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ll anyone wants is to do is make a good first 
impression. It’s intimidating, and for all the first-
years going through frosh week right now, you 

know what we mean.
But here, at the Watch, we’re as nervous as you are with 

this, our own shot at a memorable first impression. 
We admit it: as recently as five years ago, the Watch was 

something of a joke. For a college with one of the finest 
journalism schools in the country and students who pump 
out 4000-word essays in one night on ideas they barely 
understand, the Watch was punching well under its weight 
class. Sure, it was a lot of things to a lot of people, but 
those things weren’t exactly boasts: a gossip hub, a feast 
of grammatical errors, an absorbent collection of news-
print that could wipe up small spills.

Needless to say, we’ve come a long way since then. Just 
last year, we embraced what we are—not a newspaper 
that comes out monthly, but a magazine that comes out on 
newsprint. And to that end, the Watch is setting its sights 
on making each issue bleed with the hallmarks that affirm 

quality paper journalism. That means a focus on the core 
kernels of what makes a magazine great: stories and 
design, pure and simple.

And this new executive—myself as editor-in-chief, Sara 
Berkes as publication manager, Ginny Movat as publisher, 
Dan Sherwin as treasurer and Michael Fraiman as online 
editor—will not be satisfied by a Watch that treads safely 
along the status quo. It won’t just be about features that 
remind you that a story is supposed to excite you, incite 
you, make you want to tell your friends about it. It’s also 
about making you to pick up the magazine with covers 
that pop off the page, the clean design that brings it all 
together. 

These are exciting times for the Watch. And you—
whether you’re in journalism or not—can be a part of our 
project. Our first contributors’ meeting is Sept. 13, at 6 
p.m., in the Watch Office next to the Wardroom.

So write for and read the Watch. The right time is right 
now.

- Adrian Lee, Editor-in-Chief

Want to see your writing in print?

Contribute to

and you can be like this guy!
send questions and queries to watcheditors@gmail.com
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his is a true story. Maybe your life won’t be 
changed forever by the Explore program, but 
know that it’s possible.

This spring I received a bursary from the government 
to learn French for five weeks in one of many institu-
tions across Canada. The Explore program is well 
known among King’s students who, once accepted, 
are given the opportunity to explore another culture in 
Canada while picking up a language credit in the mix. 
In past years, a great number of us have chosen a rural 
Québec town of 3500 people, called Trois-Pistoles (3-P).

Upon arriving in the minuscule train station at 1:30 
am after a good 14 hours riding the rails, the group of 
us—260 English-speaking students—were greeted by 

wild cheering, sparklers, guitar-
playing, and singing, all en français. 
Confused and exhausted, I joined 
the crowds boarding the buses. We 
were driven to l’école secondaire 
where we were first introduced to 
our host families, and then brought 
to our new home. This all took place 
in the wee hours of the morning, and 
I was just able to muster a meager 
merci beaucoup before passing out.

On our first day, my roomies and 
I set off to gather our bearings. 
During this initial adventure we 
were saluted by a husky man riding 
a bicycle. My comrade de chamber 
recognized him as one of the profes-
seurs who greeted us the previous 
night. This was my first of many 
encounters with Nicholas Moroz, 
the man whose life was actually 
changed forever by the French im-

mersion program in 3-P.
Upon first meeting Nicholas (pronounced ‘Nic-o-la’) 

with his boyish hair, bearded chin, and thick Québecois 
accent, you would never think he was actually an An-
glophone. But, born in London, Ontario, he discovered 
the Explore program while attending Western Univer-
sity. With a minimal understanding of French beyond 
bonjour and au revoir, he dedicated his entire summer to 
learning the language. But what began as a fun French 
immersion course transformed into a profound passion 
for the Québec culture, people, land, and, of course, 
language.

Inspired by his experience in 3-P, Nicholas went on 
to become a French and music teacher. He returned to 
3-P for three more summers, until he secured a teaching 

One King’s student’s experience 
 Explore-ing la vie en Trois-Pistoles.

By Meghan Borthwick

Students from the music workshop take a break in the afternoon sun after 
rehearsing for their grand performance.

Photos by Meghan Borthwick
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position in the nearby town of Rimouski. Nicholas 
now lives in 3-P permanently and spends his springs 
and summers teaching traditional Québec songs to 

Anglophone students with Explore, and inspiring a love 
for the culture that he chose to spend the rest of his life 
exploring.

Now, I’m not about to move to 3-P and live there 
for the rest of my life. However, I am now part of ma 
famille Québecoise who insist that I spend time with 
them between my visits home and to school. They even 
call every couple weeks to catch up, which is of course 
an excellent way for me to keep up with my French! 
But if you are at all interested in taking the explore 
program, apply immediately, as our prime minister is 
making plans to remove it altogether.

Explore is an excellent opportunity for students to be 
immersed in another language and experience life in 
another of Canada’s beautiful provinces. And hey, if 
you don’t become completely bilingual, at least you’ll 
be extremely good at speaking Frenglish. 

Welcome Back to the Wardroom!

2010 PRICE LIST
BEER

PINT..................................................$3.50
PITCHER.......................................$11.50
BOTTLE (DOMESTIC)................$3.75
Bottle (IMPORTED)..................$4.25
GUINNESS......................................$4.75

LIQUOR
SHOT (JIB)......................................$3.25
SHOT (MAIN)................................$3.75
SHOT (HEAD)................................$4.75

Nicholas Moroz and his corncob pipe rallies his team for a 
game of Tug-O-War on Québec Culture Day.
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antering in the brick brewery, haggling over 
local produce, the sounds of buskers in 
the air: when the Halifax Seaport Farmers’ 
Market at Pier 20 opened its doors on August 

7, it marked the end of an era. After years of planning, 
the 260-year-old Historic Market, which has called the 
Alexander Keith’s Brewery home for the past 25 years, 
was replaced by a new building that promised to be 
bigger, brighter, and greener. 

But heck no, some won’t go.
“This is what I call a true farmers’ market: it’s opened 

one or two days a week,” said Austin Mannette, presi-
dent of the Vendor’s Association and owner of Man-
nette’s Homemade Jams, Jellies and Pickles. “Anything 
other than that, you’re going to a mini-mall.”

