


















































feminists look like bunny girls. And it wasn't all right serious revolutionaries going about their business. following us were cops. There was paranoia about the

in the morning either — instead of sobering up, she’d The New Zealanders were definitely converted to the locals at Exmouth —as it turned out a noisy minority
get pissed again. In the end people had to relieve her of local brew — as expressed by one fellow after a short dogged our steps yelling things like ““go home,
bottles of brandy she’d smuggled onto the bus. Her while in a Rocks pub, ““Aussie beer’s the way to see the you red hot commo”’, “we want the Yanks"’, etc, but
favourite playmates were the Aboriginals, several of country”’. : only one or two of them got violent, and some of that
whom were also pissheads from way back — we spent The ironic thing is that dope, which was largely an crowd revealed themselves to be plainclothes policeme;
a sleepless night at Mildura listening to this incredible imaginary problem, was talked about at great acrimonious and policewomen. The violence was nothing compareg
argument with her accusing them of being sexist and length on several occasions and all sorts of dire consequenc-  to the 1965 Freedom Rides round NSW for Aboriging|
threatening to hit them, and them calling her.a racist es were agreed upon for anyone caught with the dreaded rights — in one rural town, a local used a one-ton truck
and threatening to gangbang her. She and the Aboriginals to run the protestors’ bus off the road! Some locals
dgve|oped a love/hate relationship and continued to get - SPEECH.BY U.S. AMBASSADOR ED CLARK ON were friendly, the great majority were indifferent. We.
pissed together throughout the trip and playfully rant encountered a lot of support throughout West Australj,
PAYMENT OF THE FIRST YEARS PEPPERCORN ( ! ; 1 . o
and scream at each other. The guote from her | most USTRALIAN P.M which was often given practical expression by thlngs like
treasureris when she called Maoists Trotskyists in d?sguise. RE':’JS‘}%I% 2 HOLT (1967) e shopkeepers opening up early so we could buy what yg
The Aboriginals weren’t content just to argue with needed.
her however, they spent a lot of time arguing and fighting Mah deah friends! In conclusion Ah have one small The issue of Aboriginal land rights travelled very
with each other. At Ceduna some local Aboriginals came duty, an agreeable one! Many of you might not.know uncomfortably with that of foreign military bases. The
to our camp and everyone had a singsong and all was that the Osstraylian Government has insisted upon a two separate issues couldn’t really be handled on one
peace and love — however later that night, the Long certain rental which we Americans must pay for the use campaign, although there are obvious similarities betwey
March Aboriginals got into an argument over booze, a of this base. As a businessman, Ah must admit that the the Aborigines’ land being stolen by whites, and foreigy
fight broke out, there were threats of going for knives, rent is very reasonable. It is in fact one peppercorn per stealing Australia for economic or military purposes.
and a Sydney Aboriginal was booted in the head. Two year to be paid upon demand! (Applause) In fact the whole issue was dropped in WA when locg|
days later he had to be carted into a hospital while West : Aborigines made it clear that they, and not out-of- 2 life decimated b

Now our friendly Osstraylian landlords haven’t yet
demanded their rent, but we Americans want to always
be good tenants. We want yew to know that we pay our ‘ i
bills promptly. Here then Misdah Prime Minister, | examples of cultural nationalism and black racism at its

wanna present yew-with one peppercorn, payment in worst (reminiscent of some Maori nationalists here).

E
Australian reporters watched and we had to give them i
full for the first year's rent. Ah thank yew very much !‘ When one was reproached for throwing a can at the b We had more th

a bullshit story (the same bloke was smashed on the elbow
by a police baton at the Perth demo and had his badly
bruised arm in a sling for several days). After another
sleepless night at Carnarvon, with the drunken Aboriginals

state Aboriginals would handle their own problems. Sy booze and racist ol
people and Austra
by dying off. The
beyond words.

