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EDITORIAL

Sandra Livingston

A Hard Bargain
Viewed in the broadest strokes, the problem of the ongoing toy recalls
is simple—Chinese manufacturers are making shoddy (even dangerous)
goods that are being sold to unsuspecting North American consumers.
But this simplistic big-picture view of a complex issue is tied to the
smaller picture; in particular, to a recent conversation I had with a
friend. She was complaining about the sorry state of manufacturing
jobs in her town. Twenty years ago, even ten, work was plentiful.
Jobs in auto plants were especially coveted: the money was good, there was plenty of overtime, and there
were bonuses for recommending new employees. Competition between assembly plants to hold onto
workers—even within the same corporate umbrella—was fierce.
Now, this friend complained bitterly, work was getting harder to find. There had been layoffs by the
hundreds at one of the largest employers in the area. There was resentment in her voice as she noted that
all the jobs were being moved overseas. The reason (at least to her) was plain: employees in Asian countries
were stealing North American jobs, and getting rich in the bargain.
As she spoke, I glanced around her home. I looked at her clothes, her television, her computer, her
daughter’s Dora the Explorer running shoes. They were all made in China, and she’d bought them all at
cheap prices at the nearest big-box chain store.
And therein lays the problem. We love stuff, lots of it, and we love getting it cheaply. Our houses, garages,
and rented storage spaces are crammed full of it. Our landfills are bursting. We buy cheap, disposable junk
that we discard the minute something new comes on the market. Last year’s cellphone outdated? Toss it in
the garbage and get a new one; the price is right.
We’re gluttons for a constant flow of inexpensive goods, and corporations have obliged by finding ways to
give it to us. In places like Mexico and the Pacific Rim, labour is cheap. Employees aren’t getting rich, and
it’s not surprising that in newly industrialized countries there are unscrupulous manufacturers who want a
bigger cut of the consumer feast—and who will substitute cheaper ingredients to up their profits. It isn’t
right, but it’s a well-known fact of human nature. (Otherwise, there would never have been a need for some
soul from antiquity to mutter caveat emptor.)
What we’ve forgotten in our insatiable thirst for an endless supply of stuff is that old maxim: you can have it
cheap or you can have it good. The friend in question is a good example. Instead of buying two well-made,
high-quality sweaters to last the season, she spends the same amount of money on a dozen cheap ones that
will fall apart after a few washings. But buying dozens of sweaters indulges her need to consume—something
the corporations love us to keep doing.
That doesn’t mean an isolationist, local-goods-only mentality is the answer. If a made-in-China (or Germany
or India) toy is a solid, dependable product, then buy it. But quality comes at a certain cost and always has:
the cost of fair wages, of benefits for employees, of safe ingredients, of the labour costs to ensure quality
control.
As consumers, we’re complicit in creating the atmosphere that led to this flood of recalls. No, we didn’t
slap the paint on those lead-contaminated toys. But until something went wrong, we didn’t question how we
could afford so much stuff so cheaply. We didn’t care where it came from or what conditions it was made
under—as long as we could buy armloads of it at the local mall and cart it home. We were so thrilled at
getting an endless supply of stuff at such a bargain we never bothered to worry about the cost.
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from the backyard to the biosphere