Mannette’s family has worked in the Historic Market 
since 1782, and he plans on extending that legacy. On 
the last Saturday before the new Seaport market opened, 
he was one of the vendors wearing shirts with a green 

check mark to show that they wouldn’t be moving to 
the new space. Rather than simply merge, farmers and 
vendors like Mannette are drawing lines in the sand. 
They don’t just plan to stay: they plan to compete. 

“There was a time that I supported the [Seaport] 
project, we went forward with it. But the proposal was 
for a $6-million project. That was doable, until the 
costs increased,” he said. The Seaport project ended up 
costing almost twice as much.

Mannette is one of many who now head the new 
market cooperative, which aims to maintain the life of 
the Historic Market. They’ve built tables, repainted the 
walls, cleaned the floors and widened the halls, all in an 
effort to keep their own vision of the Historic Market 
intact.

It’s also, as many things are, about money. For many 
of the vendors sticking it out, it comes down to costs: 
the project’s price tag, leasing contracts, or fees for 
rentals and parking.

     Hustle and bustle at the new Seaport market [Ian Gibb]

The former Farmers’ Market fights for its share.
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“In order to fit myself within the Seaport Market and 
have a steady location and not much higher prices, I 
would have had to sign a year contract, pay postage 
tax, and have no guarantee 
that if I’m away, my table 
would be filled by some-
body else and [I’d] lose 
the day’s rental fee,” said 
Kathi Giberman, owner of 
Patternworks, a Celtic art 
stand. “The longer hours 
were unappealing because 
of my own circumstances. It 
just didn’t add up for me.”

The Historic Market 
demands $48 per members’ 
eight-foot table rentals and 
$52 for day vendors. The 
Seaport Market, on the 
other hand, asks for $50 
per Saturday and $55 for 
non-members.

These fees are higher 
because of the cost of 
the lease imposed by the 
Seaport Market. Part of the 
fundingfor the new market 
came in part from the 
vendors themselves.

“I can see the points of 
both for-profit and non-
profit. I haven’t really given 
that a lot of thought. I don’t 
think customers will notice 
as long as they find their 
farmers and vendors. I don’t 
think it’s going to be some-
thing that’s forefront in 
their minds,” said Beverly 
McClare, owner of Tangled 
Garden. 

She’s one of the more than 
140 vendors who have moved to the Seaport Market.
They’ve taken advantage of a variety of benefits, such 

as hot water, bigger spaces and 
the ability to leave their wares 
at their booths.

“Our permanent space will 
be a lot less work,” said Rae 
Lutz, owner of Pasture Hill 
Farm. “We can leave product 
here when the set up is done... 
It’s more work just bringing it 
home.”

The Historic Market will 
carry on its tradition, opening 
from 7 a.m. to 1 p.m every 
Saturday. The Seaport Market 
eventually aims to be open 
on Saturdays, Sundays and 
Wednesdays, though construc-
tion limits its operations to 
Saturdays for now.

No one involved in the 
administration of the Seaport 
Market would comment for 
this story.

As of right now, Seaport 
bustles, and the Historic 
Market is a ghost of its former 
self. But some are certain the 
novelty will eventually wear 
off.

“It’s not just about selling, 
it’s about a way of life,” said 
Mannette. “‘Back to basics,’ 
like my father said. This farm-
er’s market is back to basics. 
We didn’t claim that we would 
fill all the spots, but by Christ-
mas time we will. That’s my 
conservative estimate.” 

The Watch asks:  Which market hits 
the mark for you?

“Acoustics are awful at Seaport. The other place 
was friendlier. We’re not looking forward to going 
to the market every Saturday if it’s going to be 
like this”.
- Frank and Norma Taussig, customers

“I think I’ll make a transition to Seaport because 
most of the vendors will be there. I didn’t even 
know the Historic Market was staying as a market.”
- Maria Migas

“I will never darken the doors of the old market 
again. I worked there, went there every second 
Saturday for ten years and I’m so happy for this 
market. Good electrics, good light, hygiene, hot 
water. There’s no question. If I want atmosphere, 
I’ll go on vacation.”
- Karen Parusel

“I prefer the ambiance of the Historic Market. It 
makes me sad that it’s a little quieter here. I think 
within a few weeks or months, things may balance 
out. It’s chaos at the other place.”
Kathleen Palmer, customer

Which market will you go to now, and why? Email 
us at watcheditors@gmail.com and let us know,, 
and we’ll print the best answers in our October 
issue! One will be randomly selected to win a pair 
of tickets to the Roland Loop Masters finals at the 
Halifax Pop Explosion!

By Mick Côté
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he first obstacle in the way of Chrystal Gomes’s 
dream of becoming a stand-up comic was 
finding the courage to perform in front of an 
audience. 

The second didn’t come until years later when, in 
1994, Gomes found herself struggling with a severe 
headache. “I thought I was going to die,” she recalls. 
“Actually, I hoped I was going to die. It was that bad.” 
Gomes soon found the entire left side of her body was 
numb. She was unable to walk a straight line. 
She lost coordination of her hands, and her 
speech became slurred. A couple of weeks later, 
Gomes was diagnosed with a relapsing-remitting 
course of multiple sclerosis, an autoimmune 
disease often leading to paralysis. Gomes, who 
was forced to drop out of school and told by 
doctors to prepare for the worst, fell into a deep, 
four-year depression.

Now, sixteen years after that first episode, 
Gomes can no longer perform stand up comedy 
because she can no longer stand up.

While her attitude toward MS has improved, 
her body’s reaction to the disease has not. “Hon-
estly, I feel like the walking dead,” she said. 
“The ironic thing is that I wasted so many good 
years worrying about bad years. I wish I could 
get those back because I cheated myself.”  

But though her past years may seem wasted, 
her future years might just hold some hope.

In November 2009, CTV aired an extensive interview 
with Dr. Paolo Zamboni. A former vascular surgeon 
and a professor at northern Italy’s University of Ferrara, 
Zamboni hypothesized that MS—long considered a 
neurological disorder—was actually a blood-related 
problem. His research, collected over the last decade, 
showed that nearly all of the MS patients he tested had 
blocked or twisted veins restricting blood flow to the 
brain, a condition he has called chronic cerebrospinal 
venous insufficiency (CCSVI).  With the assistance of 
another vascular surgeon, Zamboni began using balloon 
angioplasty to restore flow in the vessels of 65 MS 
patients and restore flow in the vessels, and found that 

there was a decrease of MS episodes and symptoms in 
those patients treated.

