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Take part in the Winnipeg 
Chamber of Commerce and 
Assiniboine Credit Union’s 
half-day environmental 
conference The Economics of 
Going Green, and learn about 

businesses can do to make 
better operating decisions for 
the environment.  Keynote 
speakers Priscilla Boucher of 
Assiniboine Credit Union, Joe 
Van Belleghem of Victoria’s 
Dockside Green and Darren 
Swanson of the International 
Institute for Sustainable 

Development will all make a 
strong case for going green.  
Some examples of businesses 
that have gone green include 
Dollar Wise Cleaners, the 
Delta Winnipeg and McNally 
Robinson’s Prairie Ink 
Restaurant.  Tickets (includes 
breakfast and lunch) cost $95, 
but a special student discount 
is being made for a ticket 
price of $50.  The conference 
will take place at the Winnipeg 
Convention Centre on Tuesday, 
Apr. 7 from 7:30 a.m. to 1:30 
p.m.  Contact Nancy Militano 
at 944-3314 or nmilitano@
winnipeg-chamber.com for 
tickets and more info.

Conference for greener business

MELODY ROGAN
editorprojector@gmail.com

The Association of 
Manitoba Book Publishers 
has announced the Manitoba 
Book Awards shortlists, and it 
looks like Red River College 
has left its mark!  Two Red 
River College Creative 
Communications program 
graduates have been shortlisted 
for the Aqua Books Lansdowne 

for her work The Sleeping Life,
and Rosanna Deerchild for her 
work this is a small northern 

town.  Deerchild has also been 
nominated for the John Hirsch 
Award for Most Promising 
Manitoba Writer.  The shortlists 
and recipients are selected by 
a variety of juries, comprised 
of writers, publishers and 
other book industry personnel 
from across Canada.  The 
awards will be presented at 
the Manitoba Book Awards 
gala, hosted by CBC Radio’s 
Shelagh Rogers, on Saturday, 
Apr. 25 at the Winnipeg Art 
Gallery.  The event is free and 
open to the public.

RRC grads shortlisted for book awards

MELODY ROGAN
editorprojector@gmail.com

Take a bite out of the good 
stuff with ChocolateFest 2009, 
presented by Ciao Magazine.  
The fourth year of the annual 
event is sponsored by The 
Forks Market and gives 
chocoholics the opportunity to 
sample a variety of chocolate 
goodies from restaurants 

across the city for a mere $5.  

participating this year and The 
Forks Market is holding a two-
day Tour de Chocolate event 
on Apr. 18 and 19, where 
visitors can purchase a $5 
passport to sample chocolatey 
treats from a number of Forks 
vendors. For more information, 
visit www.ciaowinnipeg.com.

A festival for the sweet tooth

MELODY ROGAN
editorprojector@gmail.com
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Wow.  We’re 
here.  The last is-
sue.

A l m o s t  
thought we weren’t 
going to make it.

We’ve been 
having a hell of 
a good time this 
production night, 
despite the fact that 

we’re a little behind and have a 
million other things to do as we 

We had planned on doing a 

around, but after reviewing the 
content, it wasn’t really working 
out so well.  Many of the stories 
in this issue come from an as-
signment journalism students did 

while I think they’re a great read, 

out of place, especially since 
they’re scattered throughout the 
paper.

We just wanted to have fun with 
this issue and relish the fact that 
this is the last time we will put 
out a paper as a group… maybe.

I loved working with the 
talented individuals who made 
up this year’s editorial staff, and 
although there were some tough 
times and we had to make do 
with little to no guidance from 
an executive director (essentially 
our boss), I think we managed to 

pull off a decent paper every two 
weeks.

I’m proud of my staff and of 
the hard work they’ve all put into 
it over the course of the school 
year.

However, it’s surprisingly a 
lot easier to say goodbye than I 
thought it would be.

I want to say welcome to 
the new editor-in-chief, Mathew 
Preprost, an individual who dedi-
cated his time to the Projector 
whenever he could.  I look for-
ward to seeing what he and his 
staff accomplish in the new 
school year.

I’m also happy that he has a 
new executive director to guide 
and support him, as well as some 

grand ideas he has that I’m sure 
will only improve this little-pub-
lication-that-could.

I want to thank everyone who 
contributed to the Projector over 
the course of the year, especially 
the dedicated columnists who, 
with sometimes more prodding 
than should have been necessary, 
always came through in the end.

I also want to thank our read-
ers.  Thank you for seeing the po-
tential and the relevancy despite 
being bombarded with other pub-
lications on-campus and other-
wise.  You truly were the reason 
we had to make deadlines and 
slave for two late nights trying to 
put this thing together.

It’s been great.
And now it’s time to pass the 

torch.

From the Dictator’s Desk
MELODY ROGAN
editorprojector@gmail.com
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Shh…The windshield wip-
ers of the 18 Corydon bus inter-
mittently ask for silence, and the 
patrons seem to be listening. I’m 
in the mood for conversation as 
I step on, but the 15 riders on 
the bus all sprawl on separate 
benches, quietly peering out the 
windows, longing for freedom 
from the other riders. 

 It wasn’t a welcoming sight, 
and it turns out that trying to talk 
to someone just to pass the time 
wouldn’t have been the wisest 
idea. Most people just don’t want 
to talk. 

Walking around Winnipeg 
Square, the University of 
Winnipeg, MTS Centre, and Red 
River College’s Princess Street 
Campus, the same people who had 
looked as though they couldn’t 
get off the bus fast enough still 
held the same uncomfortable ex-
pressions.

As children, we’re told not 
to talk to strangers, but does the 
rule remain in effect for adults? 
Several times downtown this 
week, I wasn’t even offered a 

‘thank you’ for holding open a 
door I could have easily let slam. 
I even got one downtown veteran 
to share his strategy for keeping 
others away.

“I would put my bag in the 
window seat and sit in the aisle 
seat,” said Charles Fernandes, a 
University of Winnipeg theatre 
student, who added he’ll some-
times pretend he’s in the middle 
of a cell phone call.

Knowing this bit of infor-

I worked up the courage to ap-
proach anyone for an interview. 
Normally, I have no problem 

doing my job, but how am I 
supposed to approach a stranger 

mouth are ‘Hey, how do you feel 
when a complete stranger comes 
up and just starts talking to you?’

The word ‘creepy’ was used 
multiple times. But after fur-

Many added that the conversa-
tionalists were drunk, especially 
at night. This surpasses ‘creepy’ 
and verges on ‘scary’, as these in-
teractions are unpredictable and 
have great potential to become 
violent.

 Sometimes, it’s not the al-
cohol but poor judgment that’s 

and fellow theatre student Katie 
Hohne described how one woman 
felt the need to explain all about 
her trip to get new glasses.

“She said that her husband 

Hohne. “She went on to tell me 

spent his paycheque on crack and 
hookers.”

There seemed to be three 
types of creepy talkers emerging: 
the drunk, the life-storyteller, and 
the one I fear being lumped in 
with, Prince Alarming. 

“I saw a guy hit on girls on 
the bus,” said Fernandes. “He hit 
on every girl, struck out with all 
of them, and then just got off at 
his stop.”

While that player didn’t get 
pepper sprayed, I’m still wary 
of being misunderstood as be-
ing more than just friendly. I fear 
being taken down by vigilante 
passengers after hearing a pretty 
20-year-old scream ‘creep alert!’ 
Actually, that one’s probably 
unfounded. If people ignore my 
attempt at goodwill, they may as 
well tune out the bad, too. 

Silent strangers 
DAN FALLOON
dfalloon@hotmail.com

Some days, it’s 
the most freedom 
I’ve ever experi-
enced. Other mo-
ments it has pushed 
and bullied me. 
It’s been the most 
challenging collec-
tion of words I’ve 
ever written and 
sometimes it has 

been the words that have best 
described me. It’s both been the 
biggest pain in my ass and one 
of my greatest accomplishments. 
That ‘it’ is this column. 

“Caffeinated Commentary” 
-

Carrie Bradshaw of Sex and the 
City fame, the opportunity to 
muse about the aspects of the 
world that fascinate, disgust and 
thrill me in newsprint was a huge 
selling point in taking the news 
editor position last spring. 

However, this girl swapped 
Bradshaw’s trademark Manolos 
and Cosmos for her own sneak-
ers and coffee. 

Usually perched on my bed 

or cross-legged in my swivel chair 
watching my aforementioned idol 
typing away on her Mac (another 
stark difference, as I’m a PC 
lady through and through) about 
loves past and present, I tried to 
emulate her clever writing style 
through my rants about politics, 
violence and student issues. 

I am often mocked for my 
adoration because, yes, she is 
a character on a wildly popular 
television show. But it doesn’t 
bother me. 

I have made a habit of trying 
to shape my journalistic career af-

-
acters. I understand the danger 
of this practice, but it’s worked 
fairly well thus far. And I’m of 

mentality. 
The other writing force I’ve 

taken a liking to over the years 
is the one and only Ms. Rory 
Gilmore, half of the fast-talking, 

Gilmore Girls 
duo. Rory was a little closer to 
my own reality – a student editor, 
toiling away at a college-run pub-
lication and dreaming of traipsing 
the globe, exploring the cultures 
and cities she had only read about 
in the pages of books holed up 

her quiet little town.
While Winnipeg is rarely 

quiet, I connected with her in 
almost every other way. I was 
even affectionately called Rory 
by a fellow editor at the end of a 

tightly to my almost always full 
travel mug. 

Yes, these girls are contrived 
characters that have their witty 
banter scripted for them, which 
I’m often reminded of when I be-
gin raving about their insights and 
quotations. But why not aspire to 
the image of an independent, hu-
mourous, driven, stylish and well-
spoken female character? 

