


notice board
EXHIBITION OF THE WORKS OF 
THE ARTS & CRAFTS PEOPLE IN 
THE UNIVERSITY COMMUNITY

This is to let students and staff know that 
there will be an exhibition and sale of their 
hobby arts and crafts to be held in the 
Counselling Gallery from 30 November to 5 
December. If you wish to exhibit and sell work 
before Christmas, you are very welcome to do 
so. We have had two other successful 
exhibitions and interest in sales of work have 
been excellent. We welcome all old exhibitors 
and new people to participate in this. If you are 
interested please ring Marilyn at Counselling, 
Ext. 595/506 as soon as possible, to let us 
know what you would like to do. All arts and 
crafts are welcome, e.g. woodwork, silver 
ware, weaving, painting, stained glass, pottery, 
batik, etc, etc.

PATCHWORK
Play synthesizers at 100m* Gallery on Oct. 12,
8.00 pm. Admission $2, students $1.

FILMS
'Mash', Mon. 13 Oct, 1 pm; 'Silent Movie', 
Tues. 14 Oct, 1 pm; 'The Rise 6- Fall Of The 
3rd Reich', Weds. 15 Oct, 2.30 pm; 'Cabaret', 
Frid. 17 Oct, 1 pm. All in the SRC Lounge, 
admission $1.

FOOD CO-OP
Brocoli, 10c =  116g; Cabbage 20c ea; Carrots, 
10c =  900g; Cauliflower, 30c ea; Celery, 40c 
per head; Garlic, 10c = 30g; Ginger Root, 10c 
= 25g; Kumera, 10c =  141g; Leeks, 20c ea; 
Lettuce, 40c ea; Mushrooms, 10c =  25g; 
Onions, 10c = 500g; Potatoes, 10c = 400g; 
Pumpkin Crown, 10c =  127g; Rhubarb, 7c per 
stick; Silverbeet, 10c = 300g; Spring Onion, 
10c = 50g; Tomatoes, 10c = 50g; Apples, 8c 
ea; Bananas, 10c ea; Tangelos, 10c ea; 
Oranges, 10c ea; Pears, 8c ea; Tamarillos, 4c 
ea; Yams, 10c = 118g; Parsley, 10c = 70g; 
Asparagus, 10c = 33g.

IDENTITY CRISIS
Sieffe La Trobe, who appeared in pic of the 
week, Craccum issue 11 (June 9) under the 
name Kenneth La Trobe ne Agincourt, wishes 
it to be known that his name really is Sieffe La 
Trobe, although it used to be Kenneth once. 
Terribly sorry about that, Sieffe.

BICYCLE CLUB
Party, Nov. 15, see notice board for details. 
Trip to Waiheke, Nov 21 - 24 approx, again see 
noticeboard. T-shirts $6.50, phone Sharon, 
373-897, or leave name on noticeboard.

YOU TOO CAN CONTROL THE 
UNIVERSITY

Nominations are invited (?) for the foillowing 
positions as Association Representatives on 
University Committees:
Senate: Two positions for the period 1/11/80  
to 30/10/81.
SUMC: Two positions for the period 1/11/80  
to 31/10/81.
Recreations Ub-Committee: One position for 
the period 1/11/80 to 31/10/81 
Theatre Management Committee: Three 
positions, one from the date of appointment to 
30/4/81 and two from 1/11/80 to 31/10/81.

Nominations for these positions close at 5 
pm on Wednesday 22 October and 
appointments will be made at a meeting of the 
Executive to be held shortly thereafter.

Rt Hon R.W. Lack 
The Secretary

MALAYSIAN STUDENT 
CONFERENCE
The First Annual National Conference (A.N.C.) 
of the Union of Malaysian Students in New 
Zealand (NZUMS) will be held in Auckland 
from 28th to 31st December (4 days). The 
theme of this ANC is "National Development in 
Malaysia." The programme includes forum, 
workshop, social gathering and, sports/games. 
Also included is the election of 
Executive-members of NZUMS for 1981. 
Registration fee: $27.00 per person 
For further information, either contact:- 
Peter Tan ph - 769-905
C.K. Low ph - 766-314

LOCKERS
See the Union Custodian for your $6 locker 

deposit if you don't want your locker next 
year.

Pay $3 or $3.50 rental if you want to retain 
your locker next year. Hurry - this offer closes 
November 14th 1980 and can be exercised right 
now. See the Student Union Custodian, next 
to the bookshop.

CATERING CO.
E X A M  PERIO D

All Catering facilities will be 
open as usual 
('til Nov. 7th)

V A C A T IO N  PER IO D
C o f d S e r v e r y

Open 8.30am-2.30pm 
('til Nov. 21st)

R e s t a u r a n t

Open 5.00pm - 8.00pm 
('til Dec, 22nd)

C o f f e e  B a r  

9.00am - 7.00pm
('til Dec. 22nd, reopening Jan . 20th)

M i l k  B a r

10.00am - 5.00pm
('til Dec. 22nd, reopening Jan 20th)

c lass ified
Records For Sale:
Collection of 75 records sale as 1 unit or 
individually. All excellent condition, many 
imports. Surrealistic Pillow, Go, Red Buddha, 
Trout Mask Replica, Larks Tongue, Crazy 
Horse, Journey Through Past, Mott Hoople, 
also Bowie, Dylan, Eno, Genesis etc. Phone 
862-928 after 5.

Flatmate Wanted Over Summer 
From Nov. 17 to Feb 21 in Grafton. Big 
Furnished room, sunny with view. 3 spot-on 
people in flat. Rent $13.40, Ph. 371-864.

For Sale:
Audio Research SX 1000, a 3 in 1 stereo. 7 
months old, excellent condition, ph. Paul, 
778-012, room 213.

craccum
CRACCUM, Volume 54, Issue 25
CRACCUM is registered with the Post 
Office as a newspaper, it is published by 
the Craccum Administration Board for the 
Auckland University Students Association, 
Private Bag, Auckland; typeset on the 
Association’s new Compugraphic 
machine; and printed by Wanganui 
Newspapers Ltd., 20 Drews Avenue, 
Wanganui. Opinions expressed are not 
necessarily those of the Editorial staff, 
and in no way represent the official policy 
of the Students’ Association.

Katherine White 
David Faulls 
Anthony Wright 
Mark Kerly 
David Kirkpatrick 
Don Mathias 
Elizabeth Leyland 
Brian Gray 
Barbara Amos

Craccum - the very last issue. A 
moment's silence for those who stayed 
on to the bitter end, and who jumped in 
a final gesture of sacrifice and 
dedication to the paper they had given 
themselves up to. From a 2nd storey 
office window, demented and grief 
stricken as the world of letraset and 
correction sheets closed in around them, 
they went: Jason, Paul G, Dermot,
David K, Brian G, David F, and Katrina. 
So goddam young. And let us 
remember also those who came to the 
wake, and closed the final shrouds on 
what had once been a vital, pulsing 
organ: Brian B, Bill, Biddy, Adam, Paul 
B, Julian, Debra and Jane, Tony, Tim, 
Julie, Shiralee, John C, Helen, Don, 
Anthony, John B, Barbara (with 
aplogies that we forgot to send an 
invitation), and Captain Kremmen and 
Carla, waiting out there for us to ascend 
beyond the intergalactic mists. May you 
stay forever young.

Editor....................... .
Technical Editor.......
Advertising Manager.
Assistant Editor........
Arts Editor................
Legal Advisor...........
Photographer............
Distribution Manager 
Typesetter.................

S iR tO tN / BRISKET/ T-B O N E/__________
lO tN  CHOP/ SCRAG END / POINT O f 
R U M P / S K IN  AND 0R IS T /E /  R IB  
OR IE 0  ~  ALL THE SAM E TO

k  HUNGRY H U G O  “

The endocrine system is 
responsible for rgulating body 
activities and stress by secreting 
hormones into the lymph and blood 
stream; producing an effect on the 
Organs, tissues and cells. Hormones 
ACTH and cortisone are produced by 
the Adrenal Glands and deal with 
stress in a co-relationship with the 
hypothalamus gland. The thymus and 
the stomach lining are also affected. 
Adrenaline prepares the body by 
raising the blood pressure/heart beat 
and the blood sugar level.

Stress is either nervous, physical or 
gastronintestinal, resulting from 
irregular meals, alcoholic excess, 
irritation from chemically processed 
foods or excessive laxatives. A 
certain amount of stress is normal, 
healthy and provides stimulation 
which is condusive to achievement. 
The body supplies extra nutrients 
while under normal stress; however a 
lengthy period of great stress uses up 
excessive amounts of nutritional 
reserves. Once depletion occurs, 
resulting exhaustion can lead to some 
degree of body breakdown. B. 
Vitamins are essential for stress. 
Sources: Brewers Yeast, wheat germ, 
legumes, soy beans, whey, peanuts, 
egg yolk, whole grains, milk, raw 
veges and fruits and sprouts.
Vit. C for the Brain and Endocrines. 
Minerals - Calcium, iodine, 
magnesium, phosphorus and Sodium. 
Herb Combination No.8 includes 
cayenne, ginger, hops, mistletoe, St. 
Johnswort, Valarian and wood 
betony. The constituents have 
nutrient value and are excellent for 
stress/nerves. Selenium is a 
homeopathic for fear of a situation. 
Cell salts - Kali, Phos, for nerve 
nutrition and Terr. Phos to oxygenate 
tissues.

It is important to stay with 
priorities, a realistic self expectation, 
and to express bottled emotion. 
Balance stress with relaxation. 
Exercize, especially walking, 
stimulates circulation, thus 
oxgenating body/brain and stimulates 
the Endocrine; in particular the 
Adrenal glands to produce Cortisone 
hormone. Exercize improves bowel 
function, digestion, helps induce 
sleep, promotes absorption of 
vitamins and calcium metabolism. 
Exhale deeply to release blocked 
energy and inhale oxygenated fresh 
air for clarity.

On this note I leave you a thought 
for the exams by an Essence Gospel 
Author, Edmond Bordeaux Szekely 
'Everyone receives two kinds of 
education: the one given him by 
someone else, and the other, far 
more important, which he gives 
himself.'

Gail Kidd-Stewart
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Fees Up Again
Students enrolling at Auckland 

University next year face a huge 
increase in tuition fees for most 
courses. This will be the result of 
a recommendation to be 
discussed at the next University 
Council Meeting on Monday 
October 20. If the 
recommendation is adopted it will 
mean tht students enrolling in 
B.A. and B. Com courses next 
year will face a 50% increase in 
tuition fees. B.Sc. students face a 
20% increase, while the worst 
affected. Masters and Doctoral

The proposal represents the first 
change in the scale of the fees for 
many years but is most drastic in its 
significance because of the changes 
made to the fees bursary system by 
the National Government last year. In 
the years preceding 1976, the scale of 
tuition fees prescribed by the 
University were exactly the same as 
the present ones. Under the Fees 
bursary regulations existing at that 
time however, most students received 
a fees bursary; it was fairly easy to 
maintain it, and it meant that 
students only had to pay 10% of the 
fees prescribed by the university.

In 1976 even this 10% was 
removed, and if a student had a fees 
bursary s/he had to pay no tuition 
fees. (Significantly, however, the 
1975 Labour Government who made 
this charge did not do as it's 
counterpart in Australia had done, 
and abolish fees completely).

This remained the case up until this 
year (meanwhile the tuition fees 
prescribed by the University remained 
unchanged), when the National 
Governments Tertiary Fees Grant 
system came into force. Under TSG 
provisions it is harder to get and keep 
a fees grant, but most importantly of 
all to most students, a Tertiary Fees 
Grant only subsidizes fees to 75% of 
the total cost, rather than 100% as in 
1976-1979, and 90% prior to 1976. 
(That is, students pay 25% of their 
fees as opposed to 0% and 10% 
respectively).

This means that this year all 
students had to pay tuition fees, fo r  
th e  f ir s t  tim e  in  fiv e  y e a rs; so next 
year the increase in tuition fees will 
affect all students.

As well as introducing the TFG last 
year the Government also cut back 
on funding to Universities, and 
decided that the level of tuition fees 
prescribed by each university should 
be increased by 15% each year for 
the next five years. It is from this 
decision that the recommendation to 
Council regarding a common fee 
stems. It was obvious that the fairly 
chaotic and arbitrary tuition fees 
system needed examination, 
especially as across the board 15% 
p.a. increases would make it more 
chaotic.

The University originally favoured 
the idea of a two-band fees systems 
with one level of fees for low cost 
courses, eg. Arts and Commerce, 
and another for high cost courses 
such as Medicine and ARchitecture.

In August the DEans Committee (a 
subcommittee of Senate comprising 
Deans of all the Faculties - and no 
student reps), decided to re-examine 
this idea, but for 1981 simply to add 
15% on to the prescribed fees for 
each course. Significantly, it was 
resolved 'that there was insufficient 
time to review the structure of tuition 
fees for the 1981 year'.

This is important, in that at the

students, face increases of 100% 
and more.

The recommendation going to 
the University Council (the 
governing body of the university) 
is that a common fee level be set 
for all courses (except medicine), 
and that this level be set at $180 
for a full time course in 1981, and 
increased by 15% per year 
thereafter. Currently full time 
B.A. and B. Com fees average 
$126 p.a., while M.A. fees are $70 
p.a. The following schedule 
shows the nature of the changes:

next Deans Committee meeting a 
month later, the previous decision 
was completely reversed, and it was 
recommended that a blanket fee of 
$180 be imposed in 1981. This despite 
the fact that a whole month earlier 
they had said that 'there was 
insufficient time' for such a charge to 
be made.

Why the big reversal ? Hold your 
hats, this is where it gets really 
complicated I There is a body called 
the University Grants Committee in 
Wellington, which acts as an 
intermediary between the separate 
Universities and the Government. It 
also, despite a pretence of individual 
autonomy for each University, has a 
lot of influence. In this case, it used 
its influence and put pressure on 
Auckland University to change its 
mind. And the University buckled.

The actions of the Government 
over the TFG and annual 15% 
increases in fees, and of the UGC 
over the structure of the fees system, 
represent a major attack on university 
autonomy, but most importantly they 
represent a major attack on students' 
pockets and the ability of young New 
Zealanders to obtain an education.
The following are some case studies 
of students in 1979, 1980, 1981 and 
1984, and the fees they are required 
to pay.

The 1984 figures presume that the 
TFG will continue to pay 75% of fees 
for most students, but this certainly 
cannot be counted on. The subsidy 
was reduced from 100% to 75% very 
easily; it would not be difficult to 
keep reducing it. Also remember that 
if you pass less than a third of a full 
time course you lose your fees grant, 
and have to pay the full amounts.
You only get a fees grant for the 
minimum number of papers it takes 
to get a degree, so if you fail a paper 
along the way, you'll have to pay full 
fees for one.

The decision to set a common level 
of fees has been made hastily, with 
no regard to students interests, and is 
an imposition on the autonomy of the 
university. The University Council 
must be convinced not to adopt the 
recommendation.

As many students as possible 
should attend the Council meeting, to 
be held at 4 pm on Monday October 
20 in the REgistry Building, to show 
Council members that students are 
concerned. A petition is being 
circulated calling on Council to not 
adopt the recommendation because 
of the haste which has surrounded its 
consideration, and to promote a 
proper assessment of the fees 
system. Please sign the petition and 
get fellow students and staff 
members to sign. Remember, next 
year every dollar will count. Can you 
afford a fees increase of 20, 50,
100% ?

C.J. Gosling

1979 1980 1981 1984
1st year BA Full time 
Part time student doing 
4 BA papers (earning 
greater than $3000

$0 $27 $45 $69

gross)
Part time student

$0 $72 $104 $155

doing 10 B.Sc credits $0 $50 $60 $92
M.A. student $0 $17.50 $45 $69

Course 1980 1981 variation
increaseB.A., B.Com approx $126 $180 50%

B.S.C. approx $150 $180 20% increase
M.A. $70 $180 157% increase
MSc $90 $180 100% increase
B.E., B.Arch $200 $180 10% decrease
PhD $80/$150 $240 200%/60% increase
B.A. per paper 
(part time) $18 $26 44% increase

Auckland!Savings Bank 
O nincesotreet, 
O pening 8  September!
Here's what's in it for you:
Personal Cheques
total banking convenience 
Savings Accounts 
for w eek by w eek saving 
Special Purpose Accounts
help you save for that special goal.
Budget Accounts
to  provide for regular payments
Term Investments
com petitive terms and interest rates
Home Loan Accounts
w ith  guaranteed mortgage finance

Home Ownership Accounts
w ith  guaranteed mortgage finance 
Society Cheques 
for your Club or Society 
Personal Loans
to  help you get what you want 
ASB/Thomas Cook Travel Service
takes the hassle out of travel 
Late Night Banking
open late shopping nights for your 
convenience

W ere here!

A u cklan d  
Savings Bank
the Students bank
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Student
Loans
from your on campus bank

Z ^ G N A A A G H ,

If you need a little help and advice on 
making your money go further it's there 
for the asking from the Bank of New 
Zealand. We're right on campus and 
ready to help.
Student loans
The great thing about these is their 
flexibility. From just a few days to tide 
you over a rough spot or long-term so 
that you can plan ahead over the years 
you're studying. Interest is charged at a 
concessional rate.
It you’d like to talk over your money 
problems with people who understand 
money and how it works call into the 
Bank ot New Zealand on campus and 
arrange a time for a chat.

Ask for Henry Grimshaw,
University of Auckland Branch 
Phone: 774-024

g S S ! Bank of New Zealand
Here when you need us - on campus

The Abortion SGM 
Thurs 9 Oct.
B28

The history of it: Exec, having 
finally got its act together, had 
prepared lists of AUSA policy for 
ratification by the SRC. Most of it 
went through without much trouble, 
but the Women's Rights Policy 
created a stumbling block: it 
contained policy in favour of 
abortion. The SRC became a 
battleground, Unifems versus the 
Christians, the voting ws close and 
the neeting procedure too chaotic to 
give any acceptable result. It was felt 
that a General Meeting would be the 
best place to properly discuss and 
decide the whole issue.

