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Letter fr om an Editor

Dear Reader,
Do you like the cover? I keep

sending Daniel naked pictures ofmyself
and he won’t put them on. Please email
him and tell him to stop being such a
raging asexual already. We don’t need
none of that kind here. Additionally, I
think he is afraid that he is not ‘man’
enough to let a woman be on the cover.
Also, he probably hates me.

So Valentines Day is coming up
and with it we will invariably be bom-
barded with the “It is a stupid corporate
holiday” vs. “Isn ’t it nice to go out and
celebrate love’ debate that was already
old when I was a fetus. Le yawn.
I always think of one particular boy
whenever February 14th comes around.
He was my boyfriend and for Valentines
Day I made him this red heart out of
construction paper with dollies around
the edges and inside it said “I love you”.
I was 17.Two years later he cheated on
me. True story.

This year though I am alone and
as Valentines Day approaches the situa-
tion keeps getting even more desperate,
and by situation I mean my lif e. I have

come to realize that I have the social
skills of a monkey, and not one ofthose
popular monkeys they have at zoo either,
but one of those sad lonely monkeys who
touches itself a lot. Actually, I am more
like a sad whale who beaches herself
sometimes for the attention, except I’m
not fat.

Sometimes I think ‘but what if I
got fat?’ and then I cry and eat thr ee
bags of SideKicks and sit around feeling
very sorry for myself, but then I remem-
ber that there’s nothing inherently
wrong with being fat, especially if you’re
a man and especially if you’re interested
in one of my boyfriends.

Despite all the pseudo intellectu-
al debating about the post-modern reali-
ty of what it actuall y means to celebrate
such a day as February 14th, I love love.
Except when it is crammed down my
face like some sort of beached whale.

So, in conclusion,please love me.
Pick ME for the thing that is at the end
of this thing. I am a great drunk and will
often yell at strangers for no reason and
then try to fight them.

Amber Adam
Effective VP

Letter fr om the Overian
Barberian

The premature throwback title
of this term: “Giv’ r”.

From a drug salad assisted opus
to Wednesday night drinking at home,
this term has been surgically removed
from the chain and the hook. Shots out
to Jonny Penn for throwing a nutty f it -
ness party a while back. Speaking of
shout-outs, even ‘normies’like you could
be the recipient of a cool reference in this
magazine.

Just fill out the release and hold
harmless form on the back of this issue,
and you will become eligible for an
“experience” with the staff member of
your choosing. I know what you’re
thinking: “staf f member” is like saying

“penis penis,” and believe me, I know.
Its fucked. Now, if your legally binding
document is verified by our attor ney,
you’ll have a penis penis at your side
before you can say “stop saying penis.”

Of course, many of you will be
asking yourselves, “why in the world
would I want to party with the staff of
the herring, and subjugate myself to the
shame game, and all the points and sex-
ual extr avagance it implies?” I’ ll tell
you why, because ifyou collect the most
points, your stank ass is going to be on
the cover of the next issue. Bam. There,
I said it. All other contestants will get
their props from their respective future
babymama/babydaddy.

         Daniel Oettl
Editor-In-Chief
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Valentine Fingering

No, not that kind

As my desk mounts with used
tissues stemming from forlorn tears and
the by-product of repeated self-gratif i-
cation, I ponder why I must while away
lonely hours this eve while everyone else
I know is out consummating their
newly-founded Peel Pub relationships.
Just who is at fault for this cursed holi-
day and the evils it instils in my soul
and why won’t anybody else realise
what the tr ue meaning really is?         

At f irst I started to blame socie-
ty, saying that it w as they who had
caused me to lash out violently with a
rake at my fourth-grade teacher, result-
ing in my 10 year imprisonment away
from modern life in a ‘youth behaviour-
al rehabilita tion program’. Then I
remembered that bitch had it coming,
so I figured I could blame McGill.
Surely this excuse for a school with its
oppressive student-unfriendliness and
abundance ofself-serving asshole stu-
dents has something to do with my soci-
etal pitfalls!  But when I found out that
I had to stand in a 3-hour line and fill
out a 6 page form in order to file a com-
plaint with administr ation to have this
grievance recognised,I said fuck it.
Surely my loneliness is no fault of my
own – excessive flatulence is a turn-on
to just about everybody, and it’s not my
fault I misspelled “male-order bride” on
that lonely night, although I still don’t
have any regrets about that week of
experimentation before I decided to
send Kwan back to his home company,
err, country. So then whose fault is it
that I should be sitting here alone mail-
ing “I’ d go extinct f or you” dinosaur
Valentines to my grade-school crushes
instead of being out taking advantage
of my full bag of, uh, let’s say love?
Why can’t every girl I meet wise up to
the realmeaning ofValentine’s Day?