of the Aboriginals on the bus were a pain in the arse,

Yahoolng and threat'enmg to fight with each other, ‘the Ehoelias 4l tottoad} window, he said ““It's my country’’. When another was One New Zealande
Fhnl of(;)ooze V_‘ﬁ’f finally brought to a hegd a';d things ‘ X y reproached over booze, he blamed it on 200 years of the bus’:luggage lo
calmed down. There was a group on our bus that saw i ol - 3
the trip as a transcontinental pubcrawl, going to any weed. Yet piss, which was a real and major problem, V/{Egﬁ;’;g:SO';dgg;j?ifotphiriisz?g'rd?:ecfggi;e?:“te ?:gfﬁtgzggi;ofrzzz
length to get the demon drink. Grog was never far away WHIT S CReLSRE LATEWE Had (Mot reacheti e hass. exploited the white radicals* fear of beling called a racist o reappear with er
throughout the entire trip — when John Christie and | Things relexed.on theratiivn journey and the long bus.ride and so the swaggering arrogance, drunkenness physmaT everyone on the bt
ended up on a Polish ship at Geraldton (WA) we were was eased by both booze and dope, which mysteriously Sivlanee: wid ik of consaderatilon for anybod,y aléa bf the people on o
plied with Polish beer and cigarettes (the ship was loading appeared on board. There was a whole lot of unnecessary S un;:riticised in a deafening silence. This was one of bhundred cakes he'c
wheat bound for Alexandria. It was a fully automated paranoia about dope. There was also harmful paranoia ) _ desert north of Per
vessel, complete with swimming pool. Our Polish seamen in other fields — in Melbourne we were told that our two the major Weakngsges of the whole-trlp. God knows BB rber: hooked o
hosts could speak enough English to to say “Girls, drivers were N.S.W. Special Branch men (they both thoAugh, the Aboriginals have got a just cause — from B isars the nose an
Fremantle, Good’’). The dour Maoists who led the pro- camped out with us, became part of the group and enjoyed their Sydney ghetto of Redfern to the segregated pubs B iior cut a fin
hibitionist forces throughout the trip had their own all- themselves, although one did have to put up with an and rubbish dump humpies.in Port Augusta, from the Bittoos and a T-shii
night pissup when they got back to Sydney, complete earbashing from our middle-aged gorgon, because he’'d raggeq skeletal group | saw in Albénv to the starving, B s Tivai Point”
with a group grope that was more an erotic ruck than been a sexist pig in having a drink with one of the girls. We freezing boy begging money and riding on the back of 2 death’ & lnatitlie
anything else. In true paparazzi style Comrade Rooney were also told to keep our eye on the main Melbourne truck across the Nullarbor, we saw firsthand evidence of 12 worth in Kin
rushed round taking compromising photos of all the organiser! In WA, we were told that some of the reporters the miserable life.imposed on Australia’s Aboriginals, lightning”, he conf
confirmed our criti
Viet Cong black py
Below: A Commonwealth detective confronts demonstrators at Cockburn Sound, W.A. x o A;‘g/‘ ;(:;;)llctu:(ejsqug Pia
TQp Righ}: Poligcnjen (arrowed) hide in tlle bus'h at.E,\'mouth. _ . A ey o %ﬁ i ?/ 0id.and yot
Middle Right: Kiwisat dog on tuckerbox, five miles from Gundagai. S AT iy affectionately knov
Bottom Right: The problematical plonk. i ; e tadaverous appeara
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alife decimated by poverty, starvation, disease, ignorance,
booze and racist oppression. They are a depressed

people and Australia hopes that they’ll solve the problem
by dying off. The whole Aboriginal situation is disgusting
beyond words.

We had more than our fair share of human interest.
One New Zealander, a 70 year old candyfiossman, adopted
the bus’-luggage locker as his home calling it the tiger
tage. Being somewhat on the largish side, he had a press-
ing interest in food and would frequently disappear only
to reappear with enough meat and vegetables to feed
pveryone on the bus. One of my most vivid memories is
of the people on our bus eating their way through several
hundred cakes he’d bought, as we cruised through semi-
desert north of Perth. He also got several younger
members hooked on his abundant supply of snuff —
“clears the nose and blocks the ears”. Another New
Zealander cut a fine figure in cowboy hat, sunglasses,
tattoos and a T-shirt patriotically proctaiming — ““Smelter
Boys, Tiwai Point”. He was saved from a fate worse than
death in Kalgoorlie’s notorious Hay Street, but got his
$A12 worth in King’s Cross — “had to go like greased
lightning”, he confided. Yet another New Zealander
confirmed our critics’ worst fears by wearing a pair of
Viet Cong black pyjama pants. These are in addition to
the picturesque pissheads, black and white, male and
female, old. and young. Plus a fellow who came to be
affectionately known as the dead man, because of his
cadaverous appearance — matted hair, grey skin, bags
under his eyes, broken teeth, fingertips black from rolling
smokes with dunny paper and bus tickets. He mumbled
and nobody could understand what he was talking about.
His high point came at the Country Party meeting we
attended at Mildura — he got up and asked the MP why
tountry people had fences on their farms. The assembled
tockies and their wives stared at him in speechless in-
tomprehension. He left the trip at Perth after yet another
meeting on the subject of dope. One bloke, a Sydney
tattooist, brought his two young sons with him and they
tould be rather boisterous at times, but then three weeks
tooped up on a bus is no fun for kids. There were any
lumber of other highly individualistic characters — put
il these people on one bus for three weeks and it makes
for an interesting trip. To say the least.

