






























































LETTERS

PUBIC HAIRS

Dear CANTA
If the Graphic Epicist must make fishy
assertions | suggest he get his orientation
right. His alleged masculine genital fibril
with the “‘curl to the right’’ was actually a
right-hand spiral and visa-versa for the

ladies.

Yours in a helix
The Puritan Geometrist

P.S. Robert Keel asks the question:
“‘...what have we gained from our (anti-
nuclear) stance’’. The answer is that it has
made a criminal out of anyone who loses
their luminous watch overboard from a
Cook Strait ferry.

LISTEN LEFTIES
Dear Ed

“Chile, the way we could be”’, pissed me
off. It said that New Zealand could wind up
like Chile because of big business. What a
load of crap. If New Zealand does go that
way it will be because of the unions in this
country. They demand so much for so little.
As a result of this a particular companies
product can no longer be sold so there are
two alternatives left.to the employer - close
down or get government aid to support the
unreasonable claims of its employees. For a
classic example of this refer the closure of
the Kinleith saw mill. After this the bastards
from the unions have the gall to blame the
government and big business.

It's time the bleeding hearts and unionists
and all"the others of their type. stood back
and tried to look past the end of their own
NOSES.

If this country ends up like Chile it will not
be the fault of the businessmen and govern-
ment but the fault of the short sighted, nar-
row minded and just bloody selfish union
leaders, half of whom aren't even kiwis
anyway. (Stuffed their own country so now
they come and stuff one of the colonies). It
should be noted that whilst unions were on
strike and their families are suffering, the
union leaders are still being paid! These
bastards are worse than any of the ‘‘self-
interested callous New Zealand
businessmen’’. They are empire building,

self interested, callous, short sighted
bastards.
Pissed off by lefties
M. Howie
BULLSHIT
Dear Blair

Sometimes | begin to think that you forget
you're editing a student newspaper and
begin to lust after the greater glories of
literary magazine.

| feel that a **...theatre reviewer to ap-
proach the job in a considered and critically
aware manner’’ is appropriate to the latter
form of publication, very probably inap-
propriate to the former, and undoubtably in-
appropriate when the subject of a review is
totally non-serious.

While | must agree that CANTA is not re-
quired to give MUSOC a rave review, | don’t
see it as unreasonable that a student paper
should support student activities, and last
week’s pretentious little effort seems un-
justified. Perhaps SWHT could stick to
reviewing serious drams, and shows which
aren’t meant to be taken seriously could be
left to someone who simply wants to enjoy
themself.

Phil Anderson

P.S. Who on Earth is Milan Kunbera?

FILM ADDICT

Dear Heinrich von Ameoba,
In answer to your question, | had just
seen a truly superlative film ‘‘Attack of the
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Killer Tomatoes” is a film of far greater
cinematic significance than ‘‘The Bat-
tleship Potemkin’’, as I'm sure even
S.W.H. Taylor will agree. The stirring
message of this triumph of the visual arts
caused me to get a little carried away.
Phil the Hairy

GOD LOSES
Dear Editor

Reluctantly | feel that | must reply to cer-
tain letters in CANTA June 27. Philip, well,
| don’t know enough about genetics or cell
biology to say whether you are wrong or
not. I'll assume that you’re correct. All that
I'll say is - hasn’t DNA come a long way
since it learned to replicate itself! Life has a
funny way of making sure that it goes on liv-
ing. Life's like that.

Now one for you. Look at the stars on a
clear night. Imagine all the millions of stars
that you can’t see in our galaxy. Think
about those billions of galaxies spread
throughout trillions of miles of space. Now,
see yourself, an ape-descended life-form
standing on an insignificant dot of a planet
in the Western spiral arm of one of those
galaxies.

Now, if you can, tell me that all of-this
was created for our sole edification, benefit,
and enjoyment by a God who looks like me
(after all, was | not created in his image??).
Nature 1, God O.

ANAMOC. Sorry about declaring the Stud
Ass religion-free. | got carried away with
missionary zeal. I'm sure that there are
other places on campus where you can find
some christians without looking too hard.
As for seppukku, I'll have to know that
Atheist Action is firmly non-violent and into
making meaningful-but-futile gestures (like
declaring RFZs).

