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Letter fr om an Editor
So Long and thanks for all the

reach-arounds….

Don’t look so surprised;you knew it
had to happen some day. While this may not
be the absolute last thing I write for the
Herring, I have to officially pass the torch to
the new generation. Why, you ask? Well, shit
man, I’m getting OLD. I’ ve lost touch with
the comic beat of university culture.I am no
longer hip. I am definitely not with it. This
fact is hammered home every time I meet
with Oettl and he uses some ofthat Hip Hop
jive-talk you kids seem to be so fond of these
days, and I’m left saying something like “yes
Oettl. Snap indeed and,um, props to you as
w-iz-ell. Holla?” And I still don’t get the
whole “leaving the sizing sticker on your
over-priced baseball cap” thing. When I was
young, people made fun ofother people for
forgetting to take the tags off of their
clothes.

Even Amber has been distant.You
know how long it’s been since I looked out
my bedroom window and seen her hanging
naked from the tree across the street with a
pair of binoculars? She only calls 4 or 5 times
a day now. I miss you amber.

Now, don’t be surprised if the occa-
sional episode of “Adventures in Corporate
Sluttery” finds its way into the magazine, as
this is all I know anything about anymore.
Gone is my ability to mak e snide remarks
about trashy management girls who under
dress for winter. Unfortunately, the only
things I find funny now are water cooler
appropriate jokes, sexual innuendos about
my secretary, and firing people who weren’t
expecting it. Watch….

(Boardroom with Me on one side ofa long
table, with the soon-to-be-unemployed
employee, let’s call him Mike, sitting on the
other end of the table, facing Me)

~
Me: Mike, good to see you. Please sit down.
How are you doing?
Mike:um, fine, I guess, what did you want to
see me about?
Jesse:Well, I just wanted to let you know
that I w as talking to the owners, and we all
feel that your doing such a good job that
we’re going to give you a raise.
Mike:Wow!
Jesse:and,due to your tireless efforts, you no
longer have to come in on Fridays.
Mike:Really?
Jesse:No. You are fired. Please clean out
your desk.
~

Hahaha, whoa boy! That one never
gets old. I’m sorry; it’ s probably not that
funny in type. It’ s the look on their faces
that gets me every time.

So while it makes me sad to go, I
know the Red Hizzle (did I do it right,Oat?)
is in good hands. Oh, right, there are proba-
bly people reading this magazine for the first
time and have no idea who I am. Kids if you
have an older sister that went to McGill ask
her who I am, because it’s more than likely
she knows me. And by that I mean I proba-
bly had sex with her.

Snap!

       Jesse Gainer

Letter fr om the Overian
Barberian

I think fr om now on I’m only
going to communicate through dia-
grams and comics.

X - whats going on the 31st?

Y - not much, just this Red Herring Staff
Box-Social. Everyone’s invited, but staff
drink for free.. Info on the back.

         Daniel Oettl
Editor-In-Chief
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Letter fr om an Editor
As my last semester as a McGill undergrad comes to a close,
I r eflect on some ofthe things I’ve learned about friendship
over the last four years.

Fool around with your friend’s significant others.
It shows that you appreciate and respect their choice in dating partner as imita-
tion is the sincerest form of flattery. Also, your friends are always asking for
advice about their relationships and there’s no better way to weigh in than
when you have first hand knowledge of exactly what they’ re talking about. If ,
in a momentary lapse ofunderstanding and appreciation, your friend gets
pissed off about what you’ve done, don’t fr et. Remind them that your actions
serve as validation regarding their decision to date such a good looking and
interesting person.Plus, not wanting your boy or girlfriend to be desired and
pursued by others is incredibly controlling and a sure sign ofdeeper emotional
problems.

The above is useless, of course, if your friend does not find out what
you’ve done. Confide all that’ s occurred to a mutual friend, one who will surely
pass the information along. You will also be able to tell how good a friend your
confidant is by the time it takes for you to retell what you’ve done and what I
call the ‘Shit-Hitting-the-F an-Fun-Time-Confrontation’. For those ofyou who
would prefer to cut out the middle man (out sourcing is a natural element of
capitalism so this is basically equivalent to letting poor people in third world
countries starve to death instead of allowing them the pleasure of leaving their
families behind to scrub that shit ring out of your toilette for $5 a day), there is
always the DIY approach.

A good friend also makes their friends feel better whenever some thing
bad happens. Remember, lif e is about context and problems are only situation-
al, not absolute. If a friend comes crying to you about failing a class and being
unable to graduate for another semester, which she can’t afford to do anyway,
remind her that you’ve been raped twice and that you still cut yourself at
night. It’ s important to show your friend that their problems are small in com-
parison to yours so they can look on the brighter side oflif e.

Another awesome thing to do ifyou find yourself living with a friend is
to move out as soon as they leave town for the weekend.Sure, they may think
you totally fucked them over for a while and they might not talk to you for
months, but ultima tely this teaches them an important lesson about tr ust and
self-sufficiency. As Lauren Hill said,every day people lie to god, so what makes
you think they won’t lie to you too? Life is full of disappointments and let
downs, lies and bullshit, and who better to teach you to stand on your own two
feet in the face ofadversity than a really good friend?  

University is also about learning new things and expanding your per-
spective on life and a good friend helps others do this. Always voice your opin-
ion, even if you don’t actually have one or weren’t asked for it, whenever you
find yourself in a conversation with a friend, acquaintance, or two strangers
who weren’t actually talking to you in the first place. Never back down, even
when it is obvious you are wrong. If you do, the people you’re arguing with will
start to think the y are in the right and they will be less inclined to keep their
minds open to new experiences or opinions and a good friend would never let
that happen.

In conclusion, I’m sorry.