All political considerations aside, it was a
ieat opportunity to see a large part of Australia.
Arip-off society where freeways cross the country
ind car sales yards fill the cities, where hamburgers can
tost  A95c in some parts of the country, A40c for a
Jass of beer and A18c for a pint of milk. A machine-
Uriented society — in the space of one day in Perth,

I got stuck in a revolving door and got totally bamboozled
by the idiotically simple instructions in a laundromat,
hus losing my A50c and leaving with the same pile of
dirty Washing | arrived with. The sub-culture of T-

SNirts — Exmouth T-shirts feature a marlin and radio
f’VaVES beaming outwards. A moronically grinning face
"4 flannel hat proclaims “G’day mate, |'ve been to

Valla, S.A.”, or “I've been everywhere, man, even

“ucla, W.A."". Some would interest the feminists —

Bekind to animals, kiss a pussy”, or “She may not be
Much of 3 wrestler, but you should see her box". |
sf:\ffd for one of the dog on the tuckerbox, five miles
"o Gundagai — only to discover that it didn’t fit.

prom a COuntry where private enterprise anq private

ire[:je’tv are king. In January 300 state police and

Qv'olthugs were whistled up by a property developer

im",nemly evict squatters living in houses owqed by
Central Sydney — now the whole block is surround-

'-'ng\ abhigh wire fence and the houses have been rendered

0wn5a 'table. On a larger scale you've got company

pamCLvllWhICh are owned lock, stock and barrel by the

= ar company — Whyalla, SA, is owned by BHP.

0 the € out leaflets to workers going home through one

_ .. Jates at BHP's huge iron and steel works there

faclorygavE Us three minutes to get right away 'from the

bhich - (On.the other hand there is Broken Hill, NSW,
$@union town. The main thing | noticed there

Streets with names like Bromide Street, Chloride

Sulphur Street etc).

Was the
| [reetl

A good feature of the Australian scene are the militant
unions with a social conscience, particularly the Builders’
Labourers’ Federation. The Victorian BL's sent a spokes-

e
SONgs
we sang

A Long March Veteran’s Favourite Lines

I’ll sing you a song
And it won’t take long
All coppers are bastards
ad infinitum
Yankee came to Kiwi town
blueprints for Omega
When people stormed the Consulate
he wasn’t quite so eager

Chorus

Yankee Doodle Uncle Sam
Domination is his plan
He got beat in Vietnam
Yankee Doodle Dandy.
The bosses are sure to agree boys
If we ask for a Socialist state,
They’ll hand us the keys to their factories
On a beautiful velvet lined plate.

Chorus

Peaceful, Peaceful — a blessing for you and for me, for me

Peaceful, Peaceful — Allende is sure to agree.

So next time you see a big copper
With baton poised over your head
Remind him of ““Peaceful Transition”
And he’ll shout you a whisky instead

Chorus

Substitute ““the coppers”

So its down with Esso-BHP

Oh its down with Esso-BHP

We're a wake-up to your capers

With your dredgers and your scrapers

So its down with Esso-BHP

He takes the oil from the seas of South-East Asia
He mines the copper on the isle of Bougainville
He drags the iron from the mountains of Australia
His faces are many and his hands are always full.

Look beyond this town, past the fences and the concrete
prisons

Let the people see the millionaire behind his desk

Take away the T.V. screen, let the naked world be seen

Change is in the hands of people

God and all his mystic men are on the other side.

be e = & ® o

Street Theatre Song

We don’t need Uncle Sam, we don’t need Uncle Sam,
No more U.S. bases or Cokes in the can,

No more nuclear subs or deodorant men,

Lets kick them all out not to come back again,

Not to come back again.

man — his car was stopped and searched upon entering
WA. The Sydney BL's sent a spokeswoman (the Perth
Trades and Labour Council sent an observer). A whole

Left: Part of the VLF transmitting
gear at Exmouth.
Right: Australian scene.

book could be written about the BL’s green bans in
the major cities. When we were in Sydney, a group of
BL's occupied a crane on a construction site at Wyong,
60 miles north. They stayed there for a week despite
police attacks and the arrest of friends and relatives
trying to throw food to them — one of their main
demands was that the shopping complex they were work-
ing on shouldn’t be built until a community hospital is
built. Unions were one of our main backers — it was
unions and students” associations that put up the bail
money, for instance.