While Bulgaria, India, and Kuwait are just some of 
the countries that offer this treatment through private 
clinics, no such opportunities exist in Canada. Until the 
CTV interview, MS patients were unaware of this pro-
cedure, referred to as the “liberation treatment”. Even 
the Multiple Sclerosis Society of Canada, an advocacy 
group for MS patients, did not release any information 

on Zamboni’s findings until after CTV’s program was 
aired. And though Saskatchewan announced plans this 
July to fund Canada’s first clinical study of the treat-
ment, other provincial governments have labelled the 
treatment risky and premature.

Gomes blames the MS Society. “I’ve been disheart-
ened with the government because they’re listening to 
the MS Society, and the MS Society is only listening to 
the neurologists, and this is a vascular condition,” she 
said. “The MS Society is taking all their feedback from 
these guys and wrapping it all up into a nice package 
that says ‘experimental, new, risky,’ and the government 
is listening to that.”

How a shift in research isn’t getting the attention it needs.
By Hilary Molyneux

Chrystal Gomes, standing up for MS patients across Canada. [Stock]
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The MS Society was not available for comment at the 
time of this story, despite efforts at contact.

In April, the MS Society held a live webcast infor-
mation session, which Gomes attended. She took to a 
microphone to correct a doctor’s statement about current 
research on the liberation treatment. But when Gomes 
watched the webcast a few days later, her correction had 
been edited out.

“It was disgusting. People are relying on them for 
correct information, and it’s like they’ve bought their 
own stories. The whole session was about lessening Dr. 
Zamboni’s findings.”

Gomes and others have even gone to the MS Society 
to advocate for treatment for those patients whose ill-
nesses have progressed so far that the society-endorsed 
drug treatments became ineffective. The society refused.

And while the society announced in July a commit-
ment of over $2.4 million to support seven operating 
grants exploring the relationship of CCSVI to Multiple 
Sclerosis. However, this donation is a combined dona-
tion of the societies in Canada and the United States. Of 
this $2.4 million, only $700,000 is coming from Canada.  

Though Canadian neurologists have been the most 
vocal, many vascular specialists are also refusing to 
get involved. Two months ago, Gomes was referred 
to Dr. Wayne Johnston, a vascular surgeon at Toronto 
General Hospital, to find out if she has CCSVI and 
whether or not she qualifies for the treatment. However, 
her appointment ended with Johnston ushering her out. 

Apparently, there had been a mistake—the office didn’t 
treat MS patients.

According to Dr. Ian Rodger, professor in the Depart-
ment of Medicine at McMaster University and Vice 
President of research at St. Joseph’s Healthcare Hamil-
ton, Gomes’s story is not uncommon.

“In medicine, from time to time, something comes 
along that throws a complete curveball, that the medical 
community thinks, ‘No, I’m not going to accept that, I 
don’t believe that because there’s too much evidence in 
favour of this theory’,” he said.

Undeterred, Gomes plans to travel to Albany, New 
York to receive the liberation treatment this coming 
October. Though eager to see results, she admits she is 
“a little scared” about the aftercare of her procedure. “I 
don’t want to be making treks to Albany,” she said. “I 
would be much happier if I knew there was somebody 
here I could go to after if I had any problems.”

But the idea of not getting the treatment worries her 
even more.

“With the way I’m losing days, and the fatigue, and 
losing my mind—I’m so afraid. The thing with MS is 
that any improvement is huge, because it impacts every-
thing. Everything falls apart.” 

- Multiple sclerosis can affect vision, motor 
function, cognitive ability, bowel and urinary 
dysfunction, sexual dysfunction and can 
eventually lead to complete paralysis.

- Between 55,000 and 75,000 Canadians have 
multiple sclerosis.

- Most patients have to stop working within 10 
years of diagnosis.

- MS affects as many women as men.

- There are 1000 new diagnoses of multiple 
sclerosis in Canada.

- Heading overseas for the liberation treatment 
can cost up to $20,000, while current MS 
pharmaceutical drugs cost approximately 
$30,000 per year annually.
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ey frosh. If you would be so kind as to 
indulge me, I’ll tell you why you ought to 
care about federal politics.

As you’ve no doubt realized, university isn’t cheap. 
Whether you’re under a mountain of student loans or 

you’re endowed with a large education fund, you 
should care about how much you’re paying and    
 exactly why you’re paying it.

It seems to be an unspoken understanding 
that tuition is high and c’est la vie. Not so, says 
Rebecca Rose, maritime organizer for the Ca-

nadian Federation of Students (CFS). She points to 
Newfoundland, where strong provincial leadership 
has made post-secondary education extremely afford-
able, and where tuition is about half of what it is in 
Nova Scotia.

The problem, said Rose, is that candidates pander to 
age groups that vote more often. They would rather 
spend time in a nursing home than on campus because 
they know that students don’t vote. In fact, only a 
little over a third of 18-to-34-year-olds voted in 2008, 
compared the over two-thirds of Canadians 55 and 
older who voted that year.

So right now, federal consideration for post-second-
ary education is barely an afterthought. Mobilizing as 
a voting bloc, then, has its benefits. 

The federal government—which is not directly 
responsible for post-secondary education—gives 
money to the provinces to cover things like child care 
and social programs. But those federal cash trans-
fers are only 43% of what they were in 1981. Thank 

Paul Martin for that one, said Rose. His efforts 
to “slay” the deficit led to students shouldering 

that debt.
As a result of that decline in federal funding, tuition 

fees skyrocketed. Between 1988 and 2008, fees in-
creased by well over twice the rate of inflation every 
year, causing it to outpace the costs of food, transpor-
tation and rent.

On top of refusing to commit to the investment nec-
essary to improve post-secondary education, the gov-
ernment refuses to change the funding formula. The 
current system gives funding based on the number of 
students graduating from high school, not the number 

of students enrolling in university or college, a per 
capita rather than a per student basis. That’s great 
news for places like Ontario and Quebec, where uni-
versities are relatively few and the population is huge. 
Bad news, though, for places like Nova Scotia, which 
welcomes droves of Ontario students. 

