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Ronald Hugh Morrieson

runkard, musician, writer, and by
Dall accounts a rather likeable sort of
nan: Outside the main literary circles of
iis time yet one of the few New Zealand
yriters to bridge the gap between Janet
rame and Barry Crump — Ronald
{ugh Morrieson.

Aorrieson was born in Hawera in 1921
ind died there in 1972. He was kicked
ut of school for hitting the headmaster
ind spent the next 15 years playing in a
fance band. Although a bit on the wild
ide people remembered him as a
normal Kiwi kid’.

In 1956, Morrieson took up music
teaching and began writing novels. He
vrote four books during his ﬁfetime. The
icarecrow, Predicament, Pallet On The
‘loor, and Came A Hot Friday.

\fter his death Morrieson’s relations
sjurnt much of his remaining work and
he only short stories to survive were,
The Chimney’ (Landfall 112, Dec 1974),
ind ‘Cross my Heart and Cut My Throat’
landfall 109, March 1974).

During his life  Morrieson never
entured much further than South
Jaranaki. He seemed to find all he

reeded in sleepy little Hawera.

“In our little town a horse would clip-
clop along the dead centre of the main
street at noon-day; at nightfall, the lights
from the kitchens shone out over back-
yards, and gthe street lamps which
glimmered into life were few and far
between"’
(The Scarecrow p.2)
Morrieson was deeply attached to his
mother and Aunt and they to him.
When his mother died in 1968,
Morrieson never really recovered and
he died four years later from sclerosis of
the liver.

y In Pallet On the Floor, Morrieson gives

a pessimistic and violent view of New
Zealand society. The freezing works is
the central image of the story and
around it, images of death and despair,
hover like flies on a carcass.

“Truly,” said Beaumont-Foster ““Our
whole environment is one of death. By
death we live, by death we die.”’

(p.127 Pallet On The Floor) .

The book ends with the rejection of
Pakeha society and a desperate
acceptance of the Maori way of life as a
way out. Morrieson wrote Pallet On The
Floor after his mother’s death and when
he himself was dying of despair and

Andes meets Bluegrass

A programme of South and North
American folk music as presented by
latin-Andino and Slim Pickin’s.
State Trinity Centre
Sunday
11 October 1981
8 p.m.

Tickets $3.50 from CJ’s Music Store,
Folk Centre, or Wayne Robinson. Ph:
554-939
This is the second in a series of public
olk concerts sponsored by the Banks
’eninsula  Folk Club and featuring

thristchurch folk musicians.

The two groups in this concert are
Latin-Andino part of a group of
Chileans who arrived in New Zealand as
Church-sponsored refugees in the 1970s
and Slim Pickin’s a five-piece bluegrass
ensemble for the concert supplemented
by Read Hudson, a dobro player from
Dunedin.

Both groups are well known on
campus, Slim Pickin’s were well-
received in the recent varsity folk
concert, and Latin-Andino  have

performed for the Malaysian Students’
Association.

yond the paradise myth

alcoholism.

t is only now after his death, that
Morrieson has gained the recognition
he deserved. His books were originall

" printed in Australia and it was not till

1975 that Predicament was published in

New Zealand. His work was never
ublished in Landfall and was rejected
y many critics.

Peter Simpson, a lecturer in English here
at Canterbury believes this rejection bf/
the critics was due to Morrieson’s self
induced isolation from the rest of New
Zealand’s literary world. But probably
the main reason Morrieson had so much
difficulty getting his work accepted was
because he had a ‘raw and gutsy’ vision
of New Zealand. This was expressed
through the ‘pop’ idiom using the crime
story style. Consequently his work was
largely ignored and dismissed as ‘non-
literary’ and ‘pulp fiction’. It seemed
that his stories offended ‘good taste’.
People read them and said, ‘This is not
the New Zealand | know,” and tossed
them aside.

ow 10 years after his death, people
have come to recognise the
rickness and humour of his stories.

“Reading Mr Morrieson’s novels is like
dining with the chef. He has excelled
himself and he doesn’t want you to miss

athing’ — C. K. Stead

1981 seems to be a tribute to the work of
Ronald Hugh Morrieson. Two of his
books are to be published by Penguin
and are due out before Christmas.

