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SA Censors 
Apartheid Video 
By Michelle Bailey 

A RRCC student's request to 
show a video presentation on 
apartheid has been turned down 
by the Student Association. 

Eriqueson Tayo-Jones, a first-
year autobody student and a 
member of the Manitoba Coali-
tion of Organizations Against 
Apartheid, approached the SA 
with videos dealing with issues in 
South Africa such as trade un-
ions, churches, women's organi-
zations, and press censorship. 

Although the videos were 
viewed by two members of the 
SA program board, Tayo-Jones 
was told that he would not be able 
to have them shown on the large 
television screen in the Tower 
Lounge as he had requested. 

Odowichuk agreed, saying that 
although she never viewed the 
video, they have to follow the 
policy. 

"I do not think it would be a bad 
move to show it, but we have to go 
with this decision," she said. 

Odowichuk also said that the 
majority of the students and inter-
est groups within the college are 
not familiar with the SA policy 
regarding political issues. 

"Something should be done to 
make the students aware of this 
policy," she said. 

Hillman added that if Tayo-
Jones felt strongly about provid-
ing students with information on 
apartheid, he can book a table or a 
lecture theatre so that people Colette 

SA executive director Don 
Hillman said that they had to ref-
use the idea, not only because 
they are leary about the political 
significnce of the material, but 
because it does not coincide with 
their policy. 

"If we show his video, then we 
have to show everybody's video. 
We are not discriminating against 
this particular group, but, in a 
sense, we are discriminating 
against all types of groups be-
cause we cannot allow everyone 
who has an issue they want publi-
cized at the college to do so. Again, 
if we do it for one, we have to do 
it for everyone else too," Hillman 
said. 	k 

SA 	president 

showing interest in the material 
can come and go at their own 
leisure. 

"Outside organizations do not 
have to pay for a table to set up 
information on whatever they are 
representing," Hillman said. 

RRCC is funded by the Depart- 
ment of Education, which Hill- 
man says is a large factor in deter- 
mining what can or cannot be 
shown at the college. 

But Janet Halpin, an outreach 
officer at the Manitoba Coalition 
office does not agree. 

"The Department of Education 
is screening the same videos that 
the student council viewed, and 
they will be shown on Manitoba 
Educational Telivision very 
soon," Halpin said. 

Halpin also said that she thinks 

No apartheid video here 

the provincial government does 
not have very much influence on 
what the college chooses to do 
with political issues such as apart-
heid. 

"If the student council is saying 
no to the videos , it is because they 
have their own problems with the 
issue, not because the provincial 
government is telling them not to 
show it. It is an issue that has to be 
addressed," she said. 

Tayo-Jones was unavailable for 
comment at press time. 

Rick Dedi, assistant to the presi-
dent at RRCC pointed out that 
there are two seperate policies 
regarding these types of political 
issues at the college. 

See SA/3 

Bands attract crowds 

RRCC Toughens Assault Policy 
By Susan Zielinski 

RRCC will soon have a new 
assault policy to provide guide-
lines for all support staff, the col-
lege's security supervisor said. 

"The policy was always there," 
Ernie Marion said. 

"We're just reinforcing in the 
policy that there are other support 
staff," besides security who should 
be involved. 

of an ad hoc committee which 
began rewriting the policy in 
December 1988. 

"That was one of the first things 
we had to resolve," Kelly said. , 

"We felt it would be an advan- 
tage to the victim if we addressed 
crime on campus rather than spe-
cifically just sexual assault. 

"We felt there should be a gen-
eral, formal arrangement for re-
porting crime that has occured." 

ment should do, we want a gen-
eral framework that would be 
flexible to the victims' wishes, 
Kelly said. 

"I don't think you have the right 
to make the decision for an adult" 

Our only obligation is to offer 
assistance, she said. 

Tentative recommendations - 	_ 
include plastic signs by :public 
ptiones listing emergency infor- 
mation, keeping detailed records 
of crimes on campus and a quar- 
terly report. 

Information sources like the 
Student Survival Guide, the 
Projector and the staff news letter 
will help communicate the policy 
to both students and staff. 

The committee should be ready 
to submit its final draft this month 
and the policy should be passed 
by the executive committee in 
April, Brian Hanson, acting Vice-
president Student Affairs, said. 

Seven members, including rep-
resentatives from the Health 
Centre and Counselling, are part 

The responsibilities of security, 
information dispersal and preyen-
five measures are the main areas 
of discussion at the meetings. 

Although there is still some 
discussion as to what each depart- 

Where's that board? 

"It's a good cross section of 
people involved with students on 
campus," Muriel Kelly, counsel-
lor and chairman of the commit-
tee, said. 

As the result of the mishandling 
of a sexual assault case in October 
1988, the committee was created 
to formulate a new policy. How-
ever, the policy will not only deal 
with sexual assault. 

Bug . Day Winners! Literary Supplement , Swan Lake 
Our Prez, 
Colette Odowichuk 
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Cleaning out 
mental closets 

Some thoughts from an ignora-
mus. 

In fact, they can hate Rushdie and 
all he has to say. But they must 
agree on Rushdie's right to say it. 

All over the world, the furor 
over Salman R ushdie.'s novel, The 
Satanic Verses has grown to epi-
demic proportions. 

Every media outlet in every city 
is running stories on the contro-
versial book and the call by Ira-
nian dictator Khomaini for the 
murder of the author. 

Putting a public price on 
Rushdie's head is barbaric, abso-
lutely unacceptable. What's 
equally unacceptable is Prime 
Minister Mulroney's refusal to 
make it clear to Iran that Canada 
is appalled and disgusted by the 
death threat. 

Women of the world, rejoice. 
Sing out Hallelujah. 

A great precedent has been set 
for you, a precedent set by MLA 
Judy Wasylycia-Leis. 

If you're a mother, and you 
work, bring the kids along for a 
fun day at the office. Hey, if Judy 
can do it, so can you. 

Judy brought along her little 
bundle of joy to the legislature a 
while back, and even nursed the 
little critter to boot! Now, I'm no 
prude, but this kind of thing has 
got to stop. 

I'm for keeping breast-feeding 
a private matter best left in the 
home. 

And all you feminists out there 
can hate me if you want to! 

What's all the fuss about any-
way. Isn't Khomaini going a little 
bit overboard? I mean, did Roger 
Procyk offer big bucks to wipe 
out the Projector staff when we 
nailed him on the New Orleans 
trip last year? No!! 

Surely, Roger was as upset as 
Khomaini, but he didn't offer SA 
funds to knock us off. 

The Iranian leader should close 
his wallet and renounce the death 
threat. Upsetting as the novel may 
be to Muslims around Canada, 
they should remember that we 
have no more precious right than 
the right of free expression. They 
don't have to agree with the novel. 

The Students' Association is 
feeling damn positive after re-
viewing the preliminary results 
of Bug Day. The SA is proud of 
the fact it approached the student 
body and asked for their opinions 
and suggestions - and got a re-
sponse. Actually a huge response. 

Somewhere in the neighbor-
hood of 500 responses were col-
lected by the SA, and the final 
results will be in after the March 
break. 

Nice going, kids! 

Editor-in-Chief 	 Jason Bell 
News Editor 	Anthony Connolly 
Entertainment Editor 	Marc Grant 
Sports Editor 	 Gene Still 
Production 	 Diana Giesbrecht 

The Projector is written and compiled every two 
weeks by Red River students for Red River 
students. If you have any comments regarding the 
paper, please contact us in Trailer 'K' next to the 
student parking lot. 

632-2479 
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WILLIAM J. CESSFORD, 
F.C.M.A. 
Director — Money Management 

Banking 
Province of Manitoba 
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More Men 
into Childcare Hall Talk: 

Should the SA be 
more politically active? 

By L. E Wilson 
There has been a dramatic in-

crease in the number of men en-
rolling in the Child Care Course at 
the college this year, the RRCC 
Child Care Studies department 
said. 

Five men originally started the 
course in September, and three 
are well on their way to complet-
ing term two. (There are no men 
in second year.) 

The increased amount could be 
a reflection of the change in soci-
ety, said department head Frances 
Evers. 

"One of the reasons (is), it is 
more acceptable for men to work 
with young children," she said. 

Children need care from men as 
well as women. 

"It gives a balance to the chil-
dren's lives," Evers said. 

Child Care student Don Mil-
berg, 25, agreed, and said it was 
important for children to have 
good male role models. 

Milberg originally planned on 
being a teacher, but realized chil- 

dren needed positive role models 
as early as possible and switched 
from university to the Child Care 
course at RRCC. 

If you start when they're young, 
there is more of a chance of catch-
ing problems, he said 

Milberg is a strong supporter of 
day care, as it frees women to 
pursue other goals. 

"I believe in equal rights for 
women. To say a woman has to 

get into child care just after high 
school graduation, but his appli-
cation was rejected. He worked as 
a farmer and a carpenter, but 
always felt drawn to his first ca-
reer choice. 

Last year, he reapplied and was 
accepted into the Ch ild Care Stud-
ies program. 

Although he has his own ver-
sion of a daycare at home, he is the 
father of four young children with 
another one on the way, he feels 
he can make a contribution to 
many daycare children's lives. 

There is a real need for men in 
daycare because of the number of 
children from single-parent 
homes, he said. 

"I feel there is a real need for 
males in the day care." 

Many daycare workers have 
told him, "boy, wouldn't it be 
nice if we had a least one male." 

While many women report 
problems entering male-domi-
nated fields, men entering child 
care have few complaints. 

in the school. They can raise 
awareness, but only to a certain 
extent." 

But, Pete Szekely, a Drafting 
student, disagreed, saying that he 
felt that the SA should be the 

By Michelle Lombardi 
Politics may not always be the 

topic of choice around Red River, 
but this week students responded 
readily when asked about the 
subject of apartheid. 

Four students volunteered their 
opinions on whether or not the 
Students' Association should 
become more involved in public 
issues such as South Africa. 

"I don't think we can really 
affect what's going on in South 
Africa. It's another country. I think 
it's up to them to solve their own 
problems and in a way they're 
doing that right now," Scott 
Anderson, an Electronics student, 
said. Lisa Kord 

"The women I work with are 
pretty good; they respect the male 
perspective," said Milberg. 

