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Amy Meacham - Head Editor amy_meacham@umanitoba.ca

Well well well, what do we have here... an-
other issue of the Red Lion? And only about 
a month late this time...not bad! Aside from 
the fact that it was supposed to be here for 
Valentines day... oops.
So whats the deal with everyone being so 
busy lately? The tech society lounges are 
emptying out, most of my close close friends 
are totally AWOL, and between concrete to-
boggan, spring break, and catching up on all 

the homework I missed due to those two gi-
gantic parties, I pretty much don’t even have 
time to think. 
I’m not going to get into the politics of the 
whole tuition referendum thing, but lets just 
hope everyone has a school to come back to 
when this is all over.
Peace out, and good luck on exams.
I’ll see you on the other side.
~Nathan

Nathan Kehler - Graphics/Layout red_lion@umanitoba.ca

Mike Shaw - Writer red_lion@umanitoba.ca

Janet Young - Writer janet_young@umanitoba.ca
The pen of love has struck me down this term.  
It fills me with words of amorous prose and 
wistful sentences.  And two conferences two 
weeks in a row should keep me at high tide.  
Some attempts at words of wisdom:  it seems 
that when we go through life with many 
“rules and regulations”, it’s difficult to keep 
track of what matters the most; chicken and 
egg situations occur in many different forms, 
so it can be hard to get out of them if you 
don’t like it or you can ride the wave if you 

like it, but you may not notice because it’s so 
easy; sometimes controlling a situation is like 
trying to control a lit cannon, if you try to stop 
it, it will explode in your face;  people see 
you differently than you see yourself; in win-
ter, you can be on snow and grass at the same 
time; chicken fettuccine tastes good with a 
boy; and Amy smells like a university student.   
So keep on truckin’, and if you’ve succeeded 
at anything difficult lately, I salute you, that’s 
fantabulous.  XXXOOOXXXOOO

his HP he can truly be able to use that cackle 
towards all of you TI users.  He’s a cynical 
bastard who can be found backpedaling out 
of what were meant to be sarcastic comments 
gone awry.  But fear not, for he means well 
and to use the words of an old toothless 
prophet, he’s an “awesome dude.”

Paul Lindell - Writer red_lion@umanitoba.ca

What up my Engineering Brethren (or anyone 
else cool enough to read this).  I’m sure you’ll 
be able to assess my personality through my 
articles but if not here’s a summary:  I’m 5”8 
with a shit load of red hair and I’m also 5’8” 
with a shit load of red hair.  I’m absolutely 
never serious unless I’m talking about my 
Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.  I indulge in 
a few drinks from time to time but try and 
keep the blasphemy to a minimum.  I make 

jokes about sex though I don’t personally 
have any; do not make the same inference 
from my Masturbation article.  I’m currently 
looking for a sexy, interesting female who 
wants a relationship limited to one or two hot 
dates a week (will you be my Valentine?).

I dedicate this Red Lion to all my fellow PKs 
and FCs out there.

What to say about Paul…aside from the fact 
that the last year of his life has included more 
drama than a high school musical…I guess it 
could be said that his voice is way too loud to 
be attempting any form of conversation during 
class and that laughter is out of the question 
because his “cackle” (thanks Carly) will 
reverberate through any crowd of people no 
matter the size. Once he figures out how to use 

we can’t get a valid education if the current state 
of affairs continues, and I am scared that we will 
lose our accreditation.  But more alarms lie in the 
fears that we’ll lose our profs because we’ve put a 
hold on their research funds.  Let’s hope the tuition 
increase will give the mechanicals a much needed 
fluids lab. Good luck in your classes, and think 
about how much you are going to value your iron 
ring.  

I am sorry that the Red loin is so late; such is life. 
Mike Shaw is a genius and if mechanical doesn’t 
pan out, he should be a writer.  Greg didn’t do the 
Red Lion boy/girl, again, so he doesn’t get a pic-
ture/write up anymore.  Hope you don’t miss it.  
Things to look for in this issue:  The masturbation 
article is awesome, Nathan’s tribute to Fear and 
Loathing in Las Vegas, and Ajay’s, On the Front 
Line, is amazingly moving. Keep an eye out for 
the sexy games on most pages. I hope the referen-
dum went through.  Although paying more sucks, 
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Message from 
the Dean...

Message from the Senior Stick:

By the time you read 
this, the referendum on 

tuition fees will have been 
conducted. Regardless of the 
outcome of that referendum, 
I want to assure all students 
that the Faculty is working 
very hard to give you the best 
education that we can in the 
most cost effective manner 
that we can. For over six 
years, the Faculty has been 

in a deficit position. In the past, the University has found ways 
to accommodate our deficits. But the continued tuition freeze, 
coupled with escalating costs and insufficient government funding, 
has lead to a situation where we must find our own ways of solving 
our budget difficulties. We have adopted a two-pronged approach: 
an engineering-specific tuition fee increase and a direct approach 
to government for increased funding to the Faculty. We will keep 
everyone informed of progress on both initiatives.

As a result of the referendum, rumours concerning accreditation 
have been rife. Let me assure you all that accreditation is not 
something that vanishes overnight. The minimum window of 
concern is likely 4 years. That is, all of our programs will remain 
accredited for at least four years. However, that does not mean that 
we can wait four years before we do something. I would prefer that 
we never got to the point of receiving a warning about accreditation. 
For that to occur, we need a plan in place by June 2007, the time at 
which the next accreditation decision will be made. 

I also want to assure all students that, despite our financial 
difficulties, we have managed to maintain very strong programs. 
An engineering degree from the University of Manitoba in valued 
throughout Canada and around the world. Restoring our economic 
health will make your degree that much stronger.

All the best
Douglas Ruth, P.Eng., Ph.D.
Professor and Dean

Welcome to another edition of 
The Red Lion, or Red Loin 

in this case. For those of you who 
may be wondering about the title 
of the magazine this month, it’s 
not a typo. The “Red Loin” is a 
long-standing tradition that, while 
perhaps originating from a typo 
long ago in the mythological days 
of UMES, is now the unofficial 
title of the February Red Lion.

It’s been a while since the last Red 
Lion, and a lot has changed since I 
last had the chance to fill this col-
umn. The Faculty played host to 
the Great Northern Concrete To-

boggan Race in January, where teams from across Canada braved 
the coldest days of the month to cruise (or crash) downhill. You 
can read more about one competitor’s perspective in the following 
pages, but suffice it to say everyone seemed to have a great time.

Now, as I write this, a topic that is surely at the forefront of many 
engineering students’ minds is the tuition surcharge referendum. 
Strong arguments have being put forward by both the “yes” and 
“no” sides, and it will ultimately be up to the students to decide 
whether or not they support a proposal to pay more for tuition. 
While I can sympathize with students who don’t want to spend 
more of their hard-earned money on tuition, I think everyone 
agrees that the quality of our education is of utmost importance. 
Without intervention from the provincial government, a surcharge 
was the only reliable option to allow our faculty to continue oper-
ating at a reasonable level of quality, which is why UMES Council 
opted to take a position on the referendum.

I applaud all those involved on both sides for acting on what they 
believe in and presenting solid campaigns to students. When ev-
erything is said and done, regardless of the outcome, I hope that 
Engineering students on both sides of the debate can come together 
again. Everyone I’ve spoken with acknowledges that the univer-
sity and our faculty require more government support, and UMES 
will be leading a demonstration to bring this to the attention of the 
public, the media, and the provincial government. We need engi-
neering students to join forces to ensure this message is strong and 
loud.

The details are still in the works, but our goal is to hold the dem-
onstration in late March on the steps of the Legislature. We will be 
working to obtain a partial day off from the Faculty, and are also 
seeking the cooperation of APEGM and professional engineers, as 
well as UMSU, in making sure that we are supported and our voic-
es are heard. It should be quite the spectacle. Watch for posters and 
emails around the faculty with more details, and make a plan to 
support the faculty and your education by joining us in this rally.

Keep fighting the good fight, 
Steve Woodrow (steve_woodrow@umanitoba.ca)

P.S. My challenge about a particularly “stellar” page in the 
Engenda has still not been solved. A hint: look for a number that 
“calls” you, and try to figure out what it’s calling for. I’m still 
working on the prize, but I need someone to give it to first.
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Props to you if you’ve actually been there.
By Adam Braun, 4th year Civil

312 - A ‘Bar’ Review

So, I sat down to write this 
an hour ago.  I had just fin-

ished my detailed CAD draw-
ings of concrete toboggan slabs 
and drunk carts, and was about 
to get started on my next task 
for the evening, only to be in-
terrupted by my phone. It was 
James, wanting me to come 
down to the school for a safety 
meeting.  He was saying some-
thing about paint drying on the 
Tech-Ex and he had some time 
to kill.  What choice did I have?  
All I needed to do was to write a 
pub review for 312, that hive of 
scum and villainy that several of 
my friends call home. Ok wait, 
was I good to drive?  I didn’t 
feel drunk but I’d been sitting 
the whole time. Well, consider-
ing the number of hours I’ve 
been here and the number of 
beers I’ve consumed, I should 
be good to go according to the 
Engineering rule of thumb (one 
beer per hour per 100 lbs).

Shit what time is it? 2:21 
am?!?! F*ck! Time to get 

to get down to brass tax.  What 
to write about?  Pre-Gaming 
before the Trailer Park Boys 
movie?  Late night adventures 

away the idea surfaced to have 
a review of 312, Nathan’s apart-
ment. F*ck, it would be so fun-
ny for the people who hang out 
there on occasion and those that 

pre-game there every Thursday 
before the Pemby. Turns out it 
didn’t happen for the November 
Issue but I volunteered to write 
one for the Red Loin, the annual 
Valentines Day issue.  But here 

through the golf course?  Long 
inebriated walks to and from 
Wise Guys for socials?  Way 
too much to think about. How 

about a background on the 
whole situation? It was about 4 
months ago when the idea was 
conceived by some genius to 
have a pub review section of 
the Red Lion, and almost right 

we are in 2007 with Valentines 
Day fast approaching (Ed: long 
past!) and Concrete Toboggan 
next week, and I’m scrambling 
to write a pub review for an 
apartment at 3 in the morning 
on a Tuesday night.  

One thing you can say about 
312 is that when you go 

back the morning after a big 
party for a forgotten backpack, 
or a half empty 40 of rye, you 
never know what to expect.  
Prepare yourself to find some 
randoms passed out on the fu-
ton, or to see some videos of 
events from earlier that morn-
ing.  But shit, we had a good 
time… is it so weird to see vid-
eos of your friends lying around 
on their carpeted floor pouring 
beers on their heads? That’s the 
f*cking way she goes I guess.  
If you would spend just a little 
time at 312 you would come to 
appreciate the image of a gigan-
tic man in a clown suit, dancing 
around and singing along to a 
lounge-jazz version of the song 
‘Rape Me’ by Nirvana, or peo-
ple sitting around with 40’s of 
malt liquor duct taped to their 
hands.  Oh! That reminds me, 
I have to talk about Edward 
40 Hands! A favorite game of 
the inhabitants of 312, a real 
test of courage, endurance and 
good looks.  Because when you 
have two 40’s of malt liquor 
taped to your hands and you 
have to piss, the good looks 
can really be a game breaker. 
That’s assuming there are ac-
tually girls around, who aren’t 
also playing.  

Well its now well past 3 
and if I don’t get some 

sleep soon, I’ll never make it 
to Math 2 tomorrow morning.

[Nathan says: 312 is invite 
only, so even if the house is a 
rockin, don’t bother knockin.]
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Bad Engineering Jokes
Scavanged off the internet by Nathan Kehler, 3rd year Civil

This was honestly the worst one I could find on the topic of Valentine’s Day/Love/Whatever.
Its funny, because I think I’ve heard it about 3 times already in various classes, most notably by Trim himself.
Enjoy.

Girls and Boys
In the high school gym, all the girls were lined up against one wall, and all the boys against the opposite wall.
Every 10 seconds, they walked toward each other until they were half the previous distance apart.

A mathematician, a physicist, and an engineer were asked, “When will the girls and boys meet?”

The mathematician answered, “never.”
The physicist answered, “In an infinite amount of time.”
The engineer answered, “Well, in about two minutes, they’ll be close enough for all practical purposes.”

Top Ten Sex Positions 
By Amy Meacham, 4th year Civil

Quote of the Month
 “Hey Nathan! How do you spell UMES?”
    - Riley ‘Jenna Jameson’ Davidson (aka Virgin Frosh)

10.That inefficient spooning sex position that you do in the 
morning when your lazy.

9.  Missionary very deep inside, where the women with normal 
rythmic behaviour. 

8. Girl on side, one leg over sholder, man in the normal entry 
position.

7. The thigh master.  Girl on top, man’s leg bent (foot flat on 
bed).  Hug the leg while moving up and down. 

6.  Girl on top, man working from bottom.

5. Missionary legs over shoulders, pillow under bum
 (this should be rated higher)

4. Standing doggie, thrown over a surface like kitchen table, 
bathroom sink, classroom desk.

3.  Spider Monkey

2.  Doggy-style

1.  Girl on top 
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While this is not so much a 
letter as it is a sequence 

of questions, here goes:

Q: If you filled a toilet with 
water from the Bermuda 

Triangle, would it eliminate 
the need to flush?   

A:  If the Bermuda Trian-
gle can make Emelia Ear-

hart disappear, what makes 
you think it couldn’t handle 
a few suspended solids? Of 
course, that totally depends 
on the BOD5

Q: When a package says 
“Sodium Free”, is there  

really no sodium, or are they 
just not charging you for the 
salt?

 - Brent H.

A: Where the hell do 
you come up with this 

sh*t anyway? I mean, we ap-
preciate the letters, because 
you’re really the only one who 
sends them, but seriously...
what have you been smoking, 
because the Red Lion writers 
would love to try it.

Please drop some off  at 
CSCE. No questions asked.
Interesting trades considered.

If you would like to send a 
real letter to the editor, please 
send it to:
Red_Lion@Umanitoba.ca or 
drop it off in our mailbox in 
the UMES Office (E2-292), 
or slide it under the Pubica-
tions office door, or find one 
of us and give it to us.  
Hope we have more next 
time.

Two mathematicians, Joe and Richard , were having dinner 
in a restaurant. They were arguing about the average 
mathematical knowledge of the American public. Richard 
claimed that this average was woefully inadequate while Joe 
maintained that it was surpassingly high.

“I’ll tell you what,” said Richard, “when I get back from the 
bathroom we’ll ask our waitress a simple calculus question. 
If she gets it right, I’ll pick up dinner. If not, you do, okay?” 

They agreed, but once he’d left Joe called the waitress over. 
“When my friend comes back,” he told her, “ he’s going to 
ask you a question; you should respond ‘one third x cubed’ 
no matter what the question is; got that? There’s twenty 
bucks in it for you.” She happily agreed to the gag. 

Richard returned from the men’s room and called the waitress 
over. “The food was wonderful,” he stated, “incidentally, do 
you know what the integral of x squared is?”

The waitress looked startled, then pensive, almost pained. 
She looked around the room, at her feet, made gurgling 
noises, (Joe was starting to sweat) and finally said, “Umm, 
one third x cubed?”

