




































































We are proud to be associated with the
University of Canterbury
Students' Association
as a sponsor and supporter of

Wednesday 5 May - Friday 7 May

We wish all Graduates a successful future.
Wi,.

lyw TRUST BANK CANTERBURY

Check out our Graduate Package, if you have not done already so. Enquire at any branch.

A copy of the prospectus may be obtained from any branch of Trust Bank Canterbury Limited.
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AT’S ON

A time for bonding and
expressions of family love,
Graduation can also turn into
the all too familiar “What on
Earth are we meant to do
fogether?’ senario Sam Bone
has some user-friendly ideas on
family get-togethers .

Well, the olds are in town for a week over
graduation, and they want to be
entertained. Unfortunately, their idea of a
‘good night out’ extends beyond beans on
toast with the flatties and *“Shortland
Street” afterwards (‘““You're not in
Guatemala now Dr Ropata™). They want
to see why Christchurch is such a groovy
happenin’ scene that they have spent their
retirement fund subsidising your last four
years here. So where to start...

Firstly, it’s best to realise that your
parents will not appreciate the wonders of
the Cally and the Bush to the same extent
that you do. We're talking high-brow
stuff here — Christchurch is after all
reputed to be one of the cultural centres of
New Zealand (mate!). Theatre fits the bill
quite aptly so head along to the Court for
Robert Lord’s play “Joyful and
Triumphant” for a slice of Kiwi life. The
first play of the Christchurch Arts
Network 1993 season is Gillian
Plowman’s off-beat black comedy “Me
and My Friend” which will run at the
Southern Ballet Theatre until 8 May.

Still in the Arts Centre, you can catch
the end of the Women’s International Film
F§Sri\-'al which continues at the Academy
Cinema until 1 May. Featuring movies by
female directors, included in the line-up is

the South Island premiere of Alison
McLean’s movie “Crush”. Programmes
are available from the Academy and Kate
Sheppard Women’s Bookshop. Still in
movieland, the Canterbury Film Society
presents a selection of films from the Paul
Ruiz collection, nightly at the Clocktower
Theatre from 2 May to 4 May at 7.30 pm.

Trooping Ma and Pa around the art
galleries is always a good idea if you want
to show them something more culturally
diverse than the local crafts shop in Gore.
The Robert McDougall can be relied on
for a wide variety of artists and works,
including at the moment “Heartland”,
prints and pastels by Marilyn Webb;
“Living Here, Aotearoa” by Nigel Brown;
an installation “The Bending Palm” by
Mark Lander and “In Search of Go(l)d”, a
mixed media installation inspired by his
residence in Central Otago. Over at the
McDougall Art Annex, a thematic
exhibition of contemporary paintings,
prints and collages which use the motif of
the cross, “Intersections” features works
by Julian Daspher, Ralph Hotere, Colin
McCahon and Jeffrey Harris.

Unless your parents are ‘peace, love
and mung beans’ children of the 60s and
know more about the latest remixes of the
Headless Chickens than you do, leave

them behind if you’re heading to the
Performing Arts Theatre this week. On
Wednesday night put those cultural talents
to good use at the Wide Open Cabaret,
hosted by Matthew Robertson. Amuse
and be amused by your own and others
music, songs and poetry for the cost of $3.
If the official Grad Ball on Thursday with
band Don’t Tell Mama at the UCSA is not
your ‘thang’, then PAT is holding an
Alternative Grad Ball on the same night
with Field and Vortex. Forget your velvet
gowns and cummerbunds. And on
Saturday night, boogie on down to the
‘Interzone Rave’, a SPAC dance party
featuring DJ Matt O. (That’s Society for
the Promotion of Arts in Christchurch for
those of you not in the know).

Elsewhere, the places to be are
Ministry on 1 May for the JPS
Experience and at Warners on 29 April,
Dunedin bands Trasch (who have an
album due out soon) and Snapper are
performing, starting at around 9pm. On
the same night, Changeling, the Sneetches
and Love Cakes are appearing in the
Lower Common Room, free to UCSA
members, getting underway at 8pm. The
following night sees Hunters and
Collectors on their “CUT” tour, supported
by 147 Swordfish, performing to the
masses at the End of Term Stein on 30
April. Tickets are available from UCSA,
UBS and Echo Records.

