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By Mark Ramsden

Geeks are everywhere these days. You can find them hanging
out in comic shops, libraries, game stores, laboratories, toy shops
— there are even rumours that geeks may be found hiding in
such respected organizations as frat houses and sports teams.
Some of them can be identified immediately by the Magic cards
tucked in their shirt pockets or by the calculators they have
sewn into their backpacks, but some of them are harder to spot.
One ordinary-looking guy's bedroom closet hides a shrine of
hoarded Star Wars toys. Another guy seems like an ordinary jock
with an X-Box until you notice that his cabinet holds several
hundred games, organized alphabetically along with their
respective strategy guides. A third has a stash of comic books
hidden under his mattress alongside a few other embarrassing
publications.

Maybe you are a geek.

Being a geek can be difficult: the childhood of wedgies, the
adolescence where all the guys you can beat at chess own

cars and shave, the job interview where it becomes apparent
that your only talent is remembering the secret code to get
unlimited lives on the old Nintendo game Contra (not that |
would know, but it's up, up, down, down, left, right, left, right,
B, A, start). But nothing is worse — nothing — than that terrible
phrase, spoken with grace and pity by a pretty college girl,
"You're sweet but...."

To the broken soul of the recipient, the translation is simple:
"You're sweet, but | prefer callous jerks that will treat me badly
so | can complain that there are no nice men in the world."

Of course, to the girl in question, the translation is subtly
different: "You're sweet, but playing with plastic dolls for your
twenty-third birthday celebration lacks sex appeal.”
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If you don't give them enough

love-

they re gonna go back to

their other master and 1t's going

to be the dictionary-.

It'd be pretty sad if

you got dumped for Mebstef, IS_I

Several repetitions of this painful experience eventually led me
to ponder our role in the turbulent, Darwinian world of dating.
Are we, the overgrown children known as “geeks," doomed

to loneliness? Am | destined to die alone, with naught but an
autographed Carrie Fisher poster to comfort me? Even several
hours raiding tombs with Lara Croft failed to lift my spirits.

It was then that | met a ray of sunlight, a golden beam of hope,
a glowing piece of Gundam shrapnel burning up as it fell from
orbit: Jenn.

Jenn is a young student in MacEwan College's Professional
Writing Program. She is in good shape, has lovely brown hair
and meets all of the necessary and sufficient conditions of being
a pretty college girl — and her live-in boyfriend is a geek.

| was amazed. | immediately asked her how this could be.

“I didn't know he was a geek," she replied. “Then eventually |
saw his apartment and | realized that this man spends more on
toys in a week than | do on clothes in three months."

| was intrigued. Perhaps the stealth skills | had developed
playing the Metal Gear series would be useful after all.

However, | soon ran into one of the more spectacular
personalities ever to grace a college campus: a wild force of
nature known to the population only as the Great Miss Anna
Fabulous. Anna is a self-proclaimed geekette, describes her
past experience with geeks simply as "hot,"” and suggested a
completely different strategy.

“"Embrace your geek nature,” she quipped happily, “and geekettes
will flock to you — it's like pheromones.”

You mean | could carry a plastic katana and a copy of Aristotle's
Poetics and the ladies would love me? | was ecstatic; | had found
the thermal exhaust port on the Death Star of dating, and | was
ready to fly the trenches. The world was my Chocobo.

Just to be sure, | decided to confirm with the girls that | could
have a successful love life without any change to my geek life,
and | found that regardless of what strategy | used to get a girl,
things would have to be a bit different if | hoped to keep the

girl.

"Geek girls got their own geekin' out to do," Anna warned me,
"and you can't forget that. If you don't give them enough love,
they're gonna go back to their other master and it's going

to be the dictionary. It'd be pretty sad if you got dumped for
Webster's."

"You're gonna have to sacrifice a lot of X-Box time," Jenn
agreed. "Try to work it in when she's at work or out with her
friends, and then she won't realize how much time you spend on
it, and then she won't throw it out the window."

So whether you choose to stealth your geekiness or wear it like
a giant "S" on the front of your shirt, just be yourself, and spend
a little time with your Chun Li. That's my advice.