Peter Simpson is preparing a book on
Morrieson which is soon to be
published by the Oxford University
Press as part of its New Zealand writers
series.

“One of those Blighters”’, a 50 minute
dramatised documentary film on the life
and works of Ronald Hugh Morrieson is
also due for release.

A film of The Scarecrow, directed by
Sam Pillsbury and starring John
Carradine is also to be released in late
1981. The Scarecrow is a story about a
small town and the activities of a sinister
sex fiend who comes to disturb its
sleepiness.

Ronald Hugh Morrieson is at last to
receive the applause so long in
coming. He is a writer of some
importance to New Zealand literature
for his work combines the readability of
Crump with the literary worthiness of
Frame. Moreover it makes us sit up and
say “‘This is New Zealand the way we
know it.”

Cheryl Robinson

Freak for a
modern world

The Elephant Man.
Westend Theatre

Having read the book, seen the play
and been fto the film | now feel
rather familiar with Joseph Merrick, the
Elephant Man (1862-1890).

Director Lynch’s film discredits in
writing at the end of the film the 1979
Broadway play of the same name
starring David Bowie in the tital role
and, any other portrayal of Merrick’s
life, proclaiming itself as the only truth.
Yet, despite this egotistical stance,
Lynch’s ~ film contains a few
discrepancies. Merrick’s Christian name
was Joseph not John as'Treves (Anthony
Hopkins) insists upon calling himself.
Merrick’s self-proclaimed ‘owner’ in the
film, Bytes was actually called Tom
Norman and was not the cariccaturised
sadist that he appears to be in the film.
Lynch has also added several dream-like
fantasy sequences which become a little
embarrassing and have the result of
making the viewer suffer almost as
much as Merrick did. Lynch also takes a
few liberties with the end of Merrick’
showing his death as suicide rather than
the great weight of his head caused him
to suffocate. Lynch gives us the
impression by focusing on two pictures
on the wall of two ‘normal’ people
sleeping of Merrick’s wish to do the
same by resting his head upon the
pillow and not his knees and thus
causing his own death, deliberately.

Aside from these sentimental flaws the
film is successful.

As most people will be now be aware
due to the surfeit of publicity
surrounding this century’s fascination
with the freak, Merrick suffered from
actue neurofibromatosis, a disease
which formed fibrous tumours covering
his body, thickening his skin and
massively distorting his head leaving
only his left arm and-genitalia normal
intensifying the cruelty of the disease
further.

In the Merrick

film Treves finds

exhibited in a carnival sideshow. He is
at once fascinated, repelled and
sympathetic. Treves admits Merrick to
London Hospital where against the
opposition of other board members he
is allowed to stay protected from the
jeers and cruelty of the outside world
apart from the night porter who sees
Merrick as a chance to make money
haunting him at night with a parade of

screaming, horrified lower London
society.
Amind exhibition in the name of

science, Merrick is shown to be a man
of dignity, sensitivity, intelligence and
kindness. A miracle in one so abused by
‘normal’ society.

Like so many contemporary films,
Lynch portrays Merrick’s life in black
and white drawing out the contrast of
Merrick’s  grotesqueness  with  his
spiritual beauty and the extreme
ugliness of the world around him. The
film was a haunting quality with its dark
satanic mills, sweat shops, cheap
drunkards and filth. In this Hamlin
before the pied-piper, John Merrick
(John Hurt) is the focus. Hurt's portrayal
of Merrick using only his eyes and voice
through his mask of makeup is as superb
and sensitive as David Copeland’s was
earlier this year in the Court Theatre’s
production of The Elephant Man. Both
men draw and absorb their audiences
moving me, in both instances to tears.

Anthony Hopkins as Treves gives a
controlled performance avoiding the
sentimentality which could easily lable
him as Merrick’s saviour.

Treacly sentimentality aside, Lynch’es
film is powerful and superb. Let us
remember as we of the twentieth
century flock to the freak show,
Merrick’s words when cornered by a
brutal mob, “I am not an animal. | am a
human being”’.

Sharon Hunter
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few days between Christmas
the space).

up to Christmas.
We would be pleased to see
record, whatever...

