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The Clean-Up Fairies!
by S. Greenhoive

Do they exist? Do you believe in them? Personally, I'm
far too cynical and pragmatic to believe in their existence.
There are, however, many fellow students who manifest
their belief in these mythical creatures.
Have you been to the cafeteria lately? Have you noticed

the signs on the walls that ask you to clear your own ta
ble? The cafeteria is essentially self-serve, which, by defi
nition, implies self-cleaning. No minimum-wage waitress
to pander to your whims or clean up your mess and no
servant to follow, and pick up behind you, and, strangely
enough, no 'Clean-Up Fairy'.
Til let you in on a secret. If you do not make use of the

garbage facilities, i.e. the garbage bin and the tray trolley,
the person most likely to have to clean up your detritus
is the unlucky person who has to use the table next. If
that is 1, then not only does it irritate me (as 1 did not
come to Concordia University to dean up after you), it
also disgusts me, as it shows a lack of respect.
Please show some respect for a shared facility and clean
up after yourself. Understand that the respect you show
others reflects your own level of self-respect. And also
understand that, here at Concordia at least, the 'Clean-

Up Fairies' do not exist!

Parent Support Group
by Michelle Topolnisky

Welcome back everyone! So has school completely killed
off your social life, yet? This year's Parent Support Group
has a brand new face. The banner announcing our first
actual meeting is up. SO TAKE NOTICE! Times and dates
are posted on the banner. Our first meeting is November 1,
2000. There will be free coffee and donuls for all. Please

come meet your fellow student parents and make some
new friends. We are hero to help you. Please come to the
meeting; we need to increase the awareness about being a
student and a parent. Also, please bring along a picture of
yourself and of your little ones or big ones, so we can put
them on our bulletin board. We're getting a lot of positive
vibes from the CSA! They are willing to help us out so please
come show your support on November 1, 2000. We can
only make this work if you are willing to make this work.
The meeting will be held at the CSA conference room.
Thank you and the best too you during Midterm week.

How to Write a Failing Essay: A

Student's Guide to Midterm Papers
By Adrienue Swelauder

First: PICK a Topic that doesn't reelate to the corse you are tak
ing. For example: if you're taking religun hand is a paper about
dogs. Don't spell correkly and use lots of bad grammer and
punkation....
Don't make paragraphes that make sense. Write about your

opinions but don't use any evidence to make your point and just
keep talking and talking saying the same thing over and over again
until anyone who reads your essay will know you have nothing
to say but you like to talk even though you know nothing. Use
cool fonts from your computer if you type it and if you handwrite
it let your dog or kids chew on it for a while. Don" read anytliing
about what your essay is going to be about. Make it up as you go
along. Teahcers like that lots. Quotes are great, but don't use
quotes unless they're 100 words or more and can take up lotes of
space. They don't have to be about anything in particular. For
example: "You're essay is good!" (my husband says) can be used
as a quote.
Midterms are difficult if you don't study. Try to avoid the ac

tual amount of werds your teachers want by either adding an ex
tra page or only writing half of the essay. If you have too many
words try combining them together so your computer will
countthemas one.

I like dogs a lot.
The best ways to fail an essay assignments is to not do it in the

first place, or to not put your name on it. If you write and essay
that is anything like this artikul, you won't want to claim
responsibilty anyways.

(Editor's Note: Please read carefully. Text, gratmnar, puuctuation, etc....
are beyond the control of the Office of the Editcns. We had midterms
too!)
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Mixed Nuts

%&$%*#*%#
By Scott Mair

Pi Welcome back to the nut bowl, my friends! This
|i| week I observed something interesting around
I campus: Venting. Yes, Venting. There seems to be
I a lot of it going around (just like the croup) and

