ratty T-shirt (from an
ancient Rush concert, maybe), and a baseball cap. Hed quit school Junior year. Just got fed up, | guess. | was never
clear on why he did it. | don't think he was either.

He was one of those guys that’s just naturally funny - or at least funny things always happened to him. Like,
one winter he hought a car for fifty bucks - Gremlin or some piece of shit like that. He was doing doughnuts in the Taco
Bell parking lot by the mall and smacked right into a big light pole. Screwed the transmission so the car wouldn't go
into any gear but reverse so he drove all the way home backwards. There’s a million more stories like that about
Skeeter.

| carried the open case of Bud down the dark hall toward Skeeter’s apartment.

“I hope he’s home, man,” Steve said.

“What, do you think he went to work?” | laughed.

Skeeter would probably be watching a movie on HBO or something. He did that a lot, man. Just sat around
and watched TV. Sometimes we’d go to pick him up - to go out and party- and he'd look at us, all glassy-eyed, and
say, “Naw, I'd rather stay here and watch TV.” He had a job as a porter at a car dealership, but they were
lenient about work schedules and Skeeter took it as a cue not to show up.

He lived in a little two-bedroom, basement-level apartment with his mom and brother. His mom was a sad
kind of character, short and fat. She looked in her fifties, but | think she was younger. She would stand in their little
kitchen, looking out over the counter at the living room, trying to maintain some order in her household.

“Why don’t one of you two clean up this place?” she'd say, “It's a mess!”

“Fuck that!” Skeeter would say. Then his brother, Larry, would say, “The mess don't bother me,
Mom. If it bothers you, why don’t you clean it up?”

If | said something like that to my mom, she’d kill me, but Skeeter's mom wouldn't say anything. She'd just
reach into the icehox to get a piece of ice to chew on. She was always chewing on ice. Steve read in a psychology
magazine once that chewing on ice was a sign of sexual frustration. From then on out whenever she'd reach into that



icebox for a cube to chew on, we’d get a good snicker.

Skeeter’s older brother, Larry, had spent a couple years in the army (‘Better than jail,” Skeeter’s mom
would joke). He worked at the dealership with Skeeter, before he went into the army, but | guess they cured him of his
sense of humor. He was about four years older than us and bitter, like he thought his life had hit a deadend or
something.

Steve knocked on the door. An old lady with a million cats lived in the apartment next to Skeeter’s and the
smell of cat piss was coming out from underneath the door. “Jesus,” | said. | waved my hand in front of my face.

“What?” Skeeter yelling from inside the apartment. | tried the door, but it was locked.

“Let us in, man.”

We could hear Skeeter shuffle across the floor. The lock snapped back and the door opened. He was on his
way back to the couch.

“What’s going on, Mosq?” | asked.

He plopped onto the couch and took the remote in his hand. “Nothing.” he said.

He was the only one home. He was watching some movie on HBO. Steve sat down on the couch, put his feet
up on the coffee table as | went into the kitchen to find a place to put our beer.

“Hey man, what's in this Tupperware thing?” | yelled. The fridge was small, with side-by-
side refrigerator/freezer compartments and the flat, blue container was taking up almost all the room on the middle
shelf.

“Tuna casserole,” Skeeter said. He giggled afterward, like the words sounded funny to him.

“I'm taking it out to make room for the beer.”

“Go ahead. It tastes like shit.”

| took out the casserole, put the Bud in its place. |took three cans out of the case and bobbled them into the
living room. | sat down in the easy-chair next to the couch and we cracked our beers. The place was a pit - Skeeter's
clothes scattered everywhere, empty bags of Doritos, crushed cans of Pabst and RC, a week’s worth of the Tribune
spread out on the coffee table and all over the floor. | cranked out the footrest and slid back into the easy-chair.

“What are you guys up to?” Skeeter asked.

“Not much, man,” Steve said. “We ditched school.”

“What's going on tonight?”

“Amy Kaiser’s having a party,” | said. “You want to go?” You never knew how Skeeter
would react to being asked to go out and socialize. Sometimes he was real enthusiastic and sometimes he got weird -
like he was depressed or something. This time we were lucky.