Really, the idea and inspira-
tion for these women must have 
come from real people some-
where along the way, right? 

Who knows, maybe some-
day there will be a show set in a 
prairie city (where it’s constantly 

-
ing with heat) with a blonde-at-
heart heroine who has tattered, 
multi-coloured Post-it notes 
covering everything important 
she owns and converts caffeine 
into sentences on a daily basis. 

A girl can dream.

Commentary
KRISTY RYDZ
newsprojector@gmail.com

Caffeinated



Message from the executive 

Teacher Award of  
Excellence

Do you have an outstanding teacher
that you would like to nominate for

this prestigious award??

Drop by the SA offices at Notre Dame
or Princess Street and fill out a

nomination form!!
Nominations close April 14th/09

Make it yours!

Join the SA Events  
Email List

 saevents@rrc.mb.ca  

Check out the
SA website @ 

www.rrcsa.com  
P110-160 Princess Street 

Winnipeg, Manitoba
CM20 - 2055 Notre Dame Avenue 

Winnipeg, Manitoba

Derek 
Krywyj 

President
632-2477 

James
Cook

Vice President 
Princess Street 

949-8466 

Priscila 
Gamez

VP Support 
 Services
632-2480 

STUDENT HEALTH PLAN
OPT OUT DEADLINE:

OPT IN FOR RETURNING
STUDENTS:

Students Association

Please remember to recycle and re-use. Th

Camalee
Swarath 

VP Academic 
632-2474 
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Let’s just get it out of the 
way at the start.  The title of this 
article stems from the knowledge 
that everything worth know-
ing is learned through mistakes.  
Professional stupidity has made 
me the person that I am today: a 

-
tive partial bill payer and overall 
emotionally empathetic indi-
vidual.

Nonetheless, there were 
plenty of things I hated with un-

that they were actually Art.  An 
example:  Tuesday, 8:12 a.m.  
I’m on my bike going down 
Westminster. Temperature is 
winter in Winnipeg at that time 
of day, in March.  My glasses are 

now completely foggy, so while 
moving and using my left hand I 
manoeuvre to place them in my 
outer pocket.   Out pops my left 
lens.  Awesome.  I pull over to 
the side of the road, look behind 
me, no cars, without missing the 
rhythm of my morning, I peruse 
the area leading up to where I 
think it just happened, no dice.  
A car is coming, courteously, I 
move out of the way before they 
know I’m in theirs.

The sound of a slow pressure 

my ears.  There it is.  Oh well.  
I’ve worn glasses since I was 
seven, I had broken a pair over 
the summer with my band, The 
Afterlife (thank you, thank you, 
we’ve never heard of us either), 

‘cause of The Afterlife’s rock en-
ergy sliding them off my nose, I 

began wearing my newly broken 
12-year-old frames.  Now, I have 
one sole pair of contacts that no 
doubt through some aggravation 
connoisseurship will creatively 
get ruined.

I’m not a masochist.  However, 
I can appreciate the stylistic mi-
nutiae of tedious tests toward the 
goals one sets out for one’s life.  
As long as you know why you’re 
doing what it is you’re doing, 
nothing can ever keep a hold on 
you.  Instead, take advantage of 
the aggravation these challenges 

on what it is you’re actually doing 
with your time.  Appreciate them, 
respect them, even laugh at how 
pure they are and get to where 
you’re going.  I do this every day, 
mostly while on my bike. 

Aggravation Connoisseur 
RICHARD ALTMAN
akshav2003@gmail.com

Late one weekend night – very 
late, three in the morning late – my 
friend Elise Dawson and I decided 
to go for a stroll. It was quite peace-
ful because a number of people 
from the bars had gone home al-
ready, the orange and yellow lights 
hummed contently, and the fresh 

that normally plague the rest of 
downtown.

Elise and I live in the same 
apartment building, and I only 
mention this because it was our 

mutual friend texted me that Elise 
and I should knock on each other’s 
doors and become friends.

That’s what we did this partic-
ular night, and some of her friends 
had joined us at a bar, and we all 
came back to Elise’s apartment. 
After everyone else ducked out 
to go home and sleep, Elise and I 
still had an electricity about us, as 
new friendships sometimes do. So 

apartment building, into a world 
that we thought full of opportuni-

ties.
After a couple of blocks, a 

din erupted when we came to 
Edmonton Street and St. Mary Ave. 
Off to our left, there was a rowdy 
group laughing outside of Ming 
Court restaurant and bar. Like 

-
ing over to them.

But someone was calling after 
us in a fairly desperate tone from 
the direction of the Winnipeg

Convention Centre. The mid-
dle-aged man was wearing a leather 
coat and a scarf, and had nice short 
hair.

“Excuse me,” he says, “but you 
two seem like the most respectable 

night. And you can tell, I’m not a 
bum, look at my clothes and you 
can tell I’m not some drunk.”

“Yeah, we can tell,” Elise says. 
He walked straight, he talked co-
herently. He was no drunk.

“What’s the problem?” I ask.
“Well, I was at the conven-

tion centre tonight, and my car got 
towed, and I’ve lost everything,” he 
says.  “My wallet, my phone, my 
luggage.  I’m in from Ontario for 
this conference, and everything of 
mine was in my car. So now I need 

to go all the way out to Plessis.”
“Oh man, that’s a far way from 

here,” I say.
‘How on earth is he going to 

get out there?’ I think.
“All of the buses are done run-

ning for tonight,” I say.
“But don’t all cars downtown 

get towed to the Higgins lot?” says 
Elise.

“I called the tow truck company, 
and they said it was out there. And 
I asked someone on the street here, 
and they said it’d be at least $35 to 
get out there in a taxi. If you could 
lend it to me, I’ll take your number 
and call you, and pay you back.”

I pull out $10 from my wallet. 
“This is all I have right now.”

Elise doesn’t have any money.
He takes my name and phone 

number graciously.
“What’s your name?” I ask 

him.
“Earl Friesen. You’ve heard of 

the Friesen name before, right?”
Elise takes his number down 

on her pack of menthols.
He asks if we can get him any 

more money to get him all the way 
out to Transcona. My mind jumps 
from the MPI lot, to where we were 
standing, to my apartment, where I 

happened to have a lot more than 
$35 at the time.

So we start walking toward 
our apartment building. Earl seems 
a little shaken from the whole or-
deal.

“I’m glad I ran into you. You 
two feel like people I can trust.”

“Thanks, Earl,” I say. “I feel 
that I can trust you too.”

For a moment, I consider mak-
ing him wait outside in the back 
alley while Elise and I go up, but I 
didn’t want him to get jumped. But 
I also didn’t want to leave Elise out 
there with him, so we all go up to 
my apartment.

I grab $40 more for him, and 
then Elise and I see him off to a cab, 
almost as if we were releasing one 
of our young into the wild.

I sigh to Elise, and say, “I hope 
Earl calls.”

“Yeah. Oh, Earl.”
And then we go off prancing 

in the fresh snow for another hour 
or so, writing our name on the river 
in huge cursive writing, doing two 
purple cities, and walking along the 
river path. It was certainly a magi-
cal start to a friendship.

The next time that we hang 
out, only a couple of days later, I 

say, “So Earl hasn’t called” as soon 
as I come in.

“Yeah,” Elise says, “I tried his 
phone number and it didn’t work. 
He conned us.”

“That bastard!”
Much later, we talked about 

it again. Elise said, “It’s almost 
worse that it was a common person, 
because a drunk person is not going 
to weasel money out of you. If any-
thing, he’ll just get aggressive.”

She seethed over the phone, 
“He knew we were gullible and nice, 
and he took advantage of us.”

I live and work downtown, 
and I’ve never felt unsafe – even 
that late at night. But I used to 
walk around, doling out favours to 
strangers, always willing to open a 
door for someone, push a car that’s 
stuck in the snow, or try to answer 
any question that a stranger had.

Essentially, I would put others 
before myself.

But Earl Friesen changed ev-
ery fucking thing, and I’ll always 
remember his name – because ass-
holes like him keep people scared 
of each other, even when someone 
really needs help.

Unforgettable Friesen
TAYLOR BURGESS
artsprojector@gmail.com 
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CALLING ALL 2009 ABORIGINAL GRADUATES

9th Annual 

Honouring Aboriginal Graduates

FRIDAY, MAY 8, 2009
Notre Dame Campus

North Gym

2009 Graduates are asked to register at: 
www.rrc.mb.ca/aboriginaleducation 

For more information please contact: 
Tracy Brant at 632-2106 or tbrant@rrc.mb.ca 

.
is seeking volunteers to be matched with families or youth who 
require support and encouragement unavailable through  their  

natural family network. 

As a 
you will be matched with a family or youth and asked to establish a 

supportive relationship.  Our hope is to build upon existing strengths, 
capacities and resiliencies of the family/youth in a culturally 

sensitive manner. 

A minimum of 6 hours of training will be provided. 

You will be supported by the Program Coordinator whose 
responsibility is to deliver Mentor training, support the Mentor team, 

match individual mentors to families/youth, and assist with needs 
assessment and to set goals and assign tasks. 

If you have had any experience or past involvement working with 
families or youth, you are strongly encouraged to enroll. 

This is a great opportunity to develop skills, work on improving your 
resume, and connecting with the community. 

For more information please contact 
Arlie Link, Family Mentor Program Coordinator 

Telephone: (204) 927-6987, Email: alink@metiscfs.mb.ca 

Rushing across Main Street 
in the slushy spring weather, the 
blowing snow smacked me square 
in the face. Juggling my iPod, 

things on my mental to-do list, I 
made it to the jam-packed bus 
stop just outside the Centennial 
Concert Hall. 