I  i 't I'm not referring to the air ducts in the ceiling. It
^  "• isn't just the venting which caught my attention
6  (although the ones in Tegler are pretty), but there
seems to be a larger pattern to it, a hierarchy. There seems to be
sub-groupings to the venting cycle at our campus. For our dis
cussion here, I will be referring to them as "alpha" ( upper ven
ters), "beta" (the min-venters), and then the " whipped" bottom
feeders in the venting world. What's that you say? Too compli
cated for a Blue and White article? Well let me explain further
then. The " alpha" venters always seem to find something wrong
with the world around them. The typical "you can't please me"
types. They tend to bite... excuse me, COMPLAIN to the " beta"
level venters who either absorb the negative energy these top
venters give or they continue the cycle to the "whipped" who
are at the bottom of the chain. The "whipped" tend to be those
poor unfortunate.s that everyone seems to be complaining to be
cause they are too good natured to tell them where to go (like the
zoo, the circus. ..Tegler). Don't get me wrong, this nutcracker un
derstands that every friend needs a good vent but some people
are chronic. What caught my attention is the regularity witli which
tliis cycle continues. After a few weeks of school, there seems to
be a buildup of bad energy (like an earwax pileup) where every
one is walking about complaining about everything. So buck-up
little campers - spread the joy that is life (kinda like Nutella) and
try to stop venting when you don't need to. Everyone has prob
lems and there are therapists you can talk to. Simply go see Val
Lenz at Student Services. If we can be more positive with one
another, we will all feel better and then live happily ever after....
Where is prince charming? 1 need a kiss.

Does your child need
prescription drugs?

The Alberta Child Health

Benefit now provides
free prescription drug
coverage for children of
post-secondary students.

To get an application

Call 427-6848

in Edmonton

For toll-free access, dial 310-0000 and then 780427-6848.

Coverage is provided to children in families where

family net Income was less than 521,214* on last year's
tax return, ('higher for families with luoie than one child)

The Alberta Child

Health Benefit
Ahm

HUMAN RtSDURCES
ANOEMPlOVMENt

Concordia University College of Alberta
Speaker's Series Schedule for Semester I, 2000-2001

The following program of talks combines the Speaker Series Religious Scdtolars' Forum as well as others on campus who
have offered to make presentations.

Mark the following dates on your calendars and plan to attend:
Di\ Adrian Lcskc: 3:15 pm Thursday, October 26, Triler 5. "Jesus, the Nazorean"
D». Catherine Eddij: 3:30 pm Wednesday, November 8, Guild Hall Conference Room. "Reading Pleasures: The Very
Long Novel"

Professor Stamja Cumminghani: 3:00 pm Thursday, November 16, Guild Hall Conference Room. "Building Capitalism in the
Czech Republic Economy"
Ph. Albci to Severini. 3.00 pm Wednesday, November 22, Guild Hall Conference Room. "Hantavirus in the Americas. Exactly,
how dangerous is it?"
Dr. Lowell Eckert: 3:15 pm Tuesday, November 28, Trailer 5. "In Whose Name Should We Baptize? An Examination of
Matthew 28:18-30 and Related Passages"

In the new year we can look forward to hearing Dr. John Washington, Dr. Gary Colwell, and Professor Alan Richards!
If faculty members are interested in making a presentation, please call Arlene Thompson soon.

EVERYONE IS WELCOME TO ATTEND!



By Lloifd Saddleback

For future reference: anyone who wants to drop a line to this advice column can drop off letters in the LINE X LINE
mailbox by the CSA office, the story editor's mailbox (Melanie Golding), or you can email us at:
shesaid_hesaid@hotmail.com
We hope you enjoy what we received at the column; take a minute or two and have fun reading about someone else s
problems. Have a great week.

DESTITUTE STUDENT

Dear SheSaidJieSaid,
This is my first year at Concordia College and let me tell you hcno scared I am to meet new friends. The first month loasn t too bad
but I find that I still don't have any nero friends... what do 1 do to make new friends?
shesaid; Start talking with people in your class. REACH OUT AND TOUCH SOMEONE!!!
hesaid; Every individual is their own salesperson!! It is up to you to sell yourself to others... or something along that
line. Take a little time and ask yourself what you're not offering others. At the very least your friendship has value to
others. Just don't sell yourself CHEAP.

HOT OR BOTHERED

Dear SheSaid_HeSaid,
Recently a friend of mine has been making me feel uncomfortable around her. To be blunt, she treats me like a piece of produce at
afoodstore. I like her and all but I don't like her THAT way. She is a greatfriend ofmine and I loouldn't want to hurt her feelings.
What should I do?

shesaid: Take her aside and talk with her before it goes too far.
hesaid: With so many comedians out of work you're looking for a job. I mean this must be a joke, right? A lot of men
would be flattered by this but if you can't handle the attention (whatever!) just tell her to stop it. She may not realize
how she is treating you.

