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Opinion: Year Of One Per Cent Aid



Kevin Clements



Protest groups emerge with remarkable rapidity on and around university campuses. They also tend to disappear with equal rapidity but there are always others to take the place of those that end up on the dust heap of history. 1969, it would be fair to say has been the year for 1% AID. This group of dedicated students have spent many long hours trying to persuade Government and the New Zealand public that we have to take our international responsibilities a little more seriously than we have in the past. This group has been actively working for the NZ Government and people to acknowledge that we are part of South-East Asia, and that because of this we have a direct responsibility to be radically involved in the social, economic and political revolutions of South-East Asia and the Pacific.


To this end the group has endeavoured to persuade the Government and the population to rethink its responsibilities and national priorities. They raised 32,000 signatures for a petition urging the Government to increase the level of development assistance to 1% of the gross national income by 1973. And they managed to raise $7500 from university students for development work in the Pacific. Both of these actions were intended to persuade the Government that we have to be involved in the tensions and rising expectations of developing countries, but more that this they were also intended to demonstrate that many New Zealanders see the needs and are willing to respond to them in a tangible way with higher taxation and a lower national growth rate. However, although Government and all the political parties have accepted the 1% principle in theory in 1969 very little has been done to materially alter New Zealand's present level of giving. Apart from an increase in the Colombo plan grant which merely restored the grant to the 1956 level, the Government has not significantly increased development aid. How can we assess the significance of 1% AID? At the present moment the Government refuses to accept the $7,500 that it raised for the University of the South Pacific and despite solemn assurances from the heads of the political parties it doesn't seem as though either a National or a Labour Government would accept such money in the future. It would seem that 1% AID has reached an impasse and there is no doubt that it has lost its liberal illusions about the importance of parliamentary select committees and democratic processes.


It prepared a very detailed and highly sophisticated submission for the petitions committee, which was submitted by Professor I. D. Campbell. The sad thing about the petition's committee is the fact that they scarcely understood what was being said and if they did understand they didn't listen, thereby remaining oblivious to its importance. The Petitions Committee returned a favourable recommendation (which in parliamentary language is no recommendation) which did themselves more of an injustice than 1% AID. However what these two things demonstrate (i.e. the petition and the raising of the $7,500) is that as far as making people aware of the problems of development, and as far as any real awareness of responsibility is involved, New Zealand needs a good sharp kick in the pants. It is very apparent that normal methods of getting things done do not work where there is no immediate benefit to the nation and all that crap. What is important is that similar groups to 1% Aid form next year to try and bring New Zealand into the 20th century. By this I mean that it is high time that we as a nation stopped thinking in terms of paternalistically granting a little bit of money in order to placate our uneasy consciences and really started coming to grips with the real issues of world revolution which every other country is finding itself involved in.


As a political pressure group I think it is fair to say that 1% AID has been very sophisticated in its techniques and in its mode of attack, and because of this I think it has some useful hints for other student groups interested in actually affecting political change. As far as the long term effects of 1% AID, your guess is as good as mine. One thing is certain unless we can constantly keep the notion that we are one world entirely dependent on each other before the attention of our politicians then we will find that even in little old New Zealand we might find ourselves in the middle of a white, right anglo-saxon protestant backlash!
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Opinion: $4000 Or Bust



Graeme Nesbitt



This year cultural activities were rather slack. Clubs were slow to re-affiliate and the deadline for affiliation was extended several times. 42 clubs affiliated (compared with 48 in 1968). "Little Congress" was held at Otaki, attracting about 70 people and incurring a loss of over $150. A poetry reading was held in the first term by the Literary Society. Prior to Arts Festival, a Cultural Concert was held in the Concert Chamber, again running at a loss. During August, about 180 students travelled to Dunedin for Arts Festival.


Cultural Affairs had a budget of $1,600 allocated from the General Account fund this year. This amount was clearly insufficient to cover club grants (application of which totalled $3,003), Little Congress, pre-Arts Festival concerts, and general cultural activities. Sports Clubs, in comparison, held a budget of at least $5,000. It is interesting to note here that there are 42 cultural clubs and 29 sports clubs. Interesting too is the indication by available figures that there are more students belonging to cultural clubs than there are in sports clubs.


This year's cultural activities were dampened considerably by lack of facilities around the campus. This was partially due to alterations and extensions. However, the lack of activities is more directly attributable to lack of funds. The Cultural Affairs Officer earlier this year (Helen McGrath) moved a motion at Executive for increased funds, which attracted only one supporter.


Next year Arts Festival is being held at Victoria from 16th to 22nd of August. A Shakespearean festival is also being planned. Many more cultural activities—poetry reading, happenings, visiting folk/blues/jazz artists, exhibitions and displays, and film showings are already being planned for next year. Larger club grants are envisaged. This will only be realised if the Cultural Affairs annual grant is increased. It must be increased, 

And It Must Be Increased To $4,000.


This figure is not exorbitant. $2,500 of this would be spent on club grants. $1,000 would be needed for activities organised and subsidized by Cultural Affairs. I would like to see members of the Folk, Blues, Music, Drama, and Debating clubs travelling out as far as the Hutt Valley giving concerts to the public, all being subsidised by Cultural Affairs. The Shakespearean Festival needs financial support. The Radical Students conference along with other political conferences, need more financial support. The religious clubs hold weekend seminars which need financial subsidies.


The increased grant could easily be met by the Student Association. The Treasurer, David Tait, has told us that general account made a profit of $5,000 last year and will probably again this year. With fees now increased, less pressure is on the general account as a reserve for building and maintenance funds. I should make it clear that I am NOT advocating a decrease in the sports clubs budget —I am merely asking for a little less than equalization.


It is more than likely that with this increased grant cultural activities would finally have the means to promote activities which return funds. The Cultural Concert held in August, for example, would have made a profit if more initial outlay had been spent on advertising.


Every student will benefit from a soundly financial Cultural Affairs. Lunch-time concerts could be held regularly and admission fees abolished. If you support any club—religious, musical, political, social—or any other general cultural activity, you must support this increase.
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Letters to the Editor






All Letters Submitted For Publication Must Be Signed With The Writer's Own Name. No Pseudonyms Will Be Accepted Save In Exceptional Circumstances.






me radical, you ...?


Sir.—I am forced to reply to the letter from Auckland by Owen Gager in 

Salient 24. First I must straighten out what he was trying to say. In clear language, it goes something like this:


(1) The Radical Activists Conference was not a conference, but a "political coalition".


(2) The VUW Socialist Club and the Auckland PYM are "partners" in this coalition.


(3) The Socialist Club is "saying" that the Auckland demonstrations were in defence of the Auckland PYM, and were concerned with a general persecution of the left, when in reality they were "for civil liberties" and "against individual instances of excessive use of force by police in making arrests at demonstrations.".


Perhaps it will be best to clear up these details of the first part of Mr. Gager's letter first. The first suggestion—that the conference was a coalition—is sheer nonsense as anyone who was there knows. However Gager insists on this point, in order to try and brand the VUW Socialist Club with the "sins" of the Auckland PYM. Incidentally, those who did go to the Radical Activists Conference from VUW Socialist Club in no way represented the club; it was left to individuals to do what they wanted. As there was no coalition, it is hard to see how anyone could be partners in it. As regards (3) it seems mere quibbling to separate "defence of the left" from "civil liberties". The demonstrations were about all those things, as anyone who reads the pamphlets produced for them can see.


In the second part of his letter Gager gets down to his real business and makes these points:


(4) Members of the Socialist Club have made "what they have claimed to be" attacks on the tactics of the Auckland PYM.


(5) This is just a front for real solidarity with the Auckland PYM.


In other words, we really like what PYM does, but we "attack" them just for show (or something).


This Ingenious and nonsensical theorising on the part of O.G. Gager actually points up what is behind his own sectarianism—of which his letter is a typical example. He simply cannot understand the Marxist notion of critical support: support against attacks by the enemy, which are never defensible. An example of this is the unconditional defence Marxists must give to the workers' states in their confrontations with imperialism. Criticism when it is felt this is justified. This is precisely our attitude to Auckland PYM.


As far as we're concerned they have democratic rights—to exist, to organise demonstrations, to publish their magazine, to not have their homes ransacked on false pretences and their hard-earned equipmnt confiscated—and we will defend these rights unconditionally. This is why we organised the solidarity demonstrations here.


On the other hand we have a perfect right to criticise them when we think they are bound by an ultraleft childishness which can only damage the movement. This is what we did at the Radical Activists Conference.


Gager's suggestion of "attacking" to cover up "real solidarity" reflects his own sorry way of carrying on. He won't give an ounce of support to something he disagrees with only slightly. For instance he left the Committee on Vietnam because of trifling squabbles with others of differing political viewpoints within the COV, who nevertheless were all prepared to unite on the demand for the withdrawal of New Zealand troops.


This latest thicket of cobwebs Gager has constructed is merely another reflection of his sectarianism and childish meanness. It is tragic that he has to be dishonest in his ambition to be ever critical.





G. A. Fyson.








Malaysia


Sir,—In answer to Mr. Sharifuddin's letter in the last 
Salient, at the beginning of the year I invited, by personal letter, all overseas student groups at the university (including Fijian. Soamoan, Thai, African, and M.S.A—for the record I did not invite the MSSA and was promptly hauled over the coals and rectified the omission for the next meeting)—to send one or two reps., according to their size, to be on the International Affairs Sub-committee and to represent their respective points of view. As such MSA were officially represented though, of course, their thoughts on matters not directly pertaining to the MSA were of a personal nature.


(b) I have been in closer contact with the MSSA through the year as they have constantly gone out of their way to tell me of their views and activities. MSA has been helpful too but at times they have not told me of Important meetings such as their AGM. However, I have been in touch with some members of th MSA who are personal friends.


(c) What 
Salient does it Its own business but when I wrote the article in question I consulted with the then Persident of the MSSA and the immediate past President of the MSA as to the facts. The part relating to the future is hypothetical and my own opinion.


(d) On other matters relating to "consultation" I considered through my contacts in MSA that I had a more than adequate idea of their point of view. I am fully aware of the existence of MSA, its implications and its general policy and cannot, as Mr. Sharifuddin well knows, ignore it.


(e) The Clubhouse or House has, as its caretaker, the MSA as questions raised in the Malaysian Government were not prepared to pay monies for a "House" which was being used by Singaporean full members. As caretakers the MSA have ultimate control though I agree it is available for "all Malaysians and their friends".


I think, however, that some hard thinking must be done by both sides to stop this ridiculous situation as it exists and to bring about a reconciliation. To this end and ni vew of the sentiments expressed by the new President of the MSSA I am going to ask the Presidents and the Secretaries of the two parties to meet with me so that we can begin to hammer out a possible solution to the problem.


International Affairs Officer.





John Eade.








Ring again


Sir.—As Mr. Marsh has pointed out in his letter published in 
Salient 24, Mr. Pretty's article on Wagner's Dark Horse Opera is not only badly written and in part plagiarised, but also displays a remarkable lack of critical perception. Indeed, the purpose itself of the article is far from clear. Is it intended as a record review, or as some kind of critical appraisal of the work.


If the former, the actual criticism of the performance is limited to saying that Wolfgang Windgassen gives "possibly his greatest performance". (Presumably Mr. Pretty has heard all the others). There is a paragraph about the reputation of the other singers (also from the record notes?) but nothing about their performances, nor about the performance of the orchestra Also there is nothing about the recording reproduction, surface noise, stereo effect, etc.


If, however, it is the letter, the list of sins of omission is even longer. Mr. Pretty falls to place the opera in the context of the whole cycle failing to explain the significance of such vital terms as "the ring" "siebelung", "Wotan" or "Wallbale". If we are to be assumed so simple, to need a crude plot summary which incidentally is as unnecessary as it is tedious, such synopsis being available in numerous books in the library, then presumably we need an explanation of these terms whether they appear in an earlir article or not.


Furthermore, this childish plot summary is the limit of Mr. Pretty's dramatic criticism, if indeed it can be called criticism, and saying that "the brass instruments have a field day" or that "the strings are there mainly to provide background music and filter" hardly fulfils the function of musical criticism. Also terms such as "fantastic", "most beautifully light and air" and "a wee bit fine" are too mouldy and subjective to be of any value.


What then are we to conclude the article to be but the ramblings of an irresponsible Wagnerolater who betrays himself in such witticisms as "if you find you have no taste for Wagner (i.e., you have not taste)".


Finally, I hope that in future your newspaper will refrain from wasting students' money in presenting us with the crap dropped from the ring of Mr. Pretty's hobbey-horse.





Allan Marett.








Pettulant



Roger Dear.


Little did I know, as men of my ilk little do, that you were to make of the interview of me a Puzzle, a Competition.


As you have done so, I insist that I win. and receive all due accolades. My answer therefore is that the interviews read across the page, not (smug, smug) as the non-initiate of 

Salient layout might presume, down the ruled columns. As if anyone would take notice of big black thick lines like that. And that the fellow looking with understandable chagrin from twixt Marshallian thoughts is no less than Spiro Zavos, writer. And that Simon laid it out.


My slogan "Why I like 

Salient ..." is completed as follows— "because the layout as impeccaby designed to maximise puzzlement. Mental Vigour, and Sheer-Good Fun, in chasing articles wheresoever they may hie". Pursue, pursue.


In expectation of appropriate palms and goodies.





John Pettigrew.
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me radical, you ...?


Sir.—I am forced to reply to the letter from Auckland by Owen Gager in 

Salient 24. First I must straighten out what he was trying to say. In clear language, it goes something like this:


(1) The Radical Activists Conference was not a conference, but a "political coalition".


(2) The VUW Socialist Club and the Auckland PYM are "partners" in this coalition.


(3) The Socialist Club is "saying" that the Auckland demonstrations were in defence of the Auckland PYM, and were concerned with a general persecution of the left, when in reality they were "for civil liberties" and "against individual instances of excessive use of force by police in making arrests at demonstrations.".


Perhaps it will be best to clear up these details of the first part of Mr. Gager's letter first. The first suggestion—that the conference was a coalition—is sheer nonsense as anyone who was there knows. However Gager insists on this point, in order to try and brand the VUW Socialist Club with the "sins" of the Auckland PYM. Incidentally, those who did go to the Radical Activists Conference from VUW Socialist Club in no way represented the club; it was left to individuals to do what they wanted. As there was no coalition, it is hard to see how anyone could be partners in it. As regards (3) it seems mere quibbling to separate "defence of the left" from "civil liberties". The demonstrations were about all those things, as anyone who reads the pamphlets produced for them can see.


In the second part of his letter Gager gets down to his real business and makes these points:


(4) Members of the Socialist Club have made "what they have claimed to be" attacks on the tactics of the Auckland PYM.


(5) This is just a front for real solidarity with the Auckland PYM.


In other words, we really like what PYM does, but we "attack" them just for show (or something).


This Ingenious and nonsensical theorising on the part of O.G. Gager actually points up what is behind his own sectarianism—of which his letter is a typical example. He simply cannot understand the Marxist notion of critical support: support against attacks by the enemy, which are never defensible. An example of this is the unconditional defence Marxists must give to the workers' states in their confrontations with imperialism. Criticism when it is felt this is justified. This is precisely our attitude to Auckland PYM.


As far as we're concerned they have democratic rights—to exist, to organise demonstrations, to publish their magazine, to not have their homes ransacked on false pretences and their hard-earned equipmnt confiscated—and we will defend these rights unconditionally. This is why we organised the solidarity demonstrations here.


On the other hand we have a perfect right to criticise them when we think they are bound by an ultraleft childishness which can only damage the movement. This is what we did at the Radical Activists Conference.


Gager's suggestion of "attacking" to cover up "real solidarity" reflects his own sorry way of carrying on. He won't give an ounce of support to something he disagrees with only slightly. For instance he left the Committee on Vietnam because of trifling squabbles with others of differing political viewpoints within the COV, who nevertheless were all prepared to unite on the demand for the withdrawal of New Zealand troops.


This latest thicket of cobwebs Gager has constructed is merely another reflection of his sectarianism and childish meanness. It is tragic that he has to be dishonest in his ambition to be ever critical.





G. A. Fyson.
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Malaysia


Sir,—In answer to Mr. Sharifuddin's letter in the last 
Salient, at the beginning of the year I invited, by personal letter, all overseas student groups at the university (including Fijian. Soamoan, Thai, African, and M.S.A—for the record I did not invite the MSSA and was promptly hauled over the coals and rectified the omission for the next meeting)—to send one or two reps., according to their size, to be on the International Affairs Sub-committee and to represent their respective points of view. As such MSA were officially represented though, of course, their thoughts on matters not directly pertaining to the MSA were of a personal nature.


(b) I have been in closer contact with the MSSA through the year as they have constantly gone out of their way to tell me of their views and activities. MSA has been helpful too but at times they have not told me of Important meetings such as their AGM. However, I have been in touch with some members of th MSA who are personal friends.


(c) What 
Salient does it Its own business but when I wrote the article in question I consulted with the then Persident of the MSSA and the immediate past President of the MSA as to the facts. The part relating to the future is hypothetical and my own opinion.


(d) On other matters relating to "consultation" I considered through my contacts in MSA that I had a more than adequate idea of their point of view. I am fully aware of the existence of MSA, its implications and its general policy and cannot, as Mr. Sharifuddin well knows, ignore it.


(e) The Clubhouse or House has, as its caretaker, the MSA as questions raised in the Malaysian Government were not prepared to pay monies for a "House" which was being used by Singaporean full members. As caretakers the MSA have ultimate control though I agree it is available for "all Malaysians and their friends".


I think, however, that some hard thinking must be done by both sides to stop this ridiculous situation as it exists and to bring about a reconciliation. To this end and ni vew of the sentiments expressed by the new President of the MSSA I am going to ask the Presidents and the Secretaries of the two parties to meet with me so that we can begin to hammer out a possible solution to the problem.


International Affairs Officer.





John Eade.
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Sir.—As Mr. Marsh has pointed out in his letter published in 
Salient 24, Mr. Pretty's article on Wagner's Dark Horse Opera is not only badly written and in part plagiarised, but also displays a remarkable lack of critical perception. Indeed, the purpose itself of the article is far from clear. Is it intended as a record review, or as some kind of critical appraisal of the work.


If the former, the actual criticism of the performance is limited to saying that Wolfgang Windgassen gives "possibly his greatest performance". (Presumably Mr. Pretty has heard all the others). There is a paragraph about the reputation of the other singers (also from the record notes?) but nothing about their performances, nor about the performance of the orchestra Also there is nothing about the recording reproduction, surface noise, stereo effect, etc.


If, however, it is the letter, the list of sins of omission is even longer. Mr. Pretty falls to place the opera in the context of the whole cycle failing to explain the significance of such vital terms as "the ring" "siebelung", "Wotan" or "Wallbale". If we are to be assumed so simple, to need a crude plot summary which incidentally is as unnecessary as it is tedious, such synopsis being available in numerous books in the library, then presumably we need an explanation of these terms whether they appear in an earlir article or not.


Furthermore, this childish plot summary is the limit of Mr. Pretty's dramatic criticism, if indeed it can be called criticism, and saying that "the brass instruments have a field day" or that "the strings are there mainly to provide background music and filter" hardly fulfils the function of musical criticism. Also terms such as "fantastic", "most beautifully light and air" and "a wee bit fine" are too mouldy and subjective to be of any value.


What then are we to conclude the article to be but the ramblings of an irresponsible Wagnerolater who betrays himself in such witticisms as "if you find you have no taste for Wagner (i.e., you have not taste)".


Finally, I hope that in future your newspaper will refrain from wasting students' money in presenting us with the crap dropped from the ring of Mr. Pretty's hobbey-horse.





Allan Marett.
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Roger Dear.


Little did I know, as men of my ilk little do, that you were to make of the interview of me a Puzzle, a Competition.


As you have done so, I insist that I win. and receive all due accolades. My answer therefore is that the interviews read across the page, not (smug, smug) as the non-initiate of 

Salient layout might presume, down the ruled columns. As if anyone would take notice of big black thick lines like that. And that the fellow looking with understandable chagrin from twixt Marshallian thoughts is no less than Spiro Zavos, writer. And that Simon laid it out.


My slogan "Why I like 

Salient ..." is completed as follows— "because the layout as impeccaby designed to maximise puzzlement. Mental Vigour, and Sheer-Good Fun, in chasing articles wheresoever they may hie". Pursue, pursue.


In expectation of appropriate palms and goodies.





John Pettigrew.
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Discipline appeal upheld




An appeal to Council against a fine of $15 for "behaviour subversive of discipline" has been upheld.


The appeal was allowed on the ground that the charge had related to the fact that the student had failed to carry out the instructions of a caretaker whereas the finding of the disciplinary committee of the Professorial Board had related to "offensive language"' used by the student.


The Appeal Tribunal made no finding on the question of whether the behaviour of the student was subversive of discipline but did express the tribunal's disapproval of the student's behaviour.


The fine was imposed by the disciplinary committee of the Professorial Board on a student after an argument between the student and a caretaker.


The caretaker had claimed that the student had driven at an excessive speed in the university grounds.


The caretaker remonstrated with the student about his speed and in the course of the argument which followed the student referred to the caretaker as "a filthy Dutch bastard who could go from whence he came".


An Appeal Tribunal, with members drawn from council, heard the student's appeal on 2 October.


The Tribunal noted that, while the student had recognised that the caretaker must have had some authority, the caretaker did not advise the student of his authority, even though he was asked by the student to do this.


It was also pointed out by defending counsel that the apellant had been offered a chance to get off with a $2 fine for a parking offence before the Professorial Board sub-committee considered the matter.


The offer had been made by the Vice-Chancellor.


The only previous offence within the last 13 years under the regulation concerned had been a charge of discrediting the university.


This offence arose from an attempt to disrail the cable car.


Defending counsel said that the charge was obviously a serious one.


He suggested that "if every student who used the word 'bastard' were to be fined $15, this would add considerably to the 
[
unclear: coffers] of the University".
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Blacks kept at arm's length




The electoral system in Rhodesia was designed to keep Africans at arms' length from Parliament, said Miss Judith Todd, daughter of a former Prime Minister of Rhodesia, who spoke at Victoria as part of a country-wide lecture tour.


"There are two ways to rig the ballot box," she said.


"You can rig it from the voting box end or at the other end by fiddling with the constitution."


Miss Todd referred to the new constitution as an "ingenious document".


She said there were 16 Africans in the 66 member Parliament.


Under the new constitution the degree of representation would be equivalent to the total sum paid in income tax.


"The African will gain equal representation in about 300 to 400 years time." she said.


"Because the overwhelming number live at a subsistence level.


"They handle little actual money let alone pay income tax.


"The new constitution has held back equal representation for all time because of the poverty of the rural African."


In reply to a question on the possibility of the overthrow of the Smith regime, Miss Todd said five per cent of the population could not hold down the rest of the country with laws for a long time.


"There is absolutely no choice for the Africans to pick up the same sort of weapons which are being used against them," she said.


After a further question as to the number of, and the justification for the guerilla forces in Rhodesia, Miss Todd said the guerillas weren't "motherless and fatherless vermin who have crawled out of the ground."


"They have come to the conclusion that the only way is through force," she said.


"I find it difficult to withhold my sympathy and support for people oppressed for so long, to use the only avenue left open to them."


Asked whether sanctions against Rhodesia hurt the African rather than the whites, she said that it was because of this that the employment rate was lower now than it had been for ten years.


"It is a very dangerous situation for Mr Smith," she said.


Asked what effect the All Black tour of South Africa would have on apartheid. Miss Todd said she was "sure the All Blacks would be used by the Government."


"It would indicate to the world that New Zealand's attitude to South Africa and Rhodesia was "basically friendly."




[image: Photo: J. Miller.]

Miss Judith Todd speaking at the Memorial Theatre on Monday.
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Fees Rise by $6




The Students' Association fee will be $19 as from next year.


This was decided by the SGM last week on the recommendation of Executive.


An amendment, moved unsuccessfully by Bill Logan and Graeme Nesbitt would have put 50 cents of the increase to the General Account for use in cultural affairs. This would have reduced the increase devoted to the Maintenance Account from $2.00 to $1.50, but would still have allowed for a surplus of over $2,000 in the Maintenance Account in 1970.


Both speakers said it seemed to be the policy of Executive to favour sports clubs over cultural clubs, even though there were more people belonging to cultural clubs.


"Sports clubs get over three times the amount cultural clubs are allowed," said Graeme Nesbitt.


"Cultural clubs were granted $1,600 this year while $5,000 went to sports clubs."


He said that some clubs were deterred from applying for grants because they felt they had little chance of getting them.


A further speaker. Mr. King, said that it would be inappropriate to alter the budget at this stage because Council approval which had already been obtained for it. might be difficult to gain for an amended budget.


This attitude was criticised by several students including Simon Arnold who said "it was the attitude of the type of student running this association."


"It is a thoroughly bad attitude to be afraid to ask for money for culutral clubs because the administration might not give it to us."


"If that is their attitude they don't deserve a students association," he said.


The relevance of the amendment was questioned by some people.


Paul Callaghan said it didn't have anything to do with the question of whether the Students Association needed more money.


"Any decision on this allocation should be a separate motion," he said.


"I am not sure that the Executive is responsible enough to handle more money."


The Treasurer, David Tait, said an allocation to the Cultural Clubs could come from the surplus from the General Account.


"We've already tried this," said Graeme Nesbitt.


He said the former Cultural Affairs Officer, Helen McGrath had been unsuccessful in moving such a motion at Executive.


The final speaker to the amendment was Colin Knox who said it was "just a smokescreen".


The motion was then put, and lost.


There was little real opposition voiced to the substantive motion.


The major reasons for the increase were outlined in a sheet signed by the treasurer of the Association, David Tait.


"As we think it is necessary to think in terms of an allocation for the Maintenance Account that would be sufficient for at least five years, an increase of $2 appears to be necessary," David said.


He said the cost of the present SUB facilities would be $980,000.


"We are still repaying a $32,000 loan from the University given when the present building was commenced."


"Two dollars of the present $3 allocation is repaying this loan, leaving only $1 for current and future developments," he said.


David emphasised that the figures were "arbitrary" but said they did show the dimensions of the problems involved.


"If improvements to present facilities are desired then costs will be much higher than estimates," he said.


Criticism of the present facilities was offered by several speakers including Mr. Hewitt who compared them with Auckland University.


"And there they have a cafeteria manager whom they make money out of," he said.


Paul Callaghan said that in view of the dining room facilities which would be available to staff members at the university next year, it would be quite appropriate to impose a levy on the staff of $10 a head.


He attempted to move an amendment to this effect, but the chairman refused to accept it.


Gerard Curry, who seconded the motion said it would be a "strange philosophy to have a building for students which was not available to staff".


He said it would be "unsatisfactory" to decrease the allocation to the Building Account by $1 as some speakers had suggested because another SGM would be required next year to raise it again.


Gerard said the increased allocations would mean "increased flexibility in administering the General Account."


He said there would probably be more money for both the Sports and Cultural Councils because of this.
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Editor replies to P.Y.M.




[image: Photo: Dave Millar.]

Mr. 
J. A. Kelleher, editor of the "Dominion" pictured when the Progressive Youth Movement visited his office to make a protest






The editor of the "Dominion", Mr. J. A. Kelleher (pictured) has replied to the letter sent to the Wellington branch of the Progressive Youth Movement, part of which was published in 
Salient 24.


"The 
Dominion' journalists and sub-editors report the news and attend to its placement in the newspaper in proportion to the interest of all of the news competing for a particular day's issue," he said.


"They make this judgment without any policy directions and would resent the type of remark you make—that our non-publication "smacks of political censorship worthy of the Saigon regime."


Mr Kelleher said the PYM was welcome to advise the 
Dominion of any of its activities which may be worth considering for publication.


"We will continue to cover it when and if this seems warranted, and to place it in the newspaper when it seems, by comparison with the other news, to deserve attention," he said.


On Friday evening, the PYM demonstrators visited the 
Dominion where they were met by Mr Kelleher who outlined his reasons for non-publication.


He invited those present to come in and present their views to him when they so desired.
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Contributors: 
Janet Bogle, Mike Bergin, Les Atkins, George Rosenberg, Roger Lawrence, Roger Brooking, Dave Smith.
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Summer Activities



Sport With 
Ian Stockwell






For those students staying in Wellington after finals and who will be wondering what to do with their excess energy and leisure time, an outline is given below of the various Victoria University sports clubs which will be in operation for the vacation period and who would be only too pleased to welcome new members.







Athletics


The Athletics Club has been prominent in the Wellington Centr for a number of seasons and should continue to be near the forefront of inter-club competition this coming season.


The club caters for all classes of athlete, and has a growing social membership. Winter sportsmen and sportswomen are also welcome and fitness training is available for those interested.


This is one sport where you can put as much or as little as you wish into it. and still enjoy it.


Opening night for the club is at the Boyd-Wilson field on Tuesday. November 11. at 5.30 p.m.


Anyone requiring further information should contact: Phil Kear: phone 62-791; Barry Meyers, phone 898-301.







Cricket


The Cricket Club usually fields six teams, in all grades. Practices are held at Kelburn Park on Tuesday. Wednesday and Thursday nights, and also Monday nights in the gymnasium from 5 p.m. to 7 p.m. Social functions are held. mostly towards the end of the season, including the annual staff club match on Kelburn Park. Contact: J. Carrad. ph. 46-271; J. Beban. ph. 56-450.






.303 
Rifles


The .303 Rifles Club has a small but active and experienced membership and new members are encouraged.


Club shooting takes place on the Trentham rifle range over all distances to 900 yards. The season extends from October to May. participation at Easier Tournament being a highlight.


Contact: Roger Girlestone. 17 Nikau St., Eastbourne. ph. 7123.







Rowing


The Rowing Club, one of Victoria's most successful sports, consists of a band of rugged enthusiasts, active after finals.


It welcomes all those with previous rowing experience, and needs young enthusiasts to remain one of the top New Zealand universities in this sport.


The Club encourages new members, and has limited facilities for training novice oarsmen.


Contact: Ollie Gilbert, ph. 757-634.







Swimming


The Swimming Club runs club nights during the summer on Mondays. 7-8 p.m. at the Thorndon Pool.


The Gym is also available for swimmers wishing to keep fit. Facilities are available for swimmers, divers and water polo players, men and women.


There are opportunities for club members to make Club trips out of Wellington. Faster Tournament teams. NZU representation both internal and abroad.


Contact for swimming or waterpolo clubs: Robbie Walker. 23 Beauchamp St., Karori. Ph. 766-098.







Surf Riders


The Surf Riders Club invites new members to join one of the strongest clubs on the campus.


Five to six Surfaris are held annually to such places as Gisborne. Whangamata and New Plymouth as well as seven to eight monthly competitions.


Barbecues, film evenings and social functions are also part of the Club's activities. It caters for both sexes, either learners or experienced surfers, who wish to experience some of the thrills of this spectacular sport.


A distinctive club Decal is available free to all members. Contact: John Knights. 138 Tasman St., Newtown; Stella Zachariadis. 63 Tilbury St., Epuni. ph. 673-281.







Tennis


The Tennis Club has four hard courts and a line pavilion down in Salamanca Road. Club afternoons are held on Saturdays and Sundays and the courts are for the sole use of Club members on Tuesday and Thursday evenings during the season.


The main event of the year is the club championships, from which players are selected for the Easter Tournament teams.


Women players are particularly welcome.


Contact. J. Hall, 39 Mairangi Road. Wadestown. ph. 46-676.







Underwater


The Underwater Club was formed in 1968 to cater for those with cold feet in winter, and a liking for hot barbecues in summer.


The club aims to bring together all those interested in spearfishing. underwater photography, wreck and salvage diving and all those who just like to look.


The social aspects of skindiving are well catered for. New members of both species are welcome.


Contact: Ken Nairn. 74 khadallah Rd., ph. 793-807.







Volley Ball


Volley Ball is a game of skill and teamwork, played right throughout the year at Victoria, including the summer vacation.


Victoria has a strong club with excellent facilities in the Gym and has done well at Tournaments in the past.


A friendly club, it welcomes all types of players, male and female, beginners and experts and has players of all nationalities. Coaching is available.


Contact: John Hall. ph. 46-000. Ext. 711.







Yachting


The Yacht Club is now based at, and affiliated to. the Royal Port Nicholson Yacht Club, in Oriental Bay.


Students may compete in R.P.N.Y.C. races and utilise the excellent facilities available.


A number of students now own their own boats, and the Club itself possesses two yachts.


The aim of the club is to promote a regular sailing programme for a substantial fleet as soon as possible and exhorts all enthusiastic students to join immediately.


Contact: Nat Dunning. 23 Helen St.: John De Joux. 56 Kelburn Pde., ph. 758-569.
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For those students staying in Wellington after finals and who will be wondering what to do with their excess energy and leisure time, an outline is given below of the various Victoria University sports clubs which will be in operation for the vacation period and who would be only too pleased to welcome new members.
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Athletics


The Athletics Club has been prominent in the Wellington Centr for a number of seasons and should continue to be near the forefront of inter-club competition this coming season.


The club caters for all classes of athlete, and has a growing social membership. Winter sportsmen and sportswomen are also welcome and fitness training is available for those interested.


This is one sport where you can put as much or as little as you wish into it. and still enjoy it.


Opening night for the club is at the Boyd-Wilson field on Tuesday. November 11. at 5.30 p.m.


Anyone requiring further information should contact: Phil Kear: phone 62-791; Barry Meyers, phone 898-301.
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Cricket


The Cricket Club usually fields six teams, in all grades. Practices are held at Kelburn Park on Tuesday. Wednesday and Thursday nights, and also Monday nights in the gymnasium from 5 p.m. to 7 p.m. Social functions are held. mostly towards the end of the season, including the annual staff club match on Kelburn Park. Contact: J. Carrad. ph. 46-271; J. Beban. ph. 56-450.
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.303 
Rifles


The .303 Rifles Club has a small but active and experienced membership and new members are encouraged.


Club shooting takes place on the Trentham rifle range over all distances to 900 yards. The season extends from October to May. participation at Easier Tournament being a highlight.


Contact: Roger Girlestone. 17 Nikau St., Eastbourne. ph. 7123.
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Rowing


The Rowing Club, one of Victoria's most successful sports, consists of a band of rugged enthusiasts, active after finals.


It welcomes all those with previous rowing experience, and needs young enthusiasts to remain one of the top New Zealand universities in this sport.


The Club encourages new members, and has limited facilities for training novice oarsmen.


Contact: Ollie Gilbert, ph. 757-634.
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Swimming


The Swimming Club runs club nights during the summer on Mondays. 7-8 p.m. at the Thorndon Pool.


The Gym is also available for swimmers wishing to keep fit. Facilities are available for swimmers, divers and water polo players, men and women.


There are opportunities for club members to make Club trips out of Wellington. Faster Tournament teams. NZU representation both internal and abroad.


Contact for swimming or waterpolo clubs: Robbie Walker. 23 Beauchamp St., Karori. Ph. 766-098.
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Surf Riders


The Surf Riders Club invites new members to join one of the strongest clubs on the campus.


Five to six Surfaris are held annually to such places as Gisborne. Whangamata and New Plymouth as well as seven to eight monthly competitions.


Barbecues, film evenings and social functions are also part of the Club's activities. It caters for both sexes, either learners or experienced surfers, who wish to experience some of the thrills of this spectacular sport.


