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But if the watchman see the sword come, and blow not the trum-

pet, and the people not be warned; if the sword come, and take 

any person from among them, he is taken away in his iniquity; 

but his blood will I require at the watchman’s hand.  - Ezekiel 33:6
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 nother year, another tuition fee rally in front of some 
 government office building.

Students endure the same problems each year. As a result, 
seemingly obvious stories tend to go unreported because 
of their very baseness. The question of where to live is just 
one of those stories—it’s the time when first-years have to 
choose sides, balancing friendships with politics, only to find 
that once you’ve found the right people, you can’t agree on a 
price, location or if it’s worth paying extra for a dishwasher.

That’s why we’ve decided to be helpful for a change. For 
starters: it is totally worth it to pay extra for a dishwasher.

We’ve picked three real estate zealots (pages 12-15) to ar-
gue the relative merits of the North End, South End and 
residence. And for those who decide to move out of King’s 
quaint quad, we’re featuring a thorough analysis of landlords 
and their legal battles (page 10).

Speaking of annual trends, haven’t we rallied for lower tu-
ition fees already? There was one a few days ago (page 6), and 
we’re hoping that with a new government in place, tuition 
cuts might actually come about this time. And we’ve returned 
to our monthly column of “Esteemed Professors Ranting 
About Stuff” (page 19), even if that stuff happens to be us.

So we’re looking ahead. We’ve got global predictions (page 
18) and Oscar predictions (page 16), and even a fiction piece 
on foresight (page 20).  

Here at The Watch headquarters, we’ve made some signifi-
cant developments as well. You may have noticed that our 
paper quality is better. And know that, as we write this, hav-
ing no idea if it’s actually improved or not, we’re crossing our 
fingers. Plus, our website might actually be up by Valentine’s 
Day.

Until next time,
Michael Fraiman & David Kumagai
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4 Letters

with the lack of journalistic integrity on display in the 
latest article by wannabe-satire writers Hart Needles 
and Reed Clements.

All right, perhaps that first sentence came out a bit 
more aggressively than I would have liked, but I think 
it speaks volumes about a publication that will allow 
two non-journalism students to cover a serious issue 
while inserting infantile jokes (“An Uncomfortable 
Truth”; Volume XXI, Issue IV).

Evolution is a legitimate scientific debate, but Needles 
and myself have proven ourselves hypocrites by mak-
ing of creationism as much of a straw man as we ac-
cused Ray Comfort of making of evolution. By titling 
the man a “Kiwi evangelist” (which was entirely the 
whim of the foolish Mr. Needles), this article compares 
him to some sort of fruit, when in fact he is a proud 
citizen of New Zealand.

Furthermore, the article presents several only loosely 
connected facts about the Origin of Species books that 
imply Comfort is doing something unethical, without 
providing any solid facts to back it up.

Even more unjournalistic is the fact that class clown 
Needles and his monkey insult the one man who 
doesn’t agree with their bias by comparing his intel-
lect to that of a Dal student.

That you would allow such a hideous fusion of bad 
humour and biased research into your otherwise well-
written newspaper-magazine-tabloid hybrid is appall-
ing, and in the future I hope to see a more discerning 
eye editing my only source of dry, humourless and rel-
evant news.

Yours indignantly,
Reed Clements, former contributor to The Watch

I am writing this letter to formally express my revolt

I celebrated it in the traditionally onanistic fashion 
by attending a King George III-themed party of fel-
low King’s students. We played one of those drinking 
games where players get to make up rules, and a fel-
low inebriate demands a personal toast to the good 
King George III whenever a three is drawn from the 
deck. When my turn came, I was in the unfortunate 
position of having to sacrifice clarity and lucidity to 
gusto. However, this year I plan to be prepared, come 
whatever spirits, to make my toast to a proselytizing 
moralist who supported civil espionage and who’s 
better known for his windy addresses to trees.
 
King George III was praised for, among other things, 
his notable moral piety, a unique contribution to the 
monarchy of his time. He spent a lot of it ruminat-
ing on the proper relations between married people 
and introduced an act to end endogamy in his family 
clan. The Royal Marriages Act of 1772 forbade royals 
from marrying outside of their class or family. George 
III felt that he had been personally vindicated when 
it was later revealed that his brother Prince William 
Henry had married the illegitimate daughter of Sir 

Edward Walpole. Admittedly, this law had more to do 
with maintaining relations of power than anything 
else, but it reveals the fetish character of monarchy all 
too well. The decision to grant the authority of the law 
to a sovereign is a bloody relic of our Abrahamic pre-
history, and the austere sexual ignorance of that time 
comes stubbornly with it.

In the face of this pious nonsense, we are all very for-
tunate, at the expense of John Wilkes, to know his el-
egant reply: “Life can little more supply/ a few good 
fucks, and then we die.” I say “at the expense of John 
Wilkes” because this short verse came from his sa-
tirical “Essay On a Woman”, which was published in 
private for fellow members of the notorious Hellfire 
Society. However, it was the King who helped Wil-
kes’s political opponents illegally search his home for 
damning evidence. Wilkes was forced to flee to Paris 
for four years.
 
This leads into another great chapter of King George’s 
legacy—the taxation of the American colonies, which 
eventually spurred the War of Independence. Today, 

The last time this silly holiday came around, 
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it is all too easy to dismiss the 
founding fathers by calling them 
slaveholders who didn’t want 
to pay their taxes. Only the for-
mer charge is entirely true. As 
for taxes, the colonists had little 
trouble establishing their own, 
even while fighting a revolution-
ary war. However, at this time 
the practice of “taxation” meant 
forced entries, the quar-
tering of troops in houses 
which could not pay the 
exorbitant royal taxes, and 
often the imprisonment 
of otherwise innocent dis-
sidents. So the very same 
practice which enabled 
British soldiers to search 
through Wilkes’s house 
enabled them to quarter 
troops in houses of the 
American colonies, confis-
cate their rifles, close their 
assembly halls and taverns, 
as well as rob them of their 
domestic resources.

In short, the King’s taxes 
were the legal means of 
operating a secret police 
in Britain and the colonies. 
Jefferson, in his most cau-
tious letter to King George, 
immediately followed by 
the somewhat more in-
flammatory Declaration of 
Independence, described 
these troops as “foreign to 
our constitutions, and un-
acknowledged by our laws.” 
They were hired merce-
naries from the German 
principalities. Government 
by a police that doesn’t 
even bother to speak your 
language—a contradiction 
that could define colonial-

ist imperialism in the centuries to 
come.
At the end of his life, King George 
III fell into madness on several 
occasions, and he has become fa-
mous today for these spells. How-
ever, I feel no need to make jokes 
at the expense of the mentally ill. 
There is enough in King George’s 

life to mock which was done in the 
greatest lucidity that he could mus-
ter. So before mine leaves me, I’ll 
tip my hat to this ridiculous surro-
gate holiday and the man we chose 
over a teacher of mathematics and 
natural philosophy. Cheers!

- Simon Ross-Siegel
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6 News

n the morning of January 14, the day be-
fore tuition deadlines at most Nova Scotia 
post-secondary institutions, about two-
dozen students went to Premier Darrell 

Dexter’s office to participate in a lively demonstration 
aimed at lowering tuition rates.

Of course, no protest is complete without party hats, 
noisemakers and a cake. Nova Scotia students can 
make any situation a good time—even at 11:00 a.m. in 
below freezing temperatures.

Despite the cold, students’ spirits remained high. Ca-
nadian Federation of Students (CFS) staff organizer 
Rebecca Rose blasted energizing tunes, from Girl Talk 
to Jay-Z, over the sound system.

“Welcome to our New Year’s party!” said Rose, 25, 
smiling as she distributed party hats and favours.

For the CFS, the day marked the culmination of 
months of petitioning on university campuses as well 
as within the community at large. Now, they were 
ready to submit the petitions, containing over 2,500 
signatures, to Premier Dexter.

Jake Byrne, who serves as Nova Scotia’s representative 
on the CFS National Executive, kicked off the demon-
stration with an invigorating speech that excited the 
group.

“Come tomorrow, our pockets are gonna be a helluva 
lot lighter,” said Byrne, 19. “Students will see no New 

Don’t do me like that, Dexter
In an effort to reduce tuition fees, dozens of students marched to the 

Premier’s office last Thursday. Rebecca Spence followed the protesters 
to their political New Year’s party. 

Students singing a revised “Auld Lang Syne” outside One Government Place.       [Photos courtesy of Kiki Wood]
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“I am very, very disappointed 
to be protesting outside of a 

building where an NDP 
government has been put in 

place”

Year’s prosperity here.”

According to the CFS Nova Scotia website, average 
tuition fees in Canada are $4,917. Nova Scotia’s av-
erage tuition fees are 
$5,696—that’s $779 
above the national av-
erage.

“For twenty years, 
Nova Scotia boasted 
the highest tuition fees 
in the country,” said 
Byrne. According to 
Statistics Canada, On-
tario has taken over 
this undesirable distinction with an average tuition of 
$5,951—just $255 more than Nova Scotia.

The protesters carried about a dozen signs adorned 
with various New Year’s resolutions, from “I resolve to 
not turn on my heat until February” to “I resolve to 
speak out about my student debt every chance I get”. 
The group’s largest sign was a “2010 Student Wish 
List”, which called for increased funding to post-sec-
ondary education, lower tuition fees and additional 
needs-based grants.

“Mr. Dexter, this year make your New Year’s resolu-
tion investing in post-secondary education and in the 
future of students,” said Byrne. “We’ve applauded gov-
ernments before when they’ve done it, and we’ll do so 
again if your government shows initiative.”