In the end, I r ealised that the
focus ofall my angst and frustra-
tion should lay in the obvious evil

that has cursed this day with annual
promises offlowers, kisses, and, well,
better-aimed kisses. There is an awful
corruption that has twisted the original
meanings ofthis day into something far
from intended by its original observers
that needs to be rectified before I can
finally find a girl whom I’ ll see eye-to-
eye. Yes, you guessed it,I’m talking
about that fucker St.Valentine and his
communist ploy to take this holiday
away from its rightful owners and their
obvious humanitarian goals. It’ s vil-
lains like him who try to make me think
it’ s supposed to be all about ‘love’ ‘hap-
piness’and the ‘sanctity of the relation-
ship’ or some other absurd notion while
the good people at Hallmark have being
fighting the good fight reminding us
that consumption,capitalism, and the
masking of our interpersonal relation-
ship anxieties with superficial gifts con-
stitute the values that are to be truly
valued on this sacred night. Thank the
good Christian lord the lions got him – I
mean,something has to be said for nat-
ural selection,right?  Yes, after much
contemplation I am absolutely sure that
we should be blaming none other than
St. Valentine and the rest of his phoney
‘love’ enthusiasts for the insecurity and
anxiety everybody feels about our their

love-lives every February 14th. When
will people snap out of their fantasy
worlds and own up to the obvious truth
that the candy gram and stuffed bear
dressed as Cupid is what they really
want, and not some stupid heartf elt
sign of devotion and gratitude or some
other dumb shit?

Until the day this tr ue meaning
of Valentine’s Day is finally realised by
society, though, and a hot chick who’s
willing to put out begins to value the
box of chocolates and bouquet I bought
for her, this 40oz of Big 10and bowl of
cinnamon hearts I’ve got will suffice as
a replacement for a bottle of wine and
romantic dinner. As for the after-dinner
soirée, though, well, I think I’ ve still got
Kwan’s number around here somewhere.

Blake Gregory

Opinion



St.Valentine Remains Remembered
Valentine’s Day, fuck. That was the first thing I

said when I learned this issue would be about Valentines
Day. At best it means buying something girly for some-
one you’re sexually engaged with. At worst it’ s a stark
reminder of just how unappealing you really are. It
means bitter irony and a half liter of half baked,eaten
in the fetal position while red and pink balloons clash
with grey skies. No man likes Valentine’s Day, and what
does a man do to something he doesn’t lik e? Historically
speaking, he kills it, or he energetically heaps shit onto
it until he feels better about himself. So here are a few
reasons why Valentine’s Day is an illegitimate bastard of
holiday.

-When I Googled Valentine’s Day I came upon a shock-
ing fact; the patr on saint of lovers was a priest,the
founder of Valentine’s Day, only exchanged them with
him self, bam, take that Christianity. In Roman times
St-Valentine was performing marriages in secret after
the Emperor Claudius had annulled every marriage in
the Empire to prod men into the army. Well St-
Valentine was caught and then they killed him. So not
only are you celebrating the beating to death of an
innocent priest,you’re probably doing it out of wedlock
and are going to hell.

-In the middle ages it was thought that all bir ds began

mating on February 14th, so what?  So they were idiots.
If you see any birds having sex on Valentine’s Day,
please let me know but it’ s my guess that it w ould suc-
cumb to the elements before getting a stiffy.

-It is an undisputable fact that the St-Valentine’s Day
Massacre where Al Capone beat seven of his victims to
death, fell on St-Valentine’s Day. Well this is a lame one
but really, how can you send love letters and buy choco-
lates knowing that at one time seven people were dead on
Valentine’s Day, eh?

-Some people used to believe that if a woman saw a robin
flying overhead,she would marry a sailor. If she saw a
sparrow, she would marry a poor man and be very happy.
If she saw a Goldfinch, she would marry a rich man.For
most ladies who live in this city only pigeons will be fly-
ing overhead and they mean you will be a drunken college
student’s last resort.

A successful campaign to ban this holiday might
be possible, as the only opponents, women and homosex-
uals, will lose the right to vote, with Steven Harpers new
stance on sexuality. In closing, is it fair to end Valentine’s
while sparing the other illegitimate holidays?  Like, the
beloved St-Patrick’s; did he really drive the snakes from
Ir eland or is it possible none were there to begin with.
Strong resistance from disgruntled Irish is to be expect-
ed.

