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But if the watchman see the sword come, and sound not the trumpet, 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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We’re tired of hearing about
plagiarism, too. Ever since fourteen FYP students were accused of plagiarizing their Dante essays in December, it seems like it’s 
been all King’s can talk about. And certainly that’s been reflected in the Watch’s coverage, as well stories in the Chronicle Herald, 
The Coast, and the Dal Gazette, not to mention the rumour mill at King’s itself.
           In more ways than one, this isn’t news. Any faculty member who’s been around since the early 2000s can attest to the fact 
that plagiarism is a recurring issue at the school, as former King’s prof Daryn Lehoux can and does (“All Bark, No Bite”, p.10).
           So why do we care so much? Is it because we all think King’s students are too smart to cheat? Apparently not.
           Or could it be King’s age-old inflated ego. We all think our school is smaller, better, faster, stronger than other schools, so 
our students must be somehow above plagiarism.
           That sense of entitlement is wrong in more ways than one. No, our students aren’t smarter than other schools’ students (ex-
cept Dalhousie’s, obviously). But more importantly, when it comes down to it, our school offers the same product, for roughly 
the same price, as any other school in Canada.
           King’s may have a great community, but ultimately, a BA is a BA is a BA. It’s true, several student initiatives are entrenched 
in the school’s fabric as an institution (like the KSU – or the Watch, even!). These student entities enrich our lives—maybe 
even give us a false sense of agency—but they don’t change the fact that our education is a commodity.
           We like to think of universities being privileged places of learning, unspoiled by the harsh world of free-market bad-guy 
capital-C Capitalism. The reality, though, is that you pay, each semester, for the services you receive: lectures, classes, an expen-
sive sheet of paper at the end of it all, and—like it or not—being graded.
           That’s the contract you enter into when you pay for university. You might be fronting the money, but you implicitly agree 
to abide by the final grades which you are awarded.
           And that can seem unfair, can’t it? So it’s no wonder that, put in such economical terms, students treat their education 
economically. As essayist-for-hire “Jacob” says (“Black Market Academia, p. 11): “As long as the BA is an economic investment, 
you have to expect that people will just address the economic investment in little ways.”
              Judged this way, if students “buy” their undergraduate degrees, shouldn’t the whole degree be bought? Hell, if we’re buy-
ing into the school, why not be able to buy the parts of the school itself?
            To that end, we’ve begun the process of formally bidding on King’s buildings:
       - For $100, we’d like to rename the A&A building to the Watch&Watch building (though we’ll break the bank for Zona).
       -  We’ll pay an even $50 for the stolen/vandalized sundial that used to sit outside the library. Anyone?
       -  We’ll start the bidding at $40 for the Coburg Street house. Nick Hatt sold separately.
       -  $15 for the kitchen portion of Prince Hall. Our very own tater-tot casserole? Priceless.
       -  We’re willing to pay not to take ownership of the Pit. Can you imagine the insurance premiums on that place?
       -  We’ll even bid on the Watch office—outsized vermin and all—for say, $3.38?
           Finally, we’re currently accepting bids to halt any further production of plagiarism-related content at the Watch. Please 
send $5 or more to:
Griffin McInnes and Adrian Lee
The Watch Office—down the hall from the Wardroom
University of King’s College
B3H 2A1

Adrian Lee & Griffin McInnes
Editors-in-Chief
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Letters����

Dear Editors,

 We students are seeing swords. Sadly, they’re being 
held by the elected officials of our provincial government, the 
same people we elected in the hopes that they would defend 
the interests of students. Contrary to these expectations, the 
government under Darrell Dexter is currently considering 
policies which threaten the welfare of Nova Scotian students. 
But we as students cannot be content to sit idly by while our 
principles are at stake. On Feb. 2, we’re taking action.
    By now, many of us are familiar with Dr. Tim O’Neill’s Report 
on the University System in Nova Scotia. We know that its pro-
posals to deregulate tuition fees, raise the cap on the amount 
of debt a student may acquire, and discriminate against out-of-
province (especially international) students represent a clear 
and present danger to accessible post-secondary education 
in this province. We know that its recommendations would 
increase tuition by between five and seven thousand dollars, 
outsource aspects of university administration to for-profit 
companies, and deter potential students from all backgrounds 
(see CFS Membership Advisory O’Neill Report). For these 
reasons and many more, O’Neill’s report represents a threat 
we must fight against.
    But it would be wrong for us to see the sword and forget the 
dagger. Even if the provincial government chose not to adopt 
the drastic measures the report advocates, it is unlikely that 
meaningful action on making post-secondary education ac-
cessible would follow. While it is not my intention to suggest 

willful deception on the part of our elected officials, it is clear 
that the O’Neill report by itself has the potential to distract our 
attention from our greater battle to drop tuition fees, eliminate 
student debt, and create a more accessible education system 
for all students.
    More than any other issue, the problems with our post-
secondary education system – problems that affect students 
here at King’s and across the country every day – are most 
deserving of our attention. Happily, recent polling shows that 
almost 90% of Nova Scotians see post-secondary education as 
a priority for government. This makes sense: the future of our 
universities is the future of our economy, our innovation, our 
culture – in other words, our future.
    Now, with that future in question, it is time to sound the 
trumpet. On Feb. 2, students around the province will take 
to the streets – a Day of Action, in protest of higher fees and 
higher debt. Let’s take inspiration from our brothers and sis-
ters in the U.K., who have reacted in the face of these same 
attacks with force. Let us march and teach our leaders that 
our battle must be their own. Let’s declare: we’re students. We 
fight back. 

In solidarity,

Nick Stark and Tamar Wolofsky
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Dear the Editors and Readership of the Watch,

    I was asked by Mr. Griffin McInnes to write a humour col-
umn for your previous month’s publication. Unfortunately, 
due to an error on the part of Mr. McInnes, however, it was 
not run in that month’s issue.
    As my then-topical (oh, and believe me it was) writing no 
longer fit with this month’s theme Mr. McInnes asked me to 
rewrite it as a letter to the editor, responding to his introduc-
tory remarks of December’s issue, thinking (for some reason) 
that it would give my column more purpose and context.
    Before I proceed to that response I would first like to parse 
for you the readership that request and its implications:
    First, my contribution has been reclassified as a letter to 
the editor which, for the Watch, means that the author is not 
paid.
    Second, the request implies that Mr. McInnes expects me 
not only to have read but to remember his month-old front 
matter. Or lacking that, to make the immeasurable journey 
from my Payzant Avenue home to the nearest pile of unread 
Watch copies (which I believe are left in unread stacks in the 
Library and A &A to artificially inflate this publication’s read-
ership to charge the bookstore higher advertising fees) after 
I’d long ago recycled my own like a responsible person.
    Third, it contains an assumption that whatever Mr. McInnes 
(and Mr. Lee) wrote in that introduction was interesting 

enough for me to react to.
    So the implications of Mr. McInnes’s request is that, although 
I wrote the original column for him, and met his deadline, and 
that its omission was his mistake, Mr. McInnes will only carry 
my column if I modify it to be about him.
    So here it is, my reaction to last month’s introduction, about 
which I only remember the childhood photographs of Mr. 
McInnes and Mr. Lee:
    Mr. Lee was more adorable.
    Don’t get me wrong, of course, Mr. McInnes was also pretty 
cute as a child but, more of a wrinkly, big-eared Yoda-type of 
cute.
     So, having reacted to that I’m afraid I’ve run out of space 
to run in part or in full the original column, which is a shame 
because it was very funny.