In 2007, the CFS took to the streets and won the 
first tuition fee freeze in the province. But Byrne 
asserts that freezing tuition fees is not enough 
in a region where high fees have “not only shut 

people out of college and university, but saddled them 
with extreme student debt, the highest in the country 
on average.”

Byrne made it clear in his speech that high fees and 
high student debt will not only affect young people 
but ultimately hurt the entire economy.

“Do you think when you graduate with thirty or even 
forty thousand dollars of debt, that you’re going to be 
able to afford to buy a house, a car or start a small 

business?”

The demonstration climaxed when demonstrator 
Kaley Kennedy presented Deputy Minister of Edu-

cation Dennis 
Cochrane—Dexter 
was out of the of-
fice—with his New 
Year’s present: a 
massive petition in 
support of the stu-
dents’ cause.

As of last Friday 
afternoon, Dexter’s 
press secretary said 

that the Premier had not yet had a chance to review 

[continued on page 23]

News



6 News

n the morning of January 14, the day be-
fore tuition deadlines at most Nova Scotia 
post-secondary institutions, about two-
dozen students went to Premier Darrell 

Dexter’s office to participate in a lively demonstration 
aimed at lowering tuition rates.

Of course, no protest is complete without party hats, 
noisemakers and a cake. Nova Scotia students can 
make any situation a good time—even at 11:00 a.m. in 
below freezing temperatures.

Despite the cold, students’ spirits remained high. Ca-
nadian Federation of Students (CFS) staff organizer 
Rebecca Rose blasted energizing tunes, from Girl Talk 
to Jay-Z, over the sound system.

“Welcome to our New Year’s party!” said Rose, 25, 
smiling as she distributed party hats and favours.

For the CFS, the day marked the culmination of 
months of petitioning on university campuses as well 
as within the community at large. Now, they were 
ready to submit the petitions, containing over 2,500 
signatures, to Premier Dexter.

Jake Byrne, who serves as Nova Scotia’s representative 
on the CFS National Executive, kicked off the demon-
stration with an invigorating speech that excited the 
group.

“Come tomorrow, our pockets are gonna be a helluva 
lot lighter,” said Byrne, 19. “Students will see no New 

Don’t do me like that, Dexter
In an effort to reduce tuition fees, dozens of students marched to the 

Premier’s office last Thursday. Rebecca Spence followed the protesters 
to their political New Year’s party. 

Students singing a revised “Auld Lang Syne” outside One Government Place.       [Photos courtesy of Kiki Wood]

O

7

“I am very, very disappointed 
to be protesting outside of a 

building where an NDP 
government has been put in 

place”

Year’s prosperity here.”

According to the CFS Nova Scotia website, average 
tuition fees in Canada are $4,917. Nova Scotia’s av-
erage tuition fees are 
$5,696—that’s $779 
above the national av-
erage.

“For twenty years, 
Nova Scotia boasted 
the highest tuition fees 
in the country,” said 
Byrne. According to 
Statistics Canada, On-
tario has taken over 
this undesirable distinction with an average tuition of 
$5,951—just $255 more than Nova Scotia.

The protesters carried about a dozen signs adorned 
with various New Year’s resolutions, from “I resolve to 
not turn on my heat until February” to “I resolve to 
speak out about my student debt every chance I get”. 
The group’s largest sign was a “2010 Student Wish 
List”, which called for increased funding to post-sec-
ondary education, lower tuition fees and additional 
needs-based grants.

“Mr. Dexter, this year make your New Year’s resolu-
tion investing in post-secondary education and in the 
future of students,” said Byrne. “We’ve applauded gov-
ernments before when they’ve done it, and we’ll do so 
again if your government shows initiative.”

In 2007, the CFS took to the streets and won the 
first tuition fee freeze in the province. But Byrne 
asserts that freezing tuition fees is not enough 
in a region where high fees have “not only shut 

people out of college and university, but saddled them 
with extreme student debt, the highest in the country 
on average.”

Byrne made it clear in his speech that high fees and 
high student debt will not only affect young people 
but ultimately hurt the entire economy.

“Do you think when you graduate with thirty or even 
forty thousand dollars of debt, that you’re going to be 
able to afford to buy a house, a car or start a small 

business?”

The demonstration climaxed when demonstrator 
Kaley Kennedy presented Deputy Minister of Edu-

cation Dennis 
Cochrane—Dexter 
was out of the of-
fice—with his New 
Year’s present: a 
massive petition in 
support of the stu-
dents’ cause.

As of last Friday 
afternoon, Dexter’s 
press secretary said 

that the Premier had not yet had a chance to review 

[continued on page 23]

News



8

“I was really compelled by the self-
reflection,” said Nicol on the phone 
from Ottawa. “To think of why you 
do the things you do.”

And she won. Only two Atlantic 
Canadian students per year may re-
ceive a Rhodes Scholarship, which 
includes tuition, college fees and a 
living costs stipend for at least two 
years at the University of Oxford in 
England.

“The pool of finalists is always ex-
traordinary,” said President Barker. 
“Even for those who don’t get the 
award, the process is important 
and a great preparation for gradu-
ate or professional school applica-
tion... That evening, just after her 
notification, really was one of the 
high points of my year.”

 he Rhodes is awarded to stu-
dents who show “not only aca-

demic excellence, but also active 
engagement in their community 
and evidence of a strong commit-
ment to leadership in improving 
the state of the world,” according 
to the Canadian Rhodes website.

Nicol visited Ghana, where she 
volunteered in a library with chil-
dren’s programming and adult 
literacy and started the Nimobi 
Women’s Soccer team, which still 
practices every Saturday morning. 
She also volunteered with School-

Arts, helping to run art workshops 
and sharing assemblies, and has 
worked with Shannon Park School 
in Dartmouth, teaching children to 
read.

At King’s, Nicol helped start an ini-
tiative to bring a refugee student 
to Halifax through the World Uni-
versity Service of Canada (WUSC). 
Through the Student Refugee 
Program, a refugee student would 
study at King’s, financially sup-
ported for 12 months by the King’s 
student body. Last spring, a refer-
endum was passed by the student  
body with 86% for a $10 student 
levy. This, along with tuition/resi-
dence waivers and fundraising, will 
fund the endeavour. According to 
Nicol, the student is set to arrive 
for the 2011-12  academic year.

While Nicol said she was nervous, 
the similarities between Oxford 
and King’s excited her: the old ar-
chitecture, the school so “steeped 
in tradition”, the international cir-
cle of peers and those interested in 
engaging in world affairs.

She also plans on joining the choir 
at Merton College, called the Tal-
lis Scholars—a mixed voice choir 
and “one of the top five choirs in 
the world,” according to Paul Hal-
ley, five-time Grammy Award win-
ner and director of King’s chapel 
choir.

Nicol, a former member of the 
King’s Chapel Choir, is consider-
ing Merton for this reason.

“If she gets into that choir, she’ll be 
doing very well,” said Halley.

resident Barker’s response to 
the entire situation was a com-

bination of nerves and surprise.

“Recently the Rhodes Committee 
has preferred students brought up 
and schooled in the Maritimes,” he 
said, referring to fact that Nicol is 
originally from Ottawa. And while 
he knew who she was through ex-
tra-curriculars, “I didn’t know she 
was a star until we got going with 
the Rhodes.”

Barker contacts graduating stu-
dents who meet the Rhodes crite-
ria.

“I review the grades of the top 
students,” he said. “They had out-
standing academic performance 
and commitment to the university 
and larger community.”

He also works with each of the can-
didates to prepare the application.

“I try to make sure that the final-
ists know how to write a personal 
statement... and that they present 
a clean application, and if they are 
finalists that they go and meet with 
people familiar with the Rhodes 
interview process.”

First, however, Nicol will have to 
complete her final semester of 
her undergrad at the University of 
Victoria, although her degree will 
technically be from King’s. After 
that, it’s off to Oxford.

hen Rosanna Nicol first heard about the Rhodes Schol-
arship—arguably the most coveted scholarship in North 
America—she didn’t even consider applying. Only after 
King’s President William Barker encouraged her to sub-

mit an application, she decided to apply, based more on the style of the 
application than anything else.

On the 
            Rhodes

w.

News
A King’s student has won the Rhodes scholarship. 

Rachel Ward talks to the soon-to-be scholar about 
her upcoming Oxford education.
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ver the holidays, I was contacted by The 
Watch about contributing to the Janu-
ary edition. When offered the seeming-
ly simple task of writing a short article 

about the daily grind of some non-teaching staff 
members at King’s, I gladly accepted. Expecting 
the interview process would be simple, I made 
a list of general “day in the life” questions, con-
taining nothing controversial, and set out to find 
subjects for my story.

Based on my impression of King’s as a welcom-
ing place, I expected said staff members to be 
obliging, if a bit sheepish, and didn’t anticipate 
anyone turning down my five-minute request. 
After all, being a first-year journalism student 
writing for the school paper, how much of a 
threat could I possibly be? However, I soon dis-
covered that for some reason our friendly cam-
pus community clams up at the thought of talk-
ing to “the press”.  I was shocked that even after 
explaining that I was writing a straightforward, 
no-hidden-agenda, “get to know you” article, I 
was turned away. Initially discouraged, I contin-
ued my attempts, but they all proved fruitless. No 
one wanted to talk to me. I was left with a dent in 
my confidence and without a story to submit.

Though without the intended article, this led to 
many new questions. Firstly, what exactly were 
these staff members afraid of? Though The Watch 
does, as a proper media outlet, seek to expose 
the truth, it is rarely an arbitrarily hostile pub-
lication. I have not, in my brief experience with 
the paper, experienced its contributors as sneaky 

or strongly biased. In my 
view, we are just students 
with ideas, trying to get 
our voices heard. But 
perhaps The Watch itself 
isn’t the issue, or is only 
part of the issue.