History vs. the Future: What’s Guiding Restoration These Days?
Conferences are interesting things: so much information comes your way in
such a short time that you have to wonder whether anything will stand out in
your memory once it’s all over, or whether your brain will simply give up in the
face of such an onslaught of data.
But the miraculous human brain does normally prevail, and what stand out are
those points with the greatest significance, the most long-term salience. At
least, that’s how I feel right now, two weeks after returning from the annual
gathering of minds of the Society for Ecological Restoration International. Ask
me in two years how my memory’s doing, and I hope to still be as positive
about my brain’s filtration and storage capacity.
While the volume of details, the minutiae of the myriad talks I attended, are
already lost to the recesses of my brain, the big debates in the field, the
questions and emerging strategies that will determine the future of
restoration, are the points that fill my mind right now.
Most significant to me from this conference is a fundamental divergence of
thought regarding the value of history in a time of climate change. Restoration
as a field has characteristically relied heavily on history, with past reference
conditions of a site (to the maximum extent to which they could be
determined) guiding efforts toward a restored site’s future. Makes sense:
restoration essentially means bringing back what once was, so what better
place could there be to start than the past?
But many of the top practitioners and scientists in the field are now
questioning the logic of rebuilding and restoring ecosystems that existed
historically given that, with all likelihood, most sites will be very different in a
future of climate change.
For example, an area characterized in the past by, say, moist conditions may
in the future be very dry. As such, restoring a plant community adapted to
moist conditions makes little sense if conditions will in the near future be
more suited for drought-adapted flora and fauna. It needs to be asked whether
restoration to a historical state makes sense when historical conditions that
would favour plant communities of the past aren’t likely to exist in the future.
In fact, some even question whether it is responsible to potentially squander
precious—and limited—resources on projects geared toward restoring historic
communities when logic indicates that they may not survive in a changed
climate.

On a grand scale, say at the regional level, such logic is inarguable. However, questions regarding this mode
of reasoning arise when you get down to the small, fine, local scale at which restoration projects generally
take place. While global climate change can be seen to be marching right along and regional changes may
be able to be predicted with admirable accuracy, there are those in the restoration field who are asking for
a humility check when it comes down to what we can reasonably predict about the future of site X—say that
degraded prairie ecosystem down the road.
Following this line of reasoning, it is argued that presumption rather than scientific understanding may be at
the heart of the emerging guiding principles in restoration. Can we really presume to predict the exact
future conditions of this exact location? And are we really able to do better work, to achieve greater
ecological benefit, by acting on educated guesses (no matter how well educated) than by replacing what
historically existed here?
These are the questions that will shape the future of restoration ecology, and of sites restored by scientists
and practitioners partial to one perspective or the other.
As I mull these questions over, what strikes me as perhaps most significant of all within this debate is
something kind of revelatory. Such fundamental divides in understandings illuminate the fact that
restoration science, like all sciences, is not just about observed fact (e.g., historical conditions, changing
climate), but about how we understand these observed facts, and what they mean for our practice, within
the perspective in which we reside.

CLICK ON THIS – Small Packages

Lonita Fraser

They say the best things, even big ones, come in small packages, and those packages can vary in type
from the plain cardboard box to the skin we all walk around in.
World's Smallest Man
I think that one's self-explanatory.
World's Smallest Works of Art
I am blown away by this. How could anyone manage to do such fine work?
World's Smallest Violin
Now, practicing on that would certainly save the nerves of long-suffering parents.
World's Smallest Car
Not the vehicle to take along to the mall for your next family-sized grocery order pickup!
World's Smallest Fish
And this won't be what you'd pick up at the deli counter for the family meal, either.
World's Smallest Cat
I'm not even sure the world's smallest fish would be enough of a meal for the very tiny Mr. Peebles.
World's Smallest Things
Fans, mirrors, pancakes, cupcakes, Nintendo controllers, and so much more. It's an entire universe of small!