Joe beamed in relief as an astonished Richard paid the check 
and a clearly irritated waitress muttered under her breath, 

“... plus a constant.”

Letters to Skeletor
So turnout wasn’t that 
great...

More Engineering Jokes
This is my personal favorite

Sexy Game #1
Hot and Cold Oral 
Sex

Oral sex is always a fun 
game, and you can vary the 

sensation by making you mouth 
hot and cold.  Try it with some 
cold yogurt in your mouth and 
then some hot tea.  Alternate 
some shaved ice cubes with hot 
pasta and see how your part-
ner goes a little bit crazy even 
as you mess up the sheets and 
rugs some thing fierce.  Differ-
ent foods give different sensa-
tions and blindfolding makes it 
even more interesting.  

Sexy Game #2
Public Places

Think you can do it in a res-
taurant?  If the full act is 

impossible, how about a little 
diddling with you fingers and 
hands under the table cloth? 
Pick a dark corner or out of 
the way table and see just how 
far you can go.  You’ll both be 
stimulated by the craziness and 
the perilous place in which you 
are playing, and it will be a par-
ticular challenge to see if you 
can reach an orgasm without 
alerting the other diners.  It’s an 
easier game it you go without 
wearing underwear which is 
exciting for some.  

Sexy Game #3
Hands free sex

Try making love without us-
ing your hands.  Start this 

game when you undress each 
other using only you feet and 
teeth.  You’ll build the excite-
ment as you slow down the 
pace of your lovmaking and 
find lots of interesting positions 
and new ways to use your bod-
ies.  It’s okay to cheat if you run 
into something really tough, 
like bra hooks.  

Look for more excitingly hi-
larious sex tips from you 

friends at the Red Lion.



ThE REd Lion8

 
Has Anyone Seen My Pants? - (Lack of) Memories of Concrete Toboggan
By Mike Shaw, 4th Year Mechanical

I’m supposed to write an ar-
ticle about GNCTR ‘07’, 

but unfortunately I don’t re-
member a whole lot.  But this 
pretty much sums it up: I went, 
I drank, I rode a sweet ass to-
boggan down a hill, and then I 
drank some more.

GNCTR acronymicly* de-
scribes the Great Northern 

Concrete Toboggan Race.  Es-
sentially engineering students 
from universities all across 
Canada build toboggans which 
ride on concrete, and then they 
come together in a different 
city  every year for 4 or 5 days 

to race them.  Of course it only 
takes a short afternoon to do the 
actual racing, so most of time is 
filled with ridiculous party after 
ridiculous party.

U of M’s GNCTR  ‘07’ team’s 
journey started the day af-

ter GNCTR ‘06’ ended.  The 
torch was passed from Julien to 
Tyler and some planning began.  
Then, no one did much until a 
few weeks before the ‘07’ com-
petition started.  This was great 
for me because I didn’t join the 
team until a few weeks before 
the competition started.  I was 
recruited as the team needed 

someone with $200, long, lus-
cious red hair and a muscular 
frame to play Sir Robin (I look 
frickin’* amazing in tights).  
The concrete was done in the 
fall thanks to Adam and Na-
than, but the technical exhibi-
tion, costumes and the rest of 
the toboggan still needed to be 
finished.  About half the team 
spent the last few weeks prior to 
‘Boggan* finishing everything 
by skipping class, losing sleep 
and getting extremely wasted,  
and as we’ve all been trained to 
do for our assignments, it was 
all finally completed 5 minutes 
before the competition start-
ed.  The other half of the team 
did jack shit, which I person-
ally don’t understand because 
building a castle, swords and a 
toboggan is groin grabbingly* 
fun.  And, you definitely need 
to build up your alcohol toler-
ance before toboggan starts.  

The night before toboggan 
started the ‘cool’ members 

of the U of M team took Wa-
terloo to the Pemby and drank 
with them all night.  Yet some-
how James and I got up the 
next day in time to welcome 
the other teams at the airport.  
We did this by gathering the U 
of M Symonized Engineering 
Marching Band at Terminal B.  

As a reward for our good deed 
we were able to call first dibs on 
some of the incoming Engineer-
ing hotties*.  Meanwhile, the 
rest of our team spent the day 
angrily finishing everything up 
while fighting with each other 
and forgetting to bring essential 
items like beer bongs.

In the end everything got 
done and the instant every-

one entered Winnipeg’s Victo-
ria Inn all troubles, angers and 
pain washed away (in a sticky 
pink stream of Batch).  It was 
a glorious sight: hundreds of 
engineers dressed up in hilari-
ous costumes wheeling carts 
filled with 24’s, kegs, wine and 
booze around the hotel.  The 
first night there was a recep-
tion dinner where the leaders 
were introduced and each team 
put on a skit.  I’m not sure how 
ours went as I was already 
passed out in our hotel room, 
but I’m sure Monty Python 
would be proud.  My favourite 
themes besides our own, as I’ve 
alluded to ours was Search For 
The Holy Boggan, were Smurf-
boggan and Chickboggan.  This 
of course is because the Smur-
fettes looked smokin’ and a few 
of the Chicks were equally hot.  
Regrettably, most of the Chicks 
actually belonged in a real barn.  

Competitive Edge
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That night we had a crazy ho-
tel party at which I passed out 
(which didn’t stop me from 
throwing up all over the bed [I 
love you Amy]).

The next morning everyone 
was supposed to wake up 

in time to get on a bus at 7am.  
I got up at 9:30.  I rushed over 
to the Highlander (there can 
be only one) where we had in-
tense Spongee and Dodgeball 
tournaments all day.  When I 
got there, I was very impressed 
to see that Adam, Nathan and 
James were successfully mari-
nating their level of drunken-
ness with rye and cokes.  This 
led several members of the 
U of M team to follow Shane 
around wherever he was refer-
eeing and heckle him.  Chants 
of ‘Snowball’ echoed off the 
walls all day long.  During one 
of my dodgeball games I actu-

ally smoked a guy in the nuts so 
hard he fell over and assumed 
the fetal position for 3 minutes.  
Once the tournaments ended, 
we all went back to the hotel.  
This was great as I really need-
ed a shower and my hangover 
was gone so I needed to start 
drinking again.  That night we 
hit up the club.  TYC took us all 
in and fed us orgasmic steaks.  
I smuggled in a mickey, but 
wasn’t alone in my cheapness/
awesomeness.  McMaster were 
drinking cans of Kokanee all 
night, and I’m pretty sure TYC 
doesn’t serve cans.  After mix-
ing thirteen ounces of rye with 
bathroom tap water, I was ready 
to hit the dance floor.  Unfortu-
nately,  after about thirty min-
utes someone [Scott Hammond] 
ripped of the top half of my 
costume and coat checked it.  
Of course, I was so full of spirit 
I continued to get freaky with a 

girl who shall remain nameless 
in the booty box (Garett was 
not impressed).  The highlight 
of my night was when a hot 
blonde from McMaster joined 
me in the dance cage in order 
to lick a rub-on tattoo onto my 
rippling chest.  I’m pretty sure 
it only takes 30 seconds but she 
made sure by going a whole 3 
minutes (I’m sure glad those 
tights were extremely tight).  
After the bar we all went back 
to the hotel.  For some reason 
Romain brought back some 31 
year-old bald German dude.  It 
got a little awkward when the 
German guy started prancing 
around Romain’s room in his 
underwear.  We were all more 
than drunk enough to complete-
ly ignore this, and we joined the 
ensuing hotel party.  Batch was 
made, kegs were tapped and 
the party went on all night.  Of 
course I missed most of it as I 

once again passed out (which 
allowed Carleton’s Smurfbog-
gan team to steal Marty from 
our room).

I woke up in horror as the clock 
read 10:00, and once again I 

was supposed to leave at 7am.  
Luckily Jason, not actually on 
the team, hooked me up with a 
ride to the U of M so I could 
join in the technical exhibition.  
Alas, in my haste I forgot my 
tights.  When I got there I was 
glad to see that some of the re-
sponsible people on the team 
had setup our tech ex on time.  
A “tech ex” is where the teams 
show off their toboggan in ad-
dition to their team spirit.  Our 
castle towered over the puny 
displays setup by the other 
teams, and the ferocity of our 
french taunting caught them 
completely off gaurd.  Basical-
ly the day was filled with teams 
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stop Darryl the Hot Ninja from 
McGill from spooning me).

I freaked out when I woke up 
as the clock read 9:00 and 

once again I was supposed to 
leave at 7am.  I didn’t want 
to miss the toboggan race so I 
rushed to get dressed and the 
mystery girl hooked me up with 
a ride to Spring Hill; obviously 
we made a quick stop by her 
house on the way (Garett was 
not impressed).  Alas, in my 
haste I forgot our team captain.  
I also forgot that we were in 
Winnipeg and it was fucking 
freezing outside.  On the plus 
side, I did have a reasonable 
amount of winter clothes on.  
I can’t say the same thing for 
Marc however.  He must have 
forgotten too, or just been high 
on crack, as he brought NO 
warm clothes.  When I finally 
got there, I was glad to hear 

up for it by filling it with beer 
and we had a great pass around.  
(???Wasn’t their spray paint 
on the inside before???) After 
that, and a few rather expensive 
beers, I was more than willing 
to trade my t-shirt for a Chick-
boggan cowboy hat.  After the 
Shit Show finished we went 
back to the hotel for…..wait 
for it…another hotel party!  By 
then the hotel people had gone 
beyond just calling the police 
on us and had actually hired 
security guards.  Apparently, 
the family in the room next to 
us didn’t like the fact their kids 
were getting high just from 
walking down the hall.  That 
party was even more ridiculous 
then the first two.  Many of the 
girls on our team took the ♫ Or-
gies make the world go round 
♫ song a little too literally.  Of 
course I missed it as I was once 
again passed out (which didn’t 

performing chants, recovering 
from the night before and, in 
the case of Queens, banging 
their jackets on the Atrium floor 
(extremely cool by the way).  
James owned the day with his 
amazing trumpet play; nothing 
is more fun then riding around 
the atrium in costume, on imag-
inary horses, with clacking co-
conuts and live trumpet music 
from the movie.  His rendition 
of ‘Ghostbusters’ was also in-
credible and wowed Queens’ 
Ghost Boggan team.  This was 
a good thing as they had a hot 
set of twins (♫ who you gonna 
call?….. ddDaadaDaada …. 
ddddDaaada …. ddDaadaDaa-
da …… Hot Twins! ….  Daaaa-
daDaaaadaDaaaadaDaaadada-
daddda … ♫).  Once the tech ex 
was over we went back to the 
hotel.  This was great as I really 
needed a shower and my hang-
over was gone so I needed to 

start drinking again.  That night 
we went to Ass. Downs for “the 
Shit Show”.  It was a great time 
with boat races as far as the eye 
could see.  Regrettably Water-
loo raped us harder then a U 
of S student with a virgin pig 
(♫ Bestiality’s best boys; bes-
tiality’s best.  Fuck a Wallaby!  
Bestiality’s best boys; bestiali-
ty’s best boys.  Stick your junk 
in a skunk boys; stick your junk 
in a skunk.  Cause…♫).  I only 
brought my seven ounce flask 
filled with rum that time so I did 
not perform any topless danc-
ing.  But when the Night at the 
Roxbury song went on, me and 
that drunk Scott Hammond did 
a great Will Ferrell/Chris Katan 
impression with the girl who 
will not be named (Garett was 
not impressed).  During the so-
cial, Western returned the Holy 
Grail which they had stolen 
during the tech ex.  They made 
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that the races had just started 
and some of the responsible 
people on the team had brought 
our toboggan.  Throughout the 
day, people were running to the 
hill for a couple minutes, and 
then back to the shack towarm 
up.  I saw a couple sweet runs 
and a couple kick-ass crashes.  I 
was mad when I found out that 
I had missed the crash of the 
day: Smurfboggan’s sled turned 
around while going down the 
hill and then snapped in half; 
four of them ended up in the 
hospital.

For our two runs, only the 
six craziest members of our 

team tried out the sled: Nathan, 
Adam, Tyler, Me, James and 
Romain, who is now known as 
GC (The German Connection). 
Both times we achieved a top 
speed of 35 mph and success-
fully stopped well in front of the 
hay bales.  Many other teams 
weren’t so lucky and the hay 
was constantly being replaced.  
At the end of the first run the 
front of our concrete slab broke 
off, but we had planned ahead 
and had made two slabs.  In the 
end we had only the second best 
performance of the day, but our 
pneumatic brakes preformed 
pretty well considering it was 
-43°C. Once the race was over 
we went back to the hotel.  This 
was great as I really needed a 
shower and my hangover was 
gone so I needed to start drink-
ing again.  That night we had 

a formal dinner and dance; if 
you think I look good in tights 
you should see me in a suit.  Of 
course it was the U of M girls 
who made the night: if there 
was a best cleavage award, we 
would have gotten all of the 
votes.  For the formal, I filled 
my flask with vodka, which 
mixed quite unnoticeably with 
the water that was provided.  
Once they brought out the free 
wine, I knew I was in trouble.  
The girl whose-name-cannot-
be-spoken and I had numerous 
wine chugging contests (Garett 
was not impressed).  And, when 
I saw the guy from McMaster 
dressed up as a cow, I just had 
to bong some wine out of his 
udders.  The dinner was filled 
with chants, and eventually 
James was requested to bust out 
his trumpet again.  After a few 
tunes we decided to bring out the 
entire U of M Symonized En-
gineering Marching Band.  Of 
course, once I got that cow bell 
in my hands, I wasn’t putting it 
down; I had a fever.  This didn’t 
go over too well at the awards 
portion of the dinner, especially 
when our team started getting 
shafted and I tried to start a 
“Circa can lick my balls” chant.  
In the end our team only won 
the ‘Most Improved’ award but 
we did come in second a lot.  I 
hear the home team always gets 
screwed.  Another team gave 
us two extra awards, however, 
for best movie re-enactment 
and best live music.  After the 

formal we went upstairs for an-
other redonkulous* hotel party.  
After an hour of batch drinking, 
I started to pass out, but held it 
off as I was very motivated to 
remember the last night.  

In general, the hotel parties 
involved going from room to 

room and being hassled by se-
curity in the process.  On occa-
sion the police showed up due 
to noise complaints.  One time 
they barged into our room, but 
when they saw my sweet Sir 
Robin costume they were so 
excited by Monty Python that 
they let us be.  The U of M team 
brewed some batch every night 
(if you’re cool, you know the 
recipe) while other teams made 
concoctions of their own.  The 
creepy ETS team kept coming 
up with kegs in order to lure 
you into their rooms.  On the 
last night, James, ‘the greatest 
girl ever’ and I tried to start a 
toga party (Garett was not im-
pressed); absolutely no one else 
wore togas.  But, the toga defi-
nitely made my upside-down 
keg-stand even more impres-
sive.   At 5:00 in the morning 
on the last night, Nathan, James 
and I could be seen wandering 
the halls of the hotel, batch in 
hand, in nothing but our under-
wear.  We had made custom U 
of M tighty-whities which fea-
tured a Red Lion on the crotch 
and the slogan ‘This Shit is 
Tight’ on the ass (thanks Greg, 
you’re amazing).