Amber ‘What is Satir e?’Adam



The Neglected Genius of
Franccesco Antolini

Though renowned as one ofthe finest short
order cooks Italy has ever produced,Franccesco
Antolini has until recently been largely ignored as a
composer. Indeed,one may conclude that his pas-
sion for bicycling naked through the streets of
Rome might have been,sadly, detrimental in the
public mind-set to his rightful ascension to the sta-
tus of Great Italian Composer.
But recent examinations of his work have revealed
a staggering output of creative achievement.
Though his heavy use of cowbells, chalkboard
scratching, and plagiarism from Mozart has made
sceptics of some critics in the past,new insights
have opened the door to a thorough reappraisal of
the works of Antolini.

1888 to 1927 :The Formative Years

Lik e most,if not all, great composers,
Antolini began writing music very young. The most
reliable records place his age at the time of his first

compositional efforts at 42, but more sketchy
reports claim that there existed rough precursors
from the time the composer was only 38 years of
age.

But what he lacked in maturity he more
than made up for in zeal,packing his first sympho-
ny with a whopping 732 instruments including a
dead duck and the sound ofsomeone gulping water.
Though the piece was short (roughly 28 seconds in
length, if the “Allegretto” indication is respected),
critics see in this the birth of what is called in many
circles “The Antolini Genius”; that is, the warm
lyricism and stunning counterpoint combined with
a complete disregard for keeping time. In f act,
Antolini is famous for having once remarked:
“Melody is the last refuge ofthe tortured soul,but
rhythm is for losers.”

A celebrated critic and close friend ofOzzy
Osbourne, Mr. Blow Dry had this to say about
Antolini’ s first period:“We can truly observe over
the course of these 39 formative years the blossom-
ing of genius. I can think of no one, while sober,
who can compare to Antolini in ter ms of musical
architecture, ingenuity of phrasing, and, like, just
the amount of notes, you know?  I mean,that f irst
symphony is almost three pages long, if you include
the accompanying illustrations.”

1927 to 1929 :The Explosion ofGenius

In the Fall of 1927,the 77 year-old composer
tr avelled to Vienna to study with the metal farmer
and noted arranger, Theo Svebski. It w as in the
fields of his land,hard at work, that Antolini f irst
met Svebski upon his arrival. Famous for his eccen-
tricity , Svebski had taken up metal farming, what
he called the “agricultur e of the future” following
his release from the Berlin Hospital of Juvenile
Mental Sickness, where he was certif ied (according
to the medical record of the era) “Too old.” T his
miraculous recovery after so many years of tr eat-
ment imbued Svebski with the passion to pursue his
lif elong dream,that of “g rowing and cultivating the
metal that God has given us from His soil,and thus
halting the need for the human vanity that is min-
ing. And besides, I’m getting tir ed of seeing the
same old potatoes” as he put it in a letter he
scratched into a table in the Hospital dining hall.
It w as with this association that Antolini’ s genius



tr uly sparked. Svebski’s encouragement is said to
have been the deciding factor in this genesis, but
Svebski always modestly rebuked these kinds of
affirmations, remarking once:“I didn ’t give a shit
what the guy wrote. I just wish he hadn’t had all
those dead ducks lying around all over the place all
the time.”

The ‘dead duck’ mentioned by Svebski, pres-
ent in Antolini’ s work since the very beginning was
a confusing mainstay of his compositional output.
Every finished work was the same:a brilliantl y
brief score with no time signature and the inexpli -
cable words “Insert dead duck here” written into
the margin. A friend (in fact Antolini’ s only friend)
Alberto Patr one once alleged that “He’ d get drunk
and think it was hilarious to add that to the score.
He was a hard man to know.”

Confusion over fowl notwithstanding,
Antolini wr ote his best work in this period, includ-
ing “Sonata for Violin and Choking Man”and
“Concerto Number I-Don’t-Care for People Who
Lik e Bad Music”. Antolini’ s wry wit is obvious in
the nomenclature of his pieces. [Note : The first of
the aforementioned pieces has never been performed
or heard. Apparently volunteers are scarce.]

January 1929 to Mid-February 1929 :The Last
Breath of Brilliance

It is in Antolini’ s final period that some his
most sublime, mature work appeared. It is obvious
by the tone of his last works that the composer was
finally coming to face the end ofan extr aordinary
lif e. In his traditional and endearing self-deprecato-
ry style, Antolini wr ote this about himself in his
last known letter addressed to ‘Mother’ (who
is obviously a pseudonym since his mother
died in Antolini’ s infancy):

“I believe that I have lived a life bla-
tantl y removed from the currents of skill or
artistr y. At no point in my thoroughly unremark-
able and ridiculous career have I even come close to
producing anything other than a bad joke. Anyone
who ever appreciates my work has the taste ofa
dachshund,and anyone who performs anything I
have ever written ought to marry one. However, I
do not consider my lif e a total waste. The other
day, I made the most perfect fried egg I have ever
set eyes upon. It w as my single greatest achieve-
ment. In f act, it was the only thing relating to me
that I have ever really cared about. After accom-
plishing that achievement I can die a happy man. ”

Franccesco Antolini: a troubled genius, and a terri-
ble father.

~ Adam Ryan

YOUR MIND MADE THIS DIR TY



The New Yorker 
Who Lives in a Shoe

An original poem by Zachary Akselrad

There is a New Yorker who lives in a shoe
Regarding this place, quite cynical he grew.
A shoe he was to live in for three years more

To question him ofhis affairs, a writer at the door.
The topic at hand: his first year abroad

Ms. Columnist should realise her school is a fraud.
His place to lament,a Saturday morning in bed

A forlorn jaded fellow, this is what he said:

New Rez is removed,adolescents all cliquey
The food is too pricey, and the girls are too picky.

Weather here is atr ocious, classes suck - what a pity
Where’s the good pizza in this wretched French city?

No classes ofrelevance, a life going nowhere
Plus overpriced beers where ugly woman dance bare.

At least the pot is on sale (and mightily good)
But I’m on pr obation back home -

white Jew misunderstood.
An absence ofpuffing won’t curtail my depression
But the US bling is mad weak with this recession.