My thoughts then wan-
dered to the bigger pic-

ture. It is possible that my difficulties could be 
linked to a deeper issue of distrust in the me-
dia. Although this may have been an isolated 
incident, polls suggest that Canadian trust in 
the media has decreased significantly in recent 
years. In 2008, just over 51 per cent of Canadians 
surveyed by the Canadian Media Research Con-
sortium thought that news organizations get the 
facts straight, while only 34 per cent find news 
to be fair and balanced most of the time. Jour-
nalism also often appears on lists of the least 
trusted professions in Canada.

hough I knew about these disappointing 
statistics from class, experiencing the re-
ality of this distrust was like a slap in the 

face. As a new journalist who is just learning the 
ropes, I’m concerned about the public’s impres-
sion of us. I can only speak for myself, but I be-
lieve that most of the young journalists here at 
King’s set out to write a story honestly and trans-
parently, and aim to give all sides of the story, not 
to back stab our interviewees. However, it’s hard 
to do our job properly if no one wants to talk to 
us because they’re afraid of how their words will 
be spun.

It’s not that I don’t think the public view is 
justified—I just don’t want to feel ashamed of 
this profession before I’ve even had the chance 
to make my own mistakes. I wanted to get in-
volved in journalism so that I could make a posi-
tive change by exposing injustices and getting 
as close to the truth as I possibly could, not so 
that I could make trouble for hard-working, of-
ten under appreciated staff like those I wanted 
to interview.

I hope that I’m not alone in these idealistic as-
pirations. I want to believe that the next genera-
tion of journalists expects more of themselves, 
and will write articles that Canadians can rely 
on. Yet in a world so obviously full of corruption 
and manipulation, am I being naive to think that 
journalists can ever be trusted again?

“I just don’t want 
to feel ashamed 
of this profession 
before I’ve even 
had the chance 
to make my own 

mistakes”
w.

Opinion

Off the Record
Charlotte Harrison laments the lack of faith in journalism on
campus and across the country.

O

T



8
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“When you sign a lease, it’s a legal contract 
and you have a legal obligation to pay... 

You can’t just pick up and move”

“We were just so excited we found a place,” said Brit-
tany Steele, 20. “We didn’t realize how dirty and run-
down the house was.”

Dirt was just one of the issues. According to Steele 
and her roommates, Jilian Rose and Khalehla Per-
rault, the house offered nothing but problems, from 
faulty heating to bad water pipes.

“We couldn’t drink the tap water,” said Perrault. “The 
floors flooded, too, and I had to move all of my stuff 
out of my room.”

When they approached their landlord about these is-
sues, he offered little help.

“When he came over to fix the heat he said, ‘What do 
you expect, the Ritz Carlton?’” said Rose. “We knew 
from then on that nothing was going to get fixed.”

The girls called 
the tenancy 
board and were 
told his behav-
iour was ille-
gal. After the 
landlord used 
their damage 
deposits to pay for garbage removal and cleaning of 
the already dirty house, Steele decided to pursue legal 
action. Her case is still ongoing, and she couldn’t say 

how long it will take to get retribution, since her land-
lord has been out of the country for months.

Rose’s situation isn’t a unique one; getting stuck with 
a bad landlord can happen to anybody.

Darin Sweet, a landlord who deals mostly with stu-
dent properties, advises that a healthy relationship is 
as much the students’ responsibility as it is the land-
lord’s.

“I don’t really have much of a problem with students,” 
said Sweet. “In the 15 years I’ve been a landlord, I’ve 
had to go to the tenancy board about five times, mostly 
for people not paying their rent.”

He even prefers renting to students.

“Students are so easy to get along with,” said Sweet. 
“They’re busy and more understanding. They pay 
their rent and are more laid-back.”

Alex Dionisio, a fourth-year Dalhousie student, thinks 
this is a load of crap.

“Landlords 
definitely try 
to screw over 
s t u d e n t s ,” 
said Dio-
nisio. “Noth-
ing ever gets 

fixed, landlords charge way too much, and all student 
housing is garbage.”

Barely
Legal

ast year, three King’s students moved 
into their first off-campus house, and 

were thrilled to be able to just settle down.

The hunt for that perfect 
home can sometimes end in 

heartbreak. 

Samantha Durnford looks 
into the nightmare of renting 

gone wrong.
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Dionisio and his roommates have lived in three hous-
es together and have issues with each house. Mice 
problems, broken windows not being fixed, mold in 
bathrooms, no heat, and broken appliances are just 
some of the problems.

“Whenever we called a landlord they’ve either taken 
too long to get it fixed or have tried to charge us for it,” 

said Dionisio. “Mice is not our problem and neither is 
mold in the bathroom because there was never a fan. 
In every house we’ve had trouble getting our damage 
deposit back for problems we didn’t create.”

Sweet says that before you sign a lease, ask the land-
lord who takes care of the house. He says if the land-
lord has someone hired to fix things, other than him-
self, chances are things will get done faster.

“Look for a landlord that is active and in the busi-

ness rather than a landlord that only owns one or two 
houses,” said Sweet. “If they’re active then they’ll have 
maintenance people that can handle issues properly 
in a timely manner.”

Maintenance isn’t the only issue with housing. Com-
mon legal issues include roommate problems and 
people skipping out on the lease.

Kyla Beaton, third-year Saint Mary’s student, had two 
roommates leave halfway through the year.

“I thought they were my friends,” says Beaton. “I met 
them in first year and they seemed cool, but over 
Christmas they both decided to go home and just not 
come back.”

Since she signed the lease, she had the legal obliga-
tion to pay the rest of the rent herself.

[continued on page 22]

“In every house we’ve had trouble getting our damage 
deposit back for problems we didn’t create”

As usual, the peanut butter has been eaten, but the trap not set off.       [Photo courtesy of Michael Fraiman]
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House Hunting?

Samantha Delaney: 
Nowhere but North

[continued on page 15]

live in the North End and I like it. If you like the 
King’s community feel, then you’ll probably like 

living in the North End too. 

Good stuff happens here that I haven’t seen happen 
anywhere else in the city. This past summer, for in-
stance, the residents of Sarah Street got a permit to 
close their road to traffic and host an evening block 
party. They had a DJ, hula hoops and sidewalk chalk. 
College kids, parents, small children and friendly 
passers-by all came together to dance, chat, barbecue 
and have a good, clean and fun time. I didn’t know 
most of the people there, but everyone smiled at me. 
Later that summer, there was a similar outdoor party 
on another North End street. The North End gather-
ings I’ve attended always have this open-to-all kind 
of community spirit. 

Here, you can get a beautiful house for less money. 
In the South End, you’ll be charged for proximity 
to campus even if the house is run-down and party-
worn.

I pay $320.62 monthly rent for an apartment with an 
ocean view (granted, you can see more parking lot 
than ocean). It takes me 20 to 40 minutes to walk to 
school, depending on the quantity of snow/ice. I like 
the walk; by the time I get to school, I’m happy and 

Is residence a rip-off? Will you get 
mugged in the North End? Is the 
South End worth the extra $100? 

Pay less but bus every day?       [Photos courtesy of Michael Coté ]
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House Hunting?
King’s students living in the North End, 

South End and residence make a 
pitch for their neighbourhoods. 

Corey Davison: 
Southern Comfort

ow many of you live so close to your university 
that you can see it from your house? What about 

after walking a block or two out your front door? Can 
you see it now?

Unless you live in Halifax’s South End, your answer 
is probably “no”, and I cannot begin to imagine how 
complicated that must be.

I live on Larch St. and life here is pretty simple. For 
those of you unfamiliar with how close this is to King’s, 
let me put it in perspective: I can see the president’s 
lodge from my front porch.

While living close to school is a little bit more expen-
sive, it really is the only con of living in the South End. 
What you’re paying for is simplicity and convenience. 
Even if you don’t mind living far away from campus, 
you can’t tell me that you enjoy having to get up one 
or two hours earlier to make sure you’re not stuck in 
traffic or looking for a parking spot when you should 
be sitting in your first class of the day.

If I have a class at 9:30 a.m., I usually set my alarm for 
9:00 a.m. I wake up, get dressed, shove one notebook 
into my bag, eat breakfast, put on my coat and hope 
that the five-minute walk to King’s will wake me up 
enough to participate. Once class is over, I’ll go home 

H

Pay more for the chance to run to class?[continued on page 15]

Take the full tour
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or two hours earlier to make sure you’re not stuck in 
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If I have a class at 9:30 a.m., I usually set my alarm for 
9:00 a.m. I wake up, get dressed, shove one notebook 
into my bag, eat breakfast, put on my coat and hope 
that the five-minute walk to King’s will wake me up 
enough to participate. Once class is over, I’ll go home 

H

Pay more for the chance to run to class?[continued on page 15]

Take the full tour



14 Feature

Evelyn Hornbeck: Right in Residence
ou could live in the North End, you could live 
in the South End—or, you could live right in 

the middle. I live one minute from class, 30 seconds 
from the library and 100 paces from the cheapest beer 
in the city. Residence, my friends, is sweet. 

I don’t know about you, but one of the main reasons 
I went to university was to escape the real world for a 
while longer. The real world, I have noticed, is full of 
scary things, like bills, careers and snowy walkways I 
am expected to clear myself. 

So when first year was coming to an end... Well, wait.  
Actually, let’s back up to when first year was coming 
to a middle and everyone started splitting into hous-
es, that painstaking process by which friendships are 
tried, torn and trodden on—everyone gets 100 times 
more stressed out than they were before. (Ah, finally, 
a taste of upper-year stress in first year.) As soon as 
this process began in my circle of friends, I quickly 
decided it wasn’t for me.