    Yours,
    Patrick McGuire

[Eds’ Note: The Watch only published this letter for lack of 
otherwise better content. The Watch regrets the error. ]
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Who Inspects the Inspectors?
By Griffi  n McInnes

    Happy Hour is happy again. At least a litt le happier, anyway.
    Patrons at the HMCS Wardroom will now be charged $12.50 for a jug of their favourite brew.
    Th at’s down from a week of $13.50 pitchers, raised Jan. 6 from the $11.50 norm aft er a visit from the provincial liquor in-
spector (see last week’s “Wardroom Prices on the Rise” by Michael Fraiman posted to watchmagazine.ca).
    Management at the Wardroom complied with the two dollar jump to account for the legal minimum price of what they (and 
the liquor inspector) thought was a 64oz. pitcher.
    Th e minimum price of an ounce of beer in Nova Scotia is $0.208. For a 64oz. pitcher that makes for almost $13.50.
    But the bar’s management discovered over the following week that there had been a mistake in the measurement.
    “It just wasn’t adding up,” said Stephanie Duchon, the Wardroom’s staff  manager.
    Th e inspector was called back in on Jan. 13 and the beaker was re-measured. Th ey were found to be 60oz., and the price was 
adjusted accordingly – to about $12.50.
    When the price of pitchers went up two weeks ago, management lowered the price of a pint as a gesture to patrons from 
$3.50 to $3.25 ($3.00 during Happy Hour).
    While the inspector thought that pints were 12oz., they were also re-measured to be 14oz. Th is does not aff ect their current 
lower pricing, which will remain the same. 
    Th e changes have already taken eff ect.

[Disclosure: Griffi  n McInnes, Adrian Lee, and Michael Fraiman are employees of the HMCS Wardroom.] 

It’s the Pits
By Charlott e Harrison 
      
Th e King’s Th eatrical Society (KTS) executive has been locked out of two Pit storage rooms since September due to un-
specifi ed fi re code infringements.
     “Working in the Pit has always been a challenge because of safety concerns,” said Brendan Sangster, the production pit 
manager of the KTS exec. “We really try to make it as safe as possible and try to adhere to as many fi re codes as possible.”
      But according to the executive, King’s isn’t  making that easy. “I think one of the main problems is that it’s really hard to 
know when we’re breaking rules because they’re not necessary guidelines that are easily accessible or understandable,” said 
Sangster.
      Th e storage rooms were emptied and locked up “out of the blue,” says Sangster, and the KTS executive was not given 
advice on how to fi x the rooms so they could continue using them. Sangster says he emailed Maintenance Foreman Gerald 
Wilson several times, and never received a response.
      Th e KTS has been forced to adjust to the lack of space by throwing away many props and by moving some into the 
Green Room, traditionally used as a warm-up room for performers and as a book-keeping space for the executive.
      David Etherington, vice-president of the KTS, said he spoke to President William Barker before the winter break and 
learned that the university has contacted the municipality for further information about fi re safety. “Th e university should 
have gott en that report back by now, but until they’ve looked at it and fi gured out what’s going on, they’re not going to 
budge on taking off  those locks,” said Etherington.
     Etherington also says the Pit needs a third emergency exit to meet fi re regulations. A committ ee is currently in the works 
to design the exit, which will also help solve the issue of accessibility for patrons in wheelchairs. 
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By Jordan Parker

iddle Bay don Chris Rice has lived alone in King’s Col-
lege residence since 2008. But in April, he finally got a 
new roommate: an orange and white tabby cat named 
Ariel.

     “The Radical Bay don was looking after a cat for her friend, and 
convinced me to get one too,” says Rice.
     But Ariel, wide-eyed and furry, is technically against residence 
policy. “Life in King’s residence really isn’t conducive for pets,” says 
the online King’s Residence Guidelines and Policies. Only small fish 
bowls are accepted.
    However, the dons of Radical, Middle, and Chapel Bays all current-
ly have cats. While Gerry Smith, bursar and head of facilities man-
agement, was unaware—his secretary declined an interview on his 
behalf—Dean Nick Hatt is aware of the pets. However, he’s unwilling 
to bend that policy for students.
    “If the situation arose, I’d ask the student to find another place for 
the pet to live,” says Hatt.
    According to Hatt, the dons “live in their rooms year-round and can 
provide a level of stability to animals that students can’t.”
     So far, Hatt hasn’t received any complaints. “One student wrote on 
the student info sheet that they had allergies to cats, but said they still 
loved them, especially Ariel,” Rice said.
    But Dr. Andrew Morrison, a veterinarian at Sunnyview Animal 
Care Centre in Bedford, says love may not be enough to justify the 
possible allergic side effects.
     “For most people, runny eyes and noses are the signs of mild al-
lergies. More severe allergies can involve a swelling of the respiratory 
passages making it difficult to breathe,” wrote Morrison in an email.
      Morrison knows the pitfalls of keeping pets in residence through 
personal experience. He lived in Chapel Bay as well as North Pole 
Bay at King’s between 1991 and 1995. He recalls inappropriate inci-
dents, including a fish that was once “swallowed whole” by a Chapel 
Bay resident.
    “We’d hate to think it can happen, but drunk students can be unpre-
dictable,” wrote Morrison.
     Morrison also believes that the size of a dorm room can 

create an atmosphere that can cause pacing 
and anxiety. “A cat with a nervous disposi-
tion can become worse and more aggres-

sive,” he said.
     But students have kept pets in residence be-

fore: Hatt said that there have been two known 
cases in the past five years. Third-year student 

Erin DiCarlo’s worst-kept secret from 
2008 is one of those cases.