Great city indeed! My six-block radius I adore,
Ever since tam-tams, my lif e is a bore.

Thank goodness for Peel Pub on Thursdays, I say,
But it’ s costly and tacky (much to my dismay).

Once mocking Upper Rez, some solace for my brain,
I’m now stuck with rich Toronto kids - 

these schmucks are all the same.

Furthermore,school pride is lacking,
(what with playboys and brooms)
At the very least we laid UQTR 
in their green-and-orange tombs.

Le Swimming has closed and Schwartz’s serves pork?!?!
Are there any real kosher delis outside ofNew York?

Biased in hailing from the best city on Earth
Please do not blame me for my privileged birth.

With one year down and not a useful thing learned,
My youth’s based on drinking - my intelligence churned.
And where’s the entertainment in this ex-baseball town?

A simple decent hot dog would put an end my frown.
I am only a freshman and I may have no clue,

But next time don’t bug me, I r elish sleeping in my shoe.



Doing Nothing Is Better Than
Lying To Yourself

1.1.Ahh, the end of the school year.
Trees are budding, birds are chirping, annoying hip-
pies are dawning their Birkenstocks way too soon,
and stressed out students are making promises
they’ ll never keep. New Year’s Resolution,meet
your ugly cousin:the End Of The School Year
Where-Did-I-Go-Wrong Meltdown. Here’s a guide
to why it’ s a waste of time to try to change any-
thing in your life, since you’ll always be the derelict
you’ve been since you were old enough to be judged
by your social superiors.

2.1 What’s the difference between this
year and last year? From a quantitati ve perspective,
the sun has made three hundred and sixty five more
rotations around the earth, making its post-Genesis
orbit total a whopping 219 0000.Qualitati vely
speaking, however… nothing.

2.2 Having thus established that the
world has not changed,does it not follow that
changing yourself despite this is an exercise in stu-
pidity? Ever since Newton fell out of that clock
tower (or was it chopped down the apple tree?),sci-
ence has shown that things fall down. Gravity
should be a lesson to all ofus. No matter who you
are, you’ll be driven to the bottom eventually.
Execute a graceful plummet and you’ll be happier
for it in the end.

3.1 Don’t forget: you’re lazy. Think
about it: if you weren’t lazy, why would you be
thinking about ways to improve your life instead of
celebrating the great one you’ve carved for yourself
thus far? Lie back down, reach for that bag of
Cheetos you left under the couch “in case ofemer-
gency” and watch the days drift by. Keep in mind,
you live in Canada...you get more per hour doing
nothing in GST returns than half the world gets in
a year planting the bananas you let rot on your
counter.

3.2 In many cultures, laziness is a
form of spirituality - the only known lifestyle.
Look at it this w ay: the “man” has made it so that
it is “nor mal” to work, pay taxes, shower, wear
clothes, eat with utensils, temper your bodily
impulses, etc. Face it- civilization’s a bitch. What

with all these anti-corporate movements going on
all over the place, you’re actually one step ahead of
everyone else by “asserting your natural self” and
“accepting your humanity by thr owing off the
shackles of civilization.” So, really, you’re not lazy -
you just self-identify as alternatively-productive.
Take that, society.

4.1 Who’ll f inance your new life,
shmuck? What productive people forget to tell you
is that, for the most part, they’ re a lot richer than
you. That year Bobby McPherson spent in the
Himalayas to “find himself”? - fifteen thousand
acres ofBrazilian rainforest were clear-cut by his
mom’s company to pay for his spiritual journey.
Mary Lou Johnson’s summer spent tripping in the
Yukon? Daddy’s oil money paid for that.

4.2 You’re a poor student,right?
Stop complaining and go back to your shitty
summer job. Don’t worry, you’ll learn all
about the world next f all when your friends get
back and lecture you about travel and how you
should really take advantage of your youth.

5.1 What if you try, and fail? You may
have been told that persistence is a good thing.
But tr y thinking about it in a broader sense.
Anthr opomorphise your goals, and you’ll soon find
that you’re nothing more than a clingy pest who
can’t take a hint. “Hi, gym, it’ s me. What’ s
that? We’ve tried this before and it failed? Well, I
thought we’d have another go at it. Why? Well,
because I want to. What do you mean you have
other plans?”

5.2 Remember when you were a kid
and someone showed you that you can put both
rocks and sand into a jar ifyou put the rocks in
first and allow the sand to fall into place, rather
than taking up half the jar with sand and then try-
ing to pile the rocks on top of it? No? Well try it
out it works. I mean try it out metaphorically.

6.1 I intend to conclude with a dis-
claimer of sorts. If you consider yourself to be a
productive individual who finds this advice abhor-
rent, you are missing an important factor, and so
please allow me to point something out to you.
Productivity and reading the Red Herring are two
ir reconcilable things- so get back to your yoga and
leave us alone.

~ Stefan Szpadja
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Gene Takes on St.Patrick’s Day

I hate St. Patrick’s Day. Prices are high,
service is terrible, and everyone is happy. It’ s a
bitch of a day, and to top it off, I was all out of
Zoloft. Not wanting to rely on just alcohol alone, I
tried licking my toad when I got up. The slime was-
n’t hallucinogenic, however, so I ended up just
drinking a whole lot of toad sperm. Next time I
should pay the extr a $1.50 at the pet store for the
‘non-domestic’amphibians.

My therapist said I should try to make some
friends to lower what he calls my “suicidal tenden-
cies”, so I asked my classmate Bill where he and his
friends were spending Paddy’s. It tur ns out “Screw
You Gene”isn’t the name ofa bar, but I only found
this out after about 2 hours of aimless wandering
around Crescent Street. I swear to God if I had any
balls Bill would be dead already.

