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SMCS Underground

Issue 1: The February Issue

My laziness should be legendary. I’m sure it would be if I could be bothered to divulge the details of my life, but that would take far too much effort on my part, and, therefore, should be avoided at all costs. Why am I telling you this? To be entirely honest (an act at which I am not well practiced) I couldn’t think of a good intro for the first issue of my newspaper, but figured a minor biography is as good as anything (don’t worry, that bit about my laziness was my biography, I won’t make you read about my life as no one cares, not even I).

I had been considering writing this newspaper since the beginning of the year: our school clearly has issues, and what better way to address them (see: make fun of them) than an anonymous newspaper? It took me a long time to get started because, if I’m going to do something, there had better be a damn good reason why, especially when I’m not being paid to do it. 

To get myself motivated I had to think of reasons why I should be bothered wasting a great deal of my time writing this paper. The first was an obvious one: I had an English essay due, and I really didn’t want to do it. If there’s one thing I know, it’s procrastination, and now I could at least trick myself into believing that I was doing something quasi-productive in the stead of real work. Next came the realization that I wouldn’t really be wasting my time writing the paper, as I never do anything productive with my time in the first place. My desire to address the issues of the school (potentially more numerous than even my own) seemed another viable reason, and, finally, I decided that a newspaper gives me the perfect medium for cynicism and criticism of others. These reasons may seem weak, but the fact must be considered that I am almost completely directionless, and so, they were about as compelling as anything else I had thought of that day.

It soon became evident after an incredibly lengthy and extensive process of tabulation and re-tabulation that I could think of four good reasons why I should do something. The only other occurrence in my day-to-day life where I can think of reasons supporting doing it that even begins to approach four is getting out of bed, and, even then, that only has three (namely breakfast, the chance of meeting hot girls, and the fact that it gives me something to complain about for the rest of the day) and has at least as many downsides. With that, it was settled, and I went back to bed, since, clearly, getting out of it had quite possibly been the worst decision made since the time it was decided not to abort me, or at least since getting out of bed the day before.

 I later woke up with the resolve to write my newspaper (or at least an article or two) so strong that it was surprising. 
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It was that kind of “Romanian stripper trying to get into Canada” resolve found only in the very desperate or the very bored (which leads me to question which of those categories Romanian strippers find themselves in. For some the obvious answer would be the former, but, clearly, some haven’t visited Romania lately). 

With my magnificent ego my ex-lax, I was ready to launch an enormous amount of verbal diarrhoea (only, the non-verbal, typed-out kind) simply because my opinions on just about everything are obviously so much more important than your own, and, thus, I have some sort of an ethical obligation to share them with you. Usually when I hear the words moral or ethical, especially when preceding obligation or duty, my response is to do the exact opposite, or just hit whomever it was that said it; however, I felt that since this moral obligation would probably involve a lot of bragging about me and insulting other people (two of my favourite activities), I was able to forgive myself for doing it (for more on moral obligation or duty you should read about Kant’s view of Deontological Ethics, although, I would advise against it as castrating yourself with a rusty spoon would probably be more enjoyable).

And there you have it, the reason for the existence of SMCS Underground, wherein issues such as the morning announcements (one of the main reasons why I consider getting out of bed in the mornings a terrible idea) or the inherent flaws in the use of a non-semestered system in our school shall be discussed. This newspaper should be handed out to parents at our next Bambino. It would probably at least be as effective as me standing at the doors shouting to the parents “If you have any love for your child, fly, fly from this place!!!” although, admittedly, not even half as scary for the kids, and, subsequently, not quite as amusing.

New Years

New Years: a time of new beginnings. I have heard it said that you should start off the New Year the way you want to spend the rest of the year. Well, I started off the New Years drunk with a bunch of chicks so it’s looking good so far.

My advice to you for the New Years, take whatever amount of work you’ve been doing and cut it in half. Work is unnecessary and stupid. If you already aren’t doing any real work you can aspire to stop explaining to people why you haven’t done any. People don’t want excuses, and giving them just requires way too much time and effort, especially since you get no apparent payoff. Try using a blank stare instead. There’s nothing intelligent anyone can say when faced with a look of complete stupidity (that’s probably why talking with some people is neigh impossible). Once you have perfected this look you will find most of your conversations roughly following this vein (we’ll use a conversation with a teacher as this is where it should come most in handy):

Teacher: “[yournamehere], where’s your homework?”