It’s a familiar scene – a col-
lective of isolated individuals 
bound by our combined disregard 
for the world that whirls around 
us like the chilly Winnipeg air. 

On this weekday afternoon, I 
just couldn’t handle the piercing 
cold, even in my long, warm coat 
and snowboarder’s toque. So, to 
stave off yet another throat infec-
tion, I crammed myself and my 
blaring music into the crowded 
glass shelter with other like-

minded commuters. 
The combination of students 

in skinny jeans, middle-aged 
women with eco-friendly bags 
and thuggish boys with sideways 

body odour, the smoky smell of 
cigarettes and an uncomfortable 
silence.

That quiet, except for the 
squeaks, creaks and honks from 

-
whelmed. Or it would have if the 

-
ing my ears. 

I was distracted though, by 
the faint rumblings of a conver-
sation happening between a man 
and woman from two different 
worlds.

The heavier-set, well-dressed 
blonde woman who looked to be 
about in her 40s was speaking 
sympathetically to a dishevelled 
man who, in reality, was prob-

ably around the same age but ap-
peared much older with his long, 
dark and stringy hair and dirty, 
torn coat. 

She addressed him by name 
and suggested he should stay sit-
ting down, even though he tried 
to get up from the silver bench. 

He swore and spoke non-
sensical things back, yet stayed 
seated.

 I, along with my fellow tran-
sit riders, took sly glances at the 
duo. I assumed she was a care-
giver of some kind, assisting the 
man in getting back to a home or 
shelter. 

Then, pushing through those 
peering out the windows for the 
next bus, a team of paramedics 
appeared.

Making their way to the mis-
matched pair, one man asked the 
woman if she was the one who 
called.

She said yes, and proceeded 
to explain that she is a registered 
nurse who happened to witness 
the man down three pills – pills 
that she knows should only be 
taken at most once a day and one-
by-one, at that. 

The paramedics proceeded to 
poke, prod and question the man, 
still clearly unaware of his sur-
roundings. With his eyes rolling 
back in his head so much that all 
I could see was white where there 
should have been colour, I stood 
gaping at the odd scene. 

I pondered the fate of this 
man if this serendipitous set of 
events hadn’t been set in motion. 
What could have or would have 
happened if maybe the nurse had 
missed her connecting bus from 
the hospital or clinic she works 
at or maybe the man would have 
run into a friend before downing 
those tablets. 

as I watched and listened to the 
impromptu medical team talk this 
man down from his self-induced 
high.

I wondered what had hap-
pened in his life to bring him 
here, to this bus shelter, to this 
bench, to those pills. I had a sick, 
twisted, sinking feeling in the pit 
of my stomach when I thought 
about how I wouldn’t even have 
noticed or cared to notice him, 
had the nurse not been stepping 
out of her own bubble to try and 
help him. 

And as I pushed the door 
open, turned my music back up 
and stepped onto my bus, I won-
dered how many others felt the 
same shame. 

Collective shame 
KRISTY RYDZ
newsprojector@gmail.com

Ellice Avenue on an early 
morning in winter has a fragile 
beauty about it. The air is still 
and as the sun shimmers through 
the glass towers of downtown 
to reach the corner of Maryland 
Street, the stillness is surreal.

For the most part, people 
waiting at bus stops keep their 
heads down and listen to their mu-
sic, but some smile blearily with 
morning sympathy at passersby. 
Once, my morning reverie is bro-
ken as I wait at a red light, when 
a small group of pedestrians joins 
me. A woman says something to 
me that sounds like she’s asking 
for change. But by the time my 
brain catches up to my ears to 
process her words, I hear her say, 

“I can see you, you know.” I don’t 
think she was asking for change 
after all. I think she was just be-
ing friendly, reaching out to a 
fellow human being, sharing an 
early morning moment, and my 

slowly-waking brain missed it. 

small pink mitten, bright against 
the snow. Just one. It is clean and 
looks brand new. Several blocks 

of a similar shade, but different 
style, resting in pure, white snow. 
I can’t help but smile. This is a 
sign that parents are buying their 
daughters beautiful pink acces-
sories and dressing them warmly. 
As is the usual practice of small, 
active children, however, items 
like gloves frequently get lost. 
Their presence on the street dem-
onstrate that the careless owners 
are indeed being provided for, not 
only in bare necessities of being 
given mittens, but in being given 
attractive mittens that children 
would be inclined to wear – for 
what little girl doesn’t love pink?

Across the street a smartly-
dressed woman playfully swings 
her purse while waiting on the 
corner near a bus stop. As a po-
lice car appears down the block 
she frowns and looks at her watch, 

tossing her brown curls and tap-
ping her heels impatiently. As the 
police car pulls up to her corner 
she waggles cutely over to the 
passenger door and bends down 
in a friendly, welcoming manner. 
It appears she knows them and is 
all smiles.

Near the University of 
Winnipeg, students dart across 
the street clutching colourful 
thermos-mugs of coffee. Most 
are professionally and fashion-
ably dressed, no doubt gearing up 
to take over the world as the next 
wave of the workforce. 

A block later, research scien-
tists deep in thought stride toward 
the glass doors of the big pink 
National Research Council build-

greets me with his daily bagel and 

coffee in hand, cheerful and wide 
awake at 8:30 a.m.

Several brave cyclists plough 
through curb-side snow on their 
way to the heart of downtown, 
doing their part to save the world 
by burning fat, not gas.

I round the corner of the 
Discreet Boutique, its giant dis-
play windows full of bright co-
lours heralding the approach of 
spring in reds, pinks and white 
lace and bows. Laughing women 
bond over cigarettes in front of 
the Employment Centre next 
door to a window full of silver 
and gold stilettos.

my downtown journey, I savour a 
quiet moment in the morning air, 
relaxed from my walk and ready 
for the day.

Fragile 
CHRISTINE MAZUR
mazur.christine@gmail.com
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First – I want-
ed to write a col-
umn that had the 
following words 
in it over and over 
again: “Second last 
column.”  But then 
I felt that I have 
much more to say.  
After all I am quite 

profound, so I better share what I 
have to say before this opportu-
nity comes to an end.

Here’s the deal.  I have a lot 

out how to say it.  First of all, 
there is always something going 
on that angers me, annoys me or 
infuriates me.  However, lately  

not much has been able to grind 
my gears like usual.

So I had to dig deep, deep 
into my conservative roots and 

I could spend the next few mo-
ments spewing rhetoric over.  But 
I can’t.  You see, I have just had 
enough.  Enough of the politics, 

personal gain; and growth by po-

the Canadian Forces, the econo-
my and the Canadian people.

If you haven’t clued in yet, I 
have just plain had enough of it 
all.

The recession has put the me-
dia into a decline; newspapers are 
getting thinner while TV stations 
are trimming programming. The 
CBC is slashing jobs, and there 
is talk about media bailouts.  And 
what is happening in Ottawa?  
Political pandering, an opposi-
tion bent on blaming the Harper 
government for everything. It 
frustrates me, infuriates me and 

reason for voter apathy.
Narcissism is the cause for 

apathy.  Not narcissism among 

the electorate, narcissism among 
the people we are supposed to 
vote for.  When was the last time 
you heard an agreement about a 

Conservatives have proposed 

forward-thinking.
The last time I was politi-

cally involved, we lost and we 
lost hard - that was my breaking 
point.  I was sitting on the cold 

Convention Centre.  I am pretty 
sure I had about three hours of 

sleep, it was loud and I needed 
10 minutes to escape the mob be-
fore they announced the results.  

and walked into the room, it was 
clear we had lost.  I walked out 
of the convention centre and I 
haven’t come back to it [politics] 
since.

It’s been about two years, ac-
tually more like three years, since 
that happened. I just can’t see 
myself going back.  Maybe I am 
just tired - tired of petty politics, 
tired of egos and the apparent self-

importance that politicians have.  
I really don’t know.  

For the most part I have a 
lot of respect for people who 

a big risk with very little reward.  
Would I seek it someday?  Well, 
I have attempted it and failed at 
it twice…but yes I would try it 
again and maybe that’s the reason 
why I am so tired. I am just tired 
of boosting other people’s egos 
and personas.  Maybe it’s time I 
seriously consider it. 

rantings of an unapologetic hack

CONOR LLOYD
c.lloyd@mts.net

All major transit routes 
run through the heart of the 
city. Uniting all bus-traveling 
Winnipeggers in the downtown 
core, Winnipeg Transit acts as a 
connector in more ways than one, 
bringing people to a place that 
loves visitors.

Having lived many years in 
a city with a densely populated 
downtown, it’s kind of nice 
to walk quiet streets wedged 
between high-rise towers and 
heritage buildings. The peaceful 
hush with cars and sirens in 
the distance, as the crisp wind 
inspires a brisk pace. This is 
pleasant and meditative to me, a 
time to rerun those conversations 
I never got to have throughout 
the day in the safety of my own 
head. A way to be a part of the 
city without having to cope with 
its intrusiveness.

The people who do cross 
my path move aside and keep to 
themselves, a personal space that 
would seemingly be non-existent 
in any other city. Continuing the 
decompression of the day’s events, 
I head to the bus stop. From 
downtown you can go anywhere, 
and you can bus around the 
downtown area for free.

Although I wonder sometimes 
why anyone would want to live in 
the ‘burbs, when there is so much 
to do within a 10-minute bus ride 
of the city’s core. But one of the 
greatest resources of downtown 
is the people.  Like the lady with 

the umbrella.
Several nights ago the rain 

was disguised with sleet and as 
I stood at the bus stop content 
with my hood up, a stranger said, 

“Come stand over here, at least my 
umbrella will block some of the 
rain.” She held it out on an angle 
to block the blowing crystals 
from my face. She got a little 
damper than she would’ve if she 
hadn’t reached her arm out, but it 
stopped me from getting soaked. 

