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If you came to school today hoping 
you would get a computer to print, 
type up or put the finishing touches 
on an assignment, chances are you’ve 
just made a fatal error. Even if you just 
wanted to set up your notebook to surf 
the web while on your break, it would 
have been a better idea to exchange 
that notebook’s extra heft in your bag 
for a textbook. ’Cause people, you ain’t 
gettin’ on the campus network!

If you’re one of the gazillion laptop 
or computer lab users around campus, 
you’ve undoubtedly noticed the grow-
ing trend that campus computing 
doesn’t work. If you’re like me and 
have a lot of gadgets, you may have 
tried Ethernet and wireless connec-
tions; when that failed and you still 
desperately needed to check your  
e-mail, you may have gone down to the 
nearest computer lab, only to find out 
that you still couldn’t get online. Even 
if you were finally able to connect to 
a campus server, authenticating likely 
proved to also be an impossibility. 

It’s become such a problem that I’m 
having nightmares where little putty 
boxes are throwing “Network Error: 
Connection Timed Out” message 
boxes at me. Even worse is a recur-
ring dream where I’m in SUB wearing 
nothing but my underwear; I try to 
connect to the campus server and all 

it says is, “This network has limited or 
no connectivity.”

You have to hand it to Computing 
and Network Services (CNS) for being 
quick to react to the problems, though. 
They did what any responsible organi-
zation would do: change their name to 
evade the flood of complaints headed 
towards their voicemail inbox.

In case you missed it, CNS is 
now Academic Information and 
Communication Technologies (AICT). 
The home of AICT is now on the third 
floor of the General Services Building. 
Where was it before? Well, the same 
place—but the point is I’ve never had 
a computing problem in the last three 
years where I had to attempt to con-
tact the administration. But now, after 
a week of sketchy-at-best access to the 
Internet on campus, I called AICT’s 
help desk number, where an auto-
mated voice let me know that there 
was currently no system problems. 

No system problems my ass. Still, 
I stayed on the line as it instructed. 
Busy. I called back. Finally I got some-
one, and promptly let them know 
that neither Ethernet, nor wireless, 
nor anything else was working for—I 
glanced around to look at the amount 
of people playing solitaire waiting for 
their computers to regain connectiv-
ity—roughly 50 per cent of the users 

in SUB. I got a polite and enthusiastic, 
“We’ll check on that right away!”—
but all it amounted to was me calling 
back again the next week to complain 
about the same problems.

There have been many rumours 
about what has caused the problems, 
as well as counter rumours about how 
AICT has been dealing with them. 
Either way, whatever AICT is doing 
to fix the problem (if they’re fixing it 
at all) has not been quick or effective 
enough. Thousands of students use the 
service every day for resources such as 
Web Course Tools, the English and 
Film Studies Board (EFSB) and other 
class reference materials. Not only 
that, but if you live on campus, using 
a campus machine or CNS may be the 
only option for you. You may not be 
able to go home and connect to the 
Internet at your house. 

The bottom line is, I simply don’t 
feel that the issues with the system 
have been rectified nearly quick 
enough, if they have been taken seri-
ously at all. On top of that, this is a ser-
vice we pay for in our tuition, and that 
a lot of students require for academic 
success. AICT needs to get on top of 
these service problems and fix them 
right away, for all of their customers 
who absolutely need and rely on this 
system for their academic careers.
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Idiots. That’s what spammers think 
we are: idiots. Yet spammers are 
currently losing at their own game, 
even though modern spam-filtering 
software has improved so drastically 
in the past few years that hardly any 
unwanted e-mails come through to 
our inboxes. Still, spammers reli-
giously send out millions upon mil-
lions of e-mails everyday in the hope 
of getting a few people to fall into 
their scams. In the process, accord-
ing to the Washington Post, they 
cost businesses an estimated total of  
$10 billion a year to handle and sort 
through all the unwanted e-mail.

I decided to see how stupid one 
would really have to be to think that 
spam was actually real mail sent by 
real people. The best way to do this 
was to go down to Lister’s cafeteria 
and order the greasiest shit I could 
find. One meal of that stuff and my 
brain was numb enough for me to 
browse my inbox. 

The result: apparently, somebody 
thinks that I have some sort of erec-
tile dysfunction, which means I can’t 
seem to pleasure my girlfriend the 
right way, and the only way to fix it 
is to use these amazing pills. Besides 

that, I’ve got a few e-mails telling me 
that I need a hair transplant, a whole 
new make-over and that I should have 
plastic surgery done to every inch of 
my body, and also have my body hair 
removed with some newly discovered 
hair removal technique. 

But I can’t be that physically appall-
ing, as many girls have e-mailed me 
asking for a date, and many girl-
friends and wives are ready to cheat 
on their lovers with me too. Either 
I’m a very popular person, or the 
scene in Edmonton must be very bad 
if I’m their best option.

I also seem to be up to my nose in 
debt, yet for some reason my house 
needs to be refinanced and rede-
signed. My bank account was also 
recently cancelled and the only way 
to recover the money, I was shocked 
to discover, was to sign in on some 
website and offer up my personal 
details. I think I just might, as some 

person is Nigeria is willing to deposit 
$3 million in my account for just a 
small favour ... .

 With my future financial prospects 
so good, I figured I might as well 
buy the cheap authentic Rolex from 
a friend who is selling it to me for a 
fraction of the cost. Buying the Cialis 
and Viagra shouldn’t leave me in debt 
either. I’ll have to pass on the pirated 
software though, as I don’t want to get 
in trouble with the FBI.

There must also be something ter-
ribly wrong with me as I just can’t 
seem to understand this sentence in 
one of the e-mails: “I’m a workerWe 
Mangaboos Michael have, one most 
wonderful Sorcerers that ever a bush; 
but Waylon Kaut’s Penis sometimes 
makes mistake? enquired the boy, 
pointing Jackson to some appeared 
top of the dome.” Clearly I must have 
friends who are so good at English 
that they are able to use Michael, 
Jackson, boy and penis in the same 
sentence without sounding like sex 
offenders.

Just as the food’s effect was start-
ing to wear off, I finished reading 
my spam. Clearly, spammers think 
that most people have the intellec-
tual capacity of a Chihuahua—or at 
least that there’s enough out there to 
make it a lucrative business. That’s 
why people like Jeremy Jaynes, the 
eighth-most prolific spammer in the 
world, can make around $750 000 
per month for doing next to noth-
ing—and why I just bought into 
some hot stock options.

A fatal error has ocurred if  you 
relied on campus computing

“You have to hand it to Computing and Network 
Services (CNS) for being quick to react to the 
problems, though. They did what any responsible 
organization would do: change their name to 
evade the flood of complaints headed towards their 
voicemail inbox.”

All I get is spam, spam, baked beans, spam 

Clearly I must have 
friends who are so 
good at English that 
they are able to use 
Michael, Jackson, boy 
and penis in the same 
sentence without 
sounding like sex 
offenders.

As long as spammers can fool some of the people some of the time, they will