The CFS is working to fix that formula. It all fits 
into the group’s work on establishing a federal post-
secondary education act, which Canada does not cur-
rently have. “There needs to be rules and regulations 
in the transfer payments from the federal government 
to the provincial governments,” said Rose.

What the provinces do with the money they receive 
for healthcare, for example, is dictated by the Cana-
dian Health Act. Post-secondary funding, meanwhile, 
is not governed by any federal legislation.

“Even when the federal government earmarks funds 
for post-secondary education, they have no way of 
making sure that’s what the provinces use it for,” 
Rose said. “What we need is a vision for post-second-
ary education.”

Rose seems to see eye-to-eye with Megan Leslie, 
the New Democrat member of parliament for Halifax. 
“The federal government doesn’t believe it has re-
sponsibility for [post-secondary] education,” said 
Leslie. “There’s no reason the federal government 
can’t take leadership.” 

Niki Ashton, critic of post-secondary education for 
the New Democratic Party, introduced a post-second-
ary education act that includes many of the same mea-
sures that the CFS is proposing. However, it didn’t 
make it far in Stephen Harper’s parliament, which 
doesn’t even have a minister for post-secondary 
education. The NDP is currently working on a new 
version of the bill for this fall.

But how much would all this cost? Changing the 
funding formula to make sure the provinces are 
funding fairly would have the revenue cover the cost. 
The rest of the CFS’s plan? That’ll cost $1.5 billion: 
about the same price tag as Stephen Harper’s three-
day soiree at the G8/G20 summit.

It’s time for change, and now may be the time, 
because in the view of at least one columnist, an elec-
tion looks imminent. 

Even learning has a price.

N e w s

By Justin Ling
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nly one guy paid $85 to be here tonight. 
At half-past midnight, Colin is standing 
inside the VIP lounge of Pacifico, Halifax’s 
downtown club-capital, waiting in a lineup 

otherwise filled with girls clad in white. When 
Colin’s turn comes, he stands on a couch beside an 
unusually muscular man in white pants, a white vest 
and a white tee. Colin shakes hands, grins for the 
camera, shakes again, and steps back down.

“The Situation is the man,” Colin explained, 
staring at the man-in-white’s arm around the girl 
next in line. “There’s really no other way to put it. 
Any guy would want that.”

“The Situation” in this situation is Michael Sorren-
tino, one of the eight guidos and guidettes featured 
on MTV’s hit reality show, Jersey Shore. Currently 
in its second season, the show pits a group of proud 
young Italian-Americans together in a summer 
beach house. Think The Real Jersey World, or Big 
Guido Brother.

But tonight, on June 17, The Situation is situated 
in Halifax, for Pacifico’s first annual “White Party” 
(hint: dress code, white). Around 100 people paid at 
least $25 to be here, or—like Colin—$85 to get into the 
VIP lounge with The Sitch himself.

“There’s no reason you wouldn’t want to be The Situ-
ation,” Colin says. “Quote me on that: there’s no reason 
you wouldn’t want to be The Situation.”

Everyone has a different reason to be here. Nick came 
on a whim because his girlfriend bought him a white 
leather jacket yesterday; Victoria and her friends drove 
from Wolfville to celebrate her birthday. Alex boasts 
that he flew all the way from Vancouver “just for this,” 
adding later that his brother, Max, happens to be sta-
tioned here in the army. The brothers came together, and 
Max says that even though he’s a Jersey Shore fan—“It 
gives you a reason to be a guido,” he says—tonight isn’t 
about The Situation.

“Mike is just one guy,” he explains. “The Situation is 
great and all, but the real Situation is everybody here.” 
He points to a girl: “That’s the Situation.” And another: 
“That’s the Situation.” His brother nods; Max continues: 
“This club is the Situation.”

A crowd begins to form near the DJs just before 

midnight. People murmur under the pulsating bass of the 
speakers: “Is he here? Is that The Situation?” A mass of 
white-clad girls armed with camera-phones and lip-gloss 
starts to congeal. Camera flashes go off; celebrity hugs 
ensue. But when the crowd thickens, the Sitch steps 
back. He leans against a booth, behind his identically 
dressed security posse, and lights a cigarette. He doesn’t 
smile much. “They’re just a bunch of regular dudes,” 
a Pacifico security guard muses. He points to rotating 
close-ups of Sorrentino’s abs being projected on the 
wall. “That’ll be me up on the screen next week.”

The VIPs file in—people like Colin, who paid $85 
to stand on a couch, have an arm thrown around their 
waist, and enjoy a quick photo-op. A blonde girl steps 
down, disappointed: “Ninety bucks for a picture, then he 
stands around showing off to a bunch of other girls?”

A group of three middle-aged women in conspicu-
ously tight pants laugh drunkenly, taking turns snapping 
self-portraits beside Sorrentino’s recently waxed chest. 
He just grins: the night seems to gloss over him, as if 
he’s done this a hundred times before. And he probably 
has—after all, there’s no reason you wouldn’t want to be 
The Situation. 

A Situational comedy in our own backyard.By Michael Fraiman

Mike Fraiman meets Mike Sorrentino. [Adrian Lee]
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ne of Chris Luedecke’s 
first musical memories as a child 
happened somewhere in Ontario. 
“I remember listening to ‘A 
Young Person’s Guide to the 
Orchestra’ by Benjamin Britten 
while going to a dump with my 
dad,” said Luedecke, who grew 
up in Toronto. The recording, 
an introduction to the different 
instruments in an orchestra, has 
stuck with him over the years.

Chris Luedecke isn’t a young 
person any more. Now 34 years 
old, he’s traveled across Canada, 
moved curiously from big city to 
countryside, and gained a wide and 
diverse fan base with four albums 
and a Juno, one of Canadian 
music’s highest honours.

But he’s not quite an old man yet. 
It’s only with his trusty banjo that 
he becomes Old Man Luedecke, 
one of Canada’s most beloved 
singer-songwriters.

By Lauren Naish
Photos by Ian Gibb
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“I bought it in Vancouver and I just started to figure out 
how to play it,” said Luedecke.

He bought his first banjo while en route to Halifax. He 
was following a girl he had met in the Yukon, a girl he 
now calls his wife. She was headed to Halifax for school, 
and he didn’t know what else to do.