~Ezra Black

Errata
The last issue ofthe Red Herring contained

some oversights, as well as factual, analytical, and typo-
graphical errors that are hereby retracted by the editors.
The staff members responsible for the sub-par journal-
ism have been duly accorded influential posts with the
Globe and Mail.

Heather Greenblatt’ s article commemorating the
death of John Lennon in the context of her column,
Sex, Drugs, Rock’n’Roll, and Astrology, misquoted the
influential musician. Her interview, though conducted
through a legitimate séance (priced at a hefty $5.95 a
minute, at the magazine’s expense),was deemed “deceit-
ful and tasteless forgery” by the artist’ s estate.
Whatever, Yoko Ono is just a glorif ied groupie anyway.

Actor Bill y Bob Thornton’s new album, Hobo,
was judged to be “liquid shit inducing” by the Herring’s
reviewer. As a result, Ms. Jolie will no longer be writing
for the paper, at least pending the end ofher divorce
proceedings, still legally classifying her within the
bounds ofan irrefutable conflict of interest,as per
Ar ticle 12,Section B of the California Matrimonial
Code. The editorial staff maintains that the album is

gut-fuckingly bad.
An investigative report appeared in the last issue

dealing with the widespread problem of self-mutila tion
in teens. Profiler Ellie Wertz was accused ofinsensitivi-
ty given the following excerpted interview published in
the Herring:

Elllie Wertz: “You cut yourself.”
Unnamed Teen:“Yes, I do. I just get so
lonely sometimes that I— ”
EW: “You cut yourself, don’t you?”
UT: “Uh...y eah.”
EW: “You just love cutting yourself. Huh?
Don’t ya, bitch?”

As per Judge’s orders,Mr. Wertz will be pursuing sensi-
ti vity tr aining with Eroticized Self-Mutilation
Anonymous. Also per Judge’s orders, the reporter’s tear-
ful confession in his first meeting will be published in its
entirety in the magazine, in several instalments:“Hi,
I’m Ellie ... ” will be published in the March issue, and
the series will end in November with “Anyway, I woke up
in the gutter with the butter knife in my hand...”

The editors sincerely regret all these errors.

~Adam Ryan

Err at a & Ezr a



Nike Signs God 
as Advertising

Spokesman

Spokespeople for Nike
Corporation announced yesterday the
signing ofGod to a three-year, $22
million-dollar advertising contract,
which will serve as the centerpiece for
the corporation’s ‘Thou Shalt J ust
Do It’ campaign.

“We’re very excited about
signing the Lord,” said Samantha
Brecker, a public relations official
for the world’s largest running shoe
manufacturer. “In ad dition to the
fact that His word is worshipped
and adhered to religiously by a
large percentage of our customers,
the Creator’s lifestyle is a perfect
reflection of Nike’s values of
absolute power and omnipotence.”

Though God has resisted
previous advances by organizations
seeking his endorsement –
Starbucks, McDonald’s, and the
Catholic Church are just a few
examples – the Almighty said that
Nike’s proposal stood out.

“Nik e hath spoken to the
needs ofmy children,” sayeth the
Lord. “Had the Children of Israel
been blessed with the kingly arch
support and heavenly appearance
of these shoes, verily the ten
plagues would have surely been
unnecessary. I am the Lord.”

Despite this explanation,
and given that He has been absent
from the affairs of Man for millen-
nia, observers in both corporate
and religious circles are perplexed
by God’s decision to choose Nike as
a forum for his return.

“We offered Him $18 mil-
lion for two years,and that’ s in
1992 dollars,” says Monsanto

advertising executive Steve Prior.
“And frankly, you’d think that the
Lord would be more interested in
the genetic manipulation of Lif e
itself than in a pair of sneakers.
We were very disappointed when
the ‘Playing God’ campaign fell
through.”

Although jealousy is plainly
rampant in the advertising commu-
nity, religious institutions all over
the world are equally shocked by
the nature of His return.

“Although we’re obviously
pleased that the day of revelation
has finally arrived and that the sal-
vation and judgment of Man is
now assured for all eternity, we’re
also a little disappointed with the
details,” said the Pope in a press
release from the Vatican. “No
Jesus, no four horsemen,nothing.
Just a flashy commercial for the
Super Bowl. We’re a little miffed,
frankly.”

Advance copies ofthe
much talked-about Super Bowl
commercial have been distributed
to certain key figures in the reli-
gious community to gauge reaction
and court support. Said Nike

advertising executive Jill Logan:

“We’re not sure what to expect.
We just want to make sure that
we’re doing this the right way.”