“Yeah, I'll go,” he said. =

“Cool. What did you do today, man. Did you work?" Another risky move - Skeeter could
be sensitive about his work ethic. | figured the last question had gone over good enough, so why not? '

“Naw, my old man came by.”

Skeeter's dad lived on the opposite side of town. He and Skeeter's mom had been divorced for a long time.
He looked like a regular guy - always wore Levi's dockers, a Polo or |zod, and a pair of loafers. | could never imagine
him and Skeeter’s mom being a couple - for one thing he looked about ten years younger than her. Sometimes he and
Skeeter’s stepmom - who looked like she was in her late twenties - would come over to the apartment and buy blow
from Skeeter. Skeeter didn't deal, he just had inside tracks. It's a strange world. | guess Skeeter had done cocaine
with his dad plenty of times. Steve and | were there when Skeeter sold to his dad once and we even did a couple lines
with him. It was too hizarre for me. | never was into coke anyway, and doing it with someane’s dad seemed flaky.

We watched the rest of the movie and started in on another. | finished my fourth beer and crumpled the can
in my hand, looked at its red, white and blue surface. There’s nothing like good, American, blue-collar beer. | got up
for another.

“Anybody want one?” | waved the can, holding it between my thumb and middle finger. They both
wanted another.

“I'm bored,” said Steve, “let’s do something.”

“I gotta piss.” Skeeter stood up. “You want to get stoned?”

We said we did. | walked back into the living room with three beers cradled in my arms. | gave Steve his
beer and put Skeeter's on the coffee table. | opened my own and took a good slug. The toilet flushed and Skeeter came
out and went into his room. Steve and | heard him rummaging around, getting his bong out of the closet - he kept it
hidden (his mom didn’t mind us drinking beer, but she didn't like pot), way in the hack behind all his clothes and a pile
of toys he’d never thrown away since he was a kid.

He came out of his room with the bong in one hand and a baggie in the other. He took his position on the
couch, cradling the bong between his legs as he unwrapped the baggie. He tossed the baggie to me.

“Smell,” he said.

It was fresh, ripe with that wet, pungent,
skunk smell- like something rotting. | tossed it to Steve
and he took a big whiff, nodded approval.

“Do it up,” Steve said.

“This shit will make us fly,” said
Skeeter. A demented Peter Pan.

* Skeeter emptied the pot onto the table and we
watched him separate out the seeds. It took like twenty
minutes. Skeeter was real slow and meticulous when he
worked with pot - like he considered himself the last of
the true artisans or something. When he was satisfied,
he packed some into the bowl and | tossed him my Bic.
He put his mouth to the red tube and the chamber filled
with thick, heavy smoke. He slid the howl out and the
smoke disappeared into his lungs. He sat red-faced for
a moment - his chin tucked down to his neck where the
veins bulged full and thick - then coughed and the
smoke came pouring out.

He packed the bowl again and handed me the
bong. | put it between my legs, put my mouth to the
tube, just as Skeeter had done. | lit the bowl and
sucked, watching thick smoke fill the tube, letting my
eye pass over the bumper sticker on the bong that said
“In Search of the Eternal Buzz.” When it was
full I slid the bowl out and watched the smoke disappear.
It was cool and clean - | didn’t feel it slide into my lungs.
| held it down as the familiar feeling came - passages in
my lungs contracting, shrinking in synchronicity. | gave
in and let the smoke blow slowly out my mouth and nose.
I handed the hong back to Skeeter - cashed - he refilled
it and gave it to Steve, who went through the ritual.

We all repeated the ritual two more times
before we'd had enough. | lay back in the easy-chair
with a lightness all over me, my eyes feeling soft and
itchy. Skeeter and Steve slumped on the couch. Nobody
said anything for a long time. Skeeter finally broke the
silence.

“What are you guys gonna do
after graduation?” he asked.

“Get a job,” Steve said.

| didn’t feel like talking, my brain felt too
slow, but they looked to me for an answer. “| don’t
know,” | said, “my mom wants me to take
some classes at the community college.
| don’t know what | want to do, though.”

