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Pan 
By Wendyhouse 
Wiggley Tapes 

IIIIIIIReviewed by C. A. Monteath-Carr 

Pan is a weird little experimental album from 
some weird people and, presumably, for weird 
people. Two people, EE monk and Mr. Pudding, 
were given 12 song titles (such as Zzzombies, 
File Under Died Trying, or Why Do Straight Men 
Like Girl-On-Girl Action?) and a length oftime 
for each song. Without consulting each other, 
they went and wrote two separate albums that 
were put on the one CD; monk's on the left chan­
nel, Mr. Pudding's on the right. 
It's a fantastic idea: three CDs for the price and 
shelving space of one! Just think, instead of 
Nelly spending all that money on releasing 
Sweat and Suit separately, he could've gone this 
route and saved millions! 
Except that the end product is just a little ... 
weird, and hard to recommend to anyone; let 
alone anyone without a balance control on their 
stereo. EE Monk has treated us to a series of 
bizarre drones and sounds; noise art more than 
anything musical. Mr. Pudding gives us a few 
acoustic ditties which are pretty good, but not 
quite good enough to save the disk on their own. 
Both tracks at once is best described as a sonic 
motorway accident; messy, unfortunate, yet 
morbidly compelling. 
An "A" for originality and effort, yet the 
end result is somewhat less than satisfy-
ing. The CD can be purchased from the 
band directly, if anyone is interested: email 
stinkispinkis@yahoo.com or send a cheque for 
$15 to Wiggley Tapes, PO Box 27527, Wellington, 
NZ. But this reviewer would file this CD under 
"died trying." 

The Green Room 003: Earth 
Various 
Loop Recordings 

IIIIIIIReviewed by C. A. Monteath-Carr 

The Green Room continues its line of excellent 
electronica compilations with this, the third in 
the series. This time, several more international 
acts are included among the local offering to 
place NZ music on a wider global spectrum. 
And rather than saying that we measure up 
well against the world, it's more like the world 
measure up well against us. 
For example, RDU chart topper I Am A Witness 
by the Strike Boys and Emo is a great song, with 
good beats and a catchy vocal hook. Yet stack­
ing it next to the Black Seeds' and Pitch Black's 
contributions is almost unfair; on any lesser 
compilation the Strike Boys would be the clear 
stand-out track, but against the local compilation 
it's just another high point. 
But The Green Room isn't about competition, 
and it shows. The disc produces a nice, mellow 
mood in the listener, perfect for setting the mood 
for summer barbecues or an intimate party. It's 
probably too early to be calling it the sound of 
the summer, but the wise buyer couldn't hurt to 
hedge their bets by picking it up anyway. 
For those too cheap to shell out for the disc, 
there's always the Green Room radio show on 
RDU and Wellington's Radio Active. 100% fresh 
New Zealand music, and like the compilation, 
100% brilliant. 

Slut Rock 
Nou 
Shock Records 

IIIIIIIRevie~ed by The all winks but no 
love girl 

As I am sitting and typing this, I am listening to 
this album AGAIN because, really, it's my new 
favourite . And, due to its rather "sexy" nature, I 
must mention my boyfriend rather fancies it too 
(wink, wink, nudge, nudge). I mean, what's not 
to like? Pure melted butter, Lindaur Fraise, with 
whips and chains SEX. Tracks like Coco Butter 
and Cooucie lime are best listened to in the 
shower with a hot, hunky, chunky lover - prefer­
ably an Arts major. Or if you prefer something 
a little more Fetish Ball styles, try track six, 
Discipline Punish. Ooh-err, um, just make sure 
you remember the "safe" word ... This is Nou's 
debut album and you can tell. Not because they 
sound kinda tinny, or unfinished - they don't. 
More like because they sound like their record 
company hasn't started waving money at them 
yet to buy their selection of one solid style. No, 
they sound like they've been left to do their own 
thing, and they're really good at it. So what 
does it sound like? Well, this album can actually 
get away with calling itself "alternative". Slut 
Rock combines funk, hip-hop, '70s style punk 
(and actually pulls it off!), '80s electronica, and in 
a bizarre little twist one track is actually country. 
Weird huh? Well it's good, so buy it! Mmmmm, 
yeah that's good ..... 
"Don't you touch me - you make me sick, don't 
say you love me - shut up and lick ..... .. " 

WCE·026 

When you're in a classroom full of expectant students looking to you for 
guidance and inspiration you don't want to be good -you want to be gr~at. 
That's why at Wellington College of Education we specialise in developing 
great teachers - after all, the greater you are the greater the rewards. 

