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What you gonna do with  
all that junk,

all that junk inside that trunk?

GATEWAY OPINION

Ruth 
McGaffiGan

T ext messaging has exploded as 
a favoured mode of commu-
nication amongst the student 

crowd—Facebook wall posts coming 
in at a close second. 

And why not? It’s difficult to imag-
ine a simpler, quicker, more noncom-
mittal messaging system that you can 
use when you’re in class or on the 
go. It appeals to me mostly because 
I’m very much the stereotypical lazy 
university student, and it requires the 
bare minimum of effort.

This brings me to my topic: the 
“T9” (Text on 9 keys) predictive text 
function on many mobile phones—a 
wonderful invention for lazy people 
like me.

Who has the time to manually spell 
out what they want to say, sometimes 
having to push the same key more 
than twice? Can you imagine the 
pain of having to resort to multiple 
button-pressing, along with the con-
fusion caused by trying to insert the 
smiley face symbol and realizing that 
you have to separately insert both the 
colon and the right bracket? What a 
hectic life we lead.

T9 can actually predict the 
word—or smiley face—that you’re 
trying to write, by using the combi-
nation of keypresses while referenc-
ing them to a database of commonly 

used words. A program that can read 
my mind so that I push less buttons? 
Sign me up.

Of course, it wasn’t long before my 
idealistic imaginings lay shattered 
around me; I fell to the floor amidst 
the broken pieces of my predictive-
texting dream. In the refractory light, 
I could see visions of a world where 
nothing is as you intend it. Where 
“cool” becomes “book,” “me” is now 
“of,” “car” reigns over “bar.” I no 
longer know if I mean “kiss” or “lips,” 
and “crap” becomes the much more 
urgent “asap.” 

As I woke from my reverie, I was 
even more annoyed upon the real-
ization that, more often than not, 
the T9 version isn’t even a word. 
“Dishowl” is somehow more fitting 
than “fishbowl,” “merc” more rel-
evant than “nerd.” And girls, if a boy 
ever expresses a desire to “dual,” my 
advice is to select him. I mean, reject 
him. Shiv.

You see what this does? It changes 
contemporary language itself. Now 
my friends and I go out for “pushi” 
on a regular basis. Classmates such as 
Khalil and Riley become Khakil and 
Pile almost overnight. “Econ” becomes 

a mild swear word, and “zonino,” a 
legitimate way to express enthusiasm, 
is transformed into the more western 
“woohoo.”  According to Wikipedia, 
these are called textonyms—or, more  
appropriately, txtonyms.

While this discussion may 
seem rather harmless, I must alert 
you to something more dark and  
alarming. T9 isn’t innocently extend-
ing a helping (albeit sloppy and 
confused) hand to the hapless tex-
ters suffering from ABC-derived 
carpal tunnel syndrome. Oh no,  
there’s a hidden agenda. T9 is per-
fectly accepting of any middle-class, 
predominantly white names—es-
pecially those that would befit old 
people in nursing homes—such as 
my own.

Sarah, Peter, Gertrude, and Bill are 
all welcomed with open arms, but 
try a common yet culturally varied 
name like Abdullah, and T9 spits out 
“abettlci”—that doesn’t even make 
sense! An attempt at “Omar” comes 
up with “mobs,” which is at least a 
word, so we’ll let it go.

It’s not all that bad, I guess. To 
be fair, predictive texting is more 
than happy to proffer “Allah,” 
“Buddha,” “Islam,” “Judaism,” and 
even “Shinto,”maybe because overtly  
religious slights tend to inflame 
people even more strongly than cul-
tural ones. 

Still, the programmers behind T9 
need to embrace more cultural vari-
ety. If only we weren’t so lazy, we 
could almost organize an online peti-
tion to advocate for these changes. 
Or we could just go out for some 
“pushi” instead.

Predictive texting no Nostradamus

Oversized objects put your town on the map
Kelsey 

tanasiuK

S o now that we’re all back in 
school with little clouds of 
doom forming above our heads, 

it’s time to revolt! It’s still decently 
sunny out, and thus, it’s still summer. 

