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GAZETTE···ARTS AND CULTURE 

Springfield comes to Halifax 
AMY DEMPSEY 
STAFF CONTRIBUTOR 

"Hello, my name is Homer," reads 
the tag on Martina Jakubchik-Palo
heimo's stained white shirt. 

Jakubchik-Paloheimo, a fourth
year Dalhousie philosophy student, 
is also wearing a yellow bathing cap, 
a drawn-on five o'clock shadow and a 
pair of men's briefs. 

''I'm wearing two pairs of under
wear, if that makes a difference," she 
tells a friend who is cracking up at her 
pantslessness. 

Jakubchik-Paloheimo is the one 
behind A Simpsons Party Extravagan
za, a keg party hosted on Walnut Street 
last Friday, Nov. 9. Over one hundred 
Dalhousie students dressed up as 
characters from the ever-popular ani
mated TV show The Simpsons. 

It all started when a group of friends 
pointed out a few similarities between 
Jakubchik-Paloheimo and a Homer 
Simpson doll that resides in her house. 
She thought it was funny, and they be
gan comparing friends to other charac
ters from The Simpsons. It began as a 
joke, but Jakubchik-Paloheimo took it a 
step further by turning it into a party. 

Their goal was to get anough at
tention to appear on Late Night with 
Conan O'Brien, as O'Brien worked as a 
writer and producer for The Simpsons. 

She created a Face book event and 
together, with a few friends, matched 
the people on the guest list to charac
ters they felt were most appropriate. 

"Most people were cool with it, but 
some might have been a little insulted 
by our choices," she says. 

Paul Menard knows why he was 
chosen to be Duffman, and it doesn't 
seem to bother him at all. 

''I'm loud, obnoxious, and always 
in the spotlight- annoyingly," he says. 

Menard is wearing blue tights, red 
briefs, a cape, and has several cans of 
Duff beer strapped around a belt on his 
waist. He says the Simpsons party is the 
kind of event that "defines Martina." 

"We all came up with it together, 
but without Martina it wouldn't have 
happened," says Alii Fear, dressed as 
Bart Simpson. 
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In recreating The Simpson's cast poster, the Dalhousie crew all yell "H1 
Conan" in an attempt to get on late Night With Conan O'Brien. 

"Selma has jaundice!" Bart adds, 
as a guy in a purple dress with a mop 
on his head passes by. Uke many of 
the partygoers, he is covered in yel
low paint to give his skin the signature 
Simpsons h ue. 

The best characters are the ones 
who truly embrace their Simpsons' 
persona. 

Brittany Smith remains in charac
ter as Cletus Spuckler's redneck wife 
Bran dine all night long. She is wearing 
a bright red wig, has a few blacked-out 
teeth and an exposed belly, and car
ries a beer and a gun at all times. 

Bran dine proclaims what she likes 
most about her character in a loud 
Southern drawl. 

"I loves mah hair, I loves mah ac
cent, and I loves mah shotgun!" 

Marge Simpson's famous blue 
tower of hair is made out of 25 feet of 
chicken wire, covered in spray-paint
ed papier-mache. 

In an upstairs bedroom, Maude 

Flanders does a 31-second keg stand 
out of a Jacuzzi. In more ways than 
one, this is not a typical house party. 

Usa Simpson is next, and as her 
legs are lifted into the air, her tube 
dress shifts and Usa inadvertently 
gives everyone in the room a free 
peepshow. 

By midnight, it looks like all of 
Springfield threw up on the South End 
house. As the kegs empty, costumes 
come undone and pieces of various 
characters lay scattered on the floo r, 
along witb empty beer cups. 

Selma rearranges her stuffed 
chest, perhaps hoping for a last-min
utehookup. 

Baby Gerald sits by the dryer, wait
ing for his beer-soaked pants to air out 

Principal Skinner suavely chats up 
a few ladies. 

"I made out with Edna earlier to
night," Skinner brags. ''And later I will 
again .. . It's Principal Skinner's night 
off." 

Never had I ever: 
Had my jaw bone cyborg-erized 
NICK KHATT AR 
STAFF CONTRIBUTOR 

I have had a lot of work done on 
my mouth, jaw and teeth. My family 
is plagued with dental issues and it 
is a curse I cannot escape. Recently, 
I have reached a new pinnacle in my 
orthodontic achievement, because 
never before had I ever had a tita
nium plate and thread bolted and 
imbedded in my jaw. 

I had to get a fake tooth but 
my jaw, from previous abuses to it, 
wasn't solid enough for the titanium 
thread. So it needed a plate. Due to 
the dental work that has been per
formed on me, I am much closer to 
fulfilling my lifelong dream of be
coming a cyborg. 