“Man,” said Skeeter, “screw school.
Haven't you had enough after twelve
years? Why don’t you guys get jobs at the
dealership? | could get you jobs.”

“Really?” asked Steve.

“Yeah.”

“I don’t want to work at any
dealership.” | said. “Man, do you want to
work there for the rest of your life? Why
don’t you get your G.E.D., Mosq?”

He sat there for a minute, flipped through the

* channels on the TV with the remote. Some old movie

was on channel 50 - a chick in a poodle-skirt standing
in the dark night waving her scarf as two old jalopies
fired past her, drag racing.

“I don’t need a high school
diploma,” Skeeter finally said. “And I'm not
going to work at the dealership for the
rest of my life. There’s plenty of good
paying jobs in construction and stuff like
that. | can live just fine.”



“Forget it,” | said.

“No man.” Alittle pissed now. “What's
wrong with what we're doing now? I'm
having plenty of fucking fun right now.
You don’t have to turn into some goddam
yuppie in order to have fun.”

“Yeah,” | said, “you're right.”

He stood up and grabbed the bong. It was
almost 6:30. | could tell he was still pissed.

“My old lady’s going to be home
soon.” He took the bong back into his room and came
out spraying Lysol until we were watery-eyed and
choking from the misty, sterile air.

“Man, I'm bored!” said Steve. “Let’s
do something. It's kick-ass outside, let's
get out of here.” | wanted to leave too, but we
couldn’t motivate, like we were trapped in the apartment.

We stayed at Skeeter’s until about 8:00. The
pot hadn’t completely worn off and we'd finished the
case of beer so we were all drunk, but Steve and | were
starving and Skeeter's mom was making me nervous -

walking around, chewing ice and making small talk with .

us. She didn’t mean any harm, but | was getting a little
paranoid - probably from the pot.

“Let’s go to Hardee's,” | said.

“Let’s do it,” Steve said. He got up from
the couch like he was eager to go, too.

| wasn't sure if Skeeter would go with us -
whether or not he was still pissed - but he got his jacket
and followed us out the door. We got outside and the air
was warm and clear and there was still some sunlight.

“Shit...I'm drunk,” said Steve. “I think
I’'m still a little stoned, too.”

“Me too.” | said.

“Hey, I'm all right,” Skeeter said, “do
you want me to drive?”

We hoth knew Skeeter was no more “all
right” than either of us, but Steve didn't want to drive
so he handed him the keys. We piled into the car - |
was riding shotgun and Steve lay with his feet stretched
across the tight backseat. We went to the Hardee’s
drive-thru - three burgers for a buck - and then took off
to Amy’s party.

“Where does she live?” Skeeter had
one hand on the wheel while he fed a burger into his
mouth with the other.

“West of town. Somewhere off
Burlington.” | had to yell above the car stereo - side
two of Locust Abortion Technician was coming to an end
again.

Skeeter nodded as he pounded his hand
against the steering wheel to the rhythm of the wall-of-
feedback music. “I'haven’t been out that way
in awhile,” he said. “How far out does she
live?”

“Pretty far,” Steve said, “past Burr
Road.”

“Shit, man,” Skeeter said, “remember
‘The Burr Road Experience?”

He was talking about a thing we used to do
when we were sixteen, right after we'd gotten our
licences. Burr was a country road northwest of town,
miles long and barely wide enough for two cars to pass
side-by-side. When you turn onto Burr from Burlington
Road, it climbs gradually uphill for about a mile until it
peaks. On the other side of the peak it drops down
pretty steep for about a mile and a quarter until you
come to a blind curve. At night we used to go there in
Skeeter’s old Monte Carlo. We'd barrel up the hill as fast

as we could - if you got going fast enough sometimes you'd get a little air on the peak of the hill - then Skeeter would
shut off his headlights as we came down the far side. The whole thing was scary as hell - on the first half of the strip
you never knew if a car coming the opposite direction would come flying at you when you reached the peak, and on the
second half you had to pray to God that Skeeter managed to slow down before the car came to the dead curve - but
we'd survived every time and laughed our asses off when it was over. | remember to this day, clutching the handle on
the car door with white knuckles and wondering whether I'd ever see the light of day again.