MUSIC TO EAT LUNCH TO

Mandy Gardner

Alkaline Trio – Remains
Release date: January 2007
Label: Vagrant
Tracks: 22
Rating: 10
The latest release from Chicago punk trio Alkaline Trio, Remains is a
compilation CD that incorporates tracks from foreign releases, B-sides,
and other compilation albums. Normally, B-side collections don’t
impress me all that much; however, this is a huge exception to the
rule.
Remains includes “Hell Yes,” “Jaked on Green Beers,” “Queen of Pain,” and “Dead and Broken,” arguably
some of the band’s most accomplished tracks. Live versions of “Dethbed,” “My Standard Break from Life,”
and “I’m Dying Tomorrow” make this a record that really raises the standard for all compilation albums.
Included with the CD is a separate DVD that offers up five music videos, the making of the “Burn” video, a
radio interview, and the “I Was a Prayer” acoustic version recorded in Scotland. You also get candid footage
of Matt Skiba, Dan Andriano, and Derek Grant practising, performing, and generally goofing around—the
whole DVD makes a great addition to the comp and gives you a real feel for the band itself. Seeing the three
musicians in full makeup and punk costume reminds you of where their influences lie and gives you an
impression of what really went into the songwriting process.
As far as the 22 music tracks are concerned, the comp is a complete success. The only record I can compare
this to in terms of its sound and the complete effect it had on me is Green Day’s definitive album Dookie—
and that is really the highest compliment I could ever give a band or an album.
These are two bands that have been influenced by many of the
that wound up formulating their own uniquely punk sound that
normal Bad Religion/Anti-Flag crowd. Alkaline Trio falls into a
wildly successful Green Day but also other very talented soft-core

same classic and modern punk bands and
is palatable to far more people than the
category that encompasses not only the
punk bands like Millencolin and Downway.

This is a record that should please not only punk fans who are already familiar with the band, but anyone
who appreciates more alternative bands like the Tragically Hip or The Strokes. The hard-core look of the
band members and the somewhat pointed lyrical content of the songs let you know where Alkaline Trio is
truly coming from and trying to say, but the real musical talent involved in the songwriting shines through
and could convert even a diehard anti-punk/metal advocate.

Of Caution and Experience
When in need of healing, some people meditate, practice tai chi, or sit
alone in a quiet church. I have always gravitated to the outdoors. If I
can reach a body of water—ocean, lake, or river—so much the better. If
not, a few hours walking alone in the woods will recharge my spiritual
batteries, and help wash away the human cares and insecurities that
inevitably plague us all.
Because of the magnetic attraction that exists between my spirit and
the natural world, I have spent pretty large chunks of my life walking
and camping in the wilderness, either alone or with my family and
friends. One of the most wonderful benefits of these experiences has
been the many, many encounters I have had with various forms of
wildlife. I have kayaked beside dolphins and seen humpback whales
breaking water off the coast of northern B.C. I have seen eagles and
hawks soaring overhead whilst lying on my back gazing up into the sky. I
have had encounters with deer, moose, elk and wolves, and bears, both
black and grizzly.
Of these, the only ones that have truly left me feeling frightened are the bears. Over the years, I have
heard numerous stories from fellow backpackers about nerve-shattering experiences with these magnificent
and powerful creatures. And, of course, there are always the horror stories of fatal mutilations and neardeath encounters that have become part of our collective understanding of the natural world.
My own encounters with bears wandering down creek beds in Alaska and on forest trails in the Monashees
have been at a more or less comfortable distance, and not very traumatic. Still, I have a pretty healthy
respect for their power and unpredictability; I would not for the world ever go out of my way to get
anywhere close to one.
This wasn’t always the case. I remember when I was a girl; I would listen with rapt attention to the stories
of family friends who had been lucky enough to see bears in the wild. It was my fondest dream, at that
time, to one day live by myself in a cabin in the woods and watch grizzly bears playing outside my window. I
would dream of sharing my food with them, and perhaps even going for a wild bareback ride across a
mountainside, hanging onto the fur on a bear’s neck.
One day not long ago, I was sharing a story of a backpacking adventure with a friend’s seven-year-old niece.
A true animal lover, she was mesmerized by stories of the wildlife I had seen, and was particularly
fascinated by details of my encounters with bears. She told me that one day she would become a famous
zoologist, and would spend her life in the woods, studying them. They would be her only friends and
companions. She would feed them bagels with smoked salmon and cream cheese.
What really got to me was the look of sheer wonder in her eyes when she told me about this wonderful
dream. It reminded me of the wonder I always had as a girl toward the wilderness. It was this sense of
wonder, the desire to have adventures of my own, that first propelled me outdoors. Later, of course, this
fanciful view of the world was tempered by experience and common sense. Without that initial sense of
wonder, though, I would have missed out on so much.
I think there is a broader lesson in this. It is a lesson that I try to keep in mind for myself. Although wisdom
and caution are vital to our safety and survival, they are only a part of the necessary ingredients for a welllived life. They are the yin, if you like. The yang—the desire to step outside and leap into the magic of the
world—that most of us have when we are children must always be respected, and be allowed to thrive
within us.