Luckily for him, fate did.
“I think I kind of discovered the banjo and it took over 

my entire life like nothing else,” said Luedecke.
When he arrived in Halifax he immersed himself and 

began to write songs: about the woman he loved, about 
the people around him, about his 
lifestyle.

“I had a lot of creative energy 
and I wanted to get it out,” he 
said. “I just decided that the banjo 
was the right sort of rhythmic and 
metrical harmony to go along 
with the words and language that 
I had.”

For the past five years, that 
creative energy was in part fuelled 
by Maritime life. He and his wife 
now call Chester, Nova Scotia 
their home, a stark contrast from 
the bright lights of Toronto, the 
sort of move that most musicians 
make, but in reverse. But for 
Luedecke, it  provided musical 
inspiration. “We were pretty broke 
for a long time and couldn’t really 
leave,” said Luedecke. “I am a bit 
shy and I wasn’t sure that I was 
connecting with people to make it 
work out in the country.”

But his love for rural Nova 
Scotia grew, and its influence is 
clear throughout his work.  “I 
think finally after five years I have 
begun to enjoy the country life in 
a way that I didn’t think I would,” 
he said

Shy and humble in person, 
Luedecke has learned to connect 
with people through music. His 
talent for writing songs people 
can relate to is deeply tied to how 
he sees the world. “I think I try to 
talk like I see it, and I don’t always 
see it the way it is supposed to be 

seen. I see it like most people do,” he said.
This may be why, despite the popularity of his albums, 

he seems to fly under the radar. He has been called one of 
Canada’s best-kept secrets, and he still considers himself 
to be an underdog.

“I took up the banjo because I was looking for something 
solid and kind of inarguable and wasn’t looking for 
something that was going to be hip now, you know? I 
have never really been interested in that, it has never 
really been a strong point in what I do,” he said. “And 
I think as a result I have had a pretty interesting group 

Old Man Luedecke playing at Sappyfest.
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of fans. I have had hipster fans, I have also had really 
old fans and young fans.” He chuckles, and continues: 
“In order to keep doing what I am doing, I need a broad 
section of the population.”

His proof of love? His fans’ affection for his shows and 
his third album, Proof of Love, which won the 2009 Juno 
Award for best folk album. His fans’ support has buoyed 
him in giving him the freedom to 
do what he loves. This is evident 
when Old Man Luedecke takes 
any stage, whether it’s at a large 
festival or a small bar. Those who 
hear his music are hooked. They 
line up around the block to crowd 
in a hot church to see him. They 
fill up taverns to hear him pluck 
and stomp. They sing along with 
him, songs about the cookbook “The Joy of Cooking” 
and  about losing their jobs. They stop him on the street 
to share their love and congratulations. He kindly and 
quietly thanks them for listening.

Despite his many achievements and the praise he 
receives for his music, Luedecke is content to chock up 
his success to the fact that he is doing something unusual, 
not just on his talent. “I seem to be connecting in a way 
that I wasn’t a couple of years ago, but it’s nothing that 
doesn’t happen with time,” he said.

Whether it’s time or talent, Luedecke’s new album, 
My Hands are on Fire and 
other Love Songs, released 
this past March, has plainly 
connected with fans new and 
old. Full of compassionate 
lyrics, the songs let us 
glimpse a little bit more than 
previous albums in Old Man 
Luedecke’s old soul. 

In the song “The Rear 
Guard”, a veritable ode to the runner-up, Luedecke sums 
up his outlook when he sings, “I guess I’m doing all right 
since I found my own way.” He has found a way with his 
music to live a life he loves. 

Seems that’s all the success he needs. 

Old Man Luedecke playing at Sappyfest.

“I seem to be connecting in a 
way that I wasn’t a couple of 
years ago, but it’s nothing that 

doesn’t happen with time.”
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had Van-
Gaalen called 
it his “favou-
rite festival 
ever”. Old 

Man Luedecke said that he 
thought it hosted some of 
Canada’s best hidden talents. 
That’s a lot of hype for Sap-
pyfest, the five-year-old 
festival in Sackville, New 
Brunswick that could that or-
ganizers said they originally 
created as “a more feasible 
way to get all our friends to-
gether than a wedding.” And 
you can see that that’s the 

case: the people milling about the craft market, the musicians getting on and off stage, the concertgoers at the Bridge 
Street Cafe, all carry on like they’re friends.

Even the three members of Vancouver’s Apollo Ghosts, who made their Sappyfest debut, seem perfectly at home 
as eating pretzel sandwiches at Pickles Deli Saturday afternoon. Amanda Panda, Adrian Teacher and Jay Oliver per-
formed music from Mount Benson, an album named after and inspired by a mountain in Nanaimo, British Columbia 
that the band scaled in about six hours. “I think everything you do is informed by where you are physically and men-
tally and in time and space,” said Panda. “I put [the album] all together like I was piecing together a sand castle and 
made it bigger and bigger until it was a mountain,” added Teacher. The result is a catchy batch of songs perfect for the 
summer. The Apollo Ghosts took the main stage as Teacher, wrapped in a makeshift superhero cape, leaped into the 
crowd, made friends as he surfed along a sea of hands and belted out the quirky lyrics of “Things You Go Through”.

Calgary’s Chad VanGaalen is a longtime friend of Sappyfest. He’s played here three times before, and returns 
this year as both musician and visual artist. His animated short film was presented half-an-hour before at the Vogue 
Theatre as part of Sappy 8: Live Music Videos, a session of live performances accompanied by film and video works. 
The short showcased the arbitrary style of animation VanGaalen is known for from his own music videos. “It’s kind of 
just like morphological stream of consciousness kind of thing, and it’s a surprise for me too,” said VanGaalen. “Two 
years later I’ll look back and be weirded out by what I created.” In the two years since he released Soft Airplane, 
VanGaalen has kept himself busy by constantly creating, whether it’s creating art and musical side projects (under the 
alias Black Mold), or adding to his family, “the best thing I have ever done.” 

Despite becoming a dad for the second time, VanGaalen has made time to come and support Sappyfest. “It’s a fes-
tival but it doesn’t feel like one. Everybody is just hanging out. It’s pretty informal as far as festivals go and I think 
that’s what makes it special. It’s amazing that you can keep something growing like that but still keep the spirit of it 
the same,” said VanGaalen.