    In her first year, DiCarlo got a beagle 
named Sadie as a Christmas gift for her par-

ents. In the week before Christmas break, she kept Sadie in her resi-
dence room.
    “I had nowhere else to keep her, and I didn’t know anyone with a 
house,” said DiCarlo.
     She went to great lengths to make sure Sadie didn’t cause problems. 
She assured her don, Angela Friesen, that it would be temporary. She 
also kept Sadie under wraps for fear of the consequences. “I would 
hide her in a blanket when I walked by first floor to go outside. I didn’t 
want to walk by Nick Hatt’s office, and I was afraid he’d see and I’d be 
kicked out,” she says.
     But despite their best efforts, DiCarlo and her puppy nearly caused 
a campus-wide problem.
      “She used to walk around Middle Bay on the carpets, and when the 
vet in Fredericton saw her, she warned me flea eggs could have fallen 
off where she was playing,” she says. “I thought, ‘holy shit, when we 
get back from break, everyone will get fleas.’”
    Nothing came of the situation, but it affected her view of pets in 
residence: that they only belong if students are accountable.
    “You run the risk of people buying pets just because they can, and 
then not taking care of them,” she said. “[But] as long as people ad-
here to residence codes about allergies and noise, why not? If the liv-
ing situation is fair to the animal, what’s the problem?”
    While Rice says that not all stu-
dents are too immature to have a 
pet, he thinks the dons are in a better 
place to take care of one. “If you trust 
dons to take care of the well-being of 
students’ needs,” he says, “hopefully 
they can look after an animal.”
     He stops speaking, and a loud 
thump echoes through the room. 
Ariel, “the best part of this school 
year”, has lunged at a microphone 
stand. Rice stops, and then exhales 
in relief as the stand regains balance.
    “I don’t take care of Ariel at all,” Rice 
jokes. “He just destroys everything.

����������	
��
����Dons get pets.

Ariel. [Ian Gibb]

Why shouldn’t students?
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alifax is waiting to see if Mayor Peter Kelly can 
keep them skating.

 “It’s called vision.  Someone has to have that vision 
for the future.  Politicians should quickly see it and under-
stand it.  Somebody has to lead,” Kelly says.
    Mayor Peter Kelly’s most recent vision involves making the 
North Common skating Oval a permanent fi xture aft er the 
upcoming Canada Winter Games.
    Th e media has been awash with support for this vision as 
it gains momentum through the Save Th e Oval campaign, 
whose online petition, at press time, had garnered close to 
7,000 signatures.
    Th e popularity of the Oval is undeniable: a Jan. 6 staff  report 
from City Hall reported that 600-800 people are on it at a time 
on a regular basis. Th e rink is unique in that it provides a large, 
free, central space for skating. Th e public is overwhelmingly in 
favour of keeping the Oval to fi ll a long-existing gap in Hali-
fax’s recreational services.
    “I see what the public sees. Th e public is never wrong,” says 
Kelly.
    But some critics say that the public is misinformed, and that 
Kelly’s vision is a case of the blind leading the blind.
    “You’re hearing statements like this from the mayor: ‘Th e 
people have spoken.  You’ll have an Oval,’” says Bob Harvey, 
councilor for Lower Sackville. “In my experience with him as 
a politician, he’s looked into things before he’s spoken.  In this 
case, he’s stepped onto the ice without looking.”
    Harvey is one of a small group of citizens who believe the 
public—and Kelly—have chosen to support keeping the Oval 
without a complete understanding of what this process would 
entail.
    “It seems to me to be a situation where it’s clinically inap-
propriate to ask questions,” says Harvey.
    Such questions begin with budgetary concerns. According 
to Harvey, since the Oval was never intended to be permanent, 
fi nancial discrepancies exist between the original, long-term 
plans for city skating rinks and the recent report promoting 
the Oval’s permanency.
    Th e Oval was originally described in a Jun. 28, 2009 City 

Hall staff  report as “an aff ordable solution within the Games 
budget, (but) it is highly unreliable and does not leave any 
legacy.”
    Th e report estimated the annual operating costs of maintain-
ing the rink to be approximately $40,000 to $110,000. 
Save Th e Oval website manager Jeff  White has 
touted this fi gure as a selling point.  But the esti-
mate was based on the operation of similar facilities 
in cities with diff erent climates, and an evaluation of 
maintenance costs specifi c to Halifax has not been 
completed.
    Aft er interviews in which he had estimated the cost to 
range between $250,000 and $500,000, Kelly says that he’s 
now asked staff  to investigate the long-term costs.
    Th e mayor also touts possibilities for sponsorship and ad-
vertising, but these are equally speculative.  According to Kel-
ly, potential investors have not been informed as to the long-
term plans for the rink.
    Kelly has also failed to mention in interviews that, according 
to the Jan. 6 report, any costs not covered by sponsorship and 
advertising would be “added to the general tax rate when the 
service is introduced”.
    “To decide now is to make a business case aft er the fact to fi t 
what has been done,” says Harvey.
    White remains in favour of the Oval despite the possible tax 
increase. “I’d still see benefi t for our population, even if it did 
raise taxes slightly.”
    But Harvey says making the Oval permanent would be step-
ping on the toes of other community projects.
Maintaining the rink would entail overriding the HRM’s Long 
Term Arena Strategy.  A January 2010 report suggested that 
the Oval’s cooling equipment should be repurposed to assist 
spaces deemed “destination rinks” based on need.
    But Kelly says the subcommitt ee will not perform its evalu-
ation if the Oval is made permanent, meaning a proper assess-
ment of the HRM’s rink needs would not occur.
    Th e Jan. 6 staff  report dismisses this loss by stating that 
smaller rinks could not “accommodate the existing crowds 
without diminishing the recreational experience.” But the 
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Oval cannot accommodate as wide a variety of 
activities as normal indoor or outdoor rinks, as 

it is reserved exclusively for recreational skating 
and speed skating.
    Then there’s the issue of the space itself. Though 
Kelly trumpets the public desire for a permanent 

Oval, Katie Campbell is the creator of an online 
petition against a permanent Oval.

    “This is the last piece of open, unmanaged space,” 
Campbell says, referring to the original 1763 land 

grant issued by King George III.  Now a little 
less than half of the public undeveloped space 
remains, a large portion of which is currently 

consumed by the skating rink.
    “The idea for the North Common is that there is 

always a temporary use—no permanent structure,” 
says Campbell.