RELOCATION PROGRAM

Dear SheSaidJieSaid,
I recently broke up with my boyfriend. We lived togetherfw about six months and we argued so much that he asked me to leave
one night, so I did. No^u he wants me back. Since I left him, I have had time to think a lot about our situation. He used to act like
a child all the time. He would pout, have fits oijust stop talking to mefoi' no reason at all. I will never be happy with him hut I
do miss him a lot. Should I go back and just accept him for who he is?
shesaid: Why go back? You should try going out with your friends to have a good time. This may be what you really
want. Have your cake and eat it too—besides, what is it that you miss?
hesaid: Everyone has his or her soul mate in life (eventually). I think I would compare this individual to a child and
you to an adult. I agree with your leaving and have a piece of advice for you, girl! Change your phone number, move,
and look for someone else. Your soul mate is not he. So have fun in the meantime and go out with your friends.

Well, that's it for this week's letters.
See you in the next issue!

DUE WEST STUDENT

PAINTING

currently requires managers

for Summer 2001.

Managers receive quality
training and support period.
Above average earnings of

$8,000 - $20,000.

Invaluable management

experience!

Call 1 - 800 - 585 -8666
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How I Got My Black Eye at The Misfits' Concert
By Knighten Rkhmmi

I had no idea there were so many punks in the city. Red's was full of them. Everywhere I went they were
walking around getting drunk and holding onto their punk girlfriends, who were also drunk. Most of
them had tattoos, others had tall, spiky mohawks on their heads (they were creative punks; no two
mohawks looked alike). Some of them had their faces painted like skeletons (these guys were the most
polite ones for some reason), and others looked like aspiring Hell's Angels. The whole place was packed
with them. For the most part, they were all very nice to me, which is strange, because if I were them and I saw ME, I would be
a jerk to ME.
After Speed Dealer played, there was about an hour and a half wait before The Misfits' part of tlie show. Everyone waited

restlessly until the Misfits took the stage amidst a huge cloud of smoke. They were the biggest guys 1 have ever seen. They
looked like barbarians. The moment they started playing, the moshing began. Everyone within twenty feet of the stage found
themselves being tossed around, whether they liked it or not. My drink was immediately spilled and then some fat, sweaty
guy plowed me into a pillar.
I only saw a few girls who were brave enough to enter into the mosh-pit. There were moments when even I was leery about

going in. My first attempt to join the fray resulted in some nazi-looking guy banging his head back into my teeth, I moshed
around some more. Then I turned my head and someone with a lot of piercings banged his giant cranium into my teeth, same
spot. For some sick reason, (perhaps the booze, perhaps some person^ problems I was dealing with) it felt really good to get
hit in the head, so I kept going.
The cool thing about these gigs is that even though the crowd is throwing and shoving each other around violently, the

moment someone falls down, everybody helps liim back up. It's like a form of moderately controlled chaos. This came in
handy when a couple of younger kids almost got crushed: many tattooed arms readied down to lift them up. It also came in
handy when I was also almost trampled alive. Two sweaty, shirtless guys with shaved heads and pierdngs lifted me out of the
fray.
There is also a romantic factor to the mosh-pit, something I had never seen before. Here and there, couples would hold onto

each other affedionately and then walk into the thrashing crowd. As they gazed romantically into each other's eyes, they
would cling to one another and let themselves get bashed around while they hugged.
Anyway, I got my black eye because this friend of mine, a very overweight man, had it in his head that I should be treated