"Raising consciousness will 
only go so far. It just gets people 
worked up and there are a lot of 
problems right here in Canada 
that are important, like how we 
treat our aboriginal people. Are 
we really any better than South 
Africa?" Second year Child Care Stud-

ies student Cathy Lutes, 27, agreed 
that women accept the men well. 

The men are "just one of the 
workers," she said. 

Another second year student 

Lisa Korb, a Business Admini-
stration student, agreed. 

"They're (SA) involved in a lot 
of committees already. I don't 
know if they would have the time. 
They're involved in committees 
on AIDS and daycare. I think they 
should be more internally involved 

stay home to look after children is 
an injustice. I get tired of the S tone 
Age guys out there." 

Another male student, Alan 
Buckley, 30, originally wanted to 

voice of the student body. 
"Common sense would tell you 

that apartheid is not a very popu-
lar subject. It gets people upset. I 
don't think that it would have a 
negative affect," Szekely said in 
reference to SA involvement. 
"The worst thing that could hap-
pen would be that it would have 
no affect and there's nothing 
wrong with that. If there's even a 
slight possibility that it might 
affect something positively, then 
go for it." 

Karen Bramadat from Devel-
opmental Services said that the 
SA doesn't give much feedback 
at the present time on public is-
sues. 

"I think it's important for the 
world to know more about what's 
happening in South Africa and 
not just the college. I would think 
that some people would become 
more aware about the situation 
and get involved voluntarily in 
committees that are helping to 
fight apartheid in South Africa. 

"They (SA) could have a major 
impact," she said, "providing 
anybody wanted to listen." 

Karen Bramadat 

said it was good to see men in the 
course because of the role-mode-
ling for the children. 

"The more males that are tak-
ing the course, the better," Sharon 
Allen, 25, said. 

Board Back! 
By Anthony Connolly 

The SA programming board 
went missing two weeks ago in 
what the director called a joke, 
well the board was returned and 
the SA are still laughing. 

The board's disapperance was 
shroud in mystery both when it 
was taken and returned, presumea-
bly by the same person, SA ex-
ecutive director Don Hillman said. 

"I can't see someone actually 
stealing it," he said. 

A giant blank grey square sat 
where the board was for about a 
week. 

The board was lauded by stu-
dents for its visibility of coming 
events. 

The board cost the SA $80, 
Hillman said. 

The board went missing the 

same night as an SA program-
ming meeting and Hillman is sure 
the absent sign is only a prank. 

The SA hung a small sign say-
ing "Have you seen our board?" 
on the spot near the SA office 
door. 

"I have a feeling its still in the 
school," Hillman said before the 
board was returned. 

Why would anyone want it? 
SA public relations director, 

Anne Courtney said the board had 
received raves from students. 

"It was good, students could go 
by and see what was going on." 

Hillman said he still had to 
check to see if the sign had simply 
fallen down and been moved. 

Or, he said, "Could you see 
someone trying to steal that thing 
by hiding it under their coat." 

Scott Anderson 

Pete Szekely 
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If he's not. Smile. Do nothing, 
don't send money, don't dance in 
the public square. Don't call up 
you Islamic friends and taunt 
them. 

The process is an old one, very 
old. It's called making up your 
own mind. 

Don't let an Iranian Islamic 
peasant girl with a sign saying "I 
will kill Rushdie" make up your 
mind for you. 

Don't let an exiled Muslim born 
writer, prone to fantasy, map out 
your thoughts. 

Don't let burning effigies en-
gulf your resolve, nor let porn- . 

 pous American literary giants 
write your testament. 

Read for yourself. 
The path to discovery is often 

lined with conflict, both inner and 
surface, but is a road well worth 
taking. 

Its better than taking anyone 
else's word for it. 

Read and enjoy. Smile and 
do a little dance and decide 
whether or not in your world a 
bookstore exists to display the 
freedom of choice. 

Don't write the Ayatullah. 
Keep it to yourself, lend the 

book to friends, just like you would 
a good novel, say, A.N. Wilson's 
Incline our Hearts, whatever. 

If you find the Koran a slight 
against your own religion or 
against the Satanic Verses feed 
the alligators likewise. 

If the Koran is that missing 
guiding light your dark days need 
then by all means immerse thyself 
and others. • 

Smile. Do nothing. 
Okay, do a dance if you wish. 

Change your name and do 
whatever the Islamic religion 
dictates, as all religions do—ex 
cept if your a Taoist. 

W.A.Connolly 

SA Hogs the Weekends 
Dear Editor, 

At the beginning of the school 
term in April of 1988 the Cana-
dian Food Service Executive 
Association decided to hold a 
fund-raising social. 

We made all the proper arrange-
ments with the college Students' 
Association office, plus all the 
other arrangements that go along 
with organizing a social. 

Much to our dismay we found 
out that the Students' Association 
was having a "beer bash"-the day 
prior to our social. This killed us 

only for the smaller student asso-
ciations. It could very well oper-
ate on a first come, first serve 
basis for the smaller associations. , 
To me this would seem a lot more 
fair than what is going on now. 

I would like to hear a response 
from our Students' Association. 

because everyone had spent their 
money at the beer bash. Our so- 
cial was a failure because of this. 

What bugged me about this 
situation is that the Students' 
Association knows they have a 
monopoly on the college and uses 
it to other smaller associations' 
disadvantage. 

What I might suggest for next 
year, so as to avoid this situation 
again, is for the Students' Asso- 
ciation to set aside a certain per- 
centage of the weekends that are 

James A. Siddall 
Hotel & Restaurant 
Administration 

I want to read the Koran. I want 
to read The Satanic Verses. 
I should be able to read both. 

In my bookstore, an idyllic and 
cairn emporium of freedom and 
open mindness, both the Koran 
and Satanic Verses would sit in 
the window. If you bought one; 
you got the other. 

Free. 
Like in freedom of speech, free-

dom of religion or free will. 
Buy the Koran and get Salman 

Rushdie's novel, buy the novel 
and get the Koran the Islamic 
'bible" or sacred scripture. 

Then, you as an intelligent 
reader could decide for yourself, 
whether Rushdie was blasme-
phmous or not. 

If he is,go into the bathroom 
and throw the book, page by torn 
page down the toilet and let the 
alligators of Manitoba feed on the 
maligning passages. 

continued from page 1 
Dedi encourages students to 

take this mute if they would like 
to provide the college with in-
sights on issues that are of con-
cern to society, such as anti-apart-
heid. 

"The Student Association has 
their policy, administration has 
it's own. They are considered an 
independent group within the 
college. We do not have any in-
fluence on them as they are a 
seperate entity. Administration 
does not interfere with their pol-
icy except if something they were 
doing was inappropriate for the 
college, but they are very respon-
sible," Dedi said. 

Dedi stressed that the video 
screen in the Tower Lounge be-
longs to the SA, and it is strictly 
up to them to decide what can be 
shown on it. 

If an individual or a group 
wanted to provide students with 

information on a certain issue, 
Dedi said that they can take two 
approaches. The first would be to 
book a lecture theatre through 

Marie Delorme in administration. 
She will be able to tell you what 
facilities are available. Next would 
be to visit Bernie Gross in media 
services, in order to book a ma-
chine. Putting up posters, after 
approval from either administra-
tion or the SA, is also acceptable. 

"When you invite people to 
bring in their bag lunches and 
view something that may be of 
interest to them, they will be more 
willing to participate rather than 
having the information shoved in 
their face," Dedi said. 

No passion in the world is equal to the passion to alter 
someone else's draft. -H. G. Wells 
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What would you like to be 
when you grow up? 



Alit UM or. 
By Marc Grant 

Think of the word "Presi-
dent". 

Play with it; form the letters 
in your mind and imagine the 
type of person that the title 
would be attatched to. 

Some might imagine a large, 
opressing figure controlling 
everything from behind a wide 
desk. 

Take that image, replace the 
oppressing figure with some-
thing more petite, remove the 
desk and add an open mind. 

When you're finished, you'll 
have someone who looks and 
acts much like the Students' 
Association President, Colette 
Odowichuk. 

A little less than a year ago, 
Odowichuk approached students 
with a friendly, open-minded 
campaign which helped her to 
beat the incumbent president, 
Roger Procyk by 112 votes. 

Odowichuk said she thought 
that running would be a good 
experience, describing herself as 
organizational, the type of 
person who always became 
involved with different school 
clubs and committees. 

For her, running for Presi-
dent was just another way of 
getting involved. 

When she won, Odowichuk 
had no illusions, she knew that 
her job wouldn't be easy, and 
was told so by many people. 

"Everyone tells you it's a 

Colette Odowichuk 
part one: the job 

tough job. Roger (Procyk) 
warned me. But did I listen, did 
that stop me? No," Odowichuk 
joked. 

Odowichuk and her new 
Executive Council decided the 
open door policy preached 
during the campaign should 
play a big part of their term, and 
so set out to make themselves 
more visible to students. 

"It was really important to 

accessible, but it's not always 
possible... I can't (do school 
work) in here anymore," she 
said, commenting on her office, 
"I have to go study in the 
Library, or at home because 
people are always walking in 
here," Odowichuk said. 

The constant walk on the 
tightrope between her responsi- 
bilities as President and student, 
is one area of her job that she 
dislikes. 

us, because we didn't know who 
the (past) Executive was," 

Odowichuk explained. 
By being visible, Odowichuk 

hoped that the Executive would 
be a bit more accesible to 
students than their predessos-
sors. 

She has learned, however, 
that there are limits as to how 
accesible one should be. 

"You can always be more 

"At the universities, it's your 
job, you do it all year long - but 
here, when you're not in class, 
you're in (the Students' Asso-
ciation office)... it's not all fun 
and games, you really have to 
work," she said. 

Odowichuk feels that 
maintaining this balance has 
forced the Executive to keep 
things in perspective. 

She said that the Executive, 
as students, know that their 
responsibility is to the students. 

As things often do, 
Odowichuk's studies and duties 
have overlapped slightly, 
providing an education that she 
wouldn't have recieved in any 
of her Business Administration 
courses. 

"I've learned more here this 
past year than in class. We're 
basically a small business, and 
every day, we're dealing with 
customers, our clients - stu- 
dents," Odowichuk commented. 