DEE. As a caring, sensitive, thoughtful,
warm, human being | sympathize strongly
with what you said. Atheist Action promises
not to rave on about christians if they will
promise not to hold any more campus
crusades, or conduct forced bible discus-
sions at lunch times, or distribute those
grotty leaflets, and so forth. Indeed, |
strongly uphold their right to believe
whatever they want to, for just as long as
they respect my right not to believe. To
think that this could be the end of our little
discussion (but | doubt it). | really am most
apologetic about this reply.

Yours, most sincerely,
Atheist Action

BIO IS IN
Dear CANTA

During my years at this institution, | have
grown thoroughly sick of people quoting
what they learn-in Stage 1 Biology (or
Philosophy or Economics or Physics or
anything else), in order to impress. Philip
Rodley seems to be a case in point. He
claims that the simplest possible original
cell is so complicated that it couldn’t have
arisen by chance, and thus must have been
created. This argument is advanced by
creationists time and time again, and
everytime it fails to convince any of us who
know more about evolutionary theory than
Philip Rodley appears to. The inital ap-
pearance of complex entities like complete,
functioning cells is simply not necessary to
explain the origins of life: if it were, we’d all
believe in divine intervention! Philip Rodley
(like AngelaMoorhouse) appeals to such an
explanation to ‘‘solve’’ problems in a field
in which he is manifestly ignorant - he
should do biologists the courtesy of getting

his facts right before he starts writing.
Yours, etc.
Return of the White Russian

GOD AGAIN
Dear Blair and Belinda Sibly,

While it may be true that Science cannot
prove the existance of God, it is also true
that Science cannot disprove the existance
of God. This is because Science, by defini-
tion, observes and studies nature, whereas
if God exists, then God is (by definition) out-
side nature. So let’s not assume we have a
good reason for not believing in God in that
Science cannot prove God’s existance.

As | look around me, | see a group of peo-
ple who seem genuinely concerned with and
caring of others, in a way that sets them
apart from many (I did not say all) other
groups. I've never met a perfect person yet,
but in my experience, most of the people (I
didn’t say all) who are most loving and least
self-centred are followers of Christ. It makes
me wonder what makes them different.

Yours, etc.
M. Peterson

P.S. A personal pronoun is never
used until after the name it replaces
has been stated. If you don’t yet
believe in God it seems a bit of a red
herring- to. argue about the appropriate
personal pronoun.

MORE OF THEM!
Dear MK.3

This Campus is hardly big enough for one
or two, let alone three Craig Youngs and so
, the Celtic Rasta, McGilliecuddy, Jacobite,
do solemnly challenge all other Craig
Youngs to a duel to sort out the true clai-
mant to this rather dubious title of ill repute.
If you do not respond to this appellation and
the university may have a quick respite.

There can by only one!
Yours,
The Highlander (C.T.Y.)

P.S. Canonise Bonnie Prince Charlie!

S.R.C. WOES
Dear Blair

Yet another bunch of narrow-minded
bigots have surfaced in the oh-so-apathetic
student sludge. | refer of course to the three
persons at the S.R.C. of June 29th who:

a) |If you disagreed with them, laughed
at you and ridiculed your person.

b) Believe that ownership of land is
more important than the existance of a
human race!

c) Socialists are not people too.

To the three of you — you are obviously a
section of some nasty, but hopefully non-
viable species, so please use your freedom
of expression somewhere useful, like the
Amphitheatre, so LION has a substitute for
the seemingly extinct Christians.

' Yours

A.N. Archist

CHRIS NOT KINKY...
Dear Blair

| have only one thing to say to these —
these foul vanillaist accusations tha: iink our
oppresssed sexual minority Chris
Whelan. They're just not true! We
sadomasochists are into co. sensual
pleasure and pain, along with sundry
fetishes, but we are opposed to cruelties
such as fundamentalism of any kind and
student politics.