Just ignore the fact that I'm single.

Design and illustration by Chris Or




Opening Up

By Rae Cowley

In grade four, | discovered my mother's Kama Sutra and The Art of Marriage. Both books were
unillustrated, but the words were worth a thousand pictures. The Kama Sutra had lush details of
lips pressed against forbidden skin, tantalizing how-to's for scratching passion into your lover's
flesh and fascinating, foreign metaphors for positioning a woman against a pillar or dangling her
from a lap. Everything from flirtation to fornication was hidden beneath the red drapes of the
paperback’s covers. | pulled back the drapes and took my first tentative step into the world of sex.

The Art of Marriage was the second one | read. Published in the 1950s, it was a manual my
grandmother presented my mother prior to her wedding night. | read about how a wife should
never refuse her husband sex. It gave handy tips on positions where a wife would feel the least
"discomfort” while her husband had sex with her when she was sick, pregnant or simply not in
the mood. It suggested a virgin bride go to the doctor for a local anaesthetic cream to apply in
her vagina on the wedding night, so that her painful “deflowering” didn't take away from her
husband's enjoyment of the special night.

Thank God | read the Kama Sutra first.

My mother never gave me sex advice. | imagine she was trapped between the two worlds of the
Kama Sutra and The Art of Marriage. She was a Liberal-loving hippie who settled down and
married a Progressive Conservative-voting cowboy. What advice could she offer her too-well-
developed preteen who sat at the “cool table" at school and told dirty jokes? | love sex and
I love talking about sex. I've had many conversations with men and women of various ages
and ethnicities about their experiences with parental sex-talks. Aimost always, they never
really talked with their parents about sex. Maybe a quick “don't do it," or "use a condom,” or
“do you need a prescription for the pill," but no conversations on what sex really is.

Why do we present sex to children as a mechanical thing? This is how you do it, but don't
do it, okay? Any questions? No? Good. Let us never speak of it again.

Why can't we tell children that sex feels good? That it's good to have sex.
Good and normal. Why can't we teach youths how to have good sex?
Sex that satisfies and contributes to a happy life. It's okay to have
youths label where the clitoris is on a diagram. But it's wrong
to tell them how to touch it. It's okay to tell boys what




masturbation is. But it's wrong to tell them how to prolong the
experience so they will last longer with a sexual partner when
the time comes.

But why talk when we have Extenze, Avlimil and Provestra to
give them sexual enjoyment, and Paxil, Zoloft and Prozac to
make them happy. If we don't want our children opening up pill
bottles to have happy sex lives, then it's time we open up about
sex. Open up and have meaningful conversations about sex: how
it feels, what role it plays in relationships, and how to give and
receive pleasure.

| realize not everyone feels comfortable talking about sex,
especially with their children. | know people who can't tell their
own partner what feels good. If you can't open up with your
own sexual partner, how can you be expected to open up with
your children? A child who does not understand
sex is a child whose first sexual experiences will
be at best confusing and at worst devastating.
Ignorance of their own sexuality leaves them
ripe for manipulation, disappointment and
long-term sexual issues. Our children deserve
better. So be uncomfortable and awkward

and embarrassed — talk about sex with your
children. The kids will groan and cover their faces, but they will
listen. Our children will hear a positive sexual message from a
good role model. They will know that sex is not bad or shameful,
and most importantly, they will know they can talk to their
parents about sex. Because if children do not feel like they can
talk to their parents about sex, they will turn elsewhere for advice.

I've met many teens online asking complete strangers about sex.
Yesterday, a girl asked how to have sex that's less messy during
her period. Several people responded with crude euphemisms

N

It's okay to have
youths label where the
clitoris is on a diagram.
But it's wrong to tell
them how to touch it.

suggesting she have anal sex, or insults that attacked her for
suggesting women have sex during their periods. Children want
to know about sex. Let's save them the derogation of talking to
strangers online, and let them know we are here to help them.