You: Blank Stare

Invariably, the teacher will come up to you to look for it, and then comes the:
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 “Oh, so you didn’t do it, you think you don’t need to do homework?”

You: Blank Stare

Teacher: “Answer me!”

You: Blank Stare

Sure the teacher or whomever it is that you are talking to will think you a complete idiot, but that is a small price to pay for the combined payoff of not having to do any work and being able to shut someone up without even expending the effort of opening your mouth. I knew that Jesus was onto something with this whole “lead by example” fiasco.

Morning Announcements with Father Melino

It was after a week or so of morning announcements that I finally wished that I had never been born; however, their mind-numbing effects soon wore off, allowing me to think more clearly and wish that it was the morning announcements that had never been born instead, although I still remain undecided whether the cause was the 4 verses of poorly sung “O Canada” (you know it’s bad when I stand around commenting that it sounds worse than our choir), including those verses that were clearly taken out of our somewhat preferable abridged (the one with two verses) version because they sucked, or the absolutely massive quantities of morning prayers that I was being force-fed. I was quick to realize why it was that in the highly Catholic influenced province of Quebec there is little audible difference between foie gras and fois gras. Goose or man, someone’s going to shove something down your throat, but I think I might find the feed preferable. On several occasions during our “morning mass” I felt that it was time to go to the office to receive communion. 

Of course, our readings, prayers, and subsequent desires for frontal lobotomies are all preceded by “Saints for Dummies”, an instruction on the Catholic Saints as simple as it is misleading, and, my personal favourite, the forum for religious tolerance, where we must not forget to mention all other non-Christian holidays going on such as Ramadan or Hannukah, just so that none of the Jewish or Muslim people in our school feel like they are being discriminated against religiously by the Catholic School system that they are in.

Following my daily dose of BS, I get to hear that every single one of our sports teams has lost once again. Usually by this point I am declaring quite loudly my utter contempt with morning announcements, and so, the rest of what is being said is lost on me, but it hasn’t seemed to have made any difference yet. If I didn’t have to stand through most of the morning announcements or if I didn’t have to pretend to feel guilty about walking right in front of the office during the prayers or “O Canada” to get to class, I might actually appreciate the morning announcements as a chance to get my homework done and maybe get a good evening’s sleep. As it stands, the only thing that the morning announcements provide is something else for me to make fun of (and sometimes even question the sexuality of) in the morning.

I don’t matter, but neither do you

Many people are wont to say, “One person can make a difference.” I couldn’t agree more; however, that one person is not you. Consider for a second the sheer scope and magnitude of the earth’s population, with rough estimates telling us that the earth currently accommodates somewhere around 6 billion people. Now, for argument’s sake, let us say that this 6 billion people is composed of three generations of people (probably more in 1st world nations, less in 3rd world and developing nations, but it should roughly even out). Now, think of the number of people over the past 100 years who have made a profound impact upon society and the world in general. Not too many jump to mind. Sure, you get the huge figures that shook the very foundations of the world, including Gandhi or Einstein, but these are extremely few and far between, with each generation frequently having less than one truly important person: the odds of your life being memorable are about 1 in 10 billion.

My point? You are not one of these 1 in 10 billion. In fact, it is doubtful that you will even be so much as one of those people of moderate importance who will make significant advances to the field in which they study or practice. Don’t get me wrong, I do not think that I am either, but at least I am willing to admit it. I have looked around the school and the fact of the matter is that we do not have any geniuses; all we ended up with is a mass of mediocrity (although, given the population of our school, I don’t think mass is entirely appropriate). Those who are important are either completely brilliant, incredibly talented, or both, with a healthy dose of bipolar disorder thrown into the mix (which brings up the point, if you happen to have bipolar disorder, despair not, there is still hope for you for escaping this fate). There is, however, one bright shining light for some of us. I cite, as an example, the scientist Dr. Golgi, infamous among scientists and biology students for having one of the stupidest names ever. If you have ever studied biology, you will quickly realize a) most things are named after their discoverers and b) the discoverers have completely ridiculous names. Therefore, ye of strange last names, rejoice and be glad, for you may still live on from generation to generation in high-school biology texts for having your very own apparatus or cycle named after you. I don’t think it requires any particular skill in biology on your part; the discovery should just fall in your lap once it realizes that it has the potential to have a sufficiently stupid and obfuscated name attached to itself if it allows itself to be discovered by you.