The commercial opens with
a dramatically lit mountain-scape,
then closes in on Charlton Heston,
reprising his role as Moses
from the Hollywood block-
buster The Ten
Commandments. The sky is
rumbling with thunder and
bright with lightning . Moses calls
to the heavens:“Lor d – The faith-
ful do not walk with thee!  How
will they cross the desert and the
sea?” The sky clears suddenly, and
Moses is illuminated by a blinding
white light. A pair of Nike run-
ning shoes descends gracefully in
the halo, as the theme from 2001:
A Space Odyssey begins to play in
the background. The voice of God
is heard off-screen:“Moses,” He
says as the shoes settle to the earth
at his feet, “T hey may walk to
me…with these.” T he music
builds as Moses picks them up in
his hands and slowly rises to his
feet. Moses and the shoes are
framed against the blinding light,
and he says: ‘Thank you, Lord.
Thank you.” A black screen
appears suddenly with the words:
‘Nik e. Amen.’

Despite a vague sense of
discomfort and confusion in many
of the faithful, most consumers,
religious or not,seem to have
embraced the call ofthe Lord. In
fact, Nike has not seen such an
increase in sales since the famed
‘Air Jordan’ campaign of the early
nineties.

“T hey’ re great,” said
Baltimore teenager Jeffrey
Wenders. “My f eet feel fantastic.
They’ re so light. I f eel like I can
walk on water with these babies.”
Mr. Wenders added:“You think I’ ll
be able to dunk it with these on?”

~Adam Ryan

Business

Jesus g ets all t he pr omo -
tional cr ap, and lo ves it.



Wholesome Family Racism
Called into Question

This Week:Racist Rangers

As a young boy in the lost suburbs of
Massachusetts, I f ondly remember turning deaf ears
upon my parent’s calls of“get some air,” “don’t
touch yourself there” or “put the knif e down,” and
let the TV teach me all of lif e’s valuable lessons.
Along with many ingenious cartoon creations, I
found myself entranced by a story about five aver-
age,down to earth folks known as the Power
Rangers.

These normal high schoolers, who enjoyed
forming environmental clubs and having no more
than four friends, were one day gently enticed (sur-
prisingly abducted) to a benevolent older man’s
complex in distant mountain ranges. Powerful,
Oscar-worthy movie starring Haley Joel Osment?
Not quite.

These youths were transformed into “power
rangers” with the aid of this disembodied elderly

gentlemen and a robot of ambiguous sexual orienta-
tion. I was fascinated, if not slightly confused,and
somewhat aroused.However, what I r ealized several
years down the line while waxing nostalgic for my
adolescence was the inherent racism of this prepos-
terous menagerie of characters.

Kimberly, the attr active non-stereotypical girl
cheerleader, became the pink ranger.
Trini, besides being named after my Trinidadian
roommate, was an intelligent girl of Asian descent.
She became the yellow ranger.
Zach, an African-American fellow who had remark-
able dance moves, became the black ranger.
Jason,possibly Native American,but most likely
just a “red-blooded” male, became the red ranger.
And Bill y, the typical glasses wearing nerd, became
the Blue ranger (presumably because they ran out
of stereotypes and/or colors).
[Not surprisingly, Jason and Kimberly became an
item as did Trini and Bill y. Zach was left to dance
extr emely impressively somewhere on his own].

Pretty damn racist you say? Hold on to your politi -
cally correct hats.

By yelling obscenities in front of seizure
inducing backgrounds, these kids turned into their
notoriously powerful counterparts and fought evil
doers with giant robots. Pretty pictur es and flash-
ing lights, while occasionally causing me to foam
from the mouth,kept me glued to the TV. One day,
a particularly nasty, costumed SOB came to town
and beat the Rangers so soundly that the munifi-
cent disembodied head was forced to lightly ask
(viciously kidnap) another boy by the name of
Tommy. Tommy (Irish?) became the green ranger.
The green ranger was able to help the other rangers
for some time, until one day a villain arrived with
such a big robot it made the Rangers robots look
like badly made toys from China.

How, you ask,did Tommy and the other
rangers overcome these problems? 

Tommy, with the aid of magic, became the
white ranger. The white ranger was much more
powerful than the other races, er, rangers.He com-
manded several robots, wore a sweet vest,and with

Cultur al Comment ar y



Hallmark Actually 
a Hallmark

Ever since it was invented
by a group of vegetarian Germans
in the early 1930s, scapegoating has
been appropriated by people from all
over the world. One such instance of
scapegoating which continues to soil
millions of North Americans every
year is anti-Hallmarkism.

