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sition, often by shrill tactics, is consid- fact, do we not frequendy dismiss some- 
ered fair game. The endeavour is not to one’s view by labelling it as “mere opin-
uncover insight, truth or wisdom, but ion", 
to score points, by rendering one’s op
ponent stupid if necessary. The cardi-

Metanoia Culture of

Shrill Have we advanced ourselves in ■ 
this new climate? Perhaps, especially ifBy John Valk

nal sin is to grant any validity to anoth- we feel a public exchange is merely an 
er’s argument. information exchange That fits in well

Not uncommon today is for an The result, argues Tannen, is that with our computer age where

ojrjzxxrz asssss ===EEEEE ===without fear of recrimination That riJht and ^hÜt i™"8 • iscu“10n shown to invited speakers at some uni- a more articulate opponent, even by a than memory banks. They have been
exists in a democratic nation to nmtert snertfi I e ..quie ISteniriH ^ re versities. Closer to home, a UNB pro- fleeting camera shot. Should we be sur- endowed with skills far superior to any
nafthemjUoritv^tthernmnrrtif^w h'T ‘ ^ ^ ^T fessor was subjected to «hades of ver- prised then when a Hollywood actor, computer. Some have even been

who go gainst the Brain of maioiîtarian for the ™ hi3 ^ ^ ^ C CSpeC‘aUy bai assault’ hos,illty and abusive lan- famous far his one-liners, was able to blessed with insight and wisdom. In a
8 ^ ^ ajontanan or the public university - an rnstitu- guage - particularly from students - ascend to the highest public office in politically correct climate, however we

Free tion open to Canadians from a wide va- for expressing views contrary to popu- the United States? Vfas he truly the best may find the latter in rather short suo-
tuteriBhMtZ ^ ? ABd! n«y of rehgious, cultural and economic far opinion. Ironic it is then that he was and the brightest this most “advanced" ply

Amrt?om « rh r perhaps cast certain doubt on those tra- YeU" (28 Jan. 94.), laments that our “political correctness" merely the latest of the masses". The freedom aid op-

fbrms ofevnrr-«' “ h " j’°8reSS‘)',e d ^ F Cu/ren,1 dimate se‘ forums of discussion no longer promote euphemism for censorship? And, does portunity to exchange ideas views and
forms of expression, we have historically nously threatens the fruitfal exchange the healthy exchange of ideas. Disre- the media not have a distinct way of LioJ-w”rea2^rfom

encouraged the exchange of views, of views and opmions, both m the me- sped, even verbal intimidation, set the manipulating public opinion, making it the state or from unbridled
Mt^rlï^înes5Tel" ,ar neWS' ^ m ,‘he un,versity Should we ^ tone, especially regarding current “hot" difficult for anyone whose views devi- ought not to be taken lightly,

pape , mag , evision is one concerned. topics. Decimating an opponent’s po- ate from the majoritarian position? In

The worst form of enslavement is forum for such exchange
enslavement to public opinion.”

view.

masses—

reams of hardwood ridges, 
flushing partridge, fleeting 

white tails, and fluffy snow 

quickly departed as the clanging of the 

old alarm clock brought me to reality. 

The thought of leaving my warm sleep-

D Forest Breeze
By Ron Vautour

hunting deer. An older man spoke up 

“Yes... you are hunting deer... but you 

are also building friendships, spending 

time with your father, hearing of the

The Camp on the Hill

past, respecting the land, growing,
ine hap almnct ,Pmnf A h v , i * e warmth of breakfast had noticed that another deer had crossed corner of my eye, causing me to reach learning about yourself and so much= xszzzzz—rFF ===::
FFFFF ===
dartoZthefl2ZÏt0ere0 Id FT.i 5ughswamps’ almost killed us a short ‘‘me ago. I As we sat around the wood stove to join in with the laughter and the good

ess, the floor boards were cold on under fallen logs, and across some of looked on as Rod started to amble on that night, telling stories, and playing times. 1’U always remember those words

back up the slope, wondering if maybe cards, I asked how anyone could ques- that night, and I’ll never forget the camp 
travelled. Finally, when we came to a the cold had got to his head. After a tion why I was up on the mountain on the hill.

my feet, creaking as I stumbled across the most beautiful country I have 

the camp in search of the kerosene lan-
ever

tern. Moments later, shadows leapt ridge where we could see down into the moment’s hesitation, I too was scrap-
across the room as the lantern hissed valley, we stopped to admire the view. ing and clawing my way to the top of
to life. Rod was working on the fire as I We hardly spoke as we chewed on sand- this ridge, stopping only occasionally to
lazily pulled on my hunting clothes, wiches my father had made the night catch my breath. Finally, we came to the

making sure to dress for the worst.
Intersession in 

Trinidad and Tobago
April 29 - May 21,1994

before, passing the thermos to sip on 
It was still dark when we stepped hot coffee between mouthfuls, 

out onto the porch, but not too dark to

crest and plopped ourselves down in 

an opening.
Feelings rejuvenated, we started After a short rest, we noticed that 

notice that the forest floor of crisp leaves to make our way down the steep slope the deer had also stopped here, paus- 
and twigs had been replaced by a thick that the deer appeared to have travelled ing to look down across the other side 
blanket of snow. We looked down with ease. It was all we could do not to of the mountain. The view was magnifi er p
across the apple orchard, down the faugh at each other as we slipped and 

mountain, almost parallel with the slid our way to the bottom... at which gers down the mountainside with white
bright stars, and wondered if there point it was no use as we both landed waters winding their way between
would ever be another time like this. head first in a snow bank. After a good 

The snow was soft and quiet under foot faugh, we decided it was time to pick happened next, this was a great day. We
as we edged our way into the softly fad- up the trail again. About fifteen minutes turned to follow the deer when 1 no-
ing, frosty darkness.

cent... hardwood ridges rolling like fin-
---. f

them. It would not have mattered what
':WP

later, 1 glanced down at the tracks and ticed Rod shoulder his rifle from the
.ma

(MORE),

Blood & Thunder
For an exciting and educational three weeks, 
the Study Abroad Programme at UNB will 

travel to the Land of the Hummingbird. 
Students can learn firsthand about the 
interesting society, culture and music 

of THnidad and Tobago.

Mike Mandel

lb the Editor, adequate crowd for a comedian You seems you are quite pissed off) why not
his letter is in response to Nathan failed to realise that the evening was go down to the Student Union and talk
Weinman’s critique of Mike very poorly advertised. Last year, Mike to them. Better yet, why not help them
Mandel’s non-performance dur- Mandel put on a great show to a crowd advertise events like this. That way, you

ing this year's comedy night, January exceeding 300 people. A hypnotist would understand how difficult it is to
25th. Nathan seems to be suggesting needs a certain amount of people in the put on a show like this and hey, you
that Mike Mandel didn’t perform be- crowd because he takes people on might learn a thing or two about adver-
cause of some mysterious attitude prob- stage. With the small crowd that turned tising.
lem on his part. Hey Nathan, wake up out this year, there would have been no
buddy!!

T
For information about registration 
contact:

For Information about the programme 
contact:

Department of Extension & 
Summer Session
Continuing Education Centre, UNB 
PHONE: (506) 453-4646

Dexter Noel
Department of Spanish, UNB 

PHONE: (506) 453-3571

Richard McDerby and Marcello
one left in the crowd to faugh at the act. Battilana 

You mention that 65-70 people is an If you want to blame someone (it
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