Unlike the fees SGM, this meeting 
got a quorum without much truble. 
Paddy Driscoll moved the motion to 
rescind SRC policy in favour of 
abortion, and ws the best 
anti-abortion speaker of the debate. 
However, his case suffered under the 
attack of the pro-abortion speakers 
who followed, the most notable being 
Stephen Mitchell, who gave one of 
the clearest and best speeches that 
this writer has ever heard him give. 
Ironically even before he had spoken 
people were moving that he be no 
longer heard on the subject.
Stephen's best point, and indeed the 
best of the whole meeting, was that 
Paddy's second motion, dealing with 
students being able to make thier 
own choic on campus, could be 
reworded to say that people should 
be able to make their own choice 
about policy in their country, rather 
than the government. REPEAL!

It soon became obvious that with a 
long speaking order and only ten 
minutes to go, either the meeting 
would have to continue at a later 
date or else the question would have 
to go to a referendum. With exams 
so close, it was decided that a 
referendum should be held in the first 
term of next year. This will mean, 
hopefully, that the whole campus can 
participate in the debate, for if one 
thing was proved at the meeting, it 
was that a large number of people 
are vitally concerned about the issue 
of abortion. Dak

--------------------------------------------------------------\

ne ot morgue ecu-oment

S .G .M .
M onday 6th 
R ec. C entre

From 1 o'clock the spectator seats 
were full but after gentle persuasion 
and encouragement 200 activated 
students were seated for the 
beginning of this the third attempt at 
raising the association subscription by 
only eight dollars. Michael Baker who 
had to rush off to Middlemore spoke 
in highly emotive terms listing the 
reasons why the Subscription should 
be raised.

It was then that the Petrocelli of 
exec circles David Kirkpatrick stood 
on the floor to present the motion 
and list the reasons why the list of 
figures listed on the agenda made 
sense, and that an eight dollar 
increase is needed and isn't that bad 
after all. Suzy Collier though felt that 
it was that bad after all, but without 
the comfort of an abacus the figures 
she offered only really made sense to 
one and that was the philosophical 
activist Stephen Mitchell who again 
attempted to get onto the minutes of 
the meeting. The alternative motion 
offered by her was rejected.

Daryl Carey, who was largely 
responsible for this meeting, spoke in 
hard terms and ended his speech in 
truely marvellous 'pissed-off' fashion. 
By this stage many students had 
finished their sandwiches and chips 
and had to get to lectures or 
whatever and the motion was put to 
the floor. A flood of erect hands 
confirmed that the motion had been 
passed. In fact it was 207 hands to 7 
clinched fists (oblivious to the pathos 
of S. Mitchell's pleas), and with one 
fashionable abstention. The quorum 
hurriedly dispersed and the meeting 
closed with the welcome news that 
next year the subscription will be 
eight dollars more.

Al. Eviate

your inquires invited tor our comciete

Q u o ru m  c o u n tin g  - B o b  L a c k  in  a c tio n  

S te p h e n  M itc h e ll le a d s  th e  N o e s  - a ll 7  o f  th e m

Vour need for '9.mper3!ure-cor?roiiecI storage over 
weenercs. during ocnaays and at oeak periods ,s 
answered by our stainless steel morgue 'efngerators.
T’bree Sasic comparrren'aiized models are available . 
-nd-ooening side-coeomg ana roll-in Ail can be 
equipped with, pass-fhrougn access doors Capacities 
t'om me 'c any number of compartments can oe sup­
ped for either ouut-.n or free-standing abdication 
Acil-m models accommodate your own carts or our- 
• wo-tray stainless steet car's, as pictured
Stainless steel morgue trays are available separately 
for crematory use
We also offer you a four-tier cantilevered body storage 
nacK for use within a re(rigerator or by itself aiongiiwith 
a wide selection of stainless steel autopsy raoles
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Good things come but once a year, 
and if an editorial hasn't appeared in 
Craccum ail this year, it wasn't 
through unwillingness to put my 
opinions to print, the fact that I was 
still writing my articles on Thursday 
afternoon, that I never read editorials 
myself, or any other such paltry 
excuses. It was because I was saving 
it all up for this final issue. Boy, this 
had better be good.

Actually, I can see that this is 
going tb be tricky. How to sum up a 
year's issues and events in one fell 
swoop. 'Start with Ostensibly', DaK 
advises knowledgably, as he looks up 
from 2000Ad comic.

I looked back through this year's 
issues last night, cringed at some of 
the early ones, smiled at others, and 
was overcome by the realisation that 
a small pile of newspapers was the 
summation of a year's effort. I could 
get nostalgic over all-night layout 
sessions, extended arguments over 
what heading to put on an article 
('Gabba Gabba Stockhausen' and 
'Death In Venice' were 2 that never 
saw the light of day), and scouring 
the paper-covered floor for mislaid 
notices and the ends of reviews. But 
then again .. this could start to get 
tacky.

This year has been one without 
major, riveting events on campus, 
except possibly the Triumvirate and 
Mollusc Party presidential campaigns. 
There has been no Haka Party, no 
one has attempted to roll the 
President - although Kevin Hague has 
come in for strong criticism on the 
letters page. Perhaps this is one of 
the reasons why the on-going 
debates that have prompted people 
to write to Craccum this year, have 
not been those presented in the main 
articles, but campus orientated. The 
great debates that have raged are 
over motorbikes and cars, 
homosexuality and Christianity, 
abortion, pro and anti feminism.

The actions of University Feminists 
this year, and Kevin Hague's defence 
of them in his Presidential column, 
have been heavily attacked. 
Interestingly, many of these letters 
have begun by expressing their 
underlying agreement with the 
principles of women's equality, but 
have bitterly disagreed with all of the 
arguments and methods used by 
University Feminists to achieve this. 
To me it seems that many students 
have espoused liberal beliefs, without 
the recognition that this must entail 
changes to a comfortable status-quo. 
There seems a clear parallel between 
this and events last year, where 
President Janet Roth, a socialist and 
lesbian feminist, was elected on a 
platform of active campaigning for 
racial and sexual equality; her first 
major action, declaring her support 
for He Taua, saw her removed from 
office by an angry student mob.

It would be easy to launch into a 
generalised rave about student 
mentality, and how students have 
changed since the idealistic, radical, 
free-thinking days of the early 
seventies and the anti-Vietnam War 
demonstrations. Are students more 
conservative ? Possibly, but given 
another all-embracing issue such as 
that, who can tell whether or not 
students would react with the same 
vigour ? One thing this year has 
taught me is that students cannot be 
categorised as a homogeneous 
section of society: students are as 
diverse in their habits and thinking as 
the society from which they come.

This year has seen the National 
Government take a number of
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decisions which will have drastic and 
far-reaching consequences for us all. 
The building of a 2nd aluminium 
smelter at Bluff is going to mean 
power cuts and increased electricity 
prices for us all, and with spending 
on the smelter and Clutha dams 
draining investment from the rest of 
the country, more unemployment and 
its accompanying social problems. At 
its worst. Government planning on 
industry and energy development - 
'restructuring' small businesses and 
factory workers into unemployment - 
seems set to convert NZ into yet 
another small 3rd world country in 
the South Pacific: our economy 
geared to export markets rather than 
domestic needs, the major industries 
owned by foreign investors, and a 
population suffering from high 
unemployment and low wage rates.

The decision to allow the 
Springboks to tour NZ in 1981, in 
direct contravention of the Gleneagles 
Agreement, will see NZ on hostile 
terms with many of the 3rd world 
nations, especially black Africa, and 
could lead to our exclusion from the

next Commonwealth Games. The 
Tour will be represented by the South 
African press as support for the 
oppressive apartheid regime there. 
Opinion polls show roughly half the 
population opposed to the Tour; the 
presence of the Springboks can only 
create great bitterness and 
antagonism among New Zealanders. 
Mass demonstrations are inevitable, 
and already there are predictions of 
police violence and harsh, riot-squad 
tactics.

The Springbok Tour is one issue 
where public pressure can force the 
Government to change its mind, and 
withdraw visas extended to the South 
African rugby players. With 
concerted action now, we can stop 
the Tour.And yet this is something 
which seems to have prompted little 
response among students. How 
come, you loit out there ?

University tfunding has taken a 
heavy knock this year, and by now 
you will all be feeling the effects of 
this. This is tlhe first year since 1975 
that students with a fees grant have 
had to pay any tuition fees; the 25% 
you pay this year will be increasing

by a further 15% next year, and 
again in 1982. There are very obvious 
ways in which the cutbacks affect 
you, such as the chaotic and 
iniquitous Teriary Fees Grant 
scheme introduced this year, and 
then there are those less apparent.

Next year will be the first time that 
students have had to pay for their 
welfare services - chiefly Student 
Health, and the Counselling Service.
A levy of up to $10 has been 
proposed, and the University Council 
will be making its decision on this 
early in November. Fewer new 
textbooks and periodicals are being 
bought by the Library. The Library 
must close earlier, buildings cannot 
be heated as thoroughly, 
non-teaching (technical) staff must be 
dismissed, and so the list goes on. 
Students Associations up and down 
the country have actively protested 
against the cutbacks with the 
Education Fightback campaign, and 
the efforts of our national union, 
NZUSA, have got us some changes 
in the bursary system, in particular, 
more concessions through the 
supplementary hardship grant.

Nevertheless, the trend of the 
increased fees and levies imposed on 
students seems to be a clear move 
towards a user-pays-all situation, 
where students or their families must 
pay the total costs of a university 
education, effectively preventing 
those from a poor background from 
attending. Right now, the future 
looks pretty bleak.

But this is getting just a bit too 
serious. NZ's gloomy future, a 
depressing global perspective. All on 
one page too. But you're glad you 
don't get that every week. To me, 
the important thing about all this is 
that if we are aware of what is 
happening to our society, we can do 
something about it where our actions 
will be most effective. Your particular 
bent may be sending telegrams to 
MPs, circulating petitions, or 
firebombing the Central Police 
Station.

And now all I've got to do is round 
everything off in the finishing 
paragraph. (Jason suggests 'Yours in 
friendship to nearly everyone'). I 
suppose I could have mentioned the 
Iran-lraq war, Reagan as President, 
and the political prisoners in 
Argentina. None of this is going to 
stop everyone from getting on with 
sitting their exams, passing or failing, 
going out to look for a job. I've learnt 
a lot this year - about my own 
beliefs, about working with people, 
about printing and typesetting, and 
how to get by on very little sleep.

My last, poignant message is that I 
hope this year on campus has been 
as exciting, and productive, for you 
as it has for me.

Slow fade as the chords of 
'Gaudeamus Igitur' come crashing in.

Katherine White

A N TH O N Y
W R IG H T
O B IT E R  - 1977-1980

Anthony W right, late of the 
advertising Hall o f Fame, and recently 
honoured member of the Britannia 
Society of the Distinguished 
Landrovers of Her Majesty the Queen 
Corgi, has left the staff of that august 
publication, Craccum, to  become 
Governor General of Swanson. 
Anthony initially starred as 
Advertising Manager in 1977 and 
while pursuing his interest in Botany 
and Landrovers, managed to be an 
active member of Council and 
numerous other committees, as well 
as the University Field Club, and 
University Gay Liberation.

The Craccum staff thank Anthony 
for his many years of loyal service 
and wish him all the best in the 
future. W e also wish him a Happy 
Birthday, and ma y Britannia Rule 
Forever (via a mandate from  the 
masses, of course !)

Mark Savage
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Scene: the all-time-good-time-1980 Craccum party: John Carrigan, Paul Grinder, Jason Kemp, David Faulls, Tony 
Busser, Katherine White, Eugenie Sage, Helen Holmes, Tim Walker, Marion Fraser, Murray Beasley (b a c k )-, Richard Dale, 
Tonie, Elizabeth Leyland, Martin Rumsby, Michael Baker, Peter Shearer, Susan Davis, Paul Barton, David Merritt (f ro n t).

c H m m m

Graduates entering a secondary 
teachers college course in 1981 
are entitled to receive 
$5000 (3 year degree) or 
$5500 (4 year degree).

A further $500 may be available 
to those graduates qualified to 
teach in these subjects.

All amounts are tax free.

For further information contact: John Wilcox—Auckland Teachers’ College. Phone 686-179.
John Bragg—Auckland Education Board. Phone 773-440.

p u t  y o u r  s k ills  to  w o rk  t e a c h
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Of Course Ybu Can Do It!
D ropping O ut For Beginners

If this any way to treat your 
long-suffering parents ? They 
sweated blood to pay your way 
though university, the sacrifices 
they made so that you might have 
the education they could never 
have and this is the thanks they 
get. You selfish little shit, you're 
going to drop out, disgrace your 
family, break your silver-haired 
mother's heart. How could you ?

Easy. If you know how. There are 
countless myths and counter-myths 
about dropping out, how to do it, 
what it does to you and perhaps 
most importantly, what to wear. For 
the beginner there are many 
questions which must be answered. 
Why drop out ? What do I tell my 
family ? Isn't dropping out just 
copping out? Will Judge Dredd ever 
find the Judge Child and save 
Mega-City 1. from impending doom?. 
Will Lopez shave off his moustache? 
Does Wonder Woman use tampons? 
Before answering these questions 
let's pause a while to consider:
The Mythology of dropping out

ls the average drop-out really just a 
selfish lazy lunkhead? You bet! Forget 
all that crap about drop-outs being 
visionaries who see beyond the 
University Education system, refusing 
to accept the constraints of dead-end 
Establishment thinking. Drop-outs are 
basically shiftless, gutless, worthless, 
spineless specimens of humanity. But 
after all, nobody's perfect - least of 
all you. They may be drop-outs but 
they could probably thrash you at 
pinball. And don't kid yourself that 
you'll be any better-off in years to 
come. Myth number two bites the 
dust: being a dropout does not 
disgrace you for life. Conversely,
Merv Wellington is a graduate. 
Graduates pack the prisons, and 
more importantly fill the dole queues. 
Think about it.
So, Why Drop Out?

The only honourable motive is 
disillusionment, and even then, if you 
had an ounce of good in you you'd 
finish the year just to prove to them

/  A  J U D G E  
( C A N 'T  A F F O R D  
TO BE SO RRY—
H E  C A N  O N L Y  3 E  , . 
R IG H T . R O O K IE  —  /
I 'M  G O IN G  T O  J  
R A V E  T O  F A I L  /
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IT 'LL 3 R E A K  
P A P P Y  G I A N T  S  
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that you can beat them at their own 
game. Dishonourable but 
nevertheless valid reasons for 
dropping out include:
Death. The pressure placed on dead 
people to drop out is unbelievable, so 
great in fact that not one cadaver 
graduated from Victoria University 
last year, while of the other 
campuses, only Otago could manage 
more than half-a-dozen or so. (Note 
that the term 'death' is taken here to 
refer to body death rather than brain 
death. Hundreds of engineers 
graduate every year.)
Laziness. By far the biggest 
contributing factor, laziness hits 
thousands of students every year. 
Depending on how far through the 
year you have progressed before 
laziness struck, you may not have to 
drop out. Forward momentum is a 
wonderful thing.
Knowledge of Certain Failure. This 
can be due to laziness, 
non-attendance of lectures and 
tutorials, neglected reading, etc, or it 
can be due to other factors. Lack of 
understanding, lack of brain. Let's 
face it, maybe you bit off more than 
you could chew when you signed on 
for those Stage one anthro papers. 
Fear. Exams scare you shitless. You 
freeze. Can't write a word. Don't 
expect anybody's sympathy, friend, 
you should never have signed on for 
the three-year-squeeze. You knew 
what you were in for, didn't you?

Poverty. We all know that TSG 
sucks, couldn't keep a ferret alive.
OK, so you're undernourished, 
overdrawn and six weeks behind with 
your rent. When you're in the red 
and the future looks grim, you really 
have no option but to drop out and 
get a job, or the dole. You have my 
sympathy, but remember: there's still 
no honour in being flat broke.
Pinball. All that precious swotting 
time, and you wasted it on Ali Baba, 
Pro Football and King Kool. Maybe 
you can vape 13,000 geeks on the 
Galactic Invaders, but try telling that 
to your examiners.
Craccum. Fifteen hours on layout 
every Thursday night, need I say 
more?
Love. Your academic future was 
looking bright, lecturers knew you by 
name, tutors well and truly greased 
up, and you Iblew it. Fell in love. 
Instead of getting stuck into your 
studies you were ... well, never mind. 
But now all tlhat matters is the feel of 
those arms, the memory of those 
eyes, those lips, and who needs . 
studying anyway ?
What To Tell Your Family. Face 
facts, you're a disappointment. Not 
much you can tell them, no excuses 
will do. You blew it, and after all they 
did for you. Alternatively, you could 
lie. With all their expectations, they'll 
believe anything as long as it means 
that their flesh-and-blood, so carefully 
raised, is nothing but a lazy-good-for-

nothing-selfish-brat. If you're really 
lucky they won't see your result card, 
but remember they'll expect to see 
you graduate someday so for 
heaven's sake, think things through.
Isn't Dropping Out Just Copping  ̂
Out? The short answer to this is 
'yes'. However, the long answer is 
'absolutely.'
Just How Do You Drop Out?
Principally, there are two ways to 
drop out. The first method simply 
involves not turning up to your 
exams. The second method is to sit 
and fail your exams. There is a third 
method which could be more 
accurately described as a cross 
between the first two: Turn up to the 
exams with no intention of passing or 
even attempting them.

This can be lots of fun; see how 
many others you can take with you.
If you've got to drop-out you may as 
well fail a few of those smug, 
confident so-and-so's. Irritate, 
distract. Find that straight A student 
and whisper noisily to him/her until 
the two of you are thrown out for 
cheating.
To Conclude: Can't really say much 
more can I? You've made your bed, 
now you must lie in it. The challenge 
was held up for you and you let 
everyone down, including yourself. 
You've blown all chances of a 
bursary next year; you're a has-been. 
The least you could have done was 
try cheating.

Brewster Onelug 
P.S. Probably; no idea; and probably 
not. Rumour has it that she wears 
her seamless, waterproof garb when 
it's that time of the month, and 
wears super-absorbent odor-eaters.