A complete stranger. 
Even the guy walking by 

my bus stop on Main Street 
made me laugh. Standing on the 
edge of the decorative platform 
of city hall, I lost my balance. 
Trying to correct myself, I made 
this ridiculous sweep with my 
leg, and in my most graceless 
fashion, I swung my arm. Like a 
tightrope walker with an inner ear 
problem, I put one wobbly foot in 
front of the other to regain my 
composure. As expected, I had an 
audience. Initially, he ignored the 
fact he saw me, but when he got 
close he mocked my stumble and 
let a slight grin cross his face. It 
made me smile (and blush a little 
in embarrassment) to know that 
on such a busy street, complete 
strangers didn’t have to ignore 
each other’s presence, but they 
didn’t invade it either.

It’s out in the streets of 
downtown that all kinds of people 
can be found, and the subtle 
interactions that occur every day 
are the ones that keep this vital 
place alive.

Subtle interactions
JESS HASSARD
jess.hassard@gmail.com 
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              boasts positive influenceBarbie
LONDON (CUP) – I never 

played with Barbie, at least not in 
the conventional way. 

Growing up as the tomboy 
of my two other sisters, I would 
decapitate my sister’s Barbies 
or throw them in the toilet, 

that they just wanted to take a 
swim. 

I never understood the joy 

of playing with dolls and much 
preferred playing in the park and 
mud; dolls were stupid. 

Millions of little girls clearly 
do not share the same opinion 
as my six year-old self as the 
average American girl has nine 
Barbies. 

She is inarguably more than 
just a doll; Barbie is an icon. 

On March 16, Barbie turned 
50. The celebrations and fashion 
collaborations for this event were 

endless, and Barbie even had her 
own fashion show this season that 

Fashion Week in New York. 
Designers such as Calvin 

Klein, Vera Wang, Betsey 
Johnson, Donna Karan, Diane 
Von Furstenberg, and Anna Sui 
among more than 50 others 
created garments inspired by and 

Models sported teased hair, 
chewed bubble gum, and make-

up was fun and pink. 

designers have created collections 
for Barbie: Christian Dior, Oscar 
de la Renta, and Yves Saint 
Laurent have all made clothes 
for the doll, although they were 
made for Barbie and meant to be 
collectables. 

Karl Lagerfeld got the 
honour of creating Barbie’s 
personal collection for her 50th 
birthday and the collection will 

be on display at the super chic 
store Collette in Paris. 

True to his style, Lagerfeld 
chose to dress Barbie in stylish 
and classy pieces like white 
button down shirts, dark denim 
skinny jeans, leather jackets, and 
ball gowns that make me wish I 
was 11 inches tall so I could wear 
them too. 

Even Ken stepped up to the 
plate for the big even and a new 
doll styled as model Baptiste 
Giabiconi strikes a pose with the 
birthday girl. 

During the collection’s 
display, Collette also installed 
a Barbie Room that featured 
Jeremy Scott’s collection of 
Barbie-inspired gear as well as 
accessories and exclusive Barbie 
products.

The fashion industry isn’t the 

MP3 players, make-up, jewelry, 
stationary, nail polish, sunglasses 
and many other Barbie-themed 
products were created to help 
celebrate the doll’s successful 
career thus far. 

Despite her huge 
accomplishments, Barbie has had 
quite a controversial life.

Bashed by many for having 

promoting poor self-image on 
the young girls who play with 
her, Barbie has also been labeled 
as the ultimate dumb blonde who 
only cares for material articles. 

However, Barbie also has 

has had every career imaginable; 
she has been a nurse, an army 

designer, a McDonald’s cashier, 
a world peace ambassador, and 
a NASCAR driver among many, 
many others.

Perhaps this allows the girls 
who play with Barbie to dream 
big and feel that they can become 
successful in their future chosen 
careers. 

Most importantly, no matter 
how you look at it, Barbie is just 
a doll. If girls enjoy playing dress 
up with Barbie, it is encouraging 
creativity and imagination, and 
that is what childhood should be 
all about.

AIMEE BROTHMAN 
 Interrobang (Fanshawe College)
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    From Canadian 
designers like 
David Dixon, to the 
cosmetic gurus over 
at Cake, and let us 
not forget Town 
Shoes, Canada has 
gone platinum, pink 
and Malibu tanned. 
Turns out life in 

plastic is just as fantastic at 50 as it 
was when it all started.        
    Everyone’s favourite workaholic 
fashion maven, Barbie, is 
celebrating a milestone. After 

girls and working it in designer 
duds like Versace, Barbie decided 
to dump Ken and go big. 

       Did you know that Barbie 
has worn over one billion pairs of 
shoes? Well, if your feet are just 

as Barbie’s, I suggest you check 
out the exclusive Barbie footwear 
collection at Town Shoes. From 
saturated bubble gum pinks, to 
the iconic black and white pattern 

doll, the collection can be viewed 
online or at their Polo Park store. 
        Barbie made it big this season, 
showing up at fashion weeks 
around the globe; in Toronto it 
was Canada’s very own David 
Dixon, a prodigy of the Ryerson 
University fashion program. He 
designed a collection that blends 
both modern, ready-to-wear 
fashions with Barbie’s innate 
style. From blacks, ivories and 
Barbie’s signature pink, Dixon’s 

collection works in harmony 
with the fashion collections being 
showcased around the globe. 
     From designers like Jeremy 
Scott, Anna Sui, Baby Phat and 
Betsey Johnson, Barbie’s been 
showing up at more fashion 
shows than Anna Wintour and 
Jeanne Beker combined. She’s 
also got a wardrobe closet that’s 
already full of millions of clothes 
from the likes of Christian Dior, 
Oscar de la Renta and Yves Saint 
Laurent.
      As the Aqua song goes, come 
on Barbie let’s go party. Happy 
50th and here’s to another half 
century of keeping your plastic 
tight, your hair full of body and 
your career goals open. 

MATTHEW MEISNER 
layoutprojector@gmail.com

YellowBright Acrylic

Which 
  

are
you?

Barbie
 

1. Spring to you means: 
A) Prepping for my bikini bod 
B) Catching all the afternoon 
movies of Marilyn at the WAG 
C) Community gardening 
D) Patio partying on Corydon

 
2. Where is your favourite place 
to shop? 
A) Fabutan? 
B) Vintage Glory 

 
D) Mother’s Music

 

date? 
A) Anything with a lot of leg 
B) Pearls and a one-of-a-kind 
green dress 
C) Peasant skirt and tank top 
D) Dark denim and heels

 
4. What’s your favourite song 
right now? 
A) If You Seek Amy, Britney 
Spears 
B) That’s not my name, The 
Ting Tings 
C) Sun it Rises, Fleet Foxes 
D) Whatever my band and I 
come up with 
 
5. What’s your dream job? 
A) Runway model 
B) Jewelry designer 
C) Job? 
D) Rockstar

 
6. Who’s your perfect Ken? 
A) Matthew McConaughey 
B) Cary Grant 
C) Al Gore 
D) Dave Navarro

 
7. Your favourite movie is: 
A) Bring it On 
B) Breakfast at Tiffany’s 
C) An Inconvenient Truth 
D) This is Spinal Tap

 
8. What’s your dream car? 
A) Pink convertible 
B) 1956 black Ford Fairlane 
C) My trusty blue banana seat 
bicycle 
D) Red crotch rocket

 
9. What piece of art would you 
hang in your living room? 
A) Mirrors 
B) A vintage pin-up poster 
C) Hemp macrame 
D) Framed records 
 

10.What is your morning 
routine? 
A) Pilates, shower, Fabutan, 
makeup application, blow dry… 
B) Breakfast and a quick chic 
updo 
C) Grabbing whatever clothes 

cats 
D) Rolling out of bed and going

Mostly As
MALIBU BARBIE

Mostly Bs
VINTAGE BARBIE

vintage boutiques and wouldn’t be caught dead wear-

Mostly Cs
GRANOLA BARBIE

Mostly Ds
ROCKSTAR BARBIE
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dense, depending on the recipe) 
little hand-formed dumplings 
with the distinct chicken-like 

Jewish tables as the balls bob in 

left over, what’s to be done with 
them? What would you do with 

as an ice pack?  Re-serve them 
in another meal (croutons, 
anyone?) Encase them in lucite?  
Pierce them and wear them as 
earrings?  If you answered “Yes” 
to any of the above, you may be 
a “heebster.”

What is a heebster, you ask? 
In short, it’s a Jewish hipster. Like 
the modern, American Apparel-
wearing hipster, the heebster has 
a language, look and music all his 
own; it is a consolidation of being 
cool and being a Jew (in faith or 
in blood). Cool Jew: the Ultimate 
Guide for Every Member of the 
Tribe is the book, authored by 
journalist Lisa Alcalay Klug. It’s 
described by CBC Radio’s Q as 

 Preppy Handbook 
did for plaid and polo.”

“I had noticed that there was 
this trend of innovative Jewish 
music,” says Klug, “as well as the 

‘Jewish pride’ T-shirt trend, and 
also many other funny projects 
like Meshugga Nuts, He’Brew 

rabbi punching doll and stuff like 
that. What I noticed is that, with 
all these trends, it was bigger than 
L.A. or New York, and that meant 
that it was happening everywhere.  
So I wrote an article about how 
it was cool to be a Jew in San 
Francisco, with the premise that 
there was all this innovation 
and outward expressions of 
being proud to be Jewish, an 
embrace of what you could call 
kitsch or shmaltz, and a reverent 
irreverence, which come from a 
place of loving being Jewish.”