Instead of paying heating bills and taking out the gar-
bage (no really, have you seen the garbage rules here? 
I encourage you to look them up to aid in an informed 
living decision), I worry about—shock!—my school-

work. It’s marvelous being able to (in university) fo-
cus on schoolwork. I would say this is a major plus to 
residence.

Another is the social sphere, a counterbalance to all of 
that studying. I live with over 250 other students who 
are all involved in different clubs and societies. Living 
on campus allows easy access to all of it. Plus, you’re 
always seconds away from the Wardroom, which is 
even great on weeknights with themed drink nights 
(mojitos!) and the usual fun-loving bartenders.

I need to address the food if I am to make a case for 
residence living. Before you start griping about So-
dexo, let me ask you how adventurous eating outside 
Sodexo really is. You have to cook for yourself, and 
while some of you may be aspiring chefs (or have 
friends who are and want to cook for you), not every-
one is. It’s up to you. Campus living also allows access 
to a wide selection of food. So even if they’re serving 
up tater tot casserette, you have options.

Give it some thought. Haven’t you wanted to be a 
DJ Rossi or a Phil Taber and rule a Bay? Now’s your 
chance. Applications for residence are now open, and 
upper years are guaranteed a single room.

Pay for convenience?              [Photo courtesy of Michael Fraiman]
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high on endorphins. I can also walk home from the 
Paragon in seven minutes and from Gus’ Pub in two. 
I can even walk to Dartmouth in 10 minutes (don’t 
judge the D solely on the drive from the airport).

There are more reasons to love the North End if you 
enjoy shopping. There’s the Army Navy Surplus Store, 
Frenchy’s thrift store, and old-fashioned fountain 
peach juice 
at Robin’s 
Donuts. And 
if you pre-
fer sleeping 
in Saturday 
m o r n i n g s , 
free range 
eggs and 
fresh bread are available five days a week from the Lo-
cal Source Market.

And if you’re worried about the danger—don’t be. I’ve 
definitely had sketchy experiences, like the time I let 
my neighbour in my apartment so she could cry on 
my shoulder and use my phone after her sugar daddy 
gave her a home-run hit to the jaw with a baseball bat 
and chased her out of the house. But the scary area 
of the North End is small and contained. The sketchy 

stuff occurs almost exclusively within a two-block ra-
dius from where I happen to live (around where North 
Street and Gottingen Street intersect). But this is oth-
er people’s business, and they keep it to themselves 
(unless you invite them in after they’ve been beaten). 
I’m told that I live in the scariest part of Halifax, and I 
don’t think it’s all that scary. 

In the summer, 
my neighbours 
sit in lawn 
chairs outside 
our apartment 
building. They 
wave to the 
drivers of every 
car that rolls 

by. Any person walking by stops to say hello. Everyone 
knows each other. Despite all the craziness, there is a 
strong sense of community.

For me, the North End is educational and entertain-
ing. I like the way stuff looks here. I like the kinds of 
stores and galleries that are here. It’s different from 
the rest of Halifax, it’s different than what I’m used 
to. It’s raw and refreshing. It’s exciting. You should try 
it too.

[Delaney, continued from page 12]

to get lunch and exchange notebooks for my after-
noon class.

Maybe I’ll even pick up my computer while I’m there 
so that I can work in the library until dinner. Then 
again, maybe I won’t and I’ll meet my friend in the 
Wardroom instead.

Ah yes. The options really are endless when you live 
so close to school.

Are you jealous yet, North End kids? If you are, I prob-
ably shouldn’t mention that sometimes… I even take 
naps in the middle of the day! School isn’t the only 
thing that you guys on the North End miss by living 

further away either. You aren’t as close to downtown 
as I am.

With downtown comes coffee shops, libraries, gift 
stores and, of course, most important to young people, 
bars. After midnight, I can’t tell you that you see much 
sobriety on Spring Garden or Barrington. That is, un-
less you see someone who lives in the North End and 
needs to drive home. You can’t beat hopping on the 
bus or taking a short walk to your house.

Living in the heart of university is worth every extra 
penny I pay. After all, can you really put a price on 
sleeping in? Living a stone’s throw away from down-
town and your friends? Actually being able to run 
home if you forget something? I don’t think so.

Live in the South End and you’ll see what I mean. 

[Davison, continued from page 13]

“I’ve definitely had sketchy experiences, like the time I let my 
neighbour in my apartment so she could cry on my shoulder 
and use my phone after her sugar daddy gave her a home-
run hit to the jaw with a baseball bat and chased her out of 

the house”

“Can you really put a price on 
sleeping in?”

w.

w.
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More like Joan Rivers than Roger Ebert, 
Liz Johnston shares her wisdom on the 

upcoming Oscar race. 

And the nominees 
will be...

very year I go through the same ritual: I read 
the reviews, I watch the trailers, I look through 

the paper to consider what Hollywood has prepared 
for me this year, and I make a list. Oscar season—also 
known as the “holiday season”, November and Decem-
ber—is one of the most important times of the year for 
me. Once the list is made, I have approximately three 
weeks in which to see every film on it. From Avatar to 
The Young Victoria, I make it my annual mission to see 
them all over Christmas break. (This year, there were 
11.) My family finally came to terms with this a few 
years ago and this year for Christmas, I received $120 
worth of movie tickets. Of that, $1.62 remains. Yes—I 
missed two.

efore we begin, there are a few things that any-
one predicting the nominees must be aware of. 

Never bet on horror films, always bet on Pixar, never 
question Meryl Streep and, of course, never go full 
retard.

Some of you may remember the Academy’s deci-
sion to expand the Best Picture category to 10. With 
frontrunners like Avatar and Nine, I think we can 
all agree that it was the worst possible year to make 
that change. For starters, we’re looking at Avatar, Up 
in the Air, Inglourious Basterds, Meryl Streep, Invictus, 
Precious, Nine and The Hurt Locker. For those of you 
who rolled your eyes at the very mention of Avatar, 
congratulations! You, like everyone else, were able to 
recognize one of the weakest scripts James Cameron 
has ever produced (although it was shockingly similar 
to my own screenplay, Pocahontas in Space). However, 
you have also managed to forget the reason movies 
exist in the first place—the film provided the most 
awesome movie theatre experience I’ve had in a long 
time. While recently running a theatre workshop with 

a group of sixth-graders I expressed my disdain for 
the film and was rebuked by Liam, an eleven-year-old 
who explained to me, “Oh, it’s just because you’re in 
drama and you like big words too much.” Touché, sir.
 
As for the others, they’re pretty self-explanatory. In-
victus, although missing some of Eastwood’s usual 
flair, was a solid film with what appeared to be Nelson 
Mandela playing himself, though I’m told it really was 
Morgan Freeman. Precious would have been the dark 
horse had it not been for The Hurt Locker, featuring 
absolutely stunning performances and being backed 
by Oprah, which means I think it really has a chance 
at the presidency. Nine was terrible, but let’s face facts: 
the star power and director behind it mean it will be 
there, blerg.

You’ll notice that there are only eight movies on my 
list. The remaining two spots will either go to District 
9, The Messenger, Julie and Julia, Up, An Education or 

Star Trek. Yes, Star Trek. If Star Trek and District 9 are 
nominated, it could split the “sci-fi vote” and leave Av-
atar with nothing. Brilliant! The Messenger is the other 
lesser known American war story, starring Canadian 
Ben Foster and Woody Harrelson. It is certainly going 
to get a nomination for something, but it’s difficult to 
tell what.

Up should be in this category instead of in the Best 
Animated Feature, although it seems unlikely. This 
year marks one of the best years for animated feature 
length films with Up, The Fantastic Mr. Fox and Cora-
line all in the running. I like to think that if they gave 
the nomination to Up for Best Picture then Mr. Fox 
would be free to take the Animation category. (The 
last time that an animated feature was nominated 

“You, like everyone else, were able to recognize one of the 
weakest scripts James Cameron has ever produced (although it was 

shockingly similar to my own screenplay, Pocahontas in Space)”
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for best picture was in 1992, 
when Beauty and the Beast was 
robbed of the win by Silence of 
the Lambs.) Regardless, I think 
we can all accept that Best 
Animated Feature will prob-
ably go to Meryl Streep.

he Best Actor and Best 
Actress categories (al-

though obviously both awards 
will go to Meryl Streep) are 
proving to be somewhat dif-
ficult to call because of all the 
new talent. The actress cat-
egory will of course include 
Mrs. Streep, as well as Helen 
Mirren for The Last Station, 
and maybe Sandra Bullock 
for The Blind Side. (Remember 
how good she was in Speed? 
It’s like that, but she has a 
southern accent and the plot’s 
totally different.) Newcomers 
Gabourey Sidibe and Carey 
Mulligan, who star in Precious 
and An Education respectively, 
Emily Blunt for her portrayal 
of a young Queen Victoria.

Actors are much easier to call. 
Take Morgan Freeman, add 
everyone’s favourite Clooney, 
then toss in Colin Firth, Jeff 
Bridges and Jeremy Renner, 
and you’re all set. Depending 
on my thoughts after watching 
Crazy Heart, I might switch 
out Jeff Bridges for Michael 
Stuhlbarg in A Serious Man.

So now that this article is 
about 17 times longer than 
was intended. I would like to 
apologize to you and invite 
you all to my house on Tues-
day, February 2, when the 
nominees are announced, so I 
can be proven right.

w.

w.

The President 
             Barks Back
Dear Mr. President,

Remember when we asked for those 
300 words by Monday? We meant 
last Monday. I’m not sure if this was 
clarified. If you could have it in be-
fore the weekend’s end, that would 
be super-spectacular.