The main anti-Hallmarkitic
myth which gets perpetuated by
Hallmark-baiters all over the world
is that the company is somehow
“behind” St. Valentine’s Day. These
paranoid fanatics have invented a
complex web of lies, as irrational as
they are absurd, which inevitably
tr ace any Valentine’s day related
activity back to a tight-knit commu-
nity of Hallmark employees. The
tr uth is, Valentine’s day goes back
to Valentinus, an early Christian
priest who lived under Emperor
Claudius II.

To get to the bottom of
where the Hallmark myth began,
we need to unwind the web and
understand Hallmark as a company.

Knowledge,after all, cleans the skid-
marks of ignorance off the world’s
panties.

Our story begins In 1891.
Joyce Clyde Hall, son of George
Nelson Hall and Nancy Dudley
Hall, was born in a small town in
rural Nebraska. He soon fled
Nebraska for the more tolerant pas-
tures ofKansas when his family
realized he wanted to make flowery
Mothers’ Day cards instead of
drinkin’ and shootin’ stuff.

1934 was a big year for the
company. Most likely inspired by
Stalin’s admirable performance in
the USSR,Hallmark began offering
pensions, medical aid,lif e insurance,
and vacation pay programs for its
employees. That same year,
Hallmark became the first company
to guarantee its employees a coffee
break. Employees found taking
advantage of the coffee break were
shot on the spot. In another gener-
ous move on the part of the compa-
ny, families were sent genuine
Hallmark condolences at half price.

A lot of stuff happened over
the next f orty years. In 1974,J.C.

Hall was honored by the
National Association of Greeting
Card Publishers. The after-party
yielded perhaps the most notorious
product ever made by Mr. Hall-
syphilitic children care of an under-
paid prostitute.

In 1987,after only seventy
seven years of existence, Hallmark
created the Maghagony line of
cards, targeted at African-American
consumers. Then they remembered
they’ re based out ofKansas, and
promptly changed their minds and
started selling Confederate flags.

Since then,Hallmark has
enjoyed a steady climb to the top.
They’ve branched out into the most
logical of triumvir ates:movies, tele-
vision, and flowers.

So this Valentine’s Day,
rather than grumbling about
Hallmark, invite a Hallmark repre-
sentative into your home, and learn
more about their ways. That’ s
what I did, and I’m a richer person
for it.

~Stefan Szpajda

his help the Power Rangers beat the living shit out of a range of
costumed freaks. Besides this ridiculous main plotline, there were
also subplots in the rangers’ regular lives that included:Bill y
needing to ace a test,Zach needing to win a dance competition,
and Trini teaching them all about Asian culture. I couldn’t make
this stuff up if I tried.

Luckil y this show stopped before the Power Rangers
recruited a Latino as the brown ranger, or did battle against equal
opportunity employment laws, liberal democrats, or dirty, dir ty
hippies. As a show that certainly formed the core of my late
afternoon entertainment, I was completely surprised when I
became aware of these facts. However, this has not stopped me
from hoping to one day be lovingly recruited (brutally forced) to
join a group of my niche-fitting friends as we anxiously await the
arrival of the White Man who will invariably save us.

~LeoMargul

Cultur al Scapegoating



And now, this week’s thrilling installment of...

Samuel Jackson Addresses the Reader 
Like They Don’t Mean Shit

Heyyyy, bitch!  How ya been?  Wait, stop right there – I don’t give a damn!
THAT’S how you’ve been!  You wanna know why I’m talking lik e this?  Do
you REALLY want to know!?  It’s because people like you don’t mean shit.I
made twenty-six thousand dollars just yelling at you now!  I am starring in
Snakes on a Plane, motherfucker!  What!?  You don’t know about Snakes on
a Plane?  Well let me inform you!  It’ s about SNAKES ON A PLANE,
Eisenstein!  I am creating, kicking and starring oppositesnake assfor two god
damn hours,and it’s gonna make me millions!  You remember that Indiana
Jones guy – halfman, half ladies’man, used to call him Junior?  Yeah,well
my character’s gonna make him look like a bitch – I LOVE SNAKES!  I
limbo under snakes!  I only wear snakeskin pyjamas and condoms!  Harrison
“Not In Ne w Star Wars” Ford ain’t got shit on me!  And another thing!:How

the hell does Ray Charles know the night time is the right time?  Dude’s BLIND! Can’t see shit!  Yeah,
that’ s right, it’ s a tangent goddammit!  I talk about what I damn well want and there’s not a god damn
thing you can do about it, because I am in control of this situation!  You are not!  Bitch please!
Subject/object!  YOU DO NOT MEAN SHIT!