Student
Travel
Bureau

ISIC RENEWAL
If you are currently enrolled in a full-time course and intend to enrol in a full-time course next year, 

then you can renew your ISIC now. Your ISIC when renewed will be valid for international 
concessions from 01 October 1980 and for domestic concessions from 01 January 1981.

See your S tudent T ra v e l Sales O ffice  N O W  I
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Most of you know that there are 
hundreds of ways the establishment 
can get you; if you're a motorcyclist 
there are thousands. The best way 
seems to be by destroying your body 
and emptying your pockets. If that 
doesn't stop you, there's sure to be 
some traffic regulation that will do 
the job.

At present there are a number of 
measures in the pipeline that will 
effectively slash your riding 
enjoyment.

First up are higher Accident 
Compensation Commission (ACC) 
levies. The ACC recommended to 
Government that the annual levy for 
motorcycles be increased. The 
Commission applied for these 
increases: motorcycles, 0-60cc, to 
pay $23 (at present $5); 61-125cc, $51 
(now $15); and over 125cc to pay 
$131 (now $25). This year the 
Government decided to keep the 
levies at their present level. But what 
will happen next year?

The basis for the ACC system is 
that the motor vehicle fund is made 
up of separate funds for different 
classes of vehicles - each of these 
funds is supposed to be 
self-balancing. However, 
motorcyclists have over the last 5 
years received $14.2M more than 
they have paid in. Thus the ACC 
must try to obtain more money from 
motorcyclists to balance its books. It 
is not allowed to apportion blame for 
motorcycle accidents and so shift the 
burden to other vehicle groups.

In all American, Australian, British, 
and New Zealand statistics for all 
motorcycling accidents (i.e. single or 
multi-vehicle), 50-60% of the 
accidents are caused by another 
vehicle i.e. cars, trucks. If one 
considers multi-vehicle collisions, 
approximately 80% of these are 
caused by the other vehicle and not 
the motorcycle. It is from these 
multi-vehicle accidents that the 
biggest drain on ACC funds comes:

John S tenberg  Ltd.
31 V icto ria  S t. East. C ity . 
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65% of all motorcycle fatalities and 
58% of all motorcycle claims are from 
multi-vehicle collisions. Although no 
figures are available it is obvious that 
more damage (i.e. higher claims) will 
be done if a car lunches you and your 
bike then if you just slide along the 
road on your butt (i.e. a smaller or no 
claim will be involved).

For the time being motorcyclists 
are being treated equitably in their 
ACC levies. Remind your MP that " 
this is the way it should remain and 
point out that 1981 is an election 
year. Remember the ACC will 
recommend yet another levy increase 
next year.

If they can't get you one way, they 
will surely try another. It was 
reported recently that Colin 
McLachlan, the Minister of Transport, 
had his department working on 
introducing a compulsory 'lights-on' 
regulation. Apparently this is to 
protect motorcyclists' safety.

This will do nothing for 
motorcyclists' safety. McLachlan says 
Scandanavian countries have a 'lights 
on' law: it gets so dark there in the 
winter that they need them on! The 
ACC compiled some motorcycling 
statistics in May 1979 which show 
that 66.1% of motorcycles in a 
multi-vehicle daylight collision had 
their lights on. Obviously compulsory 
'lights on' would do nothing for 
them. Lights on at nights is a great 
idea, but not on fine sunny days.
How will lights on during the day 
prevent single vehicle motorcycle 
accidents?

Some reasonably effective 
measures are riding with headlights 
on full beam or using a full beam 
headlight whose intensity varies at 
4-8 cycles per second. However these 
will introduce hassles with oncoming 
motorists and the Ministry of 
Transport. Even then, with lights on 
during the day motorcyclists do not 
seem more rfeadily noticed. Traffic 
officers with their flashing lights on 
get knocked over by cars. I personally

know (knew) two people who rode 
with their lights on all the time. Both 
had cars or trucks hit them - one is 
now dead; the other's biorhythms' 
were on a triple high, he's still alive.

A really good option sometimes is 
to wear a bright helmet and jacket. 
The human brain seems conditioned 
to notice a human shape more readily 
and can estimate a person's speed 
more easily than a motorcycle's.

If compulsory lights on for 
motorcycles was introduced, why not 
for bicycles too? If this is introduced 
many motorcycles will require a new 
battery every six months. Surely we 
should have the option of turning our 
lights on o r off during the day.

Anyway this idea is mere 
bureaucratic muddling. From the 
ACC statistics it can be seen that 
there will be no significant decrease 
in multi-vehicle collisions. What's the 
point of introducing a regulation that 
will be and can be shown to be 
ineffective? I suppose its cheap (and 
nasty).

This is what is needed:
Driver Education

National Roads Board researchers 
and ACC motorcycle people agree 
with this option. There must be a 
training program implemented for 
both new and experienced riders 
(more experience means more 
safety). Other drivers must be taught 
motorcycle awareness and that 
motorcyclists are legitimate road 
users who should be accepted as 
such. Finally there must be more 
sensible laws relating to motorcycles - 
why restrict motorcyclists because 
other road users maim and kill them ?

If you are concerned about these 
proposed changes, please, do 
something. You can at least join a 
motorcycle club or write to the 
Minister of Transport about unfair 
laws affecting motorcycles and 
motorcyclists. Good riding I

Tony Reynolds
Acknowledgements - ACC, David 
Benson, Nick Brandon, Central 
Leader, George Lowe, MOT, MRA.
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Paparoa 
Mon Amour

'The punch landed just below my 
ribcage, doubling me over, dropping 
me down to the ground on my knees, 
arms wrapped around my stomach, 
the breath sent screaming from my 
lungs. I felt the rain soak into the legs 
of my jeans, could feel it as a fine 
spray on the back of my neck.

And then the one kick, delivered 
with much power and with studied 
deliberation. Which landed just under 
my jawbone, fracturing it in three 
places, snapping my neck backwards, 
shattering the teeth along the 
left-hand side of my face, lacerating 
my tongue and pulping the inside of 
my mouth into a bloody mess of 
pulverised tissue and bone fragments.

As I lay there, my mouth filling 
with the sickly warm taste of blood, 
gasping for the air driven from my 
lungs, sprawled in the puddles of the 
carpark, spitting out teeth, stars 
exploding inside my head, the raw 
nerve-endings in my jaw screaming
out in mute pain.....it was then and
only then that I recalled the old 
saying that I'd learnt in almost similar 
circumstances in Greymouth six years 
earlier, the old maxim about never 
wearing your HART badge into a 
small country pub on a Saturday 
night.'

In Paparoa, telephone subscribers 
can't dial STD, goggle-box addicts 
can't get TV2, it rains every day 
without fail at 5 pm, the local Dalgety 
store is closed on a Saturday morning 
despite the fact that they offer the 
best buys in concrete feed tanks for 
hundreds of miles. There are two 
dairies, a pub, tennis courts, a 
primary school and a kindergarten, 
three garages, a Post Office and a 
branch of the National.

Every male over fifteen drives a car 
with a broken exhaust or extracters 
or twincarbs, shaved-headhighspeed- 
camswithracinggearboxthatmybroth- 
welded just last weekandfuckdoesitgo 
boy I The further away from 
Auckland you go the more and more 
repulsive the bumper stickers and 
hence the drivers become. Macho 
types try and kill me as I hitch along 
the shit-covered grass verge (in 
Paparoa the edge of the road is 
covered in dry shit - I never 
discovered the reason). They roar at 
you and swerve off, showering you in 
a spray of metal and obscenities.

Your first sight of Paparoa as you 
head up State Highway 12 is a little 
disappointing. From the top of a hill, 
standing on a shit-covered grass 
verge, Paparoa unfolds beneath you, 
literally stretching as far as the eye 
can see (which due to the imminent 
arrival of rain and nightfall, is all of 4 
miles). Not that the township has 
allowed you to come upon it 
unawares so to speak. Hell no ! 
Paparoa is a township that bursts 
with civic pride. No less than six 
signs announce your arrival into 
Paparoa from varying distances of up 
to 8 miles away and one even thanks 
you for visiting after your steel box 
has whisked you through and beyond 
at a comfortable 70 mph.

So anyway, there you are, on the 
shit-covered verge of a hill 
overlooking Paparoa and the sight is 
frankly not as spectacular as that 
wonderful scene in M a n h a tte n  when 
Woody Allen and Keaton sit beneath 
the Brooklyn Bridge in the chill grey 
of a New York dawn, but then I'm an 
Allen freak (Also Keaton, Gable, 
Southerland, that woman who played 
A d e /e  H , the bloke who was in 
K ra m m e r vs  K ra m m e r, Fonda and 
that youngest Hemmingway. Bliss). 
(Actually, Brando leaves me cold. In 
A p o lo g is e  N o w  all he did was 
mumble-fuck for an hour and drive 
me and my girlfriend to distraction 
which was fun but hardly the 
gripping performance that 20 million 
bucks would seem to indicate. It was 
almost a relief when he got it in the 
neck at the very end.)

Still, the dogs are friendly and 
numerous. In the short stretch of the 
main street between the two dairies 
that I wearily trecked in search of 
Sunday bread no iess than five paid 
their regards to me and Gonzo. Most 
were big and shaggy, canny dogs

who knew how to bark at bulls, 
scatter sheep and cower city slickers. 
Not me and the mighty Gonzo, mind 
you ! 'Hold your ground', is the way 
Mum told me and I've not had reason 
to doubt her advice yet except where 
I wanted to. (Here - never listen to 
your parents when they moralise 
about drugs, sex etc. Nod your head 
and then go out and do everything 
that they said not to. Chances are 
that they did exactly the same for 
their parents and their parents 
parents before that. We never learn).

The courting rituals never seem to 
change - although I'd be loath to 
admit that I was the same when I 
was that age. But while the boy 
meets girl synbdrome is universal, in 
Paparoa it is unique. I first noticed it 
on Saturday afternoon, when in a 
long gap between outbursts of 
seasonal spring showers, we hit the 
dairy for chocolates, fags and the 
morning paper - (funnily enough the 
morning paper is the Herald, 
complete with a special northland 
section.)

The young woman behind the 
counter (I'm choosing my words 
carefully here) was surrounded by an 
admiring crowd of young 
farm-workers, welders, panelbeaters 
and the like. Outside their cars and 
motorbikes were parked in an untidy 
array and even more males were 
sprawled inside them or leaned 
languidly against the rusting 
bodywork of MK II Zephyrs, Down 
the main street (in fact the only 
street), come two teenagers, dressed 
to kill in the height of Paparoa 
fashions. Suddenly cars and 
motorbikes start with snarls and three

of them take off up the road, do a 
quick drag past and then swing back 
to pull up alongside the two figures, 
skidding to a halt on the concrete 
apron of the petrol station. The girls 
stop, obviously impressed by this 
show of masculinity, and one hops 
into the front seat while the other 
waits uncertainly a few yards down 
the road. Eventually she joins them. 
Beers are produced.We sigh. What 
chance do sophisticated 
University-educated city slickers have 
against this competition ?

Sure enough, we see the same two 
young women the next day, walking 
the same beat.

Although I don't see any yellow 
and green in great abundance, this is 
real Social Credit country. (After East 
Coast Bays, where isn't nowadays?) 
Kaipara is high on the list of winnable 
seats and it's not hard to see why. 
There's a closed-door mentality that 
seems to block out events and news 
from miles away and concentrate on 
purely local affairs. Nobody trusted 
the television news, most thought 
that the National Party and Muldoon 
ion particular had sold them down 
the river, that the economic 
backbone of the country, the small 
farmer, had been ignored. But all 
were optimistic about the future of 
New Zealand, even though they 
agreed we were in for a 'rough patch' 
over the next few years. But when 
we got onto the economic fairways 
and greens - it would be all plain 
sailing. (The anology with sailing is 
an easy one to make. The 'rough 
patch' is like loosing all hands in a 
typhoon leaving a deserted but 
otherwise imtact ship to sail aimlessly 
in the following calm).

As far as dogs go. Gonzo is widely 
travelled. A city dog, used to the 
ways of crowds, ARA buses and 
small gardens. The trip up to Paparoa 
was for his benefit really. I'm a great 
believer in life as an experience, a 
view that I think a three month old 
puppy would share. So far he's 
hitchhiked from Christchurch to 
Auckland, crossed oceans, fought 
cats with little success, shat on 
shagpile, and vomited on the back 
seats of cars through eating whole 
pages of the Sunday News raw. (His 
vomiting habit moved me to compose 
a little ditty that I'll share with you.

'Don't vomit on my backseat,
Don't piddle on the lino,
Don't shit on the carpet,
hey, hey, its the mighty Gonzo'

* S h o u ld  b e  s u n g  w ith  J o h n a th o n  
R ic h m o n d  a n d  th e  M o d e rn  L o v e rs  in  
M in d .

Now there's a few don'ts in there. 
Time for the country where a dog 
can roam free and rage a bit without 
getting his nose rubbed a lot. The 
great walk on Saturday morning 
opened up a new world to him and 
accompanied by the lumbering form 
of Albert, a gainormous beast of 
indeterminate pedigree, we fossicked 
for miles while he rolled in mud, went 
swimming for the first time, chased 
sheep and in turn was chased by 
some bulls, climbed moss-covered 
logs and fell down sheer banks. He 
delighted in burying his nose in the 
still warm cow shits and tossing the 
dry ones around like frisbees.
Amazing dog.

The farmers wives look hard. They 
have the second car, full to the door 
sills with prams and other baby 
accoutrements, worm guns, empty 
packs of drench, and boots. They 
wear caridgans, and when they get 
out of the cars they cross their arms 
across their breasts in an aggressively 
defensive way (mixed metaphors 
here). They are tough - you have to 
be, - otherwise the looney bin 
beckons or at least extended stays 
with sisters in Whangarei. I'm told 
that unlike Helensville, there is little 
wife swapping that goes on here. 
(Why isn't it called husband 
swapping I wonder?). The kids 
scream for iceblocks and the younger 
ones blare the car horn continually 
until mum re-emerges from the shop. 
Fuck that.

The retired couples live in the older 
family houses that date back to the 
turn of the century while the younger 
farming couples live in Keith Hay 
homes just like the ones that stretch 
for miles and miles across the rolling 
hillsides of the north shore. Except in 
Paparoa they stretch for Vz a mile 
from the main road, have the 
inevitable pet lamb grazing in the 
back yard and untidy piles of 
gumboots thrown outside the back 
door. The lawns get mowed three 
times a year and the kids have a 
makeshift swing manufactured from 
an old tyre and length of chain. All 
happy with their lot.

It's a close-knit little community, 
despite the scatter of the inhabitants; 
a glance at the noticeboard outside 
the dairies revealed that they seem to 
get together quite a bit. Regular film 
screenings, organised by a variety of 
people and organisations (from 
quick-buck entrapeneaurs to SPUC), 
school working bees and Gala days, 
club meetings (tennis to Young 
Farmers). But maybe I caught the 
whole place at a high-spot. What the 
hell, there's always the TV and long 
walks along the shit-covered grass 
verges.

For most, living at Paparoa is 
viewed as a lifelong commitment. 
There they are, nailed to a fencepost 
in the country, living what on the 
whole must be a fairly pleasant life 
(remember that New Zealanders, 
even now, feel a strong affinity for 
the land.That's where I always take 
my holidays). Free of the rat race of 
urban living, they choose the life in 
the countiy, slower, more sedate.
But it's still a race - of the 
three-legged variety.

Herman Mulchstein
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C u p  &  S a u c e r
'Any one sitting here ?'
This guy's about to sit down here. 

No, sure, I say, go ahead. That must 
be reflex, I don't really want this guy 
to sit here, I want the table to myself. 
That's what coffee bars are all about, 
the lone sophisticate with his scarf 
and his newspaper taking in the 
world as he puts his cup to his lips. 
That's what I always tell myself, but 
I'm shifting my chair to make room 
as he puts his tray down and picking 
up the newspaper for something 
casual to do. I'll be going soon 
anyway, I said I'd visit Rose today 
and besides I've been in here for an 
hour and three cups of coffee 
already.

'Pretty full, eh?'
Oh shit, he's going to make 

conversation, looking around the 
place for something to say, eating his 
cake and coming up with statements 
like pretty full. Yeah it often is this 
time of day, I say into my paper all 
nonchalant and uninterested as he 
twists in his chair rocking our little 
table, trying to force myself into an 
article on disasters in India and make 
the back page say leave me alone. I 
reach for my empty cup, a sort of 
engaged sign in the language of 
coffee bars, and sip thoughtfully from 
the sugary dregs.

'Only about this many people in the 
whole town where I come from.'

It's no good, this guy with his 
white jersey and his wide tie knows 
all the tricks. You're from the country? 
I'm led into asking. I've done it now 
and we both know it, so I fold my 
paper and put it down on a circle of 
spilt coffee where the fake mahogany 
doesn't show a thing but the 
newsprint does, and I curse.

'Come up to make my fortune in 
the big city.'

That's a joke, he's laughing at it 
and smiling at me and I'm trying to 
rescue my paper from this epidemic 
coffee and wondering whether this 
guy is a malicious faggot or just plain 
uncouth. No much here to make it 
on, I reply. Civilisation is the little 
things, like saucers, whose absence 
leads straight to chaos. Probably 
more chance of making a fortune by 
leaving the country, I say, realising in 
mid-sentence that now I'm starting to 
make conversation.

'I'll see how I go here before I go

overseas. But tell you what, at least 
at home we had waitresses in the 
coffee bar. Gives you something to 
think about while you eat.'

That's another joke and I'm 
laughing at it, I'm getting hysteric. 
This guy is sitting there with his cake 
and his coffee making me talk to him 
and I can't take it. I'll go now. I'm 
going, I say.

'Oh hey could you tell me how to 
get to . . .'

I should have guessed. I'm 
standing in the middle of this coffee 
bar pointing away while this guy 
turns in circles and it's obvious he'll 
never understand. I hear myself 
saying that in fact I'm walking that 
way myself, and he puts on his coat 
and big sigh as I pick up my stricken 
newspaper and leave, shoving 
through the tables and chairs.