Books, Music, and Film to Wake Up Your Muse and
Help You Change the World
CD: Ron Hynes – Ron Hynes
Release date: 2006
Label: Borealis Records
These songs could only have been written by an Irishman.
Correction: these songs could only have been written by a
Newfoundlander who bears the Irish curse in his bones, is
spending months in rehab, is forbidden by his counsellor to write songs, and writes songs anyway. Hynes's
songs are so traditional and yet so new; we see in them the ancient shadows of our Celtic ancestors moving
through the forest and at the same time Ron's droll smile and then ourselves in our touching beauty and
sadness.
I'm glad no one was watching me the first time I heard “The Mother Who Bore You in Pain” on the radio.
Here is a song so clear in its empathy that it's hard to believe it was written by the addict son and not by the
mother who mourns his ruin. In “Carry the Cross” Hynes gives voice to the thoughts of a doubting Christ in
the last hours before crucifixion. He could just as well be singing of the lonely burden of the artist.
Those who choose lives of creativity and right action ask themselves these same questions: How do I
distinguish a true calling from delusions of grandeur? Are rejection and persecution signs of personal
failure or are they essential to the journey? And what is the point in taking on the guilt of others and
attempting to transform it? Do not look for theology here; these songs are roadmaps of pain experienced by
someone who has deliberately sensitized himself to it, been overwhelmed by it, run away from it, and
finally dared turn and look it in the eye.
John Cheever wrote:
The writer cultivates, extends, raises, and inflates his imagination, sure that this is his
destiny, his usefulness, his contribution to the understanding of good and evil . . . As
he inflates his imagination, he inflates his capacity for anxiety, and inevitably
becomes the victim of crushing phobias that can only be allayed by lethal doses of
heroin and alcohol.
We needn't wonder when an intense and insightful mind becomes enslaved to drugs and alcohol; such
slavery looks all the sweeter to one with depth of soul. But we do need to marvel when he or she gets free,
for such things are miracles no matter how often they happen. The brokenness required of the recovering
addict, involving the laying down of old armour, the submission to a terrifying new order, the acceptance of
help from others, and a harrowing twisting aside from the only thing that lets you forget life's horror, this is
heroic, and worthy of reflection.
These songs leave you impatient with writing that sugar-coats this beautiful but demon-haunted reality.
They make you want to be a more honest writer whatever the cost to personal comfort and dignity.
Catharsis may be the wrong word for their emotional effect; they have the same impact as the ancient
Greek tragedies, drawing you down into a quagmire of pain until you can no longer tell where the writer's
pain leaves off and your own begins. The self is transformed, the dross burned away, and the hero's journey
becomes your own.

