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Now Hiring 

Part Time Staff
  • $9 per hour  to start
  • days/evenings/weekends

  • no late nights/safe environment

Apply at:  Kingsway Garden Mall
        West Edmonton Mall (at Ice Rink) 
           or fax resume to 430-0658

Last week, we told you that "the Enterprise was meant 
'to boldly go where no man has gone before,'" and put a 
picture of  the USS Enterprise NCC-1701D beside it.

However, a more accurate representation would have 
been this model: the NCC-1701. That's because, ever 
since Star Trek 6: The Undiscovered Country, the 
Enterprise's motto has been gender-neutral.

Which leads to the next writing tip: when writing, you 
should always fact-check.
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PATRICK 
STRATTON

With the end-of-term crunch upon 
us, I imagine many students have 
taken advantage of Edmonton’s fine 
nightlife to let loose. I also imagine 
many of these students have had a 
hell of a time finding a way home. 

Students who walk home from the 
bar get some fresh air and dimin-
ish the looming hangover. Students 
who ride their bikes also accomplish 
this, albeit at greater risk to their 
safety. There are students who take 
ETS, only to be faced with the incon-
venient truth that is public transit. 
Students could always drive, but this 
generally jeopardizes enjoyment at 
the bar, or else it poses a grave danger 
to society. 

Lastly, students can take a cab. 
This is by far the best choice, despite 
one thing: there aren’t enough 
bloody taxis in this city to get all of 
us drunken louts home safely. But 
instead of hopelessly calling cab com-
panies on Friday and Saturday nights, 
calling the City of Edmonton may be 
more fruitful. 

The City of Edmonton has a bylaw 
which governs taxis. This means that 
starting up a business with mom’s 
van to taxi the drunks home from 
Whyte Avenue would violate the law. 
You need a licence, but despite the 
demand, you have no hope of get-
ting one. According to the taxi driver 
I did manage to flag down recently, 
no licences have been released since 
the late 1990s—aside from ones des-
ignated specially for those with dis-
abilities. And according to the Taxi 

Bylaw’s Taxi Commission, no new 
licences will be available until “there 
are insufficient taxis in use in the city 
to provide adequate taxi transporta-
tion for the public.”

As it stands right now, the guys 
driving you home in the wee hours 
of the morning don’t even own the 
cab they’re driving—it’s owned by 
one of the lucky few with a licence. 
These lucky owners then rent their 
cabs out on weekends. They provide 
no benefit to society, but they reap 
huge benefits due to a crazy bylaw.

I find it absurd that the City has 
regulated the taxi industry to the 
obvious detriment of its citizens. 
The hundreds of people wandering 
Whyte Ave at two in the morning on 
a Saturday might reveal the need to 
flood the market with taxi licences. 
It will create more jobs for potential 
taxi drivers, who are often newcom-
ers to Canada. The only losers are the 
guys raking in the dough from their 
much-sought-after licence. 

More importantly, it would hugely 
benefit the safety of those enjoy-
ing Edmonton’s nightlife. More cabs 
would get the drunks off Whyte 
a whole lot quicker. It’s a simple 
equation: decreasing the amount of 
drunks on the street decreases the 
amount of pissing, vomiting, fighting 
and stabbing. Moreover, it decreases 
the incentive to brave our icy streets 
on a bike—or even worse, in a car—
after a few drinks.

The City seems to have ignored our 
recent growth with an arcane bylaw, 
much to the loss of its citizens. It’s 
time to open up the floodgates of the 
taxi industry. So the next time you’re 
calling cabs on a Friday, call up the 
City instead, and proceed to leave a 
profanity-laced message insisting that 
more cabs be licenced in our fine, 
booming city. At least you won’t get 
a busy signal. 

ANDREW 
NEWBORN

The same call is made every year 
it seems: “put Christ back into 
Christmas!” But I welcome a secular 
Christmas; it can be a fun time for 
us non-believers as well. Don’t fret, 
Christians: you can keep your holi-
day—but I think I’ll borrow the non-
religious bits for myself.

