sweetbread profile

Man ofthe month

Zack Ordynans

SomeKissup-Writer

recently tracked

Ordynans down for

a brief discussion
about fast food,

Beverly Hills 90210,

and his haircut.

yow may have seen him waiking
around campusgrimacing thought
fully to himself You mg have seen
him cheking his mail in the UCa
worried wrinkle creasing his e
brows, shaking his head and sao
ing & an unvanted fyer. You my
have even seen him in @wious
issues ofVheaBread

The figure in questionof course is
Zadhaly Ordynans.Tha mysteious
and elusie pesona,tha skeptical
and wary expression,tha confused
and cooked look tha could ony
belong to one peon: Zak
Ordynans. He is a pson tha contin
ues to &scinde all of us,as we
emepge from doms to beve the
murky weaher, as we discwoer the
latest issue ofWhedBread in its
stak, as we bing ead bite of tha
Bistro pizza to our lips.

Zad is hee, he is
around us,as we
nap, brush our teet
procrastinde wiit-
ing tha pgper Zadk
embodies the molé
cules of the ai
around us ‘hile we
slep. Zak is a
guestion ang
somehav, miracu
lously, an ansver.
Zak is the fuel of edt
WheaBread issue andf
the inspietion for eat |y
and eery work of crediv-
ity and indviduality dis
played thee. How does
he do it? | hae wondeed this often
obseving the daracteistic expres
sions thadeine his pesence

“Well, that's going a little fr”
someonedmiliar with both Zak and
WhedBreadstaed upon eading ny
obsevation tha Zadk is perhas the
driving force behind the pgeer, the
inspiration, the incentte to lee
working, hour after hoyruntil every
last word is beautifuly executed on
the pae.

All right, he’s not all th& But he

cde on paer | meanjf you've never
head Zadk grumbe “I dunno, I
dunno; followed ly unmistakale
whining, sniffling, the trademak
“Err, um,1 mean,Tha's so andom”
with maybe an occasional'Oh
Wow!” then thee just aint no way |
can &plain it hee. Maybe I'm just
not a @od enough wter. Or mgbe
his mannasms, his darmacterstics,
are beyond explandion, beyond ary-
ones aility to cgpture and eveal the
phenomenon thas Zack.

does have some unique and cem Walking dosely behind him as he

pelling feaures, mary, I’'m somry to
admit, tha are impossite to epli-

ambes of to his mom,| see a tilted
continued next page
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confused Zak, his head bent side
ways, pondeing something thia he
probably cannot &plain, something
that, on first tale, seems to be au-
bling him, but after a second or tlir
look, reveals the we souce of the g-
mace

“I dunno. | meanwhen ae you
going to hae thd aticle in? | mean,
I'd like to....Well, | was tying for...”
He coughsand snifs a little “I mean,
it's just tha like, when ae you gonna
have it in? I'm not tying to put pes
sure on yu or athing kut if you
could just....Whaever. Yeah,okay, |
meanyeah’ He tilts his head b&ahe
other vay, to the ight side this time
still seeming to be deen thoughtput
then sudenly mentioning thathe has
to run to the behroom since he justa
a Wendy's.

During this time | was unéle to

Bob Dylan pops into m head as |
recall Za&’'s face his contoted
expressions, his impdient gestues.
Could he eally be eminiscent of thia
brilliant figure? His head sbof tilted
in tha same thoughtful &y, and his
hair sot of studk out angily and con
fused maybe like... Bob Dylan$ hair?
No it couldnt be | began compang
him to other impalnt histoical fig-
ures. Like Shagy in “Scooby Doo”
Yeah,tha was it. Tha was moe like
it. The same dad eclamdions, the
same stuble left lazily on his din.
But no, Zadk is not as laid bdc as
Shagy. I've head a lot of people
compae him toWoody Allen (in his
more atistic, less téloid days) who is,
after all, his favorite filmmaker. |
imagine Woody Allen in his darmacter
in “Annie Hall”, repeding things eer
and wer, worrying to himselfwhining

ansver Zad’s inquily, maybe because and complaining to his thapist.

he neer really gets to the questiomy
maybe because | &s husy stuging
him intenty. His hair mated dampy
on one side of his heasticks up and
flies in all diections on the othefm
thinking tha maybe it's gavity tha's
caused thispecause he’ alvays ot
his head tilted to one sidéying to
figure something outor think things
through. His scal has a contdrtable
pemanence on hisate like a weah-
ered ambvalence tha he is accus
tomed to Wing with. His winter cot
poofs up asund his skinp form, the
hugeness of an unnecesgahood
looming behind his head as if to ra
nify his questionshis confusion,his
consistenty unformed anwers.
“Yeah,whaever. See pu laer” Zak
walks of crookedly into the nightand
| imagine his long skinp fingers
grasping the door handlg/ping up his
WheaBread article, changng the
channelshored but pesistent, on the
remote contl.

Suddenl, | make the connection.

Irritable and mooy. Dissdisfied and
distractedYes,tha was moe like him.
With the exception, of couise of being
a major pevert. No, Zad is not tha
Irritable, maybe Hard to work with,
definitely. But a sg-obsessed peert?
Never. Well, maybe WheaBread
obsessedWhich, of coursse is con
ducive to the mgazine Maybe not br
the witers who contibute to it,but for
the mayazine yes.

Later, in theWhedaBreadoffice, | try
to inteview him. He tells me thtahe
wanted to be an aratance diver
when he was six. “l never really

90210 tarmacter “Yeah, tha's wha
my sister called him. | couldh'stand
tha, so | could neer call him th&”

Eventualy he gets tied and iritated
with my unending sttam of andom
questions*Why are you doing this? |
meanwhat is this br?Are you writing
an aticle for The Scalet or some
thing? | dunno. | meanyhy are you
asking me all these questions®nhd
with tha, he gets up and leas the
room, running flom the interogation.
“I'm not ansvering ary more ques
tions. | gptta @

Later, | explain sensitrely tha I'm
writing about him br SweetBead a
kind of pesonal pofile. He dodgs
this concet, at first, liking the idea

thought &out it. | guess someone justind then,suddenl, concened and

asked me and thé's what | told them”.

unsue. “l don’t know if that’s going to

| wonder if he has gnpets. He admits work. | mean| guess it could be oka

to one Golden Rastver, Cosmo,and
two cds. One chis Gaby; the other
well, appaently, this one has tlee
names.

“None of us could gree on an
names,so we all call him diferent
things” Wally, Louie, and Dylan. Not
Bob, but, he laer eplains, after the

| mean,yeah,| guess pu can do it.

He consentsitfially to the ideajnsist

ing tha | provide him with a cop to

read wer first.“Sure | will,” I tell him.

“So now will you tell me yur favorite

color?” Zak sighs and lookstahis

feet. “It's light Hue” he conésses
reluctanty.
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