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EMPLOYMENT
OPPORTUNITY

Help make Bear Tracks better!

Administrative Information Systems (AIS) is 
hiring two students to work part-time starting 
April 1 for eight months at 12 hours/week.

As business analysts, these students will play 
a key role in improving Bear Tracks, write 
communications content, and conduct 
feedback sessions with staff and students.

Salary: $15.86/hour

Experience using Bear Tracks and Bear Scat, 
strong written and oral communication skills, 
and excellent research skills with an attention 
to detail are required.

Apply by sending a cover letter, resume, and 
two things you would improve in Bear Tracks 
and why to beartracks@ais.ualberta.ca

Application Deadline: �ursday, March 13

More information and job posting available at:
www.ualberta.ca/AIS/beartracks/

ADMINISTRATIVE INFORMATION SYSTEMS
3-242 Enterprise Square

780.492.8188
www.ais.ualberta.ca

A brand new version of Bear Tracks–the 
university’s online student services–is under 
development and the university wants your 
help making it easy to use.

Several students are needed to participate in 
quality assurance sessions being held from 
March through October.  Students will provide 
critical feedback that will directly affect the 
design and usability of Bear Tracks.

Sessions will be held downtown at Enterprise 
Square.  Participants will be paid $10.25/hour.

Send your ID number and email address to:
beartracks@ais.ualberta.ca

ADMINISTRATIVE INFORMATION SYSTEMS
3-242 Enterprise Square

780.492.8188
www.ais.ualberta.ca

STUDENTS
WANTED

Kelsey 
TanasiuK

E very so often, I’ll sit back 
and think about how clever I 
am. However, at times I find 

myself frustrated by the fact that so 
few people acknowledge my genius. 
You see, the problem is that most of 
my brilliance comes in short bursts. 
They’re often much too compact to 
be stretched into a full-sized Gateway 
article—just small, perfect gems of 
unfiltered intelligence. And, every so 
often, it dawns on me that it’s time I 
join my equals on the exhalted plat-
form for my clever thoughts—the 
Internet.

And so the cycle begins: I blow the 
dust off my computer’s power button, 
and it makes that creaking roar of a 
severely battered piece of machinery 
starting up. Then I blare the secret 
stash of Fergie on my iTunes and 
grab a cup of tea—you see, proper 
preparation is crucial for the success-
ful blogger. Then the most important 
part of the process begins: choosing 
the blog’s name. 

Countless hours are spent sit-
ting in front of  the computer 
screen attempting to do just that, 
because it has to be perfect too, it 
just has to be. Clever, funny, and 
ever so slightly superior to the one 
that I set up last time. Something 
that will not only attract people to 
my personal musings but also cap-
ture the hearts of a generation, if  
possible.

Time passes, Wikipedia articles are 
read at random, Facebook is checked 
compulsively, and eventually, as 
Fergie starts to repeat herself, I get 
fed up. I pull a dictionary out from 
under a pile of papers on my desk and 
flip to random words. Combining the 
first two that sound okay together, I 
fill in the required fields, hit enter, 
and watch as my new blog is born. 

Exhausted from my blog-naming 
efforts, I’ll generally retire to my 
couch and TV after this taxing pro-
cess. The first post is a project that 
shouldn’t be attempted on the same 
night because, naturally, it has to 
be perfect, and perfection takes  
time.

The next time I sit down to blog, 
it can’t be scheduled, because genius 
strikes at random. It may be the next 
day or it might be as much as a week 
after the blog’s conception until I 
actually write anything—though it’s 
always worth the wait. 

As my brilliance comes to me, I fill 
my blog with various thoughts, like 
Harry Potter endings I would have 
preferred, or the universal truth that, 
when used properly, side boob can 
solve any problem. And though most 
posts are in-depth and well-planned, 
some smaller gems also dot the 
landscape. Things like snarky web-
site critics and made-up book titles 
I’d like to use, such as Star-spangled  
shit-kickers.

Eventually it will dawn on me that 
I haven’t received a comment on my 
blog since its inception—a realization 
that hits me like an obese hippopota-
mus to the forehead—and I’ll spend 
the next week or so surfing the web 
and visiting popular blogs in an effort 
to answer the one question that burns 
in my mind: “Why not me?” I try to 
pinpoint what makes these other blog-
gers successful, though if I manage to 
figure it out, I immediately back off 
because I don’t want to be a copycat. 
Eventually I lose hope, post a goodbye 
message filled with morose poetry, 
and leave the blogopshere swearing 
that this time it’s for good.

However, it’s only a matter of time 
before I get the itch again—because 
once Fergie has been buried under 
my playlist’s history in favour of a 
Moldy Peaches spree, I’ll decide that 
a new blog would be a really good 
idea. It’s a vicious cycle, and one that 
I intend to break here and now. All I 
really need to do is shift my thinking: 
I’m no longer a failed blogger, but 
rather an esteemed Gateway writer—
or at least my mother thinks so. And 
by publishing myself in this paper I 
am, in essence, forcing you all to be 
my readership.

Circulation numbers for the paper 
will be due to my readership these 
days. Now if only someone would 
just write me a letter, everything 
would be perfect.

“As my brilliance comes to me, I fill my blog with 
various thoughts, like Harry Potter endings I would 
have preferred, or the universal truth that, when 
used properly, side boob can solve any problem. And 
though most posts are in-depth and well-planned, but 
some smaller gems also dot the landscape.”

Blogging’s difficult when you’re so 
easily distracted—ooh, bunnies!

Kelsey TanasiuK