A distinctive club Decal is available free to all members. Contact: John Knights. 138 Tasman St., Newtown; Stella Zachariadis. 63 Tilbury St., Epuni. ph. 673-281.
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Tennis


The Tennis Club has four hard courts and a line pavilion down in Salamanca Road. Club afternoons are held on Saturdays and Sundays and the courts are for the sole use of Club members on Tuesday and Thursday evenings during the season.


The main event of the year is the club championships, from which players are selected for the Easter Tournament teams.


Women players are particularly welcome.


Contact. J. Hall, 39 Mairangi Road. Wadestown. ph. 46-676.
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Underwater


The Underwater Club was formed in 1968 to cater for those with cold feet in winter, and a liking for hot barbecues in summer.


The club aims to bring together all those interested in spearfishing. underwater photography, wreck and salvage diving and all those who just like to look.


The social aspects of skindiving are well catered for. New members of both species are welcome.


Contact: Ken Nairn. 74 khadallah Rd., ph. 793-807.
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Volley Ball


Volley Ball is a game of skill and teamwork, played right throughout the year at Victoria, including the summer vacation.


Victoria has a strong club with excellent facilities in the Gym and has done well at Tournaments in the past.


A friendly club, it welcomes all types of players, male and female, beginners and experts and has players of all nationalities. Coaching is available.


Contact: John Hall. ph. 46-000. Ext. 711.
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Yachting


The Yacht Club is now based at, and affiliated to. the Royal Port Nicholson Yacht Club, in Oriental Bay.


Students may compete in R.P.N.Y.C. races and utilise the excellent facilities available.


A number of students now own their own boats, and the Club itself possesses two yachts.


The aim of the club is to promote a regular sailing programme for a substantial fleet as soon as possible and exhorts all enthusiastic students to join immediately.


Contact: Nat Dunning. 23 Helen St.: John De Joux. 56 Kelburn Pde., ph. 758-569.
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From the 
Gym: Harrier Club repeats performance



Finals Fitness


The VUW Physical Welfare Staff recommends for finals at least an hour a week of delicious exercise for every unit.


One can try any or all of the following exciting possibilities:



	
• Trampolining: Any time you like, from 8 a.m. to 10.30 p.m.. or part thereof.

	
• Keep Fit Classes from 12-1 p.m. Wednesdays and 1-2 p.m 
on Fridays.

	
• Dance (Creative) 1-2 Wednesdays. 8 p.m. Thursdays. (Ballroom): 5-6 p.m Tuesdays. 7 p.m. Thursdays.



For fitness training and weight training, advice and schedules are free from the Gymnasium Stall' anytime.


One can also play Badminton. Table Tennis and other sportive tricks at almost anytime.


The Physical Welfare Service provides everything but your presence at the gymnasium.


Thai is the least you can do. which may be a good reason for doing it.


From this special free offer the following is guaranteed:




	(1)
	Greater swot efficiency.


	(2)
	A lasting cure for sleepy-sickness-librariensis.


	(3)
	Enjoyment or money back.


	(4)
	Only brief interruption of study.



Victoria's Harrier (Tub repeated its performance in the 10 mile road champs, by finishing in fifth place in the teams' race in the annual 20 mile Gold Cup event.


With the first live runners in each team home counting for points Vic turned in its best performance for several years by actually having a team finish.


The race which starts from the Trentham racecourse consists of four live-mile laps, roughly half cross-country and-half road.


Entries for the race totalled 135. however, only 110 faced the starter and of this number only 70 odd finished the race.


Victoria actually had 8 competitors in the race but Bob Wilson up on section from Christchurch and Ian Hunt withdrew after two laps.


Vies other withdrawal was its colourful, flambuoyant runner Martyn (Che) Fisher who' was involved in a wee bit of a rumble and had to withdraw from the race after one lap in unusual circumstances.
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Smallbore Club wins Shield



Victoria's Small Bore rifle team recently won the Wellington interclub annual competition for the Osmond Shield.


Team scores were: University (1) 783.52; Municipal (2) 780.55; Brooklyn (3) 777.49; Ngaio (4) 733.36; Melrose (5) 771.41; Aotca (6) 762.33.


The best individual performances in Victoria's team were: N. Northmore (100.8), G. Adlam (99.7), C. Harvie (99.7), A. Fair (98.8), D. Kew (98.6), and A. Edwards (97.6).


The remaining live Vic runners finished in the following order. Ian Stockwell (16). 2h 15m 36s; Roger Clark (38). 2h 30m Ms; Don Anderson (44). 2h 31m 58.8s; Bryan Dawkins (45). 2h 32m 7s; and Jim Callaghan (56). 2h 44m 22s.
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Labour: But Not In Vain


By David Butcher





The Labour Party has always been an organisation rich in ideals. In the last three elections it has, however, been defeated. On each occasion Labour has been unable to present a radical alternative attractive enough to cut through the prevailing and possibly quite natural mood of political lethargy. The outcome of the election this year could depend to a large extent upon the results of the process of renewal within the Labour Party that has been going on for the past three years and whether this has managed to sharpen its electoral cutting edge.


The credibility of the Labour alternative government is specially important in 1969. This year's election, with the notable exception of education, has as yet provoked little controversy, but it could easily rank with 1891, 1912 and 1935 as a turning point in New Zealand's political and social history. Unlike these previous dates 1969 will not be important for the changes in policies canvassed and promoted at the polls by the incoming party but more by the attitude it adopts to the problems with which it is confronted and the responses engendered to changed circumstances. It is clear that EEC or not, New Zealand's position as the Britain of the South Pacific cannot last indefinitely and far reaching changes are likely in the next three years. To maintain a standard and quality of living equal to and surpassing that to which we are accustomed will demand a radical attempt to establish priorities for industrial, commercial and social development.






Paradox


The Labour Party has shown in the past that it is prepared to take up an unpopular position to further its egalitarian objectives and in support of its principles. It remains however, something of a paradox. On the one hand it is disciplined and demands high standards of loyalty. On the other it is a movement for social liberation from fear of illness and want, committed to the guarantee of meaningful debate and criticism and a free flow of information. In its essence it is an idealistic movement with a strong commitment to internationalist ideals and aspirations. Its coherence and unity are derived from its background and support from Trade Unionism and enable it as a government to implement policies demanding the establishment of priorities to an extent that conservative governments would never be able to do, because of their dependence upon an ability to hand out shares of an ever expending national cake.


It was not by accident that a book containing excerpts from speeches by Norm Kirk was entitled "Towards Nationhood". This is not pursuit of the sterile, mystical nationalism of the Welsh and Scots Nationalists. It does, however, imply a recognition that specifically New Zealand solutions are being sought for specifically New Zealand problems. The Commonwealth and Monarchy are irrelevant to present problems but remain as reminders of a common opposition to Fascism and Militarism the former providing at the same time a useful experiment in multi-racial cooperation. "Nationhood" envisages an international role for New Zealand which will recognise its size and resources rather than its "influence" base on servility to the "mother" country. Our obvious focus of attention is the Pacific and the Islands but with our relative affluence and well developed representation in many parts of the world we can play a role as the organiser, lobbyist and leader of the small, largely underdeveloped emergent nations of the world. Looking further ahead Labour recognises the potential friends to be made in the Pacific basin in China and South America.






Foreign Policy


The Labour Party's explicit foreign policy objectives, immediate withdrawal from Vietnam, a short time limit on the retention of forces in Malaya, coupled with attempts to assist peaceful integration in that country are aimed in this direction. However, foreign policy cannot succeed, unless based on a firm economy. On the economic front the Labour Party sees as the greatest danger, at present, the attempts being made to remove the issues involved from the scrutiny of the public. This tendency has had considerable impetus in this year's Budget, with the consolidation of several classes of expenditure, concealing the purposes for which they are intended and also in the formation of the present National Development Council. In the name of "efficiency" the conservatives are attempting to categorise the economy into exclusive fields of responsibility. Each person will have competence in a diminishing area while at the top a small, self perpetuating clique of business "giants", bureaucrats and pliable politicians take all the really important decisions.


Labour is opposed to this conservative conception of planning. Any plan must be fully discussed and understood before it is implemented and open to critical scrutiny at all stages. It must be a consultative process as well as indicative. From the most humble worker on the shop floor, through every level of management, those whose lives will be changed by decisions must have the right to be consulted beforehand and each through his union or professional association to negotiate in detail with management. Without this process of scruting, political changes through the ballot box become meaningless.






Integral Learning


The time has passed when an ability to pass examinations can be he criterion of an "education" or "success". Learning must become an integral part of everyone's work and life. Instead of determining at eleven, fifteen, or twenty-one that a person must have a particular type of occupation for the rest of his life facilities must exist for the greatest possible free choice and opportunity to change adding a new dimension to economic flexibility. Work structuring and productivity gains will soon make possible the abolition of the social evil of overtime and bring closer the universal thirty-five hour working week freeing more time for leisure. None of these objectives will be achieved however, while our political authorities lack control over and information about vital sections of our economy. The conservative image of man as an economic animal must give way to the socialist conception of man as an individual.


Despite the horrified cry of "too much tax" or "where's the money going to come from" that confronts every radical government Labour believes that there is plenty of room within the present system for further redistribution of wealth in order to attain objectives such as free medical services and improved education. There is little justification for depriving a man of what he has earned and margins for skill and expertise are required to retain those who enrich the country with their skill knowledge and initiative. However, there is little justice if the "children" of talented people are allowed to inhert their parents' wealth unobstructed. This is especially true after they have enjoyed the benefits of their parents' wealth and are aged in their forties. Frequently this inherited wealth is mistaken for "success" and "enterprise".






News Media


Another significant field of development in the next few years will be the future of our information and news media services. The uniformly conservative orientation of our newspapers and the turgid orthodoxy that the NZBC is being increasingly encouraged to adopt has brought about significant demands for private broadcasting. Decentralisation on the basis of single station units could do no other than in the long-run encourage a common low standard of technical performance, programmes and cultural activities. As with industrial decentralisation New Zealand's population is inadequate to support autonomy on the basis of single population centres and Labour has recognised this with a sensible policy of regional specialisation. This will permit variety and economic viability, with fruitful competition for talent and quality without the waste of duplicated services and scrambling.


I would be the first to admit that the Labour Party is far from an ideal political instrument. Its organisation and constitution were not designed for the demands now being placed on them and both are long overdue for reform; However, the more tolerant attitude adopted to diverse opinion and dissent within the party and the unprecedented questioning and thought that is now going to give rise to hopes that a Labour Government in the nineteen seventies will provide not only capable management through a difficult period but also establish social priorities consistent with the principles upon which the Labour Party was founded.
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Why 
National Should be the Government


By James Young




The quality of any government can be measured by:




	(a)
	the calibre of its members; and


	(b)
	its performance in recent years.



The decision of every thinking voter should be governed by these considerations. Compare the leaders of the parties and decide who you would prefer to lead your country and represent it overseas. Compare key men in the cabinet -real or shadow. Compare policies and promises and the way they have been implemented.


As university students, we are conscious of education, and. perhaps misguidely, we place an excessive value on it. Let us examine the National government—9 persons have at least one university degree and home have more. But many have other qualifications—for example, the Minister of Finance has no degree, yet he is A.R.A.N.Z and five of his colleagues are similarly qualified. In addition. 15 of the new candidates offering themselves at the forthcoming elections are University graduates.






Qualifications


Let us look at some specific members of the National Government and their careers and experience.



Rt Hon. K. J. Holyoakc. Probably 
the most educated man in Parliament—not book-learning but 
applied learning. He is a shrewd and highly skilled negotiator, as was apparent from his recent visit to the United States and Canada. Only a few months ago. when our lamb exports to the U.S. were threatened. Mr Holyoake sent a strong message to that country. On his return, he had "new and firm assurances". How would his oppsite number have fared?


Mr Holyoake is recognised as a world figure in the realm of statesmanship.



Rt Hon. J. R. Marshall. LL.M. B.A. A lawyer by profession. Mr Marshall was the architect of the Australia-New Zealand Free Trade Agreement and the Industrial Development Conference. Do you remember the opposition to these that came from a vociferous group? But who would deny their value now? The very people who castigated these enterprising and forward-looking schemes at their inception, are clamouring for the treasury benches.



Performance



	• Export receipts in June 1969 exceeded a 

Billion dollars a year (in 1960, just over 600 million).

	• 60% of all exports now sold outside Britain (in 1960. 47%).

	• Manufactured exports last year were $84.2 million (in 1960. $16.3 million).

	• Forest products exports last year were $60 million (in 1962, only 15 million).

	• Additional trade officers appointed overseas (during the last Labour Government, many posts were not filled when they became vacant).




[
unclear: A]. P. Shand 
B.A. When a body is elected to look after a small section of the community, how can its leaders take a firm line when negotiating with what are sometimes the unreasonable demands of its own supporters? This has always been the problem of a Labour Government in office.


Tom Shand is a name synonomous with industrial harmony. Serious strikes (very common in England over the last three years) are virtually unknown in New Zealand.



R. D. Muldoon, A.R.A.N.Z. What election promises is the National Government making which it cannot keep? None. Why? Because it hasn't made any. Why? Because the country can't afford something for nothing.


Logical? Note quite, but Mr Muldoon is intent on keeping New Zealand's finances on an even keel. His firmness has restored our balance of payments.



Performance



	• Ross Committee Report on Taxation—the recommendations of which have in the main been implemented by the Government.

	• Tax incentives for farming, forestry, fishing and tourism.

	• Sharp rise in savings and investment in national development works.

	• Record increase in export income.

	• Full recovery from the worst recession since the '30's.




Hon. Brian Talboys, B.A. A sound administrator, based on experience obtained while working with agricultural journals.



Performance



	• Farm production has risen by 27% since 1960.

	• Demonstration farms have been established.

	• Lands Department has developed 1.25 million over the past five years.




Hon. A. E. Kinsella, M.A. A practising teacher before he entered politics, Mr Kinsella has striven for an upgrading of th teaching profession and education generally.



Performance



	• In 1960 14,547 people attended university— today twice as many—29,370.

	• Spending on education today is $205 million—in 1960 it was $86 million.

	• All teachers' colleges now operating a three year course for primary teachers—(change over from two year course was completed in half the time recommended by the Commission on Education).

	• Smaller classes—(a) in primary: last year first steps were taken towards 1:35 pupils. (b) secondary: a new staff schedule has been introduced this year to give teacher pupil ratio of 1:32 for upper and lower sixth forms as a prelude to smaller classes generally.







Law Reforms


Law reform under the National Government has been phenominal. The late J. R. Hanan was a visionary and under his guidance the following reforms were enacted:



	• An ombudsman was appointed and his jurisdiction extended.

	• An administrative division of the Supreme Court was established to hear appeals from administrative tribunals.

	
• Family law reforms including:—better procedures for reconciliation.


—recognition that where reconciliation fails divorce should be available on common sense basis.


—Wives have been made equal with their husbands as guardians of their children. —Maintenance Law gave greater stress on need—heavier liability on the father of illegitimate children.



	• Liquor Referendum resulting in late closing —reducing voting and drinking age to twenty.

	• Legal aid.

	• Periodic detention extended to include adults.

	• Our Government has met the cost of selecting and training marriage guidance counsellors.

	• More liberal tests for paying costs to innocent defendants.

	• Introduced Breath and Blood tests to cut road toll caused by alcohol.

	• Established demerits points system to pinpoint persistent traffic offenders.



These are only a few indicative highlights of he progress and achievments of he National Government. Mention could have been made of many other things e.g. Blue Sreak Rail Car, Aluminium Smelter. Steel Works, Natural Gas and the phenominal increase in tourism.


The record is impressive—bu let's take a quick glance a a few of the new candidates who are offering thmselves at he forthcoming elections:



H. C. Templeton, M.A. (Otago University) in Classics and History. Awarded a Rhodes Scholarship and was awarded a first class honours degre in History at Oxford. Is standing for Awarua.



Ralph Miller, M.Sc in Zoology—deputy headmaster at Heretaunga College.



H. K. Ngata, B.A., B.Com.—standing for Eastern Maori.



F. J. Handy—a lawyer by profession, Frank Handy also has an M.A. with first class honours in Philosophy.



Dr Dawson—Candidate for Wigram is a Fellow of Auckland College of Surgeons.



W. C. Edwards. Born in Tonga and aged 35. Mr Edwards graduatd LL.B. at Auckland and is an Auckland University Rugby Blue and has represented North Island Universities and New Zealand Universities.


Space does permit to detail all the achievements of the Naional Government and their achievements of their candidates. Suffice to say that their records are impeccable. The calibre of men and women standing has never been higher.




Age:


Average age of sitting members is 53 years and of new candidates 42—a combination of experience and youth.


When you decide on which party you wish to govern New Zealand remember these achievements and then decide which party you will vote for.


There is also an engineer and a veterinary surgeon, lawyers and accountants, farmers and businessmen who are standing.
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Law reform under the National Government has been phenominal. The late J. R. Hanan was a visionary and under his guidance the following reforms were enacted:
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	• An administrative division of the Supreme Court was established to hear appeals from administrative tribunals.

	
• Family law reforms including:—better procedures for reconciliation.


—recognition that where reconciliation fails divorce should be available on common sense basis.


—Wives have been made equal with their husbands as guardians of their children. —Maintenance Law gave greater stress on need—heavier liability on the father of illegitimate children.
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H. C. Templeton, M.A. (Otago University) in Classics and History. Awarded a Rhodes Scholarship and was awarded a first class honours degre in History at Oxford. Is standing for Awarua.



Ralph Miller, M.Sc in Zoology—deputy headmaster at Heretaunga College.



H. K. Ngata, B.A., B.Com.—standing for Eastern Maori.



F. J. Handy—a lawyer by profession, Frank Handy also has an M.A. with first class honours in Philosophy.



Dr Dawson—Candidate for Wigram is a Fellow of Auckland College of Surgeons.
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Space does permit to detail all the achievements of the Naional Government and their achievements of their candidates. Suffice to say that their records are impeccable. The calibre of men and women standing has never been higher.
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1 Socialist — George Fyson


George Fyson, the editor of 
Red Spark, the magazine of the VUW Socialist Club, is standing as a candidate in the General Elections. He will contest the Wellington Central electorate for the Socialist Action League. George is twenty years old, and in his third year at Victoria.


The Socialist Action League was formed a few weeks ago, and most of the group are students and members of the Socialist Club. It will already be known to a few students through a bulletin which has recently appeared, 
Socialist Action.


"The reason why we are putting up a candidate," said George, "is that we regard the Vietnam issue as a critical one for the future of the whole world, and it is essential that it should be made into a key issue in the elections. The Labour Party Conference (and the 
Fol Conference) called for the withdrawal of NZ forces, but the National Executive and the Caucus, in order to maximise Labour's chances at the elections regardless of the cost, do not intend to implement the decision. We are standing a candidate only because of the Labour "leadership's" deliberate equivocation on this fundamental question of Vietnam. We have offered our active support to the Labour Candidate for Wellington Central on the condition that Mr Kirk will commit himself as leader of the Party to unconditional and immediate withdrawal. But he won't. We wrote two letters to him, but he did not deign to reply."


Asked if the S.A.L. was trying to "blackmail" the Party, as Kirk is reported to have said, George replied. "Certainly not; there can be no such construction placed on our actions. We have deliberately chosen a scat that is safe for National in order not to harm Labour's chance of becoming the Government. The Labour Party is definitely preferable to a Tory government; although bureaucratically deformed in the extreme, it does still retain the affiliation of the bulk of the working people. Our campaign is to raise ideas and issues; vote-catching is incidental In fact, we are going to go to the polls with the call that in all other electorates except Wellington Central people vote Labour."


George told 
Salient that although Vietnam would be the primary plank in the S.A.L.'s programme, many other issues would also be brought forward. "Essentially it is a programme for a socialist transformation of New Zealand, he said, "and our election demands will highlight a number of issues which we think will be the most effective in raising the consciousness of people, in showing them—mainly workers and students—that socialism is necessary 

if we are to progress, and that it can be achieved, through class struggle, through the mass movement of the working class and its allies.


When asked whether such a prospective, which was essentially a revolutionary one, was compatible with standing for Parliament, which some "revolutionaries" considered to be a "sellout" tactic. George answered. "There is nothing at all hypocritical in standing for Parliament, provided that you have a genuine socialist programme, and put it before everything else. At a certain stage the Bolsheviks under Lenin put up candidates for the Tsarist Duma, and even had them elected. Lenin recognised that elections provide revolutionaries with great opportunities to publicise their ideas. And it goes without saying that he was under no illusion as to the efficiency of parliament in the long term.


"One of our first actions in the campaign will be to demand radio and television time for ourselves and for all political groups that are at present excluded, such as the Communist Party and the Socialist Unity Party. This situation is typical of our whole distorted electoral system, which sometimes seems like nothing more than a deal between the leaderships of the main parties to preserve their own parliamentary positions. We will not only attack this blatant and arbitrary censorship, but will also point up the self-censorship of the Press. which functions in the interest of privileged minorities.




The Programme


The Socialist Action League's programme is not yet finalised in the details, but its main points will go like this:



(1) 
Foreign Policy. Withdrawal from Vietnam, of all NZ personnel; withdrawal from Malaysia. 
Seato, Anzus; no Omega stations here Trade embargoes on Rhodesia and South Africa; no sports tours to countries practicing apartheid. Recognition of The People's Republic of China.



(2) 
Education. Greatly increased state expenditure on education. No state aid to private schools, which exist only to maintain either privilege or sectarianism. (But school holidays etc. will be available to all cultural and political groups to hold classes and meetings after school hours.) Abolition of all examinations, Universities to be administered by councils representative of all groups—staff, students—in proportion to their numbers. University grants to be controlled by a council 1/3 students. 1/3 stair. 1/3 government. All students over the age of 16 to receive the national minimum wage (see below). Secondary school students to have full trade union rights, schools to be run by councils similar to universities Abolition of corporal punishment.



(3) 
Income, Rents, Taxes. A National Minimum Wage, payable to all people over 16, whether sick, unemployed, studying. Taxation to be much more steeply graduated. Rents to be no more than 10% of wage. Retraining for persons displaced by automation etc. at full pay. Social Security to be completely over-hauled; all medical and related services to be entirely free.



(4) 
Nationalisation of all large industrial enterprises, and of all financial institutions. All nationalised industries—including those already nationalised—to be placed under the country of democratically elected workers' councils. In general, no compensation to former owners, but with exceptions in the case of farmer owned freezing works and in the case of holders of small parcels of shares.


(
5) 
Equality For Women. Equal pay for women immediately. Legalised abortion. Free day nurseries, and vastly increased facilities for pre-school children.



(6) 
Maoris And Islanders. Recognise the Polynesian peoples' rights to self-determination, even to the point of their forming a separate state, if they so wish. Special and substantial state funds for Maori and Islanders' education. Polynesian studies to be a compulsory subject in all schools. Schools of Polynesian studies to be developed in the universities, with substantial government grants. Outlawing of all discrimination—in jobs, accommodation, etc.—on the basis of race.



(7) 
Security Service. To be abolished.



(8) 
Management Of The Economy. All nationalised industries to be co-ordinated in a national economic plan, and the planning board to be responsible to the highest democratic body of the country. Strict price control. Automatic escalator clauses in all wage agreements including the N.M.W. No bank secrecy for any firm or organisation. State monopoly of foreign trade.





By Les Slater








2 
Independent — Mike Mitchell




Salient: What prompted your decision to stand, and with which party do you associate yourself?


I consider that for too long, politics has been the province of the "older generation"— most of the present politicians are in the 40 to 80 age group. It has become generally thought, unfortunately, that youth disqualifies one from public office. Criticism of our generation has never been more strident, and shows no sign of abating. The House of Representatives is the best forum to meet criticism head-on—and to counter it with sound, informed argument, based on a youthful, vital approach. With the voting age lowered (albeit belatedly) to 20. the need for wider representation of the community is even greater.


I am standing as a candidate independent of any political party—this means of course that I will not be bound to support out-of-date policies, and will have greater freedom of speech in advancing what I feel are the views, hopes, and aspirations of our age group. It has already been shown that "toeing the party-line" has effectively crippled true freedom of speech, and lowered the standard of debate— if it was ever high.




Salient: Why choose Wellington Central?


The other candidates for Wellington Central provide the voters of this city not with a choice, but with a dilemma. Dan Riddiford apparently has a fine war record, but what has he done since then? Certainly nothing for Wellington. This must be the worst-served electorate in the country. I want to provide the electorate with an alternative—with a much-needed change, untrammeled by party dogma and divided allegiances. I feel strongly about many aspects of Wellington's development—there is much to be done by the Parliamentary representative for Wellington 

Salient: Could you elaborate on some of these aspects?


Geographically, Wellington is unique. Unfortunately, in the name of progress, the Harbour Board is systematically destroying the inner-harbour by reclamation. The industrial area of Wellington is Gracefield, Hutt. Container-port facilities should be located where they belong—adjacent to industry.


The inner-harbour should be preserved, with emphasis on the tourist trade. A complex of container facilities in the heard of the city can only increase traffic congestion (already a problem) and destroy the beauty of the harbour. Something must be done now to halt the hideous damage which is being perpetrated.


The fantastic potential of Wellington is self-evident. Over recent years, the sky-line of the city has changed dramatically. But is this building programme subject to any control? Certainly, the Town Plan must be adhered to, but aesthetically, no standards are set, or met. I advocate the establishment of a body of suitably qualified people to examine the plans of every proposed building in the inner city —not to see whether it complies with the spaghetti-like tangle of by-laws and building regulations; but to consider whether the structure will enhance the city and add to the natural beauty of the harbour and city. After all. these high-rise blocks will be around for a long time. Now is the time to eliminate clashes of architecture, ugliness and aesthetic thoughtlessness.


In Wellington, as we know, the cost of living is high, and getting higher. Probably 80% of the population of Wellington Central live in flats, apartments or single rooms. It is high time an effective system of rent-control was introduced. City rents are exorbitantly high and for the tenant there is no protection. I intend to campaign for a system of "fair-rent"—one possibility is tying the rental to the capital value of the property. Being the centre of Government, many civil servants are required to find accommodation in Wellington, as well as students in ever-increasing numbers. Wellington could well be classified as a "special area" in this regard. 

Salient: Broadly, what role do you think New Zealand should play internationally?


This is a topic that is obviously not easily dealt with in a few paragraphs. However, in view of developments in the last decade. New Zealand must now re-examine her foreign policy in all its aspects. Even the most stubborn now realise that Vietnam was a blunder —a frightening example of the use of the American war-machine based on erroneous suppositions and gross misunderstandings. We have learnt our lesson—or should have. Never was an independent foreign policy more clearly needed than it is now. The comment was made recently that in two generations. China's nuclear armament could dwarf that of Russia and America combined. This emphasises the desirability of coming to terms with our neighbour. This means recognising the Peking Government as the effective Government of the vast majority of the Chinese people. It means aid to China—mainly agricultural, experts, equipment, ideas. It means facing reality and identifying ourselves more with Asia than with Europe; more with the Pacific than with the Atlantic. With Britain's entry to the common market seemingly only a matter of time, new markets must be found. Again—let's look to China.
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Recognition must not be confused with approval.




Salient: To return to the National scene, what are your views on current controversial matters—Law and Order, for instance?


I strenuously oppose any return to capital or corporal punishment. These have been tried, they failed. Present penalties have been arrived at after much research and study by highly qualified experts in the field—to return to pre-war floggings, whippings or "birchings" would be sheer folly. The deterrent value of these punishments is minimal, the rehabilitative element completely lacking, the notion of revenge and suggestions of sadism high.




Salient: Generally, how do you see the role of the Universities?


I agree with Professor Titchener of Auckland University, who said recently that the University has a duty to maintain and encourage learning for its own sake—a degree should not be looked upon as purely and simply a meal-ticket. Muldoon (who appears to be the National Party voice on the subject) has shown all the breadth of vision that one might expect from an accountant. Education, especially in the much maligned field of the arts, is and end in itself. We must curb any influence which would produce a nation of technical experts. "Muldoonism" must be countered and eradicated.
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1 Socialist — George Fyson


George Fyson, the editor of 
Red Spark, the magazine of the VUW Socialist Club, is standing as a candidate in the General Elections. He will contest the Wellington Central electorate for the Socialist Action League. George is twenty years old, and in his third year at Victoria.


The Socialist Action League was formed a few weeks ago, and most of the group are students and members of the Socialist Club. It will already be known to a few students through a bulletin which has recently appeared, 
Socialist Action.


"The reason why we are putting up a candidate," said George, "is that we regard the Vietnam issue as a critical one for the future of the whole world, and it is essential that it should be made into a key issue in the elections. The Labour Party Conference (and the 
Fol Conference) called for the withdrawal of NZ forces, but the National Executive and the Caucus, in order to maximise Labour's chances at the elections regardless of the cost, do not intend to implement the decision. We are standing a candidate only because of the Labour "leadership's" deliberate equivocation on this fundamental question of Vietnam. We have offered our active support to the Labour Candidate for Wellington Central on the condition that Mr Kirk will commit himself as leader of the Party to unconditional and immediate withdrawal. But he won't. We wrote two letters to him, but he did not deign to reply."


Asked if the S.A.L. was trying to "blackmail" the Party, as Kirk is reported to have said, George replied. "Certainly not; there can be no such construction placed on our actions. We have deliberately chosen a scat that is safe for National in order not to harm Labour's chance of becoming the Government. The Labour Party is definitely preferable to a Tory government; although bureaucratically deformed in the extreme, it does still retain the affiliation of the bulk of the working people. Our campaign is to raise ideas and issues; vote-catching is incidental In fact, we are going to go to the polls with the call that in all other electorates except Wellington Central people vote Labour."


George told 
Salient that although Vietnam would be the primary plank in the S.A.L.'s programme, many other issues would also be brought forward. "Essentially it is a programme for a socialist transformation of New Zealand, he said, "and our election demands will highlight a number of issues which we think will be the most effective in raising the consciousness of people, in showing them—mainly workers and students—that socialism is necessary 

if we are to progress, and that it can be achieved, through class struggle, through the mass movement of the working class and its allies.


When asked whether such a prospective, which was essentially a revolutionary one, was compatible with standing for Parliament, which some "revolutionaries" considered to be a "sellout" tactic. George answered. "There is nothing at all hypocritical in standing for Parliament, provided that you have a genuine socialist programme, and put it before everything else. At a certain stage the Bolsheviks under Lenin put up candidates for the Tsarist Duma, and even had them elected. Lenin recognised that elections provide revolutionaries with great opportunities to publicise their ideas. And it goes without saying that he was under no illusion as to the efficiency of parliament in the long term.


"One of our first actions in the campaign will be to demand radio and television time for ourselves and for all political groups that are at present excluded, such as the Communist Party and the Socialist Unity Party. This situation is typical of our whole distorted electoral system, which sometimes seems like nothing more than a deal between the leaderships of the main parties to preserve their own parliamentary positions. We will not only attack this blatant and arbitrary censorship, but will also point up the self-censorship of the Press. which functions in the interest of privileged minorities.




The Programme


The Socialist Action League's programme is not yet finalised in the details, but its main points will go like this:



(1) 
Foreign Policy. Withdrawal from Vietnam, of all NZ personnel; withdrawal from Malaysia. 
Seato, Anzus; no Omega stations here Trade embargoes on Rhodesia and South Africa; no sports tours to countries practicing apartheid. Recognition of The People's Republic of China.



(2) 
Education. Greatly increased state expenditure on education. No state aid to private schools, which exist only to maintain either privilege or sectarianism. (But school holidays etc. will be available to all cultural and political groups to hold classes and meetings after school hours.) Abolition of all examinations, Universities to be administered by councils representative of all groups—staff, students—in proportion to their numbers. University grants to be controlled by a council 1/3 students. 1/3 stair. 1/3 government. All students over the age of 16 to receive the national minimum wage (see below). Secondary school students to have full trade union rights, schools to be run by councils similar to universities Abolition of corporal punishment.



(3) 
Income, Rents, Taxes. A National Minimum Wage, payable to all people over 16, whether sick, unemployed, studying. Taxation to be much more steeply graduated. Rents to be no more than 10% of wage. Retraining for persons displaced by automation etc. at full pay. Social Security to be completely over-hauled; all medical and related services to be entirely free.



(4) 
Nationalisation of all large industrial enterprises, and of all financial institutions. All nationalised industries—including those already nationalised—to be placed under the country of democratically elected workers' councils. In general, no compensation to former owners, but with exceptions in the case of farmer owned freezing works and in the case of holders of small parcels of shares.


(
5) 
Equality For Women. Equal pay for women immediately. Legalised abortion. Free day nurseries, and vastly increased facilities for pre-school children.



(6) 
Maoris And Islanders. Recognise the Polynesian peoples' rights to self-determination, even to the point of their forming a separate state, if they so wish. Special and substantial state funds for Maori and Islanders' education. Polynesian studies to be a compulsory subject in all schools. Schools of Polynesian studies to be developed in the universities, with substantial government grants. Outlawing of all discrimination—in jobs, accommodation, etc.—on the basis of race.



(7) 
Security Service. To be abolished.



(8) 
Management Of The Economy. All nationalised industries to be co-ordinated in a national economic plan, and the planning board to be responsible to the highest democratic body of the country. Strict price control. Automatic escalator clauses in all wage agreements including the N.M.W. No bank secrecy for any firm or organisation. State monopoly of foreign trade.





By Les Slater
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Salient: What prompted your decision to stand, and with which party do you associate yourself?


I consider that for too long, politics has been the province of the "older generation"— most of the present politicians are in the 40 to 80 age group. It has become generally thought, unfortunately, that youth disqualifies one from public office. Criticism of our generation has never been more strident, and shows no sign of abating. The House of Representatives is the best forum to meet criticism head-on—and to counter it with sound, informed argument, based on a youthful, vital approach. With the voting age lowered (albeit belatedly) to 20. the need for wider representation of the community is even greater.


I am standing as a candidate independent of any political party—this means of course that I will not be bound to support out-of-date policies, and will have greater freedom of speech in advancing what I feel are the views, hopes, and aspirations of our age group. It has already been shown that "toeing the party-line" has effectively crippled true freedom of speech, and lowered the standard of debate— if it was ever high.




Salient: Why choose Wellington Central?


The other candidates for Wellington Central provide the voters of this city not with a choice, but with a dilemma. Dan Riddiford apparently has a fine war record, but what has he done since then? Certainly nothing for Wellington. This must be the worst-served electorate in the country. I want to provide the electorate with an alternative—with a much-needed change, untrammeled by party dogma and divided allegiances. I feel strongly about many aspects of Wellington's development—there is much to be done by the Parliamentary representative for Wellington 

Salient: Could you elaborate on some of these aspects?


Geographically, Wellington is unique. Unfortunately, in the name of progress, the Harbour Board is systematically destroying the inner-harbour by reclamation. The industrial area of Wellington is Gracefield, Hutt. Container-port facilities should be located where they belong—adjacent to industry.


The inner-harbour should be preserved, with emphasis on the tourist trade. A complex of container facilities in the heard of the city can only increase traffic congestion (already a problem) and destroy the beauty of the harbour. Something must be done now to halt the hideous damage which is being perpetrated.