Eagerly willing to bug you some 
more,

Michael Fraiman

Dear Editors, 

You have just written, ONCE 
AGAIN, that I am to write 
something for The Watch. 
Why won't you leave me 
alone? You have been on 
my case about this so-called 
"rant" for over a month. I 
detest this harassment. One 
more annoying email, an-

nouncing itself in my pocket or on a  nearby table. You have 
tried to contact me via my buzzing Blackberry late at night 
when I am about to drop my tired head upon a downy pillow, 
early in the morning as I am standing in front of the mirror, try-
ing get a few uninterrupted minutes to shave, or in my office, in 
the midst of a heated conversation. There is no relief. So I have 
decided to answer.

Right now I am starting this message in the Killam atrium, 
stalled between a meeting at Dalhousie and a meeting at King's. 
So far, two King's students, Adria and Adam, have passed me by, 
and both have laughed at me, standing there foolishly jabbing 
away with my thumbs on this Blackberry. Then Wayne Hankey 
stopped me. (For a "few words"—a lively half-hour rant of his 
own!) Now I must continue typing as I walk back to the campus. 
“Be careful you don't fall into a well!” calls out student Greg 
Hatt (nice reference to Thales, even if I was looking at a keypad, 
and not the starry heavens)... I know the solution—get rid of the 
Blackberry. But I can't. I have a problem. I hate you, Blackberry, 
but I need you. I am sick of your constant harassment, buzzing 
away in my pocket. You and all the others! Today I received over 
50 emails, all needing “immediate attention”. I love you!

T
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In the world:

• Oprah’s bid to buy herself from 
herself will succeed, making her 
the richest person on Earth ex-
cept herself.

• Climate scientists’ predictions 
that the polar ice caps will melt 
will prove untrue. David Suzuki’s 
subsequent tears and puppy dog 
eyes will cause climate change 
skeptics’ hearts to melt, leading to 
flooding and general apocalypse 
anyway.

• [Insert your own Sarah Palin joke 
here.]

• Liz Johnston will be the only 
person in the entire world to 
watch the Academy Awards. Ev-
eryone else will just have better 
things to do.

• All of Conan O’Brien’s predic-
tions for 2010 will turn out to be 
true. Jimmy Fallon, humbled, will 
bow out of the late night game and 
become a Buddhist monk.

t’s a new year, and that means a new season. 
No, not winter. And if you just asked, “Oscar 

season?” then you’re a bad human being and 
should flip back to page 16.

It’s Predictions season, and every person, pub-
lication, television program and their uncles are 
looking to the year ahead for material, come-
dic and otherwise. Journalists and celebrities 
alike presume to tell us how things will be, but 
what do they know? I mean, other than Conan 

O’Brien. He just has the gift.

But what about the rest of them? And who po-
lices what’s said about the year to come? Is there 
no justice? Can anyone just make predictions, 
willy nilly?!

Apparently. So, to answer the age-old question 
of who predicts the predictors, I have gazed into 
my own crystal ball of bullshit. Somehow these 
predictions on predictions just came to me:

Griffin McInnes wades through the countless best-of-the-decade 
lists and predicts what the 2010s will have in store.  

Crystal Ball of Bullshit

• Letterman will apologize for 
making false predictions, but not 
really mean it.

• Leno will challenge O’Brien to a 
televised duel. Nobody, including 
O’Brien, will show up, bumping 
the duel from its prime time spot.

In Canada:

• The Canadian government wants 
to win more medals than any other 
country at the 2010 Olympic Win-
ter Games. They will! All will be 
bronze.

• Rightly betting that Canadians 
won’t care, Stephen Harper will 
prorogue Parliament indefinitely, 
making it equally as ineffective as 
when it’s in session. As a result, 
Harper will begin to sport a green 
military cap, Ray-Bans and a half-
smoked cigar. Canada’s hospitals, 
schools and vintage car collections 
will prosper.

At King’s:

• Contrary to popular belief, Mi-
chael Keene will stay graduated.

• By some horrible nuclear waste-
related incident, Watch editors Mi-
chael Fraiman and David Kumagai 
will become literally attached at 
the hip. Their pitch to Hollywood 
producers for a sequel to Stuck on 
You will fail.

• The Chapel will finally fall into 
the Pit. God will be sued, and an 
exact replica of the building will be 
built with money from the settle-
ment.

• Swine flu will come back to the 
school in a big way, proving my 
skepticism to be unfounded. Now 
that I’ve admitted it, just don’t 
blame me when people start dying, 
OK?

• For a joke about David Ether-
ington, see the one on Stephen 
Harper. w.
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e told stories. We walked along 
train tracks and down streets 

and across bridges and along hedges 
and told stories. Our stories had a 
way of just going where they would. 
When we told them, we really had no 
intimation of the direction in which 
they would go. Of their own volition, 
they came forth from our mouths, 
our words and actions mere vessels 
and intermediaries. Those stories 
that we told in the winter seemed 
to come out the best, as if the sharp 
cold air lent some of its crystalline 
clarity to our imaginings. We bur-
rowed into ideas and thoughts as 
we burrowed into scarves and wool 
coats. Escape wasn’t our intention, 
not at all. We didn’t really have any-
thing to escape from, no troubles or 
tragedies or dark idiosyncratic psy-
choses that would have plagued our 
waking dreams. This may have lent 
an air of superficiality to our tales, 
but we were happy, if somewhat 
bored, teenage boys, and hadn’t re-
ally suffered enough to tell meaning-
ful, important stories.

At least, that’s what Oliver’s uncle, an 
author, said. But then, he had lived 
alone for thirty years in a squalid 
third floor apartment surrounded 
by musty—though no doubt deeply 
profound—manuscripts.

We became attached to certain sto-
ries, certain plot points or characters 
or nuances of characters, and found 
ourselves returning to them. There 
was one black bird (he might have 
been a crow, or a raven; in any event, 
he was large and, we imagined, had 
the temperament of a persnickety 
old man) who cropped up repeat-
edly. Sometimes we named him 
Malachai, sometimes he didn’t have 
a name. Didn’t seem to need one. He 
was sardonic and cynical, and spoke 

with a guttural croak.

An old woman named Madge often 
appeared too, variously wearing a 
floppy purple hat, a threadbare navy 
blue beret, or a veiled black cap and 
a string of fine pearls. In regards to 
nuances of character, there were spe-
cific traits which we found ourselves 
repeatedly and often unconsciously 
infusing into the denizens of our 
stories. Objectively, these traits and 
characters might have been some-
what inconsequential, but to us they 
held some attraction. It might have 
been bred of familiarity, of knowing 
that we had seen these things be-
fore and could anticipate them. Or it 
might have been something entirely 
different. Neither Oliver nor I knew, 
and we never gave much thought to 
it. It wasn’t important.

What was important was making 
certain the story came to a suit-
able conclusion before we returned 
home, before the walk ended. It 
invariably happened that upon re-
turning to the dormitory, something 
else would come up and preclude 
us from completing the tale, and it 
seemed dishonorable to leave what-
ever characters we had created to 
float hopelessly in some eternal and 
invincible limbo. Cutting their lives 
off midway, half-lived, seemed incon-
siderate, and I would imagine them 
waiting for us to return, eyes sad and 
reproachful. And we couldn’t just 
press the story’s pause button, so to 
speak. To do so never worked, and 
the few times we had tried, we found 
ourselves unable to pick up where we 
had left off. Something was always 
amiss, different, dislocated, washed 
out. It was like waking from a dream, 
then trying to dive back into it the 
next night. You simply can’t bridge 
the gap, suture the divide.

We were also careful never to do 
something that we had come to call 
“break” the stories. We thought of 
breaking a story as doing or suggest-
ing anything that would make the 
thing fall apart. Friendly interroga-
tion and examination of each other’s 
plot suggestions was common, even 
required to maintain literary integ-
rity, but there were a few things that 
could well and truly wreck the world 
of the story, certain pins that would 
pop the fragile bubble, leaving us 
shocked and disappointed.

It was one of the dark, fleeting days 
between Christmas and New Year's 
when naked trees try to twist away 
from biting, empty winds and rest-
less snow whips down bare streets. 
Oliver and I were but a few blocks 
from the college, walking slowly. We 
kept to empty residential streets, 
gently slopping upwards away from 
the frozen lake. Staying at school 
over the Christmas break was unfor-
tunate, but we nearly had the run of 
the college. We had time to ourselves, 
time to walk.

et us say,” said Oliver, “that 
the sun is close to setting.” 

This was how all our stories started, 
the little ritual of ‘Let us say...’ that 
served to set the groundwork. “The 
sun is close to setting, and there’s a 
bit more snow than there is now.”

I nodded. This was an acceptable 
start.

“An old man is walking down the 
street, his dog, which is a, um, an 
Irish wolfhound, is several paces be-
hind him.”

“What’s he wearing?” I asked, be-
cause it seemed important to set the 
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In the world:

• Oprah’s bid to buy herself from 
herself will succeed, making her 
the richest person on Earth ex-
cept herself.

• Climate scientists’ predictions 
that the polar ice caps will melt 
will prove untrue. David Suzuki’s 
subsequent tears and puppy dog 
eyes will cause climate change 
skeptics’ hearts to melt, leading to 
flooding and general apocalypse 
anyway.

• [Insert your own Sarah Palin joke 
here.]

• Liz Johnston will be the only 
person in the entire world to 
watch the Academy Awards. Ev-
eryone else will just have better 
things to do.

• All of Conan O’Brien’s predic-
tions for 2010 will turn out to be 
true. Jimmy Fallon, humbled, will 
bow out of the late night game and 
become a Buddhist monk.

t’s a new year, and that means a new season. 
No, not winter. And if you just asked, “Oscar 

season?” then you’re a bad human being and 
should flip back to page 16.

It’s Predictions season, and every person, pub-
lication, television program and their uncles are 
looking to the year ahead for material, come-
dic and otherwise. Journalists and celebrities 
alike presume to tell us how things will be, but 
what do they know? I mean, other than Conan 

O’Brien. He just has the gift.