'Big place.'
I'm not really conscious of my 

replies to any of this, only of a fixed 
stare on the pavement ahead. It's 
getting pretty dark and I'm walking 
fast, he's bouncing from window to 
window, dodging the old women and 
making awed comments about the 
shops. In less than a hundred metres 
I'll be able to tell him to turn right.

'What's that ?'
He's beside me now and pointing 

to a crowd. There's a lot of noise but 
I keep my head down and walk on 
but he stops. He's arguing about who 
looked at who, insults and bluffs as I 
try to drag him away, I should stuff 
the paper in his mouth or just leave 
him to talk to these people the way 
he sat down to talk to me and let 
them suffer.

And then there's movement as he 
gets hit in the chest, that's a knife 
coming out of him, I can't believe 
this he's falling, I'm holding his arm 
and staring into his open mouth, 
we're collapsing and there's space 
but we can't move.

'What's happened here ?'
That's a new voice speaking to me. 

A cop. It's obvious, I say, sir. Officer 
The cop's huge hand is on this guy's 
neck and he's unbuttoned the coat 
and shirt, I hear voices and radios 
and I see blood.

In the ambulance they shut his 
eyes and give me pills and water and 
talk to each other.

At the hospital it's bright, and I 
look at a picture and focus on the 
frame. A cop brings me a cup of 
coffee and talks to me. And a saucer. 
My paper's gone. This is my fourth 
cup of coffee today. I never even 
asked his name. It's probably too late 
to visit Rose anyway. Rose drinks 
tea.

James diGriz

sayings from  
the big A

O N  W O M A N  &  H E R  P E R IO D S
If a woman sees bllod flowing from 

her vagina for more than three days 
and less than ten days and is not sure 
whether this is menstrual blood or 
blood from an abscess, she must 
attempt to introduce a piece of 
cotton into her vagina and then 
withdraw it. If the blood runs out of 
the left side, it is menstrual blood; if 
on the right side, it is from an 
abscess.

During the time a woman is 
menstruating, it is preferable for a 
man to avoid voitus, even if it does 
not involve full penetration - that it as 
far as the circumcision ring - and 
even if ti does not involve ejaculation. 
It is also highly inadvisable for him toi 
sodomize her during this time.
Note: Craccum does not represent that this 
quotation, or any other printed under "Sayings 
from the big A ", gives a true or fair picture of 
the Islamic religion. It only gives a picture of 
the Ayotollah Khomeini.

P u zz le
S o lu tio n s
Speed Fiends
16 4/9 -  1/3d  = 5, i.e. 11 4/9 =
Vs d , i.e. d  = 34 Vs inches.
Window Piece 
28 inches.
Konigsberg Legend

The baron's bridge was built 
between West and South; the 
count's between South and North, 
the prince's between Kneiphof and 
South.
Abracadabra Avenue
Complete Solution 
A lives in No. 8 
B lives in No. 36 
C lives in No. 49
Tweedle-Tick and Tweedle-Tock
The crow appeared at 36 minutes 55 
5/13 seconds past four o'clock — 
precisely I
The Tribal Trousers 
Complete Solution
Tribes 
A Pukkas 
B Shilli-Sh 
C Pukkas 
D Shilli-Sh 
E Wotta-Y 
F Pukkas
The Immort 
Complete S 
A belongs t< 
use Mounds 
B belongs t( 
use Blanks; 
C belongs t( 
Wollas.
The rates of 
3 Mounts = 
A is marriec 
C is married 
D is married

Ages
42

alias 35 
36

alias 31 
/oppas 46 

29
al Wolla 
olution
o the Wotta-Woppas who
»;
3 the Shilla-Shallas who

3 the Pukkas who use

exchange are :
4 Blanks = 12 Wollas 
to B 
to E 
to F
a
5

b
1

c
2

d5 3 1

e i 15 ê5 0 h9 * 8 J 1

k2 1 2 '6 7 1 0

m2 3 “9 2 ° 4 1 6

5 0 7
iq
i 3 0 4

In response to all of the 
accusations that have been made 
lately against the 'bigot class' on 
campus, I wish to state that there are 
no such people as bigots; this elite 
class are realists. Who can blame the 
inner sanctum of pragmatists for 
thinking the way they do, when we 
are surrounded by ever increasing 
numbers of Catholics and 
Communists. Tyke breeders and pink 
faggots clog our social and education 
systems in such horrendous numbers 
that glorious organisations like the 
National Front and Klu Klux Klan 
have to fight for survival.

The Bleeding Heart Liberal Doves 
have us turning belly-up so that our 
lovely little country in particular and 
Western civilisation in general wait 
patiently for the Communist hordes 
to overrun our beautiful Capitalist 
nations. Naive groups of pinko 
trendies pretend there are such things 
as basic human rights for blacks in 
places like South AFrica, while 
simultaneously suppressing our 
indigenous population (ie English 
immigrants).

These pseudo Labour Party 
supporters, (latent homosexuals all), 
lost us our oil fields in the Middle 
East, letting Arab heathens dictate on 
prices and production. These same 
faggots let Angola fall and allowed a 
Pope who is both a left footer and a 
Red. (God for a leader like Senator 
McCarthy).

Oh For A Bigot Now 
Spring ls In The Air

These idealist intellectuals batter 
not only the poor bigot class but the 
moronic masses as well, with their 
propaganda about Chile, South 
Africa, Comalco and the Truxton.

Every sensible New Zealander 
knows that Chile has never been 
better off than it is now under 
military dictatorship - the Opposition 
deserve to be in prison. All the South 
AFrican films produced show the 
facts - blacks are a happy-go-lucky 
race of chanters who like working 
away from their families in blast 
furnaces for next to nothing. These 
fare facts!

The Truxton is another example. Of 
course the ship was carrying nuclear 
weapons; how the hell else could it 
launch a strike against the Red 
adventurists in Moscow. And let's 
face it, a nuclear explosion in 
Wellington could only improve the 
place. At least we could pull out of 
NZUSA.

These facts are why people strive 
to belong to the bigot class. Left- 
I wing-pinko-faggot-pseudo-intellectual 
’ idealists and Catholic breeders are 
, everywhere trying to indoctrinate us 
[with their prejudiced, narrow, views 
,so that the Reds in Moscow can 
I strike a weakened West. 
t We can only hope that Reagan 
becomes President I

the anomalous G
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SPEED FIENDS
The Xyxgyk and the Zthypthyz are 

creatures remarkable jess for speed 
than for stamina. Both can keep 
going for indefinite periods at an 
absolutely steady pace, though the 
Xyxgyk (which uses all its six legs) 
can travel half as fast again as the 
Zthypthyz (which uses only four of its 
legs at any one time). The outcome 
of any race between them is 
therefore a foregone conclusion, but 
this does not deter the enthusiasm of 
the Borogrove Racing Club which has 
just issued a progress report on the 
current race:

In  o n e  h o u r  fro m  n o w  th e  Z y z g y k  
w ill h a v e  tra v e lle d  tw ic e  a s  fa r  a s  th e  
Z th y p th z  h a d  tra v e lle d  w h e n  th e  
X y x g y k  w a s  o n e  in c h  s h o r t o f  th e  
p la c e  w h e re  th e  Z th y p th y z  w ill b e  
w h e n  th e  X y x g y k  h a s  c o v e re d  th re e  
tim e s  th e  d is ta n c e  th e  Z th y p th y z  h a d  
c o v e re d  h a lf  a n  h o u r  a f te r  th e  X y x  
g y k  h a d  re a c h e d  a  p la c e  h a lf -w a y  to  
where the Zthypthyz will be four 
h o u rs  a f te r  h a v in g  tra v e lle d  tw ic e  a s  
fa r  a s  th e  X y x g y k  h a d  g o n e  fo r ty  
m in u te s  a f te r  p a s s in g  th e  s p o t th e  
Z th y p th y z  re a c h e d  h a lf  a n  h o u r  
b e fo re  g e tt in g  h a lf -w a y  to  w h e re  th e  
X y x g y k  w a s  tw e n ty  m in u te s  a g o .

Clearly this report is chiefly of 
interest of punters backing the, 
Xyxgyk, so for those backing the 
Zthpthyz, the club simultaneously 
issued another reort reading:

T h e  Z th y p th y z  is  n o w  o n e  in c h  
b e y o n d  th e  p o in t  re a c h e d  b y  th e  
X y x g y k  tw e n ty  m in u te s  a f te r  p a s s in g  
th e  p la c e  w h e re  th e  Z th y p th y z  w a s  
w h e n  th e  X y x g y k  h a d  c o v e re d  tw ic e  
th e  d is ta n c e  th e  Z th y p th y z  h a d  c o m e  
w h e n  th e  Z th y p th y z  w a s  o n ly  h a lf  a n  
in c h  s h o r t o f  th e  p o in t  re a c h e d  b y  th e  
X y x g y k  w h e n  th e  Z th y p th y z  h a d  
c o v e re d  a  to ta l d is ta n c e  o f  o n e  in c h  
le s s  th a n  th e  d is ta n c e  n o w  s e p a ra tin g  
th e m .

But what everyone really wants to 
know is what is that distance now 
separating them?
WINDOW PIECE

While attending Evensong at a 
country church during my summer 
holidays some years ago, I was struck 
by the particularly effective treatment 
of a dividing wall that separated two 
chapels. The wall was pierced by a 
circular aperture, in the very centre of 
which hung a gold, Greek Cross, i.e. 
a cross with four equal arms

The cross hung from three chains, 
and I fear that I missed part of what I 
am sure was an excellent sermon by 
counting the links. The short centre 
chain contained twenty-five links, and 
each of the two longer chains, 
forty-five links. And I estimated that 
each link accounted for a length of 
half an inch.

I regret to add that I also missed 
the rest of the sermon in wondering 
whether, from these rather meagre 
data, it was possible to calculate the 
overall width of the cross.

KONIGSBERG LEGEND

The ambition of the citizens of old 
Konigsberg was to 'walk the bridges' 
which meant setting out from home 
and, after crossing each of the city's 
seven bridges o n c e  a n d  o n c e  o n ly , 
finishing up for a beer at the famous 
K n e ip h o f on the centre island. In 
1736 the great, mathematician, Euler, 
proved the thing impossible. So 
much history tells us.

What history does not tell us is 
that Baron von Fledermaus im 
Glockenturm of North Konigsberg 
became so frustrated with thirst that 
he built an eight bridge; whereafter 
he was able to enjoy his beer at the 
K n e ip h o f after walking the eight.

Chagrined by the baron's having 
stolen a march on him, the Count 
Schraubelose of South Konigsberg 
built a ninth which not only enabled 
him to take his K n e ifp h o f beef after 
walking the nine, but effectively 
frustrated the baron's attempts to do 
likewise.

So incensed was the baron that 
civic war was averted only by Prince 
Albert zu und von Lowenstahl who 
built yet a tenth bridge, so that both 
baron and count, after walking the 
ten, would find themselves, not at 
the K n e ip h o f but safely back in that 
own quarters of the city.

Between where and where were 
each of the three extra bridges built?

ABRACADABRA AVENUE

A,B, and C, live in different houses 
on Abracadabra Avenue, which has 
houses numbered from 1-80. Their 
numbers ascend in the order A,B,C, 
but none of them know this; nor do 
any of them know the numbers of 
any of the houses of the other two.

They are having a conversation 
about it.

A thinks that B always tells the 
truth, and that C always lies.

B thinks that C always tells the 
truth, and that A always lies.

C thinks that A always tells the 
truth, and that B always lies.

Each one announces, not 
necessarily correctly, whether his 
number is (i) a multiple of 4, (ii) a 
perfect square, (iii) above 23.

A then says to B and C: 'I can tell 
you the number of your two houses 
but I don't know which is which.'

B says to A: 'I can tell you the 
number of your house.'

C says to B: 'I can tell you the 
number of your house.

They all do so, but they are all 
wrong; and in fact of the numbers 
announced, not one is the number of 
any of the three houses, though one 
of them is exactly eight times the 
number of one of the houses.

Where do A ,B  and C live?

TWEEDLE-TICK AND 
TWEEDLE-TOCK

T w e e d le d e e  lo o k e d  a t  h is  w a tc h  
a n d  s a id , 'H a lf-p a s t fo u r . ' 'L e t's  f ig h t  
t i l l  s ix , a n d  th e n  h a v e  d in n e r, ' s a id  
T w e e d le d u m . No doubt the two 
compared times, in which case the 
faces of their two watches would have 
looked like those shown here.

You will have no difficulty in 
recognizing the time as given by 
Tweedledee's watch, for it is of 
customary construction.

Tweedledum's watch on the other 
hand, exhibits certain perculiarities. In 
the first place, instead of going 
forwards it goes 'contrariwise', and in 
the second place, the short, heavy 
hand shows the minutes, while the 
long, thin hand shows the hours.

As we know from our history the 
great combat between Tweedledee 
and Tweedledum never took place 
for, a few minutes after the challenge 
had been issued, a monstrous black 
crow descended on the brothers and 
chased them both away.

Now the peculiar thing is that: I 
have it on the unchallengeable 
authority of the Cheshire Cat that, at 
the very instant the crow appeared 
the faces of the two watches lo o k e d  
exactly alike.

At what time (to the fraction of a 
second) did that crow appear?

The Island of Imperfection is now 
so 'with it' that everyone wears 
trousers, with the result that it is 
soemtimes difficult to distinguish the 
sexes. And as we shall be referring to 
the six peopled (3 married couples) 
with whom this story is concerned by 
the letters, A,B,C,D,E,F their names 
will not help either.

They are all, of course, members of 
one of the tribes on the island - the 
Pukkas, who always tell the truth, the 
Wotta-Woppas who never tell the 
truth, or the Shilli-Shallas who make 
statements which are alternately true 
and false (or false and true). And 
their trousers bear their tribal colors. 
One of the laws of the Island 
prevents husband and wife from 
belonging to the same tribe.

The ages of these six people are all 
different; none of them is older than 
46 or younger than 29.

They make statements as follows.
A.
1. My age is a multiple of 7.
2. I am not married to E.
3.F is two years younger than D
B.
1. B is older than C.
2. D is not a Wotta-Woppa
3. E is a Pukka.
C:
1. E is 10 years older than C.
2. B is 6 years older than F.
3. I am married to the oldest person
D:
1. C is not a Pukka
2. F is a Pukka
3. B is older than C
E:
1. F is not a Pukka.
2. C is 15 years older than \
3.C> D is; a Pukka.
r.
1. B is a Shiili-Shalla.
2. E is a Wotta-Woppa.
3. I am married to D.

Find to  which tribe each person 
belongs, w ho  is married to whom and 
their ages.

THE IMMORTAL WOLLA

Things have been moving fast on 
the Island of Imperfection and the 
leaders have been getting a taste of 
the methods of the great world 
outside. In particular there has been a 
trend to adopt modern economic 
methods and each of the three tribes 
has appointed a Secretary of the 
Treasury. (The three tribes are the 
Pukkas, who always tell the truth; the 
Wotta-Woppas, who never tell the 
tfuth, and the Shilli-Shallas, who 
make statements which are 
alternately true and false - or false 
and true). It has seemed to these 
secretaries desirable to introduce a 
money system and the currencies, in 
no particular order, are to be 
Blanks, Wollas, and Mounds. It was 
a matter of some difficulty to decide 
on the rates of exchange between 
these currencies, but eventually 
agreement was reached. (In no case 
were the values exactly the same).

The 3 secretaries (whom we shall 
call A, B and C in no particular order) 
made statements to the press, in 
accordance, of course, with their 
tribal rules. As follows:
A:
1. 2 Wollas are worth 5 Mounds.
2. Our currency is Blanks
3. The Wotta-Woppas' currency is 

Wolla.
B:
1. A is a Pukka
2. 3 Mounds are worth 4 Blanks.
3. The Shilli-Shallas' currency is 

worth more than the
Wotta-Woppas'
C:
1. B's currency is worth less than 
A's
2. 1 Blank is worth 3 Wollas.
3. Our currency is the Wolla.

F in d  to  w h ic h  tr ib e s , A , B  a n d  C
b e lo n g , th e  n a m e  o f  e a c h  tr ib e 's  
c u rre n c y  a n d  th e . ra te s  o f  e x c h a n g e  
a m o n g  th e  c u rre n c ie s

(CROSSNUMBER

A crossnumber problem is similar to 
a crossword problem; the only 
difference being that digits instead of 
letters must be entered in the spaces. 
The only restriction placed on these 
digits is that no number in the puzzle 
(reading either a c ro s s  or d o w n ) 
should begin with zero.

a b c

d

<■ f £ b i j

k 1

m n o

P

q

ACROSS (a c ) 
a. Less than d a c .
d. Greater than a a c .
e. a ac. & d a c . & p a c . 
h. p a c  & o d n .
I. a d n  x e d n  
n. q a c  squared
p. h a c  -  o d n
q. sq root of n a c

DOWN (d n )
a. 1 a c  h e  d n
b. Multiple of 5
c. A cube
e. 1 a c  i  a d n
f. Anagram of d ac 
g m ac squared
I A prime number 
j p d n  x d 
I e ac x 4 
o h ac - p ac 
p Factor of k ac.
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The M ystery  of Beechurst
Grange by Laverne Terrace and Dolores Gray

he plot so far: Ann Scott, intrepid investigator o f underworld activities, 
becomes worried by the disappearance o f fe llow  sleuth Miles Franklin, and 
uncovers some strange goings-on a t his country manor. Who is the 
mysterious woman ascending the stairs? W hat is the solic itor doing in the 
lift? A n d  w hat dastardly crimes did Ann S co tt stumble across, that made 
her untimely death inevitable. AH w ill be revealed in next week's excitinq 
episode!