The fantastic potential of Wellington is self-evident. Over recent years, the sky-line of the city has changed dramatically. But is this building programme subject to any control? Certainly, the Town Plan must be adhered to, but aesthetically, no standards are set, or met. I advocate the establishment of a body of suitably qualified people to examine the plans of every proposed building in the inner city —not to see whether it complies with the spaghetti-like tangle of by-laws and building regulations; but to consider whether the structure will enhance the city and add to the natural beauty of the harbour and city. After all. these high-rise blocks will be around for a long time. Now is the time to eliminate clashes of architecture, ugliness and aesthetic thoughtlessness.


In Wellington, as we know, the cost of living is high, and getting higher. Probably 80% of the population of Wellington Central live in flats, apartments or single rooms. It is high time an effective system of rent-control was introduced. City rents are exorbitantly high and for the tenant there is no protection. I intend to campaign for a system of "fair-rent"—one possibility is tying the rental to the capital value of the property. Being the centre of Government, many civil servants are required to find accommodation in Wellington, as well as students in ever-increasing numbers. Wellington could well be classified as a "special area" in this regard. 

Salient: Broadly, what role do you think New Zealand should play internationally?


This is a topic that is obviously not easily dealt with in a few paragraphs. However, in view of developments in the last decade. New Zealand must now re-examine her foreign policy in all its aspects. Even the most stubborn now realise that Vietnam was a blunder —a frightening example of the use of the American war-machine based on erroneous suppositions and gross misunderstandings. We have learnt our lesson—or should have. Never was an independent foreign policy more clearly needed than it is now. The comment was made recently that in two generations. China's nuclear armament could dwarf that of Russia and America combined. This emphasises the desirability of coming to terms with our neighbour. This means recognising the Peking Government as the effective Government of the vast majority of the Chinese people. It means aid to China—mainly agricultural, experts, equipment, ideas. It means facing reality and identifying ourselves more with Asia than with Europe; more with the Pacific than with the Atlantic. With Britain's entry to the common market seemingly only a matter of time, new markets must be found. Again—let's look to China.
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Salient: To return to the National scene, what are your views on current controversial matters—Law and Order, for instance?


I strenuously oppose any return to capital or corporal punishment. These have been tried, they failed. Present penalties have been arrived at after much research and study by highly qualified experts in the field—to return to pre-war floggings, whippings or "birchings" would be sheer folly. The deterrent value of these punishments is minimal, the rehabilitative element completely lacking, the notion of revenge and suggestions of sadism high.




Salient: Generally, how do you see the role of the Universities?


I agree with Professor Titchener of Auckland University, who said recently that the University has a duty to maintain and encourage learning for its own sake—a degree should not be looked upon as purely and simply a meal-ticket. Muldoon (who appears to be the National Party voice on the subject) has shown all the breadth of vision that one might expect from an accountant. Education, especially in the much maligned field of the arts, is and end in itself. We must curb any influence which would produce a nation of technical experts. "Muldoonism" must be countered and eradicated.
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Harcourt's Salient: A HĀ
Lf-
Cooked Suet Pudding?


by 
Stephanie Du Fresne



When slightly-slightly dave, co-editor of arcourt (literary vehicle to the university) applied for the editorship of Salient he was the only applicant. So he became the editor-elect. And those of you who are interested in literature will have chortled quietly when you saw the photograph of half-way dave standing in editorial-electoral meditation in last week's Salient, thinking now Salient will be full of poems and line drawings and electron micrographs of sam hunt's left earhole.


But if you went so far as to read the blurb accompanying this charming study of a great man in repose you will realise you have been 
had.


Because the centre pages have been sentenced to extinction when nearly-nearly dave takes over. This is obviously a cunning plot to channel all poetry into arcourt. because although you pay for both salient and arcourt. whether you like it or not; Salient turns up, week after week. Wednesday or Friday as the mood takes it, in a huge free pile in the foyer, whereas arcourt turns up about once a term, in small mean piles in the foyer, and you have to pay 20c for the privilege of reading it, on top of your involuntary contribution.


So in one masterly stroke, just-about dave has restricted the viewing of poetry to the upper-middle-classes who can afford 20c for that purpose, increased the amount of copy Arcourt is supplied with, and maybe even increased that official vehicle's circulation.


Now those of you who were brought up on mickey mouse or playboy, those of you who realise the existence of creative photographers and visual artists in your midst, and even those of you who aspire in your midst, and even those of you who to journalism, will have noticed that whatever Salient lacked this year, it was generally well laid-out and easy to look at.


And even without the big black lines and the occasional news photograph, the centre pages were designed as an attempt at graphic relief, visual uplift and retinal arousal by complementing poems with photography and visual art-work.


Next year, one gathers. Salient will be frenetically intellectual and vastly informative, with up-to-date, on-the-spot campus news and lots and lots of letters-to-the-editor with banner headlines as a bonus. And about as easy to digest and interesting to look at as a half-cooked suet pudding.


There are some good creative photographers in and around this university— notably, of this year's contributors. Greg Arnold and Jeff Kennedy. There are also a large group of people who consider that printing two bad negatives sandwiched together and adding a title, makes a good photograph.


However. Arcourt is too small to fit photographs on its tiny delicate pages, and too poverty-stricken, despite its grant, to be able to print them anyway.


So. no creative photography anywhere. Poetry only in the official vehicle. No graphic relief, visual uplift or retinal arousal in Salient. Hapening dave has spoken.


Salient is the only student newspaper to reserve space for poetry and graphics in every issue—if you want this to continue, remember you pay for the bloody thing!



This being the final issue of 
Salient for 1969, David Harcourt was given an opportunity to reply. He said:



"
The above statement was handed to the editor of 
Salient together with a note which read: "this is the kind of hysterical accusation Harcourt expects of me". I expect nothing more of Miss du Fresne (or any other student, for that matter) than that she wait until 
Salient appears under my editorship before she judges it. In my opinion, the literary pages this year have been in the main, unsatisfactory. The poems and photographs used have too often failed to reach a standard which I would regard as high enough to warrant publication and the manner in which the material used has been treated has left a lot to be desired. As for Miss du Fresne's remarks about Argot: 
I 
am very anxious to ensure that as many alternatives to this magazine as possible are available to students. In 1970, Experiment 
will again, I hope, he published here and Arts Festival Literary Yearbook 
will be edited at Vic. I hope that each of these magazines will pursue an independent and stimulating editorial viewpoint. I certainly do not intend to interfere with either magazine. 
Salient will continue to publish poems and other creative writing in 1970—and photographs—where the material is of sufficient merit to warrant publication."
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The Leary Campaign




What is Para-Politics?



Lawrence Lipton


Anyone who has a sincerely motivated desire to understand what Timothy Leary is about in his campaign for the governorship of California must make a thoughtful effort to understand what is meant by parapolitical social activism. It is a new kind of politics on the American scene and requires a bit of thought. In a previous issue of this column I defined parapolitical action as the kind of action that acts parallel to political action but with means and aims of its own choosing, and quoted Leary's Declaration of Evolution from his book. 
The Politics Of Ecstasy. In the July 11 issue of the Living Arts supplement of the Freep. under the heading of 
What Is Parapolitical Action (p. 45) I defined five aspects of it and suggested a few practical examples of it. But a concept as new as parapolitics evidently requires further definition and repetition, as witness Jerry Applebaum's article, "Lcary Campaign has its drawbacks." in the last (July 18) issue of the Freep. As we shall see. Applebaum's "drawbacks" belong to the sphere of the obsolete (Leary would say "menopausal") power politics of the Old Man, not to the new parapolitics. The Leary campaign is 
Not Just Another Ploy In The Game Of Power Politics.


Parapolitical action envisages the introduction into human society of the life styles of the New People, of expanded transcendental awareness and the sense of holiness. It is a nonviolent politics of love.


It is opposed to power politics, a system in which publicity elected servants become corrupted into bureacrats who exhibit the same symptoms of deterioration whether they are elected by the one-party system of the USSR or the "democratic" electoral system of the USA.


Parapolitics aims 
Not at what it can 
Get Away
With in the game of power politics without incurring the hostility of the military-industrial complex, but what makes sense in the interests of man's human rights, human needs and his spiritual health.


Parapolitics strives to replace the labels of power politics with a new terminology that symbolises the moral and spiritual values of the newly emerging life styles as well as the concepts of a just sharing of the fruits of the new technology with a view to wiping out poverty and inequality, but 
Without Creating A New Bureaucracy With Authoritarian Powers.


Parapolitics is 
Activist, but its thrust is not against buffers and decoys, deployed by the power structure against all dissent, but against the decision-making powers who create and support the present death-oriented society.


Against these powers it poses a life-enhancing, joy-giving, love-oriented, mind-expanding society of the sort that is now taking shape within the matrix of the old society.


Parapolitics is a politics of the soul.


The success or failure of parapolitical social actions does not depend on winning points in political debates or in outbidding your opponents in the number of blandishments and promises you make to the electorate. Like the soul singer or the "high" musician or poet, the object is to bring out the best in the voter and transform his vision so that he will respond to the transcendent and the holy rather than to the trick machinery of power politicians.


(See Timothy Leary's essay, 
What Kind Of Party Do You Want elsewhere in this issue of the Freep.)




The Fingers Of A Hand Joined At The Wrist


The parapolitical concept does not preclude the parallel actions of any line of social change which is designed to promote a joyful, life-enhancing society and is, like itself, against the game of power politics. This includes all social actions of the Left which are not merely schemes to replace one bureaucracy with another and one power structure with another power structure. Since it is not limited to the 

old labels, it is prepared to accept help from the Middle and the Right if such help fits in with the aims and means of parapolitics. As such it envisages a United Front against fascism, and is able to make common cause with any other attempt at a united front against fascism. without necessarily seeing eye to eve with it on strategy and tactics. It is the idea of everyone doing his thing, as long as it means and ends are not anti-social. To repeat a slogan I have repeated many times in this column: the fingers of a hand united at the wrist.



Mythopoeia and Intellection


Mythopoeia has been defined as an independent and autonomous faculty of the mind which may operate at any time and in any age, along side of intellection and speculation.


It is in this sense that poets have been called the unrecognised legislators of the world. In the same sense a singer like Phil Ochs, in one genre, and Jimmy Morrison in another, are unrecognised legislators. Not that they lack recognition in the sense of public exposure, but that it is not generally recognised that the "legislate to 
Transform The Audience. To Turn On The Audience.


It is in this sense that Andrew Fletcher of Altoun (1655-1716) meant to be understood, I think, when he wrote:


"Give me the making of the songs of a nation, and I care not who makes its laws."


Mythopoeia and intellection are not opposed to each other, they are complementary, again like the lingers of a hand. Parapolitics is the only politics that gives equal recognition to both, and bases its strategy and its tactics on both. Like Confucianism it envisages the emergence on the political and governmental scene of the concept of Excellence, of the many-facted man entrusted with public office. Confucius defined what he called The Five Virtues of the Superior Man:




	(1)
	jen. which is love, compassion in human relationships.


	(2)
	yi. which is justice tempered by jen. which we call righteousness.


	(3)
	Ii. which has been literarally translated as the ritual-observing disposition or fondness for ceremonies through which we show respect for our fellow creatures. (Like love-ins and be-ins.)


	(4)
	chih. which is the self-conscious perception of the implanted Will of Heaven, and may be rendered as wisdom, and



(5) ch'i, which means sincerity in the sense of a wholehearted, disinterested self-surrender to the Will of Heaven, and precludes all hypocrisy and hidden cruelty.




[image: Cartoon of eldery hippies by R. Cobb]






What kind of Party do you want?



Timothy Leary



1. The only purpose of government is to provide a joyous and harmonious pooling of intelligence to encourage life (health), individual liberty, and the pursuit of happiness for all citizens.



2. The current political parties are no fun at all. They are grim and divisive organisations apparently committed to an unhealthy ecology, an uptight economy, centralised control, and violent tension among all the citizens.



3. At the present time 

The Only Alternatives to violent authoritarianism is to start a New Party, a fresh celebratory reunion based on a positive psychology of affectionate reward; to develop a rational good-humoured social system which rewards healthy, honest, harmoniously individualistic behaviour and which imposes gentle, appropriate, effective, constructive penalties upon behaviours which are unhealthy, dishonest, disharmonious.


4. 
We Are A Majority. This is to say, there is only a tiny minority who really like the present miserable politcal system. We, who long to support a pro-life, individual freedom, pursuit-of-happiness party, actually represent over eighty per cent of the population. Add up our numbers. The patient Blacks. The proud Mexican Americans. The noble Indians. The nature lovers and conservationists. The good-natured eccentrics— health fooders. astrology bulls. The libtertarian liberals. The old-fashioned free-enterprise "let-us-alone" conservatives. The true conservatives. The non-doctrinaire intellectuals. The over-burdened tax payers, the heads, all two million of them. The old time "I-am-my-own-boss" frontier 
[
unclear: individualists]. And above all. the sixty per cent below the age of 30!



5. 
The Present Stage Government Penalises The Virtuous And Rewards The Immoral. Under the present system of laws and taxes. criminal are rewarded. Convicted felons become dependents of the State. They are comfortably housed, doctored, well-fed. and allowed to loaf for years in the company of more skilful and glamorous outlaws who are delighted to teach them what they know. They sober, industrious, honest person is penalised by taxes which support these maximum security colleges of crime we call prisons.



6. There are three very different types of asocial behaviours which are now defined as criminal:




	1.
	crime of violence


	2.
	financial dishonesty


	3.
	immoral or unhealthy behaviour



Very different needs motivate these three types of "crime". It is absolutely necessary that we have three different forms of corrective punishment fit these "crimes".



7. 
Violence. No social order can tolerate violence. The major function of the State is to protect the safety of its citizens. Persons convicted of violent crimes must be isolated in therapeutic reformatories (of varying degrees of security) and kept there until cured. Actually, modern pharmacology knows enough right now to dramatically reduce the rate of violence on the basis of voluntary treatment. We can end violence. Why don't we?


All of the ideas present in this essay are based on long-accepted psychological theories of human behaviour (Jung. Fuller. Freud. Marcuse, Pavlov. Skinner. McLuhan, Lao Tse, Confucius, Gary Snyder) and on recent confirming psychological research. The psycho-pharmacological rehabilitation Of chemically violent criminals was first demonstrated in a series of classic experiments performed at Concord Massachusetts State Prison in 1961-64 by the Harvard Psychedelic Research Project. As part of our California campaign we would he happy to repeal this experiment and convert the incorrigibly violent California prison convicts into wise, smiling saints. (We can use them in the campaign.) Violent behaviour is caused by bio-chemical changes in the body that make the person feel bad. The way to neutralise violent emotions is to help the person feel good in the context of a socially constructive, humane atmosphere. In the last nine years we have demonstrated over and over how to do this.



8. 
Financial Dishonesty should be penalised in the appropriate manner. Financially. The way to reform an irrationally greedy thief, is not to give an all-expensepaid refresher course in prison or to cage him like a violent person. The convicted larcenist should be allowed to work off his "score". Financial culprits should be forced to pay back double the amount they steal. The victim can thus be given his money back. He's happy. The alert arresting officer gets a twenty-five per cent bounty. He's happy. The remaining twenty-five per cent goes to a state-fund to repay those larceny victims in cases where the crook fails to re-pay.


When "something-for-nothing" dishonesty no longer pays the crime rate will drop. The prisons will be emptied of all but a few compulsively hung-up neurotics who will be offered psycho-pharmacological relief.


These are admittedly 
Ad Hoc, emergency measures. In the harmonious, hedonic society of the future (which we are now seeding) any "crime" or "sinfulness" will automatically punish itself. It is the intrinsic nature of any "crime" that it inevitably carries it own penalty. The whiskey drinker has hang-overs. The prostitute is cut off from sexual release. The gambler and theif ends up broke. The smog-producer has to live in smog. The hunter kills the creatures he was meant to learn from.



9. 
Immoral Behaviours have always been a major source of political friction. A survey of history will show that there is no human behaviour (from cheek-to-cheek dancing to child murder) which has not been considered a capital crime in one culture and a holy sacramental act in another culture. However, moral codes, despite their irrational variance, are absolutely necessary for social survival. Morals and taboos are, indeed, the very essence and "soul" of a society. The most important fact to have about any society is the nature of its morals, and the rationality of the punishments for sinners. The slate not only has the right, it has the obligation, to administer the currently accepted moral-code. But which activities should be considered immoral today in California? And what should be the constructive penalties for the various immoral behaviours?


These questions precisely define the present-day American political dilemma. Our elections have recently been and will continue to be centered on law 'n' order, dissent, immorality. Poor Gov. Regan has said that student wickedness on stale campuses has been the biggest headache of his administration.


At the present time, the United Stales of America, and in particular, the state of California is going through a period of moral change. Acts which twenty years ago were considered virtuous—like propelling an atmosphere-polluting motor boat around a clean-water lake killing ducks with high powered riflles—are not seen as unhealthily sinful by a large percentage of the population. While other acts which were determined to be illegally taboo twenty years ago—such as smoking marijuana—are now acceptable to a large percentage of the citizenry.


The key issue in an open society is the democratic, consensual determination of what is good and what is evil, what is legally moral and what is illegally immoral.


If history teaches us anything, we must learn that no centralised government or moral elite has ever been able to prohibit or forcibly repress personally-motivated private behaviour.


While the specific moral tensions produced by our rapidly evolving technological society will always be with us, the general solutions to this vexing question of moral difference are simple:



1. Provide a way of democratically determining, by campaign and vote, the currently acceptable moral codes.



2. Discourage immoral behaviour in a way that is socially constructive, and psychologically rational.



10. Let us accept the current definition of immoral: any behaviour which is physically unhealthy to self or other or which is socially obnoxious to a majority of the citizenry. The list of immoral activities, thus defined, let the normal processes of lobbying, public-opinion persuasion, campaigning and voting modify the the list of immoral activities and their punishment.



11. Let the social penalty for immoral behaviour be financial. Instead of burdening the virtuaus tax-payer with the enormous cost of detecting, arresting, trying, incarcerating, paroling, persons convicted of unhealthy obnoxious acts, let us set up a system of licensing frivolous or associal behaviour so that the sensualist, the self-destructive, the unhealthy person is obligated to pay for his pleasure and thus contribute to the social welfare.


Specifically, we suggest that the following unhealthy or asocial actions be permitted only upon payment of a $1000 annual license fee:




Abortion



Bigamy



Nicotine-cigarette smoking (cigars and pipes are tax-free)



Divorce



Killing wild animals for sport



Gun Possession



Marijuana possession



Purchase of a new smog-producing automobile



Purchase of a smog-producing motor boat



Homosexual courting (in restricted public areas)



Prostitution



Public Nudity (in restricted areas)



Heroin Possession (in restricted areas)



LSD tripping (in restricted areas)



Possession of hard liquor (beer and wine are tax-free)



Living in ghetto or central urban neighbourhoods



Gambling



Public Mental Illness



It is assumed that almost every citizen of California has at least one unhealthy or socially eccentric vice that he is willing to pay for —thus eliminating irrational guilt and fear and thus enormously benefiting the state treasury. Those who have several vices pay more.


Since none of the above actions can be forcibly restrained even by our billion-dollar system of law enforcement, the solution is to "Make Crime and Immorality Pay". Pay in dollars.


A few minutes reflection will suggest the astounding sums available to the state treasury from such "Frivolity Fees". For example, there are two million marijuana smokers in California whose sensual, and hedonic behaviour now results in profits to illegal distributors and enormous drains on the states treasury. If only half of the current marjuana smokers decided to purchase a license around one billion dollars has been raised!


Frivolity Fees will probably turn out to be the only needed source of state funds. It is thus possible to completely eliminate state taxes for the virtuous and, indeed, to provide rebates and bonuses to the sober and to the underpriviliged. For example, the $100 fee for living in unhealthy urban centers can produce funds to help impoverished ghetto dwellers to move out of the polluted, up tight atmosphere of the inner city, uptight atmosphere of the inner city. The public mental illness fee will pay for the mental hospitals.



12. 
The Frivolty Tax Card. Any citizen of California who wishes to indulge in any of the democratically defined immoral acts will be given a card, upon which will be punched the the particular vices he has paid for. Any person apprehended in an immoral act for which he has no license will pay double, i.e. a $2000 fine. Fifteen hundred dollars of this fine goes to the State Treasury and five hundred dollars to the alert arresting officer as an immorality bounty.


If this seems harsh, the convicted sinner can choose the old system of imprisonment for those crimes which are now illegal. It is one of the beauties of our programme that it is voluntary and requires no revision of the present legal structure. The thief or the unlicensed marijuana smoker can opt to be punished under the old system or select to "pay off" his crime under the new system.



13. 
The Police inevitably become the scape-goat figures in any irrational social-moral system. The first priority of any sensible society is to prevent the emergence of a large under-paid, over-worked, unpopular police bureaucracy. A system of bounty payments for the detection and arrest of unlicensed financial and moral culprits will make the police genial umpires in a good-humoured game of social order. In addition, the police will become the highest paid citizens of the state. Far from being despised and underpaid, the police become lavishly rewarded social servants. We can make the flat guarantee that under our administration, the average, alert state policeman will make more than the current governor's salary. The demand for police jobs will be so great that after a policeman has made enough bounty money to guarantee him life-long income equal to the governors salary, he will be retired. Eagerly awaited openings in the police ranks will be filled by remen.



14. 
Unrest On The State College Campuses is a completely unnecessary concern of the state administration. The state should have no control over and responsibility for education. Thomas Jefferson and George Orwell would agree. It is obvious that the current bloody suppression of student dissent is a sham—a fake, artificial issue contrived by a few student activists and a few ambitious politicians. Reagan invented the Berkley riots. The SDS is a creation of the C.I.A.


The state should get out of the education business. The idea that there should be a State Superintendent of Education (Max Rafferty!) and a State Board of Regents (retired oil tycoons!) determining educational policy is intolerable! Let the schools, colleges, universities be turned back to private associations of students, parents, teachers, and school administrators. Let each parent and each student decide which type of education is desired. Let's go all out to encourage diversity and educational experiments. Abolish compulsory education! If college students (who certainly have an endless list of righteous complaints) do not like the teachers whom they hire, let them strike or negotiate in the familiar free-enterprise labour-management way. Under the New Administration, the state guard would no more attack students than it would take sides in a trade-union dispute or a contest between the Dodgers and the Giants.



15. 
The Racial Issue is another, eve more irrational sham. The facts of the 
[
unclear: matter] are that the American Black community the most patient, good-humoured, co-operative wise social group in world history. Far front being a problem, the Black should be seen 
[
unclear: a] a tremendous social asset, if for nothing 
[
unclear: else] than his instinctive rejection of the compel live, aggressive white-collar technological 
[
unclear: ethi] The so-called racial problem is a simple matter of recognising and rewarding the America Black for what he is. A source of culture. wisdom. The Black has been cheated economically and then made dependent on politician whims. Let us reward him righteously and 
[
unclear: p] pay him his due. But the real solutions to 
[
unclear: the] Black problem are:


1. To cool out the harassed 
[
unclear: conservative] White who has been misguided by his 
[
unclear: own] self-serving political leaders.


2. To recognise that it is exactly the Black the Mexican-American and the Indian who 
[
unclear: can] teach the over-worked, unrewarded White 
[
unclear: how] to expand his life, liberty and happiness.


Specifically, the administration and management of the many new leisure-time 
[
unclear: industries] which will develop in a "turned-on" California will naturally tend to become the 
[
unclear: provin] of the under-opportunity groups. Instead 
[
unclear: trying] to force Blacks to become like 
[
unclear: middle] class Whites, to the unease of both Whites at Blacks, let all groups come together to 
[
unclear: but] a relaxed commonwealth.



16. 
Who Will Pay? Instead of the 
[
unclear: hard] working conservative, it will be the 
[
unclear: frivolo] and the dishonest who will pay all of 
[
unclear: tl] cost of the state government. But how 
[
unclear: we] the convicted larcenist or the unlicensed 
[
unclear: ir] moralist get the money to pay his fines? 
[
unclear: The] state correction department will 
[
unclear: concentra] solely on getting good jobs for those who 
[
unclear: over] the state "greed" or "sin" fines. Instead a socialistic system of incarceration and we fare payments, the state will do everything possible to give "debtors" the change to wo in an interesting and challenging job to "pa off". Eventually most all state employees 
[
unclear: will] be those who are "working off" their "
[
unclear: fri] olily" debts.
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Besides...Just how far do you think you can get in today's world without a good education?






[image: Cartoon by urban k.]
Moon children








Drawbacks in the Campaign



Jerry Applebaum


Dr. Timothy Leary is running, or to use his own phrase, "flying" for the office of Governor of the State of California.


At a press conference held at the Free Press on May 10, Leary announced that he was going to form a "New Party" which he would use as a vehicle to carry him to the highest office in the state. According to Leary. it wouldn't be like the extant political parties; it would be a real party, a celebration.


The general philosophy of the New Party would be to reward the "righteous demands" of every group of citizens in the state. In particular, Leary would reward the conservatives by giving them financial security and tax relief. He would also provide for equality of opportunity for Blacks. Browns, and Indians. Just how he would accomplish all of this is a mystery.


In an ad that appears on page 7 of this issue of the Free Press. Leary says, "Everyone knows the old system has collapsed and it is time for a new party." Has the old system really collapsed, Tim? Nixon is President, Reagan is still the Governor (his ratings are higher than ever), Hayakawa is now the president of San Francisco State, and Yorty is still the major of Los Angeles. The system may be dying, but it is certainly not dead.


In a questionnaire that appears in his ad Leary states that 66.000 registrations would be required to get his new party on the ballot. While it would not make much difference to Tim Leary were his name and address readily available to the authorities, there are still a few heads (presumably) in this state who are not yet known to the forces of repression. If for no other reason than Nixon's proposals for "no-knock warrants" for suspected drug users, one would be reluctant to register.


Open your eyes, Tim. The system is only now beginning to bring out its big guns. The Chicago Eight have been indicted for inciting to riot as a result of the violence at the Democratic Convention in Chicago; a large group of Black Panthers are in a New York jail in lieu of $100,000 bail; and brothers and sisters throughout the country are hanging onto their freedom by the skin of their teeth. As the saying goes: Where were you when the shit hit the fan?


Your candidacy for Governor will only provide a false direction for the youth of this country. At a time when we are at a critical juncture we need to come together; not for a party, but to gather our strength for the battle that has only just begun.


Tim Leary's candidacy for Governor is not credible. What he would be is a "straw man" for the forces of repression to attack. Tim Leary. because he is Tim Leary. could never win the election. He can only further divide the Left, making any and all segments more vulnerable to repression. We neither deserve nor need that. What we need is a man with a real programme that can serve the people There is an unfortunate parallel between the Leary candidacy for Governor and Not man Mailer's campaign for Mayor of New York. In the recent New York election Maile ran against a man named Badillo who, while not an ideal person, was at least a credible candidate. If Badillo had been elected he would have been the lesser of two evils. While it is repugnant to think in such terms, it suicidal not to. Mailer's candidacy pulle many votes away from Badillo.


In the upcoming campaign, Jesse Unru will most likely be the Democratic Party candidate for Governor. While Unruh would not be my first choice for Governor, he is infinitely better than the Republican candidate Ronald Reagan. Reagan is so popular now that Unruh will literally need every vote he can get. Tim Leary's candidacy would serve the same function as Mailer's did. He would pull valuable votes away from the one 
[
unclear: can] dicate that could beat the incumbent. Reagan must be defeated at all costs, even if it mean that we must have a liberal such as Jess Unruh.


If Leary feels that he must run for Governor there is only one sensible way for him to do it. Let him run opposite Reagan in the primary as a Republican. By doing that he would only pull away a few disgruntled Re. publicans who could not vote for Unruh any way.
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What is Para-Politics?



Lawrence Lipton


Anyone who has a sincerely motivated desire to understand what Timothy Leary is about in his campaign for the governorship of California must make a thoughtful effort to understand what is meant by parapolitical social activism. It is a new kind of politics on the American scene and requires a bit of thought. In a previous issue of this column I defined parapolitical action as the kind of action that acts parallel to political action but with means and aims of its own choosing, and quoted Leary's Declaration of Evolution from his book. 
The Politics Of Ecstasy. In the July 11 issue of the Living Arts supplement of the Freep. under the heading of 
What Is Parapolitical Action (p. 45) I defined five aspects of it and suggested a few practical examples of it. But a concept as new as parapolitics evidently requires further definition and repetition, as witness Jerry Applebaum's article, "Lcary Campaign has its drawbacks." in the last (July 18) issue of the Freep. As we shall see. Applebaum's "drawbacks" belong to the sphere of the obsolete (Leary would say "menopausal") power politics of the Old Man, not to the new parapolitics. The Leary campaign is 
Not Just Another Ploy In The Game Of Power Politics.


Parapolitical action envisages the introduction into human society of the life styles of the New People, of expanded transcendental awareness and the sense of holiness. It is a nonviolent politics of love.


It is opposed to power politics, a system in which publicity elected servants become corrupted into bureacrats who exhibit the same symptoms of deterioration whether they are elected by the one-party system of the USSR or the "democratic" electoral system of the USA.


Parapolitics aims 
Not at what it can 
Get Away
With in the game of power politics without incurring the hostility of the military-industrial complex, but what makes sense in the interests of man's human rights, human needs and his spiritual health.


Parapolitics strives to replace the labels of power politics with a new terminology that symbolises the moral and spiritual values of the newly emerging life styles as well as the concepts of a just sharing of the fruits of the new technology with a view to wiping out poverty and inequality, but 
Without Creating A New Bureaucracy With Authoritarian Powers.


Parapolitics is 
Activist, but its thrust is not against buffers and decoys, deployed by the power structure against all dissent, but against the decision-making powers who create and support the present death-oriented society.


Against these powers it poses a life-enhancing, joy-giving, love-oriented, mind-expanding society of the sort that is now taking shape within the matrix of the old society.


Parapolitics is a politics of the soul.


The success or failure of parapolitical social actions does not depend on winning points in political debates or in outbidding your opponents in the number of blandishments and promises you make to the electorate. Like the soul singer or the "high" musician or poet, the object is to bring out the best in the voter and transform his vision so that he will respond to the transcendent and the holy rather than to the trick machinery of power politicians.


(See Timothy Leary's essay, 
What Kind Of Party Do You Want elsewhere in this issue of the Freep.)




The Fingers Of A Hand Joined At The Wrist


The parapolitical concept does not preclude the parallel actions of any line of social change which is designed to promote a joyful, life-enhancing society and is, like itself, against the game of power politics. This includes all social actions of the Left which are not merely schemes to replace one bureaucracy with another and one power structure with another power structure. Since it is not limited to the 

old labels, it is prepared to accept help from the Middle and the Right if such help fits in with the aims and means of parapolitics. As such it envisages a United Front against fascism, and is able to make common cause with any other attempt at a united front against fascism. without necessarily seeing eye to eve with it on strategy and tactics. It is the idea of everyone doing his thing, as long as it means and ends are not anti-social. To repeat a slogan I have repeated many times in this column: the fingers of a hand united at the wrist.



Mythopoeia and Intellection


Mythopoeia has been defined as an independent and autonomous faculty of the mind which may operate at any time and in any age, along side of intellection and speculation.


It is in this sense that poets have been called the unrecognised legislators of the world. In the same sense a singer like Phil Ochs, in one genre, and Jimmy Morrison in another, are unrecognised legislators. Not that they lack recognition in the sense of public exposure, but that it is not generally recognised that the "legislate to 
Transform The Audience. To Turn On The Audience.


It is in this sense that Andrew Fletcher of Altoun (1655-1716) meant to be understood, I think, when he wrote:


"Give me the making of the songs of a nation, and I care not who makes its laws."


Mythopoeia and intellection are not opposed to each other, they are complementary, again like the lingers of a hand. Parapolitics is the only politics that gives equal recognition to both, and bases its strategy and its tactics on both. Like Confucianism it envisages the emergence on the political and governmental scene of the concept of Excellence, of the many-facted man entrusted with public office. Confucius defined what he called The Five Virtues of the Superior Man:




	(1)
	jen. which is love, compassion in human relationships.


	(2)
	yi. which is justice tempered by jen. which we call righteousness.


	(3)
	Ii. which has been literarally translated as the ritual-observing disposition or fondness for ceremonies through which we show respect for our fellow creatures. (Like love-ins and be-ins.)


	(4)
	chih. which is the self-conscious perception of the implanted Will of Heaven, and may be rendered as wisdom, and



(5) ch'i, which means sincerity in the sense of a wholehearted, disinterested self-surrender to the Will of Heaven, and precludes all hypocrisy and hidden cruelty.




[image: Cartoon of eldery hippies by R. Cobb]
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What kind of Party do you want?



Timothy Leary



1. The only purpose of government is to provide a joyous and harmonious pooling of intelligence to encourage life (health), individual liberty, and the pursuit of happiness for all citizens.



2. The current political parties are no fun at all. They are grim and divisive organisations apparently committed to an unhealthy ecology, an uptight economy, centralised control, and violent tension among all the citizens.



3. At the present time 

The Only Alternatives to violent authoritarianism is to start a New Party, a fresh celebratory reunion based on a positive psychology of affectionate reward; to develop a rational good-humoured social system which rewards healthy, honest, harmoniously individualistic behaviour and which imposes gentle, appropriate, effective, constructive penalties upon behaviours which are unhealthy, dishonest, disharmonious.


4. 
We Are A Majority. This is to say, there is only a tiny minority who really like the present miserable politcal system. We, who long to support a pro-life, individual freedom, pursuit-of-happiness party, actually represent over eighty per cent of the population. Add up our numbers. The patient Blacks. The proud Mexican Americans. The noble Indians. The nature lovers and conservationists. The good-natured eccentrics— health fooders. astrology bulls. The libtertarian liberals. The old-fashioned free-enterprise "let-us-alone" conservatives. The true conservatives. The non-doctrinaire intellectuals. The over-burdened tax payers, the heads, all two million of them. The old time "I-am-my-own-boss" frontier 
[
unclear: individualists]. And above all. the sixty per cent below the age of 30!



5. 
The Present Stage Government Penalises The Virtuous And Rewards The Immoral. Under the present system of laws and taxes. criminal are rewarded. Convicted felons become dependents of the State. They are comfortably housed, doctored, well-fed. and allowed to loaf for years in the company of more skilful and glamorous outlaws who are delighted to teach them what they know. They sober, industrious, honest person is penalised by taxes which support these maximum security colleges of crime we call prisons.



6. There are three very different types of asocial behaviours which are now defined as criminal:




	1.
	crime of violence


	2.
	financial dishonesty


	3.
	immoral or unhealthy behaviour



Very different needs motivate these three types of "crime". It is absolutely necessary that we have three different forms of corrective punishment fit these "crimes".



7. 
Violence. No social order can tolerate violence. The major function of the State is to protect the safety of its citizens. Persons convicted of violent crimes must be isolated in therapeutic reformatories (of varying degrees of security) and kept there until cured. Actually, modern pharmacology knows enough right now to dramatically reduce the rate of violence on the basis of voluntary treatment. We can end violence. Why don't we?