�������	� 
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    Harvey echoed her concerns of an overly managed space. 
He cited summer baseball leagues being affected, as their 
diamonds sit under the Oval. If the Oval is kept, Kelly has 
promised new diamonds near the Canada Games facility on 
Lacewood.
    But none of these unknowns should represent serious con-
cerns “if this is planned properly,” White says.
    As of now, no such plan exists.  Kelly’s opinions on the Oval 
are purely speculative because no long-term strategy for main-
taining the rink has been drawn up.
    Meanwhile, the concerns voiced by Campbell and Harvey 
have largely been dismissed as “anti-Oval.”
    “What I should be characterized as,” says Harvey, “is asking 
questions.”

N e w s

[Ian Gibb]

By Natascia Lypny
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even Foudation Year Programme (FYP) students 
were found guilty of plagiarising essays this past 
December.

    And one former professor isn’t surprised.
    “I really do think King’s has a serious problem that is nei-
ther being acknowledged nor addressed,” said Daryn Lehoux, 
a former professor in King’s History of Science and Technol-
ogy (HOST) programme from 2000 to 2005. He currently 
teaches at Queen’s University in Ontario.
    “I’ve taught at four universities and have never spent more 
time before plagiarism hearings than I did [at King’s].”
    Lehoux said that he dealt with an average of six to 10 cases 
per year between 2000 and 2005.
    Any institutional problems may be a result of the punish-
ment policy, which he believes 
should be addressed. “I had 
more cases of plagiarism in any 
given year than I have had in 
total since 2005,” he said.
    The penalties for the students 
found guilty in December ranged from “a zero on their essay 
to a reduction in letter grades”, according to Stephen Kim-
ber, the school’s academic integrity officer. Program admin-
istrators had already agreed before the hearings that students 
would not be expelled.
    However, the FYP handbook distributed to all students 
clearly states that “all plagiarized essays will be failed and pla-
giarism may constitute grounds for expulsion.”
   Kimber said that the current plagiarism entry in the FYP 
handbook is slightly outdated for the process of evaluation at 
King’s.
    Kimber has suggested that the program change its hand-
book. He believes that there are grey areas of plagiarism and 
the handbook does not reflect that.
    “There’s a difference between sloppiness and deliberate pla-
giarizing, between failing to sufficiently rewrite or properly 
cite a sentence or a paragraph and deliberately copying and 
claiming as your own an entire essay,” he said. “The Dal dis-
ciplinary process, which we’re now operating under, provides 
for a range of potential penalties to reflect the reality that not 
all offences are equal.”
    The recent cases were evaluated based on this understand-
ing. Each student met with Kimber and their tutor to talk rela-

tively informally about the essay in question.
    “My role is try to determine whether the allegation was 
founded,” said Kimber. “I reach a conclusion whether the aca-
demic offence occurred and, if it did, recommend an appro-
priate penalty.”
    Ultimately, he says that no student was found to have plagia-
rised an entire essay and, in fact, half of the 14 students were 
deemed innocent and suffered no punishment.
    Although then-FYP Director Peggy Heller has publicly de-
fended King’s approach to plagiarism, others believe harsher 
punishment is in order in such cases.
    Lehoux said that while it was both King’s and Dalhousie 
students who plagiarized papers in his time in HOST pro-
gramme, he believes that the biggest problems were the “sim-

ple recycling of FYP essays” 
and “flat out denial.”
    “I saw several cases where… 
borrowing a friend’s essay from 
an earlier year… [and then] 
changing introductions and 

conclusions was obviously done,” he said. “Though without 
copies of the earlier year’s essays on file, it was impossible to 
prove.”
    Kimber is adamant, though, that the academic integrity pro-
cess at King’s should be a learning process for the students. 
He also said that a database is now in place to watch for serial 
offenders. 
    “What we’re trying to do with this process is educate first-
time offenders through a relatively informal process to make 
sure they don’t commit any more offences, and making sure 
that serial offenders are more severely dealt with.”
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All  Bark,  No Bite
By Siobhan O’Beirne ���	���������	���������	�����	���	�������

The Watch looks for love! Publisher Ginny Mo-
vat and Editor-in-Chief Adrian Lee give cupid 
a chance on the Internet! Follow their online 
blogs and podcast at watchmagazine.ca to 
find out whether they’re truly undateable, or if 

it’s just King’s!

Love at First Site?



 small, two-room apartment by the Toronto Refer-
ence Library contains a desktop computer, an old 

IKEA shelf weighed down by textbooks, and a safe conceal-
ing hundreds of dollars in cash. Students—desperate, lazy, 
rich, or inarticulate—call this office, pay a minimum of $30 
per page ($15 to the writer, $15 to the company), and receive 
a tailor-written essay. Virtually all of these students will then 
write their names on the title page (a title is frequently thrown 
in as a bonus in such transactions), and turn it in to their pro-
fessors. They usually get Bs.
      This market is unthinkably huge. “What qualifies you more 
than anything, really, is an understanding of the essay form,” 
explains Jacob, an essay writer whose real name won’t be re-
vealed in this article—partly because he’s still finishing his 
undergraduate degree, and partly because he’s continuing his 
yearlong career at this Toronto-based company. “If you’re a 
busy professor, or a busy grad student, you’re marking reams 

of material, much of which is professionally insignificant to 
you, or just opaque… It’s been my constant experience talking 
to undergraduates in the humanities about their work, they’ll 
say, ‘Oh, I spent five hours on this paper, and 50 hours on this 
other paper, and my mark was virtually identical.’ Well, that’s 
because you have a good understanding of the essay form, and 
that’s really all a professor can look for.”
       There are no numbers to quantify this industry. It’s impos-
sible to know how many students buy essays, let alone how 
many write them for money. Most companies hire around a 
dozen graduates, often with at least a bachelor’s degree. (Most 
advertise hiring only specialized PhD graduates, which Ja-
cob has falsely claimed to be in the past, just to ease clients’ 
minds.) Each of these dozen employees will write as many 
weekly assignments as they can manage, ranging from high 
school Hamlet essays to doctorate dissertations and full on-
line courses. On average, Jacob thinks he’s earned $500 per 