Throughout my childhood, I was 
wrought with guilt over celebrating 
Christmas. Being an atheist, I won-
dered what I was doing celebrating 
the birthday of the central figure of a 
religion I wanted to have utterly noth-
ing to do with. It was greed that kept 
me coming back—a deep-seated lust 
for Lego and chocolate. Now I see the 
error of my ways: a great Christmas 
can be had, with the only connection 
to Christ being a parallel in name.

Just as Halloween was usurped from 
Pagans and turned into a fun holiday 
with virtually no religious connota-
tions, so too can Christmas be con-
verted. The secular pieces are already 
there: Santa Claus, gift exchanges, 
food-gorging, decorated pine trees,  

singing and gaudy ornaments are 
already integral Yuletide traditions. Just 
make sure to put something other than 
an angel or a star on top of your tree, 
sing “Frosty the Snowman” instead of 
“Oh Holy Night,” and you’ve got your-
self a secular Christmas.

There have been many cries that 
Christmas has become too commer-
cial as well, and while I think the 
gifts are an important part of a secular 
Christmas, there’s still room to cel-
ebrate family and togetherness. 

These things are universal, and I 
see no reason to stop celebrating them 
just because I’m kicking Christ out of 
my Christmas. Even we heathens can 
appreciate peace on Earth and good-
will toward men, despite the religious 
origins of that phrase.

I suppose that there are other  

holiday-time religious traditions that 
could be latched onto, but Christmas 
is already so prevalent and filled with 
so many non-religious traditions that, 
aside from a certain over-used Seinfeld 
reference, it’s the perfect holiday to 
abduct. 

Hanukkah intrigues me as well; in 
later iterations, secular Christmas could 
even come to include eight days of gift-
giving, but such a comingling of tradi-
tions will take time to develop.

I’d like to thank Christianity, a few 
thousand years of intertwining tradi-
tions, and sheer corporate greed for 
secular Christmas. It makes sense for a 
religion to celebrate the birth of its icon, 
but it’s all that over-spending and good 
times stuff that I’ll be borrowing.

Some might accuse me of waging 
that fabled War on Christmas. I’m 
not attacking Christmas though, just 
proposing to borrow it for me and 
my atheist cohorts. The existence of a 
secular Christmas might even guaran-
tee that it retains political correctness, 
as it would allow retailers to exclaim 
“merry Christmas” without the fear 
that they’re appealing only to Christians 
at the exclusion of other religions.

So don’t shy away from Christmas 
like Scrooge McDuck, my non-
Christian brethren. Instead, embrace 
the glory of gifts, food and family. 
Celebrating for the sake of celebrating 
can be fun.

Have a holly, jolly Xmas

Just as Halloween 
was usurped from 
Pagans and turned 
into a fun holiday with 
virtually no religious 
connotations, so too 
can Christmas be 
converted.

Edmonton cab situation is unfair

Although he’s clearly the better politi-
cal choice for Alberta, Jim Dinning 
deserves to be beaten for his inexcus-
ably bad campaign song. 

This eye-gougingly awful melody 
begins innocently enough: singer 
Theresa Lightfoot appeals to “every-
body” to “sing a song ... for Jim” à la 
Kindergarten class. It only gets worse 
from there: the first verse, “Let’s sing 
a song for Jim,” is a sort of metaficti-
tiously reference to itself. That is, you 
are singing a song for Jim, so just shut 
up about it already.

The train wreck continues as our 
singer intones that “we want to see 
Jim win.” Well, no shit you do—that’s 
why you’re on his campaign team. 

Their reasoning for his qualifica-
tions is equally underwhelming: we’re 
told that “he’s the best for the job” 
and that “he’s gonna give it all.” As 
compelling as this argument is, how-
ever, there’s no getting past the sheer 
musical horror when, at the chorus, 
a pair of maracas are half-heartedly 
rattled out of time by what I can only 
guess is a hung-over temp worker 
waiting for the session to be over so 
he can collect his $10 and leave.

Say what you will about Ted 
Morton’s stance on social issues—at 
least he knows how to rock out! 
Dinning’s ditty, on the other hand, is 
inexcusable.

ADAM GAUMONT
 

The Burlap Sack is a semi-regular 
feature where a person or group who 
needs to be put in a sack and beaten 
is ridiculed in print.

the burlap sack

Our city’s lack of late-night transportation is taxing on responsible revellers