All of the ideas present in this essay are based on long-accepted psychological theories of human behaviour (Jung. Fuller. Freud. Marcuse, Pavlov. Skinner. McLuhan, Lao Tse, Confucius, Gary Snyder) and on recent confirming psychological research. The psycho-pharmacological rehabilitation Of chemically violent criminals was first demonstrated in a series of classic experiments performed at Concord Massachusetts State Prison in 1961-64 by the Harvard Psychedelic Research Project. As part of our California campaign we would he happy to repeal this experiment and convert the incorrigibly violent California prison convicts into wise, smiling saints. (We can use them in the campaign.) Violent behaviour is caused by bio-chemical changes in the body that make the person feel bad. The way to neutralise violent emotions is to help the person feel good in the context of a socially constructive, humane atmosphere. In the last nine years we have demonstrated over and over how to do this.



8. 
Financial Dishonesty should be penalised in the appropriate manner. Financially. The way to reform an irrationally greedy thief, is not to give an all-expensepaid refresher course in prison or to cage him like a violent person. The convicted larcenist should be allowed to work off his "score". Financial culprits should be forced to pay back double the amount they steal. The victim can thus be given his money back. He's happy. The alert arresting officer gets a twenty-five per cent bounty. He's happy. The remaining twenty-five per cent goes to a state-fund to repay those larceny victims in cases where the crook fails to re-pay.


When "something-for-nothing" dishonesty no longer pays the crime rate will drop. The prisons will be emptied of all but a few compulsively hung-up neurotics who will be offered psycho-pharmacological relief.


These are admittedly 
Ad Hoc, emergency measures. In the harmonious, hedonic society of the future (which we are now seeding) any "crime" or "sinfulness" will automatically punish itself. It is the intrinsic nature of any "crime" that it inevitably carries it own penalty. The whiskey drinker has hang-overs. The prostitute is cut off from sexual release. The gambler and theif ends up broke. The smog-producer has to live in smog. The hunter kills the creatures he was meant to learn from.



9. 
Immoral Behaviours have always been a major source of political friction. A survey of history will show that there is no human behaviour (from cheek-to-cheek dancing to child murder) which has not been considered a capital crime in one culture and a holy sacramental act in another culture. However, moral codes, despite their irrational variance, are absolutely necessary for social survival. Morals and taboos are, indeed, the very essence and "soul" of a society. The most important fact to have about any society is the nature of its morals, and the rationality of the punishments for sinners. The slate not only has the right, it has the obligation, to administer the currently accepted moral-code. But which activities should be considered immoral today in California? And what should be the constructive penalties for the various immoral behaviours?


These questions precisely define the present-day American political dilemma. Our elections have recently been and will continue to be centered on law 'n' order, dissent, immorality. Poor Gov. Regan has said that student wickedness on stale campuses has been the biggest headache of his administration.


At the present time, the United Stales of America, and in particular, the state of California is going through a period of moral change. Acts which twenty years ago were considered virtuous—like propelling an atmosphere-polluting motor boat around a clean-water lake killing ducks with high powered riflles—are not seen as unhealthily sinful by a large percentage of the population. While other acts which were determined to be illegally taboo twenty years ago—such as smoking marijuana—are now acceptable to a large percentage of the citizenry.


The key issue in an open society is the democratic, consensual determination of what is good and what is evil, what is legally moral and what is illegally immoral.


If history teaches us anything, we must learn that no centralised government or moral elite has ever been able to prohibit or forcibly repress personally-motivated private behaviour.


While the specific moral tensions produced by our rapidly evolving technological society will always be with us, the general solutions to this vexing question of moral difference are simple:



1. Provide a way of democratically determining, by campaign and vote, the currently acceptable moral codes.



2. Discourage immoral behaviour in a way that is socially constructive, and psychologically rational.



10. Let us accept the current definition of immoral: any behaviour which is physically unhealthy to self or other or which is socially obnoxious to a majority of the citizenry. The list of immoral activities, thus defined, let the normal processes of lobbying, public-opinion persuasion, campaigning and voting modify the the list of immoral activities and their punishment.



11. Let the social penalty for immoral behaviour be financial. Instead of burdening the virtuaus tax-payer with the enormous cost of detecting, arresting, trying, incarcerating, paroling, persons convicted of unhealthy obnoxious acts, let us set up a system of licensing frivolous or associal behaviour so that the sensualist, the self-destructive, the unhealthy person is obligated to pay for his pleasure and thus contribute to the social welfare.


Specifically, we suggest that the following unhealthy or asocial actions be permitted only upon payment of a $1000 annual license fee:




Abortion



Bigamy



Nicotine-cigarette smoking (cigars and pipes are tax-free)



Divorce



Killing wild animals for sport



Gun Possession



Marijuana possession



Purchase of a new smog-producing automobile



Purchase of a smog-producing motor boat



Homosexual courting (in restricted public areas)



Prostitution



Public Nudity (in restricted areas)



Heroin Possession (in restricted areas)



LSD tripping (in restricted areas)



Possession of hard liquor (beer and wine are tax-free)



Living in ghetto or central urban neighbourhoods



Gambling



Public Mental Illness



It is assumed that almost every citizen of California has at least one unhealthy or socially eccentric vice that he is willing to pay for —thus eliminating irrational guilt and fear and thus enormously benefiting the state treasury. Those who have several vices pay more.


Since none of the above actions can be forcibly restrained even by our billion-dollar system of law enforcement, the solution is to "Make Crime and Immorality Pay". Pay in dollars.


A few minutes reflection will suggest the astounding sums available to the state treasury from such "Frivolity Fees". For example, there are two million marijuana smokers in California whose sensual, and hedonic behaviour now results in profits to illegal distributors and enormous drains on the states treasury. If only half of the current marjuana smokers decided to purchase a license around one billion dollars has been raised!


Frivolity Fees will probably turn out to be the only needed source of state funds. It is thus possible to completely eliminate state taxes for the virtuous and, indeed, to provide rebates and bonuses to the sober and to the underpriviliged. For example, the $100 fee for living in unhealthy urban centers can produce funds to help impoverished ghetto dwellers to move out of the polluted, up tight atmosphere of the inner city, uptight atmosphere of the inner city. The public mental illness fee will pay for the mental hospitals.



12. 
The Frivolty Tax Card. Any citizen of California who wishes to indulge in any of the democratically defined immoral acts will be given a card, upon which will be punched the the particular vices he has paid for. Any person apprehended in an immoral act for which he has no license will pay double, i.e. a $2000 fine. Fifteen hundred dollars of this fine goes to the State Treasury and five hundred dollars to the alert arresting officer as an immorality bounty.


If this seems harsh, the convicted sinner can choose the old system of imprisonment for those crimes which are now illegal. It is one of the beauties of our programme that it is voluntary and requires no revision of the present legal structure. The thief or the unlicensed marijuana smoker can opt to be punished under the old system or select to "pay off" his crime under the new system.



13. 
The Police inevitably become the scape-goat figures in any irrational social-moral system. The first priority of any sensible society is to prevent the emergence of a large under-paid, over-worked, unpopular police bureaucracy. A system of bounty payments for the detection and arrest of unlicensed financial and moral culprits will make the police genial umpires in a good-humoured game of social order. In addition, the police will become the highest paid citizens of the state. Far from being despised and underpaid, the police become lavishly rewarded social servants. We can make the flat guarantee that under our administration, the average, alert state policeman will make more than the current governor's salary. The demand for police jobs will be so great that after a policeman has made enough bounty money to guarantee him life-long income equal to the governors salary, he will be retired. Eagerly awaited openings in the police ranks will be filled by remen.



14. 
Unrest On The State College Campuses is a completely unnecessary concern of the state administration. The state should have no control over and responsibility for education. Thomas Jefferson and George Orwell would agree. It is obvious that the current bloody suppression of student dissent is a sham—a fake, artificial issue contrived by a few student activists and a few ambitious politicians. Reagan invented the Berkley riots. The SDS is a creation of the C.I.A.


The state should get out of the education business. The idea that there should be a State Superintendent of Education (Max Rafferty!) and a State Board of Regents (retired oil tycoons!) determining educational policy is intolerable! Let the schools, colleges, universities be turned back to private associations of students, parents, teachers, and school administrators. Let each parent and each student decide which type of education is desired. Let's go all out to encourage diversity and educational experiments. Abolish compulsory education! If college students (who certainly have an endless list of righteous complaints) do not like the teachers whom they hire, let them strike or negotiate in the familiar free-enterprise labour-management way. Under the New Administration, the state guard would no more attack students than it would take sides in a trade-union dispute or a contest between the Dodgers and the Giants.



15. 
The Racial Issue is another, eve more irrational sham. The facts of the 
[
unclear: matter] are that the American Black community the most patient, good-humoured, co-operative wise social group in world history. Far front being a problem, the Black should be seen 
[
unclear: a] a tremendous social asset, if for nothing 
[
unclear: else] than his instinctive rejection of the compel live, aggressive white-collar technological 
[
unclear: ethi] The so-called racial problem is a simple matter of recognising and rewarding the America Black for what he is. A source of culture. wisdom. The Black has been cheated economically and then made dependent on politician whims. Let us reward him righteously and 
[
unclear: p] pay him his due. But the real solutions to 
[
unclear: the] Black problem are:


1. To cool out the harassed 
[
unclear: conservative] White who has been misguided by his 
[
unclear: own] self-serving political leaders.


2. To recognise that it is exactly the Black the Mexican-American and the Indian who 
[
unclear: can] teach the over-worked, unrewarded White 
[
unclear: how] to expand his life, liberty and happiness.


Specifically, the administration and management of the many new leisure-time 
[
unclear: industries] which will develop in a "turned-on" California will naturally tend to become the 
[
unclear: provin] of the under-opportunity groups. Instead 
[
unclear: trying] to force Blacks to become like 
[
unclear: middle] class Whites, to the unease of both Whites at Blacks, let all groups come together to 
[
unclear: but] a relaxed commonwealth.



16. 
Who Will Pay? Instead of the 
[
unclear: hard] working conservative, it will be the 
[
unclear: frivolo] and the dishonest who will pay all of 
[
unclear: tl] cost of the state government. But how 
[
unclear: we] the convicted larcenist or the unlicensed 
[
unclear: ir] moralist get the money to pay his fines? 
[
unclear: The] state correction department will 
[
unclear: concentra] solely on getting good jobs for those who 
[
unclear: over] the state "greed" or "sin" fines. Instead a socialistic system of incarceration and we fare payments, the state will do everything possible to give "debtors" the change to wo in an interesting and challenging job to "pa off". Eventually most all state employees 
[
unclear: will] be those who are "working off" their "
[
unclear: fri] olily" debts.




[image: Cartoon by R. Cobb of two people approaching man in snake suit with an apple]
Besides...Just how far do you think you can get in today's world without a good education?
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Moon children
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Drawbacks in the Campaign



Jerry Applebaum


Dr. Timothy Leary is running, or to use his own phrase, "flying" for the office of Governor of the State of California.


At a press conference held at the Free Press on May 10, Leary announced that he was going to form a "New Party" which he would use as a vehicle to carry him to the highest office in the state. According to Leary. it wouldn't be like the extant political parties; it would be a real party, a celebration.


The general philosophy of the New Party would be to reward the "righteous demands" of every group of citizens in the state. In particular, Leary would reward the conservatives by giving them financial security and tax relief. He would also provide for equality of opportunity for Blacks. Browns, and Indians. Just how he would accomplish all of this is a mystery.


In an ad that appears on page 7 of this issue of the Free Press. Leary says, "Everyone knows the old system has collapsed and it is time for a new party." Has the old system really collapsed, Tim? Nixon is President, Reagan is still the Governor (his ratings are higher than ever), Hayakawa is now the president of San Francisco State, and Yorty is still the major of Los Angeles. The system may be dying, but it is certainly not dead.


In a questionnaire that appears in his ad Leary states that 66.000 registrations would be required to get his new party on the ballot. While it would not make much difference to Tim Leary were his name and address readily available to the authorities, there are still a few heads (presumably) in this state who are not yet known to the forces of repression. If for no other reason than Nixon's proposals for "no-knock warrants" for suspected drug users, one would be reluctant to register.


Open your eyes, Tim. The system is only now beginning to bring out its big guns. The Chicago Eight have been indicted for inciting to riot as a result of the violence at the Democratic Convention in Chicago; a large group of Black Panthers are in a New York jail in lieu of $100,000 bail; and brothers and sisters throughout the country are hanging onto their freedom by the skin of their teeth. As the saying goes: Where were you when the shit hit the fan?


Your candidacy for Governor will only provide a false direction for the youth of this country. At a time when we are at a critical juncture we need to come together; not for a party, but to gather our strength for the battle that has only just begun.


Tim Leary's candidacy for Governor is not credible. What he would be is a "straw man" for the forces of repression to attack. Tim Leary. because he is Tim Leary. could never win the election. He can only further divide the Left, making any and all segments more vulnerable to repression. We neither deserve nor need that. What we need is a man with a real programme that can serve the people There is an unfortunate parallel between the Leary candidacy for Governor and Not man Mailer's campaign for Mayor of New York. In the recent New York election Maile ran against a man named Badillo who, while not an ideal person, was at least a credible candidate. If Badillo had been elected he would have been the lesser of two evils. While it is repugnant to think in such terms, it suicidal not to. Mailer's candidacy pulle many votes away from Badillo.


In the upcoming campaign, Jesse Unru will most likely be the Democratic Party candidate for Governor. While Unruh would not be my first choice for Governor, he is infinitely better than the Republican candidate Ronald Reagan. Reagan is so popular now that Unruh will literally need every vote he can get. Tim Leary's candidacy would serve the same function as Mailer's did. He would pull valuable votes away from the one 
[
unclear: can] dicate that could beat the incumbent. Reagan must be defeated at all costs, even if it mean that we must have a liberal such as Jess Unruh.


If Leary feels that he must run for Governor there is only one sensible way for him to do it. Let him run opposite Reagan in the primary as a Republican. By doing that he would only pull away a few disgruntled Re. publicans who could not vote for Unruh any way.
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By C. Wainwright, Lecturer in Political Science, VUW, and a trustee of the N.Z. Defence & Aid Fund for Southern Africa.
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Myths and lies may be perpetrated in various ways. One way is to deliberately mislead your listener by consciously telling him "facts" which are untrue. Another way is to omit facts which prove the incorrectness of your own argument. A third, and possibly more frequent way, is to talk about something other than the subject matter you say you will talk about.


On the 30th June of this year. 
Salient published the text of an Address given by the South African Consul-General for New Zealand. Mr. Peter Philip, to a university audience at V.U.W. The following articles take some of the factual statements made by Mr. Philip and show that they are false. The articles also illustrate that there is another side—the non white side—to the argument Mr. Philip attempted to sustain.


An important initial proposition stated by Mr. Philip in his Address was that "The problem of race relations is one of the most complex issues of the modern world. It is of vital importance that some solution be found as soon as possible. . . . Our (the South African) solution is Apartheid". Mr. Philip then went on to say that: "What happens when integration is rejected by all sectors of the population—by white and by black—as is the case in South Africa?"


The inaccuracy here takes the form of a lack of evidence concerning the possibility that integration has been rejected by all sectors of the population. Mr. Philip nowhere demonstrates that any sectors of the population have rejected "integration". Certainly, he does bring evidence to show that Kaiser Mantanzima. chief minister of the Transkei. supports the idea of "separate development", but this, quite clearly, is insufficient evidence on which to conclude that "integration is rejected by all sectors of the population".


More importantly. Mr. Philip gives no evidence that while and black opinion do reject the idea of racial integration. There is, In fact, circumstantial evidence to the contrary and there is also evidence that, because of lack of representation in the South African Parliament, blacks have never had any opportunity to slate whether or not they endorse the apartheid policies of the white minority. For instance, members of the Transkci Legislative Assembly have criticised apartheid in strong and severe terms—Dr. H. P. Bala (an independent member) has called apartheid "a gigantic fraud" and he has described the Transkci as "a Bastille, the symbol of oppression"; 

1 during a "no confidence" motion in the Transkci Legislative Assembly, in May 1968 an opposition member accused Prime Minister Mantanzima of following the policies of the whites, who were: "Oppressing millions of black people in this country;" an African leader. E. Mandela. (at present imprisoned on Robben Island) has publically stated that integration of all races is desirable for South Africa. 

2The utterances of Albert Lithuli, awarded the Nobel Prize for Peace in 1960 and President of the African National Congress, clearly indicates his rejection of the so-called "solution" of the white minority in South Africa.


More recently, a New Zealand press statement reported that: "The Labour Party, a staunch opponent of the Government's apartheid policy, gained a clear victory today in South Africa's first nation wide coloured election". 

3


Mr. Philip argued that, during the 19th century, the British Government did not colonialise Bantu territories, but that "... the situation in 1910, when the Union of South Africa was established, was as follows. The country was divided between white areas and black areas in almost exactly equal proportions— 51% to 49% to be precise".


However, his precision forgets to tell us that today the distribution of land between the whites and the non-whites is something quite different. Today. 87% of the land in South Africa is owned by the whites and 13% of the land is owned by the non-whites. 

4


Colin and Margaret Legum have this to say about the dominant economic position of the English-speaking community: "The English-speaking community controls 99% of mining capital. 94% of industrial capital. 88% of finance capital, and 75% of commercial capital. This economic power is highly concentrated. Seven finance houses control between them over 1000 of the largest companies, with combined resources exceeding £1.000 million sterling. The financial power of English speaking South Africa is further entrenched by its association with international finance, with a stake of about £1,800 million sterling in the Republic". 

5


Mr. Philip makes some claims about the distribution of political power in South Africa which are patently absurd: At one point in his Address he said: "We, the white South Africans, claimed the right to be governed by our own people, and it seems logical and fair to us that the Africans should have the same right. And that, in short, is precisely what the policy of Separate Development means— the right of all nations in South Africa to be governed by their own people".
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Unfortunately for Mr. Philip, the policy of "separate development" has not turned out like this: neither are his hopes sustained by the facts of contemporary South African life. When we look at the composition of the South African Parliament we find that it has always had an all-white membership. 

6


The fact of the matter is, that all the laws (including the decision to establish Bantustans and the Prohibition of Mixed Marriages Act, 1949) regulating the lives of non-whites have been, and still are being, passed by a Parliament which is exclusively white in racial composition. In other words, the 3 million whites have decided, and are still deciding, the fate of the 14 million non-whites.


One conclusion we may draw from this fact is that the claim by Mr. Philip that is logical and fair" that the African's have the right to govern themselves, may indeed constitute a value to which Mr. Philip and others subscribe, but it is not being borne out in practice in South Africa at the present moment.


The concept of "separate development" has been explained by a Minister of Bantus Administration in the following terms


"The principle behind the policy of separate or autogenous development is that 

the less-developed Bantu should be guided by their European guardians towards self-realisation and self-government within their own communities and within their own areas . . . The policy therefore aims at providing the Bantu with his own insitutions, and offering him ample scope in the service of his community. There he can develop as fast as his inherent powers can drive him. In time to come the political, economic and social structure will be centred in their own national homelands ... a time limit cannot be put upon the Spiritual emancipation of backward people . . . The object of the apartheid policy is to imbue the Bantu with a spirit of independence and self-help so they can do things for themselves ... As the Bantu learns to govern himself, the European will gradually withdraw himself from his position as guardian Meanwhile the Government will be represented by Commissioners-General in the Bantu homelands whose main task will be to give guidance and advice . . . Politically and territorially the various Bantu national units and the established European unit will move in the direction of a South African commonwealth roughly on the British pattern." 

7


This, at any rate, is the intention of those who wish to create so-called "separate development". A look at some of the outcomes shows a great disparity between the intentions and the results—a disparity which is matched only by the human misery and frustration this policy has caused, and is still causing, the African people who are the objects of this policy.


At the political level, the following facts are illustrative of this frustration and misery. Apart from the Transkei. the elective principle is entirely excluded from the selection procedures of members of the African governments concerned. Throughout these reserves the Minister of Bantu Administration and his officials have the right to veto the appointment of any councillor. There is no suggestion that the elective principle will be introduced. Consequently, positions of authority within these Bantustans are, and will continue to be. strictly controlled by the central white Government.


When we turn to the Transkei—the "showpiece" of "separate development"—we find that while the Transkei has some of the institutions of a Western state (e.g.. a Parliament, and a civil service) the white central Government of South Africa retains control over foreign affairs, communications, internal and external security, currency and banking, immigration, and control over amendments to the constitution of the Transkei. 

8


Mr. Philip is correct when he tells us that of the 109 Members of the Transkei Parliament, 64 of them are non-elected, hereditary chiefs. He is also correct when he tells us that: "The ruling Transkeian National Independence Party, led by Paramount Chief Mantanzima, supports Separate Development." What he forgot to tell his university audience was that it is common knowledge in the Transkei that Premier Mantanzima was chosen head of the Transkei Government by an Assembly stacked with 64 government-appointed chiefs and despite the fact that candidates on the Mantanzima ticket won a minority of the elected scats. 

9


Equally pertinent is the fact that of the 45 elected members in 1968. 38 are known to be strong opponents of the white Nationalist regime. Moreover, the 1963 elections in the Transkei took place under a "State of Emergency" which imposed a ban on all meetings of more than 10 people and which laid down severe penalties for "statements disrespectful to chiefs." and permitted the indefinite detention, without warrant or trial, of political opponents. 

10


Neither did Mr. Philip remember to tell his audience of some recent events in the Transkei Parliament, about which he must surely be aware. Events which tell something of a different story to the one he told, and which indicate opposition to "separate development" within the Transkei Parliament itself. For instance, during a motion calling for the Africanisation of Fort Hare University College. Mr. O. P. O. Mpondo. of the opposition Democratic Party, attacked the late Dr. Verwoerd as the architect of "the ungodly policy of apartheid . . . and kaffir education." 

11 Later in the same month the Leader of the Transkei Peoples Freedom Party is reported as having said: "We cannot call the Transkei Legislative Assembly a Parliament. It is a dummy institution." 

12


Earlier in the year, and during a "no confidence" motion in the Transkei Legislative Assembly, an opposition member accused Mantanzima of following the policy of the whites, who were: ". . . oppressing millions of black people in this country." He went on to say that: "Our brothers and sisters in the African states have been allowed the taste of the forbidden fruit of freedom and I can assure you that we. the Africans in this country, want the tree of freedom planted not in the cramped, corroded and decaying native reserves where the Afrikaner Nationalists suggest it may blossom and bear fruit, but in the Republican cities." 

13


The establishment in South Africa of "Bantustans" is based upon the apartheid supposition that certain areas of the land belong to the whites and that other parts of the land— known as the "reserve"—belong to the Africans, with neither people able to enjoy rights belonging to the other.
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The "Bantustans" consist of 260 small and separate areas scattered throughout South Africa and they constitute approximately 13 per cent of the total land mass of that country. A glance at a map shows that the majority of these isolated areas cannot he incorporated into larger units. The Tomlinson Commission, which investigated Bantustan planning and reported in 1956. concluded that, save for a few-blocks of land such as the Transkei and Vendaland, the Bantu areas were too scattered to form any foundation for community growth. 

14


From the point of view of the day-to-day life of the African who lives in a "homeland" or "Bantustan", the prospects are not particularly rewarding in economic terms: and they are negligible when compared with the economic opportunities afforded by the 87 percent of the land the white population has given itself. The Bantu "homelands" have been described as "South African backwaters, primitive rural slums, soil-eroded and underdeveloped, lacking power resources and without developed communication systems. They have no cities, no industry, and few sources of employment. They are areas drained of their men-folk, for their chief export is labour. The "homelands" are mere reserves of labour, with a population not even self-sustaining." 

15



A Handbook of African Affairs says this of Bantustans: "Bantustans comprise 13.7 per cent of the Republic. All are presently rural in character, dependent on a low level of subsistence agriculture and a considerable amount of imported food, and lacking in known resources." 

16


By contrast, the white portion of the Republic (87 per cent of the total land mass) contains all the large cities, the seaports, the harbours, the airfields, the areas served well by railways, main roads, powerlincs and major irrigation schemes. It contains the enormously rich gold mines, the diamond mines and the coal mines. It is the centre of finance and commerce. It includes all the main industries and it contains the best and most fertile farmlands. 

17


With regard to the "Bantustans", Mr Philip failed to mention to his audience one important fact which, for some, provides the key to African misery and frustration in South Africa. This is that the white South African Government possess the political power which enables them to rule the lives of the Africans. This fact is clearly shown in two debates which took place in the South African Parliament last year. In the first debate, Premier Vorster said in the House of Assembly:


"Surely the fact that you work for a man docs not give you the right to run his affairs? Surely no such political principle exists anywhere in the world? It is true that there are Blacks working for us. They will continue to work for us for generations, in spite of the ideal we have to separate them completely. Surely, we all know that? . . . The fact of the matter is this: We need them, because they work for us, but, after all, we pay them for their work. What would have become of them if one had not created those employment opportunities for them? Surely, they could not have survived? But the fact that they work for us can never —if one accepts this as one's criterion one will be signing one's death sentence now—entitle them to claim political rights. Not now, nor in the future. It makes no difference if they are here with any degree of permanency or not. The principle one applies—and this is the principle we apply—should be that if they want political rights, they should seek those rights in their homelands. But under no circumstances can we grant them those political rights in our own territory, neither now nor ever." 

18


Less than two months later the following exchange took place in the Senate:


The Deputy Minister of Bantu Administration and Development:


". . . Can the Transkei eventually advance to complete independence? The answer is yes, definitely yes.


Senator du Toit:


"Are they going to get it within two years?"


The Deputy Minister:


"Of course not. The, Hon. Senator is talking nonsense, absolute nonsense."


Senator du Toit:


"They are asking for that now"


The Deputy Minister:


"Now who said they were going to get it when they asked for it? It is a process of gradual emancipation, and this Parliament will decide when they are to receive their independence, and no one clse." 

19






"Like one in every four African children, this child died (of malnutrition) before his first birthday." House of Bondage.



"We take modest pride in the fact that our record in regard to the Bantu health is second to none." Mr Philip, 
Salient 24.
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This last dialogue entirely contradicts the claim made by Mr. Philip in the 
Salient article that: "In 1963 the Transkei was given self-government."


Two points clearly emerge from these statements by members of the white South African Parliament—points which do not emerge from the address given by Mr. Philip, the white South African Government's representative in New Zealand.


Firstly, the debate in the Senate makes it abundantly clear that it is the white South African, and the white South African alone, who will decide when the African will be given independence: i.e., even though an African wants self-government he must ask permission from the white minority beforehand and, as in the past, he may be refused.


Secondly, when Premier Vorster says, ". . . if they want political rights they should seek those rights in their homelands." He is saying this in the context of African independence being granted by a white minority. More importantly, the implication that if the Africans want political rights all they have to do is to "seek those rights in their homelands" is entirely unwarranted, for they will be given these rights only when the white minority thinks fit as in the past.


Mr. Philip told his university audience and 
Salient readers: "We take modest pride in the fact that our record in regard to Bantu housing, wages, education and health is second to none." All one can say about this type of modesty is that if the Bantu had been consulted, perhaps the claim would never have been made. Perhaps it might be added that the "pride" to which Mr. Philips refers stands in good need of being modest because the achievements about which he boasts are so sparse.


For instance, if we take the field of employment and wages we find that a Bureau of Statistics survey of family incomes and expenditures for November 1967 (published by the South African Government) showed that the average white family in the ten main urban areas of South Africa earned R.4.637 per annum and spent R.4,536 per annum. Against this, the average income of an African family living in Soweto was estimated at R.556 per annum—roughly one-tenth of that enjoyed by while families living in Johannesburg.


Income figures tell only part of the story, of course: income maintenance schemes are also important. In this respect, the survey indicated that most white South Africans are shielded against hardships and misfortunes by personal insurance, pension schemes and sick benefits and the survey pointed out that these are benefits which relatively few Africans can enjoy. 

20 In 1968 "the average cash wage, for mine workers of the white is 17 times greater than that of the African." 

21 (Africans comprised 90 per cent of the labour force in the mining industry in 1968.) In the manufacturing industry, where most workers are covered by industrial council agreements or wage determinations. Africans get a better deal than in mining, but their average wage is little more than one-fifth that of whites. 

22


Reports in the Rand Daily Mail and in the Financial Mail show that in the ten-year period 1957-1967 the difference between average white wages and average African wages actually increased from R.120 per month to R.194 per month. They also showed (which might be expected given these figures) that, during the period 1962-1967, the percentage wage increases have actually been smaller for Africans than for whiles. 

23


A comparison of the wages of two workers in South Africa—an African and a white labourer reveals a side of the story Mr. Philip found it expedient to omit. In 1946 the average earnings of an African worker employed by the manufacturing industry amounted to £159.1 (Sterling) per annum, as against £734.28 per annum for a white employee in the same industry. The white employee, therefore, received 4.6 times as much as an African. In 1961 the corresponding figures were £176.7 for the African and £991.28 for the white worker. The ratio becoming 5.6:1. 

24


A similar finding occurs for the gold mining industry. A recent survey conducted by Dr. F. Wilson, of the Department of Economics at the University of Capetown, reported that the white-black average annual cash earnings gap widened from a ratio of 11.7 to 1 in 1911 to a ratio of 17.6 to 1 in 1966. This widening of the gap in favour of the whites in the gold mining industry may be contrasted with the fairly constant average annual cash earnings gap of approximately 5:1 in favour of the whites for the last thirty years in secondary industry. 

25


The South African economy is dependent upon forced-labour. That this is so is indicated by the following facts. The Natives (Settlement of Disputes) Act makes strikes by Africans illegal; the Mines and Works Act confines Africans to unskilled employment in mining and manufacturing industries; the Native Land Act confines the non-European to 13 per cent of the land mass of South Africa and the Pass Laws regulate the movement of Africans into and out of urban areas, employment opportunities and family life.


Sixteen years ago the International Labour Organisation made a statement on forced labour in South Africa which they have not yet found it necessary to rescind: "a system of forced labour of significance to the economy appears to exist in the Union of South Africa". More recently, a United Nations Working Group concluded in its report submitted on February 2, 1968:


"The international standards relating to trade union freedoms are being seriously and persistently violated by South African legislation and by administration and penal measures. These violations result in racial discrimination between African workers and trade unionists on the one hand, and non-African workers and trade unionists on the other. They are a manifestation of the policy of apartheid, which, in its efforts to separate the races, undeniably discriminates between the different groups of workers and trade union-ists." 

26


It is in ways such as this that the whites in South Africa have been able to vindicate the Constitution of the Boer Republic of the Transvaal prior to its annexation by Britain. This constitution contained the following provision: "The people will permit no equality between white and coloured inhabitants, either in Church or State".


In the field of housing, Mr. Philip made the following remarks: "The slums I am happy to say, have nearly all gone. Quite soon we shall be able to boast that we have no slums." Since the notion of a 'slum' (as with the notion of 'poverty') is a relative term (i.e., a slum for one person may be a mansion for another person), and since Mr. Philip nowhere tells us what he means when he uses the word 'slum', his remarks on this matter are difficult to verify.
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However, he could have told his audience— but he chose not to—facts which are freely available to any person who has the patience to search relevant literature such as South African newspapers and House of Assembly Debates. From the former source we find that in South Western Territory (Soweto) 600,000 people lived in 70,000 houses. That is, according to the official Government figure, nine people per three-roomed house. 

27


He could have told us also—but he did not —that 33,000 coloured people have been evicted from their homes in the Cape Peninsula and that 15,000 people in the Cape Peninsula are waiting for homcs. 

28


Two years ago, in answer to a question in the House of Assembly, the Minister of Health admitted that bad housing caused an outbreak of typhoid among Africans. "It was found that, as a result of the influx of large numbers of Bantu into this industrial area (Hammarsdale, between Durban and Pieter-maritzburg) squatters' camps sprang up before provision could be made for the necessary housing, water supplies, sanitation and refuse disposal. The resulting unhygienic conditions were apparently the cause of the outbreak of typhoid." 

29
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Mr. Philip is certainly correct when he says that money has been spent by the white South African Government in rehousing non-whites. But, after all, a large proportion of the money for this housing was given by the non-whites, by way of taxation levied by the white South African Government. And we still have before us the plain fact that the South African Government "re-located" people who have never been given the opportunity to say they wished to be "re-located". It was, after all, a completely white South African Parliament which conceived, and is still unsuccessfully trying to implement, the Bantustan policy.


That forced "re-location" of the non-white population has occured and is still occuring is seen in the fact that the Group Areas Act restricts rights of residence, within group areas, to members of the population group for which the group area has been proclaimed. Europeans, Asians and "Coloured Persons" are only able to live within their own group areas. They may not reside (and will be punished if they do) in African residential areas established under the Bantu (Urban Areas) Consolidation Act. 1945. Nor may they, without permission granted under Section 24 of the Bantu Trust and Land Act, 1936, reside in an African reserve on land owned by the Bantu Trust or by an African. 

30.


By Proclamation 259 (23/8/1959) no African not lawfully resident in the reserves on that date may take up residence in the reserves except on land in individual African ownership, without the written approval of the Bantu Affairs Commissioner. The South African Institute of Race Relations states that in effect this provision means that: "Africans require permission to live anywhere at all." 

31


The restrictions preventing Africans from permanent residence in urban areas (which are the most industrialised part of South Africa and therefore places of job opportunities), are contained in the Bantu Laws Amendment Act. 1964. Likewise, Europeans are forbidden to live in the areas reserved for Africans. (The Bantu Trust and Land Act, 1936. fixed the areas to be reserved for the African population at 13% of the total territory of South Africa and it imposes restrictions on the occupation by non-Africans of land within the reserves. 

32


But, this is not the 
quid pro quo it may appear to be. This is because while the African is forced, by economic circumstances, to go to the white urban areas for employment, the white men (who passed the legislation restricting the movement of Africans within South Africa) are not under such a compulsion and. in fact, find it most lucrative to live in the 87% of South Africa they gave themselves in 1936
.


The Immorality Amendment Act, 1950, following the Prohibition of Mixed Marriages Act of 1949, embodies legislation which, according to John Gunther, is "unparalleled in the world except by the Nuremburg laws of Nazi Germany." 

33 The Mixed Marriages Act forbids marriages between Europeans and non-Europeans. On the other hand, according to Gunther. "Africans. Indians, and Coloureds may have mixed relations at will. The object of the law is to keep the white community free from 'contamination'." 

34


This explanation of the prohibition on mixed marriages stands in clear contrast to that offered by Mr. Philip to his university audience. According to Mr. Philip one of the reasons for this legislation was "Zulu resentment at the fact that Indian men were consorting with Zulu women", and that this led to a situation in which "The Zulus suddenly went berserk and started slaughtering every Indian in sight, men, women and children." "Is it really surprising," asks Mr. Philip, that "in these circumstances we should have clamped down on mixed marriages and interracial intercourse and eliminated this highly dangerous source of racial friction?"
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Mr. Philip fails to explain, however, how it is that a law designed to make void all marriages between a European and a non-European will prevent friction between 
two groups of non-Europeans. He also fails to tell us how, by making it an offence, punishable with five years' imprisonment in the case of a male and four years' in the case of a female, for a European and a non-European to have sexual-intercourse, the South African Government hopes to prevent 'racial explosions' 
between non-Europeans such as occured in Durban just after the last war."


I have tried to explain that the Consul-General of South Africa in New Zealand, Mr. Peter Philip, did the students of this university a disservice when he spoke to them about apartheid in South Africa. The sin of omission pervaded the text of his address. Of course, one cannot say everything one wants to say about apartheid in fifty minutes, but one can at least set the record straight about the subject matter one docs choose to speak on.