My aunt works in the field of den
tistry and has been my dental Moses 
through all of my procedures. I was 
pretty nervous about this one, but 
she assured me it was "completely 
routine and casual, like having a fill
ing done." I wasn't even going to be 
knocked out for it - just frozen up. 

"Oh," I thought. "That's not too 
bad. They must have some new 
space-age way of doing things with 
lasers and such." 

I am not really all that fond of nee
dles, or of them being jabbed into my 
mouth. I asked my aunt just before the 
appointment what the needle situ
ation was going to be and she said it 
would be seven or eight small ones. 

"Excuse me," I said. "Seven, or 

eight?" Pause. "SMALL needles?" 
I thought she said it was casual, 

like getting a filling. I have had a few 
fillings done in my time, and I do 
not remember getting seven or eight 
casual needles. In fact, I remember 
I used to forgo needles completely 
when getting anything done to my 
teeth, short of getting them pulled. 

My aunt assured me it was ca
sual - that the needles were just for 
comfort. Seven or eight needles for 
comfort? That makes about as much 
sense as sleeping with a snapping 
turtle because you don't want to put 
him in the bathtub. 

I asked her if I could forgo the 
needles or if she thought the inten
sity of the procedure required them. 
She said if I was 'tough,' I could do 
without. 

Now, the periodontist performing 
the 'casual surgery' did seem a little 
astounded at my insistence on forgo
ing the freezing. I figured it was be
cause people rarely forgo anesthetic. 
He told me to moan or grunt if it hurt 
and he would hit me immediately 
with Novocain. 

It really isn't that bad getting cut 
with a scalpel; it's so sharp that you 
feel little more than a scrape - in my 
case, against the front part of my jaw 
bone. In fact, because I keep my eyes 
closed during all procedures done to 
my mouth, I didn't even realize he 
had cut me until I tasted the blood. 
That's when the adrenaline slowed 
down and I felt the increasingly hot-

ter, pulsating pain my jaw, like a red
hot ninja star had brushed across my 
upper lip. 

Before I could react, he began 
scraping something that must have 
been my jawbone, probably clear
ing the way for his jackhammer. It 
sounded like a kid pulling a wooden 
rack across the pavement. It rattled 
my eyes and my temple. 

Out of nowhere, the drill hit. It 
felt a like an earthquake and a tsu
nami inside my brain at once. The 
pain was quick and direct - it trav
elled right up my jawbone, through 
my nasal passage, over my eye and 
into my temporal lobe. 

I nearly had a white-out, but 
managed remain conscious as I 
heard what sounded like the muffled 
groan of a man hitting the bottom of 
a deep well. 

The doctor heard me and his as
sistant noticed my breathing pattern 
was, to say, a bit inconsistent. They 
blasted me with the Novocain. I was 
t9o delirious from pain to notice how 
many needles they gave me. 

After that, the 'casual' surgery 
was more casual, but still incredibly 
uncomfortable. My face swelled up 
to beastly proportions afterward and 
I had a badass black eye. I couldn't 
eat hard food up until a few days 
ago and just recently got the stitches 
taken out of the gaping hole in my 
mouth. 

Next time I'll bring my own pain
killers. 

Turned on ... 
Book Review: Threeways: Fulfill 
Your Ultimate Fantasy 
SHANNON PRINGLE 
SEXPERT 

With the mountain of sex guides 
out on the market, I look for books 
that have something new to say- not 
so much in terms of sexual positions 
and sexual techniques, but books 
that challenge your sexual biases. 

Diana Cage is one of a handful 
of sex writers who challenge and 
change the way readers think about 
sex. Cage's latest contribution, Three
ways: Fulfill Your Ultimate Fantasy, 
takes the reader on a sexy, diverse 
and intelligent romp through the 
world of the threeway, or multiple 
partner sex. 

Cage lives and writes in the 
North American Mecca of sex-posi
tive, queer culture - San Francisco. 
Though she regards herself as "pri
marily a lesbian," there is nothing 
exclusive about her approach to sex. 
Threeways is written for everyone, re
gardless of sex, gender presentation, 
orientation or identity. It encourages 
great sex in whatever combination 
of partners you find appealing. 

Threeway sex, or sex with more 
than one partner at a time, is a pop
ular fantasy in our sexual culture. 
But how do you go about making 
this fantasy into a reality? 

Is a threeway something that 
will enhance your sex life, or should 
it remain a fantasy? What are some 
of the pitfalls? Are there different 
things to consider if you're single or 
in a couple? Where do you find will
ing partners? What are your boun d
aries? What are some things you can 
do when you have another body to 
play with? If you find yourself hav
ing sex with a person of a gender you 
aren't accustomed to, does this af
fect your identity? 