Everyone slept in Sunday 
morning (except the stu-

pid teams who arranged early 
flights).  It was still so cold out 
that almost nobody’s car started.  
I drank a little, packed up, had 
a few drinks, called my brother 
for a pick up, drank some more, 
said some goodbyes, had some 
more drinks, started some cars, 
drank for the last time (that 
day) and went home for a nap.  
During this nap, I had the cra-
ziest drunk dream ever where 
I relived concrete toboggan all 
over again; which is how I was 
able to pen this exceptionally 
well written article.  I remained 
residually drunk until Monday.

GNCTR is definitely in the 
‘Top Five’ of the most 

amazing things I’ve done in 
University.  I’m sure glad be-
ing a Mechanical student didn’t 
stop me from joining a Civil de-
sign competition.  It just makes 
me wonder why CSME does 
not participate in any design 
competitions.

With A Love That Echoes 
Through The Ages,
K. Michael Shaw

* Not An Actual Word

P.S. If I owe you an apology for 
vomiting on you, falling on you 
or yelling at you, please write to 
the Red Lion, E2-292 Engineer-
ing, University of Manitoba, 
75A Chancellors Circle, Win-
nipeg, Manitoba, R3T 5V6.

P.S.S. ♫ We did it, we did it, 
you bet the fuck we did it!  We 
did it, we did it, we built the 
fucking sled! ♫
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Fear and Loathing in Jamaica
Engineering Ruined My Life
By Nathan Kehler,  3rd Year Civil

I had been awake for twenty 
seven straight hours when 

my flight landed in Jamaica.

Maybe it was because it 
was Christmas Eve, or 

maybe because I had just landed 
in Jamaica, but I was feeling 
particularly clear headed, 
despite my lack of sleep. The 
flight had been quite empty, so 
I was able to score a window 
seat for landing, thinking I’d 
be able to take in quite a view 
on the way down. Imagine my 
surprise when the first thing 
I saw out my tiny window 
after touching down was a 
textbook example of rotational 
slope failure of one of the 
hills surrounding the airport. 
F*cking Geotech Engineering, 
ruining my perception of an 
otherwise beautiful landscape. 

I knew the pass through 
security would be easy 

enough, and even though there 
was nothing in my bags to worry 
about, I was sweating from 
every pit you can imagine. My 
blood is too thick for Jamaica.  
I’ve never been able to function 
properly in that kind of heat. As 
you approach the nice looking 
lady at the desk, you know 
you’re supposed to give her 
your passport, state your name, 
tell her what you’re doing in her 
country, and then be merrily on 
your way. Who gets searched 
going into Jamaica? But then 
again, why not me? Why should 
they trust this sweaty young 
man with the aviator sunglasses 
and camouflage shorts? And 
why does he look so tired when 
the rest of his family is so well 
rested? Go ahead and search 
my bags, there’s nothing in 
there but a couple of Popular 
Science magazines and an old 
FHM. Just another burnt-out 
engineering student, trying to 
catch a few rays of sun before 

he’s cast back to the dogs for 
another four months of cruelty. 
What the hell is wrong with you 
people?!

Jesus, did I say that?
Or just think it?
Was I talking?
Can they hear me?

I awoke several hours later in 
a daze. They had loaded us 

travelers and our luggage onto 
a small chartered bus, to take 
us from the airport in Montego 
Bay to our resort in Ocho Rios. 
The drive was supposed to take 
about two hours, with a stop 
half way for a bathroom break 
and some refreshments. On the 
drive, I was constantly amazed at 
the ridiculously poor condition 
of the pavement, considering 
this was the highway from the 
international airport to one of 
the larger cities on the island. 
I was even more amazed at the 
state of living in such a gorgeous 
country. Two room houses built 

out of whatever was available. 
Lots of corrugated steel roofs 
and ramshackle plywood walls, 
like something you’d see in 
one of those “Adopt-a-child” 
commercials. And yet, there 
on the gravel shoulder of the 
highway, were young people in 
stylish clothes talking on cell 

phones, a scene not so different 
from anything you’d see 
here. As we drove, we passed 
probably a dozen identical tiny 
bars, each one more identical 
than the last. I finally felt some 
of my energy returning as our 
bus slowed and pulled into one 
of these nondescript parking 
lots. No driveway, no curb, just 
parking lot right up to the un-
paved shoulder of that main 
highway.

It was here that I got my first 
real taste of Jamaica. Red 

Stripe in hand, I walked right 
down to the ocean and just sat 
and stared. Welcome to the 

most beautiful poor country in 
the world. And yet, despite all 
the shanty towns and toothless 
Rastafarians just sitting on 
the shoulder of a rundown 
highway, some things seemed 
to be improving. 

Right beside the highway 
we were driving on, a new 

highway was being built, with 
wider lanes and proper grading 
and pedestrian underpasses 
and everything. It was even 
designed to act as a dike for the 
next hurricane season, or so said 
our bus driver, who I’m sure 
was a qualified expert in flood 
forecasting and hydrological 
engineering. New resorts were 
going up every few miles, each 
one “the biggest on this side of 
the island” when construction 
began, only to be bumped 
down a spot a year later when 
some new mega-resort began 
construction. Tourism may be 
Jamaica’s largest industry, but I 
couldn’t help wondering if these 
monstrosities were actually 
good for Jamaica. A shining 
oasis of luxury and decadence 
surrounded by jungle and a 
whole country full of people 
with little more than a roof over 
their heads and a private ganja 
field somewhere close, but out 
of sight. 

But maybe all that doesn’t 
matter. Maybe none of 

it matters. To a people whose 
entire culture is based on peace 
and love and good-happiness 
vibes, does anything really 
matter? And those vibes are 
strong and warm in Jamaica. 
They roll across and over 
everything like a great wave, 
soaking you to your core. I’m 
sure I’ll never be quite the same 
again, and someday, if you look 
closely at my heart, you may 
still see where that great wave 
crested, in that foul year of our 
lord, two thousand and six.
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Valentine’s Day has come 
and gone, but here’s a 

brief review of why it’s a day 
for us to remember to love our 
lovers.  It’s not just an attempt 
to rekindle dying relationships 
nor just to sell chocolates and 
greeting cards, nor did the date 
February 14 just conveniently 
be a day in the cold of winter 
in order to warm up under 
covers together.  No, February 
14th is apparently the day Saint 
Valentine (there were several 
of these martyred saints named 
Valentinus in ancient Rome) 
was executed by the Roman 
Emperor Claudius II in the late 
third century. What’s so special 
about this Saint Valentine, or 
Valentinus, as it were?  He 
was a priest who went against 
the Emperor’s ban on all 
marriages.  This ban was an 
attempt to focus the efforts of 

his soldiers.  He figured that 
if they weren’t preoccupied 
with women they’d be fiercer 
on the battlefield and could 
more thoroughly defend his 
realm with no distractions.  
Valentine held secret marriage 
ceremonies so that these 
couples could enjoy the 
sanctity of the holiest of unions 
to share their love with one 
another.    Claudius found out 
about these ceremonies and 
sent Valentine to jail.  While 
imprisoned, the blind daughter 
of one of the jailors who was 
brought to the jail often had 
long talks with Valentine, 
and on the night before he 
was hanged he passed her 
a note reading “From your 
Valentine.”  It is believed by 
some that the daughter was a 
girl that Valentine had healed 
while some say she was his 

beloved.  One other belief is 
that people would hide little 
notes around Valentine’s cell 
while he was in jail and he 
would offer prayer to them.  
Either way while Hallmark 
may make, what could be 
called a killing in sales in the 
time coming up to February 
14th; Saint Valentine was a 
man who risked, and paid 
with, his life in order to save 
love for lovers.  

Valentine’s Day Blurb
By Paul Lindel,  4th Year Civil

Sexy Game #4
Champagne and
Altoid Blow Jobs

Monica made the Altoid fa-
mous and champagne has 

been a staple of special blow 
jobs for years.  The idea is that 
the bubbles in the champagne 
or the little pieces of strong 
mint tickle the penis to enhance 
this act of love.  

Personally I think it is over-
rated and it’s one of those 

kinky acts tha’s better to talk 
about the day after than to ac-
tally experience.  If you’d rather 
drink the champagne that hold 
it in your mouth, you can use 
carbonated water.  Champagne 
has way more class though.

Sexy Game #5
Body Painting 

Body painting is a great way  
to show off your creative 

talents as well as getting to know 
each others bodies intimately 
and by touch.  Do it slowly 
and use your fingers when ever 
possible and try creating some 
original patterns by rubbing 
yourselves together when you 
are finished.  Use body paints 
that are easily washed off, but 
you may want to put down 
some towels to keep the mess 
off the sheets.   For added fun, 
try painting your partner while 
they are blinfolded  and have 
then try to guess what designs 
you are creating.

Sexy Game #6
Tickling

While not as common as 
spanking, some people 

love to be tickled as a means of 
foreplay.  This can be combined 
with ice and tie up and vibrators 
and even more fun with differ-
ent tickling devices.  Feathers 
are most obvious, but vibra-
tors, fingers, and water jets and 
tongues can also be used an 
each creates its own sensation.  
Try them all.
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The Kama Sutra
A Factual Adventure
By Janet Young, 6th Year Biosystems

As the name implies, the 
Kama Sutra is a text from 

India.  It’s about how to love 
your partner(s) and really fo-
cuses on foreplay.  It was writ-
ten by Vatsyayana in around 4th 
century A.D. and is famous for 
its sex positions.  Despite this, 
it is a religious text that follows 
Tantrism.  Shiva and Shakti are 
the main gods in Tantrism and 
form the half-man, half-woman 
concept, the ardhanarishwara.  
The Kama Sutra also relates to 
Shankarachraya which is the 
oneness of all being.  It concerns 
the three aims of life which are 
material goods (artha) for sur-
vival, erotic practice (kama) for 
continuation of life, and moral 
nature (dharma), which assure 
the cohesion and duration of 
humans.  Vatsyayana believed 
there were eight ways of mak-
ing love with eight sexual po-
sitions for each way of making 
love.  This made for a total of 
sixty-four sex positions or arts 
according to the book.  You’d 
have to study or practice them 
all, and it is suggested that one 
should study the Kama Sutra if 
they want to get it right.  These 
are just some of the sixty-four 
arts of the Kama Sutra that a 
woman or a man who wants to 
be of universal regard has to 
know:

A union of dancing, singing, 
and playing instrumental 

music, spreading and arranging 
beds or couches of flowers, or 
flowers upon the ground, play-
ing on musical glasses filled 
with water, storing and accu-
mulating water in aqueducts, 
cisterns and reservoirs, magic 
or sorcery, solution of riddles, 
enigmas, covert speeches, ver-
bal puzzles and enigmatical 
questions,  the art of mimicry or 
imitation, practice with sword, 
single stick, quarter staff and 

bow and arrow, art of teaching 
parrots and starlings to speak, 
the art of understanding writing 
in cypher, and the writing of 
words in a peculiar way, knowl-
edge of ways of changing and 
disguising the appearance of 
persons, knowledge of gym-
nastics, and the art of knowing 
the character of a man from his 
features 

Some people go to school 
just to learn one of those 

arts, however if this person 
knows a bit about each art 
that’s pretty good too.  Some of 
the information from the Kama 
Sutra could be useful and some 
is kind of far out.  For example 

Part VII, Chapter I, on personal 
adornment; on subjugating the 
hearts of others; and on tonic 
medicines provides this advice:

If a man cuts into small pieces 
the sprouts of the vajnasun-

hi plant, and dips them into a 
mixture of red arsenic and sul-
phur, and then dries them seven 
times, and applies this powder 
mixed with honey to his lin-
gam, he can subjugate a woman 
to his will directly that he has 
had sexual union with her, or if, 
by burning these very sprouts at 
night and looking at the smoke, 
he sees a golden moon behind, 
he will then be successful with 
any woman; or if he throws 

some of the powder of these 
same sprouts mixed with the 
excrement of a monkey upon a 
maiden, she will not be given in 
marriage to anybody else.”  

Realistically speaking, if 
some guy threw monkey 

excrement on me, I don’t think 
I’d marry him no matter what 
he thought he was doing.  And 
he can do whatever he wants 
with his lingam.  

Then there’s information on 
how to approach a woman 

when you want to have sex 
with her.  From Part 3, Chap-
ter II, About the Acquisition of 
a Wife:

“Women, being of a tender na-
ture, want tender beginnings, 
and when they are forcibly ap-
proached by men with whom 
they are but slightly acquaint-
ed, they sometimes suddenly 
become haters of sexual con-
nection, and sometimes even 
haters of the male sex. The man 
should therefore approach the 
girl according to her liking, and 
should make use of those de-
vices by which he may be able 
to establish himself more and 
more into her confidence.” 

I don’t know about the “ten-
der” nature, but a guy cer-

tainly has to introduce himself, 
maybe even get to know a girl, 
before he has sex with her.  
“A man does not succeed ei-
ther by implicitly following 
the inclination of a girl, or by 
wholly opposing her, and he 
should therefore adopt a middle 
course.  He who knows how to 
make himself beloved by wom-
en, as well as to increase their 
honour and create confidence 
in them, this man becomes an 
object of their love.”
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I imagine this is easier 
said than done.

There is also infor-
mation on how a 

woman should make 
love to a man.  From 
Part 3:  About the Ac-
quisition of a Wife, 
Chapter IV “About 
Things to be Done only 
by the man, and the 
acquisition of the girl 
thereby.  Also what is to 
be done by a girl to gain 
over a man, and subject 
him to her.”

“But old authors say 
that a though the girl 
loves the man ever so 
much, she should not 
offer herself, or make 
the first overtures, for a 
girl who does this loses 
her dignity, and is li-
able to be scorned and rejected. 
But when the man shows his 
wish to enjoy her, she should 
be favourable to him and 
should show no change in her 
demeanour when he embraces 
her, and should receive all the 
manifestations of his love as if 
she were ignorant of the state of 
his mind. But when he tries to 
kiss her she should oppose him; 
when he begs to be allowed to 
have sexual intercourse with 
her she should let him touch 
her private parts only and with 
considerable difficulty; and 
though importuned by him, 
she should not yield herself up 
to him as if of her own accord, 
but should resist his attempts to 
have her. It is only, moreover, 
when she is certain that she is 
truly loved, and that her lover 
is indeed devoted to her, and 
will not change his mind, that 
she should then give herself up 
to him, and persuade him to 
marry her quickly. After losing 

her virginity she should tell her 
confidential friends about it.”

Ok, this has some truth to it, 
except women are now al-

lowed to be a lot more liberal 
with men than they were in 
4th century A.D, even in Bol-
lywood.

Now onto physical contact.  
This comes from part 

III: about the Acquisitions of 
a Wife, Chapter VIII:  About 
women acting the part of a man; 
and of the work of a man.  
“The signs of the enjoyment and 
satisfaction of the woman are as 
follows: her body relaxes, she 
closes her eyes, she puts aside 
all bashfulness, and shows in-
creased willingness to unite the 
two organs as closely together 
as possible. On the other hand, 
the signs of her want of enjoy-
ment and of failing to be satis-
fied are as follows: she shakes 
her hands, she does not let the 
man get up, feels dejected, bites 
the man, kicks him, and con-

tinues to go on mov-
ing after the man has 
finished. In such cases 
the man should rub 
the yoni of the woman 
with his hand and fin-
gers (as the elephant 
rubs anything with his 
trunk) before engaging 
in congress, until it is 
softened, and after that 
is done he should pro-
ceed to put his lingam 
into her.”