In an interview shortly after he arrived in this country in March of this year, Mr. Philip said: "We are aware and understand that New Zealand is under a certain misapprehension about us." 

35 I am certain that people in New Zealand will remain under this misapprehension just so long as the information they have about apartheid in South Africa is derived from listening to and reading reports of speeches by Mr. Philip.
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Myths and lies may be perpetrated in various ways. One way is to deliberately mislead your listener by consciously telling him "facts" which are untrue. Another way is to omit facts which prove the incorrectness of your own argument. A third, and possibly more frequent way, is to talk about something other than the subject matter you say you will talk about.


On the 30th June of this year. 
Salient published the text of an Address given by the South African Consul-General for New Zealand. Mr. Peter Philip, to a university audience at V.U.W. The following articles take some of the factual statements made by Mr. Philip and show that they are false. The articles also illustrate that there is another side—the non white side—to the argument Mr. Philip attempted to sustain.


An important initial proposition stated by Mr. Philip in his Address was that "The problem of race relations is one of the most complex issues of the modern world. It is of vital importance that some solution be found as soon as possible. . . . Our (the South African) solution is Apartheid". Mr. Philip then went on to say that: "What happens when integration is rejected by all sectors of the population—by white and by black—as is the case in South Africa?"


The inaccuracy here takes the form of a lack of evidence concerning the possibility that integration has been rejected by all sectors of the population. Mr. Philip nowhere demonstrates that any sectors of the population have rejected "integration". Certainly, he does bring evidence to show that Kaiser Mantanzima. chief minister of the Transkei. supports the idea of "separate development", but this, quite clearly, is insufficient evidence on which to conclude that "integration is rejected by all sectors of the population".


More importantly. Mr. Philip gives no evidence that while and black opinion do reject the idea of racial integration. There is, In fact, circumstantial evidence to the contrary and there is also evidence that, because of lack of representation in the South African Parliament, blacks have never had any opportunity to slate whether or not they endorse the apartheid policies of the white minority. For instance, members of the Transkci Legislative Assembly have criticised apartheid in strong and severe terms—Dr. H. P. Bala (an independent member) has called apartheid "a gigantic fraud" and he has described the Transkci as "a Bastille, the symbol of oppression"; 

1 during a "no confidence" motion in the Transkci Legislative Assembly, in May 1968 an opposition member accused Prime Minister Mantanzima of following the policies of the whites, who were: "Oppressing millions of black people in this country;" an African leader. E. Mandela. (at present imprisoned on Robben Island) has publically stated that integration of all races is desirable for South Africa. 

2The utterances of Albert Lithuli, awarded the Nobel Prize for Peace in 1960 and President of the African National Congress, clearly indicates his rejection of the so-called "solution" of the white minority in South Africa.


More recently, a New Zealand press statement reported that: "The Labour Party, a staunch opponent of the Government's apartheid policy, gained a clear victory today in South Africa's first nation wide coloured election". 

3


Mr. Philip argued that, during the 19th century, the British Government did not colonialise Bantu territories, but that "... the situation in 1910, when the Union of South Africa was established, was as follows. The country was divided between white areas and black areas in almost exactly equal proportions— 51% to 49% to be precise".


However, his precision forgets to tell us that today the distribution of land between the whites and the non-whites is something quite different. Today. 87% of the land in South Africa is owned by the whites and 13% of the land is owned by the non-whites. 

4


Colin and Margaret Legum have this to say about the dominant economic position of the English-speaking community: "The English-speaking community controls 99% of mining capital. 94% of industrial capital. 88% of finance capital, and 75% of commercial capital. This economic power is highly concentrated. Seven finance houses control between them over 1000 of the largest companies, with combined resources exceeding £1.000 million sterling. The financial power of English speaking South Africa is further entrenched by its association with international finance, with a stake of about £1,800 million sterling in the Republic". 

5


Mr. Philip makes some claims about the distribution of political power in South Africa which are patently absurd: At one point in his Address he said: "We, the white South Africans, claimed the right to be governed by our own people, and it seems logical and fair to us that the Africans should have the same right. And that, in short, is precisely what the policy of Separate Development means— the right of all nations in South Africa to be governed by their own people".
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Unfortunately for Mr. Philip, the policy of "separate development" has not turned out like this: neither are his hopes sustained by the facts of contemporary South African life. When we look at the composition of the South African Parliament we find that it has always had an all-white membership. 

6


The fact of the matter is, that all the laws (including the decision to establish Bantustans and the Prohibition of Mixed Marriages Act, 1949) regulating the lives of non-whites have been, and still are being, passed by a Parliament which is exclusively white in racial composition. In other words, the 3 million whites have decided, and are still deciding, the fate of the 14 million non-whites.


One conclusion we may draw from this fact is that the claim by Mr. Philip that is logical and fair" that the African's have the right to govern themselves, may indeed constitute a value to which Mr. Philip and others subscribe, but it is not being borne out in practice in South Africa at the present moment.


The concept of "separate development" has been explained by a Minister of Bantus Administration in the following terms


"The principle behind the policy of separate or autogenous development is that 

the less-developed Bantu should be guided by their European guardians towards self-realisation and self-government within their own communities and within their own areas . . . The policy therefore aims at providing the Bantu with his own insitutions, and offering him ample scope in the service of his community. There he can develop as fast as his inherent powers can drive him. In time to come the political, economic and social structure will be centred in their own national homelands ... a time limit cannot be put upon the Spiritual emancipation of backward people . . . The object of the apartheid policy is to imbue the Bantu with a spirit of independence and self-help so they can do things for themselves ... As the Bantu learns to govern himself, the European will gradually withdraw himself from his position as guardian Meanwhile the Government will be represented by Commissioners-General in the Bantu homelands whose main task will be to give guidance and advice . . . Politically and territorially the various Bantu national units and the established European unit will move in the direction of a South African commonwealth roughly on the British pattern." 

7


This, at any rate, is the intention of those who wish to create so-called "separate development". A look at some of the outcomes shows a great disparity between the intentions and the results—a disparity which is matched only by the human misery and frustration this policy has caused, and is still causing, the African people who are the objects of this policy.


At the political level, the following facts are illustrative of this frustration and misery. Apart from the Transkei. the elective principle is entirely excluded from the selection procedures of members of the African governments concerned. Throughout these reserves the Minister of Bantu Administration and his officials have the right to veto the appointment of any councillor. There is no suggestion that the elective principle will be introduced. Consequently, positions of authority within these Bantustans are, and will continue to be. strictly controlled by the central white Government.


When we turn to the Transkei—the "showpiece" of "separate development"—we find that while the Transkei has some of the institutions of a Western state (e.g.. a Parliament, and a civil service) the white central Government of South Africa retains control over foreign affairs, communications, internal and external security, currency and banking, immigration, and control over amendments to the constitution of the Transkei. 

8


Mr. Philip is correct when he tells us that of the 109 Members of the Transkei Parliament, 64 of them are non-elected, hereditary chiefs. He is also correct when he tells us that: "The ruling Transkeian National Independence Party, led by Paramount Chief Mantanzima, supports Separate Development." What he forgot to tell his university audience was that it is common knowledge in the Transkei that Premier Mantanzima was chosen head of the Transkei Government by an Assembly stacked with 64 government-appointed chiefs and despite the fact that candidates on the Mantanzima ticket won a minority of the elected scats. 

9


Equally pertinent is the fact that of the 45 elected members in 1968. 38 are known to be strong opponents of the white Nationalist regime. Moreover, the 1963 elections in the Transkei took place under a "State of Emergency" which imposed a ban on all meetings of more than 10 people and which laid down severe penalties for "statements disrespectful to chiefs." and permitted the indefinite detention, without warrant or trial, of political opponents. 

10


Neither did Mr. Philip remember to tell his audience of some recent events in the Transkei Parliament, about which he must surely be aware. Events which tell something of a different story to the one he told, and which indicate opposition to "separate development" within the Transkei Parliament itself. For instance, during a motion calling for the Africanisation of Fort Hare University College. Mr. O. P. O. Mpondo. of the opposition Democratic Party, attacked the late Dr. Verwoerd as the architect of "the ungodly policy of apartheid . . . and kaffir education." 

11 Later in the same month the Leader of the Transkei Peoples Freedom Party is reported as having said: "We cannot call the Transkei Legislative Assembly a Parliament. It is a dummy institution." 

12


Earlier in the year, and during a "no confidence" motion in the Transkei Legislative Assembly, an opposition member accused Mantanzima of following the policy of the whites, who were: ". . . oppressing millions of black people in this country." He went on to say that: "Our brothers and sisters in the African states have been allowed the taste of the forbidden fruit of freedom and I can assure you that we. the Africans in this country, want the tree of freedom planted not in the cramped, corroded and decaying native reserves where the Afrikaner Nationalists suggest it may blossom and bear fruit, but in the Republican cities." 

13


The establishment in South Africa of "Bantustans" is based upon the apartheid supposition that certain areas of the land belong to the whites and that other parts of the land— known as the "reserve"—belong to the Africans, with neither people able to enjoy rights belonging to the other.
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The "Bantustans" consist of 260 small and separate areas scattered throughout South Africa and they constitute approximately 13 per cent of the total land mass of that country. A glance at a map shows that the majority of these isolated areas cannot he incorporated into larger units. The Tomlinson Commission, which investigated Bantustan planning and reported in 1956. concluded that, save for a few-blocks of land such as the Transkei and Vendaland, the Bantu areas were too scattered to form any foundation for community growth. 

14


From the point of view of the day-to-day life of the African who lives in a "homeland" or "Bantustan", the prospects are not particularly rewarding in economic terms: and they are negligible when compared with the economic opportunities afforded by the 87 percent of the land the white population has given itself. The Bantu "homelands" have been described as "South African backwaters, primitive rural slums, soil-eroded and underdeveloped, lacking power resources and without developed communication systems. They have no cities, no industry, and few sources of employment. They are areas drained of their men-folk, for their chief export is labour. The "homelands" are mere reserves of labour, with a population not even self-sustaining." 

15



A Handbook of African Affairs says this of Bantustans: "Bantustans comprise 13.7 per cent of the Republic. All are presently rural in character, dependent on a low level of subsistence agriculture and a considerable amount of imported food, and lacking in known resources." 

16


By contrast, the white portion of the Republic (87 per cent of the total land mass) contains all the large cities, the seaports, the harbours, the airfields, the areas served well by railways, main roads, powerlincs and major irrigation schemes. It contains the enormously rich gold mines, the diamond mines and the coal mines. It is the centre of finance and commerce. It includes all the main industries and it contains the best and most fertile farmlands. 

17


With regard to the "Bantustans", Mr Philip failed to mention to his audience one important fact which, for some, provides the key to African misery and frustration in South Africa. This is that the white South African Government possess the political power which enables them to rule the lives of the Africans. This fact is clearly shown in two debates which took place in the South African Parliament last year. In the first debate, Premier Vorster said in the House of Assembly:


"Surely the fact that you work for a man docs not give you the right to run his affairs? Surely no such political principle exists anywhere in the world? It is true that there are Blacks working for us. They will continue to work for us for generations, in spite of the ideal we have to separate them completely. Surely, we all know that? . . . The fact of the matter is this: We need them, because they work for us, but, after all, we pay them for their work. What would have become of them if one had not created those employment opportunities for them? Surely, they could not have survived? But the fact that they work for us can never —if one accepts this as one's criterion one will be signing one's death sentence now—entitle them to claim political rights. Not now, nor in the future. It makes no difference if they are here with any degree of permanency or not. The principle one applies—and this is the principle we apply—should be that if they want political rights, they should seek those rights in their homelands. But under no circumstances can we grant them those political rights in our own territory, neither now nor ever." 

18


Less than two months later the following exchange took place in the Senate:


The Deputy Minister of Bantu Administration and Development:


". . . Can the Transkei eventually advance to complete independence? The answer is yes, definitely yes.


Senator du Toit:


"Are they going to get it within two years?"


The Deputy Minister:


"Of course not. The, Hon. Senator is talking nonsense, absolute nonsense."


Senator du Toit:


"They are asking for that now"


The Deputy Minister:


"Now who said they were going to get it when they asked for it? It is a process of gradual emancipation, and this Parliament will decide when they are to receive their independence, and no one clse." 

19






"Like one in every four African children, this child died (of malnutrition) before his first birthday." House of Bondage.



"We take modest pride in the fact that our record in regard to the Bantu health is second to none." Mr Philip, 
Salient 24.
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This last dialogue entirely contradicts the claim made by Mr. Philip in the 
Salient article that: "In 1963 the Transkei was given self-government."


Two points clearly emerge from these statements by members of the white South African Parliament—points which do not emerge from the address given by Mr. Philip, the white South African Government's representative in New Zealand.


Firstly, the debate in the Senate makes it abundantly clear that it is the white South African, and the white South African alone, who will decide when the African will be given independence: i.e., even though an African wants self-government he must ask permission from the white minority beforehand and, as in the past, he may be refused.


Secondly, when Premier Vorster says, ". . . if they want political rights they should seek those rights in their homelands." He is saying this in the context of African independence being granted by a white minority. More importantly, the implication that if the Africans want political rights all they have to do is to "seek those rights in their homelands" is entirely unwarranted, for they will be given these rights only when the white minority thinks fit as in the past.


Mr. Philip told his university audience and 
Salient readers: "We take modest pride in the fact that our record in regard to Bantu housing, wages, education and health is second to none." All one can say about this type of modesty is that if the Bantu had been consulted, perhaps the claim would never have been made. Perhaps it might be added that the "pride" to which Mr. Philips refers stands in good need of being modest because the achievements about which he boasts are so sparse.


For instance, if we take the field of employment and wages we find that a Bureau of Statistics survey of family incomes and expenditures for November 1967 (published by the South African Government) showed that the average white family in the ten main urban areas of South Africa earned R.4.637 per annum and spent R.4,536 per annum. Against this, the average income of an African family living in Soweto was estimated at R.556 per annum—roughly one-tenth of that enjoyed by while families living in Johannesburg.


Income figures tell only part of the story, of course: income maintenance schemes are also important. In this respect, the survey indicated that most white South Africans are shielded against hardships and misfortunes by personal insurance, pension schemes and sick benefits and the survey pointed out that these are benefits which relatively few Africans can enjoy. 

20 In 1968 "the average cash wage, for mine workers of the white is 17 times greater than that of the African." 

21 (Africans comprised 90 per cent of the labour force in the mining industry in 1968.) In the manufacturing industry, where most workers are covered by industrial council agreements or wage determinations. Africans get a better deal than in mining, but their average wage is little more than one-fifth that of whites. 

22


Reports in the Rand Daily Mail and in the Financial Mail show that in the ten-year period 1957-1967 the difference between average white wages and average African wages actually increased from R.120 per month to R.194 per month. They also showed (which might be expected given these figures) that, during the period 1962-1967, the percentage wage increases have actually been smaller for Africans than for whiles. 

23


A comparison of the wages of two workers in South Africa—an African and a white labourer reveals a side of the story Mr. Philip found it expedient to omit. In 1946 the average earnings of an African worker employed by the manufacturing industry amounted to £159.1 (Sterling) per annum, as against £734.28 per annum for a white employee in the same industry. The white employee, therefore, received 4.6 times as much as an African. In 1961 the corresponding figures were £176.7 for the African and £991.28 for the white worker. The ratio becoming 5.6:1. 

24


A similar finding occurs for the gold mining industry. A recent survey conducted by Dr. F. Wilson, of the Department of Economics at the University of Capetown, reported that the white-black average annual cash earnings gap widened from a ratio of 11.7 to 1 in 1911 to a ratio of 17.6 to 1 in 1966. This widening of the gap in favour of the whites in the gold mining industry may be contrasted with the fairly constant average annual cash earnings gap of approximately 5:1 in favour of the whites for the last thirty years in secondary industry. 

25


The South African economy is dependent upon forced-labour. That this is so is indicated by the following facts. The Natives (Settlement of Disputes) Act makes strikes by Africans illegal; the Mines and Works Act confines Africans to unskilled employment in mining and manufacturing industries; the Native Land Act confines the non-European to 13 per cent of the land mass of South Africa and the Pass Laws regulate the movement of Africans into and out of urban areas, employment opportunities and family life.


Sixteen years ago the International Labour Organisation made a statement on forced labour in South Africa which they have not yet found it necessary to rescind: "a system of forced labour of significance to the economy appears to exist in the Union of South Africa". More recently, a United Nations Working Group concluded in its report submitted on February 2, 1968:


"The international standards relating to trade union freedoms are being seriously and persistently violated by South African legislation and by administration and penal measures. These violations result in racial discrimination between African workers and trade unionists on the one hand, and non-African workers and trade unionists on the other. They are a manifestation of the policy of apartheid, which, in its efforts to separate the races, undeniably discriminates between the different groups of workers and trade union-ists." 

26


It is in ways such as this that the whites in South Africa have been able to vindicate the Constitution of the Boer Republic of the Transvaal prior to its annexation by Britain. This constitution contained the following provision: "The people will permit no equality between white and coloured inhabitants, either in Church or State".


In the field of housing, Mr. Philip made the following remarks: "The slums I am happy to say, have nearly all gone. Quite soon we shall be able to boast that we have no slums." Since the notion of a 'slum' (as with the notion of 'poverty') is a relative term (i.e., a slum for one person may be a mansion for another person), and since Mr. Philip nowhere tells us what he means when he uses the word 'slum', his remarks on this matter are difficult to verify.




[image: "As regards education, four out of every five Bantu children between the ages of seven and fourteen, are at school." Mr Philip, Salient 24.]

"As regards education, four out of every five Bantu children between the ages of seven and fourteen, are at school." Mr Philip, 
Salient 24.







However, he could have told his audience— but he chose not to—facts which are freely available to any person who has the patience to search relevant literature such as South African newspapers and House of Assembly Debates. From the former source we find that in South Western Territory (Soweto) 600,000 people lived in 70,000 houses. That is, according to the official Government figure, nine people per three-roomed house. 

27


He could have told us also—but he did not —that 33,000 coloured people have been evicted from their homes in the Cape Peninsula and that 15,000 people in the Cape Peninsula are waiting for homcs. 

28


Two years ago, in answer to a question in the House of Assembly, the Minister of Health admitted that bad housing caused an outbreak of typhoid among Africans. "It was found that, as a result of the influx of large numbers of Bantu into this industrial area (Hammarsdale, between Durban and Pieter-maritzburg) squatters' camps sprang up before provision could be made for the necessary housing, water supplies, sanitation and refuse disposal. The resulting unhygienic conditions were apparently the cause of the outbreak of typhoid." 

29
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Mr. Philip is certainly correct when he says that money has been spent by the white South African Government in rehousing non-whites. But, after all, a large proportion of the money for this housing was given by the non-whites, by way of taxation levied by the white South African Government. And we still have before us the plain fact that the South African Government "re-located" people who have never been given the opportunity to say they wished to be "re-located". It was, after all, a completely white South African Parliament which conceived, and is still unsuccessfully trying to implement, the Bantustan policy.


That forced "re-location" of the non-white population has occured and is still occuring is seen in the fact that the Group Areas Act restricts rights of residence, within group areas, to members of the population group for which the group area has been proclaimed. Europeans, Asians and "Coloured Persons" are only able to live within their own group areas. They may not reside (and will be punished if they do) in African residential areas established under the Bantu (Urban Areas) Consolidation Act. 1945. Nor may they, without permission granted under Section 24 of the Bantu Trust and Land Act, 1936, reside in an African reserve on land owned by the Bantu Trust or by an African. 

30.


By Proclamation 259 (23/8/1959) no African not lawfully resident in the reserves on that date may take up residence in the reserves except on land in individual African ownership, without the written approval of the Bantu Affairs Commissioner. The South African Institute of Race Relations states that in effect this provision means that: "Africans require permission to live anywhere at all." 

31


The restrictions preventing Africans from permanent residence in urban areas (which are the most industrialised part of South Africa and therefore places of job opportunities), are contained in the Bantu Laws Amendment Act. 1964. Likewise, Europeans are forbidden to live in the areas reserved for Africans. (The Bantu Trust and Land Act, 1936. fixed the areas to be reserved for the African population at 13% of the total territory of South Africa and it imposes restrictions on the occupation by non-Africans of land within the reserves. 

32


But, this is not the 
quid pro quo it may appear to be. This is because while the African is forced, by economic circumstances, to go to the white urban areas for employment, the white men (who passed the legislation restricting the movement of Africans within South Africa) are not under such a compulsion and. in fact, find it most lucrative to live in the 87% of South Africa they gave themselves in 1936
.


The Immorality Amendment Act, 1950, following the Prohibition of Mixed Marriages Act of 1949, embodies legislation which, according to John Gunther, is "unparalleled in the world except by the Nuremburg laws of Nazi Germany." 

33 The Mixed Marriages Act forbids marriages between Europeans and non-Europeans. On the other hand, according to Gunther. "Africans. Indians, and Coloureds may have mixed relations at will. The object of the law is to keep the white community free from 'contamination'." 

34


This explanation of the prohibition on mixed marriages stands in clear contrast to that offered by Mr. Philip to his university audience. According to Mr. Philip one of the reasons for this legislation was "Zulu resentment at the fact that Indian men were consorting with Zulu women", and that this led to a situation in which "The Zulus suddenly went berserk and started slaughtering every Indian in sight, men, women and children." "Is it really surprising," asks Mr. Philip, that "in these circumstances we should have clamped down on mixed marriages and interracial intercourse and eliminated this highly dangerous source of racial friction?"




[image: "I love this child, though she'll grow up to treat me just like her mother does. Now she is innocent."]
"
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Mr. Philip fails to explain, however, how it is that a law designed to make void all marriages between a European and a non-European will prevent friction between 
two groups of non-Europeans. He also fails to tell us how, by making it an offence, punishable with five years' imprisonment in the case of a male and four years' in the case of a female, for a European and a non-European to have sexual-intercourse, the South African Government hopes to prevent 'racial explosions' 
between non-Europeans such as occured in Durban just after the last war."


I have tried to explain that the Consul-General of South Africa in New Zealand, Mr. Peter Philip, did the students of this university a disservice when he spoke to them about apartheid in South Africa. The sin of omission pervaded the text of his address. Of course, one cannot say everything one wants to say about apartheid in fifty minutes, but one can at least set the record straight about the subject matter one docs choose to speak on.


In an interview shortly after he arrived in this country in March of this year, Mr. Philip said: "We are aware and understand that New Zealand is under a certain misapprehension about us." 

35 I am certain that people in New Zealand will remain under this misapprehension just so long as the information they have about apartheid in South Africa is derived from listening to and reading reports of speeches by Mr. Philip.
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Ritual for 
[
unclear: Sunday]




danced and 
[
unclear: sp]



before the 
[
unclear: mo]



coming sun—



delicate wonder



dancing alone-



feet forming 
[
unclear: m]




[
unclear: abandonme]










requiem




come crimson to the door



soldier home for the war/



they've blinded your eyes



with blood:



details of your destiny



are stretch out



are stretched out



on pavement pieces







pale wanderings/one year after




wings which weren't strong



enough yet to fly



and all this mist entering



my eyes/



mirror spreading sun—



lie with driftwood sprouting



from between our bodies/



come closer/come crying



into your smile/



went going/gentle-mild



took those thoughts,



realising



i am but one artist with no face/ but one child in a universe of space



generations—they pass in a night:



tread softly/you are on my dreams ...







epistle to ophelia




Came ophelia dancing



with hazel hair flying



ophelia-gypsy child:



my heart is cleft



and bleeding—



Ophelia—gypsy abandoned babe



ophelia—dim/my eyes from crying



ophelia—to the river run



ophelia come dancing



spreading sexual nausea



and though your door is dangling—



ophelia/ophelia—i have no desire



ophelia-ophelia—go light another's fire



ophelia dancing naked ophelia dancing wild



ophelia-ophelia born another's virgin bride:



—ophelia—
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Last Retreat Of A Senile Poet



By James K. Baxter


It is no doubt the last retreat of a senile poet to spend time writing about the verse of others; but as the girl said to her mother, somebody asked me to do it and I did it.


I have just finished reading an assorted wad of verse by different writers, submitted for publication in Critic. When 1 read other people's verse it always strikes me forcibly that th successful or unsuccessful husk of words presented is the product of the most sensitive area of somebody else's mind.


It is not a crime to write badly. Everyone who writes writes badly quite often.


But it may be a crime to tell somebody that he or she has written badly, at the moment when the new shoots are just appearing above the ground, as it were. 1 can't remember ever having been helped by negative criticism. So what I say negatively will be general; and what I say positively will be particular.


What ruins most verse that people give me to read is the habit of moralising. Good didactic verse is the hardest of all to write; but for some reason people begin with it instead of ending with it or leaving it alone.


It seems to me best to have a bash at the Government or the state of society in prose.


Poems should reveal inner dimensions in the life of the poet. A sincere dislike for this or that is an extremely shallow inner dimension and it does tend to block the way to any other dimension.


Somebody says in a poem that governments have not got the right to make wars because individuals should have the right to determine the manner of their own deaths; and furthermore, that democratic governments should grasp the fact that life is worthwhile. Some of the words are in capitals.


I agree broadly with the statement. It is by no means novel to me. But it uses the language of a newspaper editorial. It is not even verse, let alone poetry.


I think I could number on the fingers of one hand the poets who have written well and didactically in English. Alexander Pope was one of them. When he writes—


"The proper study of mankind is man"— you notice (even if the statement doesn't grip you by the hair) that he has made an exact, intelligent remark in rhythmical language.


But when he writes in a satirical description of a contemporary—


"This painted child of dirt that stinks and stings"—it is quite different language. He has ceased to be a competent versifier and become a poet.


The difference lies in the use of sensory language. Without sensory langauge poems can hardly exist.


God alone knows why two-thirds of those who write verse at all write didactically. They haven't got a dog's chance of success.


To write well didactically you need the rare combination of a rough, lively sense of humour, a steel-hard mind wholly devoid of sentimentality, an eye sharp as a needle for the follies of your neighbours (and your own follies) and years of clinical observation of those depressing habits—all this joined to a great mastery of phrase and image and metaphor.


My advice to anyone who is trying to write good verse is simply this—


"Write about yourself. Write about the beach you last walked on. Write about the way your guts curl up in the library. Write about a goat having a crap, if you like. Write about the man or woman you are shacking up with. But don't tell us that God is good (or doesn't exist) or that the world should be a beter place. It may be true. You may feel most deeply that it's true. But it can't be poetry because it's a statement of abstract opinion."


Of course nobody who's writing that way will take any notice. They want to tell you what's right. They're not really interested in what happened.


Somebody else writes—


'"Twill soon


be done;


it must be done,


with easy charm and doting tongue;


I'll greet the goddess, so, and so


a god become ..."


This is an honest attempt to write epigramatically. There's an element of metaphor in it. Somewhere behind the poem there is an experience of a transforming human relationship, or at least the hope of one.


But later on the poem weakens; and chiefly, I think, because this kind of writing requires a rigid verse structure and the poet isn't quite up to the job.


I've been writing for 30 years myself; and I still find it damned hard to handle verse structure. Perhaps many poems are wrecked at the start because the writer took on too heavy a technical task.


And this kind of verse tends to be backward-looking. Echoes of older poets creep in. Before long it becomes pastiche.


There's not much point in trying to write in the style of Herrick or Milton. In their day their style was new: it sprang up out of the ground. But it's more to the point for one of us to read Ginsberg or Sylvia Plath. The times have changed a hell of a lot between Charles I losing his head and the Bomb dropping on Nagasaki. I don't think one can put the clock back.


And somebody else writes:—


"a thousand of her eyes


smile from the rainy pavement.


"a toss of her head shows in the frail long tendrils of watery weed . . ."


This is poetry all right. Later the poem drops with a thud into comment and abstraction. But these six lines are working for themselves very successfully in the imagist idiom.


It would still make sense to go back and read the introduction to the Faber Book of Modern Verse. It would at least give most of us our rough bearings.


But this bloke has noticed that his girl friend is part of whatever is going on in the sensory world. He states it (the only way a poem is able to) by two exact simple lively metaphors. But he can't find the metaphors to express the human truth that she has become for him an image and not a person.


And so the poem goes clunk.


And another writes— "Also John Webster saw red. I said,


Good ladies that rock, though


The new blooms be fierce as snow


On wheat, I said cannibal wind


Would win . . ."


I think this net is on the move. His subconscious mind is working for him. The obscurity isn't only verbal. As my old man, a farmer, used to say. the creek has to run muddy before it can run clear.


Good poems may come from the place these lines emerged from. But it is private language still.


Private language and a very fluid style is characteristic of most of the poetry I have read belonging to the late Sixties. It has a very personal wave-length.


I don't think the editors will be used to it for a while. But then a few anthologies will come out and they'll get used to it; or else some of the young ones will edit the new anthologies.


I hope I haven't been speaking through a hole in my neck, For myself, I don't give a damn what style the poems are as long as they put a bomb under me.


Drugs don't help. They only open another room in the mind. What one wants to do is combine the room inside the mind with the room outside the mind.


And poets are storytellers. "I had a dream once, sister. And in that bloody endless dream . . ."




[image: This article is reprinted from Critic 1968. The reason for reprinting is that Mr. Baxters remarks are extremely relevant to much of the literary copy submitted to Salient this year. The overall standard of such copy has been very low.]
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The gull & the oystercatcher




roaming the crinkled sand




are the poets of the wind.




Their song is forged by no




philosophy or dream—




only the sting of the off




shore spray




& the ache of the tide




at their feet.





—D. 
Blacklock
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Pick of the Bunch



Nevil Gibson


MY colleague has dealt ably and at some length with many new releases. The task here, however, is to look at some of the year's films in perspective. It is with some reluctance I list a top grouping, as this year so far has Failed to produce any one outstanding film. Instead there are a number of films which are hard to sort out, all of which have strong virtues, mostly for different reasons. Also, as this column has been at pains to point out, Wellington is New Zealand's best place for delayed films. Thus into these considerations a good many worthy but as yet unreleased films must be excluded Among these, incredibly, is one which I was forced to exclude last year for the same reason, Albert Finney's 
Charlie 
Bubbles, which is still one of the best British films ever made.


I have selected seven films as being the best of the year's bunch so far, though only hall of these may survive, thus being branded with that phrase "staying power". I have also included others which are entertainments of the moment, made to be perishable and all the more enjoyable for it. Thus, in order of release:



Rosemary's Baby (Paramount). One of the two on this list which will probably be on everyone's. Polish-born Polanski has proved his film-making abilities, all that is needed is for him to utilise them to the highest degree of proficiency. Luckily, at the moment, he has the best of both worlds: commercial and critical success. Polanski's future seems set for one like Hitchcock's, where artistic statement is weaved into a thriller plot. Let's hope that Polanski's success does not allow him to follow the Master down to path to ruin and acceptance of substandard projects which make him a victim of the very machine of which he was so much the master. 
Rosemary's Baby is Polanski's culmination of technical expertise; I only hope his imagination can keep up with it.



Reflections in a Golden Eye (Warner-Seven Arts): Alter it finally got here and was coarsely digested it can still be wondered how Huston made a film which consisted mainly of freak characters, yet none in isolation beyond reason. Marlon Brando heads the list as a latent homosexual army officer who is impotent with his wife (Liz Taylor) who is having it off with the next door neighbour officer (Brian Keith) who likes it because he can't have it with his wife (Julie Harris) because she's insane and has some sort of Strange relationship with an effete Filipino houseboy. The object of Brando's adulation is a young soldier who gets his satisfaction from riding bareback on Liz's stallion and spends his nights at Liz's bedside unbeknown to her. You might think this to be one big sick joke, but it comes over strong and that's enough.



Petulia (Warner-Seven Arts): Richard Lester's first American film in which one 
is conscious yet again that this is a Lester film and no one else's. He is one of those few whose direction we enjoy more than the film itself (and whose direction is better than the film). In this case Lester has moved beyond his more superficial British nieces to something more substantial about his homeland, Perhaps seldom have we seen such emotional coldness presented on the screen, or where the middle class is leading us if we don't get out and stop it.



Joanna (20th Century-Fox): One of those flippant entertainments to be enjoyed for


its own sake. While others preferred 
The Touchables (20th-Fox again) I Found 
Mike Sarne's first feature enjoyable, clever and witty with a brilliant debut by Genevieve Waite and some excellent supporting work from Donald Sutherland. Good music score by Rod McKuen.



Hour of the Wolf (United Artists): An annual honour for the King of the Art Film who consistently turns out cinematic prove that no matter what you see, say or think Ingemar Bergman is there until someone can get up and knock him down, an unenviable task. The other on this list which will be on everyone else's.



Secret Ceremony (Universal): If I had to choose the best of the bunch it would be this one. In terms of originality it is hardly a masterpiece, but it will do until we see more of Joseph Losey's work made in between this and his previous film shown in Wellington (The Servant, 1965). The sort of film which everyone denounces as a big have, yet is begrudgingly admired.



Romeo and Juliet (Paramount): It took a while to get here but the wait was worth it, which is to say we shouldn't have to. Franco Zeffirelli and his young cast have done wonders with this Shakespearean romance and made it the sort of film which can introduce mum to what's going on. As for the purists, they can have Shakespeare and I'll stick to cinema.
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Best of the Rest


Those that have missed out will be mentioned under various handy labels for ease of identification only.


Westerns had the leanest year for some time with every big one a flop. 
The Good The Bad and the Ugly (United Artists) saved the day and another spaghetti 
The Big Gundown (Columbia) had Lee van Cleef again. 
100 Rifles (20th-Fox) gets a small award for mixing revolution and action.


Adaptions of stage plays did well. 
The Lion in Winter (20th-Fox) was a marvellously contrived affair which provided from Katharine Hepburn, Peter O'Toole and newcomers some of the best acting. 
Staircase (20th Fox) was a showcase for Rex Harrison as instant queer and loving it with some of the most sordid scenes yet. 
The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie (20th-Fox) was a film third hand from the play based on the novel. The film owes much to the play's dialogue to keep it moving quickly along, but its main attribute was Maggie Smith in the leading role. Her's is a performance which ranks with the best and at last gave her something she could get her teeth into.


French novelist Marguerite Duras fared well with 
10.30 p.m. Summer and 
Sailor From Gibraltar (both United Artists) which appeared belately in two consecutive weeks. Jules Dassin used interesting colour filters to highlight the "steaminess" of the Spanish-set melodramatic triangle. Tony Richardson concentrated on bleached monochrome and a repetitive motif to contain the mixture of passion and frustration. Duras's women were well served by Melina Mercouri and Jeanne Moreau respectively. From France itself 
Playtime and 
La Religieuse (both N.Z.F.S.) were, apart from the Bergman, the highlights of the few "pure" European films. Jacques Tati presented his own unique style and humour, though at too great a length, and 
La Religieuse, also on the long side, made me wonder what all the fuss was about in France where it was originally banned through action by the church. Rivette's film was a careful, deliberate one which more or less presented Anna Karina as the only religious person in nineteenth century France. For a nouvelle vague director Rivette had remarkable restraint and his classic-style treatment at least made it more intelligible than his first film, 
Paris Nous Appartient.


