




































C 

ling 
ing Club meets Monday 
m in the ballroom foyer 
ednesdays I pm on the 
outside S Block (ball-
if bad weather). Very 

rmal - beginners, pois, 
los,sticks etc welcome. 

itions are now being 
d for the 1998 produc-
"Jack the Ripper". Ac-
' singers, dancers, and 
stagers required. Audi-

s for players will take 
over the weekend of 
16 and 17. MUSOC 
s are traditionally fun to 
part of, so why not join 
register for an audition, 
e phone Andrew on 348 
; Elliott on 352 7542, or 
on 326 7057. 

., way ahead for planet 
.Syai is an"experiment" 
ost-modern thinking, 
erning an alternative 

a s s f 

politics, culture, religion .... and 
it includes an "experimental" 
planned language based on 
that thinking. If you are inter-
ested (or sufficiently curious) 
and would like to tune in and 
keep in touch with the 
website, here it is: 
<http:/ /www.geocities.com/ 
Area5 I /Station/ 17 46/> 

Graduate 
Recruitment 
Programme 
Presentations 
Deloitte 
Touche Tohmatsu 
Chartered Accountants and 
Management Consultants 
Thursday, 14 May, 1998, 6pm, 
C2 
(Accountancy or Accoun-
tancy/Law; Computer Sci-
ence or Information 
Systems with Accountancy 
papers to 200 or 300 level) 

NZ Refining Company 
Monday 18 May, 1.1 0pm, E6 
(Chemical, Electrical, Me-
chanical Engr, IT) 

e d 

Kiwi Co-operative 
Dairies 

s 

Tuesday 19 May, 6pm, C3 
(Any Degree) 

Treasury 
Wednesday 20 May, 6pm, C3 
(Any Degree) 

Workshops 
CV and Covering Letter 
Preparation 
For all students 
Wednesday 13 May, 2-3pm, 
Room I 05, School of Law 
For mature students 
Thursday 14 May, 2-3pm, 
Room I 05, School of Law 

Interview Skills 
For all students 
Tuesday 19 May, 10-1 lam, 
Room I 05, School of Law 

Next 'Career News' News-
letter - Monday, 18 May 

Writers Club 
Anyone interested in joining 
an informal group where you 
can let out your creative en-
ergy? Sign the form at the En-
glish Department Office. 

SJS 
Jobs available. If you want to 
earn some money during 
term, come and see the 
friendly staff at Student Job 
Search 

Persona ls 
A long cold winter's coming 
and I need a woman to 
snuggle up to. I'm a good 
looking, easy-going, 22-year-
old guy in need of some se-
rious TLC, so go on, take the 
risk, you won't regret it. Re-
ply CANTA. 

Wanted for discreet daytime 
liaison next month, three first 
year blonde buxom beauties. 
Inquiries to Mr B Clinton, 
1600, Pennsylvania Ave, 
Washington DC, USA (air-
fares and sleeping arrange-
ments provided). 

Moving out of the intimida-
tion business. Exchange, or 
just giveaway, unused chemi-
cal weapons, biological 
agents, and general weapons 
of mass destruction. Inquir-
ies to Saddam Hussien, Iraq. 

CANTA 
C a s s f e d s 
Advertising in the CANTA Classifieds is absolutely FREE, no 
holds barred, except of course blatantly bad taste material. 
All you have to do to take advantage of this outrageous of-
fer is to fill in the form below and place it in the CANTA 
classifieds box, which is located at the reception in the UCSA 
building (eg up the stairs above the cafe). 

Name 
Phone No 
Section 
Contents 

----.,.._...,...ven Days Not for any real reason seven days makes 
one more appearance, well it is the time of 
year for it. 

ednesday. 
two more days of lee-
until the Easter break, 
e start of the May Holi-
Wednesday is quite a 

ecture load. One at 9:00 
morning, which I sel-

make, probably why this 
third year I am sitting 

paper. That fact gets 
amusing when you 

der how much money I 
st to skip those lectures 
ii the course every year. 

life, 
has 

o be 

rec-
e n d 

ke it if 
yYou 
and 

urself "" 
law 

I. Brit 
edy 

on TV, wish I had pic-
~f the vice-chancellor 
ike. No more lectures 
re tutorials, no mor~ 
' make everyday the 
arch. 