And the fact that such a small grassroots festival can keep coming back stronger year after year is proof that he’s not 
Sappyfest’s only friend. 

By Lauren Naish
A festival that tells you to folk off.

Chad VanGaalen and his band. [Ian Gibb]
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he band Rah Rah may come from landlocked Regina, 
but their love for the sea exposes them as Maritimers at 
heart. “Being in the middle of the Prairies is a lot like 
being in the middle of the ocean,” said Marshall Burns. 

“There is a lot of loneliness on the record, and the ocean is like 
being out on your own.” The nautical references are everywhere, 
from the sailboat tattoo on Erin Passmore’s arm, to the cover art 
of Breaking Hearts, a painting of two ships they found at a Value 
Village, to the saltwater taffy that flew out of the homemade 
heart-shaped piñata they smashed open on stage during their per-
formance in Toronto’s Kensington Market on June 18, for the 
North by Northeast festival (NXNE). Seeing Rah Rah perform 

that night among piñata parts, balloons, and sparkles was like watching your best friends and siblings at a birthday 
party—that is, if your friends and siblings are talented multi-instrumentalists in a band.

Toronto regulars The D’Urbervilles took the stage at The Drake Underground at midnight the next day. But just 
because the festival was in their hometown and “We Are The Hunters” was released two years ago, didn’t mean the 
D’Urbervilles boys were going to take it easy. They came to Toronto after heading to Austin for NXNE’s sister festi-
val, South By Southwest (SXSW). Now up in their hemisphere, they’re a crowd favourite. Many in the crowd sang 
along as they played “Hot Tips” and “Dragnet”. “We played a couple of the old songs but we are trying to phase out 
a lot of that stuff,” said Kyle Donnelly after the show. Their newest album, they say, is in the process of being mixed 
and mastered. “The first time we weren’t really established as a band and were coming from the mentality that we 
had to be doing something crazy every ten seconds,” said lead instrumentalist John O’Regan.  Fans can expect a more 
cohesive sound from the D’Urbervilles the second time around. Look for the new album in the spring.

Daniel Collás and Patrick Wood are standing backstage at Yonge Street and Dundas Avenue as Kid Sister’s DJ 
warms up the crowd Sunday evening.  Their New York-based band, The Phenomenal Handclap Band has just 
performed their set at the last show of the weekend, a free set opening for legendary hip-hop group De La Soul.  
Unlike most bands, the seven members 
of The Phenomenals only came together 
after their self-titled album was finished. 
Over the next few years, the band toured 
and made a name for itself in Europe 
and the United Kingdom. Collás and his 
production partner have been making 
music for years, and the band is born 
out of a culmination of many musical 
influences. “A bunch of us in the band are 
DJs and we have that inherent…” said 
Collás, breaking off.  “Constant hunger,” 
finished Wood.  A hunger for old obscure 
music holds the band together and is 
evident through the variety of the album, 
and a funky dusk performance.  

Before the G20 riots, there was Iggy Pop.

By Lauren Naish

The Rah Rah’s. [Paul Kapridov]

The Phenomenal Handclap Band. [Paul Kapridov]
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Eats
The Watch’s dream day, food-wise: start with the Coastal Cafe (2731 Robie 
Street), which serves by far the best breakfast in Halifax, but good luck get-
ting a seat—it’s smaller than most FYP tutorial rooms. For lunch, swing 
by the Wooden Monkey (1707 Grafton Street), which swears by natural, 
local and always-fresh ingredients, and which local celeb Ellen Page lists 
as her favourite restaurant. And for dinner, select one of the many deli-
cious pints and mow down on some pitch-perfect pub fare at the Henry 
House (1222 Barrington Street), which at least one King’s student 
magazine’s editor-in-chief swears by for his first dates. We’d also take 
second, third, and fourth dinners at Jane’s on the Commons, Fid, 
and Chives, whose biscuits alone are worth the price of admission. 
Hey, it’s our imaginary dream day, right? If so, we’d probably fol-
low this up with an imaginary 24-hour food coma.

“Ferry over to Dartmouth. Go to Big Life, a bakery owned by 
this old hippie who makes this ‘magic soup’ when you’re sick 
or tired. He chants as he stirs it, and you can just tell it’s made 
with so much love. It even has four different kinds of seaweed 
in it. And he has great cinnamon buns made with maple syr-
up. And really good pizza. Super high-quality ingredients.”
- Jessie Tesolin

“The Bluenose restaurant at Duke and Hollis is great 
if you want a greasy, cheap, but delicious Canadian 
breakfast. Brussels is definitely the best place for mus-
sels. They have 15 different kinds, and it’s a really 
good deal….Our favourite place for barbeque is 
Bonehead on Barrington, close to the Superstore. 
It’s a really good price.”
- Michel St. Jean, owner of Sawadee Tea House

Your  
Guide

toPhotos by Ian Gibb

By the Watch
      With files by Annie Kierans
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Drinks
The Watch wants to be clear: we’re 
not endorsing underage drinking. But 
upper-years will be all too ready to tell 
you that living in Halifax is a drinking 
experience, with some of the finest micro-
breweries anywhere in Canada, and more 
bars per capita than anywhere else in the 
world. Propeller makes a fantastic IPA, we 
miss Garrison’s ales whenever we leave 
the city, and grabbing a growler of Granite 
Brewery’s Green Man from the Market is a 
delicious way to balance all the fresh veggies 
you picked up, and it’s a spoiled town where 
the cheapest and often worst thing on tap is Al-
exander Keith’s. And the best place to drink? 
Probably Tom’s Little Havana (5428 Doyle 
Street), a stomping ground for many King’s up-
per-years and grads, and regularly selected by the 
Coast as the best place to drink by yourself...not 
that we know anything about that, because we’re 
very popular and have many friends.

 “I’d say go to Gus’ Pub. They have all the local 
bands. Good place to go to check out the local music 
scene.”
- David Logan, Video Difference employee

“Go to the Toothy Moose. That’d be an expe-
rience in itself.”
- Connie Zafiris, waitress at 
Mezza

Sights
Most of us at the Watch have been liv-

ing next to the Atlantic for three years, and trust 
us: it doesn’t get old. The cultural landscape is 

defined by it, and because of that a 15-minute bus 
ride can take you to beaches straight from wish-

you-were-here postcards, or deep woods pilfered 
from the pages of Aesop’s Tales. And while Cita-

del Hill may be a tourist hive—though the sheer 
number of King’s students who work there makes it 

something like home—here’s the best advice we’ve 
ever gotten: sit down on Citadel Hill, look down at 

the city, and realize that this wonderful city is where 
you live now.

