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Dealing with
reality

To the editor:
This is in response to: “Homosexu-
ality: way of the future”

Some days I feel angry at society for
appar-
ently condones and fosters. 1 ponder

all the evils and injustices it

and wonder if our generation has been
afforded the same opportunities as our
parents. Once when | was strolling
past the library someone called me a
queer. The ensuing pain and anger was
poignant. | realized that contemptible
cajoling of such people is not worth
indulging. The more self conscious |
am of my own identity, the more likely
people are to carefully scrutinize it an
be unaccepting of it. By contrast, the
more self assured I am the less likely
people are to challenge it. We are
blessed with a pluralistic society here
in Canada. An integral component of
our social contract includes freedom of
thought, speech, movement, and yes
sometimes these elements give rise to
competition and disagreement.
Undoubtedly when freedoms of ex-
pression are abused there occurs big-
otry, and discrimination.
Soundsdishearteningdoesn’tit! Maybe
if 1 had my name written into the
Charter of Rights of Canada I could

racism,

someday enjoy ‘total freedom’. In fact
what is more important than the words
that constitute any law is the way in
which people construe them and abide
by them. The freedom and equality
you yearn for is in fact conferred to
each of us but the definition of the
collective body must be universal and
non-exclusive. The more explicit the
language of such a charter of freedoms
becomes the more it will tend to ex-

clude other worthy parties. Indeed,
who among us should be x|\|,lhllu| to
formulate such a list of names!
Inequality, discrimination, bigotry,
and racism are equally loathsome none-
theless they exist as democracy's detri-
tus. When the day arrives that we can
all agree on every thought, ideal, and
persuasion it is likely that the nice
society you are desirous of won't be
nice anymore. Lessons in history have
[.lli,s_’ht us that. In the meantime all we
candois take up our struggles daily and
hear them with as much strength and
courage as we can muster.

Tim Potter

Please repeat
History

To the editor,

On Friday, November 4, the Dal-
housie Undergrad History Society held
a “Cape Breton Ceilidh.” It was to be
a warm-up for the Ashley Maclsaac
concert, but it was more than that.

You see: the society hired a fiddle-
player and a guitarist/vocalist. This
tandem along with Nova Scotia’s fin-
est ales provided a night of fun that
will be tough to follow.

The duo with their passionate ver-
sions of classic ballads, jigs, reels and
odes were outstanding. All night, the
only sounds were singing, stomping,
clapping, laughing and drinking. I've
never felt more at home.

Being a proud Cape Bretoner, | may
be biased, but I implore the History
Society to do this again. Anyone who
missed this the first time will not be
disappointed. Those who go again will
have another blast.

Way to go, History Society!

Jake Boudrot

Alumni make a
difference

To the editor,

[ was concerned to read some of the
comments by students quoted in your
Qct. 27 story, “Alumni Look to the
Future.” I can understand the senti-
ments of students confronted by rising
tuitions, crowded classrooms and “a
less than amicable relationship with
the university administration.” But
alumni contributions to the Annual
Fund provide money that goes directly
to helpingfaculty and students do some
things that otherwise would be virtu-

ally impossible in this era of perpetual §

government cutbacks.

In Arts and Social Sciences, for ex-
ample, Annual Fund contributions pro-
vide for support for student publica-
tions such as Fathom in the English
Departmernt and International Insights
in the Political Science Department.
These funds also help us to bring in
prominent guest lecturers such as
Gwynne Dyer who will be here on
December 7; and we have also been
able to use these funds to help send
students to conferences and workshops
elsewhere.

I can appreciate that students and
recent graduates may not feel prepared
to make further financial sacrifices for
Dalhousie, but I hope they will recog-
nize thatevensmall contributions help
us to maintain the intellectual vitality
of the university through these diffi-
cult years.

Graham D. Taylor
Dean, Faculty of Arts and

Social Sciences

Repressed blueberry picker blues

To the editor,

I'd like to take this tree-killing op-
portunity to respond to the tepid but
otherwise ugly swirl of falsification and
rumours concerning the garbature of
Haligonians and Maritimers in gen-
eral as being particularly shoddy and
repulsive in countenance when com-
pared with that of Montrealers for its
ontological insensibility to aesthetic
improvement.

I myself have never felt so stigma-
tized (unless of course I was crucified
in a previous life I'm repressing some-
where) since John MacNally canon-
ized me as a born-again blueberry
picker. What a hateful comment Mr.
MacNally — any other flora you'd like
to insult? I think I shall have to rectify
(without reifying) this sordid situation
by providing Gazette readers every-
where with a meagre but warped sense
of the stylin’ realities of the Montreal
fashion scene as evinced from that
flushable ivory tower of knowledge,
McGill’s Student Ghetto.