ursday. 
ay of lectures, made it 

to the pub exactly one hour 
after getting out of bed, but 
hey, yesterday was an allow-
ance payment. At the very 
least today I have enough 
money to get drunk with. A 
couple of mates were down 
there early, sorting out Eas-
ter trips, you know, Ohao, 
Twizel, a time to visit the 
middle of the South Island. 
My pool isn't up to scratch 
at the moment, it seldom is. 
The afternoon was contin-

ued in a drunk haze. I was 
definitely pissed by the time 
I got home. My two flatmates 
had already sorted a couple 
of crates and an ounce of 
buds, both readily available at 
this time of year. Chances of 
eating anything but takeaways 
or junk food was definitely 

out the window. The only 
thing for it was a smoke. 
Friday. 
The banging was getting 
louder, it took me about 5 
minutes to realise part of the 
noise was coming from out-
side my head.When I opened 
my eyes the total lack of day-
light astounded me, shouts 
and bangs set my head 
pounding. Surprising thing 
was I was already dressed, in 
yesterdays clothes. I didn't 

even get my shoes off. The 
two fellas at the door winced 
at the sight of me, I must look 
pitiful, 'Good morning. Ya 
coming with us mate?' The 
larger of these two bastards 
spoke. 
'Where we going?' I felt very 

queasy, almost remembering 
something about drinking 
beer out of rugby boots. 
'Shrooming! It's Twizel time.' 
'Hang on a sec.' I turned back 
to my room.grabbed a jacket, 
a bong, and a half eaten Snick-
ers Bar. My watch said 5:00, I 
can't have slept all day. We 
pub crawled down.got in late. 
Slept in the car. 
Saturday. 
Funny how the second half 
of a hangover, which you have 

delayed by drink-
ing, is never as bad 
as the first one. 
That is why there 
are alcoholics, the 
more you drink 
the better you 
feel. We were 
awake early, I 
barely remember 
sleeping, the car 
stunk of three 
males sweating all 
night. We drove 
past a dairy and 
bought the essen-
tials, three pies, 
three packets of 
chips, one plain, 
one green onion, 
one salt and vin-
egar, two bottles 

of 7-up, one bottle of Coke, 
three chocolate bars, three 
packets of cigarettes and a 
packet of blue skins.The tus-
sock grass and mountains 
beckon. We drove with the 
sun rise behind us, up in to 
the heart of the South 
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Island's high country. I was 
the first to find a mushroom, 
where there is one there is 
fifty. I remember finding this 
really big one, I was unsure 
at first, then decided to eat 
it after another thirty or so 
of the small ones, probably 
not the smartest move. We 
regrouped back in the car.We 
had only had to hunt for fif-
teen minutes and had some 
time to kill. The smaller one 
of my companions skinned 
up, we sat and had smoke, 
waiting for the wee fungus to 
do their stuff. The morning 
was cold, but clear, my breath 
very visible. Suddenly I was 
tripping out, it started with 
the mountains . They just 
started waiving and breath-
ing, then I noticed our car. 
Pale blue Mark II Escort was 
kind of swirling into the grass. 
Then it melted away. I started 
laughing. 
Sunday 
'I am hungry,' I said, my first 
real thought all day. About 
lunch time and I was sitting 
on the bonnet of the car, 
while the boys were making 
coffee from a gas burner. 
'Yeah we'll go into town 
soon,' one answered.'Do you 
want some more shrooms?,' 
he offered me a bag with 
about a thousand in. 
'Or some weed?' the other 
offered, I settled for the 
lesser of the two evils. 'This 
is pretty good spliff, mate?' I 
concluded lamely, not really 

wanting to get stoned, just 
wanting to kill some time 
before �,��thought it would be 
safe to do shrooms again.We 
decided to drive home in the 
afternoon, then hit the town. 
Shrooming in town should 
only ever be done once in 
your life, this was my one 
time. 
Monday. 
Lay in bed chugging all day, 
thinking about what could 
keep me occupied for the 
next three weeks. I had spent 
a phenomenal amount of 
money in the past three days. 
A tight budget can severely 
restrict fun.The evil shrooms 
lay beside me in a plastic bag, 
I'll give them to my flatmates 
in lieu of rent. They'll be 
stoked, I am sure. 
Tuesday 
Second day of the holidays 
and not a bloody public holi-
day, venture out to the dairy 
for breakfast.A pie and some 
cigarettes and I find a bottle 
of beer unopened in the 
lounge, the breakfast of 
champions.Watch all the day 
time talk shows, predict I'll 
be getting used to them at 
the end of three weeks.Won-
der if I'll ever decide to leave 
uni. Not this year anyway. 