If you 're thinking about becoming a teacher 
you'll need a degree as well as sound 
communication, creative and organisational 
skills. There are financial grants available 
right now for maths, physics, computing, 
technology and Maori language - so it 's a 
great time to start study. 

You can study to be a primary or secondary 
teacher on campus or online, but you'll need 
to apply NOW if you want to start late 
January 2005. So call Wellington College of 
Education on 080016 8816 and you could 
be on your way to greatness right now. 

IIIIIIIReviewed by Chris Chirnside 

Not to be confused with eclectic kiwi funksters 
The Black Seeds, The Black Keys put the " raw" 
in rawness and put the blues in garage rock. 
They make the sort of music that you listen to 
when you're playing poker and drinking Jim 
Bean. The duo's third album, Rubber Factory 
picks up where their last album left off, and is 
their best, most focused work so far. You can tell 
they took their time - about 4 months - to record 
this one. (As the story goes, their critically ac­
claimed album Thickfreakness was recorded in 
less than 12 hours.) It is more refined than both 
their previous albums, but in a good way. It's 
refined yet raw if that's possible. They do what 
they do well, and if you think that cleverly­
arranged-guitar-orientated-blues-indie-rock 
sounds like you, then buy this CD. The record 
gets off to a slow, dreary start with the first track, 
but we get a glimpse of their simple, thoughtful 
lyrics: "You know what the sun's all about, when 
the lights go out". As the tempo picks up and 
the drums really kick, the next three tracks show 
why Dan Auerbach has been touted as the Jimi 
Hendrix of the 21st century. They start rocking 
on the lead single 10 Am Automatic and it stays 
that way for Just Couldn't lie Me Down and All 
Hands Against His Own. Patrick Carney's funky 
linear drumming on the latter track gives it a 
unique lift making it one of the standout cuts. 
The Black Keys are definitely not "slick", but 
the ragged edges that are captured on this disc 
still have an air of elegance about them. This is 
best demonstrated on the album 's first of two 
covers - Grown So Ugly (by bluesman Robert 
Pete Williams) as the band works up a frenzy of 
distorted blues riffs. (This happens to be another 
highlight of the album). The album does have 
a few mellow spots; The Length is the closest 
thing to a ballad the band has ever done, and 
Act Nice and Gentle (The Kinks cover) is the 
most radio friendly song offered here. The lyrics 
are mainly about girls, love and love lost, but 
there are a few exceptions. Stack Shot Billy tells 
a short, interesting tale about a cowboy with 
a_n "evil brain". The depressing, introspective 
lyrics of Aeroplane Blues (" ... got to remember 
You were born to die") reveal the thoughts of 
a man needing to find the truth. The remaining 
two tracks balance out the mood; the medium 
tempo Keep Me finds the lyricist in a happier 
state ("show me trust, show me love" ), while 
the upbeat Just Couldn't lie Me Down closes the 
album out on a rockier note. Overall, the Black 
Keys have delivered an album that exceeds the 
high standards set by their first two, and delivers 
a few surprises, (the ballad for example). Their 
skill as musicians seems to match the music 
they make, and only someone who's been listen­
ing to too much prog-rock would deny that these 
guys might be one of the next rock bands to 
make a large impact. 