With nominations for next 
year's Executive approaching, 
Odowichuk hopes that whom-
ever takes her job next year will 
attempt to communicate with 
students the way she has. 

"If you're doing it for the 
glory, think again - it's not just 
a good time," she said. 

Admittedly, she can't do 
much about those who might 
waste their term as president, 
but she feels that those people 
have more to lose by not being 
active: you get out of the job 
what you put into 

Horrorscopes 
SAGITTARIUS 
(November 23-December 21): 
Romance will play a big part in 
the days to come. Not your 
romance, somebody else's. 
You'll just have to keep 
fantasizing for now. Sorry. 

SCORPIO 
(October 23-November 21): 
Spotlight on smoke and mirrors. 
Something is, in reality, not 
what you first thought it was. 
And you drank it, too. Hoo boy, 
are you gonna feel it in the 
morning. 

TAURUS 
(April 20-May 20): 
Student apathy runs rampant in 
tin foreseeable future. In fact, 
brain wave activity will drop in 
spite of the pressing issues 
facing students today. This, of 
course, gives you the green light 
to get away pretty much 
anything you want. Or at least it 
would, if you'd get off your 
heiny and go for it. 

LIBRA 
(September 23-October 22): 
You will finally win the lottery! 
Your lucky numbers are... 
well... let me check... Oh, my 
jacket... one minute... Not 
there... Well, uh, maybe next 
time, okay? Really sorry about 
that. Gosh, where did I put 
them? 

By Miss Tysism and 
Skids Muldoon 

CAPRICORN 
(December 22-January 19): 
The future holds a grim test of 
your ablities. Everything is on 
the line for this evaluation of 
your performance thus far. 
Preparation for this momentious 
event is crucial. So go and study 
up instead of gawking at the 
Horrorscopes, you ninghead. 
Sheesh.... IF YOU WERE BORN ON 

NOVEMBER 22: 
The stars tell us that we have 
been ignoring you since the start 
of this column. But then again, 
you're probably used to people 
ignoring you. You're probably 
using this form of invisibility to 
your advantage, like watching 
members of the opposite sex 
undress. They'll never see you, 
will they? Well the jigs up, pal, 
we've found you out! Focus on 
walking into the wrong wash-
room. 

PISCES 
(February 19-March 20): 
You finally meet someone you 
can relate to. Unfortunately, 
they haven't gone past the 
teething stage, so you'll have to 
pick up their end of the conver-
sation. Focus on flying food and 
the nickname "Drool Bunny". 

VIRGO 
(August 23-September 22): 
Expect to receive death threats 
in the coming days over the 
release of your controversial 
book. You will have to go into 
hiding because of the price 
levied on your head by an 
offended spritual leader. Who 
would have guessed a Don 
Cherry biography would cause 
such a kefuffle? 

LEO 
(July 23-August 22): 
Keep track of those little things. 
You may have something 
important on you now that could 
be misplaced. It could be 
anywhere, but you'll never find 
it! Don't throw out anything! 
Watch for special message in 
Libra. 

GEMINI 
(May 21-June 20): 
The dreary doldrums of Febru-
ary can be cured, but it's up to 
you to take the initiative. Rally 
your friends to a worthy cause, 
and put meaning into your 
sordid existence. You and your 
friends' will find that there's few 
things in life that match the 
experience of being my under-
ling. Send your resumes and an 
8x10 glossy today. 

CANCER 
(June 21-July 22): 
You will start a rival campus 
newspaper, specializing in 
sensational, "trash" stroies. 
Your first big break will be the 
gripping story of the mole 
people. Tragically, though, your 
scoop will be blown, and it's all 
the fault of that web-slinging 
weasel, Spiderman! Get on the 
phone with Parker. Spotlight on 
cigars and the letter "J". 

ARIES 
(March 21-April 19): 
The stars say that you will have 
one of the most exciting half 
hours of your life this week. 
What stars? The stars of the 
Hollywood Squares, silly. What 
a great way to spend half an 
hour. What, you think you're 
the world's only pathetic slob 
without a social life? 

AQUARIUS 
(January 21-February 18): 
Intuition (or a hunch) rings true. 
So does the phone. And the 
door bell. And some church 
bells. The bells! The bells! 
Focus on Norte Dame. 
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CANRAILPASS 
Unlimited train travel in Canada 
for the unlimited imagination. 

There's never been a 
better time to see Canada by 

train. Now, with VIA Rail's new 
Canrailpass, you can travel coast- 
to-coast or by region for one great 
price. It's your passport to seeing 
Canada in the most affordable 
style. 

Unlimited mileage and 
flexibility 

The moment you own a Canrail- 
pass is the moment you own the 
country. You may travel anywhere 
you want, with as many stops as 
you want, when you want. Canrail- 
pass is designed for the 'plan as 
you go' traveller. You can even add 
days prior to your first departure. 

UP TO A MAALVtjv 
OF 15 EXTRA DAYS 

FREE CANADIAN HOSTELLING 
ASSOC. MEMBERSHIP INCLUDED* 

VIA trains 
cover our country 

VIA Rail has over 18,500 kilo- 
metres of track. Our trains stop in 
over 416 Canadian communities. 
It's a rail network that covers the 
country as only the train can. 

The romance of 
train travel 

Your vacation begins the 
moment you board our trains. 
Friendly service, freedom to move 
around and opportunities to meet 
other travelling adventurers like 
yourself. All these unique qualities 
make the train a natural choice. 
Don't forget to bring an address 
book to record the names of the 
new friends you'll make! 

For complete details, call your 
travel agent or VIA Rail. 
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Expect the Unexpected 

aSs  
IF...Buying Trip Stock 

Arriving All Thru March 
•5 new T-shirt designs 	•Tie-dye tees and tanks 
•Sunglasses --new styles 	•Jewelery--more & different 
•Military pants, jackets & 	•Hats--fedoras, babels, top hats 
accessories 	 and many more 
•Gloves--new & vintage 	•Postcards--500 bizarre designs 

•Vintage Summer Wear--shorts, shirts, skirts, dresses, smoking 
jackets, robes, raincoats, lingerie and much, much more... 

IF 
you have to get dressed in the morning... 

847 Corydon Ave. Mon-Sat 11-6/Fri 'til 8 

Get the Raid!!!!!!!!!!! 
By Jamie Shanks 

I must say it, The Fly!! is a good 
film but it'll probably bug you. 
Ha! I kill me. 

It's a sickening pun, to be sure, 
but let's face it, in some parts it's 
a sickening movie. 

The Fly Il picks up basically 
where its predecessor left us. Seth 
Brundle (Jeff Goldblum), the 
slightly crazed scientist who has 
his genetic structure scrambled 
with that of a fly while testing his 
teleportation device, dies as a 
ghastly, mutated creature and 
leaves Geena Davis pregnant with 
his unborn child. The sequel be-
gins, appropriately enough, with 
thescreams of Mom's labour pains 
and—yes--a gory birth. 

The story launches itself from 
there. Admittedly, it takes its time 
getting started, but once Eric Stoltz 
takes the reins as Brundle's son 
Martin, the film finds a steady 
groove. Stoltz is hauntingly good 
as the brilliant but naive and inno-
cent prisoner of the laboratory 
where he has lived all his life 
under close watch... 

To give away any more would 
be to ruin much of the film's sus-
pense, even though we all darn 
well know what Martin Brundle's 
irrevocable destiny is, thanks to 
his rather unique family heritage. 

That is the film's strength. It 
must work against our knowledge 
of what is eventually going to 
happen—since it follows almost 
exactly the same structure as the 
first movie—and succeeds in 
doing so. The tension created 
through the web of plot and origi- 

Please, please, put away that fly swatter! 

nal characters begins to snowball 
near the conclusion. 

And the film manages some-
what to recreate the sense of 
macabre that the The Fly had; 
during the advanced stages of his 
transformation, there is a scene 
where Martin is mesmerized and 
fascinated by an ultraviolet bug 
zapper hanging outside a window. 
He gazes at it, muttering, "...it's 
beautiful...so compelling..." Just 
like a real fly would, I suppose. 

But the special effects! 
Be warned now—don't go 

having a big dinner on the night 
you plan to go see The Fly 11 or 
you may end up mining your 
date's evening. 

Chris Walas, who won an 
Academy Award—rightfully 
so—for the special effects work 
he did in The Fly, not only did the 
effects for this flick but directed it 
as well. His directorial talents 
aside, this obviously allowed him 
the authority to say, "All right, 
everyone stand back as we zoom 
in for an extreme close-up of this 
guy's head exploding." 

One is reminded of John 
Carpenter's The Thing back in 
1982, where the makeup effects 
took over the movie and over-
shadowed the story, the charac-
ters, everything. 

But luckily, that doesn't really 
happen with The Fly II. True 
enough, the movie is sometimes 
treated merely as a vehicle for the 
effects, but the story remains in-
tact. It's a powerful story and it 
will probably end up as a big 
spring sleeper. 

But the ending will keep you 
awake for days. Sexton's Sextet 

bum. Borrowing from Steve Earle, 
Sexton performs three of Earle's 

tunes on the disc, the most likable 
being "I Can't Cry." 

Produced by Bob Clearmoun-
tain (Bryan Adams, Bruce Spring-
steen, Pretenders, INXS), Sexton 
is able to powerfully showcase 
the driving rock which makes up 
the album. 

It is amazing that Sexton was 
able to complete this album. A 
motorcycle accident nearly de-
stroyed his hand, which made the 
physical hardships nearly impos-
sible to overcome. 

It is evident that Sexton realizes 
just how lucky he was by some of 
the impressive tiffs played like 
the few during "All We Know". 
Very complex riffs set the tone for 
most of the album's cuts. 

Sexton's album was different 
from previous efforts in that it 
was much more mature. After a 
few ups and downs, Charlie Sex-
ton had decided to finally not look 
back and push for the future. 

By Jason Hopko 
After being so lonely, Charlie 

Sexton finally isn't looking back. 
Don't Look Back is Sexton's 

release from Median Music, cur- 
Keith Richards of the Rolling 
Stones, Don Henley, Jimmy Bar- 
nes and Bob Dylan. 