“Nearby there’s Long Lake, which is great because 
you can take the bus there. Crystal Crescent is beauti-

ful. Also, if you’re into the nudist thing, you can do 
that there too.”

- Laura Bennett, cashier at the Trail Shop

“There’s also a pet store nearby who let their reptiles 
around free range, so there’s like a boa constrictor on 

the wall. It’s great.”
- Scott Beed, cashier at Paper Chase café

“Honestly, the first place I went to was the Discovery 
Centre. And Clay Café.”

- Emily Café, assistant manager of Sweet Jane’s

“I’d go to the Farmers’ Market.”
- Alia Saied; Maddy Matthews; Pat Belual
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Shops
While the cityslicker in you 
might be first drawn to the Halifax 
Shopping Centre or the MicMac Mall, 
Halifax’s smartest shoppers know the 
city’s economy is built on a bedrock 
of endearing frivolities: candy, vintage 
fashions, used books, and hidden-
gem antiques. The sassy candy dealer 
Freak Lunchbox is no-doubt-destination 
shopping in Halifax. Right by club-goers’ 
haven Pizza Corner is the less-boozy 
Vintage Clothing Corner on Queen Street, 
featuring stores like Elsie’s, whose musty 
whimsy you’ll come to associate with hidden 
treasure. It’s neck-and-neck as far as good 
comic stores, between the deservedly hyped 
Strange Adventures (5262 Sackville Street) 
and Monster Comics (2091 Gottingen Street), 
although the fact that graphic novels are always 
20 per cent off at the latter gives it a narrow edge. 
For books of a less nerdy variety, make your first 
stop John W. Doull’s (1684 Barrington Street), a 
claustrophobe’s worst nightmare with stacks of books 
covering up entire walls and portions of floor. And if 
you’re looking for vinyl, you can find whatever you 
need between Taz Records (1593 Market Street) and 
Obsolete Records (2454 Agricola Street), but its best 
kept secrets will come from a mandatory traipse down 
Agricola Street in the city’s cute north end, with the most 
secret being Almanac Antiques (2820 Isleville Street), 
which is literally filled to bursting with rare and cheap vinyl 
and is owned by a brother-and-sister tandem that’s among 
the friendliest in a neighbourhood full of beyond-friendly 
vendors.

“I’d imagine as a first year girl I’d be like, ‘there are no good 
clothing stores here’, but there’s Sweet Pea, a girly boutique on 
Queen Street. And there’s the vintage clothing district by Queen 
and Spring Garden, with a bunch of little second-hand vintage 
stores. Also, find a good Frenchies. It’s such a Nova Scotian 
experience and so different from Value Village. So affordable.”
- Jessie Tesolin, flameworked glass artist at the Farmer’s Market

“Bookstores are essential. J.W. Doull’s is this used bookstore if you 
want to dive into some fiction.”
- Stacey Cornelius, The Hermit Queen’s Jeweller at the Farmer’s Market
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By Siobhan O’Beirne

guy and a girl walk out of a bar.
It’s the set-up line for a good joke.  

 But for Griffin McInnes and Elizabeth 
Johnston, who spent their summer 

founding a theatre group focused on bringing much-
needed comedic theatre to Halifax, it’s also how their 
company, Wit’s End Theatre, started.

The idea originated, as all good ideas do, with a 
drunken walk home from Pacifico in November 2009. 
“I’m serious.” “No, but actually, I’m serious. “No. Are 
you just drunk? Because I’m serious.” “But really, I’m 
serious.”

The two had worked together for the last three years in 
the King’s Theatrical Society, but getting the company 
up and running was no laughing matter. After all, they 
had never done this sort of thing before.

“We were very focused at first on starting a theatre 
company,” said McInnes. “We quickly realized that it 
doesn’t really matter that much…when you are first 
starting out, just focus on theatre and the art.”

“Especially because in the theatre world, as with a lot 
of arts, you have to put the art first,” added Johnston. 
“The box office, and your websites and all that kind of 
stuff just has to happen later.”

So first, the play was the thing.
“We knew that there were some limitations.,” said 

McInnes. “We didn’t want to do something big [and] 

we wanted something that was genuinely funny that we 
could both get behind, that the people involved could get 
behind.”

Johnston has always had an obsession with 
Christopher Durang. And when the theatre group’s first 
choice, Morris Panych’s 7 Stories, was selected to be 
a part of the Neptune Theatre’s 2010-11 season, they 
turned to the absurdist playwright.

“We read Titanic and it was one of those plays that’s 
just horrific,” said Johnston.

From faces masked in dildos to all manner of incest 
and vaginal rodents, it’s difficult to sum up the premise 
of the play.

“It’s not the most audience-friendly play,” said 
McInnes.

So the two decided to round out the night with a 
“standard in comedy”, David Ives’s Sure Thing.

“It’s so short and the elements are so defined, it’s what 
you do with those things and the decisions you make 
along the way that people can easily grasp onto and then 
expand your interpretation,” said McInnes.

Johnston would direct Titanic, and McInnes would 
direct Sure Thing, and they would act in each other’s 
plays, along with Chloe Sullivan, Iain Soder, Rory 
MacLellan, Michael Fraiman, David Etherington, and 
Bridget Hall, all of whom had been involved in the 
King’s Theatrical Society in the past.

From there, the business side came together 
surprisingly quickly. In two short months, the pair got 
the rights to perform the play, learned to manage the 
house, and posters for the first show appeared on the 
doors and walls of local businesses across downtown 
Halifax.  

And so for seven evenings, “An Evening Out with 
Wit’s End Theatre” put on the two shows to rave 
reviews from audience members and critics alike. “I 
confess that I can’t remember the last time I laughed so 
hard in the theatre,” wrote Kate Watson, theatre reviewer 
for the Coast.

“If you can get them laughing before they are crying,” 
said Johnston, “that’s good.” 