A r t s

J a n u a r y  2 0 1 1  |  Th e  Wat c h  |  11 

N e w s

�������������

By Michael Fraiman

���2�	����������2� ���,��	�	3��!�4����
��������



week. “As long as the BA is an economic investment, you have to ex-
pect that people will just address the economic investment in litt le 
ways,” he says. “I consider myself sort of a broker.”
        Th ere are literally thousands of 
these companies in the English-speak-
ing world, all making the same prom-
ises: personalized essays, delivered on 
time, free titles and bibliographies, 
unlimited revisions, 100% plagiarism-
free. Th e same company will even ad-
vertise under diff erent domain names. 
Prices vary along with the syntax of 
their FAQs: Custom-Essay-Writing-
Service.org, for example, poses the 
clipped-English question, “I need essay 
[sic] within 12-24 hours, can you help 
me?” and provides less-than-reassuring 
answers such as, “We assign only expe-
rienced writer [sic] to help you with 
essay writing. We do not hire writers from poor countries because we 
understand that quality is one of the key aspects you seek.”
       So what qualifi es Jacob, an English literature major, to write an eco-
nomics, geology or history essay? “Nothing.” Does he adapt his writ-
ing style for each paper? “Heavens no.” Does he at least enjoy it? “Not 
in the slightest,” he replies without thinking. “It’s kind of a miserable 
experience…kind of like meaningless sex.”
        Nobody enjoys it. Th e world learned this when an anonymous 
essayist wrote “Th e Shadow Scholar”, published last November in the 
Washington-based Chronicle Review. In it, the author outlined his aca-
demic blueprint: “A close consideration of the events which occurred 
in ____ during the ____ demonstrate that ____ had entered into a 
phase of widespread cultural, social, and economic change that would 
defi ne ____ for decades to come.”
        “Th e Shadow Scholar” exploded online, mostly through re-tweets 
and Facebook posts. Book publicists and movie producers called the 
Chronicle Review, begging for rights to the author’s story. Over 640 
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Th e Watch asks: When was the last time 
you cheated?

By Whitney Cant

“Th ere was one time where in high school 
I was in the same program that my sister 
was in two years previous and we were sup-
posed to hand in a completely annotated 
copy of Dante’s Inferno and it came to the 
due date and I was like, well, mine isn’t re-
ally that good so I picked up hers instead 
and scribbled out her name and wrote mine 
and handed it in that way. I’ve felt bad about 
it ever since and never cheated since.” 
– Ashlie Estabrooks

“Oh my God, in football all season long. 
I held, I tackled, the refs just sometimes 
don’t see. What the refs don’t see won’t hurt 
them.” – Andy Wilson, 20, 3rd year History

“Not in school. … My rent’s supposed to 
be due on the fi rst of every month and I’m 
prett y sure that I have cheated and given 
him checks that had some litt le mess-up 
on them or the wrong amount.” – Amy 
Fiske, 19, 2nd year English

�����������	
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When Jacob heard about 
King’s own plagiarism prob-
lems, he immediately empa-
thized. “A pain in the ass,” he 
called Dante’s Inferno. “If I had 
to buy an essay on one thing, 
it would be Dante’s Inferno,” 
he said, then added: “Or the 
Aeneid.”



comments were writt en in response to the article itself, including pro-
fessors who either passed the buck onto administrators (“Why is it 
the fault of the faculty that their students, who should never have got-
ten into college in the fi rst place, are cheating?”), or admitt ed to being 
helpless in these situations. “Talking to the student on the phone and 
listening to them fail miserably at summarizing ‘their’ essay is not seen 
as proof,” one commenter wrote. “At least the lawyers of our students 
don’t seem to think so.”
        “I don’t think it’s necessarily wrong to take advantage of a corrupt 
system that allows taking advantage of,” Jacob says, adding that some 
students “could give a fuck about Chaucer, or Th omas Pynchon, or the 
French Revolution, or, or, or, or, or. And as much as I give a fuck about 
Chaucer and Th omas Pynchon and the French Revolution, I think 
that’s a perfectly valid stance to take. And it’s kind of lousy that we’re in 
a society that’s of two minds about its education, that you have to get 
the Th omas Pynchon and the Chaucer, but you also have to be ready 

to be a mid-level copywriter, and that 
those have to be the same thing.”
        But Jacob still plans on complet-
ing his undergraduate degree. Writ-
ing essays for money actually made 
his life easier, because now he knows 

“how spare an eff ort is required for 
a good mark.” And he will continue 
to write essays for money, since he 
can make an easy hundred dollars in 
an aft ernoon. Like the time he wrote 
someone’s 750-word nursing school 
application. It was due in 24 hours, 
sent to him by a desperate applicant, 
along with a few biographical details. 

Th e applicant had the grades, but couldn’t articulate why he wanted to 
be a nurse. And he genuinely did—he just didn’t believe he could do 
it, Jacob thinks. Jacob wrote his full personal essay, as if it were his own, 
plucking “salient biographical details” from the applicant’s life.
        Naturally, he got in.
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“I copied a lot of my essay about Margaret 
Atwood’s Th e Handmaid’s Tale off  Spar-
knotes and I was caught and my profes-
sor gave me fi ft y because he was afraid if 
he gave me zero I wouldn’t make it into 
university, but I did as you can see.” – Josh
Wortsman, 21, 4th year Neuroscience

“Probably. Off  the top of my mind I can’t 
think of anything, but I tend to. Really of-
ten actually. I have a to-do list here, there’s 
probably ‘cheating’ on it.” – Daniel Leibo-
vitz, 19, 2nd year undecided

������������
������������
What type of essay is 
he most sick of writing? 
“Anything on continental 
philosophy just makes 
me vomit,” he says. “It’s 
just so abstract…gutless, 
bloodless. So fl oppy.”

“Th is is something that changed my life. In 
grade two, this is the only time I cheated, I 
swear to God, we had a spelling test and I got 
one of the answers wrong and I was really 
upset because it was easy and everyone else 
got it right. So when I got my test back and 
I saw that I had the wrong answer, I erased 
it and put the right answer and went back to 
the teacher and said ‘you marked this wrong, 
I got it right’ and he actually knew that I was 
lying and cheating and he took me outside 
and he had a serious talk with me and I was 
bawling my eyes out. I never cheated since.” – 
Sarah Vanasse, 20, 3rd year Acting
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he scene looks like it could be ripped from any film 
produced in Nova Scotia: it’s a foggy mid-April night, 
the harbour off in the distance. We’re just off Gottin-
gen Street. A Metro Transit bus drives by. Then Rut-

ger Hauer and his shotgun step into the frame.
       “I’m taking a car ride to hell! And you’re riding...shot-
gun!”
   Cue uproarious hoots and hollers from 80s action movie 
fans everywhere.
   This is a scene near the end of Jason Eisener’s labour of love, 
Hobo With A Shotgun. Eisener, a Dartmouth filmmaker and 
self-proclaimed film geek, is coming up on his fourth year 
working on the project.