His latest effort puts all of these 
talents mentioned above into the 
songwriting and guitar playing on 
the album. The title track reaches 
out from the speaker and takes the 
listener through the winding road 
of songs which make up the al- 
rently being distributed in local 
record stores by MCA. 

The first thing you hear about 
Sexton is the child prodigy legend - 
who learned the finer points of 
guitar playing from Stevie Ray 
Vaughan, toured with the Clash at 
15, and broke into the top 20 with 
a hit single "Beats So Lonely". 
The next thing you usually hear is 
the list of folks who have ad-
mired/hired Sexton for his talent. 
This list includes Ron Wood and 

MCA nit  
Woods 
for True Believers Only 

By Randall King 
The admission, "I am a James 

Woods fan" is akin to confessing, 
say, "I enjoy shoplifting." Realis-
tically, you could expect the same 
reaction from both statements. 

It is because of the characters 
Woods always plays. He is the 
newest embodiment of the tainted 
American in the great tradition of 
actors like Jack Nicholson and 
Humphrey Bogart. 

Although his roles are diverse, 
he specializes in parts where 
sleazy self-interest struggles 
against Higher Moral Conscience 
within that skinny frame (Best 
Seller, Salvador). 

Like his predecessors, Woods 
is quite willing to take on charac-
ters that are almost completely 
devoid of sympathetic qualities. 
He then proceeds to make us 
sympathize anyway. That is his 
gift. 

In True Believer, Woods plays 
a lawyer named Eddie Dodd. You 
have to wonder, given his spe-
cialty, why no one ever thought to 
cast him as a lawyer before. (For 
that matter, you wonder why no 
one has evercast him as an "Eddie" 
before. All James Woods' char-
acters should be named Eddie.) 

In the 60's, Dodd was a noted 
leftist, civil-rights attorney. In the 
bad old 80's, he specializes in 
getting dope dealers released on 
civil rights technicalities. 

But when he finds himself de-
fending a case where a Korean 
immigrant is wrongfully impris-
oned for the murder of a Chinese 
gang member, Eddie sees a way 
to professional redemption. 

The premise of True Believer is 
intriguing. Combined with other 
promising elements, the film 
should fly. 

The director, Joseph Ruben, 

distinguished himself last year 
with an outstanding, smart, very 
nasty thriller called The Stepfa- 
ther. He knows what he's doing. 

And the mere presence of James 
Woods can save the weakest film. 

With all that it has going for it, 
True Believer fails and it appears 
to be the writer's fault. 

The best moment of the film is 
near the beginning, in a prison 
chapel scene. A Nazi inmate with 
tattoos of teardrops on his face 
sings "Amazing Grace" through 
gritted teeth while his friends 
prepare him to do murder by tap-
ing shivs to his hands. 

That tiny, odd scene is filled 
with suspense, dread of incipient 
violence, and not a little grotesque 
humour. 

If only the whole film could 
sustain that level of originality. 
But it is not to be. 

The remainder of the film's 
machinations are as predictable 
and inevitable as any old episode 
of Perry Mason. 

Characters seem to be thrown 
in for the sole purpose of saying 
things like, "Don't give up, Ed-
die!" or "I don't know where Mr. 
Dodd is, Your Honour!" 

Robert Downey Jr. plays one 
such character. He plays a straight 
character for probably the first 
time in his career and comes off as 
a blank spot on the screen. He 
contributes little more than a name 
on the credits calculated to pull in 
some youth demographics. 

Once again, the task falls to 
Woods to carry the film and be its 
flamboyant standard bearer. 
Unfortunately, True Believer is 
just too standard to bear. 

James Woods should stop being 
a busy actor. 

He should sit and wait for a 
script worthy of his talents. 

Carnival Barker: Religion and a response 
By Harlan L. Barker, Esq. 

What is all this about Salman 
Rushdie's The Satanic Verses? 

C' mon people, enough already. 
I mean, the guy knew what he 

was doing. 
Look at his name: Rush die. 
For those of you who are very 

slow (as I imagine many of you to 
be): He's in a rush to die. 

Anyone who attacks religion is 
in a rush to die. 

Let's not lie to each other: the 
situation wouldn't be much dif-
ferent if somebody atacked the 
Holy Bible. 

Okay, there'd be no public death 
threats, but the intent would still 
be there. 

Lines of foaming, fundamen-
talist rednecks would gather with 

On a personal note, I'd like to 
thank the original Misanthropist 
for writing in: 

friend are as evil as everyone else. 
And you can claim that going to 

church makes you a better person, 
but then I'll show you the televan-
galists who take money from the 
poor. 

Or the churches that try to su-
press what they feel to be"unethi-
cal". 

Or the numbers of priests who 
molested chiorboys. 

Which brings us back to the 
point: you are twisted. 

Next time you think yourself 
better than the Ayatullah or even 
Bob Guccione (and they have 
more in common than you'd be-
lieve), think again. 

You're twisted. 

my column. Read it again and 
write to me when you finally 
understand. 

Yes, it is a cheap shot to attack 
writers like this, but then again 
they attacked me. 

And I'm so very defensive. 
Besides, when I was given this 

hack column, nobody told me I 
had to be nice. 

Your letter gave me the fodder 
I needed to drop the horrid title 
from this column. 

Yes, you thought up the title 
"Misanthropist's Corner" all by 
yourself, and now you can keep it 
all to yourself. Your suggested 
title, "Gutless Whining" is every 
bit as good as your original tide, 
but I prefer the one I picked for 
myself. 

And as for the young woman 
who wrote in, claiming that I 
missed the point of Gordon Sin-
clair' s column: 

Honey, you missed the point of 

EVERYONE BENEFITS 
when you give to the United 
Way. You're helping children, 
teenagers, adults with 
problems, the sick, elderly and 
handicapped. Give to the 
United Way ... it means so 
much to so many. 

their pitchforks and torches in 
order to save the grace of their 
precious God by beating the au-
thor to death. 

Or perhaps the violence would 
be much more subtle, taking the 
course of, say, cf nsorship. 

We're no better than the Is-
lamic people, the only difference 
is that we keep these dirty little 
plans to ourselves while they shout 
them out. 

Humanity, as a whole, is 
twisted. We have evil thoughts. 

It's normal. 
But don't, don' t, come running 

up to me and say "Ooh, isn't it 
awful what the Ayatullah threat-
ened to do to that poor author?" 
because I will laugh in your face. 

A loud, hearty laugh for you my 
* * * 

Woods, Downey Jr.,. and Okumoto 
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WHY MORE 
PEOPLE CHOOSE 

CGA: 
• CGA offers the broadest scope training 
professionals to lead in commerce, industry, 
government, or public practice, with course 
options to match career needs. 

• CGA members with five or more years exper- 
ience hold senior positions and place among 
Canada's top 5% income earners. 

• Earn while you learn through full time 
employment—studying CGA Canada's exclusive 
microcomputer integrated professional program. 

• College or University credits (minimum 65%) 
may be applied for advanced standing in the five 
level program. 
• Largest and fastest growing professional 
program in Manitoba, with more than 75 years of 
excellence in Canada and 16 other countries. 

These are just some of the reasons why we're able 
to say that no professional accounting designa- 
tion is more sought after, more versatile or more 
contemporary. 

The Certified General Accountants 
Association of Manitoba 
Number Four Donald Street South 
Winnipeg, Manitoba R3L 2T7 

Telephone: 477-1256 or Toll free: 1-800-282-8001 

A Professional Association Incorporated in 1973 

Swan Lake 
Effortless for RWB 

PHANTOMS 
By Marc Grant 

The true test of showing one's 
mastery at anything is to make the 
effort look effortless. 

By this standard, the Royal 
Winnipeg Ballet has mastered 
Swan Lake. 

The ballet, which ran from 
March 1-5, was the cumulation 
of a four-year effort to bring this 
classic to Winnipeg audiences. 

This effort, however, did not go 
without it's costs, and the cost of 
Swan Lake was over $270,000. 

But this is little when compared 
to the sheer amount of work done 
to live up to the expectations that 
a ballet like Swan Lake brings out 
in an audience. 

To do the performance justice, 
the RWB called upon over 40 of 
its students, the Winnipeg Sym-
phony Orchestra and the Russian-
born ballet teacher, Galina Yor-
danova. 

Swan Lake follows the story of 
Prince Siegfried who mustchoose 
a bride the day after his coming of 
age. 

The evening before he must 
choose this bride, he discovers a 
lake where swans turn into beau-
tiful women. Siegfried is greeted 
by the queen of the swans, Odette, 
who tells him that the maiden/ 
swans are under the spell of the 
sorcerer Rothbart, and only the 
power of faithful love will break 

By Michael Stadnyk 

"Feast your eyes, glut your soul, 
on my accursed ugliness!" 

With these words, the phantom 
tears his mask away to reveal a 
grotesque, skull-like face under-
neath. 

gives way to the gentle touch of a 
young man in love. 

Hart's frail form seems suited 
to playing a graceful bird, and her 
total control over her body has 
never been more apparent than in 
her solos during this performance. 

Also deserving special note are 
John Kaminski as Rothbart, and 
Steven Hyde as the Jester. 

Kaminski's dance shows the 
same power Harrington's does, 
but without the tender qualities of 
Harrington's character, Kaminski 
is a ball of raw power and muscle, 
cutting loose with ruthless, daring 
moves. 

This famous scene shocked 
audiences nearly 64 years ago 
when the original film, Phantom 
of the Opera, was first shown. 

Recently, Cinematheque pre- 
sented this silent 1925 horror 
classic, starring Lon Chaney, as 
part of their weekend film series. 

Accompanying this special 
presentation was live organ mu-
sic performed by Winnipeg musi-
cian/composer Lawrence Ritchey. 
Most of Richey's performance 
was an original score that he 
improvised as he watched the 
movie. 

the spell.Of course, Siegfried falls 
in love with the queen and pledges 
his love to her. 

The next day, at a ball, Roth-
ban, disguised as a knight, pres-
ents Odile to Siegfried. Odile, who 
looks exactly Odette, fools the 
prince into pledging his love to 
her, and so betraying his promise 
to Odette. 