The Jewish community in 
Winnipeg is a highly visible one.  
One only has to look at the corner 
of Portage and Main to see the 
Canwest building, owned by a 
Jewish family, the Aspers. The 
community in Winnipeg has 
humble beginnings, growing 
to more than 14,000 from just 
1,000 in 1901, according to the 
Virtual Jewish Library. The road 

hasn’t been easy for the Jewish 
population, which has faced 
immigration bans preventing 
family from the ‘old country’ 
to join them, and rampant 
xenophobia and anti-Semitism 
during and since the Great 
Depression.

All of that history has done 
the community well, according to 
Catherine Emanuel, local Jewish 
DJ. “I think Winnipeg is the 
best city to be a Jew in because 
of the large Jewish community.” 
Catherine and her husband, Marty, 
moved to and met in Winnipeg: 
she from Ottawa and he from 
Vancouver.

Marty, a Jewish DJ who 
teams with his wife to form 

“The Beat,” recalls his time in 
Vancouver.  “When I lived in 

rampant, and I stopped talking 
about being a Jew for a long 
time.”  Now, Marty sports a gold 
Star of David around his neck, 
and both of the Emanuels have 
Jewish-themed tattoos.

Madeline Kowall, graphic 
designer with the Jewish 
Federation of Winnipeg and 
lifelong Jewish Winnipegger, 
also has Jewish-themed tattoos, a 
practice that is at odds with the 

Jewish orthodoxy.  “My favourite 
is the tattoo of my Hebrew name 
on my back.  Another tattoo I 
have, the Hamsa, I got in Israel.  
I know it’s against Judaic law, 
but I think it’s cool.  I have other 
tattoos, too.”

Catherine agrees: “It’s a sign 
of being a heebster.  Pop culture 
allows me to further express 
my pride in a way that’s not 
disrespectful.”

It was during the “Birthright” 
program, in which young Jewish 
adults who haven’t been to Israel 
are given a free trip there, that 
Madeline became interested in her 
Jewish roots.  “When I came back, 
I wanted to give this opportunity 
to others and spread the word.  It 
wasn’t just one moment, it was 
when I actually saw everything 

about all my life that I became 
really interested in being a Jew.  
Before that I didn’t ever want to 
be really involved in the Jewish 
community.”  Now, Kowall is 
heavily involved in the Jewish 
community, especially with 
young Jewish adults.  

Embracing one’s ethnic 
heritage and culture has become 
cool again, with movies like 
My Big Fat Greek Wedding, TV 

shows like Little Mosque on 
the Prairie, and comedians like 
Russell Peters.  Comedy has 
been an essential part of the 
mainstreaming of cultures, and 
a comedic “reverent irreverence” 
is a key part of being a heebster, 
according to Klug. But, for the 
Emanuels, their Jewishness holds 
a sacred place.  Marty says, “I 
used to enjoy kitsch and shmaltz, 
but because now I’m personally 
proud of my Jewishness, I don’t 
feel comfortable taking it lightly.” 
Their home houses traditional 
Judaica alongside modern 
decorations, something else that 
the Emanuels share with Kowall.

If you weren’t born into a 
Jewish family and can’t “frum 
out” (frum: Yiddish for pious), 
and aren’t willing to lose a little 
skin to convert (fellas, this means 
you-know-what), Klug has the 
answer.  “Anyone can be an 

‘honorary heeb’ or friend of the 
tribe.”  And if you were born into 
a Jewish family, break out the 

Balkan Beat Box, put on a tie-
died yarmulke or bubeleh T-shirt, 
and get out there to explore and 
embrace your heritage.

Heebster: da tribe, progressed
ADAM TOY 
 adam_toy@yahoo.ca

Well, the end 

End of the school 
year, end of the 
run of this year’s 
Projector, and, 
more importantly, 
the end of another 
TV season.

So what better 
time to throw one 

up the television year with what I 

the year. It has been a fairly good 
TV season overall, following last 
year’s strike-induced truncated 
one. Let’s get right to it, shall 
we?

5. Fringe (Fox) I will go so 
far as to say this is the best new 
show of the season. This X-Files-
meets-C.S.I. hour-long drama is 
just what the doctor ordered in 
a world full of hospital and cop 
shows. It`s funny, scary, dramatic 
and it`s got Pacey (aka Joshua 
Jackson) in it. What more could 
you ask for? 

4. How I Met Your Mother 
(CBS) At the beginning of the 
year in one of my columns, I 
proclaimed the traditional sitcom 
dead. I spoke too soon. This show 
is a traditional, three-camera 
situational comedy and it is going 
strong. It is extremely funny, on 
par with Friends, and in its fourth 
season now so it doesn’t look 
like it’s going anywhere anytime 
soon. I just discovered this show, 
so I will spend the off-season 

catching up on the last four years. 

3. Battlestar Galactica (Sci-
This show makes the 

First, it was without a doubt the 
best show on television this year. 
Second, as a show that takes place 
in outer space, it doesn’t really 
matter that it takes place in outer 
space! The setting is completely 
incidental to the plot, and I think 
that is super-cool. The space bat-
tles are awesome, though. Finally, 

four seasons, Battlestar gets ma-
jor kudos for going out while it 
was on top.  That can’t be said for 
most American TV shows. They 
tend to jump the shark multiple 

quits.
2. Reality TV (everywhere) 

It’s been nine years since the very 
Survivor blew this 

supposedly temporary type of TV 
programming wide open. It’s still 
here. Yay.

1. The Internet (also every-
where) This year was the year 
that Internet killed the TV star. I 
probably watched more televi-
sion shows via the Internet this 
year than I did on actual TV. Of 

sites give viewers a taste of their 
shows by posting a few episodes 
of their big shows on the web, but 
the emergence of live streaming 
websites such as hulu.com and 
surfthechannel.com really opened 
the Internet door to the television 
viewer.

 the Remote
DAN VADEBONCOEUR 
dapperdan29@hotmail.com
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It’s the second of a three-night 
massacre. Manitoba Metalfest.  A 
delectable onslaught of sonic 
proportions. Fumbling through 
pockets, lint-lined and stuffed 
with garbage, I double-check the 
contents of my arsenal. 

Ticket, check. ID, check. 
Stumbling through the 

back alley to the entrance of the 

up on me. Kind of like the 

tomorrow through my blown 
eardrums. 

doorway, fake sobriety to make 
it past the bouncer. A smug man 
with an ephedrine-forged chest, 
broad and disproportionate to 
toothpick legs, is about to ask 
me for some identifying papers 
(and not the rolling kind) until he 

blood-shot eyes. His eyes pass 
over me like how one passes over 
aging meat at the supermarket and 
I’m free to explore the holding 
pen of these beastly creatures. 

The Zoo, one of Winnipeg’s 
long-term heavy music 
establishments, is playing host 

again this year to these heathens, 
this being the 9th annual event. 

way to the bar. On one side of the 
wooden barricade, stone-faced, 
scantily-clad women take money 

band starts, I detach myself from 

my way into the sty. I feel at ease 
with these cretins. 

Too early for a pit, a crowd 
gathers. Both Legs Broken, a 
female-fronted quintet, starts 
what will be a night of primarily 
local talent. Their succinct and 
tight-knit style gets the animals 
stirring in the crowd. The thrash-
inspired unit is fast and furious. 
It’s the perfect start to a night 
of evil. Although there are some 
women-fronted metal bands, it’s 

tone and pitch in their scream. 

entourage suggests something 
like a similarity between Both 
Legs Broken and Walls of Jericho, 
but I say that it’s easy to bundle 
all bands with even remotely 
similar female vocals. Both Legs 
Broken is better.

Time for another beer. 
Crunching over the broken beer 

my place at the trough. (Not to 
be confused with the old stadium 
imagery.) Shortly after I renew 

stage. 
Although I was there, I 

didn’t hear the band announce 
its sobriety. I did notice it in their 
playing, however. One reason 
for sobriety might have been that 
they have already been banned 
from playing a certain venue for 
the out-of-control crowd and 
calamitous pit they propelled 
with their sorcery and music. 
There are only so many places to 
hold a concert in Winnipeg. 

The jerks that followed me 
in informed me that last time they 

but the band was wasted then. 
The energy level suffered during 
the show, but there was a marked 
increase in the technicality over 
the previous act. I’m not trying 
to compare the two bands - that 
wouldn’t be fair. But when one 
band plays after another, it’s only 
natural.  

I wander out with everyone 
for a smoke. The hooligans are 
grouped and spread out across 
the back alley. It’s a decent 
turnout.  The herd is thick, as 

is the smoke pluming above it. 

smoke of sorts and we dissect the 
value of celebrity rehab reality TV 
and how it’s making the world a 
smarter place. Tyrants Demise 
takes the stage. 

Up at the fence, the crowd 

me. The sea of broken glass is 
crunching beneath me and the 
pulsing of the metal orgy of 
moshers behind me is bringing 
comfort that only a closed-in 
space can provide. Tyrants plays a 

only occasional sentimentalities. 
Harmonics, rollicking double 
kicks, the band is adventurous 
enough and yet still tight. I feel 
the pummeling of the pit and the 
effects of all the intoxicants. I’m 
messed up. Thankfully, I’m not 
alone. 