I ended up at Roddy McDuffy’s, or maybe it
was Duffy McRoddy’s, I’m not sure. I smoked some
crack with that dancing Spiderman homeless guy
before heading in,so it may have been McDonald’s
for all I know. What I do remember is that the place
was so green,I was envious (sorry, I had to). The
room was way too crowded,which can be a mixed
blessing:on the one hand,I don’t lik e people almost
as much as they don’t lik e me. On the other hand,
in a crowded room of drunken fools, some random
jerk is less likely to notice you take a sip from his
pint as you wait for the waitress to come around.
Bartenders are also less likely to remember your
face when it’s crowded as you occasionally “f orget”
to tip them. Or pay.

After 3 pitchers I had to piss like an eight
year old achluphobe at a sleep-over. (That’ s the fear
of darkness, genius).When I went to the washroom
it f elt so good to release myself that I didn ’t even
care I had forgotten to unzip my pants. As I was
washing up at the sink, two men came in and went
straight for the stall with no door. The bigger one
starting giving the old plumber’s faucet to the
smaller one while the catcher was bent over the toi-
let, sucking on a pacifier and beating the wall with
a fistful of raw meat. Some people have the weird-
est fetishes. I was so disgusted after the first twelve
minutes that I stopped trying to cum altogether
and went back into the bar.

After zipping up I met a cute girl sitting
near my table. We only spoke for a few moments
but there was a real connection.Her knee in my
groin. That’ s like second-base action right?  Any
woman willing to put out that much on a first date
(especially when I’m still soaking wet from pissing
myself) is a keeper in my book. Damn, I wish I
knew how to read.

The next gir l I met made out with me
for a solid minute. Her jealous friend bribed
her with money to stop. We all had a good
laugh, but I’m still not sur e what was so
funny. And I never did make out with her jealous
friend.

I ended up taking home what I thought w as
a really attr active older woman,but it tur ned out to
be a poster for Kilk enny Irish Beer. It r emains to
this day the best and only sex I’ ve ever had.Pass
me that salamander, I hate St. Patrick’s Day.

~ Dany Horovitz



Skip Town or Stick Around

There is a silent majority here at McGill, no
I’m not speaking of the politically satisfied, or the
sexually straight, I’m talking about the
Montrealers, the people who still live with their
families - the homies. These are the people who
could have gone about anywhere they wanted in the
world after finishing cegep but instead enrolled in
the school down the street.Now to all you foreign-
ers who scorn us natives because we don’t need to
deal with laundry, roommates, or food, this notion
is no more than a steaming load.This particular
homie had visions ofattending UBC, eating fresh
salmon in the Canadian rain forest, lounging on
crash beach while naked hippies refrain from shav-
ing. Instead I was accepted to the McGill arts pro-
gram and became a homie. Unlik e you folk from
abroad, I never had a chance to shed my loser iden-
tity b y smuggling myself out of town. That means
I inter act with people who know about my thrilling
night with the snaggle-toothed woman,though I
don’t count it a thrill since there was no penetra-
tion.

The stereotype that homies don’t do their
own laundry is false. My mom stopped doing my
laundry as soon as I started periodically vomiting
on myself after a good night out. It took me a while
to find an alternative to actually doing it. My first
system of the general clothes pile or G.C.P was
working well; I had every article of clothing I own
in a large pile at the center of my room and when I
needed something I took a deep breath and found
it. It w as great - pretty soon I was getting free
change on the metro! Unfortunately the system was
abandoned when the pile solidified and I couldn’t
extricate so much as a sock. It’ s now on display at
the Musée d’art contemporain.

The other misconception is that homies don’t
have roommates and are therefore free to leave their
things where they lie without having them pilfered,
sullied,or pawned.While it’s true that I don’t have
any roommates, I do live with large obnoxious ani-
mals known as brothers. This morning they beat me
about the head with Nerf bats. I may go home
today and be ambushed on my doorstep. It’ s a sad
fact that they, my closest kin,have less regard for
me and my shit than most strangers.

It’ s a little known fact that before Amber
moved here, the children would run screaming
whenever they saw her. Here’s her grad photo. Now
she writes for this paper and enjoys posing nude for
covers. She’s a stone cold fox now though, and even
children with the most delicate constitutions refrain
from running.

And before Oettl got here he made his living
selling tomatoes to tourists off highway 15, then
one day a McGill agricultur e student showed up to
study the emergence ofa new STD being transmit-
ted through tainted produce. Oettl lured him out
into a farmers field, beat him and stole his ID;he’s
been plaguing our institution ever since, but at least
he’s stopped raping innocent tomatoes. Here’s a file
photo:

So it looks like I’m
stuck until I can get a place
of my own. Frats? I tried but
their pledge of allegiance
involved un-kosher livestock.
I told them that sheep, cows,
even a turkey was no prob-

lem, but they wouldn’t budge. I still need to deal
with parents on more than a bi-yearly basis, but I
guess it’s not all that bad.. It IS w eird coming home
late at night and finding their bedroom door closed,
Boing! Gross. (File photo fortunately unavailable)

~ Ezra Black



A Fool and His Money 2:
Electric Boogaloo

If you’re reading this, you’re probably already
on your way to your very own university degree, and
let me be the first to congratulate you on being a
giant idiot. Finishing school, getting a job, climbing
the tax brackets, whatever; that’ s tortoise and hare
bullshit!  Do you think Jacques Cartier went and got a
two-year college certif ication in beaver-trapping and
then slowly climbed the corporate beaver-trapping
ladder after signing on as an apprentice beaver-trap-
per and THEN w ent on to found Canada on the backs
of a million dead beavers?  Hell no!  He didn’t do any-
thing of the sort, and that was rhetorical before you
get all factual on me. The truth of the matter is that
this country, along with most other awesome stuff
(think Scientology, the USSR,and the Monkees) is the
result of schemes, which just so happen to be the shit.