A vision of the swans causes 
Siegfried to realize the deception, 
and he rushes back to the lake to 
redeem himself to Odette. There, 
he meets Rothbart and challenges 
him to combat. 

Siegfried, as if you had any 
doubts, wins, and all is good in the 
world once again. 

The important test of this ballet 
is the bond between the dancers 
playing Siegfried and Odette; if 
there is no chemistry between 
them, the whole story is lost. 

Thankfully, the chemistry be-
tween Guest Dancer Rex Harring-
ton, and Principal Dancer Evelyn 
Hart is very strong. Throughout 
the work, the two look as if they 
have always belonged (and longed 
to be) together. 

Harrington's interpretation of 
Prince Siegfried is masterful, 
through his movements (his strong 
walk and gestures) we see that 
this is a powerful man, yet, when 
dealing with Odette, this power 

an exact replica of the Wurlitzer 
pipe organ, also known as a the-
atre organ, which was used to 
accompany films in the early clays 
of cinema. 

"They used to play medlies from 
popular songs of the time, but that 
wouldn't work for 'The Phan-
tom'," Ritchey said. 

The film is about a masked 

madman who lives in the cata-
combs beneath the Paris opera 
house. He falls in love with 
Christine, a beautiful young op-
era singer whom he helps train to 
become a star in return for her 
love. 

However, she is repulsed by his 
hideous features and betrays his 
love. When he kidnaps her and 
brings her deep into the caverns, 
an angry mob follows. The result 
is a happy ending for all but the 
phantom. 

The theatre has previously 
shown movies with piano accom-
paniment, but their attendance did 
not equal this presentation. 
Nonetheless, Dave Barber of 
Cinematheque said that the audi-
ences were always responsive. 

"The people that come just love 
it. It's a great thing," Barber said. 

"The trick is to react to the 
film," Ritchey said. 

The sell-out crowd on hand 
loudly applauded Ritchey's ef- 
forts which had him staggering 
away from the organ exhausted 
by the end of the film. 

The electronic organ used was 

Hyde's Jester is a wonder; joy-
ful, light and fun, he makes it all 
look too easy. 

And although it all looks easy, 
we know it isn't. 

As usual, kudos go out to the 
costumers, specifically in some 
of the slavic-looking costumes at 
the ball, which brought a certain 
air of familiarity to it's hometown 
audience. 

The set was quite realistic, with 
a paper tole-style design which 
gave it an effective three-dimen-
sional effect. 

Friea 
PhEl 

The effort from everyone in-
volved with the RWB version of 
Swan Lake will stand (or dance) 
as a living, breathing definition of 
the word classic. 

Bewitched: What would happen 
if Sam caught a cold? 
The Partridge Family: Just what 
is going on between Shirley and 
Reuben? Does Danny have a fiery 
temper? 

By Hal. E. But 
Recently, there has been a re-

vival of the old T.V. shows. Don't 
you wish Hollywood would an-
swer the questions that have been 
burning in the back of your mind 
before they bring the old shows 
back? How many nights of sleep 
have people lost wondering about 
things like: 
Gilligan' s Island: Don't they get 
tired of wearing the same clothes? 
Aren't they sick of coconut cream 
pies? What would happen to Gil-
ligan if the Skipper started wear-
ing a hard-hat? 
Spiderman: Why does he walk by 
the same people over and over? 
What happens to all the spider-
webs he leaves after swinging 
from building to building? What 
does it feel like having radio-ac-
tive blood? 

Get Smart: Why don't they hire a 
Cone of Silence maintenance 
man? Was KAOS working out of 
Cobbs? 
The Brady Bunch: Can the B radys 
really see each other when they all 
crane their necks in their boxes at 
the beginning of the show? 

How many more T.V. shows 
can be aired before we're all in-
somniacs? If you are one of the 
wondering mass, why don't you 
flick off the tube and go for a 
walk. You're guaranteed enter- 
tainment, no questions asked. 
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TRAVEL PLANS THIS SUMMER? 
n Hostelling Association Manitoba Pre 

Canadia 	

sents 

minor 
Trip p lann ing Se 

11.1111MENI 

Everything you need to know to plan 

a great travel adventure. 

Saturday, March 11, 1989, 1:00 - 5:00 
1700 Ellice Ave. 

(Sports Administration Centre Building) 
 • 

Seminar covers travel tips, books, packing, 
.4111 

budget travelling and much more! 

Fee: CHA Members 54.00 Non-members S6.00 

For information call 985-4164 

Mad about Guy 

Genie bound local film: Tales of the Gimli Hospital 

By Doug Gordon 
Winnipeg film-maker Guy 

Maddin's Tales from the Gimli 
Hospital has earned rave reviews 
all over the world except in the 
town of Gimli, Man. 

Maddin's first feature film has 
received a Genie nomination for 
best original screenplay. It re-
cently won the best makeup and 
best direction awards at the At-
lantic Film Festival and repre-
sented Canada in WestGennany's 
Mannheim Film Festival in Octo-
ber. 

Yet many Gimli residents, in-
cluding the mayor, have com-
plained that the film makes fun of 
the town's Icelandic heritage. 

Haddin responded to the con-
troversy with two words. 

"So what. 
"It would be like the people of 

Transylvania being mad at Bram 
Stoker," he said in reference to 
the author of the famour horror 
novel, Dracula. 

He added that his mother is 
Icelandic. 

Maddin, 31, has been pleas-
antly surprised by the enthusias-
tic response to the film since its 
world premiere in Winnipeg on 
April 14, 1988. 

"It's gone over better than I 
ever could have hoped. I'm a little 
perplexed at the number of people 
who like it," he said. 

Tales from the Gimli Hospital, 
along with M.B. Duggan's Mike, 
is showing at Cinematheque on 

and foremost a story writer al-
though he does not prefer writing 
to directing. 

"I'm so lazy that both of them I 
just sort of do as a means to an 
end." 

He tries to avoid reshooting 
because of the inconvenience it 
poses to his actors. 

Maddin is slender and very at-
tractive with a soft, delicate face 
and short, neatly-parted hair. His 
clothes in general and his muted 
green sweater in particular pro-
vided further evidence of his 
strong visual sense. 

Most of his favorite films were 

Fridays and Saturdays at midnight 
throughout the month of March. 

Maddin worked for 18 months 
shooting and editing the 72-m in-
ute black-and-white film and spent 
only S22,000 in the process. He 
used both history and personal 
experience to create the story. 

"I did find the diluted Icelandic 
heritage. I tried to cannibalize my 
own experience." 

He thought of how his friends 
reacted to infidelity and combined 
this with the Icelandic heritage to 
develop "the story of male envy 
set against a backdrop of pesti-
lence and hate in an Icelandic 
fishing community on the shores 
of Lake Winnipeg in the 19th 
century." 

The film displays an intimate 
knowledge of cinematic history 
and technique which is surprising 
as Maddin has no formal film 
training and it is not a longstanding 
interest. 

He was born in Winnipeg on 
Feb. 28, 1958. His older brother 
named him after the famous '50s 
B-movie actor Guy Madison. At 
the age of five, he received a ride 
on the shoulders of singer and 
movie star Bing Crosby while on 
a family vacation in Hollywood. 

But neither of these events 
awakened his interest in film. 
Instead, Maddin overdosed on 
television during a "very lazy, 
inactive" childhood. He majored 
in economics at the University of 
Winnipeg mainly because the 
classes were held in the morn- 

made before 1960 and he doesn't 
listen to any music recorded after 
September, 1934. His favorite 
films include Random Harvest 
(1942) and It's A Wonderful Life 
(1946). His musical preferences 
run from Irish tenors of 1924 to 
the soundtracks of Universal hor-
ror movies and French director 
Jean Vigo's films. 

He is also an avid baseball fan 
and he used to want to make a 
baseball movie. However, the 
large number of baseball movies 
recently released has caused him 
to change his mind. 

Maddin says his films deal with 
"themes of romantic rivalry" 
which "present universal truths." 

"I would like people to be en-
tertained and enchanted and go 
`Yeah, that's just like me.' I don't 
think I've done that yet." 

ings. 
"I was always trying to juggle 

my time so I could get afternoons 
off for big naps." 

In 1977, he embarked upon "a 
marriage that never was", which 
lasted one year, and produced a 
daughter, Jilian. 

"I thought Eraserhead was my 
marriage," he said referring to 
David Lynch's nightmarish cult 
film of 1978. 

His interest in film began to 
develop as he formed friendships 
with University of Manitoba film 
professors and film-maker John 
Paizs. 

"It was exciting to me that 
S5,000 could produce a real 
movie." 

He took acting roles in Paizs' 
films. In 1983, he played a psy-
chotic lesbian named Freda in The 
International Style. Two years 
later he appeared in a stage pro-
duction of Suddenly Last Sum-
mer. 

But he did not enjoy acting. 
"I could never get comfortable 

on stage. My butterflies kept 
swarming." 

So he began to work on his first 
film, The Dead Father. 

Maddin's fatherdied around the 
time of his marriage and later 
visited him in dreamlike visions 
which provided the inspiration for 
the film. 

"It makes literal the notion some 
people have when a loved one 
dies that they've been deserted by 
that person." There is "a feeling 

that this dead person can some- 
how be won back and everything 
will be as it was before the death. 

"I tried to imitate the tone of 
some of my favorite writers." At 
that time, they included Bruno 
Schultz and Franz Kafka. 

The 25-minute black-and-white 
film premiered Nov. 5, 1985. It 
was a co-winner of the Glass Cow 
award at the Plains Canada Soci-
ety Conference and toured Eu-
rope in various subtitled versions. 

Maddin's next film will be a 
story of unrequited love set in 
Russia during the First World War. 
It is tentatively titled Archangel 
after We town in which it takes 
place. 

He is currently working on the 
screenplay and hopes to begin 
filming in June. It will have a 
budget of S150,000 and will con-
tain more dialogue than his pervi-
ous films. 

There is a simple reason for the 
use of black-and-white in his 
films. 

"I guess I'm just trying to get 
the most mileage out of my lim-
ited experience and skills. The 
more of an unreal world you can 
create, the more you cover up 
your mistakes." 

He opposes colorization, the 
computerized process which adds 
color to old black-and-white films. 
However, he does wish he could 
come up with a way to colorize 
his own films. 