I go for another beer, waiting 
for Dreadnaut to take the stage, 
disregarding my slurry words and 
bumbling gait. Distinctly more 
rock than metal, and certainly 
more formula than necessary. 
Not going to lie, Dreadnaut is a 
tight group of musicians, with 

poseurs we made fun of in high 

school, potential doesn’t equate 
with the real thing. Originality 
is important. Dreadnaut plays 
it safe. Dreadnaut works hard 
to be something almost radio-
friendly like. Not a bad thing, 
but a little more experimentation, 
exploration, or even individuality 
would make them better. Ending 
on a cover of Sepultura’s “Roots 
Bloody Roots” wasn’t what I had 
in mind. I needed another beer. 

Closing the night was 
Calgary’s Divinity. Older than 
the majority of the players all 
night, the maturity showed in 
their sound. What I lovingly refer 
to as crusty metalheads, I wanted 
a local band to headline, but at 
least they’re Canadian. 

A balance between vocal 
harmonies and soaring guitars 
laced with shred. But the 
occasional blastbeats married to 
the growling vocals coupled with 
the harmonics and balladesque 
singing bred a three-legged 
demon child that ran wild 
across the stage. The constantly 
changing sound and the lack of 
pauses between songs create this 
never-ending metal set. Shit, I’m 
wasted.

Like a      to carrion
JESS HASSARD  
 jess.hassard@gmail.com
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Ladies and gen-
tlemen, allow me to 
present to you – if I 
may – the impend-
ing doom of the CD 
format. I’ll present 
a series of vignettes, 
draw back the red 
velvet curtains one 
by one to show you 
how it’s all coming 

together.
First – quickly now, so much 

to cover – Radiohead records In 
Rainbows on their own, and they 
announce its existence a mere 10 
days before they release it online. 
A number of people who would 
steal it pay for the mp3s online 
instead, because there was no 
physical album to buy.

Behind the next curtains: 
this past week, Brooklyn band 
Celebration took a step further 
with an announcement they 
made on their website http://
CelebrationElectricTarot.com/. 
In a manifesto there, the band 
decreed that they will post free 
mp3s for the enjoyment of other 
people. Not for money.

In the manifesto, they say, 
“The birth of the MP3 has dreamt 
the death of the CD format, and 
so all across the board, CD sales 
have dropped…We have only 
begun to understand the cultural 
impact of [mp3] sharing.”

Only begun, yes, but pay at-
tention to the times: off we go to 
our next scene, from the end of the 
last calendar year. Lights, cam-
eras, and thump-thump-thump 

– Kanye West premieres “Love 
Lockdown” on the MTV Video 
Music Awards. Surprisingly, it 
hasn’t leaked before the perfor-

mance, and West posts a free ver-
sion on his blog.

Unfortunately, the fans hate 
it.

But, Kanye, quick as ever, 
goes back and rerecords what his 
fans complained about, and it’s a 
better hit.

To revisit our second scene 
– will this kind of immediacy 

isn’t always on the tip of people’s 
tongues?

Forward marching – scenes 
so quick they’re barely pictures 

– Edmonton band The Famines 
release their EP independently 
on 7”, cassette, and 8-track – i.e. 
every medium but CDs – and in-
clude a free mp3 download of the 
tracks.

In Sweden, record label 
Sincerely Yours (run by anarchists 
The Tough Alliance) puts a cata-
logue number on everything they 
produce. Like Factory Records 
would catalogue gig posters and 
tickets back in the day, Sincerely 
Yours is putting catalogue num-
bers on promotional mp3s and 
music videos.

Factory Records memora-
bilia fetches a pretty penny now, 
but how much will an Air France 
remix be worth in 10 years if it’s 
released on iTunes? What about 
an mp3 that people have forgot-
ten about and stopped sharing? 
Fifteen, twenty dollars?

And other curtains of the fu-
ture? People collecting and boast-
ing about mp3s like old men do 
with their traditional blues 78 
records (like in Ghost World)? 
Or perhaps they’d share their loot 
from years past, because they can 
now?

Will Marx be spinning in his 
grave? Or will Ronald Reagan?

TAYLOR BURGESS 
artsprojector@gmail.com

 RiotFirst  
Class

I trot up the stairs to the 
cre8ery with my friends. I can 
feel the dance music through the 

gallery. The door is held open for 

us by the owner, Jordan Miller. 
(I wonder if she knew we were 
coming that exact second.) 

“This is the trendy art gallery,” 
says one friend.

“Really?” I ask in my naïve 
altered state.

“No. Well… sorta.” She then 

explains that the cre8ery and 
Plug In galleries are more party-
oriented when it comes to art 
openings.

She explains this to me in the 
hallway outside of the main room, 
where the Broken Riddle Factory: 
Phase Two exhibit is taking place. 

I couldn’t go in there yet, I hadn’t 
prepared myself mentally.

The DJ mixes a Chromeo 
remix into Daft Punk. Not the 
best mix in recent memory, it 
sounded like pushing two organic 
creatures into the same body.

After a few minutes I go 
in, and boy girl, do I ever feel 
con-front-ed. The DJ and his 
speakers are set up to blast at 
the door, and Ten Yetman, one 
of the artists, is standing by 
him bouncing and pumping her 
arm. She’s simultaneously being 
cheesy and enjoying it. (That’s 
post-irony for those who are 
keeping up.)

Oh and there are lots of 
vaginas on the canvases. Luckily 
we’d had the tip-off from friends 
at the last gallery we were at.

Matea Radic makes line 
drawings of the female nude 

– cute, cartoony. One is of a 
female bent away from the 
viewer, with real hair glued to 
the drawn woman’s crotch. A 
drunken girl touches it, and she 
and her friend see me seeing her 
touching it, and they walk away, 
laughing, gigglier than I am.

Yetman’s paintings are 
colourful splotches including 

female nudes – something I 
should appreciate, but can’t at 
this moment. Maybe they’re bad. 
Maybe I’m not tripping hard 
enough.

Karen Cull’s photographs 
are of painted women, Radic 
and another, if I recall correctly. 
They’re mermaid-like creatures, 
born from another sun.

I discuss the exhibit with 
my friends, who had vanished up 
until two minutes ago. Actually, 
we don’t really talk about the art 

– we talk about the crowd, our trip, 
life, etc. And the crowd seems to 
be doing the same. Jordan Miller 
then brings in a huge plate of 

including me) descend on it.
“My god!” I exclaim. 

“They’re vultures!”
And then I get so into my head 

looking at some more detailed 
paintings of Cull’s, thinking, 

“Why? Why has she painted 

that have to do with anything?!” 
until the crescendo nearly leapt 
from my mouth.

And after nearly embarrassing 
myself, I think, “Well, why not? 
It looks pretty.”

Post-ironic confrontations
TAYLOR BURGESS 
 artsprojector@gmail.com
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DISCREET BOUTIQUE
340 DONALD ST. AT ELLICE

947-1307 OPEN WEEKNIGHTS UNTIL 10PM
www.discreet.mb.ca

STOP IN FOR THAT 
SPECIAL DAY!

BRIDAL LINGERIE
STOCKINGS/GARTERS

BACHELORETTE
NOVELTY ITEMS/GIFTS

AND MUCH MORE

TAKE THE CHALLENGE 
The CancerCare Manitoba Foundation proudly presents 
the 2009 Challenge for Life, a 20K walk taking place on 
Saturday June 13, 2009 at Assiniboine Park. The event 

is designed to improve public health and increase 
awareness for all cancers, while raising funds for all 
Manitobans and their families living with cancer. For 

more information or to register as a participant or 
volunteer, please contact the Challenge for Life Office at 

204.927.LIFE (5433) or visit our website at 
www.challengeforlife.ca

Dear TB,
This I the last 

column I will be 
writing for you. 
Tear. Seriously, 
though. Like 
brushing my teeth 
every night before 
crawling into bed, 
you are also a 
staple in my life, 

reminding me of my biweekly 
deadlines.

Last spring I sent you a 
sample column explaining that 

“Eternal Children” is a column 
about ideas, about creating and 
about feeding the eternal child 
within. Although it was hokey 
and a bit esoteric, you went with 
it, and were open to the random-
ness. 

You guided and attempted to 
structure my writing, and I appre-
ciated that. Honesty may contain 
negativity. You edited and cut 
and shaped my work, prepar-
ing it for print. You were patient 
and understanding when I didn’t 
follow your deadlines, always 
encouraging when we met face-
to-face, and you never seemed 
discouraged despite my chaos. 

You are an artist and over the 
past year I have seen you blossom. 
I praise you for your young heart, 
and your glorious bam-bam tunes 
that make me feel good about be-
ing in my twenties. You and your 
music is what it’s all about, so 
keep doing it, you are succeed-
ing.

-
umn has allowed me to ramble 
on, nitpick, and observe. Every 

time I write it, I think of you and 
what you will think and how you 
may be disappointed in me. I care 
what you think, about my writing, 
but more so, just about me. I con-
sider your opinion not only valid, 
but important to me. 

I know this column is severe-
ly under the word count of 400, 
plus or minus 10 per cent. I’m 
sorry for that. Sorry for talking 
about you in my column that will 
be printed, read and thrown away 
(but hopefully recycled). No 
apologies here, TB.  You deserve 
all the credit and attention in the 
world for being so awesome.

I hope you are happy with 
the work you have contributed 
to in the last year. I hope you are 
happy with the work you have 
created in the past year and I hope 
you continue to shine beyond the 
pages of the Projector. I’m sure 
you will…

-SJ
Dear Sula,
I couldn’t let this go to 

print without saying something. 
Without turning this into a total 
love-fest, I think this column 
speaks volumes to your won-
derful character, because so few 
would put these wildly personal 
things out for the public to scru-

to read, and even more surprising 
that I would relate so well to it.

And paying the compliment 
forward, Mel Rogan does way 
more stylistic editing than I do 

– she makes the entire paper read-
able.