In the grand scheme of things, the only way to measure the importance of your life is by the impact that it had on others. We are destined to impact our families, our friends, and our loved ones, and that’s about the end of the list. We will die and be remembered by maybe a few dozen people of little to no importance (even if they are important, what does it matter? Does anyone even know the name of Gandhi’s wife?) who will also die off one by one until, finally, there is no one left who remembers anything we did. Ah, to be dead and forgotten: the evidence of an unproductive and unimportant life. 
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In light of all this, I raise my bottle of Vodka and propose a toast, “To a destiny of mediocrity and a realistic self of sense worth: I don’t matter, but neither do you.” I’ll drink to that!

Movie Reviews

Movie: The Life Aquatic with Steve Zissou

Rating: Good, but not for you

Reasoning: This movie was clever and entertaining. Regrettably, one of the stars was Owen Wilson, a terrible actor and probably an irritating person if I would ever be unfortunate enough to have to meet him in person, but even he was not enough to ruin the movie. This is the kind of movie that you will like if you are smart (that doesn’t mean you should go out, watch it, and say it was good you sheep, no one is going to fall for it), but sit around furrowing your brow in a vain attempt to figure out what it is that is going on if you are stupid. Thus, this movie is good, but few to none of you will like. Avoid it like the plague.

Movie: Bridget Jones’ Diary 2: The edge of reason.

Rating: Completely horrid and vapid: many of you will probably enjoy it.

Reasoning: I feel that to defend my masculinity I have to explain why it is I was even at this movie in the first place. Well, I went with a chick and even got her to pay for me, so it was only mostly an awful and complete waste of time. 

You will only be able to enjoy this movie, even remotely, if you meet one of the following conditions: a) You are or have on top of you a woman, or b) you are incredibly effeminate. The incredibly effeminate part, not the woman on top of you is the reason why I am assuming that many of you will probably enjoy the movie. I’ve always been mystified by the level of femininity at our school, but think that I have finally come up with a fairly reasonable explanation. You see, in many species (especially aquatic species, although I am not sure why; the saltwater must be an aphrodisiac because it would seem that aquatic animals spend most of their time copulating in groups) there are several males mating with a single female. When that female dies, another male becomes the female of the group. I suspect that humans have a minor tendency towards this behaviour, and, in a vacuum of any female presence, this phenomenon occurs to a degree (this hypothesis also helps to explain the rampant homosexuality in prisons). 

But I digress, and we should, at least for formality’s sake, return to the matter at hand: namely, the awful movie. The jokes are tired and stupid, all involving an overweight Renée Zellwegger making an idiot of herself. If I want to watch fat people embarrassing themselves I’ll just find some fat people, as I find them not wanting in the slightest any capacities to complete this task, script or no. As reality television has shown to us, these things are usually much more hilarious when unscripted, so get away from the theatres, go outside, and have some good old-fashioned fun by mocking passers-by.

Well, I’m afraid that this is it for the very first issue of SMCS Underground. Now that I’ve started writing this paper I am going to try to commit to at least 2 articles a week, so expect new publications every few weeks. If you feel you are any good at writing you are probably deluded, but write something up anyways and send it to me (just make sure it’s not optimistic or happy because no one wants to read that) and if it’s any good I’ll edit it heavily and then use it. If you hate my writing or disagree with me feel free to send hate mail, but your actions will probably end with me printing the mail in the next issue and ridiculing you. Here’s the contact info:

E-mail: smcsunderground@hotmail.com Feel free to send articles or hate mail. If you want to be identified by name please specify, otherwise I will assume you wish to remain anonymous. If you wish to send an article or hate mail don’t send attachments. Write it as a Word document and then copy and paste it into your e-mail. I don’t need or want your viruses. 