“Let’'s do a Burr Road Experience,” said Skeeter.

“You're fucking crazy, man,” | said.

“Why not?”

“Not in my car,” Steve said.

“Come on, you pussies! It'll be just like old times!” Skeeter was all tensed up, his eyes
wide open and the veins in his neck bugging out as he looked at me. “How many times did we do the Burr
Road Experience? We never had a problem! Never even came close to fucking dying! |
know what I'm doing!” Words shooting fast out of his mouth. He was intent on doing this. .

We were on Burlington, getting close to Burr and Skeeter was pumping the gas with his foot, making the car
jerk like it had the same insane desire to put its existence on the line for a cheap thrill. The music on the stereo ended.
| popped the tape out, threw it on the floor and looked for another. | found one by the Rollins Band and-put it in - I'd
never heard it before.

.. We came to Burr Road and Skeeter stopped the car at the corner. He looked over at me - dead serious -and
then back at Steve.

“What's it going to be?”

| didn’t say anything. | didnt have anything to say. | couldn't explain myself to Skeeter. It wasn't just that |
was afraid - and | was afraid - it just seemed so stupid, so useless. | knew Skeeter wouldn't understand. Wouldn't
ever understand. | wondered what was going through Skeeter's mind - if he imagined the chick in the poodle skirt from
the old movie standing there, waving us on with her scarf. Steve didn't say anything either.

“Let’s do it!" Skeeter turned onto Burr Road, pinning the gas to the floor. | pulled on my seat belt and
white-knuckled the door handle. The voice of Henry Rollins boomed from the car stereo:

Don’t Talk About It - DO [T!

We sped toward the crest of the hill, the little engine inside the Midget letting off a strained whine. | wanted
to close my eyes, but | couldn’t

Half a mile down, the road falls into woods. We zipped into the tube of trees that arched over our pathway -
they loomed over and around us and absorbed us into their darkness. The wind slapped hard against my forehead and |
knew without looking the speedometer was pinned. Rollins” wailing voice seemed to be falling down from the trees:

DO IT! DO IT! DO IT! DO IT! DO IT!

We were close to the peak of the hill and | could hardly see. The wind made my eyes thin slits, full of tears.
| could imagine us skidding, missing the blind curve at the end of the two and a quarter mile stretch. Fuck! | wanted
the ride to stop. | felt like a little kid - | wanted my mom.

We came up over the peak of the hill. The MG was quite a bit smaller than the old Monte Carlo, so we caught
air in a major way - | could feel my nuts going right up into my stomach. We hung - just hung - for what seemed like a
day and then finally came down, making hard contact with the road - with reality.

| saw white, glowing twin orbs just as we landed. Our worst nightmare...another car...some Sunday driver,
ambling up the other side of the hill...only to be confronted by a head on collision with three assholes joyriding in an MG
Midget. We spun - somehow missed the oncoming car. Everything was a smear of moving colors and my head felt like
it was going to unscrew from my neck. Then we stopped. The car skidded to a halt next to the ditch.

We all just sat there for a long time, then climbed out of the Midget. My legs felt shaky and I thought | might
faint while we looked the car over. There wasn't a scratch on it. We didn't hit anything - not the other car, not the
trees, nothing. We looked at the long, crooked skid marks on the road. No one said anything. | felt like my brain was
still firing messages to every nerve in my body - | wouldn't have been surprised if I'd pissed my pants. | got back into
the car. Skeeter and Steve got in too and we all sat there for a long time in silence.

“Thank God I'm a good driver,” Skeeter said, “or we might’ve hit something.”

Steve and | looked at him in dishelief...then we started laughing. All three of us laughed uncontrollably for
ahout five minutes, gasping and wincing at the pain it caused in our bellies.

“Let’s go to the party, man.” |said. “You drive, Steve.”

I didn’t want to drink anymore, but | wanted to see people. Life seemed so vibrant at that moment. So
simple. | was still a member of the human race. I'd get to see my mother again. Somehow, | felt like I'd just been born
- life seemed new. There wouldn't be anymore “fun” - my quota was up. | couldn’t wait to get out of high school.