-Taylor
Dear Taylor,
Awwww.  Thanks.
-Mel

Children
SULA JOHNSON 
sula.johnson@gmail.com

Eternal

Like a B-movie monster, 3-
D cinema refuses to die. And this 
time, it’s personal.

Imagine you’re watching 
Superman Returns in 3-D at 
IMAX.  In a pivotal scene, it 

out of the screen, straight at you.  

breaks the fourth wall.
With that in mind, does 3-D 

enhance your viewing experience, 
or detract from it?  Legendary 
cinephile and Chicago Sun-
Times

in a 2008 article: “The idea of a 
movie, even an animated one, is 
to convince us, half-way at least, 
that what we’re seeing on the 
screen is sort of really happening. 
Images leaping off the screen 
destroy that illusion.”

According to R.M. Hayes’ 
book 3-D Movies: A History and 
Filmography of Stereoscopic 
Cinema, the popularity of 3-D 

L’Arrivée d’un train à la Ciotat 
by Auguste and Louis Lumière, 
premiered in 1903. It wasn’t until 

began, coinciding with the rise 
of television in North America. 
Film historians speculate that 
the technique was embraced 
out of fear that television would 
soon threaten Hollywood.  Even 
the renowned Alfred Hitchcock 
experimented with the technique, 

Dial 
M for Murder (1954) in 3-D.

It’s no coincidence that the 
second coming of 3-D, heralded 
by Friday the 13th Part III in 1982, 

overlapped with the increasing 
popularity of home video.  
Hollywood’s effort to outpace 
innovation in home entertainment 
has continued at a steady tempo, 
with the introduction of the Dolby 
Digital standard in the mid-‘90s, 
and the rise of the mega-budget 
visual effects blockbuster in the 
21st century. The resurgence of 

on the coattails of HDTV and 
digital video recorders gaining 
ground in North American homes. 
A recent article in Variety suggests 
that 50 per cent of all movie 
screens worldwide will be digital 

cinema. But with OLED TV on 

on a screen less than 1 cm thick), 
the pressure is on for Hollywood 
to present a bigger and better 
spectacle.

Mike Shand is a local visual 
effects supervisor for Frantic 
Films VFX and a 10-year veteran 
of the industry. Shand is an avid 
proponent of 3-D technology, 

Journey to the 
Center of the Earth, shot entirely 
in stereo. “My guess is that 
eventually all movies will be 

can be used in subtle ways to 
draw in an audience. It brings a 
sense of spatial expansion to the 
experience that is very similar to 

mono sound. It can add depth 
to a static shot. It can make a 
one-on-one conversation more 
engaging, or a tight corridor more 
claustrophobic. Consider how 
colour was used in The Wizard 
of Oz. Stereo can be applied in a 
similar fashion.”

cause headaches, but believe it 
or not, it’s not the fault of those 

glasses which are becoming 
more common). Headaches are 
caused by small maladjustments 
in the alignment of the onscreen 
elements, and from muscles in the 
eye constantly adjusting to depth 
and variations in convergence 
from shot to shot.  Convergence 
is the point in the shot where the 
audience’s eyes focus. Depth is 
the distance between foreground 
and background objects.

3ality Digital, the company 
behind U2 3D, has developed 
proprietary software that regulates 
depth and convergence during 
screening. The effect on the eye 
is like the difference between 
rock climbing and taking an 
escalator; the smooth transitions 
all but eliminate headaches and 
eyestrain.

George Taylor is a visual 
effects artist with MPC Vancouver, 
currently working on Watchmen.  

“I feel that 3-D and modern 
cinematography don’t really 
match well. Three-D works well 
for lengthy, static shots where 
you have time for your eyes to 
adjust and explore the scene 
being shown.  But for quick cuts, 
or shots with a lot of motion, it’s 
hard to watch.”

Three-D releases for this year 
include the widely anticipated 

Monsters 
vs. Aliens and Up,

Digital 3-D format. Coraline 

motion animated feature to be 
shot entirely in 3-D.  Based on 

success with a three-week 
gross of just over $50 million.

Rogert Ebert gave the 

because it’s good to look at.”  
Nevertheless, he sticks to his 
guns on his opinion of 3-D as 
a technique: “It’s more or less 
impossible for me to be scared 
by 3-D animation. The process 
always seems to be signaling, 

‘I’m a process!’ It’s hard to 
get involved in a story when 
the process doesn’t become 
invisible.”

Will the 3-D process 
will ever become “invisible” 
enough for it to be taken for 
granted by cinema’s most 
critical eyes? It remains to 
be seen.  But like any other 
venture in Hollywood, 3-D’s 
success won’t be measured in 
kind words from columnists, 
but in ticket sales.

It came from the  
third dimension

JASON BOOTH 
 logicdog@yahoo.com
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It’s over.
This marks 

the last edition 
of “Beyond the 
Perimeter.” 

-
venture takes me 
back up north to 
an area near the 
Kississing River. I 
was on a quad and 

dirt bike excursion with two un-
cles, two cousins, and some weird 
guy named Gavin. We were sup-

but instead all we did was drink 
while bombing around on ATVs 
all day long.

At one point during the after-
noon we arrived at an old bridge 
that had been put in by a log-
ging company for a piss and beer 
break. I was casually leaning over 
the bridge to take a look out over 
the river when I glanced down 
into the water to see a rushing red 

climbed down from the bridge to 
take a closer look and holy shit! 
It was thousands and thousands 

of suckers spawning on the river 
bed. Big ones, little ones, fat ones, 
etc.  

Next, I did the most logical 
thing. I crouched on a large rock 
on the shoreline and with one hand 
steadying me, I started grabbing 

shore. This was a lot harder than 
it looked. The moment I would 
get my hands even near one, the 
whole river would shift and there 

My uncles took to throwing 
rocks into the water near me to try 
and get me to fall in, so I went 
and perched beneath the bridge 
where I adopted a new strategy. 
I would move my hand stealth-
ily through the water, and once 

snatch it up.  This worked, and 

from the river. This was merely 
an exercise in my own barehand-

really a delicacy, so I threw them 
all back. But I did it.

Well, that’s it.
I hope you enjoyed the work 

of Rich Bracken and myself. 
Have a good one.

the perimeter
SAM KARNEY 
samkarney@hotmail.com

Beyond

I’ve been assigned to 
observe downtown Winnipeg 
for two weeks. It’s been easy 

– I go to school downtown, work 
downtown, play downtown. Shit 
and eat downtown.

But sometimes I get 
complacent in my surroundings. 
These weeks were no different, 
but I was a little more scrupulous 
as I was designated to watch over 
the quarters.

This is what I found:
I was mauled over verbally 

by a panhandler just outside of 
Red River College’s Princess 
Street Campus. The meticulously 

well-groomed man with a few 
layers of clothing (it was brisk) 
began telling me of his plight: he 
and his wife both work x amount 
of hours, and can’t get welfare. I 
asked why he couldn’t. He said, “I 
don’t know, some loophole, they 

True.
I wasn’t convinced. Of his 

plight or of him being truly 
homeless or whatever else we 
usually insist on doubting in 
panhandlers. Still, I begrudgingly 
opened my wallet to get a loonie 

area of my wallet.
As I was reaching into my 

purse, the man exploded back 
into explanation and started 

using particulars – he had already 
earned $12 on the street that day 
(when was this job he worked?) 
and he needed $22 to get proper 
shelter and food for a night with 

those numbers, but they seem 
wildly overestimated. My only 
comparison is World Vision 
commercials – in Africa, a dollar 
a day goes a long way.

“Oh look, you even have a ten 
right there.”

What the FUCK!?
(I thought to myself.)

supposed to help him meet the 
rest of his sum from his little 
spiel, or that he would be peering 
into my wallet while I gathered a 

fucking donation for him. I just 
worked in between my school 
day, asshole. I WORK too. Earn 
tips for service.

I tossed the toonie into his 
hand and said that’s all I could 
afford. It wasn’t, but I didn’t 
assuredly feel he deserved the 
money any more than I did. And 

I threw away bills.

homeless people search through 
garbage in my back lane over the 
weeks – those people have to be 
homeless, because that would be 
humiliating to anyone with pride 
to lose. They didn’t ask for help, I 
didn’t offer.

Heaven and back. On the way 

His arm was unusually erect, and 
I suggested we check his pulse.

My friends cautioned me, 
and we saw a city vehicle pull out 
of the department. They would 
have to notice.

If they did, they did nothing. 
We said nothing. People sat 
around him in the shack. Maybe 
they could hear his breathing, 
maybe they couldn’t.

Downtown complacency 
BRENLEE COATES 
 healthprojector@gmail.com
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Soo, I’ve al-
ready done the 

“spring forward” 
thing, talked about 
the new opportuni-
ties spring brings; 
times changing, 
libidos growing 

– the usual. But I 
suppose a school 

year’s time of writing biweekly 
about sex and its many associa-
tions deserves honouring.

I will begin now by mention-
ing a TV show, which has been an 
unconsciously manifested theme 
in my column most issues, I think, 
so that Matt (the layout editor) 
has an easy time choosing a pic-
ture – and it’s sassy, ultra chic and 
sex-infused every time. (Thanks 
Matt!)

Anyways, I’d like to say my 
life imitates art in this case, but 
these girls almost put my high 
school sexcapades to shame. 
Almost. The show I’m talking 
about is Gossip Girl, the girls, 
Serena and Blair. And the relevant 
tie-in is a quote from the narrator.

B gets together with N, her 
ex-beau from, like, fourth grade 
in a recent episode, and the narra-
tor says something along the lines 
of “spring means change, but 
sometimes it means old things 
seem new again.” This is kind of 
the change I’ve been experienc-
ing so far.