From America a bracket which delved deep into perversion without leaving too much yuck. 
The Legend of Lylah Clare (MGM) was an Aldrich tour de force which encompassed incest, lesbianism, necrophilia as well as the usual mixed into a Hollywood screen-star story—a sort of trial run for 
The Killing of Sister George. The Boston Strangler (20th-Fox) made a valiant attempt to defraud the censor by placing so many perversions into a multiple screen image, presumably in the hope that too much of a bad thing would not prove dangerous. Aside from the trimmings 
Boston Strangler was a compelling film of detection and pathological speculation. 
Coogan's Bluff (Universal) was a good, but disappointing, offering from action-master Don Seigel, who looks as though represctability may be the end of him. His explosive violence was somewhat denuded, but Clint Eastwood grittily managed to last the distance.


From Britain some original and wonderful works. 
Yellow Submarine (United Artists) showed the extremes of animation in utilising colour phenomena for fantastic effect, and the original screenplay by Peter Draper made 
I'll Never Forget What's 'isname (Universal) unforgettable as a hard-hitting though temporary piece of social insanity.


Also noted: 
Head (Columbia) a remarkable though too-advanced-for-local-audiences paen to the drug age by the Monkees relishing every bit of technical gimmickry, burlesque and selfparody with appearances by Victor Mature, Timothy Carey and Zappa adding to the delights. 
Bullitt (Warner-Seven Arts) as a superlative thriller (plus car chase and man hunt) in spite of a fascist story. The re-release of 
Lolita (MCM) so we could now see why it was R21—and I still cannot see why. In the margin: of the abundant high-class technical work seen the photographic award must go to Conrad Hall for his work on John 
(Point Blank) Boorman's 
Hell in the Pacific (Cinerama Releasing Corp), a brilliant but limited film in itself. The singular most funny scene was taken by Peter Sellers as Bungit Din or someone in 
The Party (United Artists) who originated "birdie num-nums".


The acting laurels are hard to pin-point aside from the cast of 
Lion in Winter. Maggie Smith 
(Jean Brodie), Edith Evans 
(The Whisperers—United Artists) and, perhaps for sheer presence, Liz Taylor 
(Reflections, Secret Ceremony) took the female individual honours for major roles, and Nicol Williamson 
(Inadmissible Evidence—Paramount) leads the male performances for his outstanding film debut.


Boobies and disappointments include the ill-fated 
Che (20th-Fox), not so much for what it wanted to do or what it did but merely for its existence. 
The Guru (20th-Fox) and 
Isadora (Universal) were the biggest disappointments. Art was in even-frame, intentions every where, motives clear and sympathetic but neither quite clicked. For the worst-most-enjoyable none other than the Australian production 
Age of Consent (Columbia) which for what it lacked in every other department had an eye-full of a talented young woman named Helen Mirren, an Aussie ex-patriate now working the Shakespearean rounds in England.


Finally, a word for the most ignored force in films, though they are responsible for what we eventually see—the film distributors. Though individual film honours are fairly well spread, for sheer consistency and encouragement to new film-makers and ideas all credit to 20th Century Fox, which, through Amalgamated Theatres, ensures that its films are seen quickly after their overseas release. Example: 
The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie, Royal command film, 1969, released Wellington April, 1969: 
Romeo and Juliet (Paramount through Kerridge) Royal command film, 1968, released Wellington August, 1969. But apart from not allowing films to gather dust 20th-Fox also released stuff like 
The Magus, Deadfall, Decline and Fall ... of a Birdwatcher and 
Hard Contract, as well as the others mentioned above. The only other studio rivalling such off-beat material is Universal, but unfortunately few of these ever see the light of day. Which leaves the other major companis passing off the odd stray stuff which comes their way in any way they like. The customer, need it be said, comes last. The independent foreign film distributor New Zealand Film Services has kept fairly quiet this year with some sex comedies surfacing at the Lido from time to time. Perhaps later we will see a further blossoming of European films from it.









Full Fathom with Christians



Michael Heath



Two unfortunates at the festival (I wont bother to comment on audience reaction, which was, basically sincere; extremely well attended, thank goodness) did not dampen the spirit or whatever much, such was the enlightening experience of being there and seeing some fantastic films: Wajda's new 
Everything for Sale, his masterpiece it seems, did not arrive from Warsaw, and did not make Adelaide either (it was replaced by 
Goto the Isle of Love, a futuristic thing from France, 1 have just learnt of is remarkable!) and the last film, Robert Bresson's 
Au Hasard Balthazar (I feel a mute sadness in not being able to see this masterpiece: unanimously the festival's greatest work), but Contemporary distribute his films easily, and it may be a lead for their releasing it; while the federation next year is negotiating to purchase 
Mouchette (and maybe next years festival will include his latest work 
Une Femme 
Douce in colour). End of Bresson obit.


Before I sink deep into the offerings a few side-enlightenments, which help things along etc. . . .


Projection standards varied and were often responsible for wrong lenses 
(Goopy and the 
Engagement, Reels 1, not very funny), occasional misfires for Q-dots (in the case of the Czech films, black squares and in Jancso's and Ray's film, red lines slashed across, scratches, and multitudinous extraneous blemishes), on occasion the 
K.O. pop band blared forth straight after the film (with some, one needed, if anything, a few hours to recover), if it didn't pull the curtain across and show a where-to-havc-a-friendlycoffeeaftertheshow slide, while the credits shone feebly beneath.


Despite this usual total disregard etc., the golden monkeyup award for most typical ineptitude was on the 11 am showing of 
The Red and the White; reels 1 and 2, 3 and 4 were all shown out of order. I was not aware of Jancso's work (thank you, P. Kael!) and could not make out, (well co-ordinate truthfully) and re-act to the film's structure.


I understand the 2 pm screening even had a variant on that! But on the second viewing at 8 pm, the film was shown correctly, achieving a most humane status, certainly more intelligently moving, and for me (among other things) by far the best film of the week.


A large ad announced 
The Red and the White from Czechoslovakia. I blushingly told the door-woman (who else? Authority, it seemed, was never at hand) and threatened her of the insults and troubles she could have. "Oh, dear," she said, "I think you're right". Nevertheless, it stayed there —all day.


The unbelievable following summary from the programme notes of 
Hunger, is a classic of the snobbic ridiculousness and obvious disregard for proof reading of any kind:


". . . Knut Hamsun's novel is a remarkable study of a mind on the brink of dissolution; a mind rendered more acute bystarvation but also becoming uncontrollably wayward driven to the brink of despair through inability to express itself, but also kept in a state of permanent optimism by the need to express itself, but also kept in a state of permanent optimism by the need to express itself. All of this and more is beautifully conveyed in the film. The locations are wonderfully atmospheric uncontrollably wayward driven to the brink of despair through inability to express itself, but also kept in a state of permanent optimism by the need to express itself. All of this and more is beautifully conveyed in the film. The locations are wonderfully atmospheric ..." (sic!!!)


Elsewhere was the news that Friday's film was the 
Bofors Fun (which it wasn't). The newspapers (bent on distortion, the comments were of brainless buggers!) in colourful mood had a field day. Jiri Menzel was called 
Firi on every occasion, Per Oscarsson was called Par and the Herald said he will be remembered "locally"(!) for his role in 
Dear John! There was also a Miklos Janesco and a Hugh Claus, plus many more. Not very funny, really.


On with the show . . .


Henning Carlsen's 
Hunger opened the festival, and I understand at the evening showing it was opened by a Mr D. A. Highet, National MP, who along with rows of young ladies in Norse garb (bit hard to pin point these Scandys!) made a lot of Stewpid noise, greeted with much laughter and other rabblings—not reported on, naturally, in the Press. I need not quote what he said (for I know not what unquotable things he did say) but let me say it did not dampen what was to follow, and contrary to public taste the young ladies did not burst forth into many folkeries!




[image: Scenes from Homing Carlsen's Hunger: Magnificent Per Oscarsson as the demented writer/ philosopher at the end of all human endurance.]


Scenes from Homing Carlsen's Hunger: Magnificent Per Oscarsson as the demented writer/ philosopher at the end of all human endurance.





Hunger was pretty disappointing, and very fragmentary; relying on the incredible Oscarsson to carry scene to scene: he played a young impoverished writer/philosopher, at the turn of the century, who is quite mad, grovelling for food, pawning his clothes, dreaming of unwritten masterpieces, befriending a young woman (Gunnel Lindblom) and finally selling his sight and soul to the ocean. I was expecting to be moved by all this sombreness, the terrifying pity of it all that sometimes Oscarsson achieved, but it rarely hit home with any true tenderness. A marvellous creaking score by Krzystof Komeda and Nykvist-clear processing. My favourite scene is in the forest with the writer chasing the two girls, sounds of leaves, beautiful white clothes, and utter bewilderment and frustration on all their faces; they walk out of frame, into and out of frame, into the grass. Quietly moved by that; but not much else. Too much imagery, uncongratulated.


An embarrassingly naive short on the history of some of Columbia pictures greatest achievements(!) was narrated with ocular aversion by Gregory Peek from (shall we say) 
You Can't Take It with You, up to 
Lawrence of Arabia. The processing must have been done in soup: Wong-Howe's Picnic looked positively leprous!


Jiri Menzel's 
Capricious Summer (1968) was so beautiful, if slight; bucolic if not at all whimsical, and so utterly enchanting in a spell-binding way. It literally took your breath away, especially the opening sunny moody scenes. Just over an hour long. Menzel's tale is of a Czech village 40 years ago. Summer rain falls in the day, the nights are hot—the swimming instructor, his wife, the padre and a colonel, sit in the sun on the banks of the cool river, sometimes swimming, and fishing, laughing and drinking wine. (There is a shot of 3 tall glasses, with a little red wine in each, a bee buzzing in one, the music has a high violin trilling, the rain splashes in the glasses, cut to the swimming instructor, old blue striped swim-suit standing above, mystified in the river, puffing a cigar! This is typical of Menzel's enchantment all throughout the film.)


A tightrope walker arrives in a creaking caravan (Menzel plays this little elf deliciously) with his young mistress; third rate performers on la strada. All the men fall in love with the girl, and the wife in love with Menzel. Eventually everyone gets hurt in some sort of way, physically or mentally. The padre is fed fish by the young girl, the local drunks upset the caravan, the padre's ear is torn by accident and in one of the gruesomest scenes I have ever seen: the instructor mends it with a fish hook and pure alcohol (he drinks a bit as well!), the bloody ripped flesh of the ear, the sewing up with a fish hook, he finally bites off the thread—all in close-up. The theatre's reaction was terrifying (I could hardly watch the first time) almost hysterical paranoia! Like Forman and Ivory, Menzel's humour is of observance, the delights of subtle and personal characterisations. On the second viewing the subtlety of the humour, if it attempts slightly, to move us, succeeded, but I wish everyone could see it. A little jewel.




[image: Miklos Jancso's The Red and The White: White army soldiers, in parade ground order, face the last suicidal advance of the o utnumbered reds.]


Miklos Jancso's The Red and The White: White army soldiers, in parade ground order, face the last suicidal advance of the o utnumbered reds.




Jan Nemec's 
A Report on the Party and the Guests was the most gruelling 70 minutes I have ever spent in the cinema. In fact the two together culminated in some of the most exhaustive film watching I saw. This film is a concentrated masterpiece (certainly after second viewing) as was 
Diamonds of the Night. If it is a "thinly veiled attack on the Stalinist regime of pre-Dubcek days". I can well believe (and see) it, but. as it is, it is a frighteningly nasty tale, with enough overtones to give you nighmares for the rest of the year. It has the naturalness and inescapably relentless puzzlement of Kafka or Gombrowicz. (By the way, both these films were photographed by Jaromir Sofr—the Nemec's black and white used from grainy to sheeny black and whites— the Menzel, colour far natural than ever I remember seeing before.)


A picnic in the forest for nice silly people, hot sun and delicious wobbly cakes, jokes, all pleasant and drowsy. One of the women turns and laughs straight into the camera at one point—most disturbing. Another pulls out chewing gum and laughs. They see a wedding party clanging through the trees, and are then persuaded by a mad crank called Rudolph to attend his little game, something like a war trial, full of Ionesco dialogue, strange faces and laughter of uncertainty. Never have I felt madness and Sanity so beautifully intertwined. A Lenin looking host arrives, apologises for Rudolph's behaviour (a man escapes, the thugs pounce on him, Rudolph has a fit!) and invites them to a huge alfresco candelabra'd banquet by a lake in the forest. There's talk and strange mutterings. One woman finds she's sitting in the wrong place, so do others, but after everyone has shifted around, they sit back in exactly the same place. The lunatic (like American Paul Lynde, he is brilliant) slobbers, and drops his food. One crying woman's husband has run away, the wine flows, the gigantic silver candleholders, hold fast dripping candles— all wax and decay in a bourgeois open-air asylum! A speech is made to the absent friend. The host decides to hold a hunt for him. The picnickers stay on, eating the remains, guns are loaded, the crowds depart with dogs and drunken singing through the trees. The last shot is of an arm, a gun, a candle, and the sounds of dogs barking louder and louder until they seem to tear through the now black screen. Have never seen (or felt) such a washed-out audience, stunnedly groping for the exist's light before. Would it be too much to hope for Nemec's 
Martyrs of Love for next year? The Czech cinema has still the most fantastically rewarding films—I hope the current situation will never deprive the world of creativity of unparallelled sensitivity, such as this.


From Hungary Miklos Jancso's 
The Red and the White was so overwhelmingly, a completely new visionary experience in the cinema, nothing of the kind I had ever seen before, or imitated in. It is his fifth feature (he has since made 
Silence and 
Cry and 
Winter Sirocco—Confrontation, in colour). He seems to be individually responsible for all his films being "the same". The effect of a man locked in his style—and place—with nowhere to go with it.


Furrowing brows and eyes in disbelief at a cinematic talent so fantastic, 
The Red and the White was a chilling, moving and unbelievable film, one of the greatest films I have ever seen. Jancso shoots all his films on a huge wide screen that seems to go past the natural visionary phase; the confusions of Hungarian history, 1918, the civil war period after the Russian revolution. Men drilled in explicit positions, chess of the fields, barking orders, creeping up and killing, playing games, puzzles, helicopter shots of horses thundering across fields, rivers shining. The camera moves like a frightened swan, wandering back and forth unrelentlessly, hardly ever stopping, all enquiring, taking in, gliding past hundreds of faces, sad faces (no one smiles in this film) and death: each observantly minutely detailed death is a moving occasion. The men are either shot at short range, shot in a collective heap, or speared by poles in the river. The women (usually nurses), stripped, humiliated, left cold (or as in this, lead into a forested glade to waltz to a bitter magyar band, in shafts of light, with each other—a wonderful scene).


The final suicidal confrontation between the reds and white troops, the lost soldier wandering in the flaxy grass on the hillside among the bodies, the muted bugle call, pressing a sword against his saddened face, Jancso ends this film brilliantly, his theme, a simply satisfying—no one wins a war. Sometimes one is not quite sure what is happening, "nothing is but what is not". I cannot conceal my hurried anticpation to see another (and another) Jancso film soon. Penelope Houston sums him up beautifully, so on there I'll lie: "It is a world so sealed off, threatening and glacial that it makes Bresson (with whom jancso has so often been compared) seemed to be positively overflowing with easy human warmth . . . The film is all action and will power; it would be lost—and Jancso knows it—if it let in the breath of an outside world."


A few interesting short features at this juncture: 
les Escargots (France) a horrifying cartoon fable of when the earth was ruled by gigantic snails. Sound effects and wailing jazz. plus a surrealistically true series of incidents, wiped the dripping laughter from the faces of those who thought animation a light-hearted diversion.



In the Void (Netherlands) also animatedly and graphically showed us violence and vampirism, a latent trait in us all perhaps?



The Fisherman (USA) in 5 minutes nearly reduced the theatre to an uproar. A man is fishing on a beach; he eats his lunch. After 4 fish, he is still hungry, but he see's a sandwich. In it is a hook which catches in his throat, and we it rip his face. He is dragged screaming, and 

tugging back into the ocean. Absolutely revolting!


From the British Film Institute, an experimental feature, 
The Locker, by 
Barry Tomblin, Another Kafka talc shot in a white room with two demented idiots, one who comes for an interview and is stuck on a baby's chair, everyone speaks backward! A bikinied woman steps (I think) from the locker, and they make frienzied love, all expressed in the others mad face. They climb Into the locker, the other then for 10 minutes tries every possible way to get into it, smashing, rocking, he departs defeated and blood) (I think he had bloody knuckles, a lot of it was too fast to comprehend—plus interspersed Hashes of cars whizzing past!)



Darling, do you love me? Was an underground screaming thing I thought our old computed friend Harvey might have made. M.ad, all 2 minutes of it! A thing called 
Ice Cream Soda (Netherlands) was incredibly banal. Like a straightbuttoned 
Theorem talc it did have some gratuitous eroticism, hut Dutch theorists aren't necessarily good film makers. I booed that one. Apart from some Pintoff (I didn't see) and Alan Arkin's 
The Last Mohican (I saw before, its a treat), and a National Film Unit colour yawn called (naturally) 
Wild September Snow (which, I heard was clapped at. Circulation problems. I bet, or mosquitoes!). The best short feature was 
The Dove (Di Duva) a mock-Bergmanesque treaty on various themes, made in the States by George Coe and Anthony Lover. Everyone loved this, even if a bit slow in getting the gist of it. The characters spoke mock-swedish, (e.g. Di sunn ist komen outska—sort of thing)—the titles in "natural" English. It gently nudged 
Wild Strawberries ("I have a hernia") and the 
Seventh Seal. The old man retires to a grot /"outhouse" for (among other things) a reminisce! Death plays badminton with the young things ana loses (he blames it on his perspiration!). A cigarette is offered thus. "phallika symbol?", the titles read: a cigarette? There's a corny nude romp, all full of lovely Sven Sunkist images in the summertime. The old man comes out of his house—his final coup d'etat: "I feel better now", brought down the other house. A glorious little film, be great if it could get commercial showing, despite a rather silly R16 certificate.


I'll only comment shortly on the rest of the features.


Ermanni Olmi's 
The Engagement, was enchanting and again, carefully observed, like Forman. Slightly documentary, and full of precise and loving warmth for its two people, I would love to see more of his work.


It was shown with 
Stereo (Canada. 1969) by David Cronenherg. a 70 minute "unconventionally" everything film about sexual psychology, the interactions of telepathis sexualis between three rather strange people at the Canadian Academy for Erotic Enquiry. It was a test case on the nature of sex among telepathists, 'to test the para-psychological theories of an unseen genius, called Luther Stringfellow." (!) No music. a very technical commentary, all shot in a futuristic contemporary concrete structure, it was fascinating, boring, and at times rather erotic. It was also 
in black and white! So am I.



The Enemies (Netherlands, 1968) a rather deceptive film by Hugo Claus, was unique in that it was spoken entirely in english, the characters given "banal lines of dialogue, like bubble-talk in comics." Expletives were freely used, and the characters rather one dimentional. But half-way through, a nudging suspicion I had, burst: it was nearly a re-vamp of Renoir's 
Vanishing Corporal. The film then started to work, and it niftily moved along to a rather saddening climax where all of its heroes were shot by their own men. Realistically, and objectively, a quaint re-working of the antiwar theme.


Jack Gold's 
The Bofors Gun (Britain 1968) was a bloody, depressing experience. Script by John McCrath from his play. it starred Nicol Williamson, now absolutely brilliant as the nasty. evil, Irish rebel and drunk. O'Rourke; he spat his words like boiling bile. Also in it. David Warner, quiet and "nice". The film centres on the events while a handful of men guard a mysterious gun in a British army barracks in German). 1954. No wonder it was banned in Aussie, the dialogue, certainly more explicit than any other film, could cause quite a reaction. The film will be released commercially. It is unnerving; Gold's style is simple and unobtrusive; still quite the most nasty film at the festival. One felt like a good hot bath after it (ugh!!).


There was an epic thing called 
The Column from that most enchanting country Rumania. Directed by that master of De Millesville Mircea Drogan (let me hear that name again?!), it was strictly Saturday afternoon kids' stuff, that starred, among all its other opaque drivea, Richard Johnson!! Enough. Finally (gaaaasp!) I saw Satyajit Rays latest, 
the Adventures of Goopy and Bagha (Goopy Gyne and Bagha Byne), the print of which looked as though it had been through a million Bombay flea pits. Completely disregarding all technicalities (and the fact, our friend, Subrata Mitra did not photograph it) editing (atrocious) especially. it was a hilarious, magical and on so happy little film. Two youngsters (well 20-ish youngsters) are given magical gilts to sing and play on drum and sitar. They enter a contest, charm a king, dampen a little war between rival kingdoms and win a lovely princess each. Hoorah! Ray gives his two leads, the most marvellous things to sing and laugh over; there's a mad magician, an equally mad king, and Lesterish tricks that nehant and entertain. I found it a glorious little phantasy, despite the rumblings of silence it was greeted with in the theatre. Need it be said: give it a wash, tidy it up a bit. blow a wee kiss, and send it into the cinemas here to give us all another two hour treat. It would be a fantastic hit.


So ends the festival (for me) and my last load of verbiage for 
Salient. The year's films have only started; what is coming seems even better than usual. I'm afraid too. that you won't be seeing Lind-say Anderson's If . . . in Wellington until February, 1970. a fact, I wish, I could too, believe. Hare Krishmas, anyway!






Media, Rare: Arty & Pests



A Shattering eye-sore pilgrimagic-cinematic spree of 12 days, more films than I have ever seen in a concentrated period, one week of the Auckland International Film Festival, interspersed, almost mercifully. with some lesser commercial slop, and a few surprises, hither but hardly thith.


Undaunted and exhausted I write; some notes made during the festival, others hurriedly collated, and if they appear slightly redundant etc., please remember fish do not retain their apparent freshness once consumed (Arrable Parable!).



The 10th Victim (X.Z.F.S.) made in 1965 when the divine di Venanzo knew how to capture colour in a midflight rapture, is Elio Petri's bandly-bondy satire, full of flesh harry humour and gags of the future. It reeks of a prettier more sexier world than 
Alphaville, hut it it too slight a treatment of the futuristic hunters and the hunted. Mastroianni and Ursula Undress do things to each other, with disinterested ambivalence.



I Love You Alice B. Toklas (Warners-7) would be credible (if not entirely acceptable) if it was (I) not coekconked by (gaaaaasp!!) Hy Averback (I swear never to use that name again); (2) not using Peter Sellers in a still, tiresome, unfunny role and; (3) some-one had not removed any. but every reference to LSD) (and other things?) As it stands now. with entire scenes missing, the film is a peaceful 7000 ft odd! Because reconstruction has taken place (the film's point and subject make it more Obscurely revolting), it should have been banned (like 
Skidoo, boo hoo!), thus saving us all from knowing it is about hippies, and synthetic things that make you laugh like crazy, and using all that haightful "trendy" language that went out with sniffing glider glue.


Still, I musn't be that ridiculous (I just have hated all His movies) because, there are a few funny scenes, and the ideas of changing norms and personal structure is yet another variation on the 
Second's theme. Sellers plays a jewish lawyer Harold Fine, who's engaged to this real talkative broad, who says on climaxica non interruptus, "it moved for me, the earth, did it move for you Harold?" Thats quite funny (first time), and there's this Indian (?) family, strangling in neck braces due to an accident in their chicken-couped car, and Harold's Jewish mom (Jo Van Fleet) who's a pain. So Harold goes hip(!) and there's all these real weirdie scenes, full of gentle sickening satire (of course Andy Warhol's mentioned, cheaply. as the creator of a six-hour epic 
Mondo Teeth) and a simple revolting score from Bernstein (Elmer, please!) and bloated nauseous colour processing (Ye Gods! Phillip Lathrop. I fail to believe!!). There's one scene where Mom. pop, fiancee and Harold get hysterically high on hashish-laced cookies (a moral of sorts: you can't have your haight and freak it!) and that's very, very funny. Its coming to the Kings, then.



A Stranger Knocks (N.Z.F.S.) Sinking lower and lower, now! It comes from Sweden in the style of a 1940s sex drama (when it most possibly was made) but in the USA withheld because of two explicit" scenes of coita avec flannello. As it stands (or horizonks) there is one scene left in (depending on your frame of mind, granted your mind is framed) in this version (the Aussie censor bit a bit out, ahem!) and now I can really say I was a bit baffled by what happened. It's very krafftilly done, and he looks like the infamous George Wilder. and she a toiletty Susannah Yick; the camera not only doesn't move, it expires. It's absolutely dreadful . . . and the Lido will show it soon after this current MCM purge, with equally filthy intervals. It was misdirected by Jacob Joestrapp, or someone.


Very fortunate to see "Author" Romain Gary's 
Les Oiseaux vont mourir au Peru (or 
Birds In Peru, the artistically directed Universal has now shortened it to) and really cannot think of it appearing anywhere, let alone on Wellington screens. It is as cinematically literate as Robbe-Grillet's effort, and because Gary has such a poor technical staff (and brain!) and has obviously seen all the wrong films (on purpose, I bet) the film is of that new breed of the "Cinema of the abrupt"; totally illiterate, boring, and embarrassing-songly laughable


It is very poorly to say this, for I had rather high hopes, once—I adore Jean Seberg (what we see of her) but her ravenous elfin insanitry glances, and ice-cool gowns, moodily roaming among sand and feathers, unclothed silent gawky males, odd ornitholigically stewpid prey, and grotesque fat rhetorical-nympho-maniacal vistas (she has a fetish about bird-shit, I decided) are pain, I repeat, painfull, painful. Dannielle Derrierre "plays a Lesbian (I think) with. as much convincement as a neurotic parrot (in drag, the resemblance is bon viva!!) and Maurice Ronet, a poet of passion and contemporary crap; he has that post-sexual look at life bloody tinge around the gills (and—sigh!—he's getting far too fat!). The film has had excisions made to it (mercifully, for length's sake) but a few honest kinky images remain, and remain .... and remain, garishly.



The Killing of Sister George (Cinerama R.Corp) is as stagy as the play wasn't (in its pin-subtly and charmingest,' sad mood) and Robert Aldrich has directed (I fail to believe the word "directed" applies to his work here, as Donen's "direction" of 
Staircase is in no way derivative or complementary to each respective style) it in a faithfully laborious atmosphere (the abortionary script is by Lukas Heller) with little imagination, and a queerly still camera. The colour processing is transcontinental to say the least.


Personally, the local production of this play by Downstage with Pat Evison and Cecily Poison last year had more of the atmosphere, bite and sadness: a near perfect realisation of a not too perfect play.


But here in 1969 we have Beryl Reid (who is wonderful, wonderful—it's not her unfailing fault the film is so bad) and Susannah York (God, she's crude in this; both in style and sense. Her Childie is sickening, bronzed, and uninnocent; she's terrible, and overacts with great jaw breaking, neck tendon bulging ease).


But! Mercycroft heavens; the "IT", performed by Aussie Coral Browne (Aldrich had her stryehninical pantings, tied to a wheelchair in Lylah (Clare), is just too, too much. Refeened, bitter, acridly gorgeous and bitchy (rather than butchy). immaculately unconcerned, she rises (oh, well . . .) in the ho hum "scene' (very well edited by our Censor, minus, I thankfully sigh, 4 unnecessary, revolting minutes) and does a lovely bit of molaric contortionism, mouth stretched sideways, a lustily wrotting worm.


"Sister George" is now the TV nurse, and these sections (with that fat-evil Ronald Fraser) are hilariously clone. Beryl Reid is absolutely fantastic (I repeat!) and she carries the entire film on her own, loveable, boozy and tragically off-key; but Aldrich introduces the "mentioneds" from Frank Marcus' play and extends them into heavy visuals, unnecessary, and for most of the time vulgar (the nun assault, the Lesbian club of Gateways—two very well handled scenes). For nearly 13,000 feet (far, far too long) it hardly stirs the emotion at all. It has cleaned the cinematic throat of the secret phlegm, but in no way does it present Lesbianism as an answer to hang a bloated essay on. Like Stanley Kauffmann I didn't think much of Susannah York's breasts, either.



Otley (Columbia) was a breezy little film, that certainly cleaned the air and the brain. Very much TV originated (scriptwriters) and director Dick Clement (a first feature, remember that name); a nice, not too fantastic plot, it abounded in credible character clots (Freddie Jones, James Villiers, Leonard Rossister, Alan Badel etc.) and Tom Courteney, looking much maturer, and lined, clowned delightfully among its junior Kafka-casy-edition scenes. Austin Dempster's colour was full of glorious tonal breaches. I enjoyed Clement's consistent use of old people getting in the way; and most of the silly jokes scattered like pop corn (I hope you read that fantastic review in the Sunday Times, attributed to Carl Foreman!) Villier's death, the sound of a neck being crushed by a bus, a cement-whitened death mask, I found rather gratuitous and revolting. How such a funny little film could go a miserable week, I shall never know.


Jack Cardiff photographed and directed 
Girl on a Motorcycle (I.F.D.) from.Andre Pieyre de Mandiargues' erotic-fantastique diary, with a style unique to the cinema and with (again!) a Fresh and completely unbridled approach, that captures the imagination in a most personal way, relating to young Marianne Faithfull's Rebecca, most brilliantly. People still hate this film, "trite, stewpidity", "yucky colour", etc, and who didn't baulk at the trailor? Unless you were prepared to accept Miss Faithfull and go along with her phantasies and creatively active mind, I don't blame you feeling disgusted. The use of treating the negative (per 
Mulberry Bush, and 
Head etc.) is extremely well integrated, and the raw, fleshy use of colour, at times erotic in its nuances of the countryside, is fantastic. I would like to write more on this film, but then this is only for the record, a Strange piece for Jack Cardiff (his last. 
The Mercenaries!) but a most rewarding one, if you care.



Oh! What a lovely War, possibly the best "musical" (which it is not) ever from Britain, has 20 Or so minutes missing, thanks to the Aussie distributors of Paramount, held responsible over there. This uniquely remarkable film, as fragmentarilly interesting and personal as 
Isadora, combines period pathos, songs, very convincingly, not quite up to Little-wood's brashness and loud raucous patriotic stompings of her World War I play musical. But for Richard Attenborough, a first film of compact richness for detail containing much beaut), and it is very, very clever. Maggie Smiths hilarious put-ons to the troops. Maurice Roave's charming Irish troop leader, Vanessa Redgrave, a strong, wonderful, Mrs Prankhurst and other assorted greats (Sir Laurence is a hilarious bumbling Mr French) work beautifully. I only hope it will be not too long until they release this film (
Intact, Please!! This is, I repeat, 
Not Australia) commercially.


A most pleasing second-look film (though for Auckland a first release) was Delmer Daves' 
The Battle of the Villa Fiorita. From Rumer Goden's golden pen, this (still) latest work from Dave's is one of his best; certainly it has the honesty and warmth that made his westerns so popular, and still so convincing. Oswald Morris' location photography hasn't been surpassed on a bitter-sweet story such as this, with lovely Maureen O'Hara, and that oily lover Rosanna Brazzi (who does well in the later things though). The children, Martin Stephens and a smart debut from Olivia Hussey make this a sort of resemblance of the emotional day's weepie, but it has a courage lacking in many of today's sordid efforts, and the entire thing is a blessing in disguise. I urge you to see it if re-issued here.


A sentence for 
Staircase: Harrison and Burton cope sympathetically (don't you think?), but again it lacks the heart the play has. Their two rotting marms help out the bitching and Burton's turbanned stinting —his stinting, is a miraculous thing to behold (Don't you think?).


Since Reisz's 
Isadora (already commented on in 
Salient) is due for an early death (please let me say, this beauiful film is utterly convincing—Vanessa is incredible— despite Reisz's confusing attempts to shorten and straighten out certain "scenes", and the use of music, both as counterpoint—the slow movement of Schubert's great C major quintet is unbelievably moving—and necessity is vastly superior to any other film I have ever seen) the horizontal beamings of Bob Fosse s 
Sweet Charity seems almost another condemned to Universale gaping grave.
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Pick of the Bunch



Nevil Gibson


MY colleague has dealt ably and at some length with many new releases. The task here, however, is to look at some of the year's films in perspective. It is with some reluctance I list a top grouping, as this year so far has Failed to produce any one outstanding film. Instead there are a number of films which are hard to sort out, all of which have strong virtues, mostly for different reasons. Also, as this column has been at pains to point out, Wellington is New Zealand's best place for delayed films. Thus into these considerations a good many worthy but as yet unreleased films must be excluded Among these, incredibly, is one which I was forced to exclude last year for the same reason, Albert Finney's 
Charlie 
Bubbles, which is still one of the best British films ever made.


I have selected seven films as being the best of the year's bunch so far, though only hall of these may survive, thus being branded with that phrase "staying power". I have also included others which are entertainments of the moment, made to be perishable and all the more enjoyable for it. Thus, in order of release:



Rosemary's Baby (Paramount). One of the two on this list which will probably be on everyone's. Polish-born Polanski has proved his film-making abilities, all that is needed is for him to utilise them to the highest degree of proficiency. Luckily, at the moment, he has the best of both worlds: commercial and critical success. Polanski's future seems set for one like Hitchcock's, where artistic statement is weaved into a thriller plot. Let's hope that Polanski's success does not allow him to follow the Master down to path to ruin and acceptance of substandard projects which make him a victim of the very machine of which he was so much the master. 
Rosemary's Baby is Polanski's culmination of technical expertise; I only hope his imagination can keep up with it.



Reflections in a Golden Eye (Warner-Seven Arts): Alter it finally got here and was coarsely digested it can still be wondered how Huston made a film which consisted mainly of freak characters, yet none in isolation beyond reason. Marlon Brando heads the list as a latent homosexual army officer who is impotent with his wife (Liz Taylor) who is having it off with the next door neighbour officer (Brian Keith) who likes it because he can't have it with his wife (Julie Harris) because she's insane and has some sort of Strange relationship with an effete Filipino houseboy. The object of Brando's adulation is a young soldier who gets his satisfaction from riding bareback on Liz's stallion and spends his nights at Liz's bedside unbeknown to her. You might think this to be one big sick joke, but it comes over strong and that's enough.



Petulia (Warner-Seven Arts): Richard Lester's first American film in which one 
is conscious yet again that this is a Lester film and no one else's. He is one of those few whose direction we enjoy more than the film itself (and whose direction is better than the film). In this case Lester has moved beyond his more superficial British nieces to something more substantial about his homeland, Perhaps seldom have we seen such emotional coldness presented on the screen, or where the middle class is leading us if we don't get out and stop it.



Joanna (20th Century-Fox): One of those flippant entertainments to be enjoyed for


its own sake. While others preferred 
The Touchables (20th-Fox again) I Found 
Mike Sarne's first feature enjoyable, clever and witty with a brilliant debut by Genevieve Waite and some excellent supporting work from Donald Sutherland. Good music score by Rod McKuen.



Hour of the Wolf (United Artists): An annual honour for the King of the Art Film who consistently turns out cinematic prove that no matter what you see, say or think Ingemar Bergman is there until someone can get up and knock him down, an unenviable task. The other on this list which will be on everyone else's.



Secret Ceremony (Universal): If I had to choose the best of the bunch it would be this one. In terms of originality it is hardly a masterpiece, but it will do until we see more of Joseph Losey's work made in between this and his previous film shown in Wellington (The Servant, 1965). The sort of film which everyone denounces as a big have, yet is begrudgingly admired.



Romeo and Juliet (Paramount): It took a while to get here but the wait was worth it, which is to say we shouldn't have to. Franco Zeffirelli and his young cast have done wonders with this Shakespearean romance and made it the sort of film which can introduce mum to what's going on. As for the purists, they can have Shakespeare and I'll stick to cinema.
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Best of the Rest


Those that have missed out will be mentioned under various handy labels for ease of identification only.