Being, in general, quite a fan of Paul Theroux's 
writing, I wasn't quite sure what to make of his 
latest collection of stories, The Stranger at the 
Palazzo D'Oro. All of the stories in this collec­
tion appear to centre around desire in some 
form or another. Older women, childhood in­
nocence, religious reserve, paedophilia, abuse of 
trust, and employer-employee obsession - these 
are all stories about relationships or desire that 
are not quite 'right', or not, in any case, socially 
accepted. 
The title story is about a young traveller who 
becomes slowly entwined in a relationship with 
a much older woman in exchange for money 
and lodgings at the Palazzo D'Oro offered by 
her elderly male companion. The young man 
basically services her needs and fuels her vanity 
and desire for domination, and he only really 
develops a conscience about his acts when 
he meets another young female traveller who 
obviously disapproves. The story has a twist at 
the end, which is good but not great. The story 
in general is probably a bit too long for the mes­
sage it is trying to get across, but Theroux's use 
of language makes it readable all the same. 
A Judas Memoir contains slivers from a young 

person's life which recount early encounters 
with sex and the childhood innocence which 
prevents the narrator from fully understanding 
what he is feeling or witnessing. 
In An African Story, the narrator talks of a friend 
he had in South Africa, Lourens Prinsloo, who 
was also a writer. He not only relates in brief 
some of Prinsloo's bizarre stories, but also re­
counts Prinsloo's own life story, which seems in 
many ways as unusual as his African tales. 
Dishevelled Nymphs deals with a wealthy but 
lonely home-owner in Hawaii who becomes 
obsessed with his mother-and-daughter pair of 
housemaids. He eventually follows them on 
their gambling trip to L.A. where he finds them 
and ... well ... 1 don't want to ruin the storyl 
This is probably the first Theroux book I have 
read in which he writes erotic pieces, and I am 
not sure that he does this all that well. I certainly 
wouldn't say it is an exceptional book, and 
it is definitely not Theroux's best. However, I 
did enjoy the collection on a whole and would 
recommend this book to anyone who likes 
Theroux's style and is looking for somethi11g a 
little different. 

By JoJo Moyes 
RRP: S22.99 

Without specifically touching on the factor of 
lesbianism, this novel is based around the lives 
of a household of bohemians. The book starts 
in the '50s where the bohemians move into a 
small British seaside town. A large feature of 
the novel is the attractive seaside home, which 
they move into, called Arcadia House. The 
lives of the two young women, in particular, are 
changed forever as they make friends with these 
interesting people who are shunned by the rest 
of the conservative town. The story then pro­
gresses from Part 1 in the '50s, to Part 2 set in 
present day. New characters are introduced and 
new plots unfold. Eventually, the two eras link 
up as the history of Arcadia House is brought 
to light. The novel Foreign Fruits is a mixture 
of exotic, romantic and forbidden tales. Also 
riddled with heartache and tragedy, this book 
sheds a new light on the lives of bohemians. Be­
fore reading this novel I didn't really have much 
of an idea of what exactly a bohemian was. By 
reading of the alternative and often mysteri-
ous lives of the characters in this book, I guess 
you can say I am now a little more enlightened. 
Although not enthralling, Foreign Fruits certainly 
kept my attention and allowed for some casual 
reading. 

• 
By Janet Hunt and Rob Lucas 
RRP: S29.95 
Tradepaperback 

In the time of Po, there wa• only dark. And In 
the dark, from age to ege, the EarthMothar, 
Papa and har huaband Rangl lay in each other'• 
•rm• while all around them there wa• no sun 
and no moon, no wind and no mrs, no clouds 
and no bircb, no .ang• and no trees. And so 
begins From Weta to Kauri, a guide to the New 
Zealand forest. This Maori myth, about how 
New Zealand's forests began, is an excellent way 
to begin what is essentially a basic lesson of 
New Zealand native forests. From Weta to Kauri 
is accurately described as •a guide to the New 
Zealand forest, from the ground up;" it includes 
an overview of the forest before breaking it 
down into sections on insects, lizards, plants 
of the forest floor, flowering shrubs and trees, 
birds and tree fems, among others. The photos 
throughout (by Rob Lucas) are colourful and 
complimentary to the text and the book Is pack­
aged very attractively. I felt this book was aimed 
at a younger audience, with its big, bright titles, 
straightforward layout and single-point style 
information. Even the author, Janet Hunt says it 
is the book •she wished she had for her forays 
into the forest ... when she was a child." This 
simple style is, however, by no means a fault. It 
makes referencing an awful lot easier and makes 
each section quicker to read, which would be 
ideal if using the book on a tramp through the 
forest. From Weta to Kauri is a necessity for any 
budding forest explorer but will be nothing new 
to the seasoned bushman. 