Fondest Regards!,
Samuel Lordamighty Jackson!

In the interest offair space, we present this rebuttal.

In r esponding to a denigration of spirit with such tenacity and fortitude, two things are
of utmost importance:first, the maintenance ofa superiority of moral clarity w hen
traipsing up and down the slippery ladder of implied power and authority; second,the
maintenance ofclarity of tone as a means ofpreventing symbolic imprisonmentof the
Other in one’s mind. To argue away a person’s sense ofagency-

Shut up!  SHUT THE FUCK UP!  You are not saying shit!  If I wanted your opin-
ion, I would not have paid good money for a shirt that r eads “If I wanted your
opinion I’d take my dick out of your mouth”!  No, I’m not wearing it now!  You
take your insightful prose and stick it up your hoary analysis, motherfucker!  I will
destroy you!  I ruined Derrida, I r uined Woody Allen, and I can ruin you, you bald
headed bitch!  YOU DON’T MEAN SHIT!

What?  I said “bitch please”! 
Samuel ‘Lightenment Jackson!

Samuel Jackson wishes it to be known that he is currently studying for his role in Jungle Fever 2. He can
also been seen in upcoming hits such as Snakes on a Plane, The Chris Tucker Story, Country Shapeshifting
Dinosaur & City Wisecracking Caveman, and Admiral Dolemite:Termites on a Lifeboat. He also wishes it
known that “photonarcissism is a virtue of the self in the post-McLuhanian mediaverse!”

~Ed Petrenko



Once again...

THE
SHAME-GAME

is being reproduced in full for the
benefit of contestants curious as to what the hell
we’re talking about. Now you too can quantify
your evenings along with everything else

Standing sleep-eyed amidst
the remnants ofanother night of
debauchery, I was struck by some-
thing lacking. It had been a good
night. Oettl went cougar-hunting, I
had found a half-pack of Camels on
the ground at St. Sulpice, and Puma
finally struck it rich with Terry. But
still, something was missing.
Something … quantitati ve. Sure, I
had relics of a night well-spent. Wet
pants, cigarette burns, panties. But
what was their worth?  What was
missing, I f igured,was value.

From there it was a short leap
to developing a system ofvalue, pet-
named “The Shame Game”– points
would be assigned to drunken antics,
so you could look back and say “Heck,
that night was only a 32” or “Sweet
rollin’ Moses, I hit 78!” You too can
play the Shame Game. Join me, as I
quantify the binge.

The Points:

The Basics
We’re all trying to get laid, lets not kid
ourselves. Manual – 15 points, oral –
25,mechanical  (toys, robots) - 10,
conventional (penis-vagina) 40,anal
(it’ s really not that cool) - 42 and the
ever-probable accidental - 20.

The Modifiers
None of these add-ons count if you
don’t f inish.
Being really loud when you shouldn’t,
10 points. Not saying a word, 20.
Fake an orgasm,watch their disap-
pointment, and then keep pumping
(repeatable), 5 points. Finding out
when you get home, that no, he/she
didn’t ‘catch it all’, 10 points.

The Boob-Count
The next morning, wake up and count
the number of breasts you grabbed
and forgot (this means asking around
the next day). For each one, 5 points.
If you are a girl, double points.

The Pied Piper
For each partner you can lure into
your bed (note:this does not require
actual coitus),you get 15 points.

The Leper
For each piece ofclothing lost, 3
points. For each piece offlesh lost,50
points. This means appendages, not
limbs. We can’t get too crazy.

The Cool-Hand Luke
You can identify a distinct smell on
each of your fingers. 15 points.
Negative 10 points for every finger
that smells like your friends.

The Narcissist
When sleeping with someone, you
repeatedly moan your own name. 10
points. 15 points if your name is
Blaine. 25 points if you two have the
same name.

The Jeweler
Pearl necklaces … 25 points. This
one’s a bit tricky, as it’s quite easy to
accidentally make a “pearl choke-
chain.” So be careful.

The Horticulturist
Grow a field of purple mushrooms
(NB: this means slapping a girl with
your penis to leave a mushroom
shaped bruise. This really only per-
tains to men,unless you’ve got a gine-
normous clit – 50 points). Each
counts as 20 points. If you wake up
with a mushroom patch growing on
your chest,you lose 15 points. Or 30,
according to size.

The Protector
You use an entire pack of condoms in
one night. And not a single one was
used for sex. 10 points.

The Dance Party
Successful ‘relations’ while listening to

“Rh ythm is a Dancer”– 40 points.
Turning down sex so you can hear the
song – 100 points. Don’t do this one.