"I kind of think it looks neat." 
Maddin considers himself first 
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Plouffe consults with McLean while Larry Partap looks on. 

Doing a few riffs. 

During a break, McLean has some fun. 

The 
Dave McLean 

Blues Band 

cations student, and John 
Harding, a Creative Communi-
cations instructor. 

Dave's band is currently on 
tour, but will be performing in 
Winnipeg again on March 21st 
at the Norwood Hotel. 

For tickets and information, 
call 231-0096. 

Recently, local blues great, 
Dave McLean visited Red River 
Community College's Televi-
sion studio to film a documen-
tary on the blues. 

The documentary is being 
produced by Paul Plouffe, a 
second year Creative Communi- 

Seemingly oblivious to the camera, McLean pours his soul into a harmonica. 

Words by Marc Grant 

Writer/Director Paul Plouffe at work 
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CMOR Top 20 
Bobby  BIOWIl  

2. Was (Not Was) 
3. Cosby, Stills, Nash & Young 
4 	Edie 13rickell 
5. Maxi Priest 
6. Rick Astley 
7. Steve. Earle 
8. U2 
9. Fine Young Cannibals 
10. Tone Loc 

Poly 
WEA 
WEA 
A & M 
BMG 
MCA 
MCA 
1RS/MCA 
MCA 

My Perogative MCA 
Spy in the House of Love 
American Dream 
What I Am 
Wild World 
She Wants to Dance With Me 
Copperhead Road 
Angel of Harlem 
She Drives Me Crazy 
Wild Thing 

Heavy Hits 
Poly 
Capitol 
Poly 
WEA 
CBS 
CBS 
Atlantic 
MCA 
Elektra 
Warner 

Let's Put the X in Sex 
Every Rose Has It's Thorn 
Armageddon It 
Paradise City 
Raw 
Chip Away the Stone 
Seventeen 
Feel the Shake 
One 
Van Halen 

1. Kiss 
2. Poison 
3. Def Leppard 
4. Guns 'n' Roses 
5. Joan Jett & the Blackhearts 
6. Aerosmith 
7. Winger 
8. Jet Boy 
9. Metallica 
10. Finish What You Started 

IASON PouRED HIS HEART 
OuT; Bur NO One SEEMED 
To cARE • 

liNCOMIE 'WAX 
PraparrzgEorm/Connounlitaitfionn 

AProfessional Accountant 
ACurrent Tax Training 

AReasonable Rates 
(25 percent discount for students) 

AWill prepare in your home 
AWill pick up and return to your home 

or RRCC 
02 day service for returns in my office 

Need assistance/advice? 
Call George Odowichuk, C.M.A. at 269-2144 

23 South Borough Key, Wpg. 
Bucky Fellini and Mole People President, Buck Fizz, 
head downtown for drinks. 

NIHED  MALE  DONO 
FOR 

THERAPEUTIC DONOR INSEMINATION PROGRAM 

QUALIFICATIONS: MARRIED (preferably with children) 

UNDER 35 YEARS OF AGE 

GOOD HEALTH 
NO HISTORY OF AN STD 
AGREE TO MEDICAL EXAM 

$50.00 PER SPECIMEN COMPENSATION: 

* APPLY IN WRITING TO: THE T.D.I. PROGRAM 
DEPT. OF OBSTETRICS & GYNECOLOGY 
HEALTH SCIENCES CENTER 

59 EMILY ST. 
WINNIPEG, MB R3E OW3 

TEL 787-3684 

*ALL APPLICATIONS TREATED IN STRICTEST CONFIDENCE 



The Final Curtain 
By Alban Cook 

The blizzard hit as he entered 
the Catskills. It fell in large flakes 
that dissolved against the truck 
windshield as they hit. 

He cursed aloud. He had hoped 
to be well out of the mountains 
when the heavy snows began. 
Now, it would take a couple of 
hours to clear. If only he hadn't 
stopped at that roadside diner in 
Poughkeepsie. If only that idiot 
had kept his mouth shut. 

He'd pulled into the small truck 
stop, his first stop since Nashville, 
just to get something to eat. He 
had seen the teenagers crammed 
into the tiny booth, but had ig-
nored them and sat down at the 
opposite end. He ordered a T-bone 
well done, and as he waited, looked 
around, bored. It was then he no-
ticed one of the girls at the other 
table staring at him. As he met her 
gaze, she smiled shyly and looked 
away. He turned to the sizzling 
steak in front of him. 

He noticed three pairs of feet in 
front of his table a few minutes 
later, and heard a slurring voice 
say, "You were looking at my girl." 

He took another bite of his steak 
without answering. 

"Look at me, man!" the kid said, 
grabbing him by the collar, trying 
desperately to assert his false man-
hood. One of the girls tried to talk 
to him but was kept back. 

He did not like to be touched, 
but restrained himself. "What's 
the problem, kid?" he asked. 

The grip tightened around his 
collar. "Outside. You and me." 

He ignored the stink of alcohol 
on the boy's breath and pulled the 
tightened hand away from him. 
He pushed the boy away effort-
lessly. 

The next moment he felt his 
fork go flying out of his hand as 
his steak hit the wall. He rose then 
and his massive frame struck fear 
in the two other boys. One of them 
said something to the first one, but 
he shook his head smartly and said 
something like, "the bigger they 
are, the harder they fall." 

He threw a crumpled-up twenty 
dollar bill on the table and walked 
outside, beginning to tense up. He 
balled up his fist as the other three 
followed him outside. 

Even before they got outside he 

surface. 
He left then and travelled around 

the Gulf Towns. He took any job 
he could find. He had never learned 
any skill in Baton Rouge and it 
didn't help to be too picky. He did 
his work, kept his mouth shut, and 
despite offers of more steady 
employment, moved on. His size 
eventually landed him a construc-
tion job in Miami. 

He had liked the job, and Miami 
was a place where his problem 
melted in with hundreds of others. 
He could work here until things 
were forgotten, and perhaps re-
turn to the place he'd come from. 
There he could be alone without 
co-workers, without anyone at all. 

He had not failed, however, to 
notice the steady gaze of his boss's 
son. Often he would drive by in his 
fancy car, usually with a beautiful 
girl, and as he talked to his father, 
admire him. He passed it off as 
nothing more than a future owner 
looking at what type of cattle he 
would soon call his own. 

He was surprised to sec him the 
next night when everyone had gone 
home and he was still working. He 
stroked his hand in a gesture that 
could not be mistaken. He stared 
at him thoughtfully. 

He suggested that a man with 
his potential should not be strain-
ing himself, that he could arrange 
something with his father. Then 
he suggested doing something with 
their bodies that disgusted him to 
the point where he picked up a 
sledgehammer and sent it swing-
ing down on his head. 

There was a loud crack and the 
body fell after it, .; vvayed oddly 
like a puppet on strings. There was 
no mistaking what stared back in 
the wide, bulging eyes. 

He left then, knowing they 
would never believe the truth. He 
found work with a trucking com-
pany who needed an off the books 
shipment delivered to Montreal. 
The pay was low, but they didn't 
ask questions. 

That had led him to where he 
was now. Driving down the road 
which kept getting worse. He 
rounded a bend, but was caught 
off guard by the speeding automo-
bile. 

He swerved just in time and saw 
the car go flying through the rail. 

His physique had been gained 
by hours of long, hard work. Hours 
spent alone. He did not make 
friends and when girls looked at 
him admiringly, he pretended not 
to notice. He had never known the 
love that makes a man give up all 
reason, that makes him feel young 
when he is old, that makes him 
whole. He felt a certain pride in 
not needing anybody. An inner 
strength that grew as time went 
by. He had seen many more sup-
posedly better men brought to their 
knees by uncontrollable desires. 

He did not like people. He did 
not like their childish illusions of 
love of success and the way they 
lived their lives, oblivious to the 
meaninglessness of it all. Hoping 
to forget the final black day when 
death would snatch them up, leav-
ing them little more than a mem-
ory and a name on a decaying 
stone. He ignored them and the 
obscenities they columned on one 
another to make their pitiful lot a 
bit easier to bear. 

He realized at an early age that 
he must be master to all he met, 
and that any weakness, however 
small, would become a mountain 
of hindrance. He remembered the 
first man he'd applied this lesson 
to—the Old Man. 

Perhaps he had a name some-
time before his legs buckled, and 
his back gave out, but no one re-
membered it. He existed only as 
an old Cajun who smelled like the 
swamps he lived in, and who 
constantly hit young children with 
his gnarled walking stick. The Old 
Man was not well liked, and a 
special dislike grew for the Old 
Man when he caught him one day, 
and the wheezing old face laughed 
as he made the boy eat raw 
crawdaddies until he was sick. 

TheOld Man probably wouldn't 
have done it if he knew that one 
day he would have a visitor. A 
visitor who pressed the oily pillow 
he slept on against his face and did 
not let go until the crooked, aged 
hands stopped flailing the open 
air. 

He weighed the body down and 
sank it a little ways out. He watched 
with an odd fascination as the bulg-
ing frog-eyes disappeared beneath 
the waters, and watched until the 
large bubbles no longer broke the 

felt a sharp pain in his lower back. 
The blow might have caught him 
off guard if he hadnt' been ready. 
Instead, he turned around quickly 
and gave his attacker the full brunt 
of his forearm across his exposed 
forehead. The boy stumbled back 
yelling, and fell. 

One of the others wrapped his 
arms around his waist, trying to 
pin him. Bending down, he brough t 
a well-placed elbow into his groin. 
he felt the arms slacken and saw 
the boy clutch between his legs. 
That left only the first one to deal 
with. 

As he rose, the boy caught him 
square in the jaw. It had no effect 
at all. He saw another jab coming 
butcaught his arm. Holding it tight, 
he forced the arm up. 

He did not let go as he heard the 
loud snap, or as he felt the unnatu-
ral motion of the arm independent 
of the shoulder. The whole scene 
brought cries of horror froi L. 'use 
watching, and some turned away. 
He could have stopped there, but 
he didn't. 