It seems like anyone at McGill who
consciouslyselects their wardrobe does
so to appear exactly as if they were
NOT a student at all — ie. that they
are actually business persons, clinical
psychologists, or government spon-
sored artistes. There isa collocation of
young entrepreneurs posing as non-
students, and a practically religious
sect of femmes-artiste who must at all
times be seen wearing berets, black
tights, and black or tartan print dress
from stores that sell Gap-alike cloth-
ing, all the while riding on morally
superior by virtue of their upright ri-
gidity 1960’s Peugeot bicycles (no other
kind will do). But of course, for every
person who thinks that their face, neck,
and head is a singular zone for serial
metal hoop and stud impuncturement
iscounterbalanced by abelching fratty
Ralph Laurenite, cK redolent, khaki
pantalooned, future insurance sales-
person with a one syllable name like

Gino, or Tam. But what space does
this leave us inbetween? What
Lacanian accidental cause can we look
tofor an explanation of fabricked mani-
festation of this gap? Ontarioism.
(But first a digression. Of course,
there are still a few grungies — soooo
passé (nowadays, they're simply self
described “hermits”), and the ever
presentdressed by Mom (usually known
as a McGill Engineer or typical Dal
student). Personally, at least it shows a
lack of preoccupation with the trifling
concerns of Nature and that they have
better things to do, as say Henry David
Thoreau did in not worrying about the
fashion doctrine of the synchronic,
and therefore past-bye, moment. (Of
course, Thoreau also found transcend-
ence in melting pond sludge.) And
besides, how can 1, in my cornucopic
hegemony blasting sense of fashion, an
externally steel-toed booted (but not
Docs!), Tintin tee shirted, mack-
jacketed, briefcase toting, mop-haired
English student fit in??? Who fuckin’
cares! Thank god no one else dresses
like me — hegemonic fashion con-
straints as we know them would dis-
solve immediately, Heaven’s Above!!!
(Plus, it'd be embarrassing.) If such an
astounding impossible thing happened,
we'd all be lost. But I digress from my
digression and the ghost of Erasmus
knocks me back to my Exordium.)

So, in continuance of totalitarian
generalities, I've been realizing a most
pernicious fact — that I've noticed
that the most exemplary denizens of
McGill’s fashion (in)sensibility pos-
sess a frighteningly similar aspect to
King's students from Ontario (esp.
those who have headed off for Harvard
Law School and Globe and Mail Jour-
nalistic careers, bur of course this could
be a personal bias based on two expe-
riences in my short life!) and that this
is surely NOT COINCIDENTAL.
There are even surfboarding VW
Vannies in the Ghetto with Ontario
plates!

Obviously, we must displace our
Freudian fashion blame upon the power
residually located in the fashion per-
formative constructivity [ call
“Ontarioism.” And even the (un)-
original primacy of nudity so exspoused
by John MacNally cannot defeat this.
May Gap have mercy on our (sic)
soles!

So, obviously, neither true Mariti-
mers nor Montrealers dress style is to
blame. Ontario is the root of all evil,
and the source of Gap. But at least, this
makes usall feel free of original fashion
sin. Then again, was the snake
trademarked and copyrighted? Hope-
fully, everyone here can be reasonably
happy in their naked innocence. After
all, as Michel Foucault well knew, Vic-
torian ideals of repression and censor-
ship just don’t work that way. So go
ahead, show some ankle, wear what
you want, just please don’t go around
naked Mr. MacNally, and please, if
youdocome from Ontario, please have
your garb disinfected of political senti-
ment at the border.

Thank you.

Bruce D. Gilchrist

PS. I'm wearing Levi's 501’s and my
regulative psychobiographical inher-
itance says that's just fine. If you have
a problem with it, go suck some
Poutine.

Robert Seale, Eric Donkin & Glynis Ranney
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Books and lyrics by A HJ.\L
Music by Frederick Loe
Adapted from George Bernard SFraw s play
and Gabrial Pascal’s motion picture
Pygmalion
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Neptune/Centaur Theatre co-production

Lirnited half price rush seating
one hour before curtain,
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SOCIETY

Looking for
Dal Arts Society Logo.
Reflecting what the Arts
Society embodies.

Drop off submissions at
the Arts Society office,
Rm. 314 SUB.

Deadline Jan. 9, 1995

Contact Kevin or Jen at
494-1313 for more info.

Dalhousie Women's

"

On an overnight flight from Toronto to Seattle,
she sits next to a chatty insomniac named Ida, from
Detroit. They order drinks at 3 a.m. and then Ida
wants to know what the woman who loves airports
does. Then she wants to know what the film is
about and then, after she knows that, she wants to
know whether it was difficult working with lesbian
actors. It had been, actually, but the woman who
loves airports mouths the party line and says: No,
because the thing is, I'm one too. Well, I'll be
damned, says Ida, never tried it myself. How do
‘you find it? Fine, how do you like being straight?
Well, I only sleep with drag queens, says Ida .
‘and stares out at the moon."

Marusya Bociurkiw

will be reading from her new book

THE WOMAN WHO
LOVED AIRPORTS

at

Thursday November 24, 12:30 p.m.
Dalhousie Women's Centre
6143 South St.

This event is partially co-sponsored by Press Gang Publishers, Van-
couver, Canada Council, Dalhousie Women's Centre and the Dalhou-




