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                                                                                                            By: Alysha Ladha
 

	Oh great muse...grant me the words to recount this tale.  An epic of ambition, suffering, and triumph.  The story: Fall Certamen 2002.
On November 21, 2002, six teams left Markham to compete in Certamen at Banting Memorial Secondary School.  The drive was long and filled with cries of "Blue White Blue" and "Go Markham Go".  All contestants were pumped upon reaching Alliston and Banting (a school of farmers' sorts filled with the most devious of classically oriented students).
Soon after arriving at Banting, the Markham crew settled down for a pre-game review of their Vocabulary & Derivatives, Roman History, Roman Life, and Mythology. Preliminary rounds began after some lectures and snacks.  They were immediately followed by semi-finals. 
Markham's two junior teams raced to accumulate the highest scores, leaving all other teams in their dust.  Meanwhile, the intermediates battled ferociously against their many foes, including the small, but surprisingly mighty team from TFS (Toronto French School).  Our seniors also annihilated all competition and struck fear into the hearts of all who beheld them. 

After glorious play, dinner was served and we "chowed down" on KFC and Caesar salad. None of us will forget the tantalizing potato salad in a bag that completed the meal.  
Following dinner, the competitors soothed their nerves with a game of balloon volleyball, song and dance routines, and of course the application of Markham's blue and white spirit (war) paint. 

And now, what you've all been reading this article for...THE FINALS.  The junior team of Jelena Antonijevic, Justan Lougheed, Courtney McCarthy, and Selene Song achieved the high standing of 2nd place after a well played round.  However, they were just edged out by Markham's other junior team of Steve-Dave Chlebowski, Benson Joseph, Cameron Nord and Pui Yan Wong, who rose to any challenging question placed in front of them and were victorious (yes, they came 1st).  In the intermediates, the team of Bryan Chong, Samantha Heather, Ronald Li, and Yin-Xia Liu were eliminated in a semi-final tie- breaker with TFS.  The second intermediate team of Chen Chen, Chris Chien, Sean Gillespie, and Cannie avenged the wrongs and they too kicked (insert Latin word for bottom here) and won. (con't)


 

 

	(cont)
Finally, the senior team of Theresa Chion, Daniel Chiu, Nitasha Puri, and Eva To battled well and finished with a 3rd place ribbon, while the team of Tom Carter, Nikhil Gandhi, Anna Rose, and Gary Yim proved they were a force to be reckoned with and won at the Senior level.  Thus for the first time in Certamen history (well as far as any of us know) a school – our school – swept; a feat that we all hope will be repeated in the spring.
Some other interesting Certamen events include Tom showing just how much he loves Gary with a big wet kiss, the remodeling of the sight Translation trophy a la Venus de Milo, and of course the interesting renditions of "We are the Champions" on the bus ride home.  Heartiest congratulations to all competitors.  You are a group the likes of which we have never seen.  Also thank you to Mr. McLaren for all of his organizing, practice running, and support as well as thank you to all the random question askers at practices.  Finally, a huge thanks to Raymond Leung for his battle strategies, his Loud War Cry, and for just being Raymond.


 

 

Archeologist Dig!!
                                                                                                    By: Celine Song
	     On Tuesday October 29, many of the grade nine students and two grade ten students hopped on a bus, ready for an adventure. After riding on the stumbling bus for about an hour or so, we finally arrived at Mcgaw archeology dig site.     
     It used to be an Indian village; while developing and building houses, they found out that this site had archeological value and stopped developing, as archeologists were collected to dig up the site. 
We were divided in half and one group went out to dig, while another stayed and studied ancient Indian culture. Indians don't have any written reference so archeology and storytelling are the main sources of information.
     We, inside of the warm community center, learned about the way to label every pieces of object accurately (archeological grid), steady development in tools ancient
	Indians used, and we argued excitedly over a few objects that were given to us to observe and identify. It was fun to touch things ancient people touched thousands of years ago, and trying to figure out what they would've been used for in the world without tap water and grocery stores.
	with other clans to get things you needed.
     On the other side of the trip, people dressed up as warmly as possible, and walked towards the forest with the lady guiding us, stopping constantly to explain each useful plant Indians had used intelligently. Untouched forest was a stunning site. When we got to the site, we were given sets of instructions by the professional archeologists. In pairs, we went off digging into frozen soil; the ground was really cold so our knees started to freeze. After filling up a whole pail of soil we scraped from our space with all kinds of interesting tools, we brought it to the screen and as we shook, one of the archeologist checked on the big chunks. My partner and I dug and dug and dug, and we found absolutely nothing but a few worthless stones and "ancient" acorns, while others were discovering 26 broken pieces of precious pottery. It all                               (cont)
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	     We played a quick trading game also; we all had to be different tribes, and we were given only certain types of cards (stone clans: stone pipes, stone axe). To survive, you had to trade with other clans as "peacefully" as possible. It was quite interesting how much we had to respect and deal 
	


 
	(cont)
depended on the square we chose. Squares around the thick tree roots were hard to dig, but contained lots of valuable things, while others didn't have anything in them but rocks. It was all about luck of choosing the right spot; even though it didn't matter at all to REAL archeologists... 
	they would dig up the whole site eventually. After swallowing handfuls of dirt and painting our pants in brown in the October forest, we were cold and tired. So we decided to head back to where we came from.
     It was a beautiful autumn day and we, proud students of 
	Classics club, drove back to MDHS, leaving funny, unsatisfying, happy, exciting, boring, and valuable memories behind, at Mcgaw archeology dig site.