These are some of the topics 
Cage tackles with such infectious 
enthusiasm that it's hard not to see 
the erotic potential in challenging 
the conventions of what she de
scribes as our "very heterocentric, 
couple-centric and monogamy-cen
tric society." 

Cage infuses Threeways with 
aspects of her own diverse sexual 
experiences and includes snippets 
from the many people she has in
terviewed. Her honesty and delight
fully randy sensibility makes this 
one of the most intimate sex guides 
I have ever encountered. It is in this 
unabashed way that Cage challenges 
us all, queer or straight, to exam
ine our notions of labels, identity, 
queerness, gender, sexual fluidity, 
to stop policing the "boundaries of 
each other's queerness or straight
ness or anythingness," and to "let go 
of some of our sexual rigidity." 

After all, as she says, "threeways 
have a way of obliterating gender 
roles and sexual preferences, and 
opening up our views of ourselves as 
sexual creatures." She revisits these 
ideas throughout the book. 

A number of great quotations 
from this book should be printed 
on buttons and T-shirts so they can 
infiltrate our culture. My favou
rite quote comes from a small sec
tion entitled, "Your Anatomy is Not 
Your Destiny," where Cage touches 
on gender as a social construction 
- how it influences our lives and the 
kinds of sex we think are appropriate 
to engage in. 

She wraps up with these words: 
"Some of the hottest boys I've ever 
had sex with have the same parts as 
I do. And here's a little known secret: 
I've turned more than one straight 
boy into a screaming girl." 

Successful threeway sexual ex
periences, in which everyone in
volved has a good time physically 

and emotionally, take thought, good 
communication, some planning, the 
observation of people's boundaries 
and good sexual etiquette. 

Cage's love of good threeway sex 
is evident on every page of this in
formation-packed guide, but her en
thusiasm for it does not distract her 
from pointing out some of the haz
ards and the importance of continu
ally checking in with yourself as you 
go through the process, from finding 
willing partners to actually having 
sex with them. 

She advises you not to let your 
partners, or anyone else, talk you 
into a threeway unless it really inter
ests you. If you are part of a couple 
and you want to remain part of a 
couple, don't engage in a threeway 
unless your relationship is strong. 
Don't engage in a threeway unless 
your self-esteem is intact. She says 
to examine and know your boundar
ies and practice good dating skills. 

Once you have established your 
desires and considered their impli
cations, Cage provides lots of tips for 
finding willing partners and cruising 
as a couple or a single. She covers 
places to meet people, searching on
line, the swingers' scene and hiring 
a sex worker. She devotes a whole 
chapter on the dos and don'ts of at
tending sex parties. 

Her writing on sex workers and 
sex parties is valuable, as sex work 
is highly marginalized and reviled 
in our culture, and there is more to 
sex parties than just showing up and 
having sex. 

Cage's anatomical review of the 
vulva, penis and butt splices ana
tomical terms with her hip, casual 
style so it's never dull. Who knew the 
clitoris had 18 parts? 

Her chapter "Brush Up Your Sex 
Skills" is a great review for everyone, 
and a good place to start if you're go
ing to be having sex with someone of 
a gender you aren't accustomed to. 

Her recap of basic techniques 
in "How To Go Down On A Woman" 
is so succinct that it could be read 
while waiting in traffic. If you like 
what she has to say as much as I do, 
follow Threeways up with her last 
book, Box Lunch: The Layperson's 
Guide to Cunnilingus. 

Cage also reviews how to kiss se
ductively (a sorely neglected activity 
in our genitally focused culture), the 
genderbending fun of using a strap
on for vaginal or anal intercourse or 
a silicone blow job, and how to fist. 

In the following chapters, she 
gives an overview of using sex toys 
to enhance threeway play, a brief 
introduction to BDSM, how to give 
a good spanking, role playing, the 
importance of safer sex, plus the nu
merous sexual positions three bod
ies can explore. 

I have read a lot of Diana Cage's 
work and have only questioned her 
once, and that is in this book. In the 
section on "Power Play," she is de
scribing some possible scenes to en
act in a threeway, and she finishes by 
writing, " ... or you can tie someone 
up and leave them there while the 
other two of you get Chinese food." 

I think she's joking, but just to 
clarify: you should never, ever leave 
someone bound and unattended. 
If being tied up and abandoned 
for a bit is a big turn-on for one of 
your lovers, you can always blind
fold them, walk to the door, open 
it and shut it again and stand there 
very quietly watching them squirm. 
They never have to know you're in 
the room and aren't left in any kind 
of danger. 

"Reprinted with permission from 
www. venusenvy.ca." 