We'll be open (almost) all

we (almost)Never close

That's right! Even after lectures and exams are all
attended and sat the book shop opens for its usual
hours right through the long vacation (excenting the

and New Year).

In fact we will be quite busy - next year's text
book stock {mountains of it) will be arriving to
be priced and put on the shelves (if we can find

All our normal selling activities will continue -
books, records, stationery, cards, posters etc -
and new stock will continue to arrive, particularly

you over the vacation -

to browse, make an early textbook purchase, buy a

the time.

Jnavendr

...and here’s just some books

we’ve received

history etc

GOUGH: The History of Myddle
(Penguin $9.95)
HOBSBAWN: Labouring Men

FISCHER: Historians Fallacies
(Harper & Row $7.95)
DEGLER: Out of Our Past
(Harper & Row $11.25)
HARTLEY: Lost Country Life
(Pantheon $9.95)

SAMUEL (ED) : Peoples History
and Socialist Theory (RKP
$22.15)

COHEN: Roll Call (Simon &
Schuster $23.25)

GRUNFELD: Prophets Without

JHonour (McGraw Hill $9.25)

PAHLAVI(SHAH OF IRAN): Answer
to History (Stein & Day
$19.95)

MOULDER: Japan, China and the
Modern World Economy (CUP
$16.10)

SAID: Covering Islam
(Pantheon $5.95)

SNOW: Edger Snows China
(Orbis $28.95)

HODGSON: All Things to All

Men (Simon & Schuster $19.95)

e:ducatic?nI
sociolo
& etc

FLETCHER & GARMAN: Language
Acquisition (CUP $27.50)
SARUP: Marxism and Education
(RKP $9.50)

lately...

FURNEAUX & ROBERTS: Autistic
Children (RKP $12.15)

BOWLES & GINTIS: Schooling
in Capitalist America (RKP
$11.45)

(Weidenfeld & Nicholson $16.95) CHILDLOW: No Classroom Was

Ever Like This ($15.00)
O'HEAR: Education, Society &
Human Nature (RKP $13.15)
SMITH: Ideas of the Great
Educators (Barnes & Noble
$6.50)

EASLEA: Science and Sexual
Oppression (Weidenfeld &
Nicholson $24.95)

GARRATY: Unemployment in
History (Harper & Row
$6.25)

HARRISON:Inside the Third
World (Penguin $10.95)

1Diamonds On
My Windshield

DIXON: The Sociology of
Belief (RKP $13.15)
HEATH: Social Mobility
(Fontana $8.95)
SALAMAN: Class and the
Corporation (Fontana $8.95)
ALLEY(ED): State Servants
and the Public in the 1980's
(Government Printer $7.00)
LEORAMANTRY: Apartheid - the
Closing Phases? (Fontana
$8.95)
WOODCOCK & DAVIS: Catastrophe
Theory (Dutton $15.25)
FREEDMAN: Employment Outlook
and Insights (ILO $14.85)
FINDLEY: Planning for Internal
Migration (US Government
Printer $9.25)

SeFesTGAE T
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Tom Waits Concert
Town Hall
Sunday 27 September

The Sunday of Tom Waits’ visit tg
Christchurch gave him a stranga
nor'west welcome. The hot sunny
morning gave way to a wet afternoon;(
this to be followed by a dark clear night}
And in that evening Waits treated 3
pitifully small audience to one of tha
more relaxed and enjoyable concerts tg
have yet graced the Town Hall stage}
Spotlit on a near empty stage, playing
either piano, guitar or timpani, he
clowned and sang his way through twg
and a half hours of excellent music. His
backing musicians, Terry Edwards and
Greg Kohen, kept in the unobtrusive
background for most of the show, yet
provided the soundingboard for Waits"
peculiar blend of jazz, blues and folk.