We may be kinky, but | think | can say for
the rest of SadoMasoSoc. That we would
never let a practising Episcopalian (and in
broad daylight too!!!) into our ranks. Isn't
Christianity horrible enough already without
wanting to dress up as one??

You know, this closetry in KAOS really is
mournful. | urge our sisters and brothers to
come out of the dungeons and tell the world
that Perverse Is Proud! Or are they just
keeping quiet because of the drag on? In the

words of Fredericks of Hollywood, ‘‘Don’t
dream it, be it"’.

Yours in Radical Perversian

Mark E.D. Sahd

...JUST HIS FRIENDS
Dear Fifth,

Is there a conspiracy afoot? The informa-
tion that Phil “‘l just want to be able to con-
trol the outcome of elections’’ Anderson
and Chris “‘Bring on the little boys! Where’s
the chocolate?’” Whelan flat together was
leaked by their own flat mates! And now
the infamous Shane ‘‘Anything with that
many tentacles has to be good in bed’* Mur-
phy is trying to get V.P. Chris to move in
with him!

Is this an attempt by Murphy to grab a
tighter hold on the reins of power? Is it true
that Martyn Duckworth, the candidate that
split the serious vote enough to let Chris
Whelan in to the Presidency of Vice was a
KAOS plant? We await your investigations
eagerly...

anon

TO ROB WITH LOVE
Dear Robert Keel

Thankyou for your obviously somewhat
exasperated response. I'd like to point out
some facts of real life for you.

First, apartheid operates nowhere except
in South Africa and South African occupied
Nambia. Only Israel and Queensland run
comparable systems, but they do not run an
‘apartheid’ system, and comments about
ethnically based separation in *‘ltaly Cyprus
etc.”” are off the point, since ‘apartheid’ is a
lot more than the simple segregation of the
races.

As for ‘the sum total of the people in all
countries affected by apartheid’”, I'm not
sorry to have to point out that in fact the
vast majority do indeed mind. To start with,
an overwhelming majority of the population
of black African states abhors apartheid,
and anti-apartheid movements everywhere
else in the world have mass followings;
reflected in majority anti-apartheid senti-
ment in the United Nations, in the Com-
monwealth, and in the non-aligned move-
ment, not to mention the ‘Eastern Bloc’
countries and China.

But to return to those parts of my last
epistle which Robert Keel has chosen to ig-
nore | would like to have his reaction to my
statement that the campaign to boycott
South Africa has been taken on in response
to the request of black South Africans —
72% of whom support the total isolation of
the apartheid regime. Despite a similar cen-
sorship, who in the Soviet Union has asked
for punitive action?

One last question. If Robert Keel was to
start a political movement for the better-
ment of Chileans, how would he respond if
was to criticize him for ignoring the situation
in occupied Ulster, or Diego Garcia, or
Belau?

Joe Davies

ROB’S NOT REAL?
Dear Ed

No, sorry, | can’t stand it any longer! |
should like to burst the bubble before it goes
any further and to point out that ‘Robert
Keel" writes under a pseudonym as he is to0
gutless to put his name to his convictions.

As for those who ANSWERED him — do
you actually take this guy seriously??!! As
far as | know, the only person (a suspect
word) who takes ‘Robert’ seriously i
‘Robert’. And far too seriously at that.

Do you believe he talks exactly the same
way he writes? No? Boy are you wrong
Wrong wrong.

But, as ‘Robert’ said to me, (he even
presupposes | will lower myself down to his
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level) the letter was intended to annoy and

was deliberately biased to piss people off.

So don't let this obnoxious twerp have the
satisfaction of a reply (PLEASE).

Yours (and this is my true name as |

want to see it in print)

Jon Minhinnick

P.S. If you want to find out who it is,
place, in @ brown paper bag with my name
on it, 2 chocolate fish, a softnose for
Hamish and SAE in the Uni Hall letterbox
(outside the office) and await reply. Also let
me know if interested in a communal ex-
oricsm to rid us of his arrogance.