Westerns had the leanest year for some time with every big one a flop. 
The Good The Bad and the Ugly (United Artists) saved the day and another spaghetti 
The Big Gundown (Columbia) had Lee van Cleef again. 
100 Rifles (20th-Fox) gets a small award for mixing revolution and action.


Adaptions of stage plays did well. 
The Lion in Winter (20th-Fox) was a marvellously contrived affair which provided from Katharine Hepburn, Peter O'Toole and newcomers some of the best acting. 
Staircase (20th Fox) was a showcase for Rex Harrison as instant queer and loving it with some of the most sordid scenes yet. 
The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie (20th-Fox) was a film third hand from the play based on the novel. The film owes much to the play's dialogue to keep it moving quickly along, but its main attribute was Maggie Smith in the leading role. Her's is a performance which ranks with the best and at last gave her something she could get her teeth into.


French novelist Marguerite Duras fared well with 
10.30 p.m. Summer and 
Sailor From Gibraltar (both United Artists) which appeared belately in two consecutive weeks. Jules Dassin used interesting colour filters to highlight the "steaminess" of the Spanish-set melodramatic triangle. Tony Richardson concentrated on bleached monochrome and a repetitive motif to contain the mixture of passion and frustration. Duras's women were well served by Melina Mercouri and Jeanne Moreau respectively. From France itself 
Playtime and 
La Religieuse (both N.Z.F.S.) were, apart from the Bergman, the highlights of the few "pure" European films. Jacques Tati presented his own unique style and humour, though at too great a length, and 
La Religieuse, also on the long side, made me wonder what all the fuss was about in France where it was originally banned through action by the church. Rivette's film was a careful, deliberate one which more or less presented Anna Karina as the only religious person in nineteenth century France. For a nouvelle vague director Rivette had remarkable restraint and his classic-style treatment at least made it more intelligible than his first film, 
Paris Nous Appartient.


From America a bracket which delved deep into perversion without leaving too much yuck. 
The Legend of Lylah Clare (MGM) was an Aldrich tour de force which encompassed incest, lesbianism, necrophilia as well as the usual mixed into a Hollywood screen-star story—a sort of trial run for 
The Killing of Sister George. The Boston Strangler (20th-Fox) made a valiant attempt to defraud the censor by placing so many perversions into a multiple screen image, presumably in the hope that too much of a bad thing would not prove dangerous. Aside from the trimmings 
Boston Strangler was a compelling film of detection and pathological speculation. 
Coogan's Bluff (Universal) was a good, but disappointing, offering from action-master Don Seigel, who looks as though represctability may be the end of him. His explosive violence was somewhat denuded, but Clint Eastwood grittily managed to last the distance.


From Britain some original and wonderful works. 
Yellow Submarine (United Artists) showed the extremes of animation in utilising colour phenomena for fantastic effect, and the original screenplay by Peter Draper made 
I'll Never Forget What's 'isname (Universal) unforgettable as a hard-hitting though temporary piece of social insanity.


Also noted: 
Head (Columbia) a remarkable though too-advanced-for-local-audiences paen to the drug age by the Monkees relishing every bit of technical gimmickry, burlesque and selfparody with appearances by Victor Mature, Timothy Carey and Zappa adding to the delights. 
Bullitt (Warner-Seven Arts) as a superlative thriller (plus car chase and man hunt) in spite of a fascist story. The re-release of 
Lolita (MCM) so we could now see why it was R21—and I still cannot see why. In the margin: of the abundant high-class technical work seen the photographic award must go to Conrad Hall for his work on John 
(Point Blank) Boorman's 
Hell in the Pacific (Cinerama Releasing Corp), a brilliant but limited film in itself. The singular most funny scene was taken by Peter Sellers as Bungit Din or someone in 
The Party (United Artists) who originated "birdie num-nums".


The acting laurels are hard to pin-point aside from the cast of 
Lion in Winter. Maggie Smith 
(Jean Brodie), Edith Evans 
(The Whisperers—United Artists) and, perhaps for sheer presence, Liz Taylor 
(Reflections, Secret Ceremony) took the female individual honours for major roles, and Nicol Williamson 
(Inadmissible Evidence—Paramount) leads the male performances for his outstanding film debut.


Boobies and disappointments include the ill-fated 
Che (20th-Fox), not so much for what it wanted to do or what it did but merely for its existence. 
The Guru (20th-Fox) and 
Isadora (Universal) were the biggest disappointments. Art was in even-frame, intentions every where, motives clear and sympathetic but neither quite clicked. For the worst-most-enjoyable none other than the Australian production 
Age of Consent (Columbia) which for what it lacked in every other department had an eye-full of a talented young woman named Helen Mirren, an Aussie ex-patriate now working the Shakespearean rounds in England.


Finally, a word for the most ignored force in films, though they are responsible for what we eventually see—the film distributors. Though individual film honours are fairly well spread, for sheer consistency and encouragement to new film-makers and ideas all credit to 20th Century Fox, which, through Amalgamated Theatres, ensures that its films are seen quickly after their overseas release. Example: 
The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie, Royal command film, 1969, released Wellington April, 1969: 
Romeo and Juliet (Paramount through Kerridge) Royal command film, 1968, released Wellington August, 1969. But apart from not allowing films to gather dust 20th-Fox also released stuff like 
The Magus, Deadfall, Decline and Fall ... of a Birdwatcher and 
Hard Contract, as well as the others mentioned above. The only other studio rivalling such off-beat material is Universal, but unfortunately few of these ever see the light of day. Which leaves the other major companis passing off the odd stray stuff which comes their way in any way they like. The customer, need it be said, comes last. The independent foreign film distributor New Zealand Film Services has kept fairly quiet this year with some sex comedies surfacing at the Lido from time to time. Perhaps later we will see a further blossoming of European films from it.
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Full Fathom with Christians



Michael Heath



Two unfortunates at the festival (I wont bother to comment on audience reaction, which was, basically sincere; extremely well attended, thank goodness) did not dampen the spirit or whatever much, such was the enlightening experience of being there and seeing some fantastic films: Wajda's new 
Everything for Sale, his masterpiece it seems, did not arrive from Warsaw, and did not make Adelaide either (it was replaced by 
Goto the Isle of Love, a futuristic thing from France, 1 have just learnt of is remarkable!) and the last film, Robert Bresson's 
Au Hasard Balthazar (I feel a mute sadness in not being able to see this masterpiece: unanimously the festival's greatest work), but Contemporary distribute his films easily, and it may be a lead for their releasing it; while the federation next year is negotiating to purchase 
Mouchette (and maybe next years festival will include his latest work 
Une Femme 
Douce in colour). End of Bresson obit.


Before I sink deep into the offerings a few side-enlightenments, which help things along etc. . . .


Projection standards varied and were often responsible for wrong lenses 
(Goopy and the 
Engagement, Reels 1, not very funny), occasional misfires for Q-dots (in the case of the Czech films, black squares and in Jancso's and Ray's film, red lines slashed across, scratches, and multitudinous extraneous blemishes), on occasion the 
K.O. pop band blared forth straight after the film (with some, one needed, if anything, a few hours to recover), if it didn't pull the curtain across and show a where-to-havc-a-friendlycoffeeaftertheshow slide, while the credits shone feebly beneath.


Despite this usual total disregard etc., the golden monkeyup award for most typical ineptitude was on the 11 am showing of 
The Red and the White; reels 1 and 2, 3 and 4 were all shown out of order. I was not aware of Jancso's work (thank you, P. Kael!) and could not make out, (well co-ordinate truthfully) and re-act to the film's structure.


I understand the 2 pm screening even had a variant on that! But on the second viewing at 8 pm, the film was shown correctly, achieving a most humane status, certainly more intelligently moving, and for me (among other things) by far the best film of the week.


A large ad announced 
The Red and the White from Czechoslovakia. I blushingly told the door-woman (who else? Authority, it seemed, was never at hand) and threatened her of the insults and troubles she could have. "Oh, dear," she said, "I think you're right". Nevertheless, it stayed there —all day.


The unbelievable following summary from the programme notes of 
Hunger, is a classic of the snobbic ridiculousness and obvious disregard for proof reading of any kind:


". . . Knut Hamsun's novel is a remarkable study of a mind on the brink of dissolution; a mind rendered more acute bystarvation but also becoming uncontrollably wayward driven to the brink of despair through inability to express itself, but also kept in a state of permanent optimism by the need to express itself, but also kept in a state of permanent optimism by the need to express itself. All of this and more is beautifully conveyed in the film. The locations are wonderfully atmospheric uncontrollably wayward driven to the brink of despair through inability to express itself, but also kept in a state of permanent optimism by the need to express itself. All of this and more is beautifully conveyed in the film. The locations are wonderfully atmospheric ..." (sic!!!)


Elsewhere was the news that Friday's film was the 
Bofors Fun (which it wasn't). The newspapers (bent on distortion, the comments were of brainless buggers!) in colourful mood had a field day. Jiri Menzel was called 
Firi on every occasion, Per Oscarsson was called Par and the Herald said he will be remembered "locally"(!) for his role in 
Dear John! There was also a Miklos Janesco and a Hugh Claus, plus many more. Not very funny, really.


On with the show . . .


Henning Carlsen's 
Hunger opened the festival, and I understand at the evening showing it was opened by a Mr D. A. Highet, National MP, who along with rows of young ladies in Norse garb (bit hard to pin point these Scandys!) made a lot of Stewpid noise, greeted with much laughter and other rabblings—not reported on, naturally, in the Press. I need not quote what he said (for I know not what unquotable things he did say) but let me say it did not dampen what was to follow, and contrary to public taste the young ladies did not burst forth into many folkeries!




[image: Scenes from Homing Carlsen's Hunger: Magnificent Per Oscarsson as the demented writer/ philosopher at the end of all human endurance.]
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Hunger was pretty disappointing, and very fragmentary; relying on the incredible Oscarsson to carry scene to scene: he played a young impoverished writer/philosopher, at the turn of the century, who is quite mad, grovelling for food, pawning his clothes, dreaming of unwritten masterpieces, befriending a young woman (Gunnel Lindblom) and finally selling his sight and soul to the ocean. I was expecting to be moved by all this sombreness, the terrifying pity of it all that sometimes Oscarsson achieved, but it rarely hit home with any true tenderness. A marvellous creaking score by Krzystof Komeda and Nykvist-clear processing. My favourite scene is in the forest with the writer chasing the two girls, sounds of leaves, beautiful white clothes, and utter bewilderment and frustration on all their faces; they walk out of frame, into and out of frame, into the grass. Quietly moved by that; but not much else. Too much imagery, uncongratulated.


An embarrassingly naive short on the history of some of Columbia pictures greatest achievements(!) was narrated with ocular aversion by Gregory Peek from (shall we say) 
You Can't Take It with You, up to 
Lawrence of Arabia. The processing must have been done in soup: Wong-Howe's Picnic looked positively leprous!


Jiri Menzel's 
Capricious Summer (1968) was so beautiful, if slight; bucolic if not at all whimsical, and so utterly enchanting in a spell-binding way. It literally took your breath away, especially the opening sunny moody scenes. Just over an hour long. Menzel's tale is of a Czech village 40 years ago. Summer rain falls in the day, the nights are hot—the swimming instructor, his wife, the padre and a colonel, sit in the sun on the banks of the cool river, sometimes swimming, and fishing, laughing and drinking wine. (There is a shot of 3 tall glasses, with a little red wine in each, a bee buzzing in one, the music has a high violin trilling, the rain splashes in the glasses, cut to the swimming instructor, old blue striped swim-suit standing above, mystified in the river, puffing a cigar! This is typical of Menzel's enchantment all throughout the film.)


A tightrope walker arrives in a creaking caravan (Menzel plays this little elf deliciously) with his young mistress; third rate performers on la strada. All the men fall in love with the girl, and the wife in love with Menzel. Eventually everyone gets hurt in some sort of way, physically or mentally. The padre is fed fish by the young girl, the local drunks upset the caravan, the padre's ear is torn by accident and in one of the gruesomest scenes I have ever seen: the instructor mends it with a fish hook and pure alcohol (he drinks a bit as well!), the bloody ripped flesh of the ear, the sewing up with a fish hook, he finally bites off the thread—all in close-up. The theatre's reaction was terrifying (I could hardly watch the first time) almost hysterical paranoia! Like Forman and Ivory, Menzel's humour is of observance, the delights of subtle and personal characterisations. On the second viewing the subtlety of the humour, if it attempts slightly, to move us, succeeded, but I wish everyone could see it. A little jewel.




[image: Miklos Jancso's The Red and The White: White army soldiers, in parade ground order, face the last suicidal advance of the o utnumbered reds.]
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Jan Nemec's 
A Report on the Party and the Guests was the most gruelling 70 minutes I have ever spent in the cinema. In fact the two together culminated in some of the most exhaustive film watching I saw. This film is a concentrated masterpiece (certainly after second viewing) as was 
Diamonds of the Night. If it is a "thinly veiled attack on the Stalinist regime of pre-Dubcek days". I can well believe (and see) it, but. as it is, it is a frighteningly nasty tale, with enough overtones to give you nighmares for the rest of the year. It has the naturalness and inescapably relentless puzzlement of Kafka or Gombrowicz. (By the way, both these films were photographed by Jaromir Sofr—the Nemec's black and white used from grainy to sheeny black and whites— the Menzel, colour far natural than ever I remember seeing before.)


A picnic in the forest for nice silly people, hot sun and delicious wobbly cakes, jokes, all pleasant and drowsy. One of the women turns and laughs straight into the camera at one point—most disturbing. Another pulls out chewing gum and laughs. They see a wedding party clanging through the trees, and are then persuaded by a mad crank called Rudolph to attend his little game, something like a war trial, full of Ionesco dialogue, strange faces and laughter of uncertainty. Never have I felt madness and Sanity so beautifully intertwined. A Lenin looking host arrives, apologises for Rudolph's behaviour (a man escapes, the thugs pounce on him, Rudolph has a fit!) and invites them to a huge alfresco candelabra'd banquet by a lake in the forest. There's talk and strange mutterings. One woman finds she's sitting in the wrong place, so do others, but after everyone has shifted around, they sit back in exactly the same place. The lunatic (like American Paul Lynde, he is brilliant) slobbers, and drops his food. One crying woman's husband has run away, the wine flows, the gigantic silver candleholders, hold fast dripping candles— all wax and decay in a bourgeois open-air asylum! A speech is made to the absent friend. The host decides to hold a hunt for him. The picnickers stay on, eating the remains, guns are loaded, the crowds depart with dogs and drunken singing through the trees. The last shot is of an arm, a gun, a candle, and the sounds of dogs barking louder and louder until they seem to tear through the now black screen. Have never seen (or felt) such a washed-out audience, stunnedly groping for the exist's light before. Would it be too much to hope for Nemec's 
Martyrs of Love for next year? The Czech cinema has still the most fantastically rewarding films—I hope the current situation will never deprive the world of creativity of unparallelled sensitivity, such as this.


From Hungary Miklos Jancso's 
The Red and the White was so overwhelmingly, a completely new visionary experience in the cinema, nothing of the kind I had ever seen before, or imitated in. It is his fifth feature (he has since made 
Silence and 
Cry and 
Winter Sirocco—Confrontation, in colour). He seems to be individually responsible for all his films being "the same". The effect of a man locked in his style—and place—with nowhere to go with it.


Furrowing brows and eyes in disbelief at a cinematic talent so fantastic, 
The Red and the White was a chilling, moving and unbelievable film, one of the greatest films I have ever seen. Jancso shoots all his films on a huge wide screen that seems to go past the natural visionary phase; the confusions of Hungarian history, 1918, the civil war period after the Russian revolution. Men drilled in explicit positions, chess of the fields, barking orders, creeping up and killing, playing games, puzzles, helicopter shots of horses thundering across fields, rivers shining. The camera moves like a frightened swan, wandering back and forth unrelentlessly, hardly ever stopping, all enquiring, taking in, gliding past hundreds of faces, sad faces (no one smiles in this film) and death: each observantly minutely detailed death is a moving occasion. The men are either shot at short range, shot in a collective heap, or speared by poles in the river. The women (usually nurses), stripped, humiliated, left cold (or as in this, lead into a forested glade to waltz to a bitter magyar band, in shafts of light, with each other—a wonderful scene).


The final suicidal confrontation between the reds and white troops, the lost soldier wandering in the flaxy grass on the hillside among the bodies, the muted bugle call, pressing a sword against his saddened face, Jancso ends this film brilliantly, his theme, a simply satisfying—no one wins a war. Sometimes one is not quite sure what is happening, "nothing is but what is not". I cannot conceal my hurried anticpation to see another (and another) Jancso film soon. Penelope Houston sums him up beautifully, so on there I'll lie: "It is a world so sealed off, threatening and glacial that it makes Bresson (with whom jancso has so often been compared) seemed to be positively overflowing with easy human warmth . . . The film is all action and will power; it would be lost—and Jancso knows it—if it let in the breath of an outside world."


A few interesting short features at this juncture: 
les Escargots (France) a horrifying cartoon fable of when the earth was ruled by gigantic snails. Sound effects and wailing jazz. plus a surrealistically true series of incidents, wiped the dripping laughter from the faces of those who thought animation a light-hearted diversion.



In the Void (Netherlands) also animatedly and graphically showed us violence and vampirism, a latent trait in us all perhaps?



The Fisherman (USA) in 5 minutes nearly reduced the theatre to an uproar. A man is fishing on a beach; he eats his lunch. After 4 fish, he is still hungry, but he see's a sandwich. In it is a hook which catches in his throat, and we it rip his face. He is dragged screaming, and 

tugging back into the ocean. Absolutely revolting!


From the British Film Institute, an experimental feature, 
The Locker, by 
Barry Tomblin, Another Kafka talc shot in a white room with two demented idiots, one who comes for an interview and is stuck on a baby's chair, everyone speaks backward! A bikinied woman steps (I think) from the locker, and they make frienzied love, all expressed in the others mad face. They climb Into the locker, the other then for 10 minutes tries every possible way to get into it, smashing, rocking, he departs defeated and blood) (I think he had bloody knuckles, a lot of it was too fast to comprehend—plus interspersed Hashes of cars whizzing past!)



Darling, do you love me? Was an underground screaming thing I thought our old computed friend Harvey might have made. M.ad, all 2 minutes of it! A thing called 
Ice Cream Soda (Netherlands) was incredibly banal. Like a straightbuttoned 
Theorem talc it did have some gratuitous eroticism, hut Dutch theorists aren't necessarily good film makers. I booed that one. Apart from some Pintoff (I didn't see) and Alan Arkin's 
The Last Mohican (I saw before, its a treat), and a National Film Unit colour yawn called (naturally) 
Wild September Snow (which, I heard was clapped at. Circulation problems. I bet, or mosquitoes!). The best short feature was 
The Dove (Di Duva) a mock-Bergmanesque treaty on various themes, made in the States by George Coe and Anthony Lover. Everyone loved this, even if a bit slow in getting the gist of it. The characters spoke mock-swedish, (e.g. Di sunn ist komen outska—sort of thing)—the titles in "natural" English. It gently nudged 
Wild Strawberries ("I have a hernia") and the 
Seventh Seal. The old man retires to a grot /"outhouse" for (among other things) a reminisce! Death plays badminton with the young things ana loses (he blames it on his perspiration!). A cigarette is offered thus. "phallika symbol?", the titles read: a cigarette? There's a corny nude romp, all full of lovely Sven Sunkist images in the summertime. The old man comes out of his house—his final coup d'etat: "I feel better now", brought down the other house. A glorious little film, be great if it could get commercial showing, despite a rather silly R16 certificate.


I'll only comment shortly on the rest of the features.


Ermanni Olmi's 
The Engagement, was enchanting and again, carefully observed, like Forman. Slightly documentary, and full of precise and loving warmth for its two people, I would love to see more of his work.


It was shown with 
Stereo (Canada. 1969) by David Cronenherg. a 70 minute "unconventionally" everything film about sexual psychology, the interactions of telepathis sexualis between three rather strange people at the Canadian Academy for Erotic Enquiry. It was a test case on the nature of sex among telepathists, 'to test the para-psychological theories of an unseen genius, called Luther Stringfellow." (!) No music. a very technical commentary, all shot in a futuristic contemporary concrete structure, it was fascinating, boring, and at times rather erotic. It was also 
in black and white! So am I.



The Enemies (Netherlands, 1968) a rather deceptive film by Hugo Claus, was unique in that it was spoken entirely in english, the characters given "banal lines of dialogue, like bubble-talk in comics." Expletives were freely used, and the characters rather one dimentional. But half-way through, a nudging suspicion I had, burst: it was nearly a re-vamp of Renoir's 
Vanishing Corporal. The film then started to work, and it niftily moved along to a rather saddening climax where all of its heroes were shot by their own men. Realistically, and objectively, a quaint re-working of the antiwar theme.


Jack Gold's 
The Bofors Gun (Britain 1968) was a bloody, depressing experience. Script by John McCrath from his play. it starred Nicol Williamson, now absolutely brilliant as the nasty. evil, Irish rebel and drunk. O'Rourke; he spat his words like boiling bile. Also in it. David Warner, quiet and "nice". The film centres on the events while a handful of men guard a mysterious gun in a British army barracks in German). 1954. No wonder it was banned in Aussie, the dialogue, certainly more explicit than any other film, could cause quite a reaction. The film will be released commercially. It is unnerving; Gold's style is simple and unobtrusive; still quite the most nasty film at the festival. One felt like a good hot bath after it (ugh!!).


There was an epic thing called 
The Column from that most enchanting country Rumania. Directed by that master of De Millesville Mircea Drogan (let me hear that name again?!), it was strictly Saturday afternoon kids' stuff, that starred, among all its other opaque drivea, Richard Johnson!! Enough. Finally (gaaaasp!) I saw Satyajit Rays latest, 
the Adventures of Goopy and Bagha (Goopy Gyne and Bagha Byne), the print of which looked as though it had been through a million Bombay flea pits. Completely disregarding all technicalities (and the fact, our friend, Subrata Mitra did not photograph it) editing (atrocious) especially. it was a hilarious, magical and on so happy little film. Two youngsters (well 20-ish youngsters) are given magical gilts to sing and play on drum and sitar. They enter a contest, charm a king, dampen a little war between rival kingdoms and win a lovely princess each. Hoorah! Ray gives his two leads, the most marvellous things to sing and laugh over; there's a mad magician, an equally mad king, and Lesterish tricks that nehant and entertain. I found it a glorious little phantasy, despite the rumblings of silence it was greeted with in the theatre. Need it be said: give it a wash, tidy it up a bit. blow a wee kiss, and send it into the cinemas here to give us all another two hour treat. It would be a fantastic hit.


So ends the festival (for me) and my last load of verbiage for 
Salient. The year's films have only started; what is coming seems even better than usual. I'm afraid too. that you won't be seeing Lind-say Anderson's If . . . in Wellington until February, 1970. a fact, I wish, I could too, believe. Hare Krishmas, anyway!
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Media, Rare: Arty & Pests



A Shattering eye-sore pilgrimagic-cinematic spree of 12 days, more films than I have ever seen in a concentrated period, one week of the Auckland International Film Festival, interspersed, almost mercifully. with some lesser commercial slop, and a few surprises, hither but hardly thith.


Undaunted and exhausted I write; some notes made during the festival, others hurriedly collated, and if they appear slightly redundant etc., please remember fish do not retain their apparent freshness once consumed (Arrable Parable!).



The 10th Victim (X.Z.F.S.) made in 1965 when the divine di Venanzo knew how to capture colour in a midflight rapture, is Elio Petri's bandly-bondy satire, full of flesh harry humour and gags of the future. It reeks of a prettier more sexier world than 
Alphaville, hut it it too slight a treatment of the futuristic hunters and the hunted. Mastroianni and Ursula Undress do things to each other, with disinterested ambivalence.



I Love You Alice B. Toklas (Warners-7) would be credible (if not entirely acceptable) if it was (I) not coekconked by (gaaaaasp!!) Hy Averback (I swear never to use that name again); (2) not using Peter Sellers in a still, tiresome, unfunny role and; (3) some-one had not removed any. but every reference to LSD) (and other things?) As it stands now. with entire scenes missing, the film is a peaceful 7000 ft odd! Because reconstruction has taken place (the film's point and subject make it more Obscurely revolting), it should have been banned (like 
Skidoo, boo hoo!), thus saving us all from knowing it is about hippies, and synthetic things that make you laugh like crazy, and using all that haightful "trendy" language that went out with sniffing glider glue.


Still, I musn't be that ridiculous (I just have hated all His movies) because, there are a few funny scenes, and the ideas of changing norms and personal structure is yet another variation on the 
Second's theme. Sellers plays a jewish lawyer Harold Fine, who's engaged to this real talkative broad, who says on climaxica non interruptus, "it moved for me, the earth, did it move for you Harold?" Thats quite funny (first time), and there's this Indian (?) family, strangling in neck braces due to an accident in their chicken-couped car, and Harold's Jewish mom (Jo Van Fleet) who's a pain. So Harold goes hip(!) and there's all these real weirdie scenes, full of gentle sickening satire (of course Andy Warhol's mentioned, cheaply. as the creator of a six-hour epic 
Mondo Teeth) and a simple revolting score from Bernstein (Elmer, please!) and bloated nauseous colour processing (Ye Gods! Phillip Lathrop. I fail to believe!!). There's one scene where Mom. pop, fiancee and Harold get hysterically high on hashish-laced cookies (a moral of sorts: you can't have your haight and freak it!) and that's very, very funny. Its coming to the Kings, then.



A Stranger Knocks (N.Z.F.S.) Sinking lower and lower, now! It comes from Sweden in the style of a 1940s sex drama (when it most possibly was made) but in the USA withheld because of two explicit" scenes of coita avec flannello. As it stands (or horizonks) there is one scene left in (depending on your frame of mind, granted your mind is framed) in this version (the Aussie censor bit a bit out, ahem!) and now I can really say I was a bit baffled by what happened. It's very krafftilly done, and he looks like the infamous George Wilder. and she a toiletty Susannah Yick; the camera not only doesn't move, it expires. It's absolutely dreadful . . . and the Lido will show it soon after this current MCM purge, with equally filthy intervals. It was misdirected by Jacob Joestrapp, or someone.


Very fortunate to see "Author" Romain Gary's 
Les Oiseaux vont mourir au Peru (or 
Birds In Peru, the artistically directed Universal has now shortened it to) and really cannot think of it appearing anywhere, let alone on Wellington screens. It is as cinematically literate as Robbe-Grillet's effort, and because Gary has such a poor technical staff (and brain!) and has obviously seen all the wrong films (on purpose, I bet) the film is of that new breed of the "Cinema of the abrupt"; totally illiterate, boring, and embarrassing-songly laughable


It is very poorly to say this, for I had rather high hopes, once—I adore Jean Seberg (what we see of her) but her ravenous elfin insanitry glances, and ice-cool gowns, moodily roaming among sand and feathers, unclothed silent gawky males, odd ornitholigically stewpid prey, and grotesque fat rhetorical-nympho-maniacal vistas (she has a fetish about bird-shit, I decided) are pain, I repeat, painfull, painful. Dannielle Derrierre "plays a Lesbian (I think) with. as much convincement as a neurotic parrot (in drag, the resemblance is bon viva!!) and Maurice Ronet, a poet of passion and contemporary crap; he has that post-sexual look at life bloody tinge around the gills (and—sigh!—he's getting far too fat!). The film has had excisions made to it (mercifully, for length's sake) but a few honest kinky images remain, and remain .... and remain, garishly.



The Killing of Sister George (Cinerama R.Corp) is as stagy as the play wasn't (in its pin-subtly and charmingest,' sad mood) and Robert Aldrich has directed (I fail to believe the word "directed" applies to his work here, as Donen's "direction" of 
Staircase is in no way derivative or complementary to each respective style) it in a faithfully laborious atmosphere (the abortionary script is by Lukas Heller) with little imagination, and a queerly still camera. The colour processing is transcontinental to say the least.


Personally, the local production of this play by Downstage with Pat Evison and Cecily Poison last year had more of the atmosphere, bite and sadness: a near perfect realisation of a not too perfect play.


But here in 1969 we have Beryl Reid (who is wonderful, wonderful—it's not her unfailing fault the film is so bad) and Susannah York (God, she's crude in this; both in style and sense. Her Childie is sickening, bronzed, and uninnocent; she's terrible, and overacts with great jaw breaking, neck tendon bulging ease).


But! Mercycroft heavens; the "IT", performed by Aussie Coral Browne (Aldrich had her stryehninical pantings, tied to a wheelchair in Lylah (Clare), is just too, too much. Refeened, bitter, acridly gorgeous and bitchy (rather than butchy). immaculately unconcerned, she rises (oh, well . . .) in the ho hum "scene' (very well edited by our Censor, minus, I thankfully sigh, 4 unnecessary, revolting minutes) and does a lovely bit of molaric contortionism, mouth stretched sideways, a lustily wrotting worm.


"Sister George" is now the TV nurse, and these sections (with that fat-evil Ronald Fraser) are hilariously clone. Beryl Reid is absolutely fantastic (I repeat!) and she carries the entire film on her own, loveable, boozy and tragically off-key; but Aldrich introduces the "mentioneds" from Frank Marcus' play and extends them into heavy visuals, unnecessary, and for most of the time vulgar (the nun assault, the Lesbian club of Gateways—two very well handled scenes). For nearly 13,000 feet (far, far too long) it hardly stirs the emotion at all. It has cleaned the cinematic throat of the secret phlegm, but in no way does it present Lesbianism as an answer to hang a bloated essay on. Like Stanley Kauffmann I didn't think much of Susannah York's breasts, either.



Otley (Columbia) was a breezy little film, that certainly cleaned the air and the brain. Very much TV originated (scriptwriters) and director Dick Clement (a first feature, remember that name); a nice, not too fantastic plot, it abounded in credible character clots (Freddie Jones, James Villiers, Leonard Rossister, Alan Badel etc.) and Tom Courteney, looking much maturer, and lined, clowned delightfully among its junior Kafka-casy-edition scenes. Austin Dempster's colour was full of glorious tonal breaches. I enjoyed Clement's consistent use of old people getting in the way; and most of the silly jokes scattered like pop corn (I hope you read that fantastic review in the Sunday Times, attributed to Carl Foreman!) Villier's death, the sound of a neck being crushed by a bus, a cement-whitened death mask, I found rather gratuitous and revolting. How such a funny little film could go a miserable week, I shall never know.


Jack Cardiff photographed and directed 
Girl on a Motorcycle (I.F.D.) from.Andre Pieyre de Mandiargues' erotic-fantastique diary, with a style unique to the cinema and with (again!) a Fresh and completely unbridled approach, that captures the imagination in a most personal way, relating to young Marianne Faithfull's Rebecca, most brilliantly. People still hate this film, "trite, stewpidity", "yucky colour", etc, and who didn't baulk at the trailor? Unless you were prepared to accept Miss Faithfull and go along with her phantasies and creatively active mind, I don't blame you feeling disgusted. The use of treating the negative (per 
Mulberry Bush, and 
Head etc.) is extremely well integrated, and the raw, fleshy use of colour, at times erotic in its nuances of the countryside, is fantastic. I would like to write more on this film, but then this is only for the record, a Strange piece for Jack Cardiff (his last. 
The Mercenaries!) but a most rewarding one, if you care.



Oh! What a lovely War, possibly the best "musical" (which it is not) ever from Britain, has 20 Or so minutes missing, thanks to the Aussie distributors of Paramount, held responsible over there. This uniquely remarkable film, as fragmentarilly interesting and personal as 
Isadora, combines period pathos, songs, very convincingly, not quite up to Little-wood's brashness and loud raucous patriotic stompings of her World War I play musical. But for Richard Attenborough, a first film of compact richness for detail containing much beaut), and it is very, very clever. Maggie Smiths hilarious put-ons to the troops. Maurice Roave's charming Irish troop leader, Vanessa Redgrave, a strong, wonderful, Mrs Prankhurst and other assorted greats (Sir Laurence is a hilarious bumbling Mr French) work beautifully. I only hope it will be not too long until they release this film (
Intact, Please!! This is, I repeat, 
Not Australia) commercially.


A most pleasing second-look film (though for Auckland a first release) was Delmer Daves' 
The Battle of the Villa Fiorita. From Rumer Goden's golden pen, this (still) latest work from Dave's is one of his best; certainly it has the honesty and warmth that made his westerns so popular, and still so convincing. Oswald Morris' location photography hasn't been surpassed on a bitter-sweet story such as this, with lovely Maureen O'Hara, and that oily lover Rosanna Brazzi (who does well in the later things though). The children, Martin Stephens and a smart debut from Olivia Hussey make this a sort of resemblance of the emotional day's weepie, but it has a courage lacking in many of today's sordid efforts, and the entire thing is a blessing in disguise. I urge you to see it if re-issued here.


A sentence for 
Staircase: Harrison and Burton cope sympathetically (don't you think?), but again it lacks the heart the play has. Their two rotting marms help out the bitching and Burton's turbanned stinting —his stinting, is a miraculous thing to behold (Don't you think?).


Since Reisz's 
Isadora (already commented on in 
Salient) is due for an early death (please let me say, this beauiful film is utterly convincing—Vanessa is incredible— despite Reisz's confusing attempts to shorten and straighten out certain "scenes", and the use of music, both as counterpoint—the slow movement of Schubert's great C major quintet is unbelievably moving—and necessity is vastly superior to any other film I have ever seen) the horizontal beamings of Bob Fosse s 
Sweet Charity seems almost another condemned to Universale gaping grave.
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Funky Abbey...



Mike Bergin


We hooked a couple of heavies for you this week (ugh!)—but play it cool. Anyway, the Beatles' 
Abbey Road and the Who's 
Tommy (thanks Pixie) have come to hand. The first should be released within the fortnight, the second within a month. These albums represent the product of the surviving first and second generation English rock groups. The Procul Harum are the best of the third generation and their utterly distinctive sound comes under review on the new 
A Sally Dog album. We take it that a new generation of groups appears every eighteen months to two years. Today we're into a fourth or even fifth generation since the early sixties when the rock group first evolved, from the primitive —and great—
R'n'
B combos Stateside (Coasters. Drifters, Shirelles, Seasons, Everlys), into a major social and musical force. Led Zepplin might represent the fourth generation, Blind Faith the fifth, although one is not altogether sure whether these are the healthy children of intermarriage or the sickly offspring of incestuous relationships.




[image: Cover photo from the Beatles Abby Road album]


Patriarchs they may be, but the Beatles still put out a lot of rubbish, sweetly though they sugar it. I'm the biggest Beatles fan this side of the black stump (and t'other, too?)— some 200 to 300 recordings—yet it's true. Not that their new album 
Abbey Road (Apple-PCS7088) is all rubbish—very little of it is. But the seven-song medley taking most of side two is a mess for a start. And one has the feeling these days that the Beatles are trying to recreate something of their lost youth, when the boyish simplicity has gone. "The Beatles are just a democratic group of middle-aged teenagers", says John in Toronto. And Lennon in London: "I couldn't pin us down to being on a heavy scene, or a commercial pop scene or a straight tuneful scene. We're just on whatever's going now. Just rockin' along."