    Hobo started with a fake trailer he made for Robert Rodri-
guez and Quentin Tarantino’s Grindhouse contest. Rodriguez 
and Tarantino encouraged filmmakers to create 70s- and 80s-
style grindhouse film trailers—the schlockier, the better. As 
one of the winners, Eisner’s trailer got picked up in front of 
Canadian prints of the film, alongside fake trailers by Eli Roth, 
Rob Zombie, and Edgar Wright. After making the Sundance-
acclaimed short, Treevenge, Eisener set his sights on turning 
Hobo into a feature-length film.
   In December 2010, Eisener brought a rough cut of Hobo 
With A Shotgun down to Austin, Texas to screen for 200 die-
hard film nuts at the Butt-Numb-A-Thon festival. It’s a 24-hour 
marathon of vintage films and exclusive premieres months in 
advance of their theatrical release. To give a sense of the fes-

An exclusive interview after an exclusive film festival.
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tival’s scope, filmmakers like Ron Howard and Jon Favreau 
were there to show the first 40 minutes of Cowboys and Aliens, 
which is coming out in July. It’s the sort of festival where you 
get some coffee at 3 a.m. and bump into Elijah Wood in line.
    And Eisener’s rough cut of Hobo With A Shotgun played just 
after 6 a.m., as breakfast was being served, and as the crowd 
was just getting their second wind. Because of the exclusivity 
of the premiere and commitments to other festivals, Eisener 
made the audience promise not to tweet what they were about 
to see. All attendees received legal emails from production 
companies forbidding any mention of the film’s content on-
line.
    Eisener agreed to speak exclusively with the Watch about 
the experience.
    “When I first heard they wanted Hobo at the festival, I said 
‘Holy shit!’” said Eisener. “I mean, the film wasn’t close to be-
ing done, our sound guys hadn’t even touched it yet. I knew 
the importance of having this film at the festival, so we busted 
our asses to try to make something that would play well at the 
screening.”
    Step one was getting a leading man. For Hobo, Eisener was 
able to work with one of his all-time idols, Rutger Hauer, who 
starred in 80s classics like Blade Runner and The Hitcher.
    “At first, I was a little nervous,” says Eisener. “I mean, this guy 
is one of the legends. Then I saw this show Hauer does in the 
Netherlands called Film Factory, where he works with young 
filmmakers. I saw how good he was, and he came to the set 
with that same energy. We were working at such a fast pace, 
and Hauer was a great team player. He came on board and got 
so into it.”
    It shows. Audiences shrieked as the blood sprayed and 
Hauer popped off zingers like “I’m going to sleep in your 
bloody carcasses... tonight”, in his classically gruff voice. 
And when Hobo is released in its final form this spring, it 
will see distribution in the US, a major step forward for 
a Canadian film.
    “Right before the film played, I was really nervous. 
The last film that played was The Green Hornet, and the 
audience was buzzing. I was thinking, ‘Wow, there’s a lot 
of huge Hollywood films playing, ours is the only one 
under $40 million in budget’. But I think it turned out 
great.”
    It’s a hometown sense of collaboration that has helped 
Eisener advance in the film world while maintaining his 
local roots. He’s a longtime contributor to the Halifax film 

group, The Thrillema, bringing vintage films to a whole new 
audience. These aren’t classic films he raves about, but B-titles 
like The Exterminator, The Glove, and Dead-End Drive-In. He 
credits his family and friends for the creative energy he need-
ed early in the process, and loves to talk about the eccentrici-
ties of his hometown.
    “The whole idea for Hobo With A Shotgun came from me 
and my friends chilling at Ronnie’s Pizza. They’ve got the 
best pizza in Nova Scotia, maybe the world, right across from 
Ralph’s Place. Me and John Davies, the writer for Hobo, would 
be tossing ideas for movies back and forth. One night, our 
friend Mojo met up with us. He had crazy long hair and was 
playing around with an airsoft shotgun. We were talking about 
movies, and he said, ‘Why don’t you make a movie about me?’ 
John said, “What? A hobo with a shotgun?’ And the idea was 
born.”
    It’s this devotion to his hometown that makes Eisener a 
unique commodity in the genre. He’s not about to fly out to 
L.A. and make 3-D soulless blockbusters. He’s got his eye on 
the films he loves best, and wants to share them with everyone 
he meets.
    “What Halifax needs is a home for filmmakers. We just need 
a home. A place where filmmakers and fans can get together a 
couple times a week to share the love of movies. A place where 
we can screen films, stuff that isn’t playing at Empire Theatres, 
where we can grab a bite to eat and hang out and do the best 
thing there is to do: sit around with friends and talk about 
movies. That was the best part about being at the festival in 
Austin. We need a place like that. A place where all the people 
can spread the love.”

By Ben Harrison
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t’s that time of year again: when the King’s Theatrical Society accepts any and all student-written work for its annual 
Frynje Festival, which runs Feb. 8-11. Past years have seen some good work, a lot of bad work, nudity, racism, public in-
ebriation, and everything from one-minute jokes to one-hour epics. And the KTS Frynje is an especially “frynje”-worthy 

festival, named as such because the Canadian Association of Fringe Festivals owns the name “Fringe”. So everything about the 
KTS Frynje—the shows, the performers, even the name itself—continues to exist on the fringe…
    Jaime Sugiyama and Rory McLellan are festival fixtures, having written several short comedies together and separately over 
the past few years, and this year will be no different. The following is an excerpt from their newest play Two Snarks.
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[To read what happens to the two snarks, 
visit watchmagazine.ca. ]
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We had conversations after that day, the one where he allowed me 
an attempt at capturing his life, my clumsy summary. We talked about family and he 
described his father as “a benevolent patriarch [that he] sought to emulate.” I was sick at 
the time and he mused on how despite the scientific advances we’ve made, the common 
cold persists. For me, these were treasured glimpses into the mind of a man dealing with 
mental illness and addiction. Someone who could surprise with humour, eloquence. 
Someone viewed through many sets of eyes each day, many drawing the same inevitable 
conclusions.
       He’s moved around since these images were made last year, but I still see him on oc-
casion. When retelling that day to others, details will rise to the surface, adjectives are 
chosen and discarded, my anecdote revised. That day when we rode the same buses and 
got off at the same stops. Two runners briefly in sync.
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By Hilary Molyneux

hen I was asked to cover the filming of a new 
Buck 65 music video, I was stoked.