I know we just had a herd 
of snowfall in past weeks since I 
predicted full spring ahead, but I 
still felt the shift and noticed most 

people experienced the storm as 
a momentary interruption. Like 
Mother Nature’s hiccup. But 
spring and change is here.

Meaning, for some, that you 
reinvent yourself, your relation-
ship, or your dating style. And for 

in your life were perfect the way 
they were. I’m unsure about my 
dating style, but my self and my 

I am uncompromising when 
it comes to me, and what I know 
I don’t want (ooh, shout out to 
Vicky Christina Barcelona – a 
challenge, Matt!) and I have re-

self I walked into school with two 
years ago are unchanging.

Being in hectic two-year pro-
grams can put a damper on things, 
but the relationships I walked in 
with have remained, with my self 
and others. And they were tested, 
but suddenly they seem ultra 
sharp and new again, and I am so 
grateful.

Of course, I came into the 
program single, and am still 
single, but since I made my most 
important relationships survive 
with friends and family over the 
course of time I spent chasing a 
diploma, I feel this could trans-
late to my commitment to another 
in the future.

I have succeeded in honour-
ing the relationships most vital to 
me in this chapter of my life, and 
welcome new ones in the chang-

in with the already established 
ones that I cherish so dearly and 
commit to fully.

If, &s  
or   

BRENLEE COATES 
healthprojector@gmail.com

Butts

The bags of garbage ripped 
open on the cobbled sidewalks 
sit, contents belched out onto 
the ground all around them. One 
tries not to look too close at the 
contents, but like a car accident or 

a close talker, it can’t be ignored. 
At least not by me.

I love my country, but my 
city I often take for granted. I 
curse the winter, and have earned 
the nickname “bugspray” due to 
mosquitoes’ magnetic attraction 
to me. I complain about the 

(lack of) shopping, and have a 
general distaste for the pack-like 
tendencies of Winnipeggers when 
it comes to trends. 

I also complain about having 

pairs of shoes and boots next to a 
closet spilling with clothes.

Every time I see a pair of 
shoes hanging from power lines I 
wonder the same thing: did some 
disadvantaged kid have their 
shoes stolen and tossed into the 
sky, only to dangle, unattainable, 

soaking wet? When he got home, 
did he get yelled at and hit by his 
addict parents who didn’t make 

their seven kids dinner that night 
because they spent all their money 
on drugs and/or alcohol? Did they 
want to run away, if only they had 
shoes to carry them?

Winter is long.
But in the ugly gray of spring, 

it takes the toothless smile of one 
panhandler, or the naughty words 
tagged on an innocent inner city 
building to make me smile. I love 
my rain boots, for the sole reason 
that they allow me to run and 
stomp through the all consuming 
spring puddles. The boots may 
be ugly, but they’re mine. They 
provide me more entertainment 
and child like bliss than a clown 

riding an elephant tossing out 
bags of candy. (Though that 
would be pretty dope.)

When I do leave my city, I’m 
consumed with a pride that rears 
its prickly head whenever a harsh 
word is spoken of my town. I 
argue that we have beautiful old 
trees and a grand music scene, the 
people are friendly and you don’t 
have to sell a kidney to afford a 
house.

And then I see it, in the pile 
of trash under the banana peel and 
beside the used tissue: a stuffed 
animal missing one button eye, 
wadding making its way out of its 
belly. It’s been loved to death. 

The wear on that piece of 
discard shows the hours it was 
cuddled in content or fear, the 
number of times it was thrown 

Sometimes things are so bad 
they get good again. Some things 
need a bit of polish before they 
shine.

You’ll miss Winnipeg once 
you’re gone. Whether I admit it 
or not, I know I will.

You’ll miss it when you’re gone
TANIA KOHUT 
 tania_kohut@yahoo.ca
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Remember life 
before school?  

Me neither, but 

memories of myself 
lying in a bubble 
bath, sipping pink 
champagne while la-

novel. Not really, but 
doesn’t that sound so 

glamorous?  
Now that I’m almost done 

school, I can get back to reading 
for pleasure instead of being forced 
to crack open yet another feminist 
novel set in the 1800s; and what a 
way to get back into the reading 
grind than with Clinton Kelly’s 
Freakin’ Fabulous. 

Freakin’ Fabulous is the go-
to guide on how to dress, speak, 
behave, eat, drink, entertain, dec-
orate and generally be better than 
everyone else. Kelly, one half 
of the fabulous duo from TLC’s 
What Not to Wear, has his masters 
in journalism and has been the ed-

including Glamour. His writing 

show: witty, sarcastic and clever. 
The book opens with a style 

guide for men and women, target-
ing every body type. In his appro-
priateness section, Kelly writes, 

“You might have a beautiful white 

if you wear that white dress to 
your sister’s wedding, you are a 
total beee-otch. (Unless your sis-
ter is marrying the boyfriend she 
stole from you while you were on 
a business trip to Fargo. Then, by 
all means, you should would wear 
a short, hot white dress while 
making a toast that includes the 

In his “how to speak” section, 

Kelly covers common grammar 
confusions like who and whom, 
lay and lie, further and farther, 
and much more.

In his “how to behave” sec-
tion, Kelly covers proper manners 
from how to butter your bread, 
whether or not elbows can go on 
the table, American vs. continen-
tal-style dining to kissing in pub-
lic. 

Kelly also has a “how to eat” 
section with tons of great recipes 
including hollandaise sauce, roast-
ed chicken, French omelettes and a 
nice vinaigrette. Kelly swears that 

you freakin’ fabulous, because not 
only do fabulous people like to 
dine out and surround themselves 
with fabulous restaurants, but the 
fab can also whip up a fabulous 
meal should they need to. His 
recipes are easy to remember and 
look delicious. 

There are “how to drink” and 
“how to entertain” sections as well 
that include a detailed wine list 
and what foods go well with each, 

and how to host the perfect party. 
The “how to decorate” sec-

tion is my personal favourite, cov-
ering what to do with clutter, the 

furnishing with proportion. It’s all 
freakin’ fabulous, honestly. 

The book is laid out like a 

to read. I laughed out loud during 

book in no time at all. Do I feel 

is nothing I hate more than im-
proper grammar (but hey, I slip 
up sometimes, too!). I’ll probably 
only be truly freakin’ fabulous 
once I put his recommendations 
into practice. I’m not quite ready 

shirts just yet.

Shades  
of

VANESSA KUNDERMAN 
layoutprojector@gmail.com

Red

Walking down Prince 
Edward Street in my mom’s 
beloved old neighborhood, North 
Point Douglas, the signs of the 
changing season are everywhere. 
Birds chirp to one another from 
across rooftops and the aging 
cottonwood trees and water from 
melting snow is heard rushing 
down the grates of sewer drains.

Draginja Calic, a.k.a. Donna 
Capone, a.k.a. my mom, moved to 
the area in 1959 from Yugoslavia, 
three years after the Hungarian 
Revolution, which my mom says 
sent many immigrants out of 
Eastern Europe. My grandfather, 

on Prince Edward Street for 
$5,000, and spent his days making 

that house the perfect home for 
his family.

As the three of us approach 
the house, my mom begins to 
chuckle.

“Oh my god, Junie, are those 
my mother’s curtains?” she 
says to Junie, one of her oldest 
friends who still lives in the 
neighbourhood.

Astonishingly, the same 
curtains that my grandmother 
had made so many years ago still 
hang in the window of the house 
that my family hasn’t lived in 
since 1965.

“You guys [immigrants] 
worked so hard,” says Junie at the 
sight of the house.

“Remember the Frumens?” 
asks Junie. “Were they from 
Yugoslavia too?”

“Yes, they lived there I 

believe,” my mom replies, 
pointing to a house just up the 
street.

We walk to the end of the 
road and past a large group of 
teens barbecuing hot dogs and 
trying tricks on a half-pipe ramp 
with BMX bikes. We turn right on 
to Grove Street and Junie points 
to another house.

“That’s an artist couple who 
lives there, isn’t it a beautiful 
house?” she asks.

The yard of the house is 

garden signs that say “Beware, 
We Bite” and an unusual art 
installation of a set of stairs, which 
leads to a door to nowhere. Junie 
tells us that when Susan Sarandon 
came to town she bought some 
jewelry from the wife. 

“She uses some pretty far out 

stuff, like mouse turds and pubic 
hair,” says Junie, as my mom and 
I begin to howl.

We walk back out onto 
Euclid Avenue and past the 
Barber House, Winnipeg’s oldest 
residence. Paintings from area 
school children hang on the fence 
that surrounds it.

As we turn on to Hallet Street, 
two men hammer away at the side 
of a house, while a group of area 
children splash through puddles 
on their bicycles, unleashing their 
relief for winter’s departure.

My mom and Junie laugh and 
reminisce with each other about 
the “old days” as I walk slightly 
behind, taking in the area.

“Oh Julie, your mom was tres 
chic,” Junie says back to me.

I start to laugh at the idea of 
my mom’s days as the bee’s knees 

and then the two of them begin 
to transform before my eyes. I 
imagine Junie and mom kicking 
stones and racing to the corner 
store as kids. I imagine my mom 
slim and beautiful, wearing her 
Eskimo coat and Junie looking 
back at me wearing her trademark 
Buddy Holly glasses as teens. 

And then, it’s just the two of 
them again in the present.

Junie points at a stunning 
brick heritage house. “There 
was a Jewish family who used 
to live here,” she says. I stand on 
the sidewalk staring at the house 
before me, and then look over 
at the two of them. Today was a 
nice day, I think to myself. What 
a nice day.

Pristine Point Douglas
JULIJANA CAPONE 
 julijanacapone@gmail.com