Sex hasn’t changed a 
lot in two thousand 

years.  Funny how that 
is.  The Kama Sutra 
also has information 
on how to hug eacho-
ther in various ways, 
kissing, nail scratch-
ing (for intense love), 
biting, ways of lying 
down that come with 

names, and male oral sex with 
eunuchs.  Hopefully anything 
written today on this topic has 
a less gender biased approach 
than the Kama Sutra.  However, 
it’s still not bad for 4th century 
A.D.

Sources:
http://files.kavefish.com/pic-
tures/collections/funny_cat_
pictures/_index-list.html

http://www.kamasutra-sex.org/
text/index.html

http://www.englandtree.com/
surnames/d0001/g0000091.
html

Sexy Game #7
Pool Party 

Here’s a way to avoid wor-
rying about the mess 

made by oils and to introduce 
some pleasant bouncing into 
games.  Sneak a kids wading 
pool into your bedroom and use 
it for your slippery games.  Put 
it on the floor and blow it up 
and even put a mattress under-
neath to make the bottom soft.  
Then enjoy coating each other 
with oils and when it’s time to 
slide together, do it in the pool.  
You’ll love the bouncing and 
sliding.

Sexy Game #8
Shaving Games 

One fun game that is perfect 
to save for your birthday 

is shaving your lover.  You 
can carry the shaved parts as 
far as you like to include only 
legs, or pubic areas as well.  
Shaved bodies feel good when 
rubbed against each other, and 
even better when oiled.  Guys 
shouldn’t feel shy about shav-
ing their legs.  Lots of athletes 
such as swimmers and bikers do 
it and these guys always claim 
women love it.  

Sexy Game #9
Position Games  
 You know those sex books 

with all the crazy posi-
tions? Why don’t you pick out 
a dozen or so that you think the 
flexibilty of your own bodies 
will allow you to do without 
a major injury.  Then see how 
many different positions you 
can try before you allow your-
selves to orgasm.  Sounds like 
fun, doesn’t it?

Continued throughout the 
rest of the magazine.  
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On the Front Line:
I want to be an inventor
By Ajay Friesen, EIT

I started engineering for one 
reason, and one reason 

only; I love playing with lego.  
And that’s what I did on those 
lazy Saturday mornings as a 
kid.  While my sister watched 
T.V. I sat there with my head 
down, the next piece of the 
puzzle holding my young 
concentration.  But every once 
in a while I was known to put 
down my lego until the next 
commercial, as I watched Nix 
‘n Tix demonstrate the cruel 
nature of gravity on Popular 
Mechanics for Kids.  Then back 
down my head would go, and I 
would create wonderful things 
out of those little plastic blocks: 
cars, lotto machines, and scissor 
lifts.  This is why I started 
engineering, because I loved 
lego, I loved potato cannons, 
I loved creating monsters.  

I enjoyed the first year or two 
of engineering because I 

thought it would sharpen my 
skills with lego. It was going 
to turn me into a great inventor 
like Newton and Archimedes, 
and it was going to help me 
understand the world like 
Einstein or Feynman.  I wanted 
to be an inventor.  But at some 
point in my education, in 
about my third year, that all 
took a bad turn.  It wasn’t so 
much a startling realization 
as a growing discontent when 
I began to understand that 
engineering wasn’t about 
being a great inventor, wasn’t 
about play or discovery.  It was 
probably that awful class, fourth 
year “Engineering Design” 
that finally put the nail in the 
coffin for me, that turned me 
against nearly all I had learned.

If I had ever asked about there 
being a school for prostitutes, 

a place where young men and 
women could learn the tricks 
of selling their body and soul, 

“Engineering Design” was 
the response.  An engineers 
life was no longer about Nix 
‘n Tix, no longer about those 
great inventions like an electric 
hammer, an un-tip-able chair, a 
bowl used for hot air popcorn 
popping fixed on an old record 
player so that it might fill up 
uniformly and equally on all 
sides;  it had now become 
about turning oneself into 
the ultimate prostitute, about 
selling yourself and your ideas 
better then the next guy, for 

the highest bidder, not because 
your ideas were necessarily 
superior, but because you had 
the nicest poster board, the 
best presentation, the best 
personality, and you were 
wearing the finest kind of hooker 
clothes for picking up “Johns”.  

It seems to be a matter of 
academic integrity and, in 

the end, I think I should have 
seen it sooner.  How many 
times did my professors explain 
the syllabus of their course in 
light of what industry wanted?  
How many times did I drive by 
the SmartPark, that world of 
academic and corporate limbo 
(known as innovation) where 

everyone can be sure of what 
goes in but nobody’s quite sure 
of what comes out?  I can see 
clearly now why my courses 
assumed the ‘industry’ slant 
they did; it can be difficult 
when you’re receiving a 
briefcase full of cash every 
month from Monsanto or 
Cangene to remember your 
morals or why you held on to 
them and its probably very, 
very easy to rationalize a new 
position, to bend your rules 
just a little bit, when you 

delude yourself into thinking 
that the open briefcase on your 
desk is ‘all for the children’.  
Welcome friends, to the new 
face of education.  See how our 
friends on Chancellor’s Circle 
enjoy being on the Monsanto 
payroll while they receive a 
handsome check from us as 
well, the students, the one’s who 
they should really be serving.  
“And if you look to your left 
you’ll see where we train 
Monteris employees.  To your 
right you can see the building 
where TR Labs does most of 
their research.  Sorry what was 
the question?  Yeah, that’s right; 
we dress them in University of 
Manitoba lab coats.  If you look 

quietly across the room you’ll 
see the next set of corporate 
lackeys, oh, and there’s a few 
future employees for the I.T. 
business too, please take care 
not to frighten them.  Thanks for 
taking our tour.  I hope you now 
understand the New Education”.   
Does this compromise academic 
integrity?  Not necessarily, 
but almost certainly.  There 
is no longer a straight line 
between industry and free, un-
interrupted and un-politicized 
research and discovery.  It’s the 
law of nature; you will do what 
you must to survive.  If the 
University sees the SmartPark as 
a means to its own survival then 
the sentiments of SmartPark 
will force the direction of 
the University.  Corporate 
sponsored research is bias 
research, that’s the bottom line.  

And what does all this 
mean for the student?  It 

means that as an engineering 
student, she no longer matters.  
The university’s new job is 
not about teaching a student, 
it’s no longer about education; 
the universities new job is to 
mould a worker, to shape and 
form a new species which will 
be perfect for the position they 
were born into.  The fact that 
the university no longer hides 
the investing parties and allows 
companies called ‘ProfitMaster’ 
to build on their property shows 
that they are training people 
whom they no longer respect.  
They have allowed Monsanto 
and Cangene onto education’s 
terra firma because the New 
Student might be too stupid, 
just a little too short-sighted to 
see that the university has cut a 
deal with the devil, too dense to 
realize that these corporations 
have secretly and spitefully 
bought up their future.
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The University, then, 
continues to meet the 

suitable quota, continues to 
turn out their commodity, an 
identifiable and specifiable 
product that industry can 
purchase: the New Student.  
The New Student is a faceless 
result of the New Education, 
someone who was bred, 
grown, and educated for one 
purpose and to fulfil one 
function.  “And up there, in 
that ivory tower, you can find 
the perpetuators and protectors 
of the Brave New World.  
Thanks for taking our tour.”  
The scariest thing about our 
feverish and diseased notion 
about education is that it has 
worked its way into everyday 
assumptions about the accepted 
lifestyle, the proper destiny.  
And I’ve mentioned this before, 
in an earlier article:  “What 
are you taking in university?  

Engineering?  Oh my, lots of 
good jobs in that field”.  Our 
governments win elections based 
on increasing post-secondary 
enrolment.  Is education for the 
self-realization of you and me 
as individuals?  No, they come 
right out and say it: “it’s meant 
to get more people in the work 
force”.  University and college 
blatantly advertise as being the 
puppets of industry, they put up 
billboards telling us we can get 
better jobs if only we would give 
them an opportunity to train 
us.  And here it is, GATTACA 
revisited, but it’s not sponsored 
solely by government.  It 
is paid for by industry. 

Meanwhile, the New 
Student staggers stupidly 

to her next class, one which 
industry is donating a thousand 
bucks towards.  And she slaps 
herself on the back thinking 

she has beat the system, 
believing that university can be 
a liberating experience.  But the 
clothes she is wearing belong to 
the New Education, and industry 
picked the gang colours.  She 
has been tattooed for a certain 
position and wears the patch on 
the shoulder of her new jacket.

University is supposed to 
be about learning.  It’s 

supposed to be about education, 
wonder, and discovery, not a 
better job.  It’s supposed to be 
about building a dancing lego 
robot, about un-tip-able chairs 
and serendipity.  I’m pretty 
sure that Newton didn’t go 
to University to turn himself 
into someone or something 
more marketable.  He wanted 
to invent.  Galileo wanted 
to invent.  Einstein loved 
imagination above all else.  
They knew that education was 
about self-realization and self-
actualization, that it wasn’t 
about selling yourself but, 
rather, it was about growing.  
I want you to be an inventor.  

“Note the look of complete 
satisfaction, the relief of Mr. 
Industry as he lights up his 
cigarette, feeling completely 
satiated.  See how the New 
Student wipes his mouth with 
the back of his hand as he 
gets off his knees.  He took 
university to get a better job and 
receive more, and more he got: 
see how hard he must swallow.”

“I hope you now understand 
the New Education.  Thanks 
for taking our tour.”

Sexy Game #10
Vibrators 

Vibrators come in so many 
sizes and shapes that 

it seems silly that the penis-
shaped one defines the whole 
genre.  Try round ones and 
flat ones and ones with pencil 
long shapes to help you explore 
nooks and crannies.  Try sev-
eral at once if you can stand it.  
You can quickly get a sensory 
overload with vibrators, which 
can render them meaningless.  
That’s why I suggest using them 
gently as a tease rather that just 
shovng them in place.  If you 
really get into vibrators, keep a 
supply of batteries on hand, you 
don’t want your vibrator to run 
out a little too early. 

Sexy Game #11
Eating each other up

Bubble baths are fun, but 
you can’t eat bubbles 

off your partner.  Honey and 
chocolate and strawberry jam 
are different.  Dribble these 
over your  lover’s body making 
sure to cover all the erogenous 
places and take your time lick-
ing them off.  This is a game it’s 
easy for two to play and if you 
are really worried about mess-
ing up the sheets put down tow-
els or plastic to contol the mess.  
Don’t worry about calories.  If 
you’re doing it right yo’ll find 
plenty of ways to brn them off 
once the licking is done. 

Sexy Game #12
Cushion Play

Take cushion from couches 
and easy chairs around 

your house as well as pilllows 
from all the beds and make a 
playpen.  Use your imagination.  
Maybe you can have more fun 
in this pillow place than in the 
bed.  
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Why All Hands Jobs Are Bad
Or, How I Learned To Stop Worrying & Think About Ugly Chicks While Masturbating
By Mike Shaw, 4th year Mechanical 

When I was approached to write 
an article regarding the failures 
of the girl on guy hand job, I was 
put in quite the pickle.  You see, 
my personal experience with 
gettin’ some wrist action ranges 
somewhere between limited 
and non-existent (non-inclusive 
y’all).  So I took several weeks 
off school to go on a fact find-
ing mission for the Red Lion.  
Alas, my quest for the truth 
came up empty handed.  All I 
ended up with was a black eye, 
several restraining orders and 
severe muscle cramps in my 
wrist.  Then, when I was about 
to throw up my hands in defeat, 
I realized that the answer had 
been right in front of me the en-

tire time.

What’s the difference between 
getting someone else to rub you 
off and doing it yourself?  Less 
work for you.   Unfortunately 
for the ladies, it’s a known fact 
that the thrill of having a girl 
touch your penis starts to fade 
after about the seventeenth 
time (I still go crazy when a 
girl talks to me).  So, when that 
eighteenth time comes around 
all that remains is a poor op-
erator at the switch.  What I’m 
proposing is that the raison 
d’être of poor hand jobs is that 
all guys just love to spank their 
own monkeys.  And, lucky for 
you the reader, I have a master’s 

Figure 1
The Male Survival Kit

The Top Ten Methods Of Boner Protection

10. The binder/textbook.
9.   The leg cross.
8.   Really, really tight pants.
7.   My least favourite: The ‘Tuck Down’.
6.   Extra long sweater, shirt or jacket (can be used with #2).
5.   Really, really baggy pants.
4.   Duct tape.
3.   The always available ‘Hand(s) in the Pocket(s)’.
2.   Praying that no one looks down.
1.   And, my personal favourite the ‘Tuck Up’ (needs loose 
shirt).

degree in debating.

The instant that a man reaches 
puberty, which is somewhere 
between 10ish and 14ish (15 
for me), he commences a strict 
whacking regimen that aver-
ages anywhere from 0.5 to 3 
times a day.  Why does he do 
this?  Because it’s fun, it’s eas-
ier (and cheaper) then getting a 
date and he’s walking around 
with a raging boner 23 hours 
of the day and it’s the only way 
to keep it from being 24 hours 
[See Figure 1].  Due to all the 
practice, young boys have soon 
honed their skills to the point of 
becoming experts.  There is no 
one alive who can do it better, 
not even an extremely attrac-
tive female.

For the non-male readers and 
the male-readers with no arms, 
legs and mouth or no wang 
I will now answer some fun 
FAQs about choking the chick-
en.  Since, I had/have/will have 
no urge to ask any other guys 
about how they pleasure them-
selves I asked and answered all 
of them myself:

Q. How fast?
A. In the height of passion the 
stroke rate is immeasurable but 
I’d guess around 300 spm.

Q. Left or right?
A. In the past most men would 
use their dominant hand to 
“stroke the salami”.  However, 
men of the current generation 
also use their dominant hand 
to use remote controls and 
mice (On a side note: A puppy 
dies every time you use a real 
mouse).  So, the rise of porn has 
forced humankind to adapt and 
now the use of the weaker hand 
is overwhelming.  I for one 
would be screwed if I broke my 
left.

Q. Cut or Uncut?
A. Pay attention to this one 
ladies:  The male money spot 
is right under the head of his 
schlong.  So, if you don’t have 
a foreskin you don’t know what 
you’re missing (muhaha)

Q. Do men remember the first 
time?
A. Of course.  Nothing like a 
surprising squirt in the face to 
let you know you’ve become 
a man.  Late night phone chat 
commercials worked back then 
and they still do today.  Pick up 
the phoonnnneeeeee.

Q. Do they remember the last 
time?
A. Why do you think this article 

Figure 2
Can You Guess Where I Haven’t Preformed A Onesome?

(Hint: There is only one answer)

My bed, someone else’s bed, my desk chair, computer chair, 
easy chair, couch, staff lounge at work, bathroom at work, 
bathroom at high school, classroom in a high school (alone), 
airplane bathroom, somewhere in Eng 1, somewhere in Eng 2, 
somewhere in Arthur Mauro, in the woods, in a car, in a boat, 
in a shower, in a bath, in a hammock or in a room someone else 
was in and did not realize.