The Blender
5 points for each drink you mix into a
‘super drink,’ and then consume.

The Shame-Monger
25 points if you tell someone that the
sex you two just had was worth
points. 25 more points if you do it
again.

The Uppers
1 point for every dollar of illicit dr ugs
consumed (MTL street prices).If you
cry, throw up, tell your friends you
love them four (4) times, freak out,or
die, no points.

The Downer
1 point for every dollar you will spend
on antibiotics or other pharmaceuti-
cals to destroy any diseases absorbed
during the bender.

The Boob Count
Kudos to Pettitt f or including the
chicks in this one last time. You heard
the man,10 points each if you’re a
girl. New rule: You lose 5 points every
time a guy grabs your boobs. No
penalties if a chick feels you up. (This
is how we run up the points and
diminish male access to breasts in one
fell swoop, all while turning them on
with our female-on-female groping).

The Crotch Grab
This rule, while admittedly lacking in
creativity and vulgarity, was inspired
by the editor himself when,on his

20th, he groped both Lemeck and
James Harris’s junk. (But not at the
same time).10 points for every suc-
cessful crotch-grab: no points if it
hurts, negative 10 if it r eally hurts.
But you are allowed to laugh.A lot.

The Lube Drain
If you can use an entire - we’ll say
“standard sized” - tube of KY or some
form of (Water based,kids!) lubricant,
for any purposes that involves skin-to-
skin (and preferably at least one set of
genitalia) contact,20 points. Add 5



points for the number of people
involved in lubing at one time- did
someone say multiple orif ices!?

The “What?”
(I r ecommend this one especially if
the guy is saying stupid shit the whole
time . . . you know the type). If he
says “I’m gonna cum”or some other
more hideous variant during oral sex,
disengage, get face clear, innocently
say “W hat?” and let him make a mess.
It w orks. 25 points. If you’re not a
swallower you do this anyway, so no
points. And for future reference, you
shouldn’t be afraid of a little protein
[or VD –ed.]

The “Princess Sophia”
I apologize upfront for referencing
such an awful movie, but I maintain
that this shit is funny: Come up with
something so ridiculous to call his
penis that he loses his hard-on. This is
best when you’re not too horny to
forgo sex if the guy is truly too morti -
fied to make a cumback. 35 points if
he falls, 20 more if he can’t get back
up, and 5 additional for every time
you call him by the aforementioned
name throughout the rest of the
night.

The Desperate Virgin
Pre-requisite:This guy has got to
think he’s bagged a V-card. It helps to
fake orgasm during foreplay, just to
get it across that you really are this
desperate. 25 points. 50 points if you
do it during your “precious period”
and he thinks he’s actually popped a
cherry. If this really is your first
screw: It’ s about fucking time! Have
100 points and go buy something to
warm up that frigid pussy of yours!

Note: Points can be counted from
when you get up, until when you go to
bed. So naps, passing out,trips to the
E.R. all result in a negation of previ-
ously acquired points.

Now, for an example. About a month
ago,Oettl had a mid-sized party. By
adding up the total points our group
of friends, it’ s evident it was a good
time. We made a list!

2 of us had sex, which is 80 points.
Matt w as drunk, and is into “hilari-
ous” sex, so he was excessively loud
and obnoxious, andmoaned his own
name for kicks, and faked two
orgasms. 25 points.

Total drug consumption would have
brought us about 80 points, but Oettl
cried,so we lost 15,giving us 65
points.
Puma stayed up so late he got the flue,
and spent $20 on meds over the next
few days. 20 points.
Cutting a bagel, Matt sliced off a
small part of his finger-tip, giving him
50 points.
He also lost his scarf, and gained the
group 3 points.
A total of 35 points’worth of breasts
were grabbed,we think. It might
have been 40.
And finally, Oettl had, at one time, 5
girls in/on his bed.They were clothed,
but it w as still worth 75 points.

Total – 353 points. Hella-good night.

As you can see, it’ s a rather
simple process ofquantifying the
value of various drunken acts. You
can create your own, or alter the above
suggestions to suit you and your
friends. Try coming up with “the
Magna Carta”, or the “Bottle-Rat”.
Get creative – it’s your night

~Matt Pettit and Sara Olchowski



The Red Herring Valentine’s Day 
Shame-Game Contest

Some clarif ication is due. T here are 4 steps to successfully participating in this contest.Fir st,enjoy this issue, paying special
attention to the Shame-Game and the lifestyle it suggests. You excited yet?  Second,Have a look at the back cover, and choose your two
valentines. T hird, complete this form and submit it physically at COPI-EUS in McConnell Enginerring, or submit your information
digitally via email to daniel.oettl@gmail.com.Forth, show up at Biftek on St.Laurent at 21:00 on V-Day. There you will happily start
your drinking for the evening. Contestants can either spit their game on whoever they choose, or will  be invited for more fun by their valen-
tine. Yes is this joke did get out ofhand. Yes this is a popularity contest  Ifnothing else, you’ll have a rowdy pregame with the herring
team. See you at Biftek!