A Spirited Defence of the Contents of My Purse
Step away from the bag and no one gets hurt. You see, my purse is oh so much
more than simply a utilitarian fashion accessory; it's an appendage, a personal
assistant, a security blanket, a statement.
What, pray tell, are its precious contents? Oh, just a microcosm of my life: a
month-at-a-glance calendar, a Tungsten E2 Palm Pilot (my acquiescence to the
age of technology), a leather wallet, business card holder (for my own and
others’ cards), a no-frills cellphone (usually turned off), auto expense booklet, a
little notebook of titles in my library (to avoid buying duplicates), lipstick and
liner, a sectional pillbox with iron supplements and Fisherman's Friend lozenges,
keys, clip-on sunglasses, memory stick, and discount coupons. Maybe there's also
a protein bar or baggie of homemade trail mix.
It can and does become a heavy load. Not something my chiropractor approves of,
by the way. Sometimes to lighten the load I'll off-load some of the less essential
items into a tote bag. Same total weight, just more even distribution over two
arms instead of one. Clever.
How is it that some women get by with a lip gloss and keys? Or a debit card and
keys? How do they function? I don't get it. I guess pockets make it work.
Ideally, I would be together enough in the morning to switch bags to the most
apropos for the outfit or excursion. However, it doesn't always work out that way.
Sometimes I use the same favourites for weeks. My most expensive bag at two
hundred twenty-five dollars doesn't get as much use as it should. I vacillated
between (yet another) black one and the nutmeg brown I settled on. Black would
have been more practical, but dammit, I didn't want to be practical. Buying it at
an upscale hotel boutique in Vancouver probably wasn't practical either. I just love its style, its feel, and
the fact it's a Canadian designer's creation. It's just a bonus you can't find it at Walmart.
Handbag contents reflect the age and stage of its carrier. Young mothers will carry wipes, Band-Aids,
snacks, perhaps a bottle or soother. Teens may carry an iPod. Senior women might have more pills, doctor
appointment cards, reading glasses, address book.
That's the beauty of the bag. It can adapt to our changing needs. It becomes precisely what we need it to
be. Glitzy evening bag for liquor tickets and lipstick; hobo satchel for everything but the kitchen sink; brief
for files and projects on the go.
So ladies, whether you fill 'er up or purge the excess, count your purse as greater than the sum of its parts.
As far as I'm concerned, I couldn't function without my purse. More importantly, nor would I want to, from
where I sit.

The
Chronicles
of
Cruiscin
Lan
by
Wanda
Waterman
St. Louis

Thoughts on the Witching Hour
Tonight, the wind is howling around my house, and cats are screeching in
the night. There is a tall, crooked man with a broad black hat standing at
the bottom of my garden, leaning on the fence. There are eyes staring at
me from the branches of the tree, its leaves scraping across my window.
Growing up, so many of us were insecure and afraid all the time; afraid of
the dark, of UFOs, of diabetes, of demons. In Social Studies class, they
showed us grainy video footage of exploding atom bombs and the
symptoms of syphilis so that we would have nightmares to carry around
with us wherever we went. We kept looking up in fear at the sky, and
worrying about redness on our private parts. We were afraid of counting
backwards while looking in the mirror, in case the devil should come and
carry us off to the underworld. We were afraid of growing up and of not
growing up; afraid of the monsters that waited in the shadows of our
rooms to rip out our throats if we should forget any part of our nightly
ritual.
Later on, we learned to mask our deep, dark fears with idle chitchat about stock prices and cars, hockey
teams and crème brûlée. We learned the art of the insincere smile to mask the presence of the shadows
behind our eyes. We learned to keep our noses buried in our accounts books and our sports pages, so we
didn’t have to keep looking over our shoulders and wondering what was creeping up behind us.
Lately, I’ve rediscovered the fine art of being afraid. Set free by age, I no longer have to pretend that I
don’t see shapes hiding in the darkened corners. I no longer have to tell myself that I believe in the sweet
rationalities of science and good accounting practice, that there is no such thing as ghosts, no such place as
the underworld. I have seen too much to not believe in dark magic. I am as irrational as a 19th century
sailor, as superstitious as a miner’s wife. I throw salt over my shoulder, and walk clear around ladders and
black cats. I worry about cancer and the end of the world. I keep my eyes on the clouds, and make the sign
of the cross when lightning comes flashing off house roofs. Pagan that I am, there are still prayers that come
easily to my lips when the witching hour comes.