If you can't get past your inhibitions to talk about sex with your
children — or if you want to offer them more in-depth advice
than you feel qualified to give — then buy your children a book
that is frank about enjoying responsible sex. Go to a bookstore
and flip through the sex manuals or shop discreetly online. Slip
the book to your children, or put it somewhere you know they
will stumble upon it. | recommend any
book by Lou Paget; they are honest, easy
to understand and include the emotional
and physical sides of sex.

My mother was not able to talk with me
about sex, but at least she had a good
book | could steal. Open up my bedside
drawer and you'll find that old, red-covered
Kama Sutra nestled next to the ultra-sensitive condoms, multi-
speed vibrator and hemp lubricant. Thanks, Mom.

Design by Gina Tsang
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By Susan Bailes

Sex can make you sick, so protect yourself with frequent
checkups. Minimize your risk. You know how.

If you're not able to talk to a possible sex partner about safe sex,
you're not ready to have sex. Forget it.

Sex can consume a frustratingly huge portion of your mind and
energy when you aren't getting any. The solution to this is to
not be too fussy about your partners when you're young. Get
out there and get laid. The raging, horny beast of lust can make
you do stupid things. Learn to recognize it. Then you can decide
whether to resist it or give in.

Get laid often enough that you tame the beast and realize that,
yes, there are more important things than sex. Later, when you
may be in a long-term relationship, you can look back and be
glad that you got the wild oats out of your system when there
wasn't a lot at stake. Please note that this is a stage to be passed
through. Don't get stuck here.

Beware of the First Fuck Syndrome. Sweet young
guys and girls can be especially susceptible
to this condition. Some first-timers are so
happy to be finally getting some, that they
overlook things such as he's a complete
jerk or she's a nasty bitch. Rotten
relationships ensue; some last for
years. The solution is listed above.
Get out there, get laid and get
laid often.
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Marketers use sex as a commodity to sell us everything from
cars to clothes to music to toothpaste. The impression created is
that everyone is having sex (and great sex at that). Trust me, this
is not true.

You are not weird for wanting sex and you are not weird for not
wanting sex. Everything will eventually work out for you.

Think about what you want. What is the role you want sex to
have in your life? Is it a physical release? Is it a fundamental
expression of who you are with someone you love?

Do you just want to try the flavour of the week? Be clear, be
careful and take charge of your sex life.

Learn to ask for what you want. In and out of bed.

Sex is fun. Ideally, laughter and joy will be part of your sexual
experience. It's not about size or duration or frequency. There
should be lightness to this form of self-expression.

Be brave and be bold. Go and talk to someone you find
attractive. You can just say something as simple as "l saw you
and | wanted to meet you" and introduce yourself. Talk for

a while and move on. This is never easy. It's scary to declare
your attraction to someone when you don't know if it will be
welcomed or rejected, and it gets scarier as you get older. So do
it now.

It never hurts to be civilized to your partners. The world is a
smaller place than you think and you will run into each other
again.

In the real world, the best sex happens between people who
have taken the time to develop an awareness of each other that
includes each other's needs and preferences. This is not the sort
of thing that happens at last call on a Saturday night.

And remember, sex is not the Holy Grail.
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Summer 2007 Workshops at
Centre for the Arts

Exploring Watercolour — Intermediate: June 11 — 15
Landscapes in Acrylics: July 913

Introduction to Encaustic Painting: July 30 — Aug 3
Intro to Painting Flowers with Watercolour: Aug 13 - 17
Landscape Painting in Watercolour: Aug 20 — 24

Vocal Workshop: July 9 — 13

Guitar Workshop: July 23 — 27

Drum Workshop: July 23 — 27

Studio Recording Techniques: July 23 — 27

MacEwan Summer Jazz Workshop: Aug 12 — 17

Finale for Music Educators: Aug 13 — 17

Creative Music Summer Workshop: Aug 20 — 24
Children’s Theatre (Ages 8 — 12): July 16 — 20, Aug 13 — 17
Macromedia Flash: July 9 — 13

Web Site Design and Development: July 16 — 20

To register, call 780.497.5000
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Summer 2007 Workshops at
Alberta College Conservatory of Music