HONEST PHIL
Dear CANTA
Could Ms Gutless Wonder point out what,
in particular, constituted “*...disregard for
truth...”" in those letters she doesn’t appear
to like? | don’t recall seeing any.
Phil Anderson

DEAR DEE
Sir,

Your correspondent Dee makes much of
the Universal Declaration of Human Rights
(June 27th), so perhaps | should leave it to
her/him to identify which Article(s)
guarantee freedom of speech, and tell us
what justification she/he has telling anyone
to “‘shut up’’.

Yours,
Em.

P.S. | don’t find any need to resort to
hiding behind pseudonyms even when |
come under literary attack. | use them on
silly letters of course, but they don't really
serve as camoflage.

IT’'S ALL SHIT
Dear CANTA
Reading this paper and looking around
me in this loony bin. | have come to the

decision that most of the students here with
their mouths open, are full of shit.

Much of the remainder have their mouths
gaping open in amazement at the gouts of
the before mentioned swirling around them.

| must admit, I've heard a few open
mouths emit a few gems among the shit,
but it's the general one track “‘I'm so
politically with it'’, that the ‘politically
sound’ and others emit that makes my
bowels run with the same volume as their
mouths.

| can understand the few, well known
critics of everything, who do it for fun and
admit it as such. There are no pretentious
claims of furthering our miserable lives, or
improving our morals there.

Hooray for honesty and being yourself,
and fuck the facades of these social ‘with it’
amoeba’s

Yours,
Only mildly socially pressured.

THE ISLAND OF DOCTOR
DAEDALUS

Readers will be familiar with the
head-long career of Doctor Daedalus,
notorious surgeon and scientist.
Many of the productions of his wide-
ranging genius have already found
their way into the popular press. But
who puts credence in the words of
muck-raking journalists? — those
bozos can’t even be trusted with do-
ing the shopping because they
simplify and distort the grocery list
out of all recognition on the way to the
store, also throwing in “human in-
terest” in the form of two murders
and a Puppy Escapes Certain Death
story.

No, better to clear your mind of
anything you might have previously
read.

In youth, like many other callow
adolescents, Daedalus hoped to be a
poet, so he synthesised a whole new
language called Ob for writing in. Ob
resembled no existing tongue; its
structure was purely logical. His en-
thusiasm ran out after two volumes of
verse and five essays of great erudi-
tion, but nobody else had the spare
year required for reaching a fair level
of Obliteracy so they remain unread.

When the dental and medical pro-
fessions were deregulated he
became a free-lance surgeon, acquir-
ing a large clientele with his unique
refinement of tattooing. This involved
teaching the chosen slogan (be it
““Mother’” or ‘‘Death Before
Dishonour’” or ‘‘Beer Before
Breakfast’ or ‘‘Born to get Fat’’) to a
parrot and grafting it to the
customer’s shoulder.

On the side he did decorative den-
tistry, and one meets with ex-patients
whose teeth are pointed or mirrored
or feature the letters L*O*V*E along
the top front four and H*A*T*E along
the bottom.

All that was just the beginning. The
starting point for a typically Faustian
search for knowledge, conducted
with standard amoral irresponsibility,
which would come to undermine the
foundations of human existence!

| arrived at his Island on a brilliant
Mediterranean day. The unlanced
boil of the sun throbbed in a wasteful-
ly large contrail-scratched blue dc ne
of sky, mirrored meticulously. in tur-
quoise slightly slicked water that
breezes were too fastidious to ruffle.
Clearly, the bath-ring of driftwood
and seaweed and detergent bottles
half-way up the island’s luminous
beach could never have been blown
there; perhaps the ocean was tilted,

letting them float to its highest point.

Semi-submerged filing cabinets
and office furniture emerged from the
shallows. Barnacles encrusted them,
kelp in posts sat on top, and they
blended in rather well with the scat-
tered rock outcrops. This littorial
scene might not be everyone’s idea
of an office but it was a damn sight
more suitable than sodding
uninhabitable tower blocks; Dr.
Daedalus was getting fresh air, sav-
ing power bills, and ensuring the
comfort of the seal-like amphibians
who had emerged from his research
programme and now served him as
office staff.