Waits is an enigma, a cult figure. Couple
this with a poor advertising campaign,
high ticket prices and you end up with
only eight hundred or so people in the
auditorium. Small in number perhaps,
but loud in appreciation and ready to
roar their approval as the man
shouldered his way through favourites
from the album ‘Small Change’
(Principally) and the other records in his
large stable. The songs changed and
flowed and each had a slightly different
arrangement to that of the album
original. New words appeared, phrasing
altered and songs from one album
merged effortlessly into ones from
another. It was a total show — not
merely a selection of best known tunes
strung together, but rather, a friendly sit-
down around the piano. Humour,
music and sadness presented in a
package deal — the world according to
Waits.

s with American poet Charles

Bukowski (the two are reputed to be
friends), Waits has the gift of choosing
the right word for the right time, the
ability to laugh, not only at his society
but also himself. There’s the attitude that
looking up from life in the gutter the
stars are aFways brighter but let’s got get
boozed, make love, in the meantime.
It's not the affected street-wise bravado
fo the Bruce Springsteens or Billy Joels
— it has a touch- of the real thing. He
might dedicate two of his most moving
songs to his new (comparitively) wife
but you always feel that the people in
his songs get up and actually live a bit of
life. The lyrics will sometimes. run close
to cliche and sentiment but always stop
short and then swing around and come
charging back with a kick to the
kidneys.

Bukowski manages to catch a lot of this
world in a poem called ‘Poverty’. |
quote from the first and last verses:

it is the man you’ve never seen

who keeps you going,

the one who might arrive

someday

and soon it will be too late for

me

and | will have lived a life

with drugstores, cats, sheets,
saliva,

newspapers, women, doors, and
other assortments,

but nowhere

a living man.

This terror of a life missed, an
experience unexplored, is the driving
force of Tom Waits, and although less of
a poet than Bukowski, the combination
of words and music are the more
haunting in the long run.

Waits has a voice that manages 0
sound like a cross between Lous
Armstrong sucking a sax and a grave
cruncher revolving. But as gruff an
ragged and soft as his voice may be, the
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musical accompaniment is usually
simple and unadorned. Generally
understated by conventional tastes, his
songs rely chiefly on their powerful
lyrics. Simple and unadorned maybe, it
is still the occasional hint of melody, the
beautiful tone of Teddy Edward’s tenor
sax and the crashign piano that would
have set Jack Kerouac to his typewriter
in a paroxysm of wonder.

We went along to the Town Hall in the
afternoon hoping to get an interview but
Stewart MacPherson said no. Not even
Gordon Campbell of the ‘Listener’ was
going to get a look in. Tom Waits didn’t
want to talk to anyone — least of all the
media, especially just before a concert.
Hey! who ever thought a student
newspaper would get that elevated
appellation. No deal anyway — he gets
too worked up before a concert,
MacPherson says, takes it seriously and
refuses to talk to outsiders. Waits stalks
around the auditorium and glares at us
as we sit in the back. Eyes that could kill
if allowed. He looks wound up and
expectant, and wears the same bowler
hat as appears later in the evening. All
this at four o’clock — still four hours to
go.

At 8.15 p.m. he monkey-walks onto the
stage with a twisted grin, doffs his hat
sardonically and rolls back his eyes. And
for the next few hours there’s no let up
to the laughter.

Who is the real Tom Waits? The
audience were in no doubt — the two
encores went on forever.

Tom Weston
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Reggae Releases of the Year

N.Z. Releases

" N Linton Kwesi Johnson — Bass Culture
"y The Congos — Heart of the Congos

Herbs — What’s Be Happen (E.P.)

. Dance Craze — Best of British Ska —
LIVE

The Beat —'Wha’ppen?
1 The Specials — Ghost Town (12” single)
{Black Uhuru — Black Uhuru
| Imports
Junior Marvin — Police and thieves (UK)
Bob Marley and the Wailers — Soul
Shakedown (Canada) -
Linton Kwesi Johnson — L.K.J. in Dub
(U.K)
Prince Far I — Showcase in a Suitcase
(U.K. — Dub)

Live of the Year
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Welcome to

CAMPUS CORNER
DAIRY

open 7 days a week

Hours: Monday—Friday
7.30am—7.30pm
Sunday & Public Holidays
8am—6pm

for fruit, veges, groceries, and
goodies

2 Roundtree St.

The Farmyard

indoor /outdoor restaurant
nnd tO QQWQUI Phone 63-656

artists quarkers, car oxford terrace
ond montreal +t, chriskchurch, n.x. -

A Parisian Cafe type setuing in the heart of tne city
Taicy tha cun >nd outdoors when vou wani or the
cosy intimate meal inside ) you preiar