He grabbed the boy by the shirt 
collar and began to beat him. Hard 
punches filled with a burning rage 
that ran deep to the bone. When he 
was finished the boy was unrecog-
nizable. His shin erupted in vol-
canos of blood and turned black 
where it had not been split. Small 
streams of watery tears rolled down 
from beneath swollen eyelids. He 
let him fall, wiping the blood on 
his pants, walked over to his rig. 

He drove off knowing that the 
law was probably on its way, but 
nothing would be done. He real-
ized he had taken a chance but the 
feeling of the adrenaline pumping 
red hot through his system had 
been worth it. He hadn't felt this 
way since Miami, and as he thought 
of Miami, he thought back all the 
way... 

He did not believe in God, he 
did not believe in Man. He had 
faith only in himself and saw eve-
rything else as secondary. 

Physically, he was a giant, pos-
sessing the type of physique most 
men spend a lifetime aimlessly 
trying to obtain. They type of body 
you might use to impress your 
friends or perhaps to surprise your 
wife or girlfriend on some unex-
pected day. 

He stopped the truck and got out. 
He looked down the ridge. He 
knew they hadn't survived, they 
couldn't have. The urge to loot 
fought with the thought of the 
sheriff having followed him, and 
now catching up. His first impulse 
finally won out. 

Making his way down the edge, 
he thought of staying in a decent 
hotel with a soft bed, and eating 
food that was not cooked by some 
uncaring, whining motel owner's 
wife. He came upon the car in a 
few minutes. 

It was a brown Mercedes, pretty 
wrecked up. Steam rose from the 
engine like a dancing vapour. The 
windows were cracked and the 
tires buried 3/4 deep in snow. As 
he walked closer, he felt some-
thing under his feet. He pulled a 
licence plate, badly bent, and read 
the word "QUEBEC" beside a red 
maple leaf. 

A Canadian, he thought. Well, 
this made it even better. No one 
would care too *much about this 
guy. Especially some Northerner 
who hadn't had the good sense to 
say where he belonged. 

He tried the passenger's side, 
shut. He looked through the 
cracked glass, but couldn't see 
anything. His elbow finished off 
the job the crash had started. He 
felt around and popped the lock. 

A girl fell out. She was small, he 
guessed about 19, and had long, 
blonde hair. Streaks of blood ran 
down her face and marred what 
should have been beautiful fea-
tures. He checked for rings and 
then finding none, he took the 
leather purse she clutched tightly. 
He pushed her aside to check on 
the driver. 

The driver was an older man, he 
guessed around 50. He had black 
hair and a European look about 
him, probably French, but maybe 
English. He sense that the girl with 
him was more than a friend. His 
daughter? No, he'd never let his 
daughter dress that way, at least 
not with him. 

As he unbuttoned the man's coat, 
his eyes sprang open. It startled 
him as much as he must have 
startled the man. 

"Where am I?" he screamed. 
"Who are I?" His head shotaround, 
not taking it all in. 
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Yuppie You Are 

ness like the fragile petals of a 
rose. He imagined, and then he felt 
his feet leave the ground, and his 
legs buckled beneath him. 

That was the first time he really 
got a good look at the man driving 
the truck. His perfect complexion, 
his sky-blue eyes, and his massive 
bulk, hidden by the torn jean jacket 
he wore. Flakes of snow melted in 
his hair and ran down his face, but 
he didnt' blink. He knew this man 
did not have great intelligence, far 
less than his own. He would let 
him think he had won, and when 
he took him to the authorities, he 
would tell them it had happened 
the other way around. He almost 
laughed aloud, but confined him-
self to looking humbly up into the 
eyes of the poor idiot. 

But there was something wrong 
with this man's eyes. He looked 
for warmth and compassion in 
them, but found nothing save for 
his own frightened face gazing 
back at him. He felt taut muscular 
hands grasping his throat and start 
to squeeze. 

"Oh, no," he pleaded in the tone 
of a whisper. "Oh, please, God 
no!" 

He tried to scream then, but it 
came out as a gasp. He thought 
back, back to when he was a child, 
to the first girl he kissed, to the 
first time he made love, and when 
the memories had all faded away, 
the hope and light flew from his 
eyes like a scared bird, and he was 
gone forever. 

He let go of the dead man's neck 
and a terrible odor told him his 
sphincter had let go. He dragged 
the body back to the car as the 
snow removed all traces of their 
struggle. He strapped both the 
bodies in, and using a lighter he 
found in the girl's handbag, threw 
it blazing into the car. He clam-
bered urithe side quickly and after 
looking if anyone was around, 
started his rig down the road. 

He watched the explosion 
through his mirror, but the bend 
covered up everything except a 
blinding white flash which made 
his windshield rattle. As soon as it 
had begun, it was over, all except 
the loud echoing which boomed in 
front of him and continued on un-
til he could bear the reverb no 
more. 

He went through the wallet, tak-
ing the large amount of money, 
and after destroying the credit 
cards in his ash tray, put the wallet 
made of Morrocan leather in his 
jacket pocket. 

He read the name on the driver's 
licence before tearing it up. It was 
a name that anyone could have, 
the type of name your neighbour 
might have, or someone you might 
know at work. Another insignifi-
cant soul whose universe had 
ended on a snowy mountain road. 

He threw the pieces out of his 
window and let the cold, sterile 
world snatch away all that was left 
of Mr. Brian Mulroney. 

Yuppie you are. 
Out there in an office tower 
Typing, talking or upward climbing 
In a city with little soul. 

"It's okay, buddy. You had an 
accident, remember? I thought you 
were a goner for sure." 

This sobered up the man like 
cold gulp of air. He was quiet until 
he saw the body. 

' "My God, Catherine." 
He climbed past him and looked 

at the face streaked with blood and 
held it against him. He got out of 
the car and watched him. He was 
fascinated by this raw showing of 
emotion towards someone who 
must have been nothing more than 
a common whore. 

"Easy, buddy," he said, putting 
a reassuring hand on his shoulder. 
"You'll have to get yourself when 
we go to the sheriff." He had said 
that so he would not arouse suspi-
cion. He only intended to drive 
quickly away. 

"Huh?" 
"Well, we should report your 

wreck, and what happened to your 
friend." 

A look of fear penetrated his 
features. 

"No; no police, please. I have 
my reasons." 

He was relieved but puzzled. 
He turned away so the man 
wouldn't notice. It didn't seem 
right to elave it at that way, it was 
like this guy had something to 
hide. He figured it out then: he 
would blackmail this person for as 
much as he could get. He obvi-
ously wouldn't suffer if he lost a 
few bucks. With the money he got 
he could lay low for a long time, 
lone enough for everyone to for-
get about him, to stop hounding 
him for good. He turned back to 
him about to tell him the good 
news. 

Then he saw the gun. 
"Look," the stranger said. "I 

don't know who you are, but I 
can't afford to let anyone else know 
about this. I'm sorry." And pulled 
the trigger. 

He rolled just in time to avoid 
the gunshots. If the man had not 
been so groggy from the accident, 
or his hand had not shaken so 
much, he would be dead now. 

Quickly, he grasped the man's 
wrist and forced him to fire all his 
remaining shots into the snow 
ladened air. He then punched the 
man, who let go of his weapon, 
and fell to his knees. He reached 
for the gun but it was lost in the 
snow. He saw the hulking form 
bearing down on him and stum-
bing to his feet, began to run. 

The snow was not deep, but he 
could not get his footing. His shoes 
caused him to slip with their 
smooth bottoms and everytime he 
fell his overburdened heart skipped 
a beat. He climbed back to his 
tired feet each time and continued 
racing like the devil was after his 
soul. 

He could imagine the man fol-
lowing him. He could imagine him 
following effortlessly over the 
snow. A man who trained his body 
for times like this when endurance 
and strength would crush weak- 

There is no joie de vivre on the streets of the city's core 
There is dirt and noise and poorly dressed people 
Who stand on the main corner 
Waiting for the bus. 

They don't wear the clothes of Eaton's Fourth Floor. 
They wear mismatched socks and down at the heel shoes 
And stretch pants washed too often 
That ride up in front and show the ankle. 
Violent clashes of colour and style 
Early Salvation Army or handy thrift shop 

Some of them are `druggies' and pan handlers 
May I have a quarter? Thirty-five cents? 
The rate just went up. 
They hope for a dollar or more 
Ready to tell you how the Welfare cheated them 
How they need the money for a cup of coffee 
Ready to tell a story I have no desire to hear. 
I turn my head in irritation as they stand there. 
Indian boys, white boys, crooked bodies or crooked souls. 
I once gave a bus ticket to a widow who asked 
She threw it away because it did not buy booze. 
In the long ago forties and fifties the street had life and fun. 
They yuppies love the fifties now as a new fashion trend 
They wear vintage clothes of the twenties too 
They say the fifties had sanity and tradition 
And the eighties have none. 
Maybe they are right and maybe they 
In their Yuppiedom 
Are the true 'lost generation' 
Measuring success by American Express, Master Card 
And a taste for Molson's lager beer. 
Soulless, aggressive, uncaring and unsmiling. 
They busy generation 
So busy being busy or telling people that 
That they have no time to cook or eat their food. 
People say that they order it 
From fast food restaurants at double the price of the store. 
There is a new question 
Says the Free Press. 
How do we get custom broiled steak hot to the door? 
So that they yuppies can save the ten minute cooking time 
And use it to relate, to interact, to excercise 
And best of all to tell each other how great and how yuppie they are 
As they wait patiently for the delivery person. 

I am an old, downwardly mobile person 
Who is not impressed by it all. 

by H.J. Symes 
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Crucifix 
By Randall King 

I keep Jesus Christ in a desk 
drawer. He lies on his crucifix 
among the pens and pads and 
office supplies. Paper clips that 
have become magnetized cling 
to His metal body like born-
again Christians. 

I suppose it is bad enough that 
I keep Him in the drawer, but 
even worse is the fact that I stole 
him. From a hospital, yet. After I 
die, St. Peter is going to have 
one look at me and he is going 
to lunge for that lever that 
releases the trapdoor to Hell. 

Or maybe he'll choose to 
show me the cumulative sins of 
my life, merely by flicking the 
playback button of that golden 
celestial videocassette recorder 
that the angels share with Santa 
Claus. St. Peter will look like 
Mike Wallace and I'll look like 
some sweaty corporate flack 
trying to hide under a chair. 