And of course, we can’t leave the live
scene in Christchurch without mentioning
ye olde student hangout, the Dux. The
week begins with a jazzy feel with
Hampster on Monday night and the
Donaldson Unit on Tuesday, progressing
to Sam Manzanza on Wednesday, who is
touring with his five piece band. Thursday
night sees local band Excellent Soul
Therapy appearing, the week concluding
with Butter Hot Funk on Friday and
Saturday nights.
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This is not evolution
You are not the natural end to the procession

of the smooth man, the hairy man, the snake man,

belly-slitherer, whose tongue flicked
like temptation

This is not eden
I am not made in your image
nor you in mine
you are not figured in my fingerprints
when I look in the mirror I do not see
your face

I define you by your absence,

B the shutting of the door as you leave the room

Y Sally Provan

" one drop of this minkie whale'sblood
dilutes to fill

__. the whole winedark sea

\. 8 like plankton
8 Shoal to shore staining
S the blackearth rich

B At the beach it hangs
B in the air
8 on the spray
8 it blowholes from the rocks

| it takes you years
| all Neptune's ocean

B to scrub the stain the feel of it

from your skin
your pores
are raw with it
in conversation
you direct your breath away from detection

like tar in a smoker's lungs
you cough it up
Untill you kill again
it is the last thing
you see at night
you smell
the first thing you taste in the morning.

Victoria

Christchurch August 1992

this house is a ship
on a white ice ocean

we have no food

we are wrapped

like tattered packages
if this continues we
will be like other
stranded sailors,

start drawing straws
for blood sacrifice

eventually this house
will come to ground
and rescuers will find
one well-fed flatmate
surrounded by licked
clean

bones

Jonathan Fisher
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Ehinenuitepo.

Never waste matches
for it is fire
for they are stolen fire

these are my greatgrandmother's fingernails
her only warmth in the earth

and when they drop the bomb
you will need every one.

Victoria

the night

an ear to the ground
sloughing skin grit

speaks beneath his fingers
he has come to believe
the world is made of dirt
it's a convincing argument

he feels it in his bones

beckmann's night

bruised through life

now he digs his own grave

sinking boltholes with a crooked spade
one day

he will dig to the centre of the earth
dredging up his buried face

he will shrivel up in flames

now he knows why

the truth is so hard to tell

beating rocks with broken tools

he listens for the bitter ring
David Khan

The Retired Werewolf Regails My Mother.

my mother's lover’s father once
captured entire an

Italian battalion.

him and his seven

unleavened men,

island farmers

eating the dust of Carthage
uniformed in fatigues and rifles.
sheep in wolf's clothing
mutton dressed as fang.

Il Malabastardos

Visit

This house crumbles in
my hand

and you are there

you smile and nonchalantly
pick the door handle from
the ground

unable to hide

the peeling dull green paint

and the rust remains
of your family
in the garden

Jonathan Fisher

Tomato
Tomdto:

delicate
magnificat
bulb of blood

O pipful brain
just one cut
and you are unreadable

O seedful testicle
just one knee
and you are crushed infertile

O tomato

lateral thinker

there's more than one way
to fill a bucket

to swing an axe

not all flesh tastes of blood.

Tomiito:

we watch the tree

all season

bleeding bright red drops
dripping pectoral lust
fruiting

the way a stickman sprouts its head

blows it like a soap bubble
speechful of tales
he might remember

like fantastiac broomsticks
grow arms and full pails

of water but these have no heads

the spell is all (in) the bucket
the slosh the funny
bristlestiff walk

the surprised and decapitated
marionette

Marie Antoinette

spurting red blood afterall
from that cakefed neck.

Victoria

Cold Winds

life is stolen in cold
winds the harsh environment
my joints are sharp

edges i want to barely
exist all season i
will hibernate in bed

turn to fascination in
sparks and heat burning
thoughts in the flames you

speak words these words
thunder through existance
like water in a swollen

flood we seem to solidify
in this ice cold winter
my head falls in

imagined harsh snow
perhaps summer will bring
heat into our bodies

Jonathan Fisher