Upside Down Answer:  Surprisingly it’s the shower 
(I can’t get ‘er done standing up). 
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Why All Hands Jobs Are Bad
Or, How I Learned To Stop Worrying & Think About Ugly Chicks While Masturbating
By Mike Shaw, 4th year Mechanical 

goes off on so many tangents?  
Obviously you can’t answer a 
question with a question.  The 
really answer is 50-50.

Q. Where do men jerk off?
A. Anyplace they can get their 
hands on [see figure 2].

Q. What is the difference be-
tween masturbating and play-
ing with yourself?
A. When a man masturbates he 
has the main goal of accom-
plishing release.  And, 99 out 
of 100 times he scores (1 out 
of 100 he passes out from the 

Figure 3
The Top Ten Semi-Realistic Fantasies Allowing You To Visu-

alize Getting It On With An Unattainable Hottie

10. Locked inside a room (together).
9. Trapped on a desert island.
8. Stuck in an elevator (like that Aerosmith song)
7. They are really really drunk.
6. You save their life (with some mouth to mouth).
5. You are really really drunk (while doing it (it takes 
awhile))
4. The Canadian. (Trapped in a snow storm)
3. Building collapses, you’re stuck underneath, and she’s a 
virgin.
2. Space shuttle mission to mars.
1. My personal favorite: ‘Last Man On Earth’  (remember: you 
have to please all the ladies)

exertion).  The rest of a man’s 
life, he is playing with himself.  
The instant a man is alone, or 
not concentrating hard not to, 
he starts another game of pock-
et pool.

Q. What do men think about 
while they are squeezing one 
off?
A. Having intercourse with, 
receiving a gummer from, or 
interacting in any way, shape, 
or form with a female they are 
at least remotely attracted to.  
Ironically this includes get-
ting a hand job.  I must point 

out that men are usually think-
ing about specific girls.  These 
objects of their desire fall into 
three main categories: women 
they know, girls that they’ve 
seen in porn, and celebrities.  
But, they will usually mix and 
match to come up with ultimate 
hotties way beyond the hand 
they’ve been dealt in life.  For 
example: the face of a celebrity 
on the body of a porn star do-
ing the things you’ve seen the 
porn star do with the nice per-
sonality of some girl you would 
never touch with a ten foot pole 
(See, personality is important).  
When a man fantasizes, their 
must be at least a small hint of 
realism [See Figure 3].  You 
know that *pug fugly chick 
you know in real life would 
probably be down so why 
not make her look like Selma 
Hayek and………(45 second 
pause)……..Where was I?

In conclusion, female hand jobs 
are always terrible because men 
are to good at jackin’ it.  There-
fore, as a wise man from CSME 
once said, “if you are already 
spitting on it you might as well 
stick it in your mouth”.

Sexy Game #13
Quickies

Quickies are usually thought 
of as inept sex but if you 

create the right mood and fan-
tasy they can be fun.  Besides, 
lots of the games were geared 
towards women and here is 
at least one that the guys will 
like.  Pretend a large closet in 
your house is an elevator.  Go 
into it with a kitchen timer for 
5 minutes.  See if yo can get 
undressed enough to have sex 
and put yourself back into more 
or less presentable form before 
the “door” opens with the timer 
ring.  If you get good enough 
maybe you can try it in a real 
elevator.  
Sexy Game #14
Money Play

Did you eer make love on 
a bed of dollars? Sounds 

like fun doesn’t it?  For a spe-
cial day why not cash your pay-
check into small bills and cover 
your bed with them. Have sex 
on top of all the cash, wrinkling 
and crinkling it under you. 
When you are done, stack it all 
in a pile and go buy yourself a 
killer birthday present. It’s a lot 
more fun than an automatic de-
posit at the bank, just don’t tell 
the store clerks what that odd 
stain is from.

Sexy Game #15
Strip Poker Games

Everyone played strip poker 
as a kid but very few car-

ried out the game to any really 
interesting conclusions.  Now 
that you’re all grown up you 
can work a strip poker game 
into a wonderful kinky episode.  
Being forced to undress in front 
of someone as the result of los-
ing in a game, even if you’ve 
done it a hundred times prior, it 
will be a thrill.  Most strip poker 
games are played by two people 
and most of these games end in 
super sex.  Playing strip poker 
may sound silly for an adult but 
I garanteed the novelty of it will 
make sex special. 
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Nanoscale Sex Appeal
By Will Darracott, EIT

No, this isn’t an article 
about having very little 

sex appeal (read: engineers), 
or the appeal of nanoscale sex 
(not very appealing according 
to my girlfriend; apparently, 
however impressive the flexural 
modulus of a single walled 
carbon nanotube is (see fig 1), 
being invisible to the naked eye 
don’t cut the mustard).  No, 
this is about the sex appeal of 
nanoscale technologies (nano 
meaning 10-9, and referring 
to anything with at least one 
dimension roughly between 
1 and 100 nanometers).  
Companies and countries are 
fervently chomping at the 
bit, trying to get a piece of 
the action.  Anything with the 
word ‘nano’ is jumping off the 
shelves, quicker than you can 
say ‘give a dog a bone’.  Just 
look at the government grants 
available, university projects, 
and industry R&D, everyone is 
being seduced by this most tiny 
of members.  

So, what is all the fuss about? 
Well, the word for a start 

oozes sex appeal, it’s the BMW 
Mini Cooper or the little black 
number of the technological 
world.  I’m not sure if it is the 
actual word (short, snappy, 
practically addable to any 
word to up its sexiness by at 
least a factor of a billion – 
nanoflex, nanobots, nanoshorts, 
nanocarrots, nanojam – you 
get the picture) or the fact that 
there has been an undercurrent 
of nanosexiness that has 
been building up over many 
years and we are currently 
enjoying the beginnings of a 
nanoclimactic peak that will be 
erupting in the coming years.  
Many influential scientists 
and engineers are saying 
that nanoscale technologies 
will drive the next industrial 
revolution (see fig 2), and that 
by 2015 nanorelated goods and 
services will be a $1 trillion 
market, with large technological 
advances predicted in every 
major engineering sector.

And, there are already 
products on the market 

using nanotechnology.  Car 

companies such as GM are 
using nanoclays (highly 
engineered ‘dirt’ for use of a 
better word), and some sports 
equipment manufacturers are 
using carbon nanotubes (the 
most structurally efficient 
material and configuration 
theoretically possible) in golf 
clubs and tennis rackets.  They 
are not making the most of the 
materials (the technologies to 
exploit the full potential have 
not yet been developed), but 
they are achieving some good 
improvements over existing 
composite materials (things 
like strength and stiffness have 
increased by 10-15%, with no 
loss of impact resistance, and 
there are secondary gains such 
as reduced thermal expansion, 
and increased fire retardancy 
and UV protection).  The 
technology is in its infancy, 
and although some say that 
the promise is overstated, the 

potential is really too great to 
ignore.

But, back to the sex appeal 
(what we are really hoping 

to get out of this article).  
Nanoscale particles may not 
seem like they can directly 
boost your sex appeal (though I 
have been told before that every 
inch, or 25 400 000nm counts, 
but who’s to say), though as it 
turns out, there is an age old use 
for nanoparticles, something 
along the lines of: girl meets 
boy, boy hasn’t washed in a 
year, girl falls in love with boy 
– why? – because of nature’s 
ability to pick up single 
pheromone nanoparticles/
molecules, sometimes from 
great distances, which trigger 
a chemical reaction (the result 
of which most of us will have 
witnessed on the macroscale 
when watching the likes of 
Baywatch, or in some people’s 

Fig 1. Single walled nanotube with a pair of bucky balls

Fig 2. The Next Industrial Revolution, an image of a nanostructure.  
Courtesy of the Mirkin Group, Northwestern University
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Sexy Game #15
Sexy Clothes 

Here’s a game that is not 
only fun but will help you 

clean out your closets and use 
up T-shirt collection that you 
can’t wear out.  Make your own 
sexy clothes by taking old stuff 
and cutting out “peak holes” in 
all the good places.  Crotchless 
old jeans and shirts with nipple 
holes are a good strat.  Color 
them with magic marker or 
draw directions on just where 
your lover should start and go.  
When you start love making, 
you don’t even have to worry 
about spills and lotions.  Just 
smear everything around and 
throw them out at the end of 
your session.  Don’t put them 
in the Good Will or Salvation 
Army collection box.  

case the Shopping Channel, or 
any programme on Discovery).  
This particular phenomenon 
can be explained by molecular 
recognition; a fundamental facet 
of life that dictates the order 
and sequence in which nature 
aligns itself through its innate 
ability to detect and react to 
individual molecules.  Did you 
know that the molecule nitric 
oxide (an oxygen and nitrogen 
atom linked together) plays 
many roles in biology, from 
acting as a relay messenger for 
communications within a cell, 
to causing erectile function?  
Also, have you ever noticed 
that you can tell when someone 
is looking at you from behind 
your back? – the eye is capable 
of detecting a single photon, 
and my personal theory (as 

far as I’m aware) is that our 
skin is also able to detect and 
react to very specific levels of 
photon energy, say from the 
concentrated energy reflected 
from a pair of watching eyes.  
From an evolutionary and 
survival standpoint, this would 
make sense; perhaps to detect 
the staring eyes of a potential 
enemy, or the loving gaze of a 
potential sack mate.

Although small, 
nanoparticles interacting 

at a molecular level, where all 
macro properties are defined, 
can be a powerful force to be 
reckoned with.  If we are able 
to increase our understanding 
of what is happening, and 
come up with solutions to 
manipulate and make the most 

of these particles, we may be 
in for an exciting ride, full of 
promise, great performance and 
hopefully a happy ending.

So, there you have it, a 
brief journey through the 

nanoworld, hopefully you’ve 
picked up some threads of 
information, and are interested 
to learn more.  There is great 
potential, though beware of 
being nanoseduced (there be 
gold in them thar hills), and 
make sure you put the effort 
into understanding what is 
going on, before jumping in 
with both feet.  As always, 
play safe, use protection and 
remember to tell yourself; size 
doesn’t matter, it’s what you do 
with it that counts... 

Sexy Game #20
Changing room sex

Having sex in public is a 
favorite fantasy of lots of 

women, but it’s one that few 
have the guts to actually try.  
Also it’s a great way to get ar-
rested.  Try a moderate form of  
public sex sometime soon by 
doing it in the changing room of 
a clothing store.  Pick a classy 
store that has large changing 
rooms and slip in together.  The 
big mirror on the wall is an-
other plus.  You can make love 
feeling you’re almost doing it 
in public and watch yourself 
at the same time.  If the sales 
person look at you funny when 
you come out all mussed and 
flustered, just buy something 
and they won’t give a damn.  
Meanwhile, you’ve fulfilled a 
great fantasy.
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Save Engineering 
By Katie Szilagyi, 5th Year Biosystems, and
Steve Woodrow, 5th year Computer 

Imagine a faculty on an 
average university campus.  

The faculty has a shiny new 
building visible for all to see.  
To the outside eye, this faculty 
looks like the place to be!  But, 
looks can be deceiving.  If you 
look inside the building, you’ll 
find empty classrooms, because 
while there are students eager 
and willing to take classes, 
there simply aren’t enough 
professors to teach them.  
If you look in the modern 
laboratory facilities, you’ll 
find empty workbenches, 
because there simply 
isn’t enough money to 
buy new equipment.  If 
you look at the building’s 
stunning atrium, you’ll 
see modern architecture, 
but no place to sit down 
to study, or relax.  And if 
you start to talk to some of 
the students in the faculty, 
the real problems start to 
come out.  These students 
watch 50-year videos 
during laboratories, 
because a test machine 
broke 10 years ago, and the 
faculty can’t afford to repair 
it.  These students either have 
no teaching assistants to help 
in them in their studies, or else 
have only TA one for a large 
class of 80.  And that TA is too 
overworked to even mark the 
assignments completely, so 
assignments aren’t for marks 
anymore.  These students exist 
in a faculty that simply doesn’t 
have enough funding to operate 
competitively – the combined 
result of a structural deficit and a 
provincial government that fails 
to provide adequate funding for 
post-secondary education.  And 
these students are finally ready 
to say that enough is enough!

These students are future 
engineers.  They will be 

building your bridges, designing 

your buildings, and creating 
the floodway that will protect 
your city from another ‘flood 
of the century’.  They will be 
producing faster computers, 
implementing the electrical 
systems in your homes, 
protecting your environment, 
devising biomedical devices 
that will improve your quality 
of life, and making cars that 
are safer, faster, and more 

fuel-efficient.  Don’t you want 
the people that are designing 
things that touch your life in so 
many ways to be sufficiently 
educated?

You don’t have to look far to 
find a faculty like the one 

in this scenario.  Just look next 
to University Centre to find the 
Engineering and Information 
Technology Complex (EITC).  
One might expect that the sharp 
appearance of the brand new 
building suggests a top rate 
education for all those studying 
within.  This is not the case.  
The situation within the Faculty 
of Engineering is dire.  

For the last seven years, the 
Faculty of Engineering has 

had to run a deficit in order to 
maintain operations.  Every year, 

the deficit has been covered by 
the university administration.  
This year, the university is so 
strapped for funds that it can 
no longer afford to cover the 
Engineering deficit.  

The result?  Engineering 
financial accounts have 

been frozen to prevent further 
spending.  Professors’ operating 
accounts are also frozen – and 

the Dean may be forced to 
borrow money from professors’ 
funds in order to meet the needs 
of basic operations within 
the faculty.  This solution is 
unsustainable.  Without an 
influx of funds into the Faculty, 
Engineering will not have the 
money it needs to operate in 
coming years.  Professors will 
not stand by and allow their 
research money to be restricted.  
Without financial contributions 
from another source, U of M 
Engineering is in trouble.

The outlook is bleak.  
Without proper funding, 

the faculty cannot offer the 
same quality of education that 
students could receive at other 
institutions across Canada.  
This is a big problem in a 
profession like engineering, 

where graduating students 
are assumed to be of the same 
caliber as graduates from other 
post-secondary institutions.  
The problem begins small: 
cancelled electives, fewer 
TAs, outdated lab equipment.  
Before long, the issues escalate.  
A proper engineering school 
cannot function with too few 
permanent professors to teach 
all the required courses; quality 

is compromised with 
sessional instructors or 
grad students standing in 
at front of the classroom.  
A proper engineering 
school needs to generate 
innovative research from 
top rate academics to 
provide students with the 
best possible educational 
environment; quality 
is compromised when 
professors’ operating 
budgets are used to keep 
the faculty afloat.  And 
if you were a professor – 
where would you choose 
to work?  An institution 
where salaries are high and 

research funds are accessible, 
or an institution where salaries 
are barely competitive and part 
of your account has been frozen 
such that the Faculty can pay 
off its deficit?  Suddenly, the 
hundreds of jobs available in 
Alberta are starting to look a lot 
more appealing.