Collaborative Voice and Piano: July 3 -7 and July 9 — 13

Teen’s Musical Theatre Workshop (Ages 14 — 18): July 9 — 21
Children’s Musical Theatre Workshop (Ages 9 — 12): July 4 — 8
Band Camps: Aug 20 — 24

Summer Piano and String Music Retreat (Ages 13 & up): July 22— 28
Summer Vocal Music Retreat: July 23 — 28

Gilbert and Sullivan Vocal Workshop: Aug 4 — 11

Summer Saxophone Workshop: Aug 20 — 24

Sing! Sing! Sing! (Ages 7 — 10): Aug 20 — 24

Summer Music Theory: July 3 — Aug 2

Arts Outreach MAcCEwAN




Letters to

the Editor

Dear All-Knowing Editor,

Thank you so much! Your article from last month, "How to

Have Sex with Crumbs in the Bed: Dealing with Obsessive-
Compulsive Disorder in the Bedroom,"” has done wonders for my
sex life. | love my boyfriend dearly, but | also love cookies. | love
cookies so much | want them around me all the time. The shape
of them, the way they smell, the way they crunch in my mouth.
| cannot have sex unless I've eaten at least seven cookies and
can see their wondrous crumbs all around me. Because of my
boyfriend's OCD, the crumbs that turn me on make him want to
gag (and gagging is not good in the bedroom, unless that's your
thing). Now I simply hang cookies above the bed and imagine
their crumbs dropping down on me. My boyfriend has a fear of
looking up, so he doesn't even know the cookies are there. The
sex is great, thank you!

With gratitude and crumbs,
Having normal sex again in Michigan

Dear Paper/Cuts///////:

| was shocked/saddened/surprised to learn that you will not/
won't/shan't be using the “/"/ thing that goes slanted up and
down/solidus in the title of your magazine this year. What's with
that/this/such appalling/horrible/dreadful action? On behalf of
the [/Society/for/the/Preservation/of/the/Solidus//, | suggest that
you rethink this decision. There are two/thousands/millions of us
out here that loved the former title and who won't be reading
this magazine. Think about it/them/me.

Yours truly,
The Slasher

ﬁ%\/)/\\i() rear end
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Comrades,
Your publication's recent editorial shift away from post-modern

neo-millennial gothic-humanist relativism and unicorn-and-
rainbow-angst, towards LCD, fast-cut, Empty-vee jiggle-and-ink
based prolefeed will be well received by the party. However, |
will be cancelling my subscription. Death to Big Brother.

Sincerely,
Emmanuel Goldstein



| cannot have sex unless

cookies
crumbs

Dear Paper Cuts,

Thanks so much for your last issue's article, “The Loser's Guide to
Scoring with the Ladies." | followed your advice, and although

| haven't yet scored with any ladies, | did work up the charm

to ask the babe from the bingo hall where the bathrooms were
located. I'm pretty sure she had the hots for me, because she
seductively pointed across the room. It was pretty intense. My
mom and all her bingo friends all saw this encounter, and they
now refer to me as “the bingo stud.” Maybe one of these days,
my mom will let me sit at the same table as this babe (I don't
actually know her name yet. | do know that she uses a green
bingo dauber). Until then, I've been practicing the clever pick-up
lines mentioned in your article on my mom's friends. | think I've
got my technique worked out, because mom's friend Shirley
invited me to her potluck dinner this Saturday evening.

Keep up the great work,
Johnny Begood

Design and illustration by Amie Kerman

Dear Paper Cuts,

| saw an advertisement in one of your past issues for a company
by the name of "Distractions R Us." I've been trying to contact
this company for a few days now to no avail. They specialize in
providing distractions for those who work from home. | really
would like to try the annoying neighbour package — the one
where a pretend neighbour pops by to discuss her personal
problems. My neighbours have been nothing but polite and
unobtrusive since | moved in, and it's just not helping my
working situation. I'm one of those people who need a bit of

a distraction in order to get anything done. I'm a writer, by

the way, and would love to write for your magazine. | have an
idea for an up-coming issue. How about, “10 Ways to Multitask
and Beat Distractions?" Let me know what you think. I've been
working on this idea for awhile. Anyway, | have to go now; my
DVD collection isn't going to alphabetize itself.