(Please note this seven days 
is entirely fictitious. Afterall 
who would believeANY stu-
dent actually behaves like 
that .. Responsible citizens etc, 
etc .... ) 



Pissed Gits Association 
I had been looking forward 
to it most of the week, and 
once I had finished my essay 
on Friday it was the only thing 
I thought about. 
The annual PGA Pub Crawl, 
modelled almost exclusively 
on the game of golf, is high-
lighted on the calendar of any 
who consider themselves big 
drinkers. Unfortunately I do. 
Our team, one who didn't 
show (something about 
rugby, blah, blah, I'll meet you 
later), consisted of me, Peter 
and Luke. I was fairly confi-
dent. 

The idea is that there are 19 
pubs planned for the tour, in 
each pub there is a certain 
drink or 'par'.Your team has 
to drink the 'par' in each pub 
to make par, double the 
drinks for 'birdie', any failure 
results in a 'bogie'.The key is 
19 pubs, pace. Not a word 
which is in my vocabulary, 
which did lead to some prob-
lems on the back nine. The 
whole thing kicked off last 
Saturday at the Dux, the par, 
two 12oz glasses.We started 
easy with just that. Over the 
anticipatory chatting in the 
Dux I heard a couple of ring-
ers had been brought in. I 
mean who do you ring when 
you want drinkers.There they 
were, two Scotsman. The ac-

cent just sounds like they can 
drink a lot. These were the 
teams to watch. 

We made the long walk to 
Versuvios for another 12, we 
did two. Following that, the 
Tin Goose, the Jolly Poacher 
and then Chloe's we were 
winning with a stroke over 
our closest rivals . I was 
slightly concerned we may be 
over cooking, but when you 
are on form ... The Scotsman 
still looked menacing. The 
drink at Chloe's was another 
12 and a glass of port. One 
guy, either I can't remember 
his name or we never made 
first name basis, had confused 
his drinks, 12 oz of port. Un-
fortunately he still drank it. 
In fact, I can't remember see-
ing him later on but I could 
have met Jesus on the back 
nine and I wouldn't remem-
ber. 

Then came Baileys, Sullivans, 
Lochinvars,TGIF and Sneak-
ers.Suddenly I was drunk,still 
maintaining, but drunk. We 
were winning, r ..imour had it 
we were two strokes ahead. 
The par in Sneakers was an-
other 12oz but this time with 
a shot of Sambuka. Big Brent 
was behind the bar, which led 
to some initial communica-
tion difficulties, but luckily 

Pete could speak Rugby 
League and quickly took 
charge. He drank the entire 
teams Sambuka, we were 
playing for birdie, again, so 
this was six shots. I winced 
at each one. Talk -
about taking one 
for the team. I was 
definitely afraid he 
was going to cough 
up the pill, so to 
speak, so we went 
outside and I ad-
ministered can-
nabis. From Sneak-
ers it was down to 
OxfordTerrace, via 
Bardellis . This is· 
where my memory 
shut down, we 
were 7 or 8 shots 
below par, winning. 
We pared Bardellis 
and Rattlesnake . 
One of our team 
lost the score card, 
I could hardly stand, our af-
ternoon of triumph was slip-
ping away. I fought the pain 
barrier to put another 12 
under my belt in Azure. But I 
knew we were finished, we 
hung our heads and left the 
disappointment behind. I was 
in bed at 9:00pm, the most 
f#'l'cked I've been in a long 
time. All credit to the con-
quering heroes, I don't know 
who won. Thankfully all my 

s u er 

disappointment was re-
moved when Canterbury 
won later the next morning. 
Thanks to Steve for 
organising the event, I will be 
avenged next year. 

ONLY AT BUSH INN & BLENHEIM ROAD or while stocks last 