Engineering students are not 
saying that we want to pay 

more.  We’re not trying to make 
our education more expensive 
to get ahead; we’re just trying 
to keep up with the rest of 
Canada!  We’re saying that 
we HAVE to pay more, or else 
we’re going to face very serious 
consequences.  All engineering 
schools in Canada need to meet 
baseline requirements as set out 
by an accreditation board (the 
CEAB) to provide the minimum 
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Sexy Game #17
Spanking 

Light spanking turns on many 
people.  A little warming of 

the behind with a hand or hair 
brush or leather paddle can be 
an exciting kind of foreplay.  
Have the guts to ask your part-
ner if this is one of their fanta-
sies, and if this is one of their 
fantasies and if it is you’ll find 
it easy to incorporate into your 
play.  You can also combine it 
with other games such as ice or 
tie up or oil.  Oiling spanked 
behind is lots of fun for both 
players.  

Sexy Game #18
Sexy Wrap up 

Here’s a novel game.  Wrap 
your spouse in plastic 

wrap.  Not too tightly and leave 
some places for the body to 
breathe so your partner doesn’t 
die or something, and then cut 
out holes in all the good places 
and make love to them.  The 
bodies are totally visible and 
exposed but still somhow en-
cased.  It’s a very sexy theme 
with interesting feelings, and 
people who are into plastic and 
vinyl are going to love it.  

Sexy Game #19
Special Shower

Showering together is prob-
ably something you’ve 

done many times, but have you 
ever tried it fully dressed?  Well 
okay, take off your new leather 
shoes or favorite sweater and 
ditch your wallet, but getting 
into the shower together with 
you clothes still on is a new 
sex treat.  First of all, every-
thing will stick to you like a 
wet T-shirt contest.  And then 
you have the fun of undressing 
each other as the water makes 
you all slippery and clingy.  It’s 
a grat sensation and you can 
get your clothes washed at the 
same time.  

standard of education needed to 
graduate professional engineers.  
If the University of Manitoba 
slips below that baseline, it 
reflects poorly on everyone 
involved. Grads from U of M 
will always be compromised by 
having a loss of accreditation 
associated with their institution.  
No one will remember what 
year you graduated, only what 
school you graduated from.  
It’s true that accreditation is 
a lengthy process; this means 
that U of M isn’t going to 
lose its accreditation this year.  
However, the CEAB team that 
visited in 2006 already identified 
our operating budget as a major 
concern.  And without an influx 
of funds to remedy the problems 
that already exist, it’s just going 
to get worse.  How do we 
continue to offer a competitive 
engineering program without 
any money to fund it?

The Faculty of Engineering 
knows that it cannot 

continue like this.  And so, the 
Dean approached the students.  
On 21 February 2007, the 
student council (UMES) 
officially voted to hold a 
referendum to increase tuition 
fees.  The proposed change is 
a $40 increase per credit hour 
on engineering courses only – 
meaning courses will now cost 
$144 per credit hour instead of 
$104.  This will be a consistent 
charge for both Canadian and 
international students – meaning 
the differential is not applied!  
UMES Council supports this 
initiative as it is committed 
to working towards the best 
possible university experience 
for everyone in engineering.  
This much-needed increase is 
in students’ best interests.

So, if the referendum passes, 
how does this affect the 

price of an engineering degree?  

Even with the fee increase, 
engineering fees will remain 
among the lowest in Canada.  
While per credit hour charges 
will increase to $144, this is 
still considerably below the 
$233 charge at the University 
of Toronto or the $165 charge at 
the University of Saskatchewan.  
Also, that 40% increase that 
the media keeps mentioning 
is untrue.  It refers only to the 
$104  $144 increase per 
credit hour (actually 38.4%). 
Since engineering students 
also take many science courses 
($118/credit hour) and arts 
courses ($100/credit hour), this 
is not a 40% hike with respect 
to the degree.  And because 
Biosystems Engineering 
was already paying $127 
per credit hour, the overall 
increase for those students is 
decreased.  Considering the 
six different degree programs 
take very diverse course 
loads, the different programs 
will be affected as follows: 
28% increase for Civil, 26% 
for Electrical, Mechanical, 
and Manufacturing, 23% 
for Computer, and 15% for 
Biosystems.  In addition, 
$250,000 of the additional 
income will be directed to 
new need-based bursaries for 
students.  This will increase the 
current pool of bursary money 
by 516% – from a current level 
of $60,000 to a new level of 
$310,000.

Post-secondary education 
is an investment in the 

future of our province.  Yet, 
the provincial government 
continues to starve the 
universities of the funds they 
need to provide an acceptable 
level of quality of education for 
the future leaders of Manitoba.  
The government claims to be a 
proud supporter of innovation 
and brags about the newly 

constructed EITC, the proposed 
floodway, and other engineering 
accomplishments.  However, 
the level of funding is a joke.  
Any support the government 
claims to lend to innovation is 
merely to make itself look good.  
If the government were serious 
about fostering innovation and 
technological excellence in 
Manitoba, it would pony up the 
dough and properly fund our 
institutions.

Many have said that 
students need to impose 

pressure on the government 
for increased funding and 
lower fees.  This has been the 
line for a while now, and yet, 
no real changes have been 
realized.  It’s time to say that 
we’ve suffered enough.  Our 
quality of education has passed 
the point of no return. We are 
unable to stand by and watch 
our programs continue to suffer 
if we want to be able to compete 
as engineers in industry.

On March 6th and 7th, see 
RED, vote YES, and 

SAVE ENGINEERING.  If 
you’re not in engineering, wear 
red anyway and support a real 
cause.  And once we say that 
we’re willing to pay, we’re 
going to ask they provincial 
government why they’re not.  
We’re going to ask them if 
they’re serious about that claim 
that they support innovation, 
and tell them to put their money 
where their mouth is.

ERTW

[Ed. Note: This was written and 
submitted before the referendum 
was over, but the Red Lion 
wasn’t completed until after. 
The results of the vote were:
 For: 63.89%
 Against: 35.51%
 Spoiled: 0.60%]
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Victory to the Random:
A Valentine’s Day Choose Your Own Adventure
By Ajay Friessen, EIT

February 13th had been an 
uneventful day for you.  

It was dark outside now and 
you hadn’t done much all day 
except for watch T.V.  At one 
point you had thought about 
shovelling the walkway, but 
that would have been too much 
work, so you sat watching the 
T.V.  But something triggered 
your memory, something you 
had seen while watching Pretty 
Woman had reminded you of 
the conversation you had with 
your girlfriend the day before.  
You had been talking about val-
entines day, what it was about 
and what it was supposed to 
be about.  You had asked your 
girlfriend, her name is Sherry, 
what she had wanted for valen-
tines day and she had told you 
that you didn’t need to get her 
anything.  And so you didn’t.  
But for some reason, you were 
thinking about that now.  Tom-
morow would be valentines 
day and you hadn’t gotten 
your girlfriend anything; did 
she actually want something 
or not?  There were no stores 
open anymore, except maybe 
a drug store, and you couldn’t 
get her anything tomorrow be-
cause you had arranged to meet 
Sherry for breakfast before the 
stores would open; but you are 
having second thoughts, maybe 
not getting her anything was a 
bad idea. What do you do?

Don’t get her anything
(Go to A1)
Go to the drug store
(Go to A2)

A1

You decide not to get her 
anything. After all, she 

said you didn’t need to.  You 
meet her at the restaurant the 
next day.  She hands you a bag.  
The bag is full of wonderful 

gifts: candy, massage oil, and 
Eric Clapton concert tickets.  
Shit, you’re in over your head.  
You didn’t get her anything.  

“Ah, honey, I thought we had 
agreed we wouldn’t get each 
other anything.”
“We never agreed to that,” you 
see the tears begin to well up in 
her eyes.
“Yeah, I’m pretty sure we did.”  
You’re pretty sure you had 
agreed not to get each other 
anything.
“Well, don’t you love me?” 
The tears are rolling down her 
cheeks now.
“Well, yeah, but...”  You’re 
pretty sure you had agreed not 
to get each other anything.
“But what?  Just admit it, you 
don’t love me!”  She’s making 
a scene with her yelling.
“But I do...I...”  You’re pretty 
sure you had agreed not to get 
each other anything.
“You don’t love me!” she yells 
back at you as she runs out of 
the restaurant.What do you do?

You run out of the restaurant 
after her
(Go to B3)
You calmly finish your Eggs 
Florentine
(Go to B2)

A2

You decide, in the end, that 
you should probably get 

her a little something no mat-
ter what she says.  After all, 
women are subtle.  So you 
hop into your car and head to 
the drug store.  All the heart 
shaped chocolates are sold 
out, however, other men seem 
to have had the same idea as 
you.  You decide on some bath 
products, women are into bath 
products.  After about ten min-
utes of picking some things out 

you have what you came for, 
but at the checkout you notice 
the pornography.  You ask for 
a “Barely Legal” and “Boom, 
Boom”, a magazine with larger  
women and, what the hell, you 
decide to get a pack of smokes. 

The next day you’re sitting and 
having breakfast with Sherry.  
She looks pre-occupied and 
then, all of a sudden, “here you 
go honey”.  She hands you a 
bag.  The bag is full of wonder-
ful gifts: candy, massage oil, 
and Eric Clapton concert tick-
ets.  Shit, you’re in over your 
head.  You hand her the stuff 
you got her, still in the drug-
mart bag.

“What’s this?”  As she looks up 
and you with a nervous smile 
you catch a glimpse of what 
she’s pulling out of the bag: 
some bath products, a pack of 
smokes, “Barely Legal”, and 
“Boom, Boom”.  Shit. She runs 
runs, what do you do?

You run out of the restaurant 
after her
(Go to B1)
You calmly finish your Eggs 
Florentine
(Go to B2)

B1

“Honey bun, come back” 
you yell after her as 

you run out of the restaurant.  
She turns around and throws 
the package at you, spilling ev-
erything and sending “Boom, 
Boom” sliding across the pave-
ment.  

“Okay, wait a second, let me 
explain,” you plead with her, 
but she won’t have anything to 
do with it.  The two of you cre-
ate quite a scene in the middle 
of that parking lot.  Sherry yells 

at you for thirty minutes, not 
allowing you to get a word in 
edgewise.  Her face is red and 
covered with hatred and she’s 
begun spitting while she shouts, 
you can see her spit flash in the 
sunlight as she screams at you.  
Then she runs out of steam and 
settles down.   “Okay, I get it,” 
she says, “you forgot to get 
me a valentines day gift.”  She 
starts to tear up, “but am I not 
good enough for you?  Why did 
you have to get porn?” Your re-
sponse...

“Because honey, I have needs” 
(Go to C1)
“Because honey, my cousin 
Earl has needs”
(Go to C2)

B2

You decide she needs a few 
minutes to cool off, so you 

stay in the restaurant to finish 
your eggs Florentine as she 
runs out the door.  After twenty 
minutes you decide it would be 
a good idea to go out into the 
parking lot to find whats left of 
your sobbing girlfriend so that 
you can try to make up.  But 
she’s not there.  You look around 
the parking lot for a while and 
realize that her blue Malibu 
isn’t there.  She had left.  You 
walk up to your red Grand Am, 
wait a minute, blue Grand Am?  
You realize that right near that 
new dent you had never seen 
before there is a nice streak of 
blue paint, blue Malibu paint.  
She can’t be happy.  You drive 
home.

For most of the day you’re try-
ing to get a hold of her, but she 
won’t answer the phone.  You 
send her an email and try to see 
if she’s on MSN.  Her little icon 
shows that she’s online, but de-
spite your incessant messaging, 
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she’s not writing anything back.  
You stay up all night trying to 
reach her, but she doesn’t want 
to be reached.  

The next morning, after having 
gotten some sleep you get back 
to your computer and see that 
she is no longer on MSN.  The 
only light in the room comes 
from an offline message box 
that popped up while you where 
sleeping: “You’re an asshole.  
We’re through”

Go To Breakup

B3

You run out of the restau-
rant after her, “Of course 

I love you honey.”
“Then why didn’t you get me 
anything?” she asks as she turns 
around.
“Well, because....I have some-
thing really good planned.”
“You do?”
“Yeah, I, uh....got us reserva-
tions at the revolving restaurant 
tonight.”  You don’t have res-
ervations at the revolving res-
taurant, but you needed to buy 
some time, “wait, what are you 
doing?”
She pulls out her cellphone, 
“I’m calling the revolving 
restaurant, to make sure they 
haven’t lost our reservation.”  

You see her lips move as she 
asks if there is a reservation 
under your name, but you can 
barely hear a sound.  You see 
her say thank you.  You see the 
tears well up in her eyes as she 
realizes the truth.  You see her 
turn around, and start running 
again. 
 
Go To Breakup

C1

“Because honey, I’ve got 
needs.” 

“You have needs?  You have 
NEEDS?”

“Ummmm, no?”
 “You will never call me again, 
you hear?  Never again.”  She 
doesn’t want you to call her 
again.  You can tell she’s upset.  
It might have been a mistake to 
tell her you had needs, but its 
too late to take it back...or is it?
“Ummm, I don’t have needs.”
“Fuck you.  I’ve been sleeping 
with someone else anyway.”  
With that, she walks to her car 
and drives off.

Go To Breakup

C2

“Because honey, my 
cousin Earl has needs,” 

whew, you saved that one.
“And you buy this filth for him?  
He’s only eleven years old, for 
crying out loud.”  She’s not im-
pressed.
“Well, he has to learn some-
time, doesn’t he?”
“Yeah I suppose so.”  She just 
might see your point.
“And its better he learn this way 
then going through an endless 
string of hopeless one nighters 
like I did, isn’t it?”  You told her 
about the very loose women you 
used to hang out with, right?
“What?”  She starts to tear up 
again, “you told me I was your 
first.”
“Uhhh, first girl I loved.”  Did 
you save it?
“No, no.  You said I was the first 
one you had ever made love 
with...you said....” she starts 
crying, “were you careful?  Did 
you use a condom?”  The news 
you’re about to tell her won’t 
go over well.
“Did I what?  Use a condom for 
my endless string of women?  
Well, I guess...well...no.”
“Don’t ever call me again, 
creep.”  She runs off crying.

Go To Breakup

THE BREAKUP

It’s been over a month now 
since you’ve last talked to 

Sherry, and you’re miserable.  
In the first week since she left, 
you lost your job.  In the sec-
ond week you lost most of your 
friends.  And in the third week 
you lost your health.  When 
Sherry left you were sent into 
a downward spiral of alcohol 
and drug abuse, which in turn 
fuelled a downward spiral in 
the quality of women you spent 
time with.  You have a terrible 
rash.  It started at your groin 
and your body is now riddled 
with it; red and terribly itching 
sores cover your chest and legs, 
and bad canker sores plague 
your mouth.  

It is nightime now, and you are 
watching Pretty Woman just like 
you were the night before it all 
took a bad turn.  The only light 
in the room is the dull green 
glow cast by the flickering T.V. 
and even that seems to sting 
your eyes.  You’ve been watch-
ing T.V. for days.  You’ve run 
out of food and the butt filled 
ashtray shows that you’ve run 
out of cigarettes too.  Cigarette 
butts spill from the ashtray onto 
the dirty carpet, an addition to 
the food wrappers, beer bottles 
and crushed pieces of popcorn.  
You try to take a deep breath, 
but nearly choke on the stale 
and smoky air that seems to fill 
the room.  The smell of sweat 
clings to you.  You lay down on 
the couch, trying to brush off 
crumbs to make it a little more 
comfortable.  But it is not com-
fortable.  You lay your head on 
the damp and dirty pillow, and 
close your eyes.  Happy Valen-
tine’s day.  