    When I was asked to dress up as a zombie for it, I was not.
   After a terrifying Halloween incident involving zombies left 
me scarred at a young age, I’ve never quite made my peace 
with the living dead. I prayed for an excuse that would keep 
me from having to face my fear. Lo and behold, come the big 
day, a snowstorm hit Halifax. I took it as a sign from above that 
these zombies and I were just not meant to be thrown in the 
same room together.
    Apparently I was wrong.
    In anticipation of the release of his new album, 20 Odd Years, 
due out in February, Buck 65 (also known as Richard Terfry) 
chose to film his new music video not only in his hometown 
of Halifax, but using Haligonians as well. “Do-it-yourself zom-
bies” came from across Nova Scotia for a chance to feature 
in “Zombie Delight”, and those devoted enough to make it 
through the storm did not disappoint.
    It was a strange scene at the Halifax Bloomfield Centre: a 
man with a pole through his stomach lined up at the buffet, a 
little girl with blood dripping from her eyes doing cartwheels, 
a gentleman who looked like he could be Willie Nelson’s stunt 
double patiently sitting in a corner.

    But for devotees Michelle, 37, and Chris, 38, this was per-
fectly normal. They’ve even developed their own rules: “You 
gotta do a different zombie every time though, you can’t ever 
do the same zombie twice,” Chris explained.
    By day, they work in fraud prevention and customer service, 
but in their free time, the Halifax pair participates in zombie 
walks. Michelle has even organized one herself.  “We’re kind 
of old-hat with the make-up now,” she says.
    In a sea of zombies, it was Jason LaVangie, unmarked by 
blood or guts, who stuck out. He’s the video’s director, and he’s 
produced work for some of Halifax’s top names: Ghettosocks, 
Classified, Joel Plaskett. 
    “The song lends a lot to the visuals,” LaVangie explains from 
behind thick-rimmed glasses. “The song is very much about 
zombies and sort of touching on many of the archetypal ele-
ments of zombie storytelling. So I just drew on that and put my 
own personal spin on and extrapolated from Rich’s poetry.”
    After two days of shooting, LaVangie is looking forward to 
finishing up. And after more than two hours of waiting, so are 
the zombies. Some wearing nothing more than ripped t-shirts, 
the 20 or so undead make their way outside through a foot 
of snow to find Buck himself, complete with sideburns and a 

trucker hat, along with the rest of the crew in high 
spirits despite freezing temperatures.
    “This is the exciting last 30 per cent, and it’s the 
icing on the cake,” said LaVangie. “All these enthu-
siastic people have come in and we very much ap-
preciate it.”
    Between takes, interviews, and snowball fight inter-
ludes, Buck appears to be enjoying himself through-
out the whole process, as do the zombies.
     Though I chose to keep as safe a distance as pos-
sible from the attack, I think that the experience on a 
whole has set me on the road to recovery. I wouldn’t 
say that four hours spent with the walking dead have 
desensitized me to the idea of zombies, but so long 
as the real zombies don’t show, maybe someday I’ll 
be able to kick my irrational fear. 
    Regardless, don’t expect me to jump at the next 
opportunity to interview a zombie. Really, I’m just 
glad to have made it out of there alive.
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By Justin Ling

’ve heard you in the quad, complaining about the dis-
appointing Dexter government.
    I just want you to know that it’s your fault.
    Let’s not beat around the bush here: yes, I’m a regis-

tered New Democrat and no, I’m not going to tear up my par-
ty membership and launch into an anti-NDP tirade. Besides, 
have you ever seen an NDP membership card? It would be a 
pretty lame public display, let me assure you.
    Am I disappointed? Yes. Frustrated? Sure. About to hop 
on the Liberal/Green/Marxist-Leninist/Pirate Party band-
wagon? No.
    And no, what you’re seeing right now, the infuriating shift to 
the centre-right, is not what I want.
    Why? Because it’s easier to hate a buffoon than it is to hate 
the guy who you used to believe in.
    But to buy into this hype that Dexter and his cabinet are 
incompetent closet-Conservatives is defeatist. The only thing 
more frustrating than watching Graham Steele push tired aus-
terity measures is listening to a leftist give up on politics al-
together because they’ve had it up to here (to here they say!) 
with Darrell Dexter. Disengage-
ment does not breed change.
    So bitch more.
    The NDP has contorted itself 
away from its core values not be-
cause the MLAs are bourgeois 
scum. Far from it. I know many of 
the MLAs and I honestly believe 
that their hearts are in the right place. It’s our job to put their 
heads in the left place. (See what I did there?)
    Bill 100 is a great example. It’s a bill that would have seen a 
reorganization of the union system in Nova Scotia that would 
have benefited thousands of workers. What did the govern-
ment do? It caved to corporate interests that whined about 
having to respect union certification for government services 
that get contracted out to the private sector. Unions made 
themselves heard, but where was the groundswell?
    Why did this happen? Because the Left is asleep at the 
wheel. It seems like every time the Dexter government comes 

out with anything moderately progressive, one part of the left-
leaning community comes out in support of it, and the other 
part says it doesn’t go far enough. The bill goes through de-
bate, and it gets compromised, much to the chagrin of every-
one on the left.
    We are the majority here, people. Let’s make the NDP com-
promise with our demands, rather than just staking our po-
sition, not defending it, then letting the right swoop in and 
take what they want. The government is operating overly cau-
tiously; they’re not going to do something radical unless the 
vast majority appears to support it.
    I once heard an MLA remark, in reference to the Canadian 
Federation of Students, that it’s no good talking to them—
they’ll never support anything we do.
    This is what we need to fight against. The Left is just as frus-
trated with the NDP as the NDP is frustrated with the Left.
     And I know everyone reading this is thinking, “But the 
CFS is doing so much to pressure the government!” And yes, 
they are. And yes, they’re doing an amazing job. But that’s just 
one part of the puzzle; every left-leaning person living in this 

province needs to stand up to be 
counted. When it comes down to 
it, unfortunately, the government 
is going to do what’s best for the 
most people – so long as it’s politi-
cally expedient. By shouting “We’re 
here, we’re to the left on the general 
political spectrum, get used to it!” 