Release and Hold Harmless Agreement

1.   PRIVACY ACT STATEMENT : Personal data is solicited under authority of 10 CANC 3012 and AR 27-40.  The information is for use
to determine eligibility for voluntary participation in the following activity located in the area of Montreal, Québec:

Activity(s):____Pregame at Biftek Tuesday February 14th, at 21:00,further activities TBA________________________________________

Disclosure of requested information is voluntary, but failure to disclose all or any part of it may result in denial of permission to participate in the activ-
ity listed above.

2.  POINT OF CONTACT INFORMA TION:

NAME: __________________________________________________*       AGE/YEAR:  ______________*

ORGANIZATION/CREW:___________________________________________________________*

POSITION PREFERENCE:___________________________________________________________

EMAIL:  _________________________________________________________________*

TELEPHONE:  ______________________________

First Choice: *

Secong Choice: *

WILLINGNESS TO FORGET: (circle) 1 2 3 4 5

3.  DISCLAIMER, ASSUMPTION OF RISK AND WAIVER:

As the representative of the aforementioned Organization or Unit, we desire to participate at our own risk in the potentially hazardous activity described above.  I repre-
sent that I will take all safety precautions necessary thereto, assuming sole and full responsibility for ensuring that all reasonably foreseeable safety requirements are met
to my personal satisfaction prior to my group’s active participation in such activity.  I state that the personnel in my group are in good health, physically fit to engage in
this activity, and have no known medical condition which could jeopardize my or their safety during such participation or be aggravated by such participation.

This waiver is executed with the awareness that military training areas are not designed nor maintained with the needs of civilian groups in mind, and those conditions
which are potentially hazardous may exist.  The outcome of these dangers may include, but are not limited to:  personal property damage, personal injury, paralysis, and
death.  In consideration of being allowed to use these facilities

I further understand that I may be held liable for any damage or loss to the Government of Canada that is caused by my or my dependent’s negligence, willful miscon-
duct, or fraud while participating in activities at TBA.  I further understand that any and all buildings in Montreal, Québec may contain lead paint and/or asbestos and
willfully accept responsibility or possible danger associated with those elements.

I HAVE READ THE ABOVE EMERGENCYAUTHORIZATION, DISCLAIMER, ASSUMPTION OF RISK AND WAIVER, AND ACKNOWL-
EDGE AND FULLY UNDERSTAND THE TERMS OF EACH.  I UNDERSTAND THAT I AND/OR MY GROUPHAVE GIVEN UPSUBSTAN-
TIAL RIGHTS BYMY SIGNING THIS FORM AND AGREEING TO THESE TERMS.  I SIGN THIS FORM AND AGREE TO THESE TERMS
FREELY AND VOLUNTARILY AND WITHOUT INDUCEMENT FOR MYSELF AND/OR ON BEHALF OF MYDEPENDENTS.

Date Signature of Participant Printed Name of Participant

................................................... .................................................................. ..................................................................



consentual se x, mmm

The R ed Her r ing 
Valentine ’s Day Cont est

>Leo Margul
“A hearty portion

of man, with a side
of Ukrainian
lovin'. Pie for

dessert."

Ed Petrenko <
“Eeril y wholesome
guy seeks loving,

female puppet
to pull his

(heart)strings.”

> Blak e Gregory

“It’ s either me or
the next guy”

Adam Rosenberg <

“I lik e my women
like I like my cof-
fee:ground up...

and... in the 
freezer?”

> Daniel Oettl

“I’ ll make you
famous baby.
Tr ust me.”

JesseGainer <

“Pick me or 
I’ ll eat your 

fucking face.”

> Amber Adam

“everything’s fine,
just don’t ever refer

to my breasts as
teets ever again.”

Christine Rhodes <

“In m y defense,
he looked at 

least sixteen.”

> Jon LaFontaine
“Lik es ferris

wheels, evening
walks and on 
sunday reverts

back to his sensual 
tentacular form.”

Stefan Szpajda <

“Object in photo-
graph is sexier

than it appears.”


