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Fromthe outside looking in

BY CHRIS YORKE

My love of the theatre has in-
tensified since I left Dalhousie.
Today, I spent most of the day
stalking theatre faculty and sit-
ting in on courses, with the hope
of finding some sort of direction
for this passion. The frustrations
of organising independent thea-
tre have made me realize that |
don’t know everything. Desire isn't
enough if you don't have some
training.

What ['ve witnessed taking
place in our institution of higher
learning fails to fill me with hope
any more than the miracles I've
seen take place outside it's walls.
My frustration with bureaucracy
makes any concerns I have with
vital indie productions seem pale.
My concern is that our institu-
tions drain the independence and
initiative they ostensively seek to
nurture. I believe this quality is
lost when a lack of funding forces
a class to the size and mental di-
mension of a herd.

If I returned to an institution,

I would go to an exclusive acad-
emy (presuming it's existence)
since the university is turning into
little more than an extended pub-
lic school. [ must go where there
are no distractions, where the in-

tensity is at it’s premium. Where
excellence is not buried under the
chatter of fools. Where the pro-
fessors are less concerned with
crowd control and more involved
in the intimate development of

their pupils. No time wasted on
outdated methods, but a fanatic
adherence to logical idealism. No
unwitting casualties lost to noth-
ing better than mass confusion.

When the professors cease
practicing their own exercises.
When the professors cease to be-
lieve in their own practices. Then
they should stop teaching.

To you, the aspiring: play hard
to get. Play the good student. The
best gift a professor can receive is
a good student, for a good student
can re-activate the fundimensis of
a good professor. Make the pro-
gram you enter aware of you as
an entity, and make it need you
to function well; or face the price
of your anonymity when their
decisions are made and your voice
goes unheard.

Come to think of it, this expe-
rience has enriched me. The illu-
minated folk, the refined company
I've longed for? I see now they
were but a dream. Maybe I can
scratch my own itch as far as the
stage goes, even if it means just
dancing with my mirror, alone.

Home Hunting - A Disturbing Tale
of Rejection and Humiliation

BY ANDREW SIMPSON

This past summer [ returned
to Canada’s university and night-
life capital not to visit the lecture
and beer halls, but to plunge into
the world of landlords, superin-
tendents and 12-month leases.

Finding a place to live at uni-
versity can be as stressful as
studying for exams, because good
accommodations make for a good
year. If you live
in a dingy two-

with many valuable services,
however this is not one of them.
The office posts some sparse, out-
of-date listings in the hallway, and
if you ask inside they’'ll give you
a list of big apartment buildings,
most with impressive waiting lists.
The only helpful part of the of-
fice was the free phone, but we
had hardly any numbers to call.

No problem, we thought. there
is still the classified section. To-

usually trying to rent something
less than desirable (like the guy
with a place above King of
Donair).

We were stood-up, interro-
gated, and even insulted by vari-
ous landlords. It was fine on the
first day, but by day three each
rejection and brush-off seemed to
raise our stress levels
exponentially.

The breaking point came when
we discovered
the most per-

bedroom hole in
the ground, as |
did last year,
then it's bound
to cause havoc
during your :
year. i

With this in
mind, my room-
mate and I de-
cided that we
were going to
move upscale
and live in a
place where we
could catch
some daylight,

fect of our “per-
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was a second
floor place with
a deck and
hardwood
floors (we were
flexible about
the not-brown
carpet). The
person I talked
to told me all
about the place,

even before
groundhog day.

We thought

and then asked
if we were stu-
dents. I said

that we were,

that maybe, if
we were lucky,
our new place might have carpet.
Carpet that is not brown.

We arrived in Halifax on a
Wednesday night with four days
to achieve our lofty goals. Stay-
ing in our old apartment was no
problem because in any rental
market, it's tricky trying to sub-
let a hole. This is curious because
a hole is at its most comfortable
and economical state during the
summer months.

We spent that first night get-
ting re-acquainted with the sights,
sounds, and smells of downtown.
Next morning, eager as 16-year-
old virgins, we stormed the
Dalhousie Off-Campus Housing
Office, in the Student Union Build-
ing.

Our Student Union provides us

day, 3 months later, when I think
about that classified section, it still
triggers an anxiety button in the
back of my mind.

Picture two geographically-
challenged Toronto boys, in a lo-
cal coffee shop swilling coffee,
hunched over a Halifax road map,
trying to figure-out the location
of every apartment advertised. I
don't think I've ever been to Clay-
ton Park, but there are some great
deals on apartments there.

The monotony of the
classifieds was broken by the oc-
casional discovery of the “perfect
apartment” at which point we
would rush to the phone to call
some of the seediest, grumpiest,
most deceitful people in Halifax.
Those who were not nasty were

and was treated
to this oratory gem — “We don't
rents to no Studenses.” I hung up.

As defeated, rejected and em-
barrassed as 16-year old virgins,
we slinked back to our old land-
lord to sign up for another year
of cave-dwelling. To make it seem
like we had actually accomplished
something, we decided to move to
another apartment in the same
building.

We now live in a fourth floor
hole, and are spending the year
plotting out our apartment search
for next year. I am determined to
one day live at the corner of Larch
and Jubilee. So much so, that I
have already prepared an answer
for that same landlord.

“No man, I swear, | ain't never
had no schooling.”

Desperately seeking
individual with strong leadership skills and
public speaking abilities to be

Chair - 1997 Grad Class Challenge

Qualifications
¢ Graduating in May 1997
¢ Possess strong interpersonal and communication skills
¢ Motivated and energetic

Responsibilities
¢+ Ambassador for Class of 1997
+ Attend important receptions and social events
¢Liaise with Development Officer and student representatives

Honorarium Awarded

Respond by October 15th
with a brief cover letter outlining why you are interested
in the role of
Chair of the 1997 Grad Class Challenge
to:

Dalhousie Development Office
c/o Shawna Burgess
Room 101, Macdonald Building

For more information, call 494-6863
or write shawna.burgess@dal.ca

10 OAK POOL TABLES

OUTDOOR PATIO

On 2nd Floor Overlooking Spring Garden Rood

PRIVATE POOL ROOM

Birthdoy parties or social gatherings for up to 15 people

DARTS, PINBALL, SHUFFLEBOARD -

Something for sveryone

®

CORNER OF QUEEN & SPRING GARDEN RD.
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