Racism is one thing that isn't better than a kick 
in the balls. I was gonna let this subject slide be­
cause I figured we've heard it all a bit too much 
in the last year. But I felt the urge to write some­
thing after watching a Deco NZ episode a few 
Mondays back about racism against Chinese. 
I'm Kiwi by nationality, Chinese by ethnicity. I 
was born and raised in NZ, but having a crispy 
yellow coating means I have seen my share 
of racism. The correspondence through Canta 
regarding the racism topic has been brought to 
you by the racist people, the anti-racists, and 
the victims. I have somewhat been caught in the 
crossfire, so here are a few things I got to say. 

WHERE'S THE RACISM AT? 
Does racism exist? Hell yeah. Christchurch city 
is pretty bad, especially on Colombo and by the 
Bus Exchange as Tony Clifton discovered (Canta, 
September 8), but what about at uni? Yes, it 
also exists on our campus. Fortunately I haven't 
been on the receiving end of much, but I'm sure 
international students could enlighten us about 
this. I figure educated people are often more 
open-minded and accepting of views and diver­
sity - after all, aside from sinking piss, we're all 
here to learn. 

Racism is similar to prejudice against the 
overweight, homosexuals, and gingas to a 
lesser degree. So how does it feel to have a 

racist comment thrown at you? Well, there isn't 
a feeling quite like it; you can't actually begin to 
understand what it feels like unless you've been 
on the receiving end. Honestly, I would say it's 
comparable to how you'd feel if you had a close 
friend or family member pass away, and then 
some stranger makes an insensitive comment to 
you about how they're better off dead anyway. 
Think about how you'd feel; furious, and help­
less knowing that there is no way of changing 
past events (or who you are). 

BEING A BANANA - YELLOW ON THE OUTSIDE, 
WHITE ON THE INSIDE 
As a kid, I often wondered what I had done to 
deserve being picked on. I will always remember 
a particular childhood incident; some punks 
had written "Fuck off home gooks" on a wall 
back home. I was too young to understand what 
it meant, and my dad had to explain it to me. 
Quite often I'd play down or try to disown my 
own culture even - how sad is that? I used to 
feel sorry for myself, but not anymore. Now, I 
couldn't be more proud of my background. I'm 
fucken stoked of my roots. I've come from an 
honest and hardworking line of people who have 
worked for every penny they've got. My great­
great-grandfather mined for gold down south 
back in the day. This also makes it quite ironic 
how most of my pakeha mates' families haven't 
been in the country for that long, yet I'm the one 
here who is told to go home. 

It took a while to realise there was nothing 
wrong with me, the problem lies with the losers 
who dish out the abuse. Racist people are gener­
ally low-lifes with huge personal insecurities. 
Think about it; no truly happy or secure person 
would need to ridicule others in order to make 
themselves feel big. 

I often forget I'm Chinese and I thank my friends 
for that. I'm really thankful they just see me as 
me, and not as a Chinese dude who happens to 
speak English. It's a massive reality check when I 
do get a racist comment. 

BEING A KIWI 
When I told my flatmates the other night that 
I too have been a victim of racial abuse, they 
couldn't believe it; "You're as Kiwi as you get!", 
one says. Being New Zealanders, we have a lot 
to be proud of. As a small and young nation, we 
love being dubbed "Godzone" and love being 
noticed for our fantastic achievements. I believe 
we also face a huge identity crisis; like a country 
going through its teenage years we are quite 
young, yet we are incredibly bent on being inde­
pendent. We argue over who owns this land like 
little children fighting over a new toy, and we 
often forget how the rest of the world actually 
envies what we have. 

Having spent some time overseas, I've noticed 
our insecurity and arrogance - we just thought 
it was America and the rest of the world. While 
overseas, we Kiwis attached ourselves to one 
another like crazy glue! You're instantly best 
buddies with someone because you come from 
the same place. In saying this, it's not so hard to 
see why immigrants and international students 
here in NZ stick together, especially with the 
added stigma, subjected to them by some, of 
being unwanted. 

world is only going to get more and more like 
one nation . There's no denying it. So to prepare, 
perhaps you should enrol in one of uni 's fine 
language courses. 