particularly rough in the mosh-pit. He wanted to see me fly. For most of the night, I had managed to avoid him. Anyway, as 1
was cheering away at The Misfits in a more subdued area of the crowd, I saw my friend coming toward me. He was tossing
sixteen-year-old kids out of the way like rocks and he had a drunken, sadistic grin on his face. He was also sweating and for
some reason underneath the red lights of the stage this looked kind of twisted. I could tell by the look in my friend's eye that
he was going to shove me really good and I saw by the stumble in liis legs that he might just fall on top of me. Frightened, I
tried to get away from him. Unfortunately, the crowd was thick and everywhere I tried to go people were pushing me back.
My friend was gaining ground on me and so I started throwing punks in his way. I picked some of the smaller ones, since they
would usually go farther. 1 threw some fifteen-year-old girls liis way as well, hoping that he would have some sort of principle
in his head about not knocking females over. But all of those poor kids only bounced off my friend's huge frame and then
tumbled onto the ground. Girls in gotliic make-up and plaid skirts twirled away from liim in the air like little tops. Those poor,
poor kids. 1 was doomed. 1 soon found myself up against the stage with no- where to go and no more little kids to toss in his
way. He took a full run and then rammed all two-hundred and fifty pounds of himself into my body. 1 almost puked on the
lead-guitarisFs spiked shoes. Dazed, 1 stumbled away from the stage and was relieved to see that my friend had actually left
me alone. It was then that 1 walked eyeballs-first into another head-banging mohawk. And that was how 1 got my black eye
(yes, it is healing nicely).
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Off Campus Corner
By Gillian Cunningham

Hello, Concordia! I would like to thank everyone who came
S  out for Octoberfest, it was a huge success. Not only did we

sell out, but we almost broke even! Those who forgot to take
home their mugs can come and see me in the CSA office. The
next big event is the Christmas Formal, on December 1st. The
event will be held at the Sheraton Grande Hotel. Come get

151 your tickets before they sell out!!! There is also a bar event at
Vons After Dark, Nov 24. More information on either event is
available by coming to see me in the office of the CSA. Again if

you have any questions, suggestions, or comments for off campus activities,
please come and see me or call 479-9218.

Photographers: Magazine
and Nikon Present:

21^ Annual College
Photo Contest

Over $4000.00 cash awarded!!

Two Nikon FIOOAFSLR

Cameras awarded!!

Deadline: November 24,2000
Please Pick up Entry Forms at
the office of the Blue and White.



Intoxicated by the TONIC
Mistxj Mmshj

September 26th, 2000 was undoubtedly
the best night of my life in my 22 years mi-

"  ̂ days existence... Here is my

I  weeks before the concert 1i  fliBnV ygjw I was so pumped about finally getting to see
!  I favorite bands live: TONICI  1 (now, my absolute favorite). They have
^ 1] i I toured Edmonton three times since 1997
^Tr I and all three times I have missed the op-

It portunity to see tliem due to unavoidable
fcl' il circumstances. Ever since "If you Could

Only See," and the rest of the Lemon Pa
rade, I have been addicted to the lyrical genius and amazing
musical compilations of this group.
So off 1 went to the concert with some friends, and as I waited
during the intermission between the opening act (Stir, who
are cool) and Tonic (sigh), 1 felt someone tap me on the shoul
der. It was an old friend that 1 used to be very close friends
with in jr. High and so on. I know she is in the music business
and does promotions for Universal Records, but I thought
she was a "small bands" kind of girl. So 1 asked her who she
was promoting and almost threw up when she told me she is
there forTONIC. Holy be-jeesh! Jokingly but wishfully 1 sug
gest, "Oh my god Clare.. 1 must meet them! Can I meet
them??" She replies "Halia, not if you are going to act like
that... I'll see what 1 can do."

A few minutes into the concert 1 am in a crowd of people
and Clare wriggles in and hands me a sticker... she says, "Ok,
here's your back stage pass. Meet me over to the side here
after the show and we will go in together." Well tliat was it, I
almost friggin' died. I was 500000 not expecting that. She
is so awesome and I enjoyed every second of the perform
ance while 1 tried to wrap my mind around the fact that I was
going to be able to shake Emerson's hand in a matter of mo
ments. It was unfathomable.

The concert ended after their encore of "Love a Diamond"

and "You wanted More" (from their newest album, *SUGAR*.