10 am. - 8 pm. dally except Sundays & Public
Holidays v
open sandwiches

mixed salads

apple crumble

exclusively vegetarian dishes
organic depending on supply
reasonable prices 5

NATURAL FOODS

e H
“a‘ ang
0\6 WOVen ’_u
Per |
c.os“"°“ MPShade

= bed
. bedspteads SCIraars

porceld™ o yellery

Beautiful fabrics by Warners, Liberty,
Anthony Fraser, G. P. & J. Baker,
Sekeis, G. H. Lander, Maurice Kain.

SANDALWOOD
6 PEERSWICK LANE, CHURCN CORNER
PHONE 482-538

’s

10% discount to Students
- take your 1.D. card.

* CRUMPETS
* TOASTED SANDWICHES
* PIZZAS ETC

= Hours =

Mon to Thurs from 8 p.m.
Fri from 6 p.m.

Sat from 7.30 p.m.

Sun from 11.30 a.m. till .

760 Colombo St

PLUS A FULL RANGE OF
DRINKS & DESSERTS
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Rocking This

Town?

Stray Cats
Town Hall
Auditorium
Friday,

September 25

ake one drum, one bass, one guitar,

three rather uninspiring lads from
New York, and you have the ingredients
for a somewhat disappointing evening.

The show opened with a fast rocker
called “Tonight’s the Night”, if it was, |
never noticed. Right from the
beginning, the whole evening seemed
to lack atmosphere. There was an
absence of that little bit of ‘magic’ that
makes a show come to life. Admittedly it
had its highlights, such as “Rumble in
Brighton’’, an account of gang warfare
in Britain, and their only politically
orientated song, ‘‘Storm the Embassy”’,
a song which according to singer Brian
Setzer condemns the apa thy of people
towards the American hostages in Iran,
and which seemed to me to be one of
the few songs they performed with any
conviction.

Needless to say we had the obligatory
rendition of ““Stray Cat Strut”’, complete
with audience participation — one
would have thought that considering the
popularity of the song, they would have
made a slightly more concentrated
effort.

Crowd fervour, if indeed there was any,
reached its peak with “‘Rock this Town”
which could only be described as
tediously overdone.,

bout half the songs were

recognisably from the first album,
the remainder consisted of covers and
what | presume were songs off the
forthcoming album. One of the better
songs was “Drink that Bottle down’
sung by bassist Lee Rocker, complete
with a bottle of whiskey and lyrics
echoing of Tom Waits, “What’s a man
supposed to do when the blues is
coming down”’.

Attempts were made by ‘‘Stray Cats’”’ to
encourage audience feedback; rapport
was hindered however by the numerous
breaks in the performance — virtually
after every song. What seemed to be a
lack of technical organisation prevented
the show from building up any
momentum.

Enough of the criticism. There were
actually several outstanding features in
the show. The backdrop was excellent.
A huge replica of some sleazy
neighbourhood alley, complete with
dimly-lit windows. The lighting too was
effective and well done, the only

criticism being that all the lights went
out after each song. Rather annoying to
those who wanted to see all the ‘action’
on stage.

Visually, the band
impressive. Their image of highly-
piled greased hair, leather jackets and
an extremely self-confident attitude was
what most people expected, and what a
number of people emulated, and yes
folks, the tattoes are for real!

itself was

Individually, all three cam across rather
well. Drummer ‘Slim Jim’, who played
his drums standing up, added much of
the energy of the show, with his
acrobatic leaps into the air, and his
intermittent hollers during songs such as
“Ubangi Stomp’’ and ‘‘Stray Cat Strut”,
The drumming itself was fast and
vigorous, and particularly memorable in
songs such as “Double Talkin” Baby”,
“Fishnet .Stockings””, and ““Rumble in
Brighton”.

Lead vocalist Brian Setzer, veteran of
the group at twenty, played consistently
well throughout the show, although his
guitar tended to dominate, often at the
expense of the bass.