Two King’s students at their wit’s end. [Ian Gibb]
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amily wasn’t 
ever something Kenneth 

Wallingford really had to worry about. “I always got 
along pretty well with my parents,” said Wallingford, 
a second-year student at King’s. But a phone 
call from his mother just one hour after dropping him 
off at King’s exposed his waning interest in keeping 
his parents updated. He began to sigh every time his 
parents’ number would flash on his phone. Other than 
the occasions he called them, the conversation rarely 
extended past a cursory “Got a lot going on”.

It wasn’t that Wallingford was trying to use 
university as an escape from a miserable life at home. 
In fact, he had a solid relationship with his family. But 
by the end of the summer, his perception of home and 
his bond with his parents had fizzled in the summer 
heat.

Every September, at schools across the country, first-
year students rip through the metaphorical umbilical 
cord, dragging their wheeled luggage over it as they 
rush to live on their own at their university campuses.

But then comes the summer after freshman year. 
Many of these newly independent students move ever-
briefly back in with their parents.  They soon realize 
the experience of school has altered their attitude 
toward home.

“I got really tired of being home really fast,” said 
Wallingford.

It’s an example of the parent-child power reversal 
typical of the first summer back. Not only were these 
non-tuition-paying young ‘uns calling the shots at 
school, but this behavior was now continuing when 
they returned home. Jordan Zipkin, for example, used 
to set aside time for required family activities. Now, 
he declined parental requests for summer bonding 
time with uncommon ease.

Many newly minted university students report 
that their bungalow boredom stems from the growth 
they’ve experienced in the past two semesters: late 
nights, constant socializing, and an immersion in a 
new, quick-paced environment. And with that, parents 
have been forced to change, too.

Heather Adelson, Jordan’s mother, was at first taken 
aback by his decreased interest in home until she 
recognized that both she and her son had been living 
separate, adult lives for over eight months.

“I try not to ask [Jordan] too many questions 

because 
I don’t want 

to intrude on who he 
is and his independence,” she 
said.

Shannon Galley noted this shift 
in her parents, too. “I’ve changed a lot 
since I’ve been away.  I’m doing a lot 
more things that I wouldn’t have done 
last summer,” she said. As a result, her parents’ 
rules, which had been concentrated primarily 
on academics rather than social life, became 
surprisingly accepting of their daughter’s new 
outgoing attitude and independence—a change she 
attributes to the fact that they don’t really have many 
options but to accept. No longer able to impose a time-
out, many parents altered their tactics towards trust.

But this increased trust also originates, at least in 
part, from the children not being all that childlike 
anymore. University turns many students into adults, 
saddling them with higher standards of themselves and 
new responsibilities, like bringing in money, taking 
care of themselves, and understanding the individual 
consequences of their actions.

All things that students once looked to their parents 
to supply.

“Part of growing up in general is you see your 
parents as more human and less perfect.  Especially 
as the eldest, it’s hard for them to imagine that I will 
eventually see them as another person, not as a god 
figure,” said Zipkin.

The students have taken the step to move away 
from home and, in turn, have transformed themselves 
into something resembling adults (key word: 
“resembling”).  Adelson describes her home this 
summer as being inhabited by two independent adults 
who spend a few quality hours together.  Although 
her son’s time at university has changed the power to 
dictate the roles of the relationship, it seems like it will 
take more than one year and another wave of heavy 
luggage to stamp out the roles of parent and child. 

By Natascia Lypny
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hile you may graduate from King’s with a 
philosophy degree—and all the power to 
you—some people take their Foundation Year 

learning experience in a completely different direction. 
Take the Extremities, a Halifax-based hip-hop duo, for 
example. They took FYP in 1998, and after learning 
about Descartes’s Dissertations and taking in some 
Nicomachean Ethics, they decided it was high time they 
hooked up their turntables and plugged into their true 
sound.

I guess it’s safe to say philosophy has some broad 
applications.

“I think both of us knew, or at least recognized in 
each other, that music was major for us in our lives,” 
said Shaun Ryan, a.k.a Uncle Fester, the Extremities’ 
resident turntablist. He and Fresh Kils, or Andrew 
Kilgour, a Toronto-based producer and the sampler/
keyboard component in the duo, met when they both 
lived in Middle Bay. Their first performances were at 
convenings of the Middle Bay Gentlemen’s Society.

“First year is such an experience, it’s like you are 
encouraged to live. The overall experience, even 
the curriculum, has influenced me as a person,” 
said Kilgour. “I think Foundation Year has to have 
influenced my music.”

They mused on what they took away from the 
program. “I loved the way Nietzsche shook things up, 

he had his middle finger up to the world,” Kilgour 
offered. 

“He’s very punk rock.”
Full of ideas from dusty old books, hip-hop sampled 

from dusty old records was their next logical step. Ryan, 
who doubles as a radio producer at the CBC, had access 
to their record archives, and the idea of sampling and 
remixing material made by some of the best musicians 
in the country was an opportunity too good to pass up.

“I find that that’s what so appealing about hip hop 
and production in general, that it’s limitless in terms of 
what you can put together,” said Kilgour. “We’re here to 
make smart music.”

The Extremities themselves offer an element of 
‘production improv’ to their shows. When Uncle 
Fester’s on the turntable, Fresh Kils takes up the 
synthesizer and remixes their music right on stage, a 
spontaneity heavily influenced by jazz. So the decision 
to work with jazz musicians on their first record, The 
New Tonic, was a natural progression.

“We do stuff that’s edgy and emotional at the same 
time, and jazz is an example of a style of music that 
treads that line all the time,” said Ryan.

But, like a FYP essay, it hasn’t always been easy.
“For me, the biggest struggle is trying to figure out 

what our place is in the whole thing as you move on,” 
said Ryan. “If you’re an aspiring artist, then your dream 
is to get signed. There are certain moments attached 
with being successful in the music industry, and 
unfortunately there are many substance-less goals.”

To the Extremities, making great music should be the 
focus of it all. To that extent, the pair—who have been 
making music for more than a decade—feels “lucky”.

“I don’t want to say I’m successful because I want 
to give that time,” said Ryan. “I want to let it breathe. 
Right now, we’re taking the opportunities that are going 
to push us to new levels.”

“In 50 years, when our hands don’t work, we are still 
going to be banging up beats somehow,” added Kilgour. 
“I know that’s true.” 

By Katrina Pyne
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