AUSU THIS MONTH
Coalition for Student Loan Fairness
AUSU is currently investigating the Coalition for Student Loan Fairness
(CSLF) to determine if participation with this group would be
advantageous to our members. The group, a grassroots movement of
student loan borrowers from across Canada, supports fairness in the loans
repayment process.
The CSLF notes that Canadian students are charged a rate of 2.5 to 4.5%
above prime for loan repayment, resulting in interest charges that can
amount to as much as 33% of the loan principal over the lifetime of the
loan. Borrowers who utilize interest relief during low-income periods may
pay considerably more. Given that student loans are offered as a public
service and incentive to learning, the high profitability of these loans is of concern to AUSU.
CSLF also notes that students over the age of 30 are not included in government surveys of student loan
experiences. This is of particular concern to AUSU as the majority of our membership is 30 years of age or
older and we know from our experiences with our members that the current loans program does not
adequately serve these members, nor does it serve members who wish to work to support themselves while
studying part-time.
CSLF also asks that the government provide an Ombuds office to handle student loan complaints—a change
that would help address many of the problems we hear about regarding lost forms, incorrect instructions,
and confusing requirements. Additionally, CSLF supports providing for consolidation of multiple student
loans into a single loan with a single payment, a change that many students have asked for.
Members are encouraged to check out the CSLF website.

AUSU Frappr—Show Us Where You Are
On June 20 AUSU launched a Frappr member map on the front page of AUSU.org. Just three days later,
nearly 140 members have added their dot to our map, and a "picture" of the dispersion of our website
visitors is taking shape. We're thrilled to see so many of you leaving your little mark on our site, and we love
all the great pictures and shoutouts people have uploaded. Members who have left anonymous pins are
encouraged to add their name (or alias, if you are shy) so we know you are all different people! If you
haven't added your mark, drop by ausu.org—and don't forget to read the posting information if you are new
to Frappr.

Mandy Gardner

At Home: Tory says creationism can be taught
alongside evolution
John Tory is definitely living up to his name with this latest
proposal: the Ontario PC leader has suggested that
creationism be taught along with evolution in schools
throughout the province.
In a bid to win the Ontario premiership this October, Tory has
come forward to voice his opinion that more school funding
should be given to faith-based schools other than Catholic
divisions.
By bringing these religious schools into the Ontario public
school system, Tory claims that students would receive a
more diverse education, given that existing faith-based
schools would be subject to provincial inspections.1
The Ontario PC party’s website makes no mention of this
particular viewpoint; however, it does stress the positive
qualities of its leader throughout the site. According to the
website, Tory is a dedicated volunteer in his area and has
helped to raise millions of dollars for inner-city health programs and the homeless while giving the province
an “unprecedented degree of CEO accountability.”2
In his bid for the premiership, Tory puts the focus on accountability and delivering on promises, stating that
he “will be guided by the same values that have served me so well throughout my life—to keep my word, to
work hard for what matters and to be accountable for my actions.”3
Tory’s main Ontario opponent is Liberal Kathleen Wynne, and she thinks that teaching creationism alongside
evolutionary science would be a direct violation of the established curriculum.
According to TheStar.com, teachers and school union officials have given a huge amount of support to the
anti-creationism campaign and are fully in support of Wynne for the premiership.4