 

 

The Genesis of Aphrodite
A Lecture of Sorts
                                                                                                                           By: John Molloy
	When first I, (JOHN MOLLOY!) chanced upon the option of departing to a lecture, I was pleased. My first lecture at a new school, the horror stories need not apply to me. Then I heard the lecture would be about Aphrodite. I was happy at the prospect of viewing the splendor that was the Aphrodite. Nakedness must have been a staple for this god.
Skipping ahead, I reached U of T. The parking lot was great, but new and exciting things where ahead. The Markham District group sat down in the lecture hall, which was, more or less full.
The man who stood at the front was introduced. I can’t recall his name, but his Cypress accent was somehow pleasing. He began to show maps on the projector screen. EHEU, I shouted in the comfort of my mind. The man’s voice trailed off, I vaguely hear ‘Cypress’, and ‘Aphrodite‘.
Suddenly the projector screen flashes! A statuette of a naked woman! Happy Day! I was waiting for this! I think. The nice man uses his laser pointer on the picture, and in his accent sounds out the words; ‘These, are the brrrrrrrreasts!’
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	He showed many statues of naked woman, symbolizing fertility. I learned many things. Like how cool the fold out desks where beside the seats, and just how many people carry around statues of naked people.
After the lecture everyone went for ice cream and got hyper. So the trip home there was a lot of singing and pointing out of certain specialty shops. These shops may or may not be considered a form of sexual innuendo.
Well, that’s it from me. John Molloy, grade 9, level one rep extraordinaire.


 

 

Oedipus is My Hero
                                                                                Guest Author: "Raymond Leung"
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	     Attending Stravinsky’s Oedipus Rex this past September was one of the greatest experiences of my life. Sure, the opera started off pretty slow, and I’ll admit that the portable lamps became a little irritating. But who can 
	deny that from the instant it became apparent that the rotting, grey corpses prostrated about the giant gravel mound were actually beautiful naked women, life was worth living again? I can’t.
(cont)


 

 
	(cont)
     And it is also difficult for me to ignore the fact that from that day, my life changed for the better. For example, I’ve taken to carrying on my person a pair of binoculars, lest I again miss the chance of viewing distant nudity. I’ve also begun to actively pursue my long-standing interest in breasts – which stemmed from that fortuitous intrusion of mommy in the bathroom – or boobs, as some enjoy calling them.
 “Why don’t men have the gift of convexity as women do?” I, and surely many others, have asked. I’m certain the very man who invented breast enhancement must have had a similar thought curving through his mind. As an essay I read on the subject once put it: while the great scientists of the world were exploring the infinitesimal particles of the atom, and the great reaches of the universe, this one pioneer must have been saying to himself, “Big boobs, big boobs. How do I make big boobs?” And for this he is my hero.
      In much the same manner, Oedipus, I learned that day, is also my hero – his strength, his power, his dominance. Who would not feel king of the world towering atop a great gravel pile having gorgeous unclothed Greek women crawling to you, reaching, imploring… Oh man. It’s raining out and my psychology professor is running in a white t-shirt! I have to leave.
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The Classics Club has been hard at work bringing many classically and not so classically related events to its members. So far, there have been movie nights, lectures, opera, Certamen, archeology, contests, and more! Most importantly, we now have an official Classics Logo (pictured above!), a Classics Cookie and a place in history. Read on to find out more!�
�
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*


By Daniel Chiu





It was a nice day and yet we were having one of those meetings to which there seemed no end.  Luckily for us our trusty teacher pulled out some of those cookies that never fail to please.  They were passed around and everyone took one.  My hand reached into the package and it pulled out a cookie.  At first it looked just like every other cookie in the package, but upon closer inspection this cookie looked slightly odd.


Now these cookies are of the type where there is cream sandwiched between two pieces of cookie.  However, the one I pulled out seemed to have one of the cookie sides put on backwards.  We marveled at the cookie for a few minutes, putting all other matters aside until we had discussed this oddity.  


From that moment on we made the decision to call this cookie the Classics Cookie.  We decided to give this cookie a home and so one of us was responsible for bringing a nice little container for the Cookie.  A few days later the container was brought and the Cookie finally had a place to stay.  


But no sooner had we placed the Cookie in the container did people want to see this cookie and marvel in its magnificent glow.  However, one person decided to take the Cookie out of its home.  I warned this person, Com Tarter (name altered to hide identity), to be careful with this Cookie.  He scoffed at me and as soon as he did this the cookie broke, I screamed in fear and took the Cookie out of his hands.  I tried to put the parts back together and I placed the remains in the container.  We were all deeply saddened by the events that had just transpired.  It is truly a shame that this cookie was only able to spend just a short period of time with us.  A funeral procession will take place tomorrow, at night, just as they were done back in the day.  All donations can be made to the treasurer of the Classics Club.


* This had no title, since the author was being a Slackasaurus
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 Upcoming Events





Certamen Victory Party – Dec. 12


Saturnalia – Dec. 19


Medusa Myth Contest
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Done anything even slightly classically related? Want to see your name in print? Submit an article to the Classics Newsletter! Send an email to theclassicsclub@hotmail.com or drop it off in Room 9.�
�






 Check out these sites!





 


� HYPERLINK "http://www.geocities.com/Athens/Forum/6946/rome.html" �Forum Romanum� 





� HYPERLINK "http://www.lindseydavis.co.uk/index.html" �Lindsey Davis�
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