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bilinguâl booboo
SUB is open.
It was ail done formaily, officiai-

ly, and ceremoniously last week.
Dompened by rain and marred

by the absence of any microphone
system, the officiai opening cere-
mony Monday came across rela-
tively well.

Giorified by the fanfare of trum-
pets and trombones and enlighten-
ed by a dramatic albeit amateur
display of the ighting facilities in
the new theatre, the officiai dedi-
cation ceremony Friday went over
with a minimum of glaring defects.

Thot is, everything was handled

one man's decisioi
Dr. Bonis Dotsenko's decision to

remaîn on our campus must be
viewed with mixed feelings.

We con sincerely commend Dr.
Dotsenko for his dedicotion to his
studies; he is o true scientist.

In hi's short time spent at U of
A, Dr. Dotsenko hos, according to
colleogues at the Nuclear Research
Center, mode consideroble contri-
butions in his field of study.

Normally, we would welcome with
open arms a scientist of such abiiity
and devotion as Dr. Dotsenko hos
demonstrated.

However, without going into o
detaiied politicai opinion of whether
or not he shouid return to the Soviet
Union, we can soy Dr. Dotsenko's
move couid have repercussions
which moy be detrimental to U of
A.

Aiready, three U of A students
scheduled to study at Kiev Uni-

exit, stage right
It is unfortunate thot the stu-

dents' union next week wîll lose
one of its most dedicated executive
members.

Vice-president Dave King has
succumbed to ocademic foilure.

This, we feel, îs one of the very
few areas is which Mn. King has
failed. Unfortunotely, it is the as-
pect which motters to the powers-
that-be.

with considerabiy good taste and
the right omnount of deconum, until
the U of A Mixed Chorus broke into
a stirring rendition of O Canada-
in French.

After having been aroused toaa
greoter-than-ever senise of pride in
our campus (the angelic chorus of
Ring Out A Cheer For Our Alberta)
and patriotism (an internationaiiy-
known orchitect claiming our SUB
was the most exciting challenge of
his coneer), we found it dîsconcert-
ing, to say the ieast, to have our
national anthem sung at us in a
"foreign- language.

Quel faux-pas!

versity on an exchange basis have
had their programs canceiied. To
have ail exchange programs with
Russion universities cut off wouid
be a serîous blow to the academic
community.

Currently, some of our lecturers
n the Siavonic languages depart-

ment are exchange professors f rom
Russia. Our university needs these
people, their knowledge and abiiity.
Similarly, we mointain, there must
be some benefit which Russian uni-
versities derive f rom an exchange
program with U of A.

We recognize it is one man's
personai decision, and we cannot
biame any repercussions on his per-
sonal feelings.

it is only unfortunate thot in
the present day of presumed en-
lightenment, one mon cannot make
a personol decision without incur-
ring greot international controversy.

A student who has mode such
significont contributions to student
government, student politics, and
vorious student clubs as Mr. King
has, connot, by any definition, be
described os ca foilure.

As a fellow councilior soid Tues-
day night in a somewhot overdone
but nevertheless well-meaning eui-
ogy. Thonks Dove, good iuck, and
we know you'll be bock.

--reprinited fromn the sheof1

bob jdcobsen

out
to Iâunch

Ail the aid sailors were there. Big
AI, Little Val, Walt, and Baldy. Old
Scroage, Gov, Strongarm, Moneybags,
Caaky, and Captain. Even Boakie and
Psycho waited importantly in the hold
with The King, Big Gut, and Fat
Ass.

Several dignitaries began ta trickle
sluggishly out of the hold anto the
deck. Miscel laneous deckhands and
other clods iurked like vultures on
the gongplank, hoping for a glimpte,
wishing for a signature or two.

Suddenly the bond, in ail its un-
known splendor, began ta blare tome
foggy tune. A f ew boppert came
runnung, hoping the commotion would
be a soul-searching, aid time high
school-type noon hour beat session.
Few diners left the captaîn's table ta
watch the proceedings, knowing others
would occupy. Supercrawds faded ta
mabs, mobs faded ta hoards, hoards
faded ta severai, and several faded ta
bod thoughts in the minds of those
who plan because of no supercrowds.

t was ta be a fine christening if
everything went well. The great ship
sot like an oimighty Buddha, sprowled
erratically and coidly over three acres.

And her designers were proud. They
stood fiercely erect by the long rail-
ing, waiting expectantly for plaudits,
weorîng their little blue berets non-
chalantly. They waited for their ut-
terly delicious mass ta be sonctified,
glorîfîed, and scuffed upon. They
waited nervously in case of failure
and shomne. They waited ta run.

And it was a huge ship. Same soid
t would take at leost i15,000 deck-
handt ta run her lower chombers
alone, Others scoffed at thit measly
figure, predictîng o necessarîly over-
whelming staff of no lest thon 21,000
passive scoffirîg employees.

The bond played an. The music
wasn't bad, but the pamps grooned
and writhed and frothed. The bond-

leader become nervous and urged his
motiy troop ta play foster and faster
Hurry, hurry, hurry. Step right up
and tee the man-eoting monster, they
played. Invade her, inspect her guts,
feel her, stay owhîle, and proy awhile,
the horns cried unharmoniously,
Hurrry, hurry, hurry. There itn't
much time. Get yaur popcorn now.
But nobody listened.

And they grew restiets. Big mon,
little mon, everyman. Restlets be-
cause the whole idea hod naw be-
carne trivial in t4~ cold. Trivial be-
cause it had been dane too many
times before, trivial because few cored
anymare, trivial because of the year
and the mon and the inscription, tri-
viol lîke o rock in a hale, trivial like
ail doormats and pagon rituols.

"C'mon, c'mon. Who's runnin' dis
here show anyhow?" one pomp mnoan-
ed, thinkinig only of the comfort of-
fered bock in his office by his Linus-
blanket-type secretary.

Meekmon wos listening. He heard
the unscrupulous grooins af onguish.
Hit feet began ta shuffie. His foi-
iower't feet began ta shuffle. They
camne forward and bowed and spoke
and blessed. Meekmon pulled the
cord and wiped his feet. Everyone
moved forward and wîped his feet.
Amen, Amen, they said.

"Hey! Didn't anyane bring samne
champagne?" Big Gut shouted.

"Champagne? Whot for?" Fat Ast
mouthed dryly.

"For the christening. She'Il sink
for sure if we o'!

"Sînk? Are you crozy? Ha, ho, ha.
Did yau hear that yau guys?" Fat
Ass laughed. "This guy here thinks
sheIl sink unlets we break a bottie
over ber bow. Ha, ha, ha." Everyane
laughed.

"And besidles," Meekman said,
"thot's sinful."

And then the roins begon.