We got a chance to see such great Australian cultural
shrines as the statue of the dog on the tuckerbox (the
story has been bowdlerised for the tourists), the site of
Ned Kelly's last stand at Glenrowan, and the Melbourne
suburb of Moonee Pands, home of Auntie Edna and
scene of Bazza’s boyhood. We didn’t find the black
stump however,

All this was taking place against the backdrop of the
country itself. |'ve written enough about Sydney, that
cesspit of the Southern Seas. We only spent one night in
Melbourne and my main memory, apart from seeing the
HQ of the Australian Security Intelligence Organisation

(ASI10), is of a city actually laying new tram lines,
God bless ‘'em. Likewise we only had one night in
Adelaide, Christchurch’s sister city, a city that alternates
greenery with miles of car sales yards. Perth is a beautiful
city with a river, hills, trees and greenery everywhere.
It’s a richman’s city, a conspicuous monument to the
mineral boom, it even has a technological age totem pole
made up entirely of mineral bearing rocks, mounted on
an oil bore. A city full of skyscrapers, but many of them
are fully or partly empty because they're more profit-
able that way. The multi-national mining companies
all have their own skyscrapers — there’s even one made
entirely of blue plastic! A city of naked wealth and
naked power, as we discovered when we tried to march
through its streets. This particular richman’s city proves
the Bible right by being built entirely on sand.

Some areas have a beauty that New Zealanders can
readily understand — the green and rolling country
between Sydney and Melbourne, the beautiful green and
forested southern part of West Australia, the Riverina
with its Murray River, gumtrees, houseboats, paddle-
steamers and vivid rainbows, the weird stone buildings
and wind-bent trees on the road to Carnavon. But so
much of it is bare, arid, flat, endless and hot, and this
has its own beauty that takes some getting used to. |
developed a special affection for the Nullarbor — sitting
over the axle, bumping your guts out all day and night,
ploughing through sheets of water, staring through dust-
caked windows at twisted scrub right down to the road’s
edge, and then a horizonless vista of treeless plain. The
length of the Nullarbor road (for want of a better
word) is littered with wrecked and abandoned cars — the
only thing to do when we were broken down at Nundroo
(God rot the place) was to smash every remaining piece
of glass in a paddock full of stuffed cars. Boys will be
boys. lvy Tanks, a rip-off roadhouse in the middle of the
Nullabor, must be the only place in the world where you
can alternatively look at archaic naughty postcards or a
jarfull of scorpions.

When | grow older, balder and wrinklier and the time
comes to wander down memory lane, then thats the way
I’d like to do it — on a big, powerful, comfortable bus,
among friends, listening to good music, rolling down the
open road. Forever.
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“They came in sweaters, black stockings and duffle
coats. They wore open-necked shirts and sported beards

and long hair (not quite to the bottom of the ear). There

were others who came in formal attire and some who ate
fish and chips. They brought along their guitars, banjos,
double bass and enthusiastic voices and it all contributed
to the atmosphere of a night with the University Folk
Music Club."”

This was the group that started off in 1964 with a

dozen or so students interested in folk music and blossom-

ed into a club of nearly-200 members by the end of the
first year. In the late 1950's folk music caught on
rapidly on the American university and college campuses
and had spread to other countries by the early 60’s.

The idea of forming folk clubs in the universities was

first mooted during the universities' Arts Festival in 1963.

Canterbury’s was the first club to come into being, in

April 1964 (also the first club in Christchurch), the other

universities following shortly afterwards.

Meetings were held fortnightly in the Downstairs
Common Room (next to the Cafe extension, where the
TV is) and 3d admission was charged, the first meeting
totalled up one pound, one shilling and threepence.

Informality was the keynote and the music heavily

influenced by the Kingston Trio, Peter, Paul and Mary,
The Weavers and American traditional music.

The first concert held in the Repertory Theatre in
August 1964 was notable for the warm public reaction
to an essentially new kind of music and the garb of the
performers — dark suits, white collars, and plain ties
being the order of the day for the men, just below
knee-length skirts for the ladies who were not allowed
to wear trouser suits.

