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In College 

 

I liked going to art history class early in the morning and drinking whisky in my coffee while I 

looked at slides projected on a movie screen.  

I liked working in my painting studio, because when I got bored I could throw 

firecrackers out my ivy-framed window and listen to them explode on the quad. 

I didn’t like getting stung by a yellow jacket hidden under my hat in my studio, placed by 

a female classmate who wanted to get my attention. 

I liked attending life-drawing class, because I could stare at the model until my eyeballs 

were ready to pop. 

I didn’t like thinking about the theory of art, because I didn’t know what phrases like 

“taking biomorphism to a new level” meant. 

I liked looking at drawings made by a classmate who was color-blind, because his themes 

of torment appealed to me.  

I liked taking part in a psychology experiment, but I didn’t like finding out that I had 

been secretly observed while I was sitting in a room alone. 

I didn’t like walking across the cafeteria floor and having a wadded napkin, thrown by a 

dorm mate, land in my drink. 

I liked watching a pie-eating contest and seeing a friend win because he didn’t stop 

eating, even after he threw up. 

I didn’t like sitting in the library stacks by myself late at night, even though such 

behavior made my peers think I was a good student. 

I liked rappelling down a cliff in a gorge, because hanging in the air with straps digging 

into my skin gave me a tingly feeling in my groin.  

I liked looking at the flowers on a dogwood tree on my way to class; I liked it so much 

that passersby called me Nature Boy. 

I liked cigarettes rolled from a tobacco pouch, but I liked commercially rolled cigarettes 

better, and I liked wacky tabacky best. 

I liked drinking peyote-button tea, but I didn’t like the taste well enough to swallow a 

psychotropic dose. 
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I liked saying the Arabic word Hejaz, because it reminded me of the word heehaw, until I 

found out the Arabic word was pronounced Hay-yaz, not Hee-jazz. 

I didn’t like being mistaken for a young woman when I went to stores and having to use 

my lowest voice to correct the misidentification. 

I liked wearing a raccoon-skin cap while I read my poetry in a campus coffeehouse, 

because the cap made me feel like an Amer-Asian Davy Crockett. 

I didn’t like being taken for a yokel, even though I’d grown up in a rural area and acted 

hickish. 

I liked showing up unannounced at the home of a person, especially if the person was a 

young woman I had a crush on. 

I didn’t like waiting for hours outside a door like a stalker, until the person who lived 

behind the door arrived. 

I didn’t like hearing, after speaking with the person I was waiting for, that I was not her 

“idea of a romantic hero.” 

I liked playing a video game called Save Gotham because I could vaporize most of the 

space aliens before they hit the city’s tall buildings and ate them. Then I could go underground 

and hunt mutants in tunnels.  

I liked playing Ping-Pong while I was intoxicated, because the bouncing ball looked like 

an oscillating white line. 

I liked playing cards with my classmates, because at the end of each hand one of them 

had to “eat the queen.” 

I didn’t like realizing that my desire to play Save Gotham, Ping-Pong and cards was 

stronger than my desire to make works of art in my studio. 

I liked going to a party in a student’s apartment, but I didn’t like waking up on the living-

room floor the next morning. 

I didn’t like leaning over the hood of a parked car and crying because the dudes who’d 

brought me to the party had abandoned me. 

I liked living off campus after my freshman year, but I didn’t like living with a group of 

socially conscious idealogues. 

I didn’t like being re-educated about my politically incorrect behavior by my more 

enlightened roommates. 
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I didn’t like the way that people around me tended to treat me like a coolie. 

I didn’t like it when the young woman who had hidden a yellow jacket under my hat 

came to visit me and acted like a dead fish all night. 

I liked listening to politically incorrect, white-boy music, like heavy metal and British 

blues. 

I liked introducing a female classmate to the songs of Led Zeppelin, but I didn’t like the 

fact that I couldn’t get more intimate with her than making out to “D’yer Maker.” 

I liked showing classmates a photo of myself in a red-plaid wool coat, holding by the tail 

a squirrel I had shot and killed. 

I liked wearing my plaid wool coat, with a hunting license pinned to the back, while I 

walked around campus. 

I liked to pretend that I was firing a deer rifle before I went to sleep at night, because the 

action of holding and cocking the gun was comforting to me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

—Thaddeus Rutkowski 

 