We can—maybe—influence the party into realizing that the 
voting public isn’t just seniors with a hate-on for kids on their 
lawn. The population cares about tuition fees, environmental 
regulation, workers’ rights, and all that hippie shit.
    So let’s not fight. Let’s get together and talk things over. In-
vite an MLA over for coffee, take a party activist out for drinks 
(me?), go for vegetarian samosas with a communications per-
son.
    Let them know that we’re not mad, we’ve just been working 
a lot lately. Just stay together for the kids.
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he starving artist is the ultimate expression of  
someone who is willing to live for their work, cre-
ate art for art’s sake, and sacrifice their well-being 

for their craft.
    Immediately, images of 18th and 19th century philosopher-
artists practicing in the streets of Paris come to mind. They are 
bohemian masters of life, love, and truth: a glorified image of 
passion and humanity.
    But where are these so-called ‘starving artists’ now?
    Halifax’s North End, actually.
   In a small flat on North Street, three recently-graduated art-
ists are looking for work. There are five heat lamps in their 
home, pushing out an endless supply of hot air in what seems 
like a hopeless pursuit of comfort. These women may not be 
starving, but they are cold.
    Katharine Vingoe-Cram recently graduated from NSCAD 
with a degree in the fine arts. She currently works as a poster 
distributor around Halifax.
    “It’s not what I thought I’d be doing right now in terms 

                        Gaudet and Vingoe-Cram. [Katrina Pyne]
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By Katrina Pyne

of money-making endeavors,” she says.
      Annik Gaudet, her roommate, has an 
interdisciplinary degree in the fine arts, 
also from NSCAD. She spent her summer 

making and selling hula-hoops. She says in-
d e p e n d e n t artists need to use their 
skill set creatively to provide them 

with some sort of cash 
flow, no matter how small. 

She is currently working at Statistics 
Canada while simultaneously building her 

arts portfolio.
    One day, they both hope to start a collec-

tive, an art gallery called North Street. 
Right now, they take any work they can 
get.

    “I knew it was going to be a long road when 
I graduated,” says Vingoe-Cram. “One of 
the biggest challenges in Halifax is finding 
studio space.”

    Gaudet says that being in school was very 
egocentric. “When you step into the real 

world and graduate, all of a sudden, no-

body cares about your work.”
    “You have to have an entrepreneurial spirit,” says Vingoe-
Cram who bit the bullet and rented a studio last summer. 
“This kind of work has a self-motivational, self-employment 
aspect to it.”
    “You are your own boss,” says Gaudet, “but you’re always at 
someone’s mercy.”
    One of the biggest challenges for Gaudet is balancing mak-
ing money and making art. They both say independent artists 
must be able to budget for their future.
    Gaudet, a self-described struggling artist, says the romantic 
fantasy of the starving artist is unrealistic in the 21st century. 
“People just have to function within society,” she says.
    Maybe this century has brought forth a new breed of artists. 
They work nine-to-five, they plan their future endeavors, and 
they balance their budgets.
    Undoubtedly it does not immediately satisfy the image of 
art for art’s sake. Where is the passion in the formerly glorified 
bohemian lifestyle?
    Looking around their apartment, it quickly becomes evi-
dent. Art is no less a part of their lives since they decided to 
seek some alternate form of income. They chose jobs that 
would allow them the maximum amount of time to work on 
their craft.   
    At the end of a long day, they come back to their small house 
on North Street. No matter what they do during the day, when 
they come home, they are artists.  It takes a passionate person 
to work all day for 
money and security, 
and to then come 
home and work the 
sake of joy.    
    “I felt like I had a 
million regrets over 
the past month, 
but now I feel like 
they’re all just insig-
nificant,” says Vin-
goe-Cram. “I know 
what I want to do, I 
want to do art. And 
I think I’m happy 
now knowing that.”

O p i n i o n s
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o readers, I’ve returned with a new story. And, 
might I say, I’m a litt le less than impressed with 
your lack of submissions. Still, I’m ready to share 

with you the contribution of one unlucky soul whose plight 
was not solely a sexual one.
    We’ve all pocket-dialed. It’s become run-of-the-mill since 
the advent of the iPhone and Blackberry. But, dear readers, 
how many of us have dialed 911 during some prett y passion-
ate outdoor love making?
    Well, that’s what happened to one of our unlucky readers 
(who we shall call Steve). Steve and his long-term girlfriend 
have always loved having sex in public places, something 
many of us are afraid to do as it can lead to all sorts of 
mishaps – cuts, bruises, accidental exhibitionism, road rash, 
streak marks, babies, etc. Still, Steve and his girlfriend were 
having a perfectly pleasant time in the great outdoors when 
he heard yelling from somewhere frighteningly near his junk. 
He looked down and noticed that his phone had indeed 
dialed someone, and that someone was yelling from said 
phone. Now, where Steve’s situation diff ers from the oh-so-
common pocket dial was his choice of dialee. Whereas some 
of us might appreciate picking up our phone only to hear 
grunts and moans on the other end, the Halifax Regional 
Police generally do not.
    So what does someone do when they realize they’ve ac-
cidentally called the cops? Th e obvious answer is to hang up 
and run away. Th is instinct, however, is far weaker than the 
urge to continue coitus. So our reluctant hero did the only 
sensible thing and hung up only to remain in almost exactly 
the same position. Obviously, it didn’t take him very long to 
realize that in an emergency situation the police are not very 
likely to simply forget a 911 call; what with GPS-enabled 
phones and whatnot, they were most likely on their way to 
the scene at that very moment. 
    So dear readers, I pose this question to you: what do you 
do when you face the possibility of describing your predica-
ment, with your pants around your ankles and to a police 
offi  cer and his fi refi ghting friends?
    It was time to act, whether Steve wanted to or not. While 
trying to explain his shift  in mood to his girlfriend he “re-
panted” himself and began to run. Aft er rounding a corner a 
safe distance away, Steve’s sense of civic duty began nagging 
at him and, my dear readers, I am happy to admit that Steve 
did in fact call back the HRP and explained to a particularly 

gruff -sounding lady his entire problem. Aft er 
apologizing profusely to the brick-wall-of-a-
woman, he hung up and immediately set the 
key-lock on his phone.
    Let this be a lesson to us that pocket dialing, 
although seemingly harmless, can 
be damaging to one’s social-, 
and far more 
importantly, 
one’s sex-life. 
Locks on phones 
exist for a reason.  
    We owe a debt to 
our friend Steve, who 
has bravely shared this 
story. And although he 
doesn’t 
stand 
alone 
in the “accidentally 
calling the police” 
category (yes, I 
have done it myself), 
we cannot thank him enough for 
sharing his story. No matt er who 
you pocket dial in the future, no 
matt er how embarrassing, just 
remember: it’s not the police, and 
you’re not banging someone.
    So friends, if you have a 
story, even if not as fantastical 
as Steve’s, please share it it 
with me. People need to 
know that if there is some-
one far more embarrassed than 
they are. Email me at marysad-
shaw@gmail.com and I will treat your 
stories with great discretion and respect, as 
soon as I’m fi nished dying of laughter.

In solidarity,
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marysadshaw@gmail.com
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By Mary Sadshaw
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Production 
Manager?

�
Junior Editor?

Must be in first 
year. Pays $150.

Adobe InDesign experience 
is an asset. Must be able to 
commit one weekend per 
month. Pays $200.