Buy it! It's awesome!) I felt nauseous as 1 stood with Clare
and her press guys waiting for the band to come out. It was a
small back stage crowd, only four or five people who won
passes from The Bear, the rest (ten or so) seemed press re
lated. The excitement was infectious. They finally came out
to meet and greet and I just watched Dan, Jeff, and Emerson
with the people, shaking hands and truly appreciating being
appreciated. It was amazing...
Dan (Guitar) walks over to me, puts his hand out and in an

incredibly sexy Jersey accent says, "Hi there, I'm Dan. It's
nice to see you, what's your name?" 1 introduced myself and
we talked for much more than mere minutes about the show,
his home town (Jersey, but he now lives in LA), how I en
joyed the concert, how he felt this night was a "music" show
more than a "crowd" show, how the music touches me eve
rywhere (he then pretended to touch me everywhere) *YAH...
LIKE 1 WOULD MIND THAT!* We also discussed how their
bus broke down and 1 offered to drive them to Calgary for
their Wednesday night show but my BroncoU wouldn't fit
the whole band. We joked how it would be cool to ditch the

rest of the band and take a road trip their together. I was ec
static. It was SO amazing..
I had to take a breather after that so 1 went to stand by Clare

again just to watch them. After a short time, Emerson (writer,
lead singer) walked over to me shook my hand introduced
himself and vise versa for me. By this time I had a minute to
compose myself and when he asked me how 1 enjoyed the
concert I was able to articulate. He stood very close to me,
making a non-intimate situation more intimate by speaking
softly and leaning in like it was just he and I. Then we started
to discuss what it is about their music that I appreciate. I told
him that I have listened to Tonic through all the tough times
and the great times and that I feel like I can truly to relate to
what they are trying to portray and that it just touches my
heart. Obviously understanding what I was saying, he put
his arm around me and said, "That's exactly why I do this
Misty."
HE SAID MY FRIGGIN' NAME RIGHT TO MY FACE. OH

MY GOD, I ALMOST DIED...
1 had a very quick encounter with Jeff, who 1 think, consid

ers himself more of a rockstar than an artist compared to the
rest of the band members. Nonetheless, I thanked him for be
ing cordial and had him sign my back stage pass in the space
that was left empty after Dan and Emerson had finished. I
also quickly met the drummer Jeremy. He signed my back
stage pass and smiled sweetly.
TTiat was enough excitement for me; I'm good in the excite

ment area for at least another 22 years, and 1 didn't want to
over-stay my welcome (not to mention my friends were wait
ing in the car for me). I thanked Clare again and said 1 was
going to leave. With a shocked face she asks, "Well, do you
want your picture taken with them??" I nearly fainted. Clare
talked to her publicist, he asked Emerson to pose with me,
and then she mentions that it's my birthday in a few days and
this must be just great for me. Emerson puts his arm around
me and wishes me a happy birthday as we pose for the cam
era.

1 tlianked Clare again, while being on the verge of peeing
my pants. "Don't you want a picture with the other guys???"
comes the next question. Yes, of course 1 do!! I would like to
cherish the sight of Dan and his beauty for the rest of my life.
The publicist rounded up Dan and Jeff, and there 1 stood sur
rounded by the sheer radiance of these men. The flash goes
off and Dan hugs me to wish me a happy birthday.
Again I had to thank Clare and we made plans to meet up so

1 can get the pictures from her and take her out to dinner. 1
finally got into my car
and screamed from the

excitement. 1 didn't !(|^^^B
sleep a wink that night
and every student
Concordia University ^
now knows my story. 1
have to be

grateful for. Thank you,
Life!

Jeff, Misty, Dan



Misfits with Speedealer, Guy Smiley, and Les Tabernacles
Friday, Octoba 6 at Red's

by Darren Edgcn-

Guest lists are the greatest invention. I love being able to get
into shows for free; no cash paid means no guilt felt when
you see a bad show and decide to leave early. But if the show
is bad enough, anger is bound to rear its head. Such was the
case this past Friday night at Red's when I saw a show that
subjected its attendees to unprecedented tortures.
The evening started off on a sour note that foreshadowed its
rapid decline. My friends and I arrived at the venue at 8:30,
giving us a half-hour before the scheduled start time to get
settled. We waited in line, discussing the irony of a punk rock
show being held at the world's largest icon to capitalism, only
to discover our names were conspicuously absent from the
guest list. My friends were asked by Smallman Records, Guy
Smiley^s record label, to come to the show to interview the
band. The woman running the door told us she would try to
find a representative of the band to sort out the situation. She
asked us to return in an hour so it was off to the food court to