But what about the rest of them? And who po-
lices what’s said about the year to come? Is there 
no justice? Can anyone just make predictions, 
willy nilly?!

Apparently. So, to answer the age-old question 
of who predicts the predictors, I have gazed into 
my own crystal ball of bullshit. Somehow these 
predictions on predictions just came to me:

Griffin McInnes wades through the countless best-of-the-decade 
lists and predicts what the 2010s will have in store.  

Crystal Ball of Bullshit

• Letterman will apologize for 
making false predictions, but not 
really mean it.

• Leno will challenge O’Brien to a 
televised duel. Nobody, including 
O’Brien, will show up, bumping 
the duel from its prime time spot.

In Canada:

• The Canadian government wants 
to win more medals than any other 
country at the 2010 Olympic Win-
ter Games. They will! All will be 
bronze.

• Rightly betting that Canadians 
won’t care, Stephen Harper will 
prorogue Parliament indefinitely, 
making it equally as ineffective as 
when it’s in session. As a result, 
Harper will begin to sport a green 
military cap, Ray-Bans and a half-
smoked cigar. Canada’s hospitals, 
schools and vintage car collections 
will prosper.

At King’s:

• Contrary to popular belief, Mi-
chael Keene will stay graduated.

• By some horrible nuclear waste-
related incident, Watch editors Mi-
chael Fraiman and David Kumagai 
will become literally attached at 
the hip. Their pitch to Hollywood 
producers for a sequel to Stuck on 
You will fail.

• The Chapel will finally fall into 
the Pit. God will be sued, and an 
exact replica of the building will be 
built with money from the settle-
ment.

• Swine flu will come back to the 
school in a big way, proving my 
skepticism to be unfounded. Now 
that I’ve admitted it, just don’t 
blame me when people start dying, 
OK?

• For a joke about David Ether-
ington, see the one on Stephen 
Harper. w.
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e told stories. We walked along 
train tracks and down streets 

and across bridges and along hedges 
and told stories. Our stories had a 
way of just going where they would. 
When we told them, we really had no 
intimation of the direction in which 
they would go. Of their own volition, 
they came forth from our mouths, 
our words and actions mere vessels 
and intermediaries. Those stories 
that we told in the winter seemed 
to come out the best, as if the sharp 
cold air lent some of its crystalline 
clarity to our imaginings. We bur-
rowed into ideas and thoughts as 
we burrowed into scarves and wool 
coats. Escape wasn’t our intention, 
not at all. We didn’t really have any-
thing to escape from, no troubles or 
tragedies or dark idiosyncratic psy-
choses that would have plagued our 
waking dreams. This may have lent 
an air of superficiality to our tales, 
but we were happy, if somewhat 
bored, teenage boys, and hadn’t re-
ally suffered enough to tell meaning-
ful, important stories.

At least, that’s what Oliver’s uncle, an 
author, said. But then, he had lived 
alone for thirty years in a squalid 
third floor apartment surrounded 
by musty—though no doubt deeply 
profound—manuscripts.

We became attached to certain sto-
ries, certain plot points or characters 
or nuances of characters, and found 
ourselves returning to them. There 
was one black bird (he might have 
been a crow, or a raven; in any event, 
he was large and, we imagined, had 
the temperament of a persnickety 
old man) who cropped up repeat-
edly. Sometimes we named him 
Malachai, sometimes he didn’t have 
a name. Didn’t seem to need one. He 
was sardonic and cynical, and spoke 

with a guttural croak.

An old woman named Madge often 
appeared too, variously wearing a 
floppy purple hat, a threadbare navy 
blue beret, or a veiled black cap and 
a string of fine pearls. In regards to 
nuances of character, there were spe-
cific traits which we found ourselves 
repeatedly and often unconsciously 
infusing into the denizens of our 
stories. Objectively, these traits and 
characters might have been some-
what inconsequential, but to us they 
held some attraction. It might have 
been bred of familiarity, of knowing 
that we had seen these things be-
fore and could anticipate them. Or it 
might have been something entirely 
different. Neither Oliver nor I knew, 
and we never gave much thought to 
it. It wasn’t important.

What was important was making 
certain the story came to a suit-
able conclusion before we returned 
home, before the walk ended. It 
invariably happened that upon re-
turning to the dormitory, something 
else would come up and preclude 
us from completing the tale, and it 
seemed dishonorable to leave what-
ever characters we had created to 
float hopelessly in some eternal and 
invincible limbo. Cutting their lives 
off midway, half-lived, seemed incon-
siderate, and I would imagine them 
waiting for us to return, eyes sad and 
reproachful. And we couldn’t just 
press the story’s pause button, so to 
speak. To do so never worked, and 
the few times we had tried, we found 
ourselves unable to pick up where we 
had left off. Something was always 
amiss, different, dislocated, washed 
out. It was like waking from a dream, 
then trying to dive back into it the 
next night. You simply can’t bridge 
the gap, suture the divide.

We were also careful never to do 
something that we had come to call 
“break” the stories. We thought of 
breaking a story as doing or suggest-
ing anything that would make the 
thing fall apart. Friendly interroga-
tion and examination of each other’s 
plot suggestions was common, even 
required to maintain literary integ-
rity, but there were a few things that 
could well and truly wreck the world 
of the story, certain pins that would 
pop the fragile bubble, leaving us 
shocked and disappointed.

It was one of the dark, fleeting days 
between Christmas and New Year's 
when naked trees try to twist away 
from biting, empty winds and rest-
less snow whips down bare streets. 
Oliver and I were but a few blocks 
from the college, walking slowly. We 
kept to empty residential streets, 
gently slopping upwards away from 
the frozen lake. Staying at school 
over the Christmas break was unfor-
tunate, but we nearly had the run of 
the college. We had time to ourselves, 
time to walk.

et us say,” said Oliver, “that 
the sun is close to setting.” 

This was how all our stories started, 
the little ritual of ‘Let us say...’ that 
served to set the groundwork. “The 
sun is close to setting, and there’s a 
bit more snow than there is now.”

I nodded. This was an acceptable 
start.

“An old man is walking down the 
street, his dog, which is a, um, an 
Irish wolfhound, is several paces be-
hind him.”

“What’s he wearing?” I asked, be-
cause it seemed important to set the 
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mood. One could infer much from 
what the man wore.

“Wool coat. Heavy. Dark grey.”

“Mmm.” The weather, then, was 
bleak.

“Umm,” Oliver paused in thought, 
looking towards the low clouds. 
“He’s walking fast. Or hobbling fast, 
I suppose. He’s trying to get away 
from—”

“No, he’s not trying to get away from 
anything,” I interrupted. Oliver nod-
ded, and conceded the point. “He’s 
hurrying to get somewhere.”

“Where, then?” asked Oliver.
   
“His, uh, his—”
  
“His lover’s house,” Oliver answered 
his own question.

“His lover’s house?” I was dubious.

“Sure. Old people still have emo-
tions.”

“I suppose.”

“He’s hurrying to his lover’s house, 
because he’s made a terrible mistake, 
and he doesn’t have much time.”

“What’s his lover’s name?”
       
“Madge.”

“Madge?” I was surprised. Madge had 
never had a lover before.

e turned a corner, the narra-
tive pausing for a moment as 

we both pondered.

 A sharp wind blew in our faces, and 
in that instant, with a gruff “‘scuse 
me”, a man in a heavy dark coat 
shouldered his way between us, his 
large shaggy Irish wolfhound follow-
ing at his heels. Oliver and I let him 

pass. Then we both stumbled, physi-
cally struck by the realization. We 
stopped and watched the man hurry 
away from us up the street.

“Can't be,” Oliver said.

“Don’t be daft,” I said.
   
But there was our man. Dark grey 
coat. Irish wolf hound. Bleak weath-
er.

n a hushed voice, barely a whisper, 
Oliver continued. “He gets about 

halfway up the street. Then he stops 
in front of an old house.” The man 
stopped about halfway down the 
block. His dog padded through the 
yard of the house he had paused in 
front of, rooting aimlessly through 
the snow.

I took over. “He’s full of dread—”

“And a bit of hope,” Oliver piped in.

“Yes, and a bit of hope. He’s full of 
dread and a bit of hope. But he feels 
that he’s got to do this. So he steals 
himself,” in front of us, the man’s 
shoulders slumped, then a moment 
later, his back straightened, as if suf-
fused with resolve. “And climbs the 
steps.” The man stepped forwards, 
and climbed the four rickety steps 
up to the porch.

I noticed that Oliver was gripping 
my arm very tightly. “He hesitates 
at the door,” Oliver whispered. The 
man stood facing the stolid, grey 
door, turned to look at his dog, the 
trees, the city, the winter. “He’s afraid 
of what he worries he’s going to hear. 
What he knows he’s going to hear.”

“But he knocks eventually,” I said.

“Of course.”

“He knocks eventually, and after a 
minute or two, the door opens—”

“—and Madge comes out.”

Down the block, the old door opened, 
and an old grey woman wearing 
pearls and a black cap emerged from 
the crumbling house. I noticed that 
I was now gripping Oliver’s arm as 
tightly as he was gripping mine. The 
aged couple stared at each other, un-
moving, saying nothing.

“They get to talking,” says Oliver af-
ter a moment more.

“But the man doesn’t really know 
what to say,” I add. “He sort of bum-
bles.”

“Yeah. He’s nervous.”

“But he still thinks he ought to say 
something.”