"Perhaps this footage will 
refresh your memory, Mr. 
Treen," St. Wallace will intone, 
as the screen displays an image 
of me standing in a hospital 
room, about a year ago. 

I am reaching up to the 
crucifix on the wall opposite my 
mother's bed. With my index 
finger, I gently tickle the 
crucified Christ figurine under 
the arm. "Kitchy kitchy koo," I 
say, smiling. 

I turn toward my mother who 
smiles ruefully at my antics. She 
has lost a lot of weight in the 
past few months and her skin is 
drawn tight around her face. She 
looks younger. But when she 
speaks, her dried voice betrays 
her age. 

"One of the sisters will catch 
you," she says with much effort. 
All the morphine she has taken 

has caused some delusions. She 
thinks she is in a Catholic 
hospital. In fact, we are in 
Winnipeg General, where all the 
sisters of mercy are non-
denominational. 

She had been raised a strict 
Catholic and in her wild teens, 
she divorced the faith and got 
herself excommunicated. She 
professed not to care. I was 
raised an athiest; when the 
Lord's Prayer was said in 
school, I kept my head up and 
my eyes open, as my mother 
instructed me. 

"Wouldn't say your prayers, 
eh?" St. Wallace accuses. 
"Tickle your Lord and Saviour, 
will you? You're going down for 
a million years, bucko." 

I get brave. "Maybe I don't 
want to keep company with 
types that would make an old 
lady suffer the way my mother 
suffered. Maybe Hell isn't all 
that bad." 

Here I assualt St. Wallace's 
camera crew in righteous fury 
and the fantasy falls apart. 

I am told I have a vivid 
imagination and I wonder if the 
reason for it is because I have no 
religion. It may seem a poor 
substitute for God, but it does 
provide a certain spiritual 
nourishment. Plus I don't have 
to wake up early on Sunday 
mornings. 

Still, I feel the void every time 
I look at that little metal Jesus. I 
remember how I had to pry it 
from my mother's dead hand. I 
remember feeling betrayed. 

I don't know if her death-bed 
conversion was a result of 
failing courage. I do know now 
that when I consider my own 
need for comfort in the face of 
death, I can forgive her. 

My Mother's Purse 
4.. 

My mother had an old flowered purse. 
She kept her letters in it. 
It was a twenties purse 
And we children of the forties 
Found it a secret hideaway. 
My dead brother 
Who never was 
Was mentioned there 
In a letter from my father 
And I 
The new boy to be 
Was born a girl. 
Later 
My mother had four more 
Five girls in all. 
I will not speculate on what or who my brother would have been 
I just wonder why my mother did it? 
Not have him, that is 
When later she married and had us. 

The purses of today are thrown away fast. 
They are made of plastic and don't last. 
The purses in my eighties closet 
Hold no momentos, old letters or old cards. 
Those that I kept 
Are sealed in a small box 
In the Main and Higgins Mini Storage. 

Your Soul Aches 

by H.J. Symes 

Woman, you leave your crying babies 
In that tin shanty town 
For lonely Cape Town 
Where their cries cannot be heard, 
But felt, 
And your soul aches. 

Stones 

Woman, your house is divided. 
Your man, an invisible father, 
Labouring 
Deep beneath the soil 
For something he will never see, 
And your soul aches. 

There were many stones one summer. 
Picked them up on the beach in the Gaspe and St. Martins. 
Maybe an agate in the Gaspe 
It was never cut 
So I do not know. 
We carried them in little space 
In the trunk of the car 
Squashed in among the camping things. 
They were placed in a locker in a Cornwall apartment building. 
They were moved again to two other basements 
And finally they spent five years in our garage 
At the back of the house on Bedford Street. 
Where we left most of them when the job was lost 
And the trek to Alberta began. 
I still have a few now. 
Five or six survivors of three more moves 
This time from three bedrooms to two to a single room and a kitchen. 
Five stones are perched in flower pots 
Again a change, from twenty pots to six 
I hold the last stone in my hand now 
And wonder where to put it. 
It has a sheen still of oceans and endless beach 
Where they had plenty of room to move and grow 
And to imbed themselves in the sand so that finding them was a joy 
They speak not at all of the five deaths that have passed 
Since they were picked from the shore 
They changes in my life 
Are nothing to them either 
Perhaps just one pitted spot on the shiny surface of one stone. 

Woman, you scratch a living 
Selling chickens 
And clutch at small coins 
Thrown your way, 
Each one for the hungry child, 
And your soul aches. 

Woman, your cry is silenced, 
But your silence is not consent. 
We clench our fists in respect 
And our souls ache for you. 

by Janet Wasney 

by H.J. Symes 

Untitled #1 
By Jennifer Redston 

"There are no beginnings, 
not even to stories. There are 
only places where you make 
and entrance into someone 
else's life and either stay or 
turn and go away." -Timothy 
Findley, Losers, Finders, 
Strangers at the Door. 

Lana closed the book she had 
been reading. For the last page 
she had followed the words, 
recognizing their shapes and 
meanings, but not absorbing 
anything. The rocking motion of 
the bus always put her to sleep. 
This time she gave up easily, 
surrendering herself to the 
brilliant autumn sun that flooded 
her window and face. The bus 
moved on, starting and stopping, 
heaving and sighing when 
passengers stepped off. 

Each time the doors opened, a 
sickly sweet odor from the 
sugar-beet factory wafted in and 
told her she still had time to drift 
in and out of sleep. Her thoughts 
became exaggerated as they 
turned into dreams, and when 
she could no longer make any 
sense of them, she awoke and 
started over again. The sugar-
beet smell gave her a comforting 
sense of deja-vu. What a pecu-
liar thing that she should be so 
fond of this pungent smell, like 
burnt brown sugar, but it only 
seemed to happen on crisp 
September days when the sun 
was at its peak and the sky was 
an extravagant, solid, Mediterra-
nean blue. 

Earlier, she had noticed the 
sign above her seat, and had 
smiled secretly at the irony. It 
was about unwanted pregnancies 
and where to go for counselling. 
They were on practically all the 
buses. It seemed like the place to 
go. It was located in an old, 
downtown residential area. The 
houses had been gracious homes 
in their day. Now they were flats 
where mainly university students 
lived. It seemed that no one 
wanted to care for the houses, 
probably because of the transient 
nature of students. The paint was 
peeling, the wrought-iron fences 
were twisted and rusting, and the 
yards were either over-grown or 
not grown at all. Despite being 
so unkempt, the area had a sort 

of "old world charm" about it. 
"The Centre" was located in 

one of these houses. Lana knew 
she would recognize it because it 
would be the attractive, rejtive-
nated one. It would be a medical 
clinic, but with the comfort and 
security of a home. Lana was 
comfortable with that idea. 
Certainly she didn't mind going. 
In fact, she looked forward to 
the technician who wouldn't act 
so very, very sorry for her. She 
would sit down with a young, 
liberal woman doctor, and the 
two of them would be friendly 
and discuss the alternatives as if 
they were talking about someone 
else. Everything would be 
practical and realistic... 

Lana made an exaggerated 
gesture to look at her watch. Ten 
minutes...ten more minutes and 
then she promised herself she 
would leave. Repositioning 
herself on the hard metal chair, 
she thrust her hands into her 
pant pockets and pretended to 
have just discovered the hole in 
the lining that had been swal-
lowing her change. In reality, 
she had been poking her fingers 
through the very same hole for 
days, but it gave her something 
to be preoccupied with. 

The waiting room seemed 
oblivious to the beautiful day 
outside. The only clue was the 
beam of light that fought its way 
through the single window. 
What was the point in having a 
window if it was so coated in 
decades of dust that the sun 
could hardly make its way 
through? II a person tilted their 
head the right way, one could 
see illuminated dust rising out of 
the carpet and floating in the 
beam of light. The musty air 
made her nose twitch. 

What on earth was she doing 
here? This place was like a 
closet. It was closed-in and 
confining. The fake wood 
panelling was black with age, 
and the carpet was worn bare. 
The beam of light that had found 
its way in was consumed by the 
darkness of the room, as if by a 
black hole. 

Lana cast a critical look at the 
woman sitting across from her. 
Would she ever, ever, ever shut-
up? She imagined saying 
something sardonic to her, and 
tried to imagine what the witless 

woman's reaction would be. The 
woman was directing herself to 
the receptionist, who seemed 
genuinely interested, but spoke 
loud enough for everyone's 
benefit, even though Lana was 
the only other person there. 

"It was an insult, an insult to 
my integrity, I tell you. They 
must think I got no self-respect 
or something. I'm as good as 
anyone. Bunch o' Jews...just a 
bunch o' Jews. Don't tell me I 
don't know what's goin' on." 

The woman squinted her eyes 
and contorted her face as she 
sucked on the butt of her 
cigarette. It was as if no matter 
how hard she tried, she just 
couldn't get enough of that 
nicotine. She held it in for a few 
seconds and then blew the 
smoke, in one big sigh, through 
the hair of the squirming toddler 
she held on her lap. 

Generally, Lana liked chil-
dren, but this one reminded her 
of fly-paper. Its hands and face 
were sticky and red from sweets; 
anything that it came into 
contact with would undoubtedly 
stick like a fly. The child was 
grabbing for a cup of hot coffee 
that the mother had placed on 
the receptionist's desk next to 
her. At any moment Lana 
anticipated pandemonium as the 
coffee spilled onto the child and 
onto the mother's polyester 
pants, melting them permanently 
against her cottage-cheese 
thighs. Lana knew they were 
cottage-cheese thighs because 
she could see the dimpled 
texture of the fat overlapping the 
little metal chair and pressing 
tight against the mustard colored 
polyester. 

There was another child, a 
little older, but also with fly-
paper hands and face. It was 
playing on the carpet. Up until 
now Lana had avoided looking 
at it. Now she gave it the same 
critical glare she had given the 
mother. The child was playing 
with a model. It was a medical 
model; the kind that is generally 
reserved for the doctor's office, 
or at least a case or shelf. There 
it was, a display of little fetuses, 
all at different stages of growth, 
and all dismantled and spread 
out like lego on the dirty carpet. 

Lana looked at her watch...ten 
minutes was up. 
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