Bassist Lee Rocker, clad in his ““Support
your local Hells Angels” tshirt
contributed admirably to the evening,
when he could be heard. He showed
remarkable control over his instrument,
musically and physically. At one stage
he was balancing himself on his bass
whilst spinning it around. Later he was
to play it on his back.

The show concluded after about fifty
minutes, with two encores. The first
was a disappointing rendition of their
first hit “‘Runaway Boys’’, which lacked
the slickness of its album counterpart,
although in fairness, perhaps that is to
be expected from a live performance.
The second encore however was one of
the concert’s outstanding songs. A cover
of the old Gene Vincent song
““Something Else”’, more recently done
by the Sex Pistols.

Thus the show drew to a close and |
daresay most people left the Town Hall
with mixed feelings. And myself?
Perhaps | expected too much from the
group which had always managed in the
past to capture my full attention and
admiration. Perhaps one must take into
account the fact that Stray Cats have
been touring extensively before making
New Zealand one of their last stops.
Who knows maybe the strain of
continuous pressures had begun to take
their toll. | hope for their sake the eleven
o’clock concert was more of a success.

Lorraine Allen
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Seated (L to R): Graeme Patterson (Technical Co-ordinator), Kevin Townsend, Anne McRae, Alice Docherty

Standing: Robin Arthur (Editor)

The Last Credits

This is the last issue of Canta for 1981, and 23 issues
after the start of the year, those who have been involved
in the production of Canta throughout the year can
breath a sigh of relief, or at least a quick gasp, before the
exam rush. There are many, many people to thank for
their work on Canta, and in the inevitable list someone is
sure to get missed out. But thank you anyway...

First up on the thanks list are those people who have
contributed regularly to Canta: Kevin Townsend, Cheryl
Robinson, Sharon Hunter, Liz Rowe, and Mike Higgins.
Other contributers have included Tom Weston, Anne
McRae, Martin McPherson, Ross Henderson, Prem
Singh, Roger Browning, Juliet Morris, Wayne Codlin,

Karen De Lore, Simon Penlington, Jane Keenan and"

Moira Thompson, Simon Pollard and Paul Crooks. Thank
you all for your hard work, especially considering the
freqpently hopeless deadlines you had to work to. And
special thanks to those people who managed to make their
topy legible — if nothing else I managed to improve my
reading of hieroglyphics this year.
_Every Friday night a weary crew struggles through the
light to layout Canta. Sometimes I was too tired to
remember we had done it, far less who helped. Some of
lhe people I can remember through the haze of fatigue,
t, brandy or gin are Janine Morrell, Yo Wilson, Darryl
/lummer, Phillippa Moore, Graeme. and some of the
ithers mentioned above (No Kevin and Cheryl, I
bsolutely refuse to mention you twice...) I hope that all of
Jou eventually get over the recurrent nightmares that you
ire bound to suffer on Friday nights for years to come of
nonster corrections, lost copy, advancing mountains of
flue and whiteout advancing to engulf you, scapel blades

falling from great heights, and blinding layout lights.

Canta has benefited greatly this year by the inclusion of
several regular features. Alice Docherty deserves great
credit for her sterling work in keeping the sports pages
going throughout the year. Chris Woods kept many a
head buried over the Crossword at caf tables when people
should have been in class. The Chaplain, Peter Drury,
with a little help from Roman Catholic Chaplain John
Craddock, kept the ‘Off the Collar’ column going to
provide some food for reflection throughout the year.

Essential to the operation of any student newspaper is
the work of the Technical Editor, and now is my
opportunity to inadequately express my thanks to
Bronwyn Croxson for her work earlier in the year, and
Graeme Patterson who later shouldered the task of
Technical Co-ordinator. A stalwart of the layout bench
Graeme deserves a medal, or at least another drink for his
meticulous work.

Thanks are also due to ace ad hustler and parcel lugger
Maude Howard for her work as Advertising and
Distribution Manager, with a little bit of help from Jesse
(Luke Skywalker) Callaghan Howard, and hindrance from
Teddy the Scottie, she is responsible for hustling about a
third of the Canta budget from advertisers.