“Something. Something.” Oliver re-
peated the word, tasting it, chewing 
it, trying to decide what in fact it was. 
He soon decided on something. “The 
man says more than just ‘something’. 
He says lots of things. And so does 
Madge.” Down the block, on the old 
porch, we watched as the old couple 
started talking. We couldn’t hear 
what they said, but the man began 
to gesture faster and faster, rocking 
from foot to foot. Madge crossed and 
uncrossed her arms, impassive, black 
veil waving gossamer and ragged 
in the breeze. “Lots of meaningful 
things, Oliver continued, “things 
that should have been said long ago, 
but were left in the dark where they 
sat swelling and bulging, cancerous.” 
I nodded again. This served to illus-
trate a general point. The specifics of 
the dialogue weren’t important.

“But it doesn’t matter in the end,” I 
said.

“Nothing he said would have 
changed anything,” said Oliver. “He 
knew that.”

“He knew it. But he didn’t want to 
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see it, to realize it. Too hard.” It was 
Oliver’s turn to nod. “So Madge re-
buffs him.” The pearls and veil frame 
a pained yet nebulously malicious 
sneer, and down the street, Madge 
stepped away from the man. The old 
door closed inches from his face, the 
bang ringing dully down the street 
and mixing with the muffled flapping 
of wings as a large crow alighted on 
a bare branch several feet above the 
wolfhound’s head. The wolfhound 
looked up, regarding the bird with 
academic, detached interest. On the 
porch, the man was still gesticulat-
ing, though with less force, emotion-
al inertia impelling his arms to keep 
slowly windmilling. He was swim-
ming, barely keeping afloat, fighting a 
losing battle against heartless waves. 
Then, slowly, his gesturing died, and 
his arms dropped to his sides.

We watched the tableau down the 
street in a silence tinged in equal 
parts with fear and astonishment 
and disbelief. The man on the porch 
staring at the shut door, the wolf-
hound watching the crow, the crow 
watching both the man and the dog. 
Oliver took a half step forwards. 
“The man is slowly being forced to 
accept it, accept everything,” said 
Oliver. “He wants to rage and storm 
and cry and plead, but he knows it 
would be futile.” I blinked, because 
I thought I saw the man’s hands 
clench into tight, bony, quavering 
fists. “So he steps away.” The man 
spun slowly, carefully on his heel. 
To us, he looked weak, diminished, 
yet we were quivering perhaps more 
than he might have been. He walked 
down the steps, assiduously avoiding 
patches of dark ice.

“Then Malachai speaks,” I said in the 
instant that the crow who had been 
regarding the wolfhound cawed 
low and resonant. The gravelly call 
sounded down the street, clear and 
melancholy. The man froze, star-
ing intently at the bird. The crow 

turned one eye to face the man, then 
the other. “He tells the man that he 
was being naive. A bitter rejoinder 
that he should have seen it coming. 
‘Even I could have told you’, he says. 
‘Saved you all the bloody trouble’”. 
From where we stood, we could hear 
nothing, but we could see the man 
stumble back slightly, and the crow 
rustle his feathers, glaring at the 
wolfhound.

“The man doesn’t want to hear it,” 
said Oliver, “but Malachai keeps go-
ing.” The bird flapped his dark pin-
ions, knocking snow off the bush’s 
branches. “He reminds the man of 
things that hurt too deeply. They’re 
too raw. So the man drives him 
away.” With remarkable speed for a 
fellow his age, the man dropped into 
a crouch, wadded up a tight ball of 
snow, and hurled it at the crow. The 
crow leapt away, the icy chunk disin-
tegrating into the thicket’s branches. 
He called again, loud and sonorous 
as he took flight, wings strokes loud 
in the now still, cold air. “And that’s 
it.” said Oliver. “He’s done all he 
can.”

he street was silent, still, frozen 
as fast as the iron-hard ground. 

Oliver and I watched the man as he 
in turn watched the slate grey sky. 
After a moment, he whistled softly to 
his dog, trudged out of the yard, and 
started off down the street.
  
“I’ll be right back,” said Oliver, re-
leasing my arm and moving down 
the sidewalk toward the retreating 
figure.

“What? No!” I said, with a voice dis-
proportionally loud in the winter 
silence. I started after him, tapping 
him on the shoulder. “What are you 
goi—where are you going?”

Oliver’s pace didn’t slow. “Nowhere. 
I’ve just, I’ve got to talk to him.”

“What? But you cant’! You’ll...” I 
didn’t know what would happen. 
And I didn’t know why I so desper-
ately felt I had to make Oliver stop. 
“Why?” I ended lamely, hoping to 
stall him.

“You saw all this too, no? The story, it 
was there, right there! It was happen-
ing! Just like we said!” He was start-
ing to look feverish, slightly crazed 
obsession colouring his cheeks. “The 
story came to... I don’t know, it ap-
peared! Tangible! I’ve got to prove 
that! Experience that!”

“You can’t,” I said, lamely.

“Why not?” Oliver still hadn’t 
stopped.

I grabbed his arm, spun him around. 
He stumbled, shocked. “Because,” 
I said, “you’ll break the story.” He 
looked at me and frowned as if wres-
tling with something. Then he turned 
back towards the man.

I grabbed his arm again, spun him 
back. And again he turned away.

I spun him around a third time, 
harder this time. And I kept hold of 
his arm. His eyes were hard when he 
looked at me. He shook my hand off.

I went to hold him again, and he 
swatted my hand away. I swatted 
back. He shoved my shoulder, hard 
and sharp. I lay both hands on his 
chest and pushed. He stumbled, then 
flew back at me, landing a punch on 
my jaw.

I fell to the snow, vision blurring. 
When I looked up, Oliver was gone, 
racing down the street, arms pump-
ing, boots pounding the icy pave-
ment. At the end of the street, the 
man rounded the corner and van-
ished. Sitting in the dusty snow, I 
watched Oliver race after him, skid 
around the corner, and disappear.
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mood. One could infer much from 
what the man wore.

“Wool coat. Heavy. Dark grey.”

“Mmm.” The weather, then, was 
bleak.

“Umm,” Oliver paused in thought, 
looking towards the low clouds. 
“He’s walking fast. Or hobbling fast, 
I suppose. He’s trying to get away 
from—”

“No, he’s not trying to get away from 
anything,” I interrupted. Oliver nod-
ded, and conceded the point. “He’s 
hurrying to get somewhere.”

“Where, then?” asked Oliver.
   
“His, uh, his—”
  
“His lover’s house,” Oliver answered 
his own question.

“His lover’s house?” I was dubious.

“Sure. Old people still have emo-
tions.”

“I suppose.”

“He’s hurrying to his lover’s house, 
because he’s made a terrible mistake, 
and he doesn’t have much time.”

“What’s his lover’s name?”
       
“Madge.”

“Madge?” I was surprised. Madge had 
never had a lover before.

e turned a corner, the narra-
tive pausing for a moment as 

we both pondered.

 A sharp wind blew in our faces, and 
in that instant, with a gruff “‘scuse 
me”, a man in a heavy dark coat 
shouldered his way between us, his 
large shaggy Irish wolfhound follow-
ing at his heels. Oliver and I let him 

pass. Then we both stumbled, physi-
cally struck by the realization. We 
stopped and watched the man hurry 
away from us up the street.

“Can't be,” Oliver said.

“Don’t be daft,” I said.
   
But there was our man. Dark grey 
coat. Irish wolf hound. Bleak weath-
er.

n a hushed voice, barely a whisper, 
Oliver continued. “He gets about 

halfway up the street. Then he stops 
in front of an old house.” The man 
stopped about halfway down the 
block. His dog padded through the 
yard of the house he had paused in 
front of, rooting aimlessly through 
the snow.

I took over. “He’s full of dread—”

“And a bit of hope,” Oliver piped in.

“Yes, and a bit of hope. He’s full of 
dread and a bit of hope. But he feels 
that he’s got to do this. So he steals 
himself,” in front of us, the man’s 
shoulders slumped, then a moment 
later, his back straightened, as if suf-
fused with resolve. “And climbs the 
steps.” The man stepped forwards, 
and climbed the four rickety steps 
up to the porch.

I noticed that Oliver was gripping 
my arm very tightly. “He hesitates 
at the door,” Oliver whispered. The 
man stood facing the stolid, grey 
door, turned to look at his dog, the 
trees, the city, the winter. “He’s afraid 
of what he worries he’s going to hear. 
What he knows he’s going to hear.”

“But he knocks eventually,” I said.

“Of course.”

“He knocks eventually, and after a 
minute or two, the door opens—”

“—and Madge comes out.”

Down the block, the old door opened, 
and an old grey woman wearing 
pearls and a black cap emerged from 
the crumbling house. I noticed that 
I was now gripping Oliver’s arm as 
tightly as he was gripping mine. The 
aged couple stared at each other, un-
moving, saying nothing.

“They get to talking,” says Oliver af-
ter a moment more.

“But the man doesn’t really know 
what to say,” I add. “He sort of bum-
bles.”

“Yeah. He’s nervous.”

“But he still thinks he ought to say 
something.”

“Something. Something.” Oliver re-
peated the word, tasting it, chewing 
it, trying to decide what in fact it was. 
He soon decided on something. “The 
man says more than just ‘something’. 
He says lots of things. And so does 
Madge.” Down the block, on the old 
porch, we watched as the old couple 
started talking. We couldn’t hear 
what they said, but the man began 
to gesture faster and faster, rocking 
from foot to foot. Madge crossed and 
uncrossed her arms, impassive, black 
veil waving gossamer and ragged 
in the breeze. “Lots of meaningful 
things, Oliver continued, “things 
that should have been said long ago, 
but were left in the dark where they 
sat swelling and bulging, cancerous.” 
I nodded again. This served to illus-
trate a general point. The specifics of 
the dialogue weren’t important.

“But it doesn’t matter in the end,” I 
said.

“Nothing he said would have 
changed anything,” said Oliver. “He 
knew that.”