Baal

•vho'e -jo wt» (<s
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HEADSTART
HAIRDRESSERS

Phone 375 055
Society Centre 
280 Queen St 

‘also
Broadway Plaza 

Newmarket 
Phone 540-614

C A R  IN S P EC T IO N  
S E R V IC E S  LTD
Comprehensive Tests 

Written Report 
Anywhere in Auckland 
Phone 889-613, 889-624 

After hrs 592-409

THEATRE CORPORATE
14 GAUT8S ST, KWTM iMkiip R 774-307

B E N T
FINISHING 25th OCTOBER - MON. to SAT. AT 8.15 pm

CONCURRENTLY

THE STATIONARY 
ciiviio SIXTH FORM POETRY TRIP
FINISHING 18th OCTOBER - MON. to SAT. AT 6.15 pm

__________________________ by Rachel McAlpine

T Y P I N G
FOR ALL YOUR TYPING REQUIREMENTS -

"U  a l p h a b e t
We offer :

*  Wide range of typefaces
*  IBM Selectric machines
* Prompt, efficient service
*  A discount to students

Telephone Lynne or Faye at 32-987 and let us 

bang your thesis into shape.

D Y N A M IC  T H E A T R E  W O R K S H O P S  
w ith  N O RM A N  K O Z ELU H

Dynamic Theatre is an adventure into little-known areas of 
yourself. It is an opportunity to explore deeper levels of being and to 
experience your own spontaneity and fun. Norman uses a variety of 
techniques including dance, movement, play, sound, and music to 
lead his groups on an energetic personal journey.

Norman has developed his skiils leading mini-workshops as part 
of Centrepoint groups and also by running weekend groups of his 
own. He has worked with many top people in the field of theatre 
and drama, including Francis Batten and Bridget Brandon at the 
Drama Action Centre in Sydney, Johnathan Fox of Playback Theatre 
in New York, and Leon Fine who is a psychodramatist based in 
Portland, Oregon.

These two workshops are non-residential and will be held at the 
Little Maidment Theatre at Auckland University.

NOV 8-9-10 $60 
DEC 6-7 $45

For information and bookings phone Centrepoint 4159-468.

s t r e e t  m a r k e t

W H Y M IS S
THE BEST

9 8FRI
SA T 10
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Gabrielle says she always thigks>0f 
me as coming f rom .OMeBjflffoTf to 
funerals. I insist I jm S ^ e e n  to half 
a dozen, but she lire never been to 
one.
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M O R E  P A P A L * IN D U L G E N C E S

Thera was a big Charlie party that 
night. I  couldn't enjoy myself, 
knowing'! had to hitch to Wellington 
in the morning. I left and walked 
home thrqugh the rain.

Late last century or early this one a 
ship went down off Ngataringa Bay 
All along the rocks lie scatte 
corrodirnHsrortholes, gauges, 
ovens. ...

have fucked a 
apot
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books
Kenneth Widmerpool and his 
World b y  J . G . Q u ig g in . T h a m e s  &  
H u d s o n  b y  a rra n g e m e n t w ith  B o g g is  
&  S to n e , 1 6 2 p p .

This volume is a welcome addition 
to the prestigious Thames 8- Hudson 
series as it provides the first 
integrated portrait of a man who 
must be accounted one of the most 
dynamic forces in British intellectual 
life during the mid-century. Man of 
commerce, soldier, Peer of the 
Realm, athlete and, latterly, 
charismatic - Widmerpool was all of 
these and more and yet has long 
managed to elude the grasp of those 
who would seek to appraise his 
unique and beneficent talent ... J.G. 
Quiggin has at last succeeded and his 
sparse but illuminating text is a 
worthy companion to the often quite 
remarkable photographs which make 
up the bulk of the volume.

We see Widmerpool dining at his 
club, ignoring such luminaries as 
Brian Howard and Robert Byron, in 
full service dress, preparing to attend 
a sitting of the House of Lords, being 
viciously assaulted by Lady 
Widmerpool, and we gain 
innumerable insights into the 
character of the man himself. Quiggin 
is especially good on the thirties, 
concerning which he actually 
manages to unearth a couple of fresh 
anecdotes and he includes an 
eminently tactful discussion of the 
tense and often metaphysically vexed 
relationship between Widmerpool 
Nicholas Jenkins and Anthony 
Powell. There is a sort of index.
The Collected Poems of Nostril 
Jambon (e d . P ie rre  G ra b u g e ), 
M o g a d o n  P re s s , G e n e v a . 5 8  p p .

Younger than Rimaud, more 
esoteric than Mallarme, more 
debauched than Verlaine, more 
scatalogical than Jarry, Nostril 
Jambon was the truly phenomenal 
enfant terrible of the fin-de-siecle 
Parisian avant garde. The slenderness 
of his output combined with the 
debilitating normality of his later years 
has caused Jambon's reputation to 
undergo an unjustified eclipse in 
recent decades, but Pierre Grabuge's 
handsome and scholarly edition of 
the C o lle c te d  P o e m s  should redress 
the balance in Jambon's favour. 
Grabuge has collated the first (and 
only) editions of the various poems 
against the manuscripts in the 
Bibliotheque Nationale to produce the 
definitive version of Jambon's 
oeuvre. The volume contains 
thirty-four poems in all, including the 
longer but much loved 'Epopee d'un 
porc-epic', for many years a 
classroom favourite. The text is 
prefaced by a brief and, at times, 
excessively scrupulous 'Notice 
biographique' also by Grabuge.

The Diaries of Cyril Waugh (e d . 
B e r t W a u g h ), T h e  C ro p d u s te r P re s s , 
H a v e lo c k  N o r th . 2 5 2  p p .

Another deceptive title. Cyril 
Waugh was not even remotely related 
to the bevy of English snobs of the 
same name, but was, in fact, a 
Havelock North farmer who died in 
1972 at the age of seventy-five. The 
diaries, written mostly during the 
twenties, chart the joys and 
frustrations of a young 
ex-serviceman's efforts to break in 
the barren and unyielding soil. They 
are written with affecting naivety and 
veined throughout with puerile 
ribaldry. Cyril's son Bert who found 
the manuscripts while cleaning out 
the tractor shed has made a 
reasonable fist of editing; as he says 
in his largely monosyllabic preface: 'I 
thought I'd better cut out the bits 
that might make some people cut up 
stroppy'. The sub-literate (Bert 
included) will take heart from the 
rumour that negotiations are under 
way to turn the diaries into a Murray 
Ball cartoon strip.
All My Wives b y  T h o m a s  M u rp h y , 
P o rn o to p ia  P re s s , S y d n e y . 2 8 8  p p .

Truly a fascinating and disturbing 
book which delves deep into the 
recesses of a diseased and decadent 
consciousness, a disarmingly candid 
confessional tract written by a 
modern day Bluebeard, in short a 
must for the prurient reader. Some 
will be disgusted and not a few will 
want to cry out in moral indignation 
that such things can be, but all will 
feel compelled to read on to the 
book's relentlessly dehumanising 
conclusion. Murphy flaunts himself 
before our eyes and his foul deeds 
reek in our nostrils but few readers 
will want to spare themselves in the 
struggle to come to terms with this 
complex and twisted soul.
Compassion for suffering humanity 
will make them sacrifice their own 
mental purity and read this book 
again and again. Don't wait for the 
film version - wallow in it now I

Not all the books sent to 
C ra c c u m  for review are able to be 
dealt with in the course of the 
year. Some are too specialised in 
their scope; others are just too 
silly... But now was the problem 
of Xmas gift-giving begins to 
loom Irge in every student's mind 
we've decided to give you a 
run-down on at least some of our 
booky backlog.

Twenty New Zealand Poets and 
Their Bathrooms, p h o to g ra p h s  b y  
F io n a  B o s to c k . R e tin a  P u b lic a tio n s , 
A u c k la n d  4 5 p p .

A strong stomach is needed for 
some of these photographs although, 
on the whole, they demonstrate a 
quiet penetration and assured grasp 
of compositional technique.As such 
they provide welcome insights into 
the quotidien existence of a number 
of our most distinguished local bards 
who in turn contribute their own 
witty and urbane comments on each 
plate. Should explode forever the 
myth that Allen Curnow has a gold, 
putti-encrusted bidet.
The Oxford Companion b y
S ig is m u n d  S itw e ll &  P e n u ltim a  
M itfo r d . O U P . 3 2 4  p p . - illu s tra te d .

Not at all what it seems at first, 
this book is a comprehensive and 
often racy account of prostitution in 
Oxford from the earliest times to the 
present day. Meticulously researched 
if somewhat flaccidly written; good 
chapters on Balliol under Jowett and 
male prostitution in (of course) the 
thirties. Also a highly inflammatory 
preface explaining why Hugh 
Trevor-Roper declined to write a 
foreward. Just the gift for a bachelor 
uncle.
The Macrame Elephant Book b y
E d n a  H ill. K ra fte e  P u b lic a tio n s , 
W a n g a n u i. 6 6  p p  - w ith  d ia g ra m s .

Top of the stupendously boring list 
for this year, this book proceeds to 
spell out an inordinate length 
absolutely e v e ry th in g  there is to know 
about macrame elephants as well as 
making one or two tart observations 
about the organisation of the 
Country-Women's League. The ideal 
gift for a brain-damaged relative 
who's just beginning occupational 
therapy. Don't buy it yet: wait till it 
hits the remainder circuit?????
The Bloomsbury Cookbook b y
M a r jo r ie  L e m m in g ; p re fa c e  b y  
Q u e n tin  B e ll /T h e  H o g a r th  P re s s . 1 02
p p .
Favourite recipes from the kitchens of 
Knole, Garsington and Monks House 
are here combined with amusing 
anecdotes concerning bouts of 
gastro-enteritis and photographs of 
the original Bloomsbury crew eating, 
drinking and talking about sleeping 
with one another. Curiosities include 
Virginia Woolf's recipe for the Boeuf 
en Daube which is served in T o  th e  
L ig h th o u s e  and Lytton Strachey's 
hand-over cure; a chapter on curries 
drawn from the notebooks of E.M. 
Forster adds a certain piquancy. Very 
twee; very pricy; merry xmas.

Euston Station
Dumb Witness 
Agatha Christie 
Fontana

Mrs Tanios did it, and then, when 
Hercule Poirot confronted her with 
his usual incisive analysis of the facts, 
killed her. Phosphorus poisoning 
which, because old Miss Emily 
Arundell was suffering from jaundice 
anyway, was almost unnoticeable 
except to the incredibly observant 
Hercule who noticed that Miss 
Emily's breath on the night in 
question was phosphorescent. Good, 
eh?

Forget about the rest of them: Miss 
Lawson is a bitch, but innocent; 
Theresa has the ruthlessness, but is 
too fond of life; Donald is basically a 
sook, devious but spineless; and 
there aren't any butlers among the 
servants. About the title: it refers to 
the dog, Bob, who knew what was 
happening but of curse couldn't 
communicate with the famous 
inspector.

I don't know why Fontana sent us 
this. I would have even less of a clue 
why any of yu would ever want to 
read it, so I've given you the solution: 
it's called investigative journalism.

Arts Editor

Open until 2pm Saturdays

TOP INTERNATIONAL
JAZZ IN AUCKLAND 

FEATURING
ANDY BROWN TRIO 
MURRAY McNABB 

FRANK GIBSON 
& REGULAR O'SEAS ARTISTS 

WED, THURS 7 - 10 PM 
FRIDAY 7 - 11 PM 
SAT. 2.30 - 6 PM

at D A R C Y S
JAZZ BAR,

ROYAL ALBERT HOTEL 
ELIOTT ST

S T U D E N T S  FR E E
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books
A R T W Z E A L A N b

Art New Zealand 
Issue 17
Art Magazine Press Limited

Art New Zealand is the Remuera of 
the NZ art miniopolis; it is cluttered 
with shiny new-slick facades and 
carefully genteel older gracious 
homes. Soap opera egos are 
glimpsed only fleetingly. All is much 
too nice to be real. Much too surreal 
to even notice. Art NZ is the public 
face of art (Art) carefully lipsticked 
and deodorised for us. Just as the 
public face of politics, Parliament, 
has nothing to do with real politics 
the dynamics of human 
inter-relations; neither too does Art 
NZ have much to do with art - the 
on-goingly creative all-inclusive 
human process. Art NZ celebrates 
those who it has designated 'Artist', 
it shuts them off in a cage 
constructed of their uniqueness, and

then relays messages from them to 
us. Rumour has it that is august 
publication has been known to refuse 
articles for publication simply 
because the author dared to be less 
than suitably fullsome about some 
sacred cow.

Art NZ is a destroyer, destructive 
of that which it supposedly 
perpetuates. The movement towards 
is implicit in each of us; it is the 
central fact of our existence as 
human. However dulled and muted 
by the treatment meted out to it; it 
cries still for recognition. It is a force 
that once realised will overturn and 
make anew. It is therefore 
revolutionary and dangerous to those 
with vested interests. Art NZ denies it 
to destroy its threat. 'Here', it says 'is 
Art' there can be no higher. There 
can be no Other'. It recognises the 
validity of the movement only in 
those who it has designated fit 
carriers of the torch of civilisation.
The artist is Artist, is Hero, is Other, 
is not you. It fobs us off with a 
sense of vicarious participation in the 
creative endevour, and thus limits us 
to that role alone. It perpetuates the 
myths that have slowly poisoned 
society for centuries.

It is therefore fitting that this issue 
should be devoted to Hailelujahing 
the expatriot Len Lye. In memorium.
A memorial issue despite protestations 
to the contrary. Watch us watch Len 
fly into immortality. Let us sing the 
praises of our dearly departed, our 
newest saint, long forgotten, finally, 
here formally, found. Let us give 
thanks to Art NZ etc for repatriating 
those we disinherited. They return 
them to us in a golden glow of smug 
approval. Depositing the dead out of 
reach, the disciples write candles at 
their waxen effigies feet. The 
Obituarary notices are up. Sincerity is

not the question. Never again will we 
have to react to Lye and his 
movement manifested, made material 
... all we need do is adore.

And what of the rest of the 
Magazine. The reviews. Certainly not 
a forum. Nothing dared everything 
lost. These reviews on the whole 
present the known, the expected, the 
safe. Reliable, never-go-wrong ... a 
sales catalogue of investment 
commodities. Each product 
respectfully and soberly commented, 
noncommitally described. Even Tim 
Walker (TW of Craccum fame) has 
come down off his stylistic horse, 
rolled up his sleeves, and become a 
conscientious workman. He describes 
the ideas. The rest simply describe 
the techniques used. Non-commital, 
the reviews on the whole are 
exercises in non-reaction. Don't 
expect stimulation, positive criticism, 
or whatever. The only reason that I'd 
spent $4.50 on Art NZ is for the sake 
of the undoubtly fine reproductions 
therein.

Shiralee

2741
3601
C25

The Study of Dialect - An 
Introduction to Dialectology
K.M. Petyt 
Andre Deutsch

The treatise begins with definitions 
of terms used in an examination of 
language, dialect and accent, then 
Jeads appropriately to what scholars 
have achieved in the last hundred and 
fifty years. Dr Petyt who lectures in 
linguistics at the University of 
Reading, surveys developments 
which embrace the extensive range of 
methods used by the professionals.

The main dialects covered in this 
study are found in Britain, France, 
Germany and the United States.
Maps are an indispensable feature of 
the work and the bibliography is sure 
to bring to the attention of students 
important titles that hitherto have 
escaped them. It is worth noting also 
that the present volume is part of 
'The Language Library'series of some 
forty books whose contributors 
include Vallins, the Partridges, Brook 
and Simeon Potter.

At the close of his study, Petyt 
suggests that dialectology is central 
rather than peripheral to linguistics

Jim BurnsAK GX5
m gx?
13 VICTORIAUNIVSRSITY 1 35P

CRACCUM
AUCKLAND UNIVERSITY STUDENTS ASSN 
PRIVATE FAG 
AUCKLAND
SALIENT RULES OK 
ACOURTS MINIONS 

COL CRACCUM 
2741 AK GX5

N garuaw ahia. Jan 2 4 ,2 5 ,2 6 ,1 9 8 1 .

BIGGER AND BETTER THAN BEFORE !
Featuring: Up to four 

International bands 
P yro techn ics, and Healing  

w o rksh o p s ***

Th irty  Top  
N ew  Zealand bands 
Canoeing , C rafts , 
C ircu s , D isp lays , *#*

TICKETS on sale; P.O. Box 50, Ngaruawahia. * # *  From November tickets on sale at selected agencies -

October Special $18. SWEETWATERS 1981, see Rip It Up for details. Gate sales $25 (if any tickets left)
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COCA-COLA COMMITMENT 
BY COSMETIC KIDS

Forgive them father, they knew not 
what they were doing.

Fuck Elam, Students Arts Council 
can fuck you better.

Enter environmental artists. 
Sponsored of course by Resene 
paints. Art on the cheap. Purple 
eyebrows raised, prices lowered. Exec 
approved, did you? Could you? Elam 
objected, architect objected, called it 
cluttered, who could argue? Who 
gets a chance?

Problem: Blankly walls boring.
Solution: Boring paintings on 

boring walls.
Comic Cosmetics 12 o'clock high.
The Resene Kids. Low gloss paint 

to apease the masses. Polytechnic 
pastel puppet painters provide piss 
poor product.
Look up to your stereotypes.

Marlboro men and painted dolls - 
staring and glaring on oposite walls. 
Barriers rise and stand apart.

A week's wages for Wellington 
workers, sign on the dotted line. 
Boredom, passivity all in a days work. 
Pacify the masses, paint billboards. 
Don't think, look. Things go better 
with Coca-cola commitment. Battery 
acid and blue jeans, derivative 
detergent live on campus.

High on pretension, low on ideals. 
Terry Archer, David Waterman. Here 
for a week, multipurpose as overalls;, 
the song has ended but the malady 
lingers. Examination mentality 
painting by numbers for numbers.

Who gives a fuck anyway? Let's 
just sit out exams, graduate and live 
in Pakuranga. Resene paints go dow 
a bundle when applied to Universal 
homes.

Julian Dashper 
Paul Barton

Motorway Schools 
Julian Dashper 
100m2, October 6-10 
Thanks to Q.E.11.

Eeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrmm. Motorway 
music emerges amplified, enveloping 
white room in sonic rubble. Do we 
really sound like this as we drive to 
work? And aren't our schools just the 
same? Strip buildings, careering 
across barren fields, classrooms 
marking annual progress, down 
endless corridors.