Sincerely,
Jimmy Coyer

Dear Paper Cuts,

The previous issue of Paper Cuts ran a feature on ways to
stay warm in the wintertime without having to worry about a
skyrocketing heating bill. As a homeowner, | know a couple of
other techniques one can implement outside of the standard
“putting on a sweater and wearing wool socks.”

The quickest, easiest and by far the most entertaining method
of staying warm in a drafty house is to become an alcoholic.
This method should not be used by persons with a family history
of kidney or liver failure.

Another method of staying warm, one which | have used
frequently, is simply to pack up and move to a warmer location.
The winters in Edmonton can be fraught with frost and icicles,
so moving to a warmer place, like Orlando or San Francisco, is a
quick, sure-fire way to stay warm through the winter months.

Keep these methods in mind for next time, Paper Cuts — or I'll
cut ya!

Best wishes,
Florida Keyes
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aka. Thoughts at the End of It All
By Jared Majeski

Is it just me, or does the actress on the cover of the December
2006 issue of Cosmopolitan look a lot like Candace Cameron?
(Erm, Candace Bure?) | mean, it would be sort of random to
have DJ Tanner on the cover of Cosmo — not that I'm saying she
couldn't be on the cover. | just mean, why would she be on the
cover now?

For whatever reason, the thought of DJ Tanner made me start
to think a lot about sex. (Although | was always more partial

to Stephanie.) | thought back to a distant time and place in my
life — a time of discovery, of change, of growth. A place where |
danced in fields of sweatpants-boners, frolicked in meadows of
stained bedsheets and shirts, and swam in a sea of hot...gooey...
creamy...chocolate.

| remember the first porn magazine | looked at. My friend stole
some of his dad's Playboy and Penthouse magazines, and we sat
in the middle of our elementary school field after class and ogled
all the naked women. Thus began a soon to be familiar tingly
feeling in my crotch.

| remember one of the first porn movies | watched. It was a porno
version of Hamlet that my friend borrowed from his older brother.
And if | remember correctly, the actress playing "Gertrude” had a
tattoo of a spider web instead of pubic hair.

My sexual journey began after my first exposure to porn. | soon
discovered masturbation and eventually discovered that the
computer was an excellent vehicle for viewing and storing porn.

| stayed up late and played demo versions of Leisure Suit Larry

— my parents, for some reason, didn't want to buy it for me. Soon
after, the Internet was created, and everyone's masturbation-
related problems were collectively solved.

A porno
version of
H a m |et club was the next step. M

consisted of four friends and me sitting in perverts' row, flicking
loonies at some girl's coochie. By the time the night had ended,
| had spent 10 bucks on a poster and a shitty keychain from a
stripper named Desiree Chambers.

As high school progressed,
and masturbating became
less and less mind-blowing
(but still great, don't get me
wrong), | began branching
out other sexual tentacles.
Naturally, going to a strip

Now all of this leads us up to today. We are making a magazine.
It is called Paper Cuts. There are sharp rants about fetish
shoppers, exposés about stripper students and other delightful,
and at times cringe-worthy, sexual editorials — or as | like to
call them sex-itorials. Do yourself a favour, and keep flipping
through...you just might get aroused — or at least curious.

Design by Jason Lin
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Design a cover concept for Paper Cuts 3.1 and 3.2. This was the
assignment given to MacEwan's Design Studies Typography Il
students. From the final 23 submissions, the Magazine Writing and
Editing students had a very difficult job of selecting only two. These
thumbnails showcase the subtle and humorous ways in which the
design students chose to interpret the issues’ themes.
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Words, images, design, layout—Paper Cuts is
entirely produced by students in the Leslie Nielsen
School of Communications at Grant MacEwan College.

Learn about careers in communications.

www.macewan.ca/soc 780.497.5602

www.MacEwan.ca