The evil doctor’s austere tastes did
not run to magazine-laden coffee
tables (impractical, really, in waist-
deep water) or trendy murals as
geometrical and creative as a carpet
pattern. There was a bookcase. Cer-
tain titles stood out: “‘Beauty and the
Human’’, ““The Fable of the Wolf who
cried Little Boy’’, “‘Oestral Projection
(Spiritualism and the Art of Stock
Breeding)’’.

Build onto one boulder sat a brick
fireplace. It had been closed off with a
glass front-plate and made Into an
aquarium. Now" trained goldfish
swam head-down inside, their tails
flickering like flames.

“You are probably mad,” | warned
the Doctor. ‘““Your work verges on
blasphemy.”” He raised an eyebrow.
“You scientists are all the same, ir-
responsible, no respect for the
mysteries of human existence, too
conceited to realise when you’re out
of your depth. But the Universe
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guard its secrets well, it is not fooled
by white lab-coats, in the trackless
mysteries of Life and the Soul you will
one day lose your way and all your
precious Knowledge will be like a
single lit-up- street in a blacked-out
city!”

(Incidentally, have you ever noticed
how often streetlights go out as you
walk underneath? How do they know
to time it so well? That is an enigma
scientists could far more fruitfully be
investigating).

“Bollocks,” he argued. “If you can
get hold of a Mystery of Human Ex-
istence and wave it about on the end
of a stick where | can take a decent
look at it, | shall start being respect-
ful. But not before then. There's
nothing to it, | can jolt your genes in
the right place and turn you into a
rabbit and you change your name to
Max. Maxy Matosis."’

“There is still such a thing as
Human Dignity! | don’t know how
anyone can be so flippant. Not even a
dilletante researcher blind to the con-
sequences of his dabbling.”

“Do not.feel obliged to make me
laugh,” he said, and his eyebrow
ascended as if rolled up on a blind.
“If | were taking animals and making
humans of them, then you could
rightfully be going Boo Hiss in ethical
censure, since the world would be a
crueller, unhappier, more tortured
place for my meddling. But where is

the harm if | turned you into a Shire |
horse or a armadillo or a migratory :

slime mold?

To be continued...
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CONVERSATION.

If you're talking about a career in the electronics industry, talk
to Tait Electronics now. We're industry leaders in the field of
mobile radio communications with an enviable international

reputation for design excellence.

Call Personnel now for an appointment. If you're the right

person, they have just the right job for you. The right

prospects. The right money. With the right company. Call now

on 583-399

Tait Electronics Ltd.
558 Wairakei Road,

PO Box 1645, Christchurch
Telephone: (03) 583-399

THE EXEC

President - Sam Fisher
Vice President - Chris Whelan
Finance - Suze Wilson
Services - Baz Star
Education - Steven Arnold

- Charlotte Denny
Women's Rights - Jules Goodger
Student Activities - Tanya Fraser
Public Affairs - Brendan Davies
Welfare - Mark Templeton

N

This week’s
SPECIAL
Buy any SHISEIDO

product and go in
the draw to win aj .

TOYOTA STARLET

and see the friendly staff at
JKE UCODET Pharmd
for friendly service,

10% discount and cheques cashed with |.D
just down the road at

138 Ilam Road Ph: 518-63

Mon-Fri9 — 5.30
Late night Thursday

FRESH FISH DAILY
theo's figheries

Wholesale & Retail prices

Seafood Specialists

82 siccardon road

WAW 485.632

also cook fish to order
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Picture this. If you will. It is midday. You have
just finished 3 hours of lectures and are trembling
with anticipation at the thought of a three hour Lab
in the afternoon. You scuttle into the Student
Union to shelter from the elements where, in a
fashion not too dissimilar to the wrath of mighty
Jehovah when Lucifer presented him with his
latest management restructuring plan, torrential
rain has turned the campus into a replica of Kelly
Tarlton’s underwater museum. You are drawn to
the warmth of the Caf - but find a capacity crowd in
attendance: the queues are long, there is no Pepsi,
the closely bunched designer jerseys smell like last
week’s underwear and you’ve just slipped in the
remains of someone’s Doner Kebab. Obtaining
food, you ascend to the Shelley only to find Debsoc
and Navsoc vigorously arguing the second coming
of He who has revealed Himself in the person of
Ronald MacDonald; it looks like coming to blows
so you leave. The Upper Caf is also packed, wrap-
ped and attentive to ‘“The Love Connection’’.