In the spirit of such majestic schemes as grad-
uated licensing and global warming, this article is
about the fisher-price “my first scheme”: the get rich
quick. Printed here are a few pages from my personal
playbook.
A Prescription for Awesome: As far as I can tell,the
state of naturopathic medicine today is sort of like
tur n-of-the-century England where people were selling
big jugs of heroin and calling it “brain tonic”. As
long as you don’t make any specific health claims
about your product like “this will cure earaches” or
“this will inf lame your bowels”, you can pretty much
throw together five Vikadins and a pint ofcream and
call it a traditional remedy. The plan here is to make
something addictive, then market it as a non-medici-
nal remedy or whatever. By the time some watchdog
group reveals the terrible secret that AwesomeColais
actually just regular cola with speed in it you can pull
a Phillip Morris and just go “oops, my bad. Looks
like sixty percent of your adult population is addicted

to this stuff… you’d better legalize it”, then sit back
and wallow in your ill-gotten gains.
Pimp my Torso: If rap videos are any indication, hip-
hop has somewhere along the way made the transition
from being about how hard life is on the streets to
rappers singing about how they have too much money
and can’t seem to squander it fast enough. It used to
be a rapper would release a successful album, and then
use the profits from the album to buy necklaces and
cars to show how successful they’d become. Now that
we’re living in bizarro world though, rappers buy gob-
lets, cars, spinners,and chains first, and thenrelease
an album full of songs about their diamond-encrusted
Escalade or whatever. I shit you not, I saw a Juelz
Santana video where he just stood there rapping
about his platinum retainer and how it cost him a
hundred thousand dollars… it had been at number
one for four weeks. I actually had a retainer and I can
tell you for a fact they’ re lame. Anyways, these guys
are basically giant toddlers who are trying to
give their money away and if Sean “Puff ‘Puff
‘P ‘diddy’ Diddy’Daddy” Combs can take their
money, so can you. The plan here is to invent
something over-the-top ridiculous and diamond-
encrusted,like a breastplate or a wheelchair.
The next phase is to cut one more step out of the
blingif ication process by giving a free sample ofyour
product to an up-and-coming rapper. Rest assured
that his inevitable #1 single about ‘grillz’ is in fact
just a poorly disguised ad for your diamond-encrusted
iron lung. Before you know it, people will be lining up
to buy your trash. Easy money, right?  Like fish in a
barrel with giant wallets.

By now you should probably have figured it
out, this whole deal is pretty formulaic. step one:find
suckers, step two: profit. If somebody’s buying what-
ever you are selling, they probably don’t deserve to
keep their money anyways. Now, go forth and scheme
in the name ofthe Herring!  Most importantl y, always
remember: if you’re working, you’re working too
hard.



THE BALLAD OF 
GORILLA Q. EVERYMAN

Election 2006:Anatomy of a Shitstorm,
or How GQE Learned to Stop Worrying 

And Love Himself

Ladies and gentlemen,I speak to you now with a
tale of great injustice. It’ s a tale ofa gorilla – nay, a
MAN – with a simple dream of improving McGill. The
only thing that stood between him and this dream was
the democratic process – a populist paddling he was will-
ing to endure. But this monkey could not even bend
over for this symbolic spanking:he was not allowed to
run. Now, he’s not blaming democracy for this snafu –
though he’d like to. No, he’s blaming Elections McGill,
the stiff, greasy arm of fascism. Good people, all of
them – always there for the sick kids – but damn if they
didn’t tar and fur ol’ GQE most egregiously.

Meet Gorilla Q. Everyman. A humble, honest
gorilla, he grew up in a small-town jungle outside of
Winnipeg in Canada’s barren heartland. He came to
McGill to study sculpting, and promptly realized that
he’d signed up for the wrong school. Stalwartl y, he
pressed on,and switched over to psychology – sculpting
of the mind. Times were hard, due mainly to the fre-
quent offers of payment for brain dissection by lip-lick-
ing and finger-twiddling profs. He joined the hockey
team, and despite his lackluster performance, garnered a
1.2% gross in the documentary “MVP (Most Valuable
Primate)”, with triplet c himpanzees Bernie, Mack and
Louie’s courageous tag-team portr ayal of GQE garner-
ing each of them regional ACE awards. Seriously – look
it up. Naturally, Hollywood fame brought with it crip -
pling drug addiction. GQE had been in the habit of
smoking banana peels for years, but he soon upgraded to
more dangerous stuff – oranges, lemons, mangos, and a
dangerous concoction he called the “Carmen Miranda”.

After another movie deal based on his emotional con-
quest of addiction (“Ed”, co-starring Matt LeBlanc), he
spent the money on human drugs. After doing a heroic
dose ofLSD, and receiving encouragement from one of
the majestic, ursine tentacles of Andre Bosclair (or pos-
sibly Santa Claus, it was hard to see with the light of
God pouring out ofthe stereo),he learned to talk, and
decided to run for office.

He’d noticed gorillas were neglected on campus:
gawked at by students, barred from classrooms, occa-
sionally run down by red Subarus. SSMU presidency
offered him the chance for equity, or at least revenge,
against the human world that had sold him drugs. And
so he donned his trademark Hawaiian shirt and sun-
glasses (prizes his immigrant grandfather had earned by
attacking Bob Hope and Bing Crosby in a pretty ter rible
movie), and took to the campus to hit up randoms for
nomination signatures. After all, democratic govern-
ment has always depended on the kindness ofstrangers.
Two whirlwind days later, he’d gotten all he needed – or
so he thought.

After tr udging up a poorly lit stair case, he
arrived in the viper’s pit – the twisted,Gargamellian
crow’s nest perch’d atop Shatner. He submitted his sig-
natures (with a cool ten minutes to spare) to the appro-
priate person – all smiles, laughs, and deceit. She took
it, glanced at it, and blanched oh-so-slightly before
regaining her composure and informing him of the
upcoming candidates’ meeting. Our hero turned around
and left, not suspecting the rude awakening lurking
behind him like a sudsy convict.