Automotive ambience surrounds 
state schools held on white brick 
walls by delicate Polaroid snaps in 
pink tones of nostalgia recalls dull 
days of deadening education. Banal 
buildings stream lining minds jostling 
for a place in the fast lane.

Harry Osborne

moment the gallery is a personal 
interest of Mr Kay's, which means its 
free to develop without the normal 
financial pressures encountered by 
similar gallery concepts. There will be 
a conventional framing service 
available, but the basic idea to be 
stressed is, that the gallery is to 
function as an Art Exchange.

Exchange is the key concept, and it 
is hoped that this 'meeting place of 
minds' will indeed contribute to the 
development of the local artist. The 
gallery at present is little more than 
white walls and chandeliers! Plans for 
the summer include an exhibition by 
disabled artists, next year being the 
International Year of the Disabled.

The Auckland Art Exchange is 
open to ideas and suggestions about 
its role and the concepts embodied in 
such an enterprise. Ph. 793-103.

Jason Kemp

I met a genius on the train 
today
about 6 years old, 
he sat beside me 
and as the train 
ran down along the coast 
we can to the ocean 
and then he looked at me 
and said, 
it's not pretty.

it was the first time I'd 
realized
that. ,

Charles Bukowski

AUCKLAND ART EXCHANGE

Auckland businessman, Mr 
Richard Kay is planning to open a 
new art gallery on November 1. To 
be known as the Auckland Art 
Exchange, it is situated at 98 Parnell 
Road. The gallery will cater for local 
unknowns in an effort to give them 
the exposure they deserve. Mr Kay 
has unearthed a wealth of local 
objects d'art in small country craft 
shops. The gallery will take almost 
anything on a trial basis (as space 
permits).

Commission will be negotiated on 
an individual basis with the artist 
concerned and in some cases Mr Kay 
will buy the art outright. The gallery 
is an old wooden house, and it is 
hoped to preserve the homely 
atmosphere. Possibly later a coffee 
shop could be incorporated. At the

Pf1Q\r 544 K>2 ! 
254 &B04DH41. srw*14PfcF1

Open until 2pm Saturdays

most 544 »02
254 BROAD*». •vfWMAPHr I

"MASH"
Monday, Oct. 13th, 1 PM

"SILENT MOVIE"
Tuesday, Oct 14th, 1 PM

"THE RISE AND FALL 
OF TKtE THIRD REICH"

Wednesday, Oct 15th, 2:30 PM
"CABARET"

Friday, Oct 17th, 1PM

All in the SRC Lounge 
(above the cafe) 

Admission $1

DIVORCE: the death of love7
(M o  rse 5C -  S '  5 '
ls t h e re life. 3*te- d i v o r c e '  A n c  :s to e - e  m ore  
t h a - o n e  o p t i o n 7 A ver y t h o ro u a r  io o * a* e 
v e r\  c o n t e m D o r a ’", p r o b i e r

The Fantastic Art of Storytelling
(Morse/ 5/ — $ '.5 0 ,
A grea t  s e le c t i o n  of  t h e  very  bes t -  f re* r  
J . R . R .  T o lk ie n ,  C.S Lewis, Caivrr. Milie- 
F ac t ,  f a n t a s y ,  & sc ie n ce  f i c t i o r  ’

Reach Out Magazine, 
P.O.Box 6068, Auckland.

D U X B U R Y 'S
C A F E

DELICIOUS DINNERS 
in an

INTIMATE ATMOSPHERE

(Cost around $8.00 
for three course meal) 
25 Mt Eden Rd 

Bookings 370-740
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more arts
Brow beating the doldrums-drums 
-drums.
The Curious Meeting 
An Apology

So it's come to this - together and 
out now - we go sad, just a little bit 
blue-sided grey. Arts dim in and out 
the focus - sounds, roar raw sounds 
again in there and echo out to where 
it hurts. Pain to batter better days 
for ever and out - you'd have been a 
bouncing bongo by now.

Bits here and there hold on, to 
hold on to, and climb in and on and 
up - over into that sunny coming and 
it's no game. More than words gain 
hateful steps on the missing jungle 
sods - it takes one to see one

I weather from the next, them both to 
bounce it back. And it's no game.

Apparently this mission without 
function is room to expand silly 
things put down to good luck. Maybe 
no spindle this strong as structure, 
glib glubber pours it free like some 
eruption. Then you get to stop with 
the right words, cheap magic spilt 
like fools gold - stirring cries ana 
screams and fear from insides sent 
back to pounce on this the awkward 
volleyboard. They say like serious' 
fine, so long. Don't you take it too 

| hard. This is 1980 gone all but the 
i riches it left to stampede. This is how 
I can say Ta and give you some 
ground. O.K. _ . . .
Chorus. IVV-

T h is  P lace
The quad is in darkness. The great, 

gross buildings their scarred ribs, 
ripped paper is not so obvious now. 
And in this night a heart beats, 
sodden throb. The neurotic night 
parties. Fierce celebration of sound 
that swallows hint of silence - and in 
that shunted quiet the emptiness; 
hollow echo of bone marrow and the 
soft shocks of the library clock. Ugly 
sky-scraper that splits the human 
shadow; head knew the suns 
warmth, fingertip knows only the 
ink-cylinder.coldcut.plastic pineapple.

Night shivers. In the lateness the 
music begins to tire; street lamp 
blatant, course glow over the figures 
in the sunken gardens - harsh ochre 
skin and laughter. And in the room 
above, up the concrete steps through

the glass door whose warped panes 
twist the faces and snare the light - in 
here are the wild celebraties - press 
tightly the precious physical contact 
soft flesh - last stand before the 
judgement by cosmic computers and 
death in isolation.

Wish that the morning would not 
come, daybreak curse the grey; lays 
to rest the neon. Light flows in; 
people sickly spotted swim vaguely, a 
little embarrassed by the honesty of 
the image. No sheltering shadow. 
Naked in the dawn grey, very gentle. 
Through the library door. Vast open 
would. This is their fate - the night 
rebels - prolonged sentence in the 
high tower.

Stagger in the quiet
Rodnie

Now you can  be rid o* th o se  worr isome,  unsightly 
hairy a r e a s  that have marred  your beauty  and 
g n aw ed  away at your  ^ e l f -co n f id en ce  " D ep la i r "  is 
not a ch e m ica l  dep ilatory  but an entirely n e «  d e ­
ve lopm ent which rem oves  the hair by its root, 
leav ing you baby-sm ooth  and unb lem ish ed

QUICK, EASY, EFFECTIVE
Deplair ca n  be used  on the face  arms, legs — 
m ost any part  of the body w here  un w an ted  hair 
grow s  It tak es  only a few. ea sy  m inu te s  and  you 
ca n  do  it for yourself,  in pn vacy.  withou t a s s i s t ­
a n c e  The result s  a re  im med iate and  effec tive,  and 
it la s ts  and  lasts  No visible 'r egrowth  for at 
leas t 30 days

;* * ' results  GUAR ANTEED ***
' No No messy.> tweezing or smelly• electrolysis creams
: no nicks, cuts end. stubby regrowth

Ugly Unwanted Hair GONE
R egrow th Repressed

inSianiiy for the smoothest hairless
SKIN YOU EVER HAD only

Artist of the Week 
The Editor

Someone of whom it's been said 
'It's too hard even to do a caricature 
of her'. If that isn't a unique 
recommendation, what is? Well, 
perhaps we could go further and 
quote Dick Crikey's famous 
statement, 'She has nice legs'.

Who would ever have guessed that 
this quiet unassuming lass from the 
North Shore would ever have set her 
sights on that pinnacle of journalism, 
Craccum? Most people with the 
brains to get a degree in PolStuds 
aim for something much higher, yet 
Katherine persevered in her chosen 
act of charity, to bring enlightenment 
and stuff to the student mass of 
Auckland.

Yes, comrades, it is of Katherine 
Gwenda White that we speak. Editor 
of Craccum and Member of Finance 
Committee virtute officio. In the 
midst of rampant inflation and other 
things, with an ever changing staff 
situation, Katherine has always been 
loyal to the party, a pillar of strength 
and determination who sets a shining

example to Southdown employers, 
and has retained the beauty which 
has inspired such well known and 
famous people as Franco Zefferelli, 
Billy Apple and Jim Burns.

It hasn't been all peaches and 
cream, mind you. There have been 
those off-days when nothing seemed 
to go right, when Kevin was at the 
door demanding financial rp;orts, 
when the phone rang and it was the 
Printer saying 'That has to go!
', when the smelter article was 
nowhere to be fund. Yet was she 
downhearted? No! And let that be a 
lesson to you all.

And this is why the Craccum 
Gallery of the Great Selection Board 
has picked her to take a place beside 
such as the Social Credit Political 
League and Hika Reid of 
Ngongotaha. We feel (and we are a 
very fair minded and liberal body, not 
at all like your average commission of 
inquiry) that Katherine has what it 
takes to be New Zealand's answer to 
Rupert Murdoch, so long as she puts 
on that necessary extra stone or two.

So hail to the Chief!

1;
i
j
?

1

T h e  U n i v e r s i t y  b r a n c h  

o f  T h e  N a t i o n a l  B a n k
T h a t  l o v e l y  o l d  b u i l d i n g  o p p o s i t e  t h e  

R e g i s t r a r ’ s  O f f i c e  h o u s e s  o u r  U n i v e r s i t y  

b r a n c h .  W h a t  c o u l d  b e  n i c e r  t h a n  c h a r m i n g  

o l d  w o r l d  s u r r o u n d i n g s  f o r  t h e  B a n k  t h a t  

k n o w s  e s p e c i a l l y  h o w  t o  h e l p  o n  c a m p u s ?  

S t u d e n t  l o a n s  a r e  o n e  w a y  w e  c a n  h e l p  m a k e  

t h e  a c a d e m i c  y e a r  e a s i e r  o n  t h e  p o c k e t .  Y o u r  

m a n a g e r ’ s  n a m e  i s  A l a n  R e i d ,  a n d  h e ’ s  t h e r e  

t o  h e l p  e v e r y o n e  o n  c a m p u s  w i t h  a n y  m o n e y  

t r o u b l e s .  M a k e  a l l  y o u r  f i n a n c i a l  e n q u i r i e s  a t  

y o u r  o w n  b r a n c h  o f  T h e  N a t i o n a l  B a n k .

A l a n  R e i d ,  M a n a g e r

2 9  P r i n c e s  S t r e e t ,  A u c k l a n d ,  P h o n e  3 4 - 3 1 1

We wish to acknowledge the Civic Trust’s role 
in restoring and maintaining the building which houses us. NB 287
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With
many
thanks
to:
Fiona Cameron 
Biddy Leyiand 
Ivan Sowry 
Claudia Perkins 
Ian Maxwell 
Catherine McGeorge 
Adam Gifford 
Paul Barton 
Eugenie Sage 
John Carrigan 
Martha Peters 
Murray Beasley 
Deborah Scott 
Judi Stout 
Ian Johnston 
Denese Black 
Joan Taylor 
Anthony Wright 
Brian Grey 
Don Mathias 
Barbara Amos 
Selwyn
Mandy Hatherly 
Graeme Bowers 
Marilyn Holbrook 
Angela Jones 
Christine Churton 
Jay Clarke 
Bob Lack 
David Kirkpatrick 
Helen Aikman 
Mike Waghorne 
Ian Powell 
Charles 
Peter
Shiralee Saul
Kathleen
Kathleen
Victoria Kennedy 
Justin
Dave Merritt 
Michael Baker 
B. Gamble 
Peter Maher 
Dermot Cooke 
Chris Tennet 
Kerry Harrison 
John Burton 
Lorna Jenkins 
Ken Grace 
Peter Tanczos 
John Murdoch 
Charles Boday 
Daryl Wilson 
Bill Cole 
John Gilbert 
Paul Kay 
Michele Paterson 
Randall Parsons 
Julie Downie 
Mark Kerly 
Nick Wilson 
Colin McFadzean 
Phillip Bishop 
Tony Busser 
Jim Burns 
Bernadette Jew 
G.L. Wong 
Chris Sullivan 
Nigel Pearson 
Paula Mann 
Deborah Telford 
David Forster 
Andrew Topping 
Peter Chalmers 
Brett Mason 
James Gilderdale 
Greg O'Brien 
Mike Ranby 
Paul Grinder 
Lyn Hollard 
Mark Boyd 
Phillippe Hamilton 
Michael Lamb 
Peter Nicholas 
Sarah Shieff 
John Broad 
Carol Lechtenberg 
Sarah Dugdale 
John Beavis 
Brett Cunningham 
Brian Brennan 
Rachel Dudding 
Tara Barker 
Stephen Payton 
Kevin Hague 
Darryl Carey 
Hugh Cook 
Martin Rumsby 
Peter Davis 
Roger Good 
Anne Hurley 
Keith Salmon 
Brian Williamson 
Michael Pritchard 
M. McKewen

Jason Kamifelen Hofrmsi Daryl Wilson:e rm c

lichard Dalei ĪPon Mathiasi

MAdam GiffordI>aul Bartoni Brian Cre\

John Carrigan Waul Grinder

'avid Kirkpatrick <ulie Downie■Catherine Whitei :ugenie Sagej

P. Chase 
Kevin Brownlow 
Henry King 
Robert Florey 
Alan Brown 
M. Holdsworth 
Roger Deal 
Helen Holmes 
David Newman 
Paul Hagan 
David Bowen 
Cecille Hillyer 
Mark Eliassen 
Peter Monteith 
Darren Davis 
Bronwyn 
Charlotte

Sarah Brown Rana Sengale Tom Donoghue Brigid
Susan St Clair Paul Temm Peter and the Maori Club Wendy Walker
Margaret Ingram Nikki Rosalind Kay David Hindley
The Prima Donnas Bhaady Miller Phillip Dodson Paul Robertson
Florence Zogno Simon Wilson Peter Powell Gary J. Turner
Paul Simes Chris Gosling Gil Hanly Debbie
Ian Comyns Elaine Shaw Peter Guild Francis Strange
Sue Weston Rodnie Peter Shearer Wayne McIntosh
James Monroe David Baker Jenny Haydon Michael O'Neill
lain Neill Janet Cherman Jane Pavoir Antonios Papaspiropoulos
Doc Benson Matthew Page Josephine Misere The Custodians,
David Faulls Carolyn Anderson Ann Elborn Morrie, Bob, Lyn
Deborah Smith Jason Kemp Grant and the namelessHeather Worth Joanne Tuffield Lindsay Mace thousands
Nicholas Wilson Chris Wheeler Norman Tuiasau M IvUwUI 1VI w ■ • ■

Phillipps Silcock Jamie McIntosh Ray Murray
Paul Hamilton Gloden Scott Jane
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letters
Tuition Fees Hike
Dear Ms. White,

I feel it would be appropriate to inform the 
student body that the University is planning to 
implement an entirely new system of tuition 
fees for next year. Every student, apart from 
Medical and PhD students will pay $180 as of 
next year, and this fee will rise by 15% each 
following year. This sum represents a 
considerable increase for most students. For 
example, MA, MSc, M.Comm students have 
been paying $70 p.a.; MFA students, $90; BA, 
B.Comm students on average $126. However, 
the hardest hit group of students will be the 
part-timers, who have been paying $18 per 
paper and will now be expected to ay $30. The 
Senate reps learnt of this new fees structure 
last Thursday. We attempted to get Senate to 
defer a decision for a month to allow us time 
to prepare a case. At this point, the Acting 
Vice-Chancellor informed us that he had 
personally spoken with 'a senior office-holder 
of the association' more than a month ago, 
and warned him that this was coming up.
Neither we nor the Student Body were 
subsequently informed. This demonstrates a 
lamentable lack of communication. However, 
all is not lost. Academics were heard to say 
after the senate meeting that they don't like 
the new fees either, but why didn't we (i.e. the 
students) do something a month ago. You can 
do something, even at this late stage. Write a 
letter to the acting Vice-Chancellor (Prof. 
Waters) expressing your opposition, and send 
a copy to Kevin Hague.

Love and Kisses 
— Susie Collier 

(your friendly senate rep)

Plato Chips, Please
Dear Craccum,

For your edification, reported conversation at 
a Philosophy lecture (Dr. Young's).

'Are you sure my mark is the highest?'
'As sure as I am of my existence'
'NO NO as our studies show, one does not 

exist'
'But was Descartes right?'
'His was one of many answers'
'But was his answer right?'
'His answer satisfied him'
'So he was an oanist'
'He has been refuted'
'Descartes was great in that he reveals the 

subjectivity of the mind. It was left to Kant 
& Hume to ....'

'Yes, but Ben Gunn ate cheese'
'...it was further left to Freud to develop his 

clinical approach to the....'
'Did Freud say anything about Gunn's cheese 
fetish?'
'YOU ARE NEUROTIC'

It now may be said that the conversation 
degenerated to a mudsling match between the 
two texts 'MARC & ENGELS' and 'THE 
PHILOSOPHICAL WORKS OF DESCARTES'. 
Descartes won with the opponent falling off his 
chair, to the floor.

Michael Webber

Suggestion Box Time
Dear Katrina,

Just because Mervyn Thompson doesn't like 
a review you published earlier this year does 
not mean that he should sound off about the 
reviewer in question. I thought the unwaranted 
attack he made was, to put it mildly, a case of 
severe ego-tripping. I suggest that if Mervyn 
Thompson did not like the review of the 
Comedians - and that is patently obvious - why 
did he not submit his own review of the play ? 
To give a full column for that wanker to spread 
shit over himself in the way he did is nothing 
more than a waste of space. Even a resume of 
Matthew Connor's policy statement wouldn't 
have been so tedious and boring.

Yours
James Densmore

P.S. I hope you don't waste any more space 
by reviewing that crap he calls a book.