“He knew it. But he didn’t want to 
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see it, to realize it. Too hard.” It was 
Oliver’s turn to nod. “So Madge re-
buffs him.” The pearls and veil frame 
a pained yet nebulously malicious 
sneer, and down the street, Madge 
stepped away from the man. The old 
door closed inches from his face, the 
bang ringing dully down the street 
and mixing with the muffled flapping 
of wings as a large crow alighted on 
a bare branch several feet above the 
wolfhound’s head. The wolfhound 
looked up, regarding the bird with 
academic, detached interest. On the 
porch, the man was still gesticulat-
ing, though with less force, emotion-
al inertia impelling his arms to keep 
slowly windmilling. He was swim-
ming, barely keeping afloat, fighting a 
losing battle against heartless waves. 
Then, slowly, his gesturing died, and 
his arms dropped to his sides.

We watched the tableau down the 
street in a silence tinged in equal 
parts with fear and astonishment 
and disbelief. The man on the porch 
staring at the shut door, the wolf-
hound watching the crow, the crow 
watching both the man and the dog. 
Oliver took a half step forwards. 
“The man is slowly being forced to 
accept it, accept everything,” said 
Oliver. “He wants to rage and storm 
and cry and plead, but he knows it 
would be futile.” I blinked, because 
I thought I saw the man’s hands 
clench into tight, bony, quavering 
fists. “So he steps away.” The man 
spun slowly, carefully on his heel. 
To us, he looked weak, diminished, 
yet we were quivering perhaps more 
than he might have been. He walked 
down the steps, assiduously avoiding 
patches of dark ice.

“Then Malachai speaks,” I said in the 
instant that the crow who had been 
regarding the wolfhound cawed 
low and resonant. The gravelly call 
sounded down the street, clear and 
melancholy. The man froze, star-
ing intently at the bird. The crow 

turned one eye to face the man, then 
the other. “He tells the man that he 
was being naive. A bitter rejoinder 
that he should have seen it coming. 
‘Even I could have told you’, he says. 
‘Saved you all the bloody trouble’”. 
From where we stood, we could hear 
nothing, but we could see the man 
stumble back slightly, and the crow 
rustle his feathers, glaring at the 
wolfhound.

“The man doesn’t want to hear it,” 
said Oliver, “but Malachai keeps go-
ing.” The bird flapped his dark pin-
ions, knocking snow off the bush’s 
branches. “He reminds the man of 
things that hurt too deeply. They’re 
too raw. So the man drives him 
away.” With remarkable speed for a 
fellow his age, the man dropped into 
a crouch, wadded up a tight ball of 
snow, and hurled it at the crow. The 
crow leapt away, the icy chunk disin-
tegrating into the thicket’s branches. 
He called again, loud and sonorous 
as he took flight, wings strokes loud 
in the now still, cold air. “And that’s 
it.” said Oliver. “He’s done all he 
can.”

he street was silent, still, frozen 
as fast as the iron-hard ground. 

Oliver and I watched the man as he 
in turn watched the slate grey sky. 
After a moment, he whistled softly to 
his dog, trudged out of the yard, and 
started off down the street.
  
“I’ll be right back,” said Oliver, re-
leasing my arm and moving down 
the sidewalk toward the retreating 
figure.

“What? No!” I said, with a voice dis-
proportionally loud in the winter 
silence. I started after him, tapping 
him on the shoulder. “What are you 
goi—where are you going?”

Oliver’s pace didn’t slow. “Nowhere. 
I’ve just, I’ve got to talk to him.”

“What? But you cant’! You’ll...” I 
didn’t know what would happen. 
And I didn’t know why I so desper-
ately felt I had to make Oliver stop. 
“Why?” I ended lamely, hoping to 
stall him.

“You saw all this too, no? The story, it 
was there, right there! It was happen-
ing! Just like we said!” He was start-
ing to look feverish, slightly crazed 
obsession colouring his cheeks. “The 
story came to... I don’t know, it ap-
peared! Tangible! I’ve got to prove 
that! Experience that!”

“You can’t,” I said, lamely.

“Why not?” Oliver still hadn’t 
stopped.

I grabbed his arm, spun him around. 
He stumbled, shocked. “Because,” 
I said, “you’ll break the story.” He 
looked at me and frowned as if wres-
tling with something. Then he turned 
back towards the man.

I grabbed his arm again, spun him 
back. And again he turned away.

I spun him around a third time, 
harder this time. And I kept hold of 
his arm. His eyes were hard when he 
looked at me. He shook my hand off.

I went to hold him again, and he 
swatted my hand away. I swatted 
back. He shoved my shoulder, hard 
and sharp. I lay both hands on his 
chest and pushed. He stumbled, then 
flew back at me, landing a punch on 
my jaw.

I fell to the snow, vision blurring. 
When I looked up, Oliver was gone, 
racing down the street, arms pump-
ing, boots pounding the icy pave-
ment. At the end of the street, the 
man rounded the corner and van-
ished. Sitting in the dusty snow, I 
watched Oliver race after him, skid 
around the corner, and disappear.
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“Paying $1000 a month is just not doable for a 
student,”said Beaton. “I had to get subletters, which 
turned into a horrible idea.”

Her landlord helped her find other people to live with 
her, but he could only find strangers.             

“I was scared every day,” said Beaton. “I locked my 
door and was afraid to sleep. They had people coming 
in every night and once tried to break into my room.”

She tried to find a way out but her landlord wouldn’t 
give her one. With four months left, Beaton decided to 
leave, telling her landlord beforehand. He threatened 
her with legal action.

“At that point in time, I didn’t care if I got sued,” said 
Beaton.

Eventually Beaton found out her landlord was sublet-
ting her room while still demanding money from her. 
He would come to her workplace demanding money 
and once stopped her on the street threatening to take 
her to court. Eventually, he left her alone.

“When you sign a lease, it’s a legal contract and you 
have a legal obligation to pay,” said Sweet. “You can’t 
just pick up and move. Make sure you’re going to be 
comfortable with your roommates. I get one or two 
calls a year with people complaining about room-

mates. As a landlord, I can’t help you with that.”

Landlords aren’t monsters, but a lease is legally bind-
ing, and once you’ve signed it’s hard to get out of it. 
It’s important to know your rights and know what you 
are signing onto. Ask your landlord what’s included 
in the rent and make sure it’s on the lease. Make sure 
your roommates are people you can live with for a year. 
Also, watch for signs that the landlord may be flaky.

“Don’t be afraid to ask the landlord questions,” said 
Sweet. “Make sure he lives in the province, see if he’s 
organized, make sure he’s on time when showing you 
the house. If the previous tenants are there see if they 
have a good relationship with the landlord.”

Steele, Rose and Perrault learned their lesson the hard 
way, but this year they love the house they’re in.

“Don’t be afraid to take your time and find the right 
house,” said Rose. “We felt rushed and signed onto 
something we didn’t feel comfortable with. This year 
we waited and found an amazing landlord, love our 
house, and when something needs fixing, it gets done 
the next day.”

[Durnford, continued from page 11]

“A healthy relationship is as 
much the students’ responsibility 

as it is the landlord’s”
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the petition. Dexter has, however, acknowledged that 
all of these things will be dealt with in the upcom-
ing budget and have to be done in the context of the 
province’s current financial situation. He believes that 
Nova Scotia is on the right course to be in line with 
the national average, and he encourages students to 
attend the public consultations being held by Finance 
Minister Graham Steele around the province over the 
next month.

Kyle Buott, President of the Halifax-Dartmouth & Dis-
trict Labour Council, also spoke on behalf of 24,000 
unionized members of the organized labour move-
ment.

“Our members are both workers and students,” said 
Buott. “This is not just an issue for students. It’s an 
issue for Nova Scotian workers and families.”

Buott believes that the labour movement stands in to-
tal solidarity with the student movement and that the 
struggle that workers are facing on the labour front is 
the same that students are facing on campuses.

“I have to say that I am very, very disappointed to be 

protesting outside of a building where an NDP gov-
ernment has been put in place,” said the 22-year-old. 
“I want to remind the NDP government of who elect-
ed them: workers, students and their families across 
Nova Scotia elected this government in order to en-
sure what we were told would be a better deal.”

The final part of the demonstration included an en-
thusiastic New Year’s countdown, followed by pop-
ping and spraying several bottles of non-alcoholic 
champagne and cutting the white and pink frosted 
cake, topped off with the a revised rendition of “Auld 
Lang Syne”, including the lyrics, “We’ve heard all of 
the promises / a hundred-thousand times / But yet to 
see some progress, / since last election time.”

Leave it to Nova Scotia’s students to produce such a 
creative way to express their dissatisfaction. What’s 
more is that they show no signs of giving up.

“We’re going to be there wherever and whenever,” de-
clared Byrne. “Help us, and never let your voice be 
silent.”

That is, unless your mouth is full of cake.

[Spence, continued from page 7]
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“Paying $1000 a month is just not doable for a 
student,”said Beaton. “I had to get subletters, which 
turned into a horrible idea.”
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Buott believes that the labour movement stands in to-
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the same that students are facing on campuses.
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ernment has been put in place,” said the 22-year-old. 
“I want to remind the NDP government of who elect-
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Nova Scotia elected this government in order to en-
sure what we were told would be a better deal.”

The final part of the demonstration included an en-
thusiastic New Year’s countdown, followed by pop-
ping and spraying several bottles of non-alcoholic 
champagne and cutting the white and pink frosted 
cake, topped off with the a revised rendition of “Auld 
Lang Syne”, including the lyrics, “We’ve heard all of 
the promises / a hundred-thousand times / But yet to 
see some progress, / since last election time.”

Leave it to Nova Scotia’s students to produce such a 
creative way to express their dissatisfaction. What’s 
more is that they show no signs of giving up.
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