By 1965 membership was well past the 200 mark
and the club was in a position where it actually gave
several hundred pounds to the Building Fund.

The second concert held in the Civic Theatre drew
a crowd of over 800 and one item was accorded a burst
of applause sustained for 30 seconds — folk music was
catching on.

On several occasions the Folk Club combined with

the Jazz Club whose constitution formed the basis of the

Folk Clubs’ and in particular made heavy use of such
members as Dick Nunns and Geoff Low.

Never a self-centred body the club from its earliest
days set about bringing culture to the community — a
letter to Canta in April 1965 from Hugh Canard, the
Club President for the first three years mentions four
busloads of members moving out to Lincoln College
“to entertain the locals’.

A visit was also paid to the Burwood Girls" Home
where fears of facing a sea of surly, restless girls were
soon dispelled.

In October 1965 the NZBC paid the club for world
broadcasting rights to a meeting held in Beggs Concert

Chamber (above the old High Street premises). A boost

in the membership arm was given when Peter, Paul and

Mary toured the country in 1964 — the club organised an
evening at the El Segundo where the artists sang “Betty

Dupree”, two years before it was heard out here on
record!

In the next two years Josh White, Judy Collins,
Rooftop Singers, Bud and Travis, Lon Gottlieb (of
the Limeliters), Clancy Bros., Serrendipity Singers
and several others all came into contact with the
UCFMC this way.

After the initial concerts it was suggested that
afternoon concerts be given for primary schools
on the éame days as evening concerts. The idea soon
caught on and the spontaneous reaction of the kids
provided some of the best audience reactions the club
has ever had.

Two reasons prevented this from continuing —

firstly the Theatres just weren’t big enough to hold them

all and secondly the schools found it increasingly
difficult to arrange their timetables to fit in with the

concerts. Thus to overcome this the club arranged to
visit individual schools,often two or more schools a

week. This system operated mainly in the primary and
intermediate schools although several secondary schools

were visited, up until 1971 when the idea just died

out. Out of the idea however, grew the TV programme,

Ah Dee Doo featuring Phil Garland, Christine Smith,
Jae Renaut and Tony Brittenden, all members.

By 1966, coffee clubs in Christchurch were springing
up — Plainsman, the folk side organised by Phil Garland,
King Bee (later became Des Monaghen’s “‘Stage Door"

and Keifs Coffee, run by Jae Renaut and with 6pm closing

and few night spots, folk music spread its wings almost
unchallenged. One regularsinger at El Segundo was one
Chris Wheeler, of ““Cock’’ fame.

Sometime in 1966, HMV's Nick Karavias invited
Hugh Canard, John Lander (foundation Vice-President)
and two North Island singers to form a “‘supergroup” in
the ““Monkees'”’ style but the group didn’t get off the
ground. In addition Hugh was invited to join the New
Christy Ministrels in the days when Mike Settle, Kenny
Rogers and Terry Williams were featured with the group
but eventually decided against it.

1967 saw a change in presidency with Steve Dakin
(now a lecturer in Business Administration at |lam)
taking over the reins.

A lease on some fooms on the corner of Eaton and
Manchester Street in conjunction with Drama Society

was taken out this year, but for various reasons it folded.

With the proceeds of past concerts a library was
started of Sing Out reprints, instruction books and
records, most of which have since disappeared.

The August Arts Festival of that year, held in
Christchurch was the best to date and for a couple of
years afterwards — artists appearing or conducting
workshops included Gordon Collier (Band of Hope),
Frank Fyfe, Max Winnie, Val Murphy, Dave Jordon,
Steve Robinson (Tamberlaine) and several members of
Hamilton County Bluegrass Band. 1967 saw also the
advent of electricity in Folk Club performances, and for
a time this split the club but eventually it was accepted.

The first of four annual West Coast trips was initiated

in 1968, by Steve Dakin, the last being in 1971, during

the first week of the August vacation playing at Westport,

Greymouth, Hari Hari and Fox, among others. These
venues were organised by West Coast Lions Clubs and
about 20 members would hire a bus and as with the

earliest concerts, play for school kids during the daytime.

Some of the most memorable occasions occurred after
the evening concerts when West Coast hospitality came

into its own — everyone would head for the pub and the

locals would fill your glass for each bawdy ballad. In

UCFMC
10th Anniversary

FOLK CONCERT

June 28th and 29th
8 p.m.

Ballroom, Ilam Students Union

Tickets on sale at door.