“Not enough signatures” would be the infraction
that the electoral cabal decided on.A right good
stonewalling ensured that it w as not challenged. Worse
yet, it was a blatant ripof f of the movie “Election”,
where the electoral committee tries to keep an unpopular
candidate from running by debating the legibility of sig-
natures (again, look it up!). Oh the humanity!  This was



not taken easily by GQE, who
had come up with a TON of
wicked funny stuff for the cam-
paign: “...chained to his platform
like Hollywood’s King Kong” –
that is GOLD, dammit!  Or what
about ‘Dance Dance Dance Your
Vote Away’?  Hours of dancing
on campus, fueled only by votes,
Leo Sayer, and a few baked bean
sandwiches (a meal ofhis own
invention)!  The election
would’ve been huge!  Voter apa-
thy would’ve shrugged its shoul-
ders and meandered back to its
couch to watch phony celebrities
judge would-be hack celebrities!
Sadly, the powers-that-be-sleazy
sleazily shut down this gorilla’s
humanitarian hopes – the glass
ceiling under Shatner 4 takes a
Great Leap Upwards to cross, if
you follow. Most importantl y, GQE could have shown
that flashy novelty and hawkish showmanship could dis-
pel voter disenfranchisement more than concern and
rational thought ever could. We were this close to jump-
ing from post-modernism to post-irony (and then on to
post-post,aka post-humous),but now it’ ll have to wait a
year before GQE can lead us to sanity, crying “to not
care is human,to give a damn divine”.

At the very least,GQE learned much from his
foray into the rat race ofhuman politicking. Fir st off,
human discomfort at the thought of a competent gorilla
is still disturbingly rampant. His time protesting at the
Milton gates, brief as it was, garnered many cries of
“Hallo ween was last year” (well, okay, just one cry, but
GQE still can’t f igure out if it was a poor attempt at
humour or a strange attempt at r udeness, and it’s pissing
him off). Second off, Elections McGill is every kind of
ism GQE can slander them with.They make dead white

males spin in their graves, dig?  Not
to seem bitter or anything, but
they’ re a few tools short of a shed.
Oddly enough,Elections McGill offi-
cers aren’t voted for. Third, free
speech is a great thing. Even in a
campus where a gorilla can be cold-
shouldered out of representation, he
can still shoot his mouth off as often
as he wants, be it by the gates, in the
buildings, in the Herring, or in the
Daily (March 13th issue – check it
out, chief!)  Shoutouts to the free-
domista fighters who sympathized
with this devil (in the 18th century
British school-chum sense ofthe
word... no, really... look it up!  Why
would I lie?  Comedy?  Have I even
told one joke?).

Finally, GQE learned to love
again. No one knows what happened

to Gorilla Q. Everywoman – some say she was lost in a
daring bet on a game of shuffleboard, some say she put
one billiard ball too many in her mouth, others say she
sounds made up – but Gorilla Q Everyman has finally
unpacked her baggage from the Motel 6 ofhis mind.
He’s found a new lady, and her name, ladies and gentle-
men, is Liberty. Deity Bless Democracy, McGill, where
the people will eventually be governed by the person –
nay, the GORILLA – that they deserve – nay, NEED,
like a shot ofpenicillin on a hot Monday morning.

Hugs and Kisses and Justice for all,
Gorilla Q Everyman

PS: Hey, reader. Lemme hit you with the hypothetical. If you’re
ever given a bribe, and you don’t follow through,common courtesy
stipulates that you return the money. Now.
PPS: Whatever, man – whatever. I didn’t WANT to win this year.
It w as a STUPID election...ugly... ugleelection. Mmmph. Leemme
‘lone.

These colours weren’t allowedto run.
photo by Charles Mostoller



Big Poppa = Large Father

In this world of ever-increasing slang and ever-decreasing hip-hop litera-
cy, lif e can certainly be difficult. As a knowledgeable member ofthe hip-hop
lexicon, I f elt that it w as my duty to present an insightful commentary and
tr anslation of a rap classic. Adjust your levels of bass, and please allow for my
rendition of the Notorious B.I.G’s verse from “Mo’ Money Mo’ Problems.”

B.I.G., P-O, P-P-A 
No info, for the, DEA 
Federal agents mad cause
I'm f lagrant 
Tap my cell, and the phone
in the basement

My team supreme, stay clean

Triple beam lyrical dream,
I be that 
Cat you see at all events bent 
Gats in holsters 
girls on shoulders 

Playboy, I told y a,
bein nice to me

Bruise too much,

I lose, too much 
Step on stage 
the girls boo too much 
I guess it's cause you run with
lame dudes too much 

Me lose my touch, never that 
If I did, ain't no problem to get
the gat

Where the true players at?

My name can be spelled in several ways, including but not limited to
numerous hyphenated and rhythmic pauses, necessary for me to rhyme
my own pseudonym with the acronym of a government agency.
Fortunately, I currently do not posses any information to share with said
government agency. The agents of the bureau are, to say the least,
extr emely offended that I am conspicuously reprehensible. They employ
various methods in order to monitor my subterranean communications.

My assortment of allies is indeed a strange collection ofbedfellows, but
luckil y they do not engage in any kinds of activities which may lead to
contamination.

My aptitude within the rap community is recognized to such a wide
extent that you will fantasize about it thrice. Also, I fr equent many fine
get-togethers,with a copious supply of guns and ammunition. I accom-
plish all these feats while balancing several women upon my formidable
shoulders.

I must insist that all other individuals who believe in their ability to bed
women only approach me with the utmost respect.

Although I am unaware of any direct relations to the Russian royal fam-
ily, I constantly fret over whether or not I bruise too easily.

Although I stand to gain more from winning, I have accepted as true
that I lose frequently and with great vigor. Indeed,when I cautiously
venture within an enclosed musical performance arena,it is, surprisingly,
only the female persuasion that disapproves.
After careful deliberation, I have concluded that this is due to the fact
that they frequently associate with men who are inferior to myself with
respect to their overall style and manner.

Did you really just pose a query as to whether or not I have lost the abil-
ity to perform musically? I must inform you that if indeed this situation
did occur, it would be most simple for me to resort to a life as a profes-
sional bounty hunter.