Do you go to the Library? Do you bike home to
your Belfast flat? You do not. You follow the garish
signs and helpful arrows to the Ngaio Marsh
Theatre where you can relax and soak up the
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Graduate Recruitment
and Development Scheme

Westpac

is looking

to make its
most important
investment.

In you.

Each year, Westpac gives presentations at
universities throughout New Zealand, where
we outline our Graduate Recruitment and
Development Scheme and all the different
careers open to you — careers that could

be tailor made for your qualifications and
your ambitions.

Come and join us at:

1.00pm Wednesday 13th July in the
Lecture Theatre A4.

CAUGHT IN THE ACT ONE-ACT PLAY FESTIVAL.

For the next four weeks Dramasoc will be putting
on at least one and often two plays at lunchtime,
every Tuesday to Friday. The cost is only $2,
whether you decide to see one play or come back
and see the second as well. The plays are being
performed with the audience seated on the stage
of Ngaio Marsh, sharing the acting environment
with the actors in order to give a more intimate, im-
mediate type of theatre experience.

The purpose of the festival is two-fold. Firstly it is
an effort to provide an inexpensive, relaxed form of
entertainment on Campus, offering students a
place where they can escape the weather and the
crowds during lunchtime. Secondly, the festival
gives an opportunity for student directors to gain
experience and explore different kinds of plays.
There is a wide variety of plays being presented
with something here for everyone.

THE PEDAGOGUE
by James Saunders
dir. Michael Dickison

A one-man show where a teacher attempts to
field questions from an unruly bunch of pupils, in a
situation that develops in an unexpected and
sinister direction.

NIGHTBIRD
by Clare Corridan
dir. Matthew Gould

This is the South Island premiere of a New
Zealand ‘play that explores the links between sex-
ual violence and male socialisation patterns. This
is one of Dramasoc’s entries in the NZ Theatre
Federation Festival of One-Act Plays; the other is
Out of the Flying‘Pan, by David Campton, directed
by Michael Dickison.

EXTRA-ACT
dir. Steven Arnold

A compilation of various types of theatrical ex-
perienge. that range from performance: poetry,
throuqv’ Jvariols improvisations, to an adaption of
Raymong Brigg's When the Wind Blows.

KIND.OF ALASKA
by Harold Pinter
Kristienson

This production is presented by the DRAMA 301
students. The starkness of Pinter’s language (this
is sounding like a Star theatre review) ensures that
this will be an exciting production.

ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS AS YOU LIKE IT
by Michael Green
dir. Bruce Richards

A hilarious send-up of Shakespeare as it has
been mutilated by countless amateur (and many
professional) dramatic societies. Great light-
hearted entertainment to aid the digestion.

PLAY
by Samuel Beckett
Dir. Tonia Novitz

The engmatic and often idiosyncratic nature of
Beckett's drama (guess who’s taken ENGL 102)
both fascinates and challenges, with its reflections
on the relationship fo human behaviour to
language of life to art to language... and it’s still
entertaining.

VENUS GOING SOUTH
by Blair French
dir. Mark Mullen

The third New Zealand play of the festival ex- &
plores the relationship between the (NZ) rituals and
myths that surround male behaviour of travelling
and rape. | could be gratuitous and say World
Premiere but | won't. .

Entry to the Ngaio Marsh for these plays is v
the backstage door, which is located just to the
right of the men’s loos in the Student Union; but:
don’t worry, it will be signposted. The plays :
approximately ten-past-twelve and ten-past-one, |
order to give you time to get out of |ectures and
grab something to eat. Remember, every Tuesday,
Wednesday, Thursday and Friday, for the next four
weeks, bring all your friends. $2 and your lunch

(Just don’t crinkle the packets too loudly),. . &

Take advantage of this great opportunity to get
away from the filthy weather and the oppressive
crowds and get into some new and different
theatre. Enjoy! L
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