Nick also said, and I quote, "Don't come over 
here and rape OUR country just because you 
fucked up YOURS". Firstly, I would like to know 
what your roots are, were you one of the first 
peoples of this land? How conceited you are to 
assume this place is yours. Secondly, most of 
the early explorers and immigrants came from 
Europe because they have raped their countries 
so much that they had to look for new land. Like 
a virus, on the acquisition of new territory, they 
have persisted to rape and plunder other lands 
and cultures. Think about how the Native North 
and South Americans, Australian Aborigine, Na­
tive Africans, and Maori have all been demoted 
to a lower caste of western society because 
they've been fucked on by colonialists. It fucks 
me off how countries tend to recognise the first 
people exist only when it comes to tourism, it's 
the greatest hypocrisy. 

ANTI-RASICM RALLY 
I woke up one Saturday morning in term two 
and decided to pop down to the anti-racism 
rally in the city. I went down by myself and I felt 
pretty uncomfortable, but I met some lovely peo­
ple. I really don't know about the effectiveness 
of that rally. But I guess the thing it did do (much 
like the correspondence in Canta), was bring this 
issue out in the open and make us recognise that 
this shit is happening all around us. 

The National Front guys were actually quite 
well-behaved at the rally. They were herded 
away quietly into the corner of the square by the 
police. It was incredibly ironic how they were 
the minority up against a 2000 strong crowd of 
people for cultural diversity. 

SOLUTION? 
I think many people don't even realise when 
they are being prejudice. We have to understand 
that people may take strong offense to things we 
say so matter-of-factly. I am guilty of this also. 
I have often said, "That's gay!" not meaning 
to dis homosexuals at all. I've been caught out 
before and it's something I'm working on. It's 
sad how our culture finds this kind of behaviour 
acceptable. Well, it's not encouraged, but it's not 
actively frowned upon is it? 

I often think of a magical cure for this problem; 
having victims retaliate will only make things 
worse, but preaching to the victimisers seldom 
gets the message through to their thick skulls ... 
So what to do? The people wh0 can make a 
difference are US. Next time, you see someone 
being prejudice, how about just quietly saying, 
"Dude, why did you say that? That ain't cool". 
What I did learn from that rally was that it's time 
for us to recognise no one is gaining anything 
by being so hateful. 

So how about getting to know someone before 
you judge them? Take a language course, join 
a random club. Take 5 to say hi to a stranger. 
That goes for the minorities too, try get amongst 
some of the Kiwi culture whether it be main­
stream or alternative. Join Ensoc or UCom, head 
down to The Foundry for a brew, go to a gig, 
and dance around like an epileptic chimp, or 
whatever it is you young punks do. Bridges are 
built from both ends. 

Nick (Canta, May) claimed newcomers to this 
country must assimilate or get out. Dicholas, 
it's people like you who must assimilate; the 11 ironic how most of my 

pakeha mates' families haven't been in the country for 
that long, yet I'm the one who is told to go home." 

OFFENSIVE VIEWING 
Dear Canta, After reading the glowing review 
of Offensive Behaviour in your magazine, a 
few mates and I decided to check out another 
supposed New Zealand cult film classic in the 
making. How wrong we where. Although the re­
view had lead us to believe that this would be a 
slapstick gore-feast in the best traditions of Meet 
the Feebles, it was, in fact, a poor half-cousin to 
the frequent discharges of that movie's Harry the 
Hare. Was it entertaining? No. Was it intellectu­
ally stimulating? The people that walked out 
ten minutes into the movie didn't seem to think 
so. Was it funny? It had its moments but these 
where more than overshadowed by the dodgy 
themes and plot holes so big you could drive a 
bus-full of dildo-welding queers through them. 
Was it a 14-year-old boy's wet dream? Only if he 
has a penchant for bad acting and necrophilia. 
As stated by the review in your magazine, the 
New Zealand Film Commission did not want the 
public to see this movie. I can see why- it was 
crap! What was not crap, however, was the bril­
liant short 'Kitty' - a fine salute to Mr Bean and 
the multi-tasking kiwi male. 
Regards, Straight Talker 