I most also inquire as to the address ofany and all authentic individuals
who have considerable skills bedding women.

~ LeoMargul



FROM: Adam Ryan
518 Decrepit Way
Montreal,Quebec
H4G 5P2

TO: Raoul Sherman
324 Slumlord Avenue
Istanbul, Turkey
F2U 2U2

December 14th, 2006
SUBJECT : Tenant quality of living issues 

Dear Sir:

I am writing on behalf of myself and other concerned tenants who would prefer to remain
unnamed in this letter due to ethical considerations of loyalty and drug-related paranoia,respectively. But
all three tenants here at 518 Decrepit Way feel that problems have arisen that merit your immediate atten-
tion.

The power of water flow in the building’s showerheads has, for some time now, been deteriorating.
I have been finding it dif ficult to f ind the three and a halfhours necessary to moisten my entire body in
order to bathe. Complaints ofbody odour at the university forced me to skip my morning coffee and wake
up at 3:30 am every morning so that I could shower and get to school on time. The result is that I have
been unable to stay awake past 5:30 pm,which has, as you might imagine, been greatl y detrimental to my
social life,as well as very frustrating for the driver of the bus I take home every day.

Moreover, the intermittent sound coming from inside the walls that you described to me as “colour-
full y urban” when I moved in graduated in short order to greatl y annoying and then to downright horrify -
ing when I discovered that the noise was that of the largest rat colony outside of the Rio de Janeiro
sewage system.I am not one to frown upon the propagation of lif e, but I do not think it na tural to have a
giant rat issuing spoken ultimatums through the walls of my apartment regarding the cheese drawer in my
refrigerator.

Also, heating in the building has become an issue, due to the fact that Canadian winters are quite
cold and your advice to “wear extr a socks” is not sufficient to counteract the absence ofa heating system.
And although I do think that a “Hot P aws” body suit would be a revolutionary invention, I do not believe
it to be plausibly effective in the short term.

I hope that my bringing these items to your attention here will make the fulfilling of your responsi-
bilities as landlord easier for you. Please feel free to meet with me to discuss these issues.

Yours truly,

Adam Ryan

P. S.As the door to my apartment has been eaten away by termites, you will not be able to knock.
Simply whistle the tune from “Shaft” through the shower curtain in order to get my attention.



Just So We’re Clear…

Ah McGill, the same stench of bureaucracy you
had when you fought your way through the placenta
some hundred-and-whoevercares years ago still
emanates from your withered old body today. The
crustiness and general ass that comes from a prim and
stuck-up past is not soon forgotten,it seems, as we still
have miles ofred tape and administrative excrement to
sift through on a daily basis. T he facts are right there
in front of us; as we walk around campus we can’t
help being reminded ofjust how frustrating our fine
establishment has made daily living for us in its vain
attempt at clarity. Behold,McGill’ s crystal clear visu-
al rulebook in all its unadulterated glory as document-
ed from various places around campus:

Let’s start with every-
one’s favourite and best-
known symbol:the anti-
lif e slogan – nobody wants
you sustaining your exis-
tence here!  You’re right,
we probably shouldn’t con-
sume wavy pieces offeces
lodged between two rec-

tangles. Oh I’m sorry – that’ s a hamburger, every-
body’s usual mid-class snack. And yeah,just so
we’re completely clear throw in that ice cream cone
cause damn,if it hadn’t been there, I definitely
would’ve carted my 31 flavours into Leacock 132 for
a nutritiousl y drippy start to my day.

Under no circumstances should anybody
come near the tiny, palm-sized wildife on campus.
Sure they may look cute, but creatures that unnatu-
rally small are just plain evil. Also, they shit out
dangerous pellets that are roughly the same size
they are, so anybody think -
ing of cupping their fecu-
lence for safe-keeping (and
stop lying because I know
that’ s what you were tempt-
ed to do) should think again.

And on your left, you
will f ind the orgy room.Male-
male-female threesomes only,
and make sure you’re all the
exact same size because it’s a
pretty tight squeeze,as you
can see. Oh, the elevator is

also that way, but I’m luc ky I couldn’t READ tha t
since otherwise I would’ve completely overlooked
the extr emely clear visual aid pointing me to the
orgy room.

Yep, keeping the thin door
with giant knobs closed is a 100%
guaranteed way of stopping a fire.
Don’t worry, you’ll be fine. If the
flames do somehow break this
impenetrable fortr ess, though, the
best thing to do would be to run
toward the white light, so at least
you’re not in searing pain for very
long.

Ah damn, I got something
caustic in my eye, I can barely see
– quick I need relief!  What’ s
this?  Oh thank god, a helpful
sign! Wait, I’m not entir ely sure
what’ s going on here… is that a

lampshade snowing onto a surfboard?  Is that damn
T-Rex back and staring into my car again with his
single unblinking reptilian eye? Or is that awful
faucet just spewing out shit again?  Too late – I’m
blind, but at least I know for next time that there’s
an eyewash station around here somewhere…
maybe.

My personal favourite. No
joking here, somebody is just
straight-up retarded – Christ,it’ s
not just a sign,it’ s written into the
metal and screwed onto the door!!
Find this one on campus because
it’ s just too good to miss.

Crappy clip-art pictur es used to get
your point across are strictly forbidden
in this area. So, for that matter, are
early ‘90’s Zack Morris cell phones.



The R ed Her r ing
needs g r een

youngbloods t o
r eplace g r aduat es.

Ar e you int er est ed in con -
tr ibuting t o t his publication in
any w ay?  Ar e you an e xhibitionis t
looking f or y et ano t her r estr ain -
ing or der?  Per haps y ou ha ve long
number ed accounts in Swiss
bank s and ar e looking t o become a
benef act or of sor ts?  

Regar dless of y our asse ts, w e
need y our help.  This issue honor s
t he comedians Jesse Gainer ,
Amber A dams and Dan y Hor ovitz
f or t heir contr ibution t o t he
McGill Community .  You t oo can
tur n t hat shit e lif e of y our s int o
somet hing less embar r assing.