70c members
$1 non-members

the end they were making up verses. Tony Brittenden

kept his filled by drawing caricatures of the locals on the

blackboard, and a certain female member knocked hers
over when she didsstreak on top of the bar. Alister
(Ethel) MacKenzie earned his for writing obcenities on
the ceiling.

Various equipment was bought from this date including

a $450 stereo tape recorder (recently found in need of
repair after two years in storage) AKG microphones
and a couple of speakers which have gone missing.

The 1969 trip, encompassed concerts in Blenheim,

Nelson and Murchison as well as the West Coast, a feature
being the bus drive stopping every half hour on the road

to Murchison for a chunder. Needless to say, despite
the tremendous social time had, a loss of $800 was
incurred.

By 1970, many of the established performers had
left leaving several up and coming ones like Jim Doak,
Ella Buchanan, Rosa Shiels and Frank Wood and only
13 went to the West Coast. The Folk Centre, which
by this time had been established for two years, pro-
vided an alternative venue for performers and followers
making the recruiting of new members difficult (this
is a recurring problem — membership and enthusiasm
seem to flow in three or four year waves — established

performers leave to be replaced by a crop of new-
comers thus making continuity difficult).

Concerts, however, were as popular as ever, some
playing for up to five or six nights to packed houses,

In 1970, 1971 and 1972, fortnightly meetings were
held in the Folk Centre where the programme, as in
previous years, consisted of workshops and come-all-ye
concerts.

1971 was the year in which | first came into contact
with the club and even then, the “social cohesion’” which
had existed in previous years was noticeably breaking
up. The West Coast trip was in-May this year and as‘JRod
Webb in his Presidential report said ““Both standards of
performance and audiences were down on previous
tours”’.

The two concerts, a one night stand in June, and a
three nighter in mid July were performed to-full houses
although were not received favourably by critics.

The President concluded his report by stating that
“the 1972 Committee was left the difficult task of in-
spiring new vitality and growth”.

This was not achieved. No concerts were held in 1972
and only three members joined the 1973 club which
began the difficult task, continued this year, of rebuilding
the club.

Over the last say three vears, there seems to have
been a general decline of interest in Folk Music and
this combined with interval assessment has made our task
all the more difficult.

The 1973 membership was just under 30, a far cry
from when we were perhaps the largest club on campus,
although our weekly meetings in the D.S.C.R. which did
not prove a very satisfactory venue drew crowds of this
number and more. A big effort was made to involve
all members, regardless of standard, and the idea of
having guest artists was introduced

A well-advertised one night concert was held in
Ngaio Marsh Theatre, the venue for most concerts since
1967, featuring the “Original Bushwackers and Bullockies
Bushband’ from Australia. Only 150 people turned up
— why?

Four members travelled to Dunedin to performina
concert put on by the Otago Varsity Club in July and
this interchange is hoped to be continued in the future.

This year, 1974 membership is up to 40 with regular
turnouts of 25—30 at our fortnightly meetings held in the
Lower Common Room in the llam Union extensions.

The policy of total participation is encouraged with
mixed success and it is hoped to reinstitute school visits
again.

Activities on club nights are varied and besides work-
shops, include sing-a-longs, items by members and guest
artists — Phil Garland, Dave Morrison, Rob Blackman

and several others.

A weekend at the Afforestation Scheme is planned
but the main event, and indeed the one which sparked
off this article, is a 10th Anniversary Concert to be held
on June 28th and 29th in the Ballroom in the llam
Union building.

This will be a unique opportunity to see artists who
have not appeared on the folk scene for many years
including Hugh Canard the foundation president and
Steve Dakin, both Life Members of the club, Tony
Brittenden, who will compere the concerts, Annie
Holden (nee Whittle), Neill Pickard, Matt Glubb,
Christchurch stalwarts;, Christine Smith and Phil Garl
more recent or present members, Ruth Moore (nee
Hanover), Frank Wood, Tony Hale, Lyn Tomkies and !
Mary Brennan. At time of writing there is a strong possid
ility that the famed Band of Hope Jug Band might
reform for the occasion — lets hope they do.

and,

A display of photographs, posters, write-ups €tc: wil
be held following the Saturday concert.

The organising and co-ordination of this event has
been somewhat overwhelming so to make it comé 0
we need your support. Help restore Folk Club t0 its
former glory.

Tickets on sale at the door.

ifficult
The writing of this article has been made more .

by a shortage of club records and hazy memories-

Therefore the writer bears all responsibility for ar,’gns
. . | 2

erroneous information and welcomes any correct
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