hang out Avith the janitorial staff and the junior high mallrats
smoking their "wacky tobacky."
We returned to Red's to find that nothing had changed; we

still were not on the guest list. After hanging around for ten
minutes, the singer from Guy Smiley showed up to get us in
just five minutes before they were to hit the stage. What a
cool dude! Now that we were inside and outfitted with our

stylish wristbands (hot pink for the lightweight, non-drink
ers like myself) we could relax and enjoy the show.
Guy Smiley quickly took the stage and began to rock with

their brand of crappy, unmelodic hardcore. They were awful.
Their songs are boring musically and contrived lyrically; the
only saving grace is the singer who, although sounds generic
when he is shouting, actually sounds good when he sings.
And if David Lee Roth was to front a hardcore band, he would
take notes from the singer for Guy Smiley because he has the
looks as well as all the jumps and finger-pointing down by
rote. The singer needs to find a band that can do justice to his
talent and can keep up with his energy.
Up next were Speedealer who did not disappoint; they were

consistently pathetic throughout their set, much like their
opening gig for Motorhead six months previously. Imagine
an untalented thrash metal band, like a gutless Anthrax, with
irritatingly strained vocals and you have an accurate depic
tion of Speedealer. The only compliment I can offer this band
is one from the past: their name used to be cool when they
were called R.E.O. Speedealer. Unfortunately, due to threat
ened legal action, they had to change their name and become
a sad joke.
During the long wait for the headliners to take the stage,

the crowd was rewarded with a visual feast prior to the Mis
fits' set: their latest video, which is at least a year old, was
played, followed by a severely edited version of the original
King Kong. The crowd was anxious to hear some great hor
ror-rock, the likes of which only the Misfits can deliver. 1 doubt
that anyone in attendance was prepared for the abomination
that was about to occur. The Misfits took the stage.. .as a trio!
What the heck was going on? Surely this was some kind of
hoax or maybe a warm-up before the singer came on stage.

Sadly, the answer was no. Jerry Only, the
bass player had decided to sing. Consid
ering that the only member of the band
that anybody knows is Glen Danzig, the
singer, and his instantly recognizable vocal style, this act is
the crudest joke perpetrated on the unknowing masses. It is
obvious now that for these Misfits it is no longer about the
music but "about the cash" and they are going to milk their
fame (such as it is) for every red cent. These Misfits do not
deserve your appreciation or your respect and they certainly
do not deserve your money. As far as 1 am concemed they
can go back to where they came from, which, according to
Tipper Gore, the RM.R.C., is "The Bowels of Hell."
Without even having seen them play last Friday, I can hon

estly say that Les Tabernacles were the best band of the
evening. Having seen them before, when they opened up for
All Systems Go, I know that these guys are the best local band
since Dead Beat Back Bone. And even though their brand of
AC/DC-influenced rock-a-billy is not becoming to my par
ticular tastes, I enjoy their set every time because these guys
know how to play and can rock with the best. If you want to
support local independent music, go see Les Tabernacles
whenever you get the chance. You will not be disappointed.

ESA CORNER
By Michelle Topolnisky

Hello fellow ESA students. I personally would like to
THANK YOU for the great turnout we had during Education
Week. I would also like to thank all the Professors and stu

dents from the After-Ed Degree for coming down during Edu
cation Week and participating. This has been the first year
that I know of, that the After-Education Degree agreed to par
ticipate, so way to go and thanks for coming out!
As well, we will have ATA cards to pick up. 1 think that you
should pick up your cards because you get great discounts
on hotels, car insurance at Morgex, Chapters, Coles, and
Smith's Bookstores.

Now down to the nitty gritty. Our Council has adopted
Lauderdale Elementary School and we are proud to be in
volved with this school. As the president and representative
of the Education Department, I believe that our vision ̂ vould
be to make a difference in a child's life and this would be a
perfect way to make a difference. If you would like to be a
part of making a difference then please come see us at the
ESA or the CSA office. This school really needs the volun
teers.

Last but not least, we will be having a general public meet-
ing for everyone. Please come out and show your support for
the ESA council, we need you to tell us what we need to do.
This meeting will be held Monday November 6,2000 at 4:00
p.m. Everyone is welcome and we are looking forward to hear
ing what you, the students, would like to see at Concordia.
