1

CTV, 2007. “Creationism can be taught with evolution: Tory.” Retrieved September 6, 2007, from
http://www.ctv.ca/servlet/ArticleNews/story/CTVNews/20070905/creationism_schools_070905/20070905?hub=Canad
a
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In Foreign News: Mattel orders another toy recall
Lead paint: it’s one of those things we’ve all been joking about since we were kids.
“David ate too many lead paint chips when he was a baby,” or some similar quip, was probably the most
popular put-down when I was ten or so. I don’t know how many other kids there were out there who actually
had lead paint on their walls at home, peeling provocatively from the walls and doors, but I dealt with it on
a daily basis and maybe that’s why I remember so well that the stuff is poisonous. And hopefully this
revelation will not lead to any name-calling . . .
Lead paint can, according to the U.S. Consumer Product Safety Commission, lead to poisoning that is tough
to diagnose, since its symptoms match those of many other illnesses: “persistent tiredness, irritability, loss
of appetite, stomach discomfort, reduced attention span, insomnia, and constipation.”1
So why is the issue raising its head in an age where we all are raised to understand this basic danger?
Toymaker Mattel has discovered that its Chinese manufacturers have actually been using lead paint on its
products.
This is the third recall of lead-painted toys since the beginning of August, and Mattel says that following the
discovery of unsafe toys they will, “as promised,” be “testing and retesting toys before they leave
factories.”2
The recall has affected 25,500 toys in Canada that were produced over a nearly one-year period from last
September.3 Affected were several Barbie accessories and a small number of Fisher-Price toy sets. A full
recall list can be found on the toy manufacturer’s website.

1

Consumer Product Safety Commission. “What You Should Know About Lead Based Paint in Your Home: Safety
Alert.” Retrieved September 6, 2007, from http://www.cpsc.gov/CPSCPUB/PUBS/5054.html
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Mattel website. “Voluntary Safety Recall Facts.” Retrieved September 6, 2007, from http://www.mattel.com/safety/us/
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CBC News, 2007. “Thousands of Barbie accessory toys recalled after lead violation.” Retrieved September 6, 2007,
from http://www.cbc.ca/world/story/2007/09/04/mattel-recall.html

EDUCATION NEWS
The Digital Page: Open, Digital Scholarly Publishing at AU Press
Scholarly publishing has gone digital with the advent of AU Press, an imprint of
Athabasca University that is dedicated to “the dissemination of knowledge and
research through open access digital journals and monographs, as well through
new electronic media.”
AU Press is the first scholarly imprint to be created by a Canadian university in
this century, and the publications offered will have a geographical focus on
Canada, the North American West, as well as the Circumpolar North.
The press will publish both fiction and non-fiction works, and the focus will be on scholarship “of the highest
quality,” a standard that will be determined by peer review.
The work of emerging writers and researchers, as well as those established in scholarly publishing, will be
showcased in various forms of digital publication, including books and journals, and such neglected forms of
communication as diaries, memoirs, and oral history.
Forthcoming titles include The Importance of Being Monogamous: Prohibiting and Policing Polygamy and
Other Alternative Marriages in Western Canada to 1915 by Sarah Carter, and Imagining Head-Smashed-In:
Aboriginal Buffalo Hunting on the Northern Plains by Jack W. Brink.
Following its mandate to make “publications accessible to a broad readership through open access
technologies,” AU Press will also lend its imprint to websites that publish scholarly material, especially
those with a focus on the field of distance education.

Nine-year-old university student finds courses too easy
Most students find it hard to get back into the swing of academic life after the carefree days of summer. But
at Hong Kong Baptist University, at least one student is already finding his courses too easy—and he’s only
nine years old.
March Boedihardjo is a young math prodigy from Hong Kong. His family moved to Britain two years ago after
his 14-year-old brother was accepted at Oxford University. Since then, March has been studying at a private
college in the town of Oxford, and has achieved two A’s and one B in his A-levels (exams usually taken by
18-year-olds).
After applying to four universities, the youngster accepted a place at Hong Kong Baptist University, whose
specially designed five-year program will lead to both an undergraduate and a Master’s degree for March.
March is excited about starting school, but is already finding his classes too easy. As he told reporters on the
first day of classes, he had already learned much of the material “a year or two years ago.”1
He also seemed disappointed that his fellow university students weren’t more like his old school friends,
who “wanted to play.”1
1

Yahoo News, 2007. “University 'very easy' for Hong Kong nine-year-old.” Retrieved September 6, 2007, from
http://ca.news.yahoo.com/s/afp/070904/oddities/hongkong_education

Classifieds are free for AU students! Contact voice@ausu.org for more information.
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