Sexy Game #20
Video Games 

Pornographic videos were 
the driving force behind the 

success of the VCR as a home 
entertainment device.  Until just 
a few years ago, over 50% of all 
videos sold were of the X-rated 
variety.  Now, with video cam-
eras so small and  easy to use, 
you can make your own home 
movies.  You can be  the stars 
and you can watch them and 
see if they turn you on much as 
the professional pornographic 
ones do.  

Many people get turned on 
making their own videos 

with themselves as the perform-
ers, and what better time than 
the present.

Sexy Game #21
Blindfolded Sex

Lots of people make love in 
dark rooms and even more 

close their eyes during sex, at 
least at the critical moment.  
The thing that makes blindfold-
ed sex a bit more exciting is the 
knowledge that your partner can 
see you and you can’t see them.  
The blindfolded party has the 
helpless feeling that many find 
thrilling; feeling helpless while 
their partner is visually in total 
control.  It’s a great combina-
tion and a very simple way to 
get into more imaginative sex.   

Be sure to use a comfortable 
blindfold.  Something soft 

and opaque and large enough to 
really cover the eyes.  Using a 
handkerchief that you can par-
tially see through and that falls 
off half way through the games 
ruins the effect.  To make imag-
inative sex work, spend a few 
moments to do it right.  
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The Sexy Quiz 
For the gentlemen and the ladies 
By Amy Meacham , 4th year Civil 
1. What is your Idea of
 a sexy night out with
 your partner?
a. Going to the mall
b. Going out to a nice
 restaurant 
c. Going to the strip club to
 watch me dance

2. What does your
 underwear drawer
 contain?
a. Granny panties and t-shirts
b. Silky panties and lacy bras
c. Thong, g-strings, whips,
 garters, and that giant
 beige dildo from the
 classifieds last issue
 (what a deal!). 

3. When you are going out
 on a date at night what
 do you wear?
a. Pants and a top, nothing
 fancy 
b. A nice dress or skirts with
 some nice lacy underwear 
c. A trench coat with nothing
 underneath

4. Do you wear a thong?
a. No they are far too
 uncomfortable 
b. One when I’m dressing up
 for a partner
c. Only the edible ones

5. What do you wear to bed
 mostly?
a. A t-shirt 
b. A nighty
c. A strap-on

6. What is your idea of a
 romantic movie?
a. The latest box office hit 
b. An artsy love story 
c. Laura and Lacey’s Lesbian
 Adventure

7. What is your idea of a
 good massage?
a. A nice neck massage
b. A deep penetrating back
 rub 
c. Finger blasting 

8. What would you wear
 for a hot photo shoot? 

a. A sexy red dress
b. Your sexiest underwear
c. Your half-naked co-ed
 roommate

9. How long do you
 normally kiss your
 partner for?
a. A couple of quick pecks is
 enough 
b. A nice long kiss a few
 minutes or so is good 
c. If by kissing you mean
 f*cking, for hours

10. When it comes to some
 fun in the bedroom do
 you?
a. Know what you like and
 don’t want to do anything
 else
b. Always open to try new
 things, but only if I like it
c. Do it, whether it hurts or
 not

11. When is a good time
 for some love making?
a. At night before bed

b. Either morning or night,
 whenever I feel like it 
c. It is always a good time
 for f*cking

12. What do you think about
 talking dirty in bed?
a. There is no need for
 conversation at this time
b. I will do it if my partner
 wants to hear it 
c. Dirty talk makes me wet

13. Your idea of being kinky
 in the bedroom is?
a. Doing it with the lights on
b. Not just staying on the bed
c. The girl my guy works
 with, with a strap on

14. What is a threesome?
a. One person short of 
 pillow fight
b. A fantasy and just that
c. One guy short of a good
 time. 

15. When it comes to sex,
 who initiates it?
a. Always my partner, never
 me 
b. Sometimes me, sometimes
 my partner
c. The girl next door

If you answered mostly A:

You better be my mom, my sister, or insanely beautiful because there is no 
excuse for granny panties.  And if you think you don’t need to put out, your 

wrong.   Do you think a guy would be content having deep meaningful conversations 
with Paris Hilton?  Then, as my third favorite band says: “Who the f*ck are you?”.  
If you have a boyfriend, he’s cheating on you; and if you don’t, he’s still cheating 
on you.  Physical intimacy is an important part of any adult relationship (the only 
part actually) so if you want one you got to be prepared to get freaky*.  If you don’t 
want a relationship please read the hand job article and replace every second word 
with ‘fingering yourself’.  Ever heard the saying that guys want a lady on the street 
and a freak in the bed?  Well it’s wrong: they want a freak on the street, in the alley, 
in the bus shelter, on the sidewalk, in the gutter……..

I recommend loosening up a little.  Next time you walk out of class look for 
the hottest red-head you can find and ask him out.  Remember to mention that 

you’re willing to pay.  He’ll be able to at least turn you into someone who answers 
‘B’ most of the time.

If you answered mostly B:

If you’re not in a relationship, give me a call.  If 
you are in a relationship, give me a call.  You’re 

the perfect girl for a semi experienced guy and 
almost wife material.  Don’t be afraid to move up to 
level C every once in a while.  Guys like consistent 
action as in they’re always getting some; but not in 
the sense that they are always getting the same thing.  
Remember that a mouth can be used in numerous 
delightful ways.

If you answered mostly C:

How many times must I tell you Amy?  You can’t do your own quiz.  On the off chance some other girl actually filled out mostly C, 
do not call me.  Why?  You ever tried flipping a hotdog in a hallway?

*Mike in no way endorses pre-marital sex.  May God have mercy on your sick, sick soul.
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1. What is your Idea of
 a sexy night out with
 your partner?
a. Going to the bar for some
 drinks 
b. Going out for some
 chicken, maybe some sex.
c. Staying in and doing it in
 the bum

2. What does your
 underwear drawer
 contain?
a. Thightie whities 
b. Boxer short/briefs 
c. Two years worth
 of ‘Club’ magazines

3. On a date at night what
 do you wear?
a. Jeans and a t-shirt
b. Dress pants and a nice
 shirt, and of course clean
 underwear
c. F*ck dating, when do we
 f*ck?

4. Do you wear a thong?
a. Of course, all the time 
b. Only when I’m in the
 mood 
c. Nope, I’m pretty sure I’m
 not a transsexual hooker

5. What do you wear to bed
 mostly?
a. Sweats and a T-shirt 
b. Just underwear
c. A cock ring

6. What is your idea of a
 romantic movie?
a. The latest box office hit 
b. An artsy love story 
c. Giant Teen Titties 6

7. What is your idea of a
 good massage?
a. A nice neck massage
b. A deep penetrating back
 rub 
c. Finger blasting 

8. What would you sport
 for a sexy photo shoot?
a. A nice suit
b. Some sexy gitch
c. A strategically placed
 kielbasa sausage

9. How long do you
 normally kiss your
 partner for?
a. A couple of quick pecks is
 enough 
b. A nice long kiss a few
 minutes or so is good 
c. If I’m kissing her pussy,
 forever.

10. When it comes to some
 fun in the bedroom,
 you...
a. Know what you like and
 don’t want to do anything
 else 
b. Are always open for new
 things, but only if you like
 them
c. Bust out the anal beads!

11. When is a good time
 for some love making?
a. At night before bed
b. Either morning or night,
 whenever I feel like it 
c. It is always a good time
 for f*cking

12. What do you think about
 talking dirty in bed?
a. There is so need for
 conversation in the bed
b. I will do it if my partner
 wants to hear it
c. I can’t get off without it

13. Your idea of being kinky
 in the bedroom is?
a. Doing it with the lights on
b. Not just staying on the bed
c. F*ck the bedroom, tie me
 up in the kitchen

14. What is a threesome?
a. One person short of a
 proper Guild Wars quest.
b. Something I got slapped
 for even suggesting
c. Five chicks short of a
 good romp in a hot tub

15. When it comes to sex,
 who initiates it?
a. Always my partner, never
 me 
b. Sometimes me, sometimes
 my partner
c. Random strangers

If you answered mostly A:
Lighten up, this is university.  
If your not going to get a sexu-
ally transmitted disease here… 
where else are you going to get 
one?  Once you graduate from 
engineering, your sex life is 
only going to get worse.  Join 
the Great Northern Concrete 
toboggan team; it’s a love mak-
ing convention.  Everyone is 
so drunk, there are no inhibi-
tions, you don’t know what 
anyone looks like, and you 
can’t remember in the morn-
ing anyway.  Loosening up 
will probably only make your 
Grade Point Average better 
anyway, and stop worry about it 
to begin with.  Grades don’t get 
the jobs, social skills do.  You 
can’t have good social skills if 
you’ve never gotten laid, so get 
on with it.  Look at Mike Shaw, 
he’s a primo example at sexual-
ly frustrated social skills.  He’s 
a genius, but you can’t have an 
intellectual conversation with 
him if you tried.  Throw out all 
the underwear your mother has 
ever bought for you and buy 
some sexy boxer briefs.  Drink 
a bunch of Rye and go to a club 
like the Lid.  Drink some Red 
Bull and dance with any girl, 
she’ll do the rest.  You’ll get 
that job you wanted, no prob-
lem.  You have to get rid of all 
the pent up frustration.  You 
are wound too tight.  Every in-
terviewer will thank you, you 
won’t be talking a million miles 
a minute, you’ll be lade back, 
calm, cool, and collected. 

Good luck. 

You’ll thank me later.  

If you answered mostly B:
If you’re in a relationship, you’re excused.  It’s probably great.  Congratulations for being an engi-
neer, and getting someone who can put up with you always being right about everything, even if it 
pertains to something like interior design.  But, make sure you keep it interesting.  No one wants to 
marry someone who does the same thing in bed year after year because he’s calculated exactly how 
to get her off with the most effective time.  Sex is not an algorithm; therefore you need to switch 
it up.  Even if it takes longer to climax, it’s good.  I know everything should be maximized and ef-
ficient.  But, that’s not how the bedroom works. 

If you are not in a relationship, you need to get in one.  You’re perfect for one.  You’re not to weird, 
but you could be. Non-engineers like that.  You can be taken out in public (you’re not an electri-
cal), and you can be taken to the bedroom.   You’re what everyone wants.  Go for it, you’re a catch.  
You’re smart, sexy, and you know what people want.  

If you answered mostly C:
Are you human?
Are you single?
Want to go out sometime? 
Email the Redlion, we could 
use a man like you.
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WEAPONS OF  MATH  INSTRUCTION 
Part 2 of 2
By Anthony Densmore, 4th year Mechanical

Dividing Two Numbers

Now that we’ve got the hang of 
multiplication, it’s time to do it 
in division.  Suppose you want 
to divide 6.4/3.8.  It’s a little 
difficult to do this one in your 
head.  It is once again important 
to note that not all the divisions 
are the same.  Below, you can 
see the result of this calcula-
tion, using the A & B scales.  
I’ve left the cursor at 3.8 (de-
nominator) on the B scale, so 
you can see how it lines up to 
6.4 on the A scale (numerator).  
Reading from the index of the 
B scale on the A scale, we see 
that the result is approximately 
1.68.  Check it on your calcula-
tor if you don’t believe me.

Squares & Square Roots
Squares and square roots are 
very easy on slide rules.  Re-
member how the A & B scales 
have 2 decades, while the C 
& D scales have only 1?  Well 
guess what?  That means that 
every number on the A or B 
scale is the square of the cor-
responding number on the D or 
C scale, respectively.  For ex-
ample, below you can see that 
2.42 is approximately 5.75 and 
that the square root of 5.75 is 
approximately 2.4.

Cubes & Cube Roots
The K scale, as mentioned be-
fore, has 3 decades.  The C and 
D scales have 1 decade.  You 
can figure out the rest.  Using 
the figure from squares and 
square roots, find the 2.43 (you 
should get 13.8, which is a good 
approximation).

Trigonometry
For trigonometry, we will use 
the S and T scales, along with 

Division of 6.4/3.8 = 1.68 using the A & B scales.

Squaring 2.4 using A & C scales.

Sin(30) =0.5 using S and D scales [7].



FEBRUARY 2007 2�

Sexy Game #22
Flashers 

Both of you should go some-
place with nothing on but 

an overcoat.  No underwear, 
no nothing, just toatally naked 
underneath.  Discover crazy 
places where you can have sex.  
In the car it’ll be a cinch, but 
if your imaginative and daring 
you can try it in many more ex-
citing places.  Without clohes 
to hinder you, it’s easy to have 
sex in a park or standing on a 
dark street or in a utility closet 
in a building.  Public lavatories, 
large phone booths, unused 
staricases and every other se-
cluded place you can think of 
become opportunities for sex.  
Movie theaters are particularily 
great.  Choose a romantic film 
or one that’s noisy.  The possi-
bilities for simple fondling are 
endless and can really be done 
almost anyplace.  All you have 
to do to start this fun is to have 
the guts to forego clothes under 
your coat.  

the D scale.  The S and T scales 
mark of the angle, and the D 
scale gives the sine or tangent 
of that angle, depending on 
whether you found the angle on 
the S or T scale.  The slide rule 
simulator being used for these 
calculations is a decitrig unit.  
You will notice that the S and T 
scales are labeled differently on 
the top and bottom.  These vary 
between slide rules, so it pays 
to be familiar with the slide rule 
you’re using. It is also impor-
tant to remember the rule of 
thumb about the sines of very 
small angles.

 
Logarithms & Natural 

Logs
The L and Ln scales provide 
the logarithms and natural 
logarithms of the correspond-
ing value on the D scale.  Just 
line up the indices of the scales, 
and read the log or natural log 
of any value on the D scale off 
the L or Ln scale.  For example, 
below you can easily see that 
log (2)=0.3.  I’ll leave it up to 
you to determine the natural log 
of 2.

Notice that the scales have 
changed.  This is because the 
Picket N3-T slide rule is a du-
plex slide rule, and the simu-
lator reflects this.  What you 
see in the image above is the 
reverse side of the slide rule.  

Note that the C & D scales car-
ry over.  These are your refer-
ences scales.

Exponents
Determining the values of a 
number raised to an exponent 
requires a rule with log log 
scales.  This is a slightly more 
complicated topic, so I’ll leave 
it to your own initiative to learn 
about it.  Unless you have a log 
log rule, it’s not worth boring 
you over.

Multiple Sequential
Operations

[Ed: Thats what she said!]

Many calculations in engineer-
ing require multiple steps, and 
this is where the cursor really 
comes into it’s own.  You can 
use it to carry on equations.  
Simply remember the order of 
operations (BEDMAS), and 
carry on the calculations.  This 
is where your understanding 
of the principles of slide rules 
comes into play.  Sometimes 
equations require using differ-
ent procedures for certain pro-
cesses in order to stay on the 
slide rule.  Duplex slide rules 
make this easier, as you can flip 
the slide rule over and continue 
on the other side to access dif-
ferent scales for different func-

tions.  Both sides of a duplex 
slide rule have C & D scales, 
and you can use these as a com-
mon base point.