The R ed Her r ing will be
hiber nating f or t he summer
mont hs, and will need fr esh vir gin
blood t o f east upon when he
w ak es.  We ar e looking t o f ill t he
follo wing positions:

Wr it er , Layout Edit or , Copy
Edit or , Filmog r apher , Special
Ev ents Dir ect or , Model,
Sk etc h Ar tis t/Car t oonis t,
Financial uh, Minis t er , and
Fundr aising Dir ect or .  

I shit y ou no t.

Cont act - daniel.oe ttl@gmail.com

Ah room 110 – the secret classroom at McGill
where balancing things on your head and floating in
mid-air are taught by a man whose arm is on fire...
these courses fill up quick with a capacity of 3. On
my way there I could,uh, well, yeah,you got me,
but at least there’s tiny coffee on a string.

No laughing, no singing, no fun, no breath-
ing, no anything goddammit!  While excessive, how-
ever, it pr obably is a good idea not to bring wolves
or rollerblades into a FOURTH FL OOR STAIR -
WELL!

Follow the giant yellow circle,
past the arrow and around the dis-
organised wallets… the treasure is
buried beneath your wrist. Use
your two fingered robotic claw-
hand to dig it up. Freak.

In case offire report
directly to the Emergency
corner, the convenient one-
stop area for all your emer-
gency needs. With this
snazzy red sign and stoic
brick background, one can
really get the sense that
something big is going
down. No need to worry,
though, just pick up the
novelty red emergency
phone… there’s a direct link to Commissioner
Gordon’s office and he’ll sort it all out fr om there.

~ Blake Gregory



How to Be Happy Through
Excessive Dental Hygiene

Happiness is a big word. Big, because most
of us have very little idea what it could possibly
mean. True, we may know of things that bring us
joy. We may even be able to envision some kind of
futur e that would fill us with the all-pervading
sense ofbalance and perfection that would finally
make us truly happy. But can any of us pin down
that ambiguous Big H in the here and now?

As I contemplated this age-old enigma an
evening or two ago, I naturally referred myself to
the episode of20/20 I was watching on TV.
Barbara Walters posed her inevitable and penetrat-
ing intimate-interview question:“W hat is happi-
ness?” But since Ms. Jolie’s answer surprisingly
yielded very little insight, I decided to pose the
question to people in my own life whom I love and
respect.

Ronald, the heavil y-accented French-
Canadian owner of the dep near my apartment
(who has a refreshingly disparaging view of the
obtuse ‘no-sales-of-alcohol-past-eleven-pm’ law),
had this to say:

“T he word ‘happiness’is a linguistic bound-
ary to an ethereal and indefinable state,” he said,
giving me change for my 40 of Wildcat. “At best
you can find an intuiti ve answer to such a question,
as any grounding you may choose is contextualised
by language or social environment, rendering any
universality of knowledge impossible.”

He then shouted ‘caulice’at the hockey
game on the black-and-white TV and took a swig of
maple syrup, straight-up.

I walked out of the dep feeling even more
confused,distressed by what I perceived to be an
unavoidable obstacle in my quest for the secret of
happiness. Ronald was quite right:how can we
hope to find any absolute meaning to happiness
when we are imprisoned by subjectivity?  

Aimlessly (and having finished my 40), I
drifted towards my usual haunt in the park. The
bench with the peeling green paint under the
orange-sodium light was where I met up with
Charb, who, while understandably reluctant to
extend me a longer line of credit, was still gracious
enough to share. I asked him his opinion ofthe

question I had been asking.
“T he problem is not an intellectual one,” he

said,taking three quick puffs and holding his
breath for a moment. “I don ’t think it cor rect to
address it from an epistemological standpoint. You
have to feel it on a visceral level. The proper ques-
tion is not ‘What is the absolute nature of happi-
ness?’,but rather ‘Am I happy?’”

We were unable to pursue the question any
further after he got spooked by the sirens.
However, this new insight did give me pause. Was I
simply approaching the question from the wrong
perspective?  Could I find spiritual satisfaction to
my quandary without r esolving it objectively?

My hallucinations of Charlie Chaplin singing
‘Smile though you’re heart is aching, Smile even
though it’s breaking…” while pole-vaulting over
Mount Royal were more confusing than insightful,
and even after lighting up another rock I still f elt as
if the answer was incomplete.

At 3 am, still r estless, my head uncomfort-
ably nestled on the curb, I started looking for the
answer inside myself. When could I say I had been
tr uly happy in my lif e?  I thought for a while, and
seemed to settle on something. But the ‘why’ still
remained.

I dialled long-distance on my cell phone. A
groggy voice answered.

“Hello?”
“Hi, mom.”
“Adam?  Is that you?”
“Yeah,listen. I have a confession to make.”
“W hat?”
“I ha ve a confession to make: I haven’t 
brushed my teeth since I left home.”
“W hat are you talking about?  Adam, is that
you?”
“Yeah. Hey mom, just one thing. How 
often did you make me brush my teeth?”
“Adam?”
“Ho w often did you make me brush my 
teeth?”
There was a click, a pause, and the dull

monotony of a dial tone. But it w as okay. I
already knew the answer: it was three times a day.
I smiled and lay back on the curb, nuzzling up to
Charlie for a night of passion. Finally I’ d found
happiness.

~ Adam Ryan





HELP US CELEBRA TE THIS NEW L OW!

The R ed Her r ing 
STAFF BOX -SOCIAL

...but hasn ’t The R ed Her r ing
alr eady outdone itself in its 
ser vice t o t he community?

Join us on Mar ch 31st
at 21:00

at 4067 Coloniale
for int er actions of t he social per suasion

...but what if I don ’t ha ve any 
attr activ e fr iends, nar cotics 

or humor ous anecdo t es to br ing?

Spot the Difference and You’re Invited!