Kevin, You Blew It
Dear Madam,

I have never before felt motivated to write to 
you, but the column headed 'Hague's Rave' in 
this week's issue needs some sort of reply. If 
Mr Hague has been wondering why he was not 
re-elected, the answer speaks for itself in his 
column. It made me feel very angry to be 
condescended to in this fashion. I wonder how 
he would react were I to say that I grew up in 
the sixties and held 'radical' views but I have 
since grown out of them and, given a bit of 
maturity and wisdom, he will himself. I hope 
his reaction would be one of indignation, 
followed by a reappraisal of his own, equally 
patronising comments. He greatly 
underestimates the intelligence of the student 
body who have shown great insight by refusing 
to re-elect him. If Mr Hague showed a little 
more responsibility towards his position (it is, 
for example, common knowledge that he has 
attended only one out of the last five council 
meetings) then perhaps members of the 
association would be rather more sympathetic 
towards his personal views. It is my sincere 
hope that he will, indeed, fade into obscurity. 
Unfortunately, there is little chance of this 
occuring, since he has recently been elected as 
Orientation Controller for next year, an 
appointment made by the executive committee 
of which he is chairperson. If it were not so 
late in the year, I would feel tempted to move 
a motion of no confidence in the president. As 
it is, my only comfort is that he cannot do too 
much damage in the little time remaining to 
him.

Yours etc, 
Beth Collins

Stroke Book Winner
Dear Craccum, (may your arses forever hold 
their peace)

I am writing this letter for two main reasons:
1) To pass the time in a boring Physics lecture;
2) To satisfy myself on the fairness and 
democracy of the system in A.U. (i.e. to find 
out if this letter will get printed).

A third reason is to make a few enlightened 
comments on the world and all its wonders. I 
don't want to write toilet rolls of shit (like some 
wankers), but my comments are as follows :
1) I get pissed off by all the feminist letters 
(reason - they're boring and one-eyed. I've got 
three eyes, two blue and one brown).
2) Penthouse should go back in the University 
Bookshop (due to personal need). It's filth but 
I don't mind. I'll manage to put up with it.
3) The Craccum crossword should be made 
easier for me. Last week I got only one clue.
4) I would like the USA, USSR, Iran and Iraq 
to start a full-blown global thermonuclear 
holocaust. I feel like something interesting to 
read in my daily paper.
5) What those mean people (on Thursday 25th 
Sept) did to that poor man, Matthew Connor 
(i.e. tip water over him, throw orange peelings 
at him, etc, etc) was Cruel and Sadistic. They 
should have strangled him and put him out of 
his misery.

Yours sincerely. 
Sir Ivan Orgasm-Daily

P.S. The elephant jokes are old. Koala jokes 
are new ...
Why did the Koala fall out of the tree ?
Because it was dead.
Why did the Koala die ? Because it fell out of 
the tree.
P.P.S. I've got to go now, to have hysterics.

Purdy Vacant, Blah Blah Woof 
Woof
Dear Kat,

Hi, Joe Student here. This is not a 
pro-crukum letter, consequently a back pat will 
not be issued at the conclusion.

Personally, and I can only really speak as a 
Joe Student, I have found (turn left at Iceland 
... yes I know) that thiks year's effort has 
beem, well, to ut it briefly, a washout - Yes I 
know You've worked your collective hearts out 
and this arsehole is giving you a C- but really 
what a pathetic result. (Don't give me any of 
this 'you do better' blah blah Woof Woof 
either please). You as an editor have been in a 
word, fceless. Reviews have been patronizing 
and singularly uninformative and as for the 
letters - anti-ferns, pro-fems - who needs 'em 
(The letters I mean). Dave Merritt is the closest 
thing we've got to a Messiah compared to your 
invisible editorial stance.

Now don't get me wrong - I'm not 
embarking on a vitrolic attack for my own self 
glorification. I would genuinely like to see an 
improvement - after all you are playing around 
with $30,000 aren't you.

Let's hope David K can rescue what has 
become a dinosaur (egomaniasaurus erectus) 
from a bimonthly semi-extinction and inject 
some life into the proceedings.

Yours (never-Ed) 
Warren Purdy

Your Choice Of Weapons
Dear Mr Thompson,

My first reaction to your letter of criticism 
was one of 'so what'. As this appeared to be 
no more than the latest boradside in your 
continuing literary war on me, I was inclined to 
treat it with the same kind of amused 
indifferent that your earlier letters to Katherine 
excited in me.

Yet, having read it a number of times and 
having gone back to my original review, I 
realize that you raise a number of points and 
issues that reveal my review to have been both 
as shallow and unspecific as you charge. I'm 
writing as I did, I was reacting negatively to 
what I felt to be a very negative play. But, as 
you have shown, I failed in consequence to 
give any substance to my own criticisms, and 
neglected to give credit where it was surely 
due. I take this opportunity therefore to 
publicly apologise not only to you, as the 
play's director, but also to all those invovled in 
the season for failing in my duty as a reviewer 
to address myself in depth to what I saw to be 
the failings, and what presented themselves to 
be the strengths, of Trevor Griffith's play and v 
your production. I accept your comment that 
my review was 'no more than a collection of 
cheap gibes and vague generalizations which 
tell us nothing about the play', though I would 
dispute that it tells everything about my 
prejudices: they are probably far too numerous 
to be categorised in a single review.

I would object however to the assumption 
implicit in your statement, that 'to write off a 
play as rich as Comedians ... is to show an 
ignorance so astonishing it makes one wince' : 
to wit, that appreciation of anything is a matter 
of the possession of certain knowledge, not

one of subjectively formed opinion. Were that 
so, and were we all privileged to have access 
to this information, we would all in the end 
think exactly the same thing, an implication I 
can scarcely agree with. The individual's 
reaction to anything, especially something as 
polemical and provocative as Comedians, is 
formed by a process and a range of variables 
far more complex that the static possession of 
knowledge, implied in your accusation of 
'ignorance'. Although you obviously do not 
think so (and though perhps my review did not 
show it) I do have a deep love for theatre, 
more than a passing acquaintance with 
Marxism, and my response to working class 
pain and frustration is one not of cynicism or 
disinterest but curiosity - to find out why 
things are as they are.

This does not extend to a blind acceptance 
of something just because it is an expression of 
this anger; and I stand by my own 
intep;rotation of the play. Though your letter 
has told me much about the play.and the way 
you viewed it, I must reiterate my 
disagreement and state that though my review 
was indeed unspecific, characterised by 
generalisations and negative to the exclusion of 
any possibility of an detached and considered 
assessment, my opinion of it is, in essence, 
unchanged. I will here not go into a defence of 
what I wrote for the simple reason that I hope 
with this letter to p;ut an end to this minor war 
of words.

Of your more personal observations, 
specifically those relating to my intellection and 
my classification within the animal kingdom, 
the less said the better. To address them at all 
would be to dignify them and give them a 
consideration beyond their importance; to 
attempt a refutation in kind would merely be to 
sink to your level.

Yours 
John Carrigan

Exams Next Week, Ha Ha Ha
Dear Kate,

The History Dept or should I say more 
accurately certain tutors from this department, 
are playing the old reactionary game of if 
questioned, turn to personal abuse.

Unable to accept a socialist analysis of 
American History, I am told to 'put more effort 
into your work' that I am merely 'very cynical'. 
The perception of Mr Grant Watson is truly 
amazing. When confronted Mr Watson gave 
the piece of work in question to another tutor 
who incisively commented 'Perhaps if you 
stayed more than half a lecture, you might get 
a more balanced view.' Mr Peter Luke must 
have considered the merits of the work for 
hours to come up with something that 
prophetic.

Having gained such treatment from the 
History Dept. I told Kevin Hague of the 
situation, Kevin then wrote a letter to the 
department well over two weeks ago, he still 
awaits a reply, and so do I.

Alastair Russell

To Be Of Not To Be ?
I feel compelled to clarify some of the points 

I made while addressing the General Meeting 
on Thursday.

According to Sartre, with whom I agree, a 
person is condemned to be free. This is 
freedom to choose how to act. Each day, one 
is faced with choices, and thus existence must 
be defined as a result of choices.~NOBODY 
HAS THE RIGHT TO DEFINE ANYBODY 
ELSE'S EXISTENCE, ESPECIALLY NOT 
THROUGH LEGISLATION.

The Universal Declaration of Human Rights, 
as I understand it, states that everyone must 
have the right to do whatsoever that that 
person desires providing that this does not 
infringe upon anyone else's right to do the 
same. Everyone, therefore, must have the right 
of free choice, any any legislation which 
removes or directs such a choice must be in 
contravention to the Declartion.

Any legislation must be designed to act for 
the benefit of people, and for the nation, as a 
whole. Certain minority groups and beliefs 
need the benefits from certain legislation. 
However [any legislation which restricts or 
removes personal choice cannot be 
beneficial].

Disregarding whether a foetus is a child or 
not, that foetus is not capable of making 
decisions as to its future wellbeing. Neither are 
pre-adolescents. Adolescents and their 
capabilities is far too grey an area to be so 
categoric here: The best people to make such 
a decision, that is a choice, would be the 
parents. Thus, the parents need to be allowed 
to make such a choice. I am personally sure 
that the majority of women who would choose 
to have an abortion do so, not because it is the 
easiest way out, but because it is the best.

I feel that abortion is a matter of personal 
choice, and conscience and that tht choice 
must be available.

Rob Young

Page 20, CRACCUM, October 13



To The Drips At The Top
The Editor,

Over the past few years members of the 
Limbs Dance Company have been regular 
swimmers at the Tepid Baths. We are very 
upset to read of the possibility that the 
compleKls to be closed.

Financial loss is a poor excuse for the 
closure. It is an accepted reality that a public 
amenity should run at a loss, and follows that 
the deficit is made up by rate payers' taxes. 
Swimming is the best all round exercise there 
is and we would be lost without the baths. Our 
profession incurs a high percentage of injuries 
(per dancer) and swimming speeds recovery.

W e are also aware that many other groups 
and individuals would be more than 

. inconvenienced if the pool closed. The Tepid 
Baths are the most central, heated, indoor 
pools in Auckland City, and peak hours burst 
with city workers at their daily recreation. The 
pools are hired out regularly to schools, for 
hockey and water ballet practice and Air New 
Zealand training sessions. Also many people 
benefit greatly from lessons from Colin Kidd, 
resident swimming instructor.

New Zealand is an island surrounded by the 
sea. Familiarity with water, water safety etc, 
should be important to us as a nation. The 
pools bring the many Aucklanders who use 
them in contact with people from all walks of 
life. They foster a community spirit and 
promote physical and mental well-being.

We'd like to hear the alternative proposals 
for this site. Could we suggest a new indoor 
swimming complex ?

Yours in Hopeful Anticipation 
Debbie McCulloch 

Limbs Dance Company

There Are No Dykes In Holland

Dear Bidge,
If, as you say, you want to be a lesbian, why 

don't you have the courage to come out and 
be one. Just don't force it down peoples 
throats and don't try to pass it off as normal.

Your comments on my letter are about what 
I would expect. You've misrepresented and 
twisted everything I said, have chosen to imply 
things that I never intended. Some of the crap 
in your long, hysterical rambling letter is just 
plain irrelevant. For instance, I never 
mentioned deodorants, although since both 
men and women use them, it's difficult to see 
what Unifems have against them. I just 
won't get downwind from you Bidge.

Also, just what the hell has your sex life got 
to do with feminism? If despising fat lesbians 
who call me a rapist makes me an MCP, then 
I'm damned proud to be one.

As for Kevin Hague, who mindlessly parrots 
'All Men rape'; speak for yourself. Would you 
get up there and say 'I rape?' Bet you would.

I bitterly regret voting for Hague, who begs 
us to ignore our gut feelings about what is 
right and wrong, and embrace radical lesbian 
feminism. Gee, how come you lost the 
election, Kev?

In brotherhood (to most) 
Peter

P.S. Unifems must be desperate for support if 
they need pubescent third formers like Joseph 
to mimic their childish shit in Craccum.

O'Rorke Gave Me the Shits
Dear Craccum,

I live in an average priced flat - $25 a week 
each including kitty. Er live well, good food, 
warm rooms etc ... Earlier this year I lived at 
O'Rorke Hall for $42 a week. In return I 
received half a damp room, a bed that I was 
unable to turn in for fear of cardiac arrest and 
food that gave me diarrhoea, stomach pains 
and general ill health. Twice the ablutions had 
to be looked at because of foul smelling 
stagnant waters in the showers. I ws given 10 
minutes in the dining hall to receive seconds of 
food which varied as much as an original meal 
once every two months. Often this was no 
even available as first were often in̂  short 
stock.

A grim picture you may say. I am merely 
presenting facts to you which can be proved 
by one visit to this overpriced prison. Therefore 
I ask one question. If the 
University/Government feel that they can 
spend over a million dollars on tunnels for 
engineers etc to amble through, surely they 
could find kindness in their hearts enough to 
stop a little malnutrition taking its course at 
O'Rorke Hall.

Yours sincerely 
Mike Rowntree

Lost Innocents
Dear Katie,

We are writing this as two suffering and 
worried university students.

Our main concern is about the lack of 
information on the pros and cons of chocolate 
fish. We all hear of sex and drugs and rock 'n' 
roll, but what about the evils of chocolate fish ?

Unfortunately, parents turn a blind eye, and 
become very reddened around the collar and 
other places.

Teenagers especially should know the 
dangers. If not warned they could lose their 
respective boyfriends/girlfriends due to that 
horror, acne I Another dilemma facing 
chocolate fish lovers is diarrhoea. How 
embarrassing it can be for a poor teenager to 
be constantly running to the toilet with one or 
other problem, or both I

This is something we feel (& smell) very 
'  strongly about. The dangers involved in eating 

chocolate fish are not to be overlooked - we've 
all heard about what happened to those who 
disregarded the warnings about toilet seats.

Yours in the hope that something will be 
done to rectify this sad situation,

Pimple and Runny

Gisella You Cretin, Where's Your 
Creative Flair ?
Dear Katherine,

Forced by a determined, pen-wielding editor 
to commit my immortal thoughts to paper, I 
came to one blindingly inescapable conclusion.

I can't think of anything to say.
Cheers,

The Big G from Wellington

Psychopathic Doctor Petition
Dear Madam,

Did you know that New Zealand is losing its 
one and only homoeopathic Doctor - who is 
going overseas. The New Zealand Government 
is preventing a replacement Doctor to enter the 
country. This I feel is a violation of our right to 
the freedom of choice.

Homoeopathy is not a new field as it was 
started over 170 years ago by Samuel 
Hahneman - a prominent physician of the day. 
It is a system of medicine based on the 
principle that 'like cures like'. A substance 
which can produce disease-like symptoms 
when taken by a healthy person can cure a 
sick person with similar symptoms when given 
in an appropriate form.

Homoeopathy aims to treat the whole 
person, so that the name of a disease a patient 
is suffering from is secondary to the symptoms 
that are exhibited. Ten people may all have 
influenza yet because the symptoms of the 
disease vary from person to person they 
receive a different medicine.

Medicines are made from all sorts of 
materials - chemicals, minerals, plants, animals 
and micro-organisms - and they have all been 
tested on human beings to determine their full 
range of effects. Patients can not be poisoned 
by homoeopathic medicines, nor can they 
become addicted to them, and bacteria can not 
become resistant to their therapeutic action. A 
homoeopathic remedy is safe, cheap and 
prompt in effect when correctly prescribed.

Homoeopathy is recognized as a valid 
system of medicine in Britain and there are 6 
homoeopathic hospitals in the British National 
Health Scheme.

For those who are concerned there is a 
petition in the Craccum office and on the 
notice board by the Health food bar.

The petition asks the Government to allow 
further homoeopathic practioners into the 
country to replace the one who is leaving and 
to give recognition to this alternative.

J. Woodward
P.S. The petition closes on October 31st.

. Some Bastard Stole My Bag
Dear Katherine,

Just a wee letter of exasperation. Should I 
be flattered or furious that some 
absent-minded person has discovered the finer 
qualities of my green canvas bag, the one with 
the car keys and front door key in? I'm a 
distracted student at the best of times (need I 
remind you exams are days away) but even so 
I can tell something's amiss when I have to 
struggle from Varsity to Grey Lynn at 9.30 pm 
clutching madily at copious notes and heavy 
books only to have to break into to my own 
home a mere two hours later. As a student I 
have come to see that bag as part of me and 
as a practical human being it would be nice to 
enter my home in the conventional manner.
The bag 'went' on Wednesday 8th. Wouldn't it 
be nice if it arrived back before the 20th of 
October in the same locker room outside the 
library? I need it for practical and sentimental 
reasons. Please put it back no questions asked. 
Thanks.

Yours in expectation 
Mark Eller

P.S. So far I've controlled my emotions but 
that could change

Um ....
Der Miss White,

On December 14th 1979, I received from the 
Supreme Court, Auckland a summons to 
appear on February 11th 1980 for Jury Service.

Prior to this I had composed her Majesty's 
dispensation of Providence (following which) I 
depended against my own conflicting writ of 
summons declining from Jury Service on 
February 11th, which entitled me to the special 
exemption from all debts and liabilities through 
this Court Action in defending her Majesty's 
document.

Since then I pursued this matter, firstly with 
Ministers of the Anglican Church (Holy Trinity), 
my local parish St Judes, Avondale and finally 
the Diocesan office, Hamilton where I was told 
to take it to the Neighbourhood Law Office, 
Grey Lynn. This I also did only to be told this 
document is the law but the conflict still 
remained.

Next my own M.P., Mr J. Hunt who 
couldn't handle it as the vivil part of 
Government wasn't working and finally to be 
told by Mr Prebble M.P., if you can't lick them 
join them.

By this time I knew I had the evidence of 
Treason in my possession so I approached 
Auckland Central Police Station, sending 
numerous telegrams to the Assistant 
Commissioner, Mr Trappid and Mr Holyoake 
using my postal address and telephone 
number as an individual agent whilst depending 
this document of her Majestys.

Over $500 worth of telegrams have been 
sent out mostly to Mr Trappid, whom I always 
sent a copy of the telegrams sent to Mr 
Muldoon and Mr Holyoake but no response 
from anybody; just a blank wall. On September 
16th 1980 I received a letter from the Chief 
Post Office signed by Mr B.J. Casey that my 
phone would be disconected unless payments 
of all telegrams were paid for by 4 pm on 
21 /9 /80, since then I have for the second time 
only aid my rental of $24 and have continued 
to send telegrams up till Monday 29/9/80.