BREAKING THE STEREOTYPE 
Am I the only one here, who is sick of these 
engineering stereotypes. There are no real clear 
stereotypes, the supposed beer guzzling gorilla 
is stupid, per capita there would be the same 
amount of beer guzzling gorillas in any other 
department. I personally am a queer engineering 
student that will blow the stereotypes. I think it 
is time for everyone to find something decent to 
write in about instead of shit ..... 
Agman 

WE'RE ALL VERY CLEVER, AREN'T WE7 
To the Cod, Yes the -1 + 1 = 0 business is very 
clever. You said this understanding is held by the 
"majority of the scientific"? Next time I would 
suggest you try some proof reading, I assume 
you ment " ... scientific community". Negative 
entropy? Now that really sounds like someone 
grasping for straws. As far as I can remember 
from my basic PHYS 113 lectures negative 
entropy doesn't exist (have not yet observed it). 
That is would be effectively as you said 'an egg 
un-scrambling itself'. It is disappointing when 
the scientific community gets unscientific and 
twists a law to prove a theory. 
an unbrainwashed 1st year 

A FINAL WORD FROM SECURITY SAM 
Hey Canta, You are the shit for printing all my 
bollocks letters I Anyway, after four years I'm 
,nearly finished at Canterbury, thought I'd thank 
some people: Thanks to R&R for giving me a 
mean year in the halls, Captain Ben for giving 
me a tab after I spent $90 there in one month, 
Joden for teaching me to play one-nut, The 
Foundry and Super Liquor for selling me piss 
when I was 17, Ensoc for getting me drunk 
before labs, the hot babe who pashed me at 
Cafe Bleu (when I was too drunk to remember 
what she looked like), Bin Laden for making life 
interesting, Kentucky Gold for making me coma 
in the library stairwell, the cops for selling me 
so much junk at the police auctions, Metal lica 
for playing at the Big Day Out, the rest of the 
Ravens rugby team - we rule! , and Canta for 
printing that awesome cover of George Bush 
with an afro ("Pulp Reality"). Shit I better get this 
sent. It's 11.57 friday! I 
Love From Security Sam 
PS Girls I'm still single! I Get in quick while it 
lasts I 



Tllepare .... I 
incoae liaits llave 

• 
IIIO so YOII lllaY 
now be eligible.for a 
Student Allowance. 

1 6. STUDVLI K 
. , Hot o Akoranga 

A fffvia of the MfniJ:tryofs«W De,~,_ w Jt 

Applications can be sent without evidence of your parents' income. 

*The parental income threshold of $62, 148 per year is based on a student under 25 years 
of age who is living away from home. 
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1 0°/o gfs~i~:~ 
AT YOUR PHARMACY ON CAMPUS 
With All Student ID Cards (Conditions Apply) 

You save money when you shop with us! 

PREPARING FOR EXAMS! 
Ginkgo Biloba can help improve 

mental alertness & cognitive function. 
Ask us how it can help you. We also 

have stress relievers including 
St John's Wort, Rescue Remedy and 

Executive Stress Formula. 

arplugs and batteries also available. belied. to auolifled 
and priYate 'homes. 

Kentucky Blu~ Woodstock 8% 
1Litre 
Exclusive Student Offer! 
With student 1.0 

$8.99 
Mudslides 
700ml 
Exclusive Student Offer! 
With student 1.0 

1Litre 
Exclusive Student Offer! 
With student 1.0 

500ml cans 
Exclusive Student Offer! 
With student 1.0 

$9.99 &pack . 

440ml cans 
Exclusive Student Offer! 
With student 1.0 

$8.99 4pack 

10% OFF ALL WINE! 
Exclusive Student Offer! (excludes specials) 

T- E t NTEO. 
Call now for more details. 

Our E.S.O's are not advertised in store. Ask for them, 
show us your student 1.0 and they're yours! 

Specials available until 31/10/04 close. 

Liquorland, 43 Riccarton Rd, : 145 Hornby Liquorland, 8 Tower St. Ph: 344 2044 
land, 227 Blenheim Rd. next door to the Mad Butcher. Ph: 341 5333 