Though there’s a bit of nip to the air, 
it’s nothing a nip of booze can’t fix. 
There’s no snow on any of the roads 
yet, so freedom is still in sight (just 
please don’t do the booze thing and 
the driving thing at the same time). 
For those of you lucky enough to not 
be spending the up coming weekend 
working, I have three words for you: 
Podunk road trip.

What is it about little towns that 
makes them all so very the same in 
atmosphere? Perhaps it’s the meticu-
lous flower beds, the old men who 
wear their pants too high and glasses 
on their heads, or maybe it’s their 
massive inferiority complexes.

We, the city people, realize that 
small towns are just small towns. They 
don’t have massive shopping malls, 
or go-cart tracks, or a Walmart, and 
we embrace this fact. It’s okay really; 
those kinds of things aren’t for every-
one. The small towns themselves, 
however, always feel the need to  
over-compensate.

It’s this mentality that causes them to 
go: “hey guys! Hey! Look at us! We’ve 
got a really freaking big sausage!”

Yes, Mundare, you can sit down 
now. We see your giant sausage, and 
it’s very nice.

Sometimes a well-placed, really big 
(and fairly ugly) monument can really 
save a town from obscurity. Who can 
forget Chauvin and their lovely Susie 
the Softball, or Beiseker and their really 
big smiley Skunk, “Squirt.” But of 
course, building such an idol requires 
careful planning —remember, this is 
your ticket into mainstream culture.

You want something that will force 
everyone to remember you, even if 
they do so kicking and screaming. The 
first option is the obvious one: pick 
something that matches your town’s 
name. After all, no one ever remem-
bers where that huge chuckwagon is 
(for the keeners out there, the answer 
is Dewberry). But who can forget that 
there’s a giant Beaver in Beaverlodge? 
Or a starship in Vulcan?

Of course, this method is only good 
for some towns. I mean, how exactly 
could you build a giant Smokey Lake?  
or a Calmar? That sounds like a cruel 
science experiment gone wrong. 

Luckily there’s always a backup 
plan: build something your town is 
famous for. Vilna put up the mush-
rooms they’re named after; Cochrane 
put up a cowboy to point out that  
they were home to the first com-

mercial cattle ranch in Alberta; 
Drumheller has a crap-load of dino-
saurs. And hey, Alberta has a lot of 
Ukrainians! Let’s erect a wiener, an 
egg (pysanka, thank you very much) 
and a perogy (pyrohy) while we’re 
at it.

Maybe your town doesn’t even 
have that—but don’t give up hope, 
as there’s still the final option: build 
something completely random. 
Something that has no reason behind 
it at all. Build this random thing 
proud, and build it well—after all, 
when people come to check out how 
insane you are, you want to make 
sure you wow the pants off them. 
You might want to theme you entire 
town after it too, as with St Paul’s 
Alien Landing Pad.

It’s important to watch your town 
after building an oversized monu-
ment, however, as it can be an addic-
tive process. Some people can’t have 
just one gigantic moose statue. Take 
Bow Island: they started with one 
steel sunflower, and soon there were 
oil derricks and fibreglass pinto bean 
cowboys all over the place. 

It’s important to limit yourself lest 
you end up like Edmonton: a giant 
mall, steel “peace dove,” massive 
cowboy boot, and big baseball bat? 
Talk about over-compensation.

“We, the city people, realize that small towns are small 
towns. They don’t have massive shopping malls, or 
go-cart tracks, or a Walmart, and we embrace this 
fact. It’s okay, really, those kinds of things aren’t for 
everyone. The small towns themselves, however, 
always feel the need to over-compensate.”

Who has the time to 
manually spell out 
what they want to say, 
sometimes having to 
push the same key 
more than twice? 

At first glance, it might seem like a great time saver, but T9’s inherent problems 
will have you tearing your hair out and smashing your phone on the sidewalk