The Beatles pinch from everyone, good, bad. and indifferent. They are the greatest mimics on the music scene. Platters. Beach Boys. Fleetwood Mac are some of them more obvious styles adopted here. I'm not sure whether this is a sign of the charlatan or the genius—genius supposedly: it always comes out sounding pure Beatles. Shakespeare did it too, didn't he? "We are only a collection of all the things we've ever been influenced by", says George. "We don't copy, of course". The Harrison-Lennon friendship with Eric, Jack and Ginger shows up in the dominant Cream influence on this album. Not that it really sounds like Cream. But its funky Beatles, the Beatles with a fresh face on. There is a lot more instrumental work here than on their past records. Longer breaks, little guitar riffs and solos, little eruptions of sound behind the vocals, drums, bass and keyboard woven into fascinating textures. There's no lyric sheet included with 
Abbey Road and it's scarcely missed. The 
The 
[sic] Liverpool lads have been chatting to Dylan again lately—like him they seem to have left the profound sociological comment way behind. The words are all good time.


Still, the album docs kick off with a great Lennon lyric. The song is "Come Together", with freaky little rolls on percussion.




"Shoom shoom



He'll come home flat top He come



groovin' up slowly He got



juju eyeballs He want



poly roller He got



hair



down



to



his knee



Got to be a joker he just do what he please.



Shoom shoom



He wear no shoeshinc He got



toejam football He got



mockin' finger He shoop



Coca-Cola He say



I know



you



You know



me



One thing I can tell you is you got to be free




Come Together




Right Now




Over Me.



He bad production He got



walrus grumble He got



Ono sideboard He want



spinal cracker He got



feet



down below



his knees



Hold you in his armchair you can feel his disease




Come Together, etc.



Shoom shoom



He roller coaster He got



early warning He got



muddy water He want



mojo filter He say



one



and one



and one



is three



Got to be good looking cos he's so hard to see




Come Together . . .



"Something" is a Harrisong. George has left his fake Orientalism, but the flowing melody line of this beautiful number is perhaps a residue of the Eastern trip. Crying strings, internal rhymes. This is being backed as his best ever, tho' methinks "Long, Long Long" from the double album was that.


"Maxwell's Silver Hammer"—McCartney's jaunty tale of a psychopathic med. student, Maxwell Edison, who goes round bang-banging heads with his hammer. (PC 31 said. "We've caught a dirty one!") Ringo on anvil.


"Oh! Darling"—a gas. Paul doing a big sob late 50's rock-a-aballad. Chung.—chung, piano, echoes and all.


"Octopus's Garden"—Ringo's song. Afraid this self-penned kiddies tune isn't a patch on "Yellow Submarine". Blowing bubbles in a glass


"I Want You (She's So Heavy)"—Lennon should keep away from these low-down tortured blues. It goes on a bit then stops disgustingly in the middle of a bar. Somebody pulled the plug out?


Side Two opens with a summery little song from George, "Here Comes the Sun". More appropriate here. I should think, than in London.


"Because"—(Yoko was playing some classical bit, and I said "play the backwards" and we had tune.) A goan-awful/lovely close harmony song in the Beach Boys Smiley Smile mould. Lots of "Aaaahhooohhh's".


Now comes the piano intro ala Clive West-lake to "You Never Give Me Your Money", first song in the marathon medley session. "In the middle of negotiations you break down." This long medley includes some good ideas but they would have been better developed separately. There seems to be no thematic or musical reason for mixing these seven songs up together. 
Time magazine has already started gushing about significances: "A kind of odyssey from innocence to experience". Nah!


We merge into "The Sun King" with gentle Mac-type guitar and swishing cymbals. It's got a rib-tickling phoney phonetic Italian chorus too. Through "Golden Slumbers" and "Carry That Weight" into "The End" where Ringo does a Ginger Baker—bop, bop, bang bang, tiddly-pom. A long pause till we hear "Her Majesty's a pretty nice girl" and it's over Next we run into "Mean Mr. Mustard" ("Keeps a ten bob note up his nose") and "Polythene Pam" ("She's the kind of girl who makes the 
News of the World, you could say she was attractively built".)




[image: photo from the Beatles Abby Road album]


If the Beatles took any notice of reviews and worried at all about coming up with somethin' new, the pressures on them would be incredible. Fortunately, they don't give a damn. I've got a love-hate relationship with this new album—after all we've only spun it ten, twenty times in succession. It's musical whiz-kids mucking round—they're still flexing their muscles for an(other) artistically disciplined work. As it stands Abbey Road is funky, funny, and fun. The LP is already predicted to outsell 
Rubber Soul, the group's biggest album in NZ so far.






... Phoney Tommy


Eighty minutes on one theme is a development of Wagnerian proportions for Rock Music. At this point on the evolutionary cycle I am not convinced rock is ready for it. If the best the Beatles can do is a medley of songs or the contrived coherence of 
Sgt. Pepper, one would be wary of offering the task to lesser songwriters. Perhaps a "rock opera" is a contradiction in terms. But this is what Pete Townshend and the Who have attempted in their double album Tommy (Polydor G13013). It can be called a qualified success. Can't decide yet whether it was boring or not. which is maybe a bad sign. But it does give one a certain aesthetic buzz on a various level, emotional and cerebral. There is some fine rock music in a variety of styles among the album's twenty-three cuts and the structural concept is excellent. Comments by Pete Townshend are courtesy of San Francisco's 
Rolling Stone paper.


The "opera" is built round the tale of Tommy, a strange young man.


"Doaf, dumb and blind boy


He's in a quiet vibration land


Strange as it seems his musical dreams


Ain't quite so bad." ("Amazing Journey".)


Tommy has seen his parents in a mirror murder his mother's lover. They tell him he doesn't know a thing. "The boy", Townshend explains "has closed himself up completely as a result of the murder and his parents' pressures, and the only thing he can see is his reflection in the mirror. This reflection—his illusory self—turns out to be his eventual salvation. Tommy's real self represents the aim— God—and the illusory self is the teacher; life, the way, the path and all this. The boy's life starts to represent the whole nature of man— we all have this self-imposed deaf, dumb and blindness—but this isnt something I'm over heavy on. I'm more concerned about what actually happens in his life".


What actually happens, according to the synopsis, is that Tommy is maltreated by some of his relatives, cared for by others, becomes a pinball champion, reaches a state of grace, regains his senses and starts his own religion, is eventually discarded by his disciples, and finds himself as isolated as he was in the beginning. The somewhat melodramatic storyline eschews sensationalism in the lyric treatment. In fact the words are subtly allusive. "You can circumscribe an emotion with a lyric —by telling of an event and leaving out one important chunk—and that can contain the emotion and put it across." Throughout the opera the recurring motif is Tommy's plaintive cry, "See me, feel me, Touch me, heal me".


Townshend adds: "This one fails because it actually comes out and says it. It's meant to be extremely serious and plaintive; but words fail so miserably to represent emotions unless you skirt around the outside. But there's so much circumscribing in 
Tommy that I wanted to get to the crunch a number of times".


There are several narrative highlights. Tommy is raped by his uncle in "Fiddle About". This song and "Cousin Kevin" were written by John Entwhistle. "I didn't want to do them", said Townshend. "I didn't think I could be cruel enough. Theyre ruthlessly brilliant songs because they are just as cruel as people can be. I would have avoided a line like "There's a lot I can do with a freak", but it's nice to have it in." "The Acid Queen" explores a possible route to Tommy's salvation. She is the personification of material highs. "The song's not just about acid; it's the whole drug thing, the drink thing, the sex thing wrapped into one big ball. It's about how you get it laid on you that you haven't lived if you haven't fucked forty birds, taken sixty trips, drunk fourteen pints of beer—or whatever. Society—people—force you. She represents this force. On a number of occasions I've got this sinister, feline, sexual thing about acid, that it's inherently female. I don't know if I'm right . . . it's fickle enough."


Of "Pinball Wizard", when things start happening for Tommy. Townshend says: "I don't happen to be divine at the moment. I can't express the magnificence of divinity in music, but I can express the grooviness of being a pinball champ because I'm a pop star which is very close. The absurdity of being a pinball champion!"


The doctors diagnosis in "Go To The Mirror!" is that "All hope lies with him and none with me". The repentant mother cries "Tommy Can You Hear Me" over and over. Then in "Smash the Mirror", with a startling chord from 2001, Tommy achieves liberation. His distant voice backed by a frugal brass riff in "Sensation" sings "You'll feel me coming/a new vibration . . . Love As One I Am The Light". The news spreads, "Extra! Extra! read all about it, the Pinball Wizard in a miracle cure!" and the people come. The ballad of "Sally Simpson" relates how Tommy is transformed into a rocking Billy Graham figure. But in "I'm Free" he tells his disciples:


"If I told you what it takes


to reach the highest high


You'd laugh and say 'nothing's that simple'


But you've been told many times before


Messiahs pointed to the door


And no-one had the guts to leave the temple!"


And they do laugh. Townshend explains. "Rama Krishna. Buddha. Zarathustra. Jesus and Meher Baba are all divine figures on earth. They all said the same thing; yet 
still we trundle on. This is basically what Tommy is saying. But his followers ask how to follow him. and disregard his teaching. They want rules and regulations; going to church on Sundays—but he just says 'Live Life'. Later on he smashes rules to them".


Actually, the whole interview with Pete Townshend (in 
Rolling Stone, July 12. 1969 pp. 16-18) is worth reading for perceptive comments on other groups, on broadcasting, on the commercial pop machine (which Pete loves), on musical snobs inside the rock scene and out, and on life in general. If you can get your milts on it it should prove conclusively that there is at least one rock star who is not a gibbering idiot—then again, perhaps it shouldn't.


The final cut is "We're Not Gonna Take It". Tommy yells:


"Hey you gettin' drunk/So sorry. I've got you sussed


Hey you smokin' mother nature/This is a bust


Hey hung up old mister normal/Don't try to gain my trust


Cos you ain't gonna follow me/Any of those ways


Although you think you must."


They retort "We're not gonna take it. we're not gonna take it" raising their voices in an ominous crescendo. Tommy loses his grip. He slips from "My name is Tom and I became aware this year" back to the old cry "Sec me, me feel me, Touch me, heal me". The album fades out on the chant of "Listening to you, I hear music" . . .


The opera has its "Overture" where the main themes are stated effectively on horns, and one cannot help thinking but that a little brass in the arrangements of some of the other numbers would have given them more bits. In this work there is even an "Underture", a rather dull nine-minutes instrumental which doubtless represents the passing years of Tommy's life. Overall, the texture of sound on this album is not as compelling as in other work the Who have done. Perhaps a little too much thought (and not enough feeling) went into this work. It's a change for the rock scene, but the other is the first essential. "You see," says Peter, "each song has to capsule an event in the boy's life, and also the feeling, what has ensued, and cover and knit up all the possibilities in all the other fields of action that are suggested. All these things had to be tied up in advance and referred back to. I can tell you it was quite difficult". They faced up to this difficulty at least; but the more profound problem was to give emotional and musical expression to the ideas structuring the work. "It was approached in exactly the way anti-intellectual rock people would hate" says Townshend. "We went into it in depth before we worked out the plot; we worked out the sociological implications, the religious implications, the rock implications. We made sure every bit was . . . solid. When we'd done that we went into the studio, got smashed out of our brains and made it." They should have got just a little more smashed, and they might have brought it off. The words of an English reviewer. Charlie Gillett in 
The Record Mirror, are worth a ponder—"The 'artistic' quality of rock and roll is in its ability to move us. emotionally and physically, by engaging our surface feelings. If the singer becomes self-conscious about his effect, and the audience worries about its reaction, most of what rock and roll should be is gone. Which should be enough reason for rock and roll composers to leave opera to a different kind of musical culture."


With its highly intellectualised schema, the rock opera was, however, just right for America where it enjoyed fantastic sales. The critics seized it, just as the academic industry fastened its teeth into James Joyce's "Ulysses" in an earlier decade (is that an appropriate comparison?—probably not.) Yet these are merely different facets of widespread cultural exploitation. Publishers even produce self-conciously learned explications of Beatle Music nowadays. But none of this is too bad when there is work of some substance at the bottom. There is a much worse form of exploitation, a degradation of the youth sensibility, in the successful promotion of a show like 
Hair. This seems to be a blatantly stupid rock musical—sorry, "American-tribal-love-rock-musical" (with special secret ingredient DDT). I hope its cast of thousands never reaches these shores. Even 
Time magazine is lately revulsed at the way the hippie ethos has been grabbed by show-biz and bastardised 
Hair has a few good Broadway tunes mixed in with a load of appallingly obvious lyrics about sodomy, pot. Vietnam and the rest (always excepting the title tune, of course—I really grooved to the Cowsill's contrapuntal harmony arrangement of this dear little lyric). Now we are to be 

confronted with 
Hair's misbegotten godchild, 
Salvation, another fully integrated loving musical with its very own selection of four-letter words And it hasn't even a few good Broad-way tunes The most obvious context for the healthy development of rock music into longer coherent works is in the scoring of films. Since the success of 
The Graduate, films of merit have been enhanced by using rock musicians and rock songs. Such, from reports, are 
Easy Rider, Goodbye Columbus and 
Medium Cool. Will anybody bid for the screen-rights to the tale of Tommy, though? Not a badly looking scenario for a film, is it? This other form of electromedia would probably provide the best visual set for the rock score. In Tommy's mind everything is incredible meaningless beauty".


* * *


Procol Harum has a recent release on Festival. 
A Salty Dog (SFL-933, 33). This album is full of incredible meaningless beauty. The title track is the biggest mind-blower since "A Whiter Shade of Pale", and is perhaps the greatest single recording ever released (even if Debbie "Krishna" does think it a drag). The Procols demonstrate exquisite taste in orchestration and arrangement—contrast their songs with the flaccid orchestral bubblegum music of the Bee Gees. None of the other cuts on the 
Salty Dog album match that first track—but they are excellent all the same. The rolling, flowing organ and keyboard work of Matthew Fisher and Gary Brooker are still the group's most distinctive feature. How much has been lifted from the classics I don't know. but all the composing credits are to the group —I prefer to think that they write with merely the feeling of the other in their veins. Anyway, they add their own poetic lyrics with evocative images such as "Where ships come home to die". There is a vague nautical theme, sprung from "Good Captain Clack" of times past, running right through the album. Songs like "Juicy John Pink", and odd low-down blues, and "The Wreck of the Hesperus", ideally matched with trickling piano backing. Every track is a joy.


* * *


Ugly! Ugly! Ugly! Ugly face Of Joe Cocker, ugly synthetic soul music on 
With a Little Help From My Friends (SFL-933382)-and I love it. A year in the making, the production is perfect, not a drumbeat out of place and what a selection of songs. The only ones I was not familiar with were "Change In Louise". "Sandpaper Cadillac" and "Majorine", all good, penned by Joe himself with bassist Chris Stainton. The other songs, "Feeling Alright". "Bye Bye Blackbird", "Just Like A Woman". "Do I Still Figure In Your Life?". "Don't Let Me Be Misunderstood". "With a Little Help", and "I Shall Be Released", all come out sounding new and better for it with Cocker's soul-type arrangements. Joe's of "Just Like a Woman" does owe something to Richie Havens. But his treatment of "I Shall Be Released" makes the most of a more mediocre Dylan song. Even "Bye Bye Blackbird" turns out slow and gritty. Behind Joes vocals there are a number of friends—playing concisely and well—including Jimmy Page, Stevie Win-wood and B. J. Wilson. The personnel are wisely listed for each track. Only complaint is the mix-up in numbers on the album cover and on the record label. There is also some distortion on the record which may be due to a local pressing fault.


* * *


Jackie Lomax on 
Is This What You Want? (Sapcor 6) is not a rock singer who jumps out and hits you as does Joe Cocker. He has a carping voice, like an inhibited Stevie Win-wood. The material, self-penned except for producer George Harrison's "Sour Milk Sea", is not startling either. But there are lots of nice things going on in the subtle, tight backings, provided by Harrison, McCartney, Starr. Manfred Mann. Klaus Voorman and Clapton. Favourite track is "Fall Inside Your Eyes", gentle melody, sweet text.


* * *


Intent on casting a vote at that fee-freaky SGM the other Thursday. I sat in the Common Room and watched all these hairies go past. Wheye they all came from I'll never know, where they were all going I endeavoured to find out. Hard Concert? Memorial Theatre? Agonising decision—politics or art. Well, would've been outvoted anyway. I chose "art!" See Pat's review elsewhere. But most of all. we did enjoy watching Simon Morris skipping about the stage like an incipient Mick Jagger. The less said about a certain unfortunate bass player the better.


* * *


Anyone interested in a Rock Expo we hope to arrange in conjunction with next years Arts Festival can contact me through the 
Salient office.


All the records herein reviewed are available from your switched-on disc store:



World Record Club.


71 Manners Street,


Wellington.






Eclectic as four Bobby Darins



Gordon Campbell


Remember those old movie clips of early attempts to build a flying machine? A man stands atop a high cliff waving large artificial batwings attached to his arms—black oil cloth held together by wooden frames. After a dramatic gesture to the crowd he leaps into the air, flaps his wings madly and falls two hundred feet to the bottom of the cliff. Splat! Thus it has been in this year of rock. 1969, apart from "Tommy" and minor joys like "Oh Happy Day" and Spirit—strictly the year of the Super-Sell, the super snow job.


The man on the cover of the 
Chicago Transit Authority is right in saying "the printed word can never aspire to document a truly musical experience". but baby, it can sure aspire to sell one. Apart from none-events like John and Yoko and the rediscovery by Blood. Sweat and Tears of Stan Kenton, we've suffered through all these super-groups ( like Blind Faith. Crosby. Nash, etc.) and super-freaks like Johnny Winter, and. saddest of all. Bob Dylan's trip back into the kind of sentimental slush that he rescused us from originally, in the dim dark days of Bobby Rydell, Frankie Avalon and the Peppermint Twist. All the talk has been taken as indicative of the importance of rock to Western Culture, etc., etc., and I guess the promotion people reason that supergroups need super-hype (or how else we gonna get back those 300.000 advances) but for the record buyer it's meant simply the emergence of a new law. to whit, "that the quality of a record varies inversely to the amount of bull-shit that preceded it". Accordingly, this column covers some of the people you may have missed among all the heavies going down recently.


Most obvious comparison for the 
Chicago Transit Authority (SBP473676) is Blood. Sweat and Tears, the same big (seven piece) lineup, the same brassy, jazzy overtones, the s ame label and engineer, and the same producer, boy-wonder James Guercio. Main difference is that it's better. Guercio and the group have a whole double album here to stretch out on (priced generously at $7.95) and the result feels a whole lot looser and less contrived than the B.S.&T. session, the home especially taking full use of the extra solo space. Oh sure, there are moments of excess, Hendrix is still the only rock musician to have made full use of four sides; here it's the lead guitar all alone on a seven minute nightmare called "Free Form Guitar", "performed on a Fender Stratocaster through a Shannon amplifier equipped with a twin 15 bottom using a Borgan P.A. amplifier"; sounds like the whole 25 Club kicking it over down at the Taranaki Street lights. Otherwise Chicago Transit is into hard driving, brassy rock, including a Knockout version of the "I'm a Man" song Stevie Win-wood wrote in his Spenser Davis period.


Most of the guys on the cover of the latest Don Ellis LP 
Autumn (SB473661) are wearing these neat gold suits, which just show you what an unpredictable, progressive sort of group we have here, because when I saw them two years ago at the Monterey Jazz Festival they were all wearing outasight 
red suits. The music, however, is as bombastic and empty as ever, with lots or tricksy, cutesy time changes (5/4. 7/4. 9/4. 32/8!!) and shrieking Maynard Ferguson type climaxes. As a bonus, gang, you get that far out weirdie rock musician. Al Kooper, writing the liner notes, which come on in pure "Downbeats": "The audience had themselves quit a time that afternoon in Palo Alto", yeah, and 23-skidoo, kid Trouble is, Ellis makes fat money out of this "jazz meets rock" shuck, while musicians like Roland Kirk and Charles Lloyd, who've been giving rock musicians contact highs for years, just keep on. comparatively scuffling".



The Fairport Convention (Polydor-184173) looks very folky. songs by Dylan and Joni Mitchell and a beautiful cover photo of the group sitting round a table under an old lampshade with a photo of the Marx Brothers up front, a sort of English Stone Poneys. But inside is a rock group and a really good one; despite the folky trimmings, the group sounds best on the upbeat numbers like "Time Will Show the Wiser" and their instrumental piece "Portfolio" The repertoire ranges from a very jazzy Harvey Brooks song "One Sure Thing", through their own mod piece "The Lobster" (which features some very fine Bert Jansch guitar from lead Richard Thompson") to a typically sensitive Jon Mitchell number. "I Don't Know Where I Stand" to a rocking "Jack O'Diamonds", a Bob Dylan song from last year. Since this LP, the Fairport Convention have been through changes; they've had a Top Twenty single, their second album is currently in the Top Five in England, girl singer Judy Dyble has been replaced, and drummer. Martin Lamble has been killed in a car smash, which makes the simulated wreck on the final cut here. "M I Breakdown" a little grimly prophetic, as they used to say about the Jim Reeves classics. The second LP will be even better, but pick up on the 
Fairport Convention now, they're that good.



Fat Mattress (Polydor-583056) is Noel Redding's new group formed as a par-time thing about the time of Jimi Hendrix' heroin bust, but now it's full time with his break from the Experience finalised. Hendrix is currently working with a six or seven piece outfit and talking about forming his Electric Church, a commune-type arrangement of indeterminate size. Traces of the Hendrix influence show up on "All Night Drinker" and the Traffic feeling is Strong throughout —track one actually features an old Traffic hand. Chris Wood. Fat Mattress is as eclectic us lour Bobby Darins, but the whole thing is so unpretentious and low-key that no-one gets mad. The harmonics the band gets out of its three vocalists are its strongest point and they work best on "Bright New Way", one of those moments where everything falls together, lyrics, vocals, acoustic backing, lazy rhythm and the sort of melody you can get inside and lose three minutes and not know a thing.


"One day there will be no pain/and we never will again


know the sorrow of an aching heart/just be thankful you can feel . . .


as the night time steals the day/we begin out bright new way."


Nothing heavy, just good old Top 40 stuff, but this time the term doesn't refer to IQ levels; if you're in the store and want to hear the rock side of Fat Mattress, try "Everything's Blue", a little heavy perhaps for the Brian Hudson Show, but . . .


Footnote: while Blood. Sweat and Tears are currently putting finishing touches to their new LP already hyped like the Second Coming. Chicago Transit Authority are playing the instruments on the latest Three Dog Night album. And finally. Canned Heat has booted out lead guitarist Henry Vestine and replaced him with Harvey Mandel, the crystal redemptor from Charley Musselwhite's old band. Everyone's going through changes, as the swami said.






Hard or Slack



Pat O'Dea


Unhappily the "Hard Concerts" on Tuesday and Thursday nighls, both of which promised so much, did not rise to the occasion. At least the lighting did. The most worthwhile acts were Hillary-bug, the folksinger, who was consistently good on both nights as were Sam Hunt, poet, and The Acme Sausage Company, though the latter had trouble in obtaining a proper balance. The Windy City Strugglers gave competent performances on both Tuesday and Thursday, though the same cannot be said for the other jug band on Thursday, who were something less than mediocre.


The electric bands on both nights, with one exception, were consistently bad. The first of these, an unnamed R & B outfit, butchered "Hootchie Cootchie Man" with great gusto and their other numbers were rather undistinguished "Glass" were only remarkable because the bass player forgot his part and the audience was reminded of this fact by their singer. The varsity rave group "The Original Sin" performed competently enough on Tuesday night, but on Thursday, their bassist and Glasses' singer came the closest I have every heard to making a bass sound like a greasy fart. Personally, the biggest disappointment was another unnamed group, comprising the Capel Hopkins pianist, the Gutbucket drummer, the Original Sin lead and an ex-Steam-packet gutarist. They massacred Blood, Sweat and Tears and Sly and the Family Stone, and, as if to atone, did a passable version of Traffic's 30,000 Headmen.


Why is it so much more pleasurable being introduced to the songe of Jacques Bred by Scott Walker than Alan Galbraith?


In contrast to these the professionalism of the Capel Hopkins Blues Dredge was a welcome relief, with some constructive guitar work for a change. The only thing that marred their performance was the gesticulating of the vocalist, but this is a minor part. Very light and very competent, perhaps it was practice!


And Needham—
[
unclear: well]


However, at the risk of being called cynical, I think that the organisers should be congratulated for trying something new and because they made a change from the Music Department fare. If the quality can be improved they would be a worthwhile addition to the varsity routine—and if they were not always musically good—they were always amusing entertainment.
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Funky Abbey..





Funky Abbey...



Mike Bergin


We hooked a couple of heavies for you this week (ugh!)—but play it cool. Anyway, the Beatles' 
Abbey Road and the Who's 
Tommy (thanks Pixie) have come to hand. The first should be released within the fortnight, the second within a month. These albums represent the product of the surviving first and second generation English rock groups. The Procul Harum are the best of the third generation and their utterly distinctive sound comes under review on the new 
A Sally Dog album. We take it that a new generation of groups appears every eighteen months to two years. Today we're into a fourth or even fifth generation since the early sixties when the rock group first evolved, from the primitive —and great—
R'n'
B combos Stateside (Coasters. Drifters, Shirelles, Seasons, Everlys), into a major social and musical force. Led Zepplin might represent the fourth generation, Blind Faith the fifth, although one is not altogether sure whether these are the healthy children of intermarriage or the sickly offspring of incestuous relationships.




[image: Cover photo from the Beatles Abby Road album]


Patriarchs they may be, but the Beatles still put out a lot of rubbish, sweetly though they sugar it. I'm the biggest Beatles fan this side of the black stump (and t'other, too?)— some 200 to 300 recordings—yet it's true. Not that their new album 
Abbey Road (Apple-PCS7088) is all rubbish—very little of it is. But the seven-song medley taking most of side two is a mess for a start. And one has the feeling these days that the Beatles are trying to recreate something of their lost youth, when the boyish simplicity has gone. "The Beatles are just a democratic group of middle-aged teenagers", says John in Toronto. And Lennon in London: "I couldn't pin us down to being on a heavy scene, or a commercial pop scene or a straight tuneful scene. We're just on whatever's going now. Just rockin' along."


The Beatles pinch from everyone, good, bad. and indifferent. They are the greatest mimics on the music scene. Platters. Beach Boys. Fleetwood Mac are some of them more obvious styles adopted here. I'm not sure whether this is a sign of the charlatan or the genius—genius supposedly: it always comes out sounding pure Beatles. Shakespeare did it too, didn't he? "We are only a collection of all the things we've ever been influenced by", says George. "We don't copy, of course". The Harrison-Lennon friendship with Eric, Jack and Ginger shows up in the dominant Cream influence on this album. Not that it really sounds like Cream. But its funky Beatles, the Beatles with a fresh face on. There is a lot more instrumental work here than on their past records. Longer breaks, little guitar riffs and solos, little eruptions of sound behind the vocals, drums, bass and keyboard woven into fascinating textures. There's no lyric sheet included with 
Abbey Road and it's scarcely missed. The 
The 
[sic] Liverpool lads have been chatting to Dylan again lately—like him they seem to have left the profound sociological comment way behind. The words are all good time.


Still, the album docs kick off with a great Lennon lyric. The song is "Come Together", with freaky little rolls on percussion.




"Shoom shoom



He'll come home flat top He come



groovin' up slowly He got



juju eyeballs He want



poly roller He got



hair



down



to



his knee



Got to be a joker he just do what he please.



Shoom shoom



He wear no shoeshinc He got



toejam football He got



mockin' finger He shoop



Coca-Cola He say



I know



you



You know



me



One thing I can tell you is you got to be free




Come Together




Right Now




Over Me.



He bad production He got



walrus grumble He got



Ono sideboard He want



spinal cracker He got



feet



down below



his knees



Hold you in his armchair you can feel his disease




Come Together, etc.



Shoom shoom



He roller coaster He got



early warning He got



muddy water He want



mojo filter He say



one



and one



and one



is three



Got to be good looking cos he's so hard to see




Come Together . . .



"Something" is a Harrisong. George has left his fake Orientalism, but the flowing melody line of this beautiful number is perhaps a residue of the Eastern trip. Crying strings, internal rhymes. This is being backed as his best ever, tho' methinks "Long, Long Long" from the double album was that.


"Maxwell's Silver Hammer"—McCartney's jaunty tale of a psychopathic med. student, Maxwell Edison, who goes round bang-banging heads with his hammer. (PC 31 said. "We've caught a dirty one!") Ringo on anvil.


"Oh! Darling"—a gas. Paul doing a big sob late 50's rock-a-aballad. Chung.—chung, piano, echoes and all.


"Octopus's Garden"—Ringo's song. Afraid this self-penned kiddies tune isn't a patch on "Yellow Submarine". Blowing bubbles in a glass


"I Want You (She's So Heavy)"—Lennon should keep away from these low-down tortured blues. It goes on a bit then stops disgustingly in the middle of a bar. Somebody pulled the plug out?


Side Two opens with a summery little song from George, "Here Comes the Sun". More appropriate here. I should think, than in London.


"Because"—(Yoko was playing some classical bit, and I said "play the backwards" and we had tune.) A goan-awful/lovely close harmony song in the Beach Boys Smiley Smile mould. Lots of "Aaaahhooohhh's".


Now comes the piano intro ala Clive West-lake to "You Never Give Me Your Money", first song in the marathon medley session. "In the middle of negotiations you break down." This long medley includes some good ideas but they would have been better developed separately. There seems to be no thematic or musical reason for mixing these seven songs up together. 
Time magazine has already started gushing about significances: "A kind of odyssey from innocence to experience". Nah!


We merge into "The Sun King" with gentle Mac-type guitar and swishing cymbals. It's got a rib-tickling phoney phonetic Italian chorus too. Through "Golden Slumbers" and "Carry That Weight" into "The End" where Ringo does a Ginger Baker—bop, bop, bang bang, tiddly-pom. A long pause till we hear "Her Majesty's a pretty nice girl" and it's over Next we run into "Mean Mr. Mustard" ("Keeps a ten bob note up his nose") and "Polythene Pam" ("She's the kind of girl who makes the 
News of the World, you could say she was attractively built".)




[image: photo from the Beatles Abby Road album]


If the Beatles took any notice of reviews and worried at all about coming up with somethin' new, the pressures on them would be incredible. Fortunately, they don't give a damn. I've got a love-hate relationship with this new album—after all we've only spun it ten, twenty times in succession. It's musical whiz-kids mucking round—they're still flexing their muscles for an(other) artistically disciplined work. As it stands Abbey Road is funky, funny, and fun. The LP is already predicted to outsell 
Rubber Soul, the group's biggest album in NZ so far.
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... Phoney Tommy




... Phoney Tommy


Eighty minutes on one theme is a development of Wagnerian proportions for Rock Music. At this point on the evolutionary cycle I am not convinced rock is ready for it. If the best the Beatles can do is a medley of songs or the contrived coherence of 
Sgt. Pepper, one would be wary of offering the task to lesser songwriters. Perhaps a "rock opera" is a contradiction in terms. But this is what Pete Townshend and the Who have attempted in their double album Tommy (Polydor G13013). It can be called a qualified success. Can't decide yet whether it was boring or not. which is maybe a bad sign. But it does give one a certain aesthetic buzz on a various level, emotional and cerebral. There is some fine rock music in a variety of styles among the album's twenty-three cuts and the structural concept is excellent. Comments by Pete Townshend are courtesy of San Francisco's 
Rolling Stone paper.


The "opera" is built round the tale of Tommy, a strange young man.


"Doaf, dumb and blind boy


He's in a quiet vibration land


Strange as it seems his musical dreams


Ain't quite so bad." ("Amazing Journey".)


Tommy has seen his parents in a mirror murder his mother's lover. They tell him he doesn't know a thing. "The boy", Townshend explains "has closed himself up completely as a result of the murder and his parents' pressures, and the only thing he can see is his reflection in the mirror. This reflection—his illusory self—turns out to be his eventual salvation. Tommy's real self represents the aim— God—and the illusory self is the teacher; life, the way, the path and all this. The boy's life starts to represent the whole nature of man— we all have this self-imposed deaf, dumb and blindness—but this isnt something I'm over heavy on. I'm more concerned about what actually happens in his life".


What actually happens, according to the synopsis, is that Tommy is maltreated by some of his relatives, cared for by others, becomes a pinball champion, reaches a state of grace, regains his senses and starts his own religion, is eventually discarded by his disciples, and finds himself as isolated as he was in the beginning. The somewhat melodramatic storyline eschews sensationalism in the lyric treatment. In fact the words are subtly allusive. "You can circumscribe an emotion with a lyric —by telling of an event and leaving out one important chunk—and that can contain the emotion and put it across." Throughout the opera the recurring motif is Tommy's plaintive cry, "See me, feel me, Touch me, heal me".


Townshend adds: "This one fails because it actually comes out and says it. It's meant to be extremely serious and plaintive; but words fail so miserably to represent emotions unless you skirt around the outside. But there's so much circumscribing in 
Tommy that I wanted to get to the crunch a number of times".


There are several narrative highlights. Tommy is raped by his uncle in "Fiddle About". This song and "Cousin Kevin" were written by John Entwhistle. "I didn't want to do them", said Townshend. "I didn't think I could be cruel enough. Theyre ruthlessly brilliant songs because they are just as cruel as people can be. I would have avoided a line like "There's a lot I can do with a freak", but it's nice to have it in." "The Acid Queen" explores a possible route to Tommy's salvation. She is the personification of material highs. "The song's not just about acid; it's the whole drug thing, the drink thing, the sex thing wrapped into one big ball. It's about how you get it laid on you that you haven't lived if you haven't fucked forty birds, taken sixty trips, drunk fourteen pints of beer—or whatever. Society—people—force you. She represents this force. On a number of occasions I've got this sinister, feline, sexual thing about acid, that it's inherently female. I don't know if I'm right . . . it's fickle enough."


Of "Pinball Wizard", when things start happening for Tommy. Townshend says: "I don't happen to be divine at the moment. I can't express the magnificence of divinity in music, but I can express the grooviness of being a pinball champ because I'm a pop star which is very close. The absurdity of being a pinball champion!"


The doctors diagnosis in "Go To The Mirror!" is that "All hope lies with him and none with me". The repentant mother cries "Tommy Can You Hear Me" over and over. Then in "Smash the Mirror", with a startling chord from 2001, Tommy achieves liberation. His distant voice backed by a frugal brass riff in "Sensation" sings "You'll feel me coming/a new vibration . . . Love As One I Am The Light". The news spreads, "Extra! Extra! read all about it, the Pinball Wizard in a miracle cure!" and the people come. The ballad of "Sally Simpson" relates how Tommy is transformed into a rocking Billy Graham figure. But in "I'm Free" he tells his disciples:


"If I told you what it takes


to reach the highest high


You'd laugh and say 'nothing's that simple'


But you've been told many times before


Messiahs pointed to the door


And no-one had the guts to leave the temple!"


And they do laugh. Townshend explains. "Rama Krishna. Buddha. Zarathustra. Jesus and Meher Baba are all divine figures on earth. They all said the same thing; yet 
still we trundle on. This is basically what Tommy is saying. But his followers ask how to follow him. and disregard his teaching. They want