Canta is more than the office, and a lot of help and
work is required from the staff of the student Union to
put out the paper. Thanks to Lloyd Lilley, Betty, Gloria,
Eileen and Dorothy of fAccounts’ for their hard work.
Joy, Fleur and the other cleaners who struggled in the
valient effort of trying to clean the Canta office in the
once-weekly swoop. Puck, Sue and Cheryl are responsible
for sorting the mail, taking and placing phone calls and

(Sports Editor), Gail Rankin (Typesetter), Maude Howard (Advertising Manager), Bronwyn Croxson.
Kneeling: (L to R): Yolyn Wilson, Darryl Plummer, Liz Rowe, Cheryl Robinson, Janine Morrell.

the dozens of other little tasks we never noticed. Dave
Dunphy, Frank Brown and the catering staff get a
unanimous vote of thanks for their fine work in the
Catering Department.

To Katrina Amos, Stephen Ferguson, Rhonda Faulks
and this year’s Executive, I offer my thanks.

Other names are already starting to crowd into my
addled brain at this late stage on a Friday afternoon, but
T. C. Graeme Patterson has threatened to shoot me and
go home if I don’t hurry up, and I could never hope to
comprehensively list those who should be thanked. Well
just a few more... Derek, Brian, Colin, Ian, Mike and
Kerryn at NZUSA, Brian, Gisella and Greg at NZSAC,
our printers at Gore, and everybody (well some of you at
least) who wrote letters to Canta...

Last, but by no means least I would like to thank our
typesetter, Gail Rankin, who has learnt to decipher a
hundred and one styles of writing, starved her children,
and ruined her squash to do a marvellous job in
typesetting Canta. Talk about the patience of Job, our
version of the proverb refers to the patience of Gail!

Well, these are some of the last words I will be tapping
out on the old Olivetti during my term as Canta, in what
has been one of the hardest yet most rewarding and
interesting years of my life. To next year’s Editor Roger
Browning I offer the best of luck — not to mention next
year’s President Stephen Ferguson and the 1982
Executive. This was a year that few of us will forget —
may it be the first of many.

Robin Arthur
Editor
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we have a fine range of jazz
records - most releases avai-
lable here and LPs we import
ourselves have a look at our
VERVE label box sets - expen-
sive but good or our PABLO
recordings also lots of his-
torical recordings of the great
masters

our REGGAE selection is the
best in New Zealand - we
have the complete range of
recent island imports some
jamaican releases - hugh
murdell - imported british 12"
singles at $4.99 try pablo gad
we stock all New Zealand
REGGAE releases

as you've probably seen, the
cost of imports is getting
excessive especially the UK
rock releases but we are going
to try to get things in better
prices

a new range of jazz & reggae
due in around xmas

thanks for shopping with us

this year hope we can be of
more help next - all the best

UBS RECORDS

SKYDIVE

CATCH A BUZZ

Do your first parachute decent this week with the

CANTERBURY SKYDIVING
CLUB

e The very latest equipment
e Professional training
e Advanced Freefall instruction

| THE MOST EXCITING SENSATION YOU'LL

GET WITH YOUR PANTS ON

Fust jump course $80

Discounts for five or more

GOOD VIBES, HIGH TIMES
Ph: 488-229 to enroll

Skydiving five days a week
Come and Join the Fun
Save this till after exams and give us a call

ﬁ

Mathematics

®

®

e Art
e Music
®

Graduates

Applications are still being accepted from graduates interested in
undertaking a one year secondary teacher training course in 1982.
Preference will be given to applicants with degrees that qualify them to
teach any or some of the following subjects in secondary schools:

Science — particularly Chemistry and Physics
Economics and Accounting

Home Economics

The training course is usually undertaken at Auckland or
Christchurch. Suitable applicants who cannot move to either of these
centres may be accepted for training at Hamilton, Rotorua, Tauranga,
Napier, Palmerston North, Lower Hutt, Dunedin or Invercargill.

APPLICATION FORMS AND FURTHER INFORMATION MAY BE
OBTAINED FROM:

Rosemary Armstrong,
Department of Education,
Box 2612, Christchurch.
(Tel. 798-800)
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