So You Want Your Own 
Slide Rule?

So now you’ve learned how to 
use a slide rule, and you’ve de-
cided to get one for yourself.  

It pays to do a little research 
before you buy.  Antique deal-
ers don’t often know very much 
about slide rules, and online 
auctions are risky at best, so it 
pays to know what you’re look-
ing at.  If you don’t know, write 
down the make and model and 
go do some research.  Sphere’s 
Slide Rule Universe [10] is an 
excellent resource for all things 
slide rule.  Don’t worry too 
much about the slide rule not 
being there when you return, 
slide rules tend not to be hot 
sellers.  Unless, of course, you 
see me browsing the selection.

One more option for obtain-
ing a slide rule is to make one.  
There are several options open 
to you for this.  The simplest 
homemade slide rule is prob-
ably the one designed by Scien-
tific American magazine [11].  
All it requires is one sheet of 
8.5”x11” piece of paper, some 
scotch tape, and a fine marker.

The End
Well, that’s all I have to say.  
You can breathe a sigh of relief 
now.  If you want to learn more, 
all the references in the bibliog-
raphy are very good, and a sim-
ple Google search will find lots 
of information as well.  Enjoy 
collecting, and learning about 
a part of Engineering heritage.  
Thanks for reading this long, 
probably boring article, and 
if you know of any good slide 
rules for sale let me know!

[Ed: Anthony had a whole 
whack of references, but there’s 
just no room to print them. 
Come see us for a full list if 
you’re really worried about it]

log (2)=0.3 using D and L scales.



ThE REd Lion30

Dodgeball
…Grab your Balls and Come!
By Mike Shaw, 4th year Mechanical

In prehistoric times ape 
like creatures passed 

the time by flinging shit at 
each other.  After millions 
of years of complex 
evolutioni humans now 
pass the time by flinging 
shit at each other AND 
getting drunk.

This years EngWeek 
was highlighted by 

the largest dodgeball 
tournament in Atrium 
history. So much ball 
handling occured that 
UMES received a large 
donation from NAMBLAii.  
Unfortunately for the 
numerous spectators 
that showed up to watch, 
my presence was noticeably 
lacking from the court.  
Although I owned everyone 
in the last tourney, I departed 
in disgrace after a fair maiden 
used her ample bosom to snatch 
one of my balls from thin air.  I 
haven’t played with any balls 
since.  But, four hours of non-
stop ball action left the crowd 
and participants more than 
satisfied, and quite sweaty.

The event itself had numerous 
groin-grabbingly hilarious 

moments.  Complex statistical 
analysis of the event revealed 
that three times the normal 
amount of spectators were hit in 
the crotch.  I was lucky enough 
to have had my hands in my 
pockets when a knuckle ball 
caught me off guard.  One really 
drunk spectator was removed 
for heckling some of the teams.  
His comments were rude, vulgar 
and unrepeatable.  For example 
“Froshed Slosh?  More like 
Futt Buckers!”, “Professors 
of Punishment?  More like 
professors of being less then 
proficient at this amusement 
we entitle dodgeball!” and 
“Sunbeams and Candyhearts? 

More like…..wait a second.  
What do you do when the name 
already sounds like a punch 
line?”.  Throughout the night 
‘Stroke, Poke and Choke’, 
‘Fuck Yah’ and several other 
teams participated in a study 
involving the effects of beer on 
ball playing ability.  I publish 
the results of their exhaustive 
research here:

1 Beer: The player’s muscles 
loosen, allowing for a smoother 
throwing motion.
2 Beers: Fatigue is eliminated 
and players can go hard for 
minutes at a time.
3 Beers: Evasion skills are 
enhanced, matrix-like moves 

become common.
4 Beers: Pain factor is removed 
and players make all throws at 
maximum power.
5 Beers: Precision targeting 
becomes more difficult for the 
player.
6 Beers: Evasion moves 
go from Matrix to Charlie 
Chippendale.
7 Beers: Crossing of centre line 
incidents increase dramatically.
8 Beers: Mouthing off the ref 
becomes extremely profane.
9 Beers: Player is now officially 
‘In The Zone’
10 Beers: Player losses interest 
in dodgeball and starts hitting 
on everything in sight.

20 Beers: After being shot 
down for several hours 
player starts playing with 
balls again.

The one problem 
with EngWeek’s 

Atriumballiii was cost.  
If you weren’t on an 
EngWeek team then you 
couldn’t make one without 
paying $10 per player.  
That’s redonkulous.  On 
the same topic why did 
EngWeek cost $10 per 
person?  Everything is 
free except for Rumours.  
Maybe we should cut that 
out of the itinerary.  Who 
wants a comic who does 

nothing but use dirty language 
and make stupid inneuendos?

Combining dodgeball, 
atrium and booze was the 

greatest idea ever invented 
by a University of Manitoba 
Engineering student (kind of 
sad).  So why not make it a 
regular monthly, bi-weekly or 
even weekly event?  How about 
Tuesday nights at 7:00?  All in 
favour, grab your balls and 
comeiv...  

Affectionately Yours,
Michael Shaw

i) I don’t personally believe in 
Evolution but it makes a great 
line.
ii) NAMBLA is the national 
man-boy love association.
iii) ‘Atriumball’ is copyrighted 
by K Michael Shaw January 27 
2008.  Any use must be credited 
to him.
iv) ‘Grab your balls and come’ 
is copyrighted by K Michael 
Shaw January 27 2008.  Any 
use in relation to dodgeball 
must be credited to him.
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Sexy Game #23
Extedended Foreplay

Women forever complain 
about men rushing fore-

play.  They are going to love this 
game.  Take a kitchen timer and 
set it for 15 minutes.  Spend the 
entire 15 minutes kissing.  Yes, 
you can kiss any place you like 
but you must keep her clothes 
on.  Then, when the timer rings, 
set it to 15 minutes again and 
start massaging her body.  You 
can take off her clothes now, 
but not her underwear, and you 
can massage any place you like.  
When the timer rings again you 
can take off her underwear 
and spend the next 15 min-
utes probing and caressing and 
stroking wherever you like but 
no penetration is allowed.  You 
both probably won’t remember 
to reset the timer for the last 15 
minutes, so you can let it last as 
long as you like.  

Sexy Game #24
Ice Cubes 

There’s lots of fun stuff ou 
can do with ice cubes.  Ice 

tingles the skin and the skin is 
the largest organ of the body.  
Tingling anything when it 
comes to sex is a good thing.  
Try rubbing an ice cube over 
nipples thing.  Try rubbing an 
ice cube over nipples to erect 
them, not for too long a period, 
just a tickle and touch. 

The real trick with ice is to 
use it judiciously.  Just 

a touch and a tease and not 
enough to freeze the body part.  
Use the ice to make your part-
ner aware of their skin and the 
different sensations it can enjoy 
with varying temperatures.  

After a part is cooled with 
the ice, warm it with your 

mouth or you own skin.  You’ll 
find it is an explosive combi-
naiton.  

Another Toonie Lot Article
By Paul Lindel, 4th year civil 

So, it’s getting late in the 
season for writing articles 

for the upcoming Red Lion…
or as it were Red LOIN.  
I’m leaving tonight for the 
mountains to enjoy some well 
deserved debauchery with my 
cousins on the slopes of Fernie 
for ‘reading week’ (and I use 
that term loosely) and I figure 
it’ll be a while before I have a 
chance (or take the chance is 
more like it) to sit down and type 
up something to 
soothe the aching 
space where my 
article(s) will 
be placed.  So, 
Amy, here goes 
n o t h i n g … o r 
rather here goes 
my journalistic 
i n t e g r i t y

As I was 
g e t t i n g 

to school this 
morning, I 
debated the idea 
of writing yet another article 
on the pitfalls of trying to get to 
school on time I was slapped in 
the face yet again by the journey 
from the toonie lot.  Yes, the 
catalyst to which I refer is the 
shuttle bus.  I must first tip my 
hat and give a brief moment of 
silence to the late Paul who we 
lost last term.  He used to burn 
around campus getting people 
to classes ON TIME. It was like 
he’d make it a personal goal to 
get around the campus, picking 
up as many passengers that he 
could fit and get to the end of 
the road (transit bus stops) as 
fast as possible then try to beat 
that record the next time.  The 
only catch when he was around 
was that when you saw the bus 
coming, you’d best run to get 
to it because if you weren’t 
on it, it was leaving. Now, I in 
no way mean to say that if he 
saw you burning rubber to get 

there that he wouldn’t wait for a 
moment to allow you to get on, 
especially in the weather we’ve 
been experiencing this winter, 
but unlike the experience of 
using the shuttle bus now, you 
had to make an effort.  This 
leads me to the current state of 
affairs of using the shuttle bus.  
The new guy, who is very nice 
and what-not and I by no means 
attempt to take any stabs at him 
personally, drives the bus like 

it’s a 90 year old woman made 
of crackers…dude, it’s not 
going to break if you ride it a 
bit.  It used to be that getting on 
the bus meant that you’d be on 
time or at least close to on time 
for whatever class it was that 
you were heading to.  Now, it 
feels as though taking the bus 
is more of a deterrent to getting 
there before the sign in sheet…
albeit a warm deterrent. I made 
it relatively on time this morning 
despite another frigid Manitoba 
day and I got on the bus…it 
sat there…and sat there…for 
another ten minutes we waited 
for the people who were (yes, 
I’m gonna use a term that 
makes me look even OLDER 
in comparison to you young 
whippersnappers) lollygagging 
as they slowly crept out of their 
cars locked up and fastened 
their backpacks to their slow-
ass bodies.  It’s called, “the bus 

is leaving, if you’re not on it, 
you’re not gonna be.”  People 
can accept the fact that if they 
miss the bus, it’s just too bad, 
they’ll have to walk or wait 
for the next one.   We’re not 
elementary students; we’re in 
University for f@#k sakes.  It’s 
not even just that he waits for 
people to crawl to the bus, if 
anything, he’s just empathetic 
towards people freezing on the 
walk to school, and hey, who 

am I to slag him 
for having human 
compassion?  My 
problem is idling 
around, creeping 
through parking 
lots and down 
streets when there 
are 70 people who 
are trying to get 
to class on time.  
But, I don’t want 
to leave on a bad 
note and it’s not 
all bad…the new 
guy has heeded 

the call made by myself in the 
last article I wrote regarding the 
toonie lot.  He now stops at by 
the engineering building on his 
way by to let people off.  There’s 
no actual stop there, but since 
there’s a crosswalk he’s made 
the effort to allow us to exit the 
bus without having to wait to 
get around the loop and have to 
backtrack…for this, new guy, 
I commend you.  This comes 
eerily close to making up for 
the slow crawl around campus.

So, Amy, it may be drivel 
but here’s the current 

thought process of Paul as he 
continually tries to get to his 
8:30 class on time.  There’s 
always the obvious solution 
of getting here 45 minutes 
early, but I’m not trying to 
cure cancer, I just want to get 
to the sign in sheet on time.
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It is about time you grew up and stopped acting like a 2 year old. 
You cannot shove peas up your nose to convince you parents that 
you’ve ate them. Despite what your Mother told you, they are not 
going to grow hair on your chest. You insist on decorating your 
bedroom with memorable stuffed animals, but that is not going to 
get you laid. Try and seek out decoration to disassociate yourself 
from the engineering profession.

You may be feeling extra pissy today, so be sure to fill your fridge 
with cabbage, cabbage, and more cabbage. Creative activities 
such as solving the physical anomaly of how bees are capable of 
flight should be totally avoided as you are currently running low 
on potential energy. A talking kitten may be a sign of good luck, so 
keep your eyes peeled!

Mercury’s influence is strong, and eating candy will soon have 
your verbal diarrhea all over an integral networking experience. 
However your new lust for over-sized shoes will have you dancing 
like a drunk 18 year old on Tequila. Be careful - the winter 
temperatures could damage your collection of Leonardo DiCaprio 
blow-up dolls.

If you are looking for a promotion at work then maybe you should 
try wearing patchouli and hemp necklaces. Hard boiled eggs may 
temporarily boost your ego and make your chin appear wider, but 
due to ego being dependant on the square of chin width, I don’t 
remember where I was going with that, sorry.  Although, ladies are 
attracted to ego, cancel the last comment and let it effect you as 
much as is necessary.   Friends and social joys should be number 
one on your priority list, so be sure to prepare lots for your final 
exams now, because you probably won’t in the future due to your 
explosively promiscuous lifestyle.
 

Try and avoid deriving any of your own formulas, Jupiter’s moons 
are in a line for you right now, and that’s just f*cked up. They 
usually end up stealing your brilliant innovation and kicking you 
in the junk. Leaving a broken breadboard on a windowsill may not 
achieve much, but in the long run it could potentially help move 
the moons faster.

Control your emotions, and for once please try to stay out of the 
closet. You may find yourself stripping and throwing yourself 
naked at fruit sellers. This is because Saturn’s powerful influence 
has caused all tangerines to give off a smell which is very similar 
to poorly dressed men. Your Dad is behaving strangely and you 
may find him kissing blocks of cheese whilst crying.

For the past week you’ve been searching for ways to appease 
people around you. Jumping through hoops will only exhaust you.  
Not caring about anything is the path to salvation.  C get degrees, 
and companies don’t look at transcripts anyway.  Do whatever you 
want whenever you want and happiness will find you.  

Your big-mouthed chatty side is quick to make new friends with 
toothless people. Wear a T-shirt which says, “I’d love to see the 
area under your curve.”. It’s a traditional way of greeting someone 
who you’d like to integrate. It may be wise to dip a washcloth in 
old spice before speaking to anyone who has any chance.

Your sibling has failed to sell your collection of Pokèmon cards, but 
this should not ruin your good mood, they were an embarrassing 
imitation of Magic: The Gathering cards anyway.   If you like them 
that much, I’m sure there are a lot of parades and carnivals which 
feature crazy people like you dressed as the characters. Just stick 
to what you know. Don’t try to be too smart, as everyone knows 
japanimation makes people horny.  

Heck yes! The weekend will have you slapping aftershave all over 
cricket and lighting the fire. Take advantage of your new found 
happiness and go buy the new HP, that now comes in pink, soyou 
can graph the female form. Your best friend may explode today if 
you convince her that research has found that pi is exactly 3.

An extra length of rubber tubing may be just what you need to bring 
back a lost friction, or better yet, increase manning’s roughness 
with ribbed tubing, although specific energy will decrease.  Energy 
is conserved, and therefore must transfer to your partner, or that’s 
the goal. 3 hours may be enough time to defragment your hard 
drive, but metaphorically speaking you should consider getting 
together with a golf ball and drink Redbull through your nose. 
Sniffing the back cover may be the most fun you’ve ever had.

A close friend has been gagging for your undivided attention. As 
serious as this ins’t, it cannot be solved by sticking post-it notes to 
your wall about the random lies you’ve told them to satisfy their 
need for attention. Tell them to enroll at U of W. An upward slope 
is trying to tell you to change your teeth cleaning regime. You may 
find members of the opposite sex falling in love with your ability 
to solve matrices with self written code on your calculator.  I’m 
probably dreaming.

Horoscopes
If you don’t already know the date for your sign, look it up.
These aren’t real horoscopes anyway, so don’t worry too much about it