Many police officers have visted my home, 
but I see now it was only to test me, the last 
person was an Inspector Todd, sent by the 
Assistant Commissioner, Mr Trapp, who 
informed me it was in view of taking action but 
still no action over this serious matter 
effecting every New Zealand and out country 
but most of all the Sovereign herself.

Finally, this morning I phoned the N.Z. 
Intelligence Service and asked for help in 
relieving me of this burdensome load which I 
have carried all these months. He confirmed it 
was a job for the olice to restore Law and 
Order. Five minutes later my phone was 
disconnected. I strongly protest against 
political interference into my private life and 
her Majesty's document, which as an open 
public document set up under p;ublic 
ordinance emanating from the Sovereign. All 
public documents are available to any person 
interested in their own security and protection 
because my revelation has also revealed an 
dkposure of the Statute of Westminster 
ommitted since its adoption in 1947 and right 
now my defense against political interference 
lies under the Statute of Westminster.

Thank you
L.J.G. Lightband
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letters
All Our Problems Solved
Dear folks,

I think you're all being extremely silly.
Firstly, Albert Street and the motorbikes.

Instead of bitching, moaning and blaming one 
another, why don't the Car Faction and the 
Bike Faction get together and approach the 
University authorities (or the City Council or 
whoever) with the common goal of reviewing 
and revising parking areas and facilities in and 
around the university. They are hopelessly 
inadequate. And I speak as one who has 
travelled to University by both bike and dar, 
and who has experienced the same amount of 
difficulty and experienced the same 
gut-knawing frustration when trying to park 
either vehicle. It is not important to find out 
who is at fault. What we need to do is find out 
the 'why' of the problem and tackle that.

Secondly, why has there been no outcry 
against the changes to the Student Community 
Service Programme ? I was able to find 
employment only under this scheme last year, 
and, because of where I live (small town NZ - 
no local industry, no farm jobs and high year 
round unemployment), I was grateful for that.
The government claims that by imposing a 4 
week break twixt the end of the varsity year 
and the commencement of the Programme, 
that students (you and me, brothers and 
sisters) will have a chance to find employment 
in the private sector. I think not. The jobs are 
not there, in the private sector, to get. Unless 
your Daddy works for Air New Zealand and 
can swing you a job out at Mangere. (If you're 
that tin-arsed, you'll probably take a cut price 
trip to Singapore to buy Xmas presents for 
Mummy, and a new stereo for yourself). (You 
make me sick). The ridiculous thing is, that if 
the govt carry on with this absurd scheme, 
then they'll most likely have to shell out extra 
moneys in the form of hardship next year to all 
those who couldn't work for the full holiday 
period. Silly, really.

Thirdly, could someone start a campaign for 
decent lighting in the Coffee Bar ? Then, the 
shit-heads who' inhabit the place could see 
what a disgusting mess it is. ls it too much to 
ask to be allowed to sit in what is only relative 
comfort, but to have cleanliness as well ?

And, finally a word to those lovely people at 
Radio B. Much as I just love Neil Young, the 
Tom Robinson Band and old BEatles tracks, 
don't you think you could arrange for your 
volume control to be tweaked down? Just a 
tiny bit? Having my ears blasted by the latest 
'hip' music while attempting to study in the 
Lower Common Room (admittedly, a difficult 
enough task at the best of times) is not likely 
to make me easy to live with. In fact, one day, 
you might see the results of a speaker being 
dropped from the roof of the Student Union.
Not a pretty sight.

I still think you're extremely silly.
CHOU EN GINSBERG, BA (Failing)

Daryl Just Can't Win
Dear Craccum,

If Daryl Wilson had any moral fibre at all, he 
would honour his gentleman's agreement, and 
admit to all and sundry, via one quarter-page 
advertisement in this most august of 
publications that 'even as a Homosexual, he's 
a failure.'

All I can say to him is 'Well, superfairy, 
looks like you've crapped out yet again. The 
wager was witnessed by several people. I kept 
my part of the bargain, I at least expected you 
to keep yours. It's people like you who give 
faggots a bad name.'

If he'd had the Guts to live up to his 
responsibilities, this letter would have been 
unnecessary, and I wouldn't have to sign,

in Disgust, 
Herman W. Gundry

Kevin, You Blew It Again
Dear C.F. Reid,

It was with amazement that the undersigned 
read the review of Yes' new album "Drama" in 
the September 22 issue of Craccum, if such 
meaningless comment upon an album (which 
should have had more meaningful criticism 
fired against it) could even be called a review - 
80% of it consisted of a potted history of the 
group. This is all very well for informing those 
poor unfortunates who might not (gaspl) have 
heard of this wonderful, amazing band. But the 
remaining 20% devoted to actually reviewing 
the record in question was written by someone 
whom the undersigned think has no meritable 
musical feeling. To say that with the inclusion 
of the two ex-Buggles (ughl) members have 
"done great things for the band musically" and 
then go on to mention that "the sound of the 
band is not markedly different" is to our minds 
praising the ability of pure invitation - the fact 
that Downes sounds like some hack tinkler 
(and not anything like good old Uncle Rick) in 
the brief moments that he's not drowned out 
by White, Howe, and Squire, contradicts this 
anyway.

Talking of imitation, the opening song 
"Machine Messiah" comes complete with

introduction lifted from Pink Floyd's "The 
Wall" (with other parts sounding very like 
P.F.'s "Welcome to Machine") if it worked for 
them, why not for Yes ? Needless to say, it 
doesn't work I

The album is also let down vocally (courtesy 
of Trevor Horn - who tries to sound like Jon 
Anderson but doesn't).

Right I What else ? Yes, how dare he call 
later albums such as "Tormato" "abysmal, dull 
and uninteresting" - and can he please define 
"techno-rock" ("heavy keyboards and 
orchestration" is hardly sufficient) - I doubt 
very much that Yes could be classed as such. 
The above word has overtones of emotionless, 
mechanical, automated music (Gary Numan 
and others) - if it's one thing Yes was (note 
past tense) it was emotive.

In conclusion, we feel it is safe to say that 
"Drama" bears the same relation to the band's 
previous material as does "Flesh and Blood" to 
Roxy Music's previous material. All we can say 
about the album (as die-hard Yes fans) is that 
if you don't want to buy it now at $9.99 you 
can soon get it for about a quarter of the price 
in record exchanges near you (no we don't like 
itl).

Signed - Jon and Rick

Friar Who?
Dear Craccum,

We, the superior members of the People's 
Front of Hamilton Road, have convicted 
Dermot Coleman Brenda Cooke of the 
following offences:
1. Failure to provide his lovable flatmates with 
breakfast in bed.
2. Turning Debbie upside-down without 
warning.
3. Complete lack of taste in dinner 
conversation.
4. Allowing his weta tol play on Jane's bed, 
without consulting her.
5. Refusal to cook Spaghetti Bolognese on 
demand.

We, the enchanting and utterly captivating 
members of the above organisation, sentence 
Dermot Coleman Brenda Cooke to:

Footwear! -
A Cold Porridge Sandwich!
Banishment to Ireland on November 28th 

1980!
Yours, 

The P.F.H.R.

Geez, Wayne !
Dear Editor,

Could we have more photos showing what 
students were up to last week around campus 
- with captions - AND with little bjurbs on 
what they were saying or discussing.

signed
One Who Didn't Hear

Does the Pope etc ...
Dear Katrina,

Today at the S.G.M. on abortion in response 
to heckling from Unifems I replied 'I warn you, 
that I have been described by yourselves as a 
potential rapist.'

Upon reflection I realise that this could easily 
be seen as the traditional male political threat 
that rape is seen as. Therefore Iwish to 
apologise and to withdraw the remark.

It was meant to be a play on the 'all men are 
potential rapists' theme that is going around at 
the moment. Rape is a word with a lot of 
emotive content and I must admit that I think 
that it is taking things a bit far, because using 
the same logic both the Unifems and I can be 
labelled as potential child-molesters and Ron 
Don supporters. (Perhaps the two may be hard 
to distinguish) which I think would be equally 
stupid.

Anyway, it was the wrong thing to say, so 
I'm sorry.

Paddy Driscoll
p.S. The referendum is a good idea as it is the 
fairest way to find out whether students wish 
to have the present policy on abortion or the

By Popular Demand
Dear Craccum,

Don't really Know what to say 
I knew I was Capable of Murder,
I knew I was Capable of Windows, 
but I never knew that I was capable of hurting 

someone who meant so much.

SO here I am, 
wasting my time

I wish I was with her now,
Holding her.
Pressing my lips into the warm curve 
Of her shoulder.

Under Duress 
Johnathon Headpressure 
SpokesMAN
Imaginary Friends of the Silver Lion.

I LIKE Ray Goodwin !
Dear Madam,

I am disappointed that Mr Busser does not 
possess the courage to acknowledge his error 
and that his reply to my letter was merely a 
pathetic attempt at humour. Unmoved by his 
petty ridicule I would still maintain that 
Schubert's music affords unparalleled ectsasies 
to those fortunate persons who are capable of 
a proper apreciation of the Great classics - 
from whose number I regret that Mr Busser 
must be excluded. Such misery i easily pitied.

Music Lover

We'll Get Highway 61 Onto You
Dear Cro-Magnon, (29HL2),

You've put your big smelly motor(SICK)le 
boot in it now, I happen to belong to a car 
club (and have the membership card to prove 
it) and so can say I've met a fair proportion of 
my friends that way and I still say biking is an 
anti-social form of transport. And being an 
engineer as well as belonging to a car club I 
know quite a lot about the workings of my car.

If you have a look around the university 
about a quarter of them are off-road bikes (and 
should stay off the road) those noisy-farting 
machines and half of the rest are the bigger 
bikes so I still say my four seater mini is more 
economical than the average bike around the 
varisity, as I have very rarely seen a pillion 
passenger on a bike.

As for blatant law breaking and intelligence.
No wonder that bikies have about 5 times as 
many accidents than cars. They ride in and out 
of lanes, down the middle, with total disregard 
to anyone else on the road, and hardly ever 
use an indicator, the sooner these wankers on 
their fart-machines realise they share the roads 
with, trucks, buses, and cars, the better.

These same moronic fools were first to 
complain about compulsory helmets, and now 
compulsory lights on during the day, measures 
designed for their own safety, well let them go 
bare headed and lightless, and kill themselves,a 
and I hope they increase the Accident 
Compensation Levy on bikes even further, they 
deserve it. These wankers go trail bike riding 
through our forests (yes I've seen the photo's 
of the A.U. bike club) and erode the land, they 
should go bikie hunting not deer hunting.

These same Cro-Magnons go on motorbike 
rides through the city, disregarding traffic layvs, 
going through red traffic lights en masse 
(debate), riding through schools, disrupting 
classes and vandalising their sports fields, 
these inconsiderate morons should be banned 
from the roads.

Thats the nice part over now to deal with 
29HL2, none other than turd pusher tony, 
otherwise known as ring stinger Reynolds, who 
rides a bike because he likes the vibrations of 
the bike on his arse. Him and his irresponsible 
louts are responsible for the bouncing up and 
down of cars, damaging suspension, removal 
of cars from their parking places and on to foot 
paths, and scratching of paintwork, that's why 
I hide behind a pseudonym, but when I find 
29HL2 maybe it will suffer the same fate ? NO 
I'm not an irresponsible lout like you.

So when I'm nice and snug in my nini, with 
heater on, listening to Led Zeppilin in full 
stereophonic sound, maybe I'll spare a thought 
for you wet, miserable, anti-social robots, in a 
gale on the harbour bridge, AND HOPE YOU 
GET BLOWN OFF.

Yours in Minihood 
Irate strikes back

P.S. Mini's Rule O.K.
P.P.S. Tony Reynolds is a Warty Toad.
P.P.P.S. Warty Toads should be dissected but 
this one would be a great disappointment to a 
Neurologist, no brains you see.

BLUSH BLUSH
Dear Katherine,

For months now, I have been possessed by 
the vision of your exquisite loveliness, the time 
has come for me to give voice to these 
all-powerful emotions. BUT I CA N T.
University has taught me to ignore my 
emotions and follow my cognitions. I cannot 
create with this rational, empirical, logical brain 
of mine, and the only words I know are those 
that my training tells me.

So here I am. A Product of The System, I 
can define 'epistemology', I can outline the 
essential differences between ethnocentrism 
and ciiltural relativism, I know all about 
Mendelian genetics but I know nothing about 
my next-door neighbours. I have lived at my 
present address for nearly two years. I pass the 
same strange faces every day as I travel to 
Auckland University. To further my Education.

Love
Emmanuel
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c r o s s w o r d

Across
I Lovelessly turn few quail outl Wholly very 

badl (5,5)
8 Something painful for the viewer during last 

year (4)
10 Designers insist that her tactics are changed 

(10)
I I  Wintry welcome ? (4)
13 Model father poorly dressed? (7)
15 Crawl on the ground through wood and 

lake I (6)
16 Hard to please with directions taken from 

one set of beliefs (6)
17 Metaphors may be culled from budget 

statistics (7, 2, 6)
18 Getting a move on to make an exclamation 

resound I (6)
20 Boxer in a hole? (6)
21 Georgia gets angry in the buildings I (7) 

Proper-sounding ceremony ? (4)
Giving up more than one collection of 
cricket balls ? (10)
Real distress for a noble chap (4)
Coin that's ordinary could be more colourful 
at twice the price (5,5)
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Answers To Last Week's XWord 
Across -  4, Sidesman; 8, Tralee; 9, Veterans; 
10, Pinafore; 11, Repays; 12, Repaired; 13, 
Eventide; 16, Startled; 19, Limerick; 21, Insect; 
23, Sinister; 24, Beriberi; 25, Indent; 26, 
Ruthless.
Down — 1, Trainee; 2, Alma mater; 3,
Devour; 4, Seven deadly sins; 5, Deterred; 6, 
Strap; 7, Annoyed; 14, Third side; 15, All 
there; 17, Tonneau; 18, Screens; 20, Mendip; 
22, Erith.

Answers To This Week's XWord 
Across — 1, Quite awful; 8, Stye; 10, 
Architects; 11, Hail; 13, Paragon; 15, Grovel;
16, Nicene; 17, Figures of speech; 18, Haring; 
20, Crater; 21, Garages; 22, Rite; 25,
Deliveries; 26, Earl; 27, Penny plain.
Down -  2, Upas; 3, Tick; 4, Animal; 5, Free 
association; 6, Lotion; 7, Bell-wether; 9, Team 
events; 12, Songwriter; 13, Peering; 14,
Nippers; 15, Gift horses; 19, Gave up; 20 
Celery; 23, Will; 24, Asti.

Down
2 At an end, like this tree (4)
3 Indication that one has dealt with common 

credit (4)
4 But is the creature necessarily brutal? (6)
5 No charge for belonging to this society for 

psycho-analytical technique? (4,11)
6 Fierce creature about to return for a wash 

(6)
7 Her bet well arranged by the ringleader 

(4-6)
9 I alone can't play the game in these (4,6)
12 Gert is worn out by the composer (4-6)
13 Looking carefully and lording it ? (7)
14 Small crabs ? (7)
15 Free creatures not to be examined orally ? 

(4,6)
19 Stopped and surrendered (4,2)
20 Exclaim about fish stew with oral 

accompaniment? (6)
23 He has a way with him, they say I (4)
24 It's a variety of wine (4)

Well here we 
another year. The, 
Craccum, and I 
that I love Jill 
well. Here we 
of the year. I 
Oh, I mentionj

end of 
issue of 
just like to say 

fry much. Well, well, 
». The last Craccum 
love Jill very much, 

that.
Well, my lait chance to rave at you 

all; not only that, it's my only chance 
to rave at you without having to put 
up with whinging letters-in-reply in 
«the following issue. For once I can be 
totally nasty, vicious and vituperant 
without fear of retribution. But I 
won't.

This issue deals wjth horses who 
will race well over the next couple of 
months. On the galloping turf Valour, 
Silver Nymph, Mainline, Legends, 
Taipanui, Mahanui, Ring The Bell, 
Darling Order, Duplicado, Dealer's 
Choice and Inca. On the trotting 
scene Play Havoc, Roydon Albatross, 
John Tudor, Remarkable, Captain 
Smooth, Natquin, Milson Gold, Mary 
Darling, Simon John and Silvaplana. .

Our account has ended with a 
profit of $44.50 which proves that 
gambling does pay - of course it 
does. (Y e a h ! -  E d )

For the Cup Kingstown is at 6/1, 
Hyperno 15/1, L.B.J. 10/1 and Red 
Nose 9/1 and Arwon 12/1. Further 
odds are found - care of the editor. 
My deepest sympathy goes to those 
with exams on Cup days - a crime 
really. The best of luck punters over 
the long season.

B. Gamble

5 rave
I, Kevin Hague, have turned over a 

new leaf. So can I firstly offer warm 
congratulations to my successor: 
Wayne, I may have been less than 
kind to yu in the past, but can we let 
bygones be bygones. You are 
destined to preside over this hotbed 
of reactionary fervour and you have 
my deepest sympathy. You prick.

But now it's spring, I've been 
acquited and life is wonderful, and I 
still love Jill very much. Well, well, 
well.

In sisterhood 
Kevin

S t l l d c n t  T f d V C l  Your own complete Travel Centre...
Student owned and Student operated

B O O K  Y O U R  

S U M M E R  V A C A T I O N  

T R A V E L  N O W !

We are open all Summer Vacation for :
*A LL O VERSEAS &  D O M E S TIC  *R E N E W A L OF IS IC 's

TR A VEL B O O K IN G S
Stud ent Travel provides a travel 

serv ice  as good a s  any other w ith  
the added bonus of student fares  

availab le in m any ca se s . 
Stud ent Travel is open M onday to 

Friday 11.00 a .m . to 4.30 p .m . all 
year. Phone 375-265 or 30-789 or 
better still call into the office to  
d iscu ss  your travel plans soon. 
W e look forw ard  to seeing you

soon.

(international Student Identity Card)
O T D  D A A R / I  O n

A = Student Travel Bureau ""
B =UBS 
C =Caf

STUDENT TRAVEL CENTRE - Top Floor, Student Union
11.00 am to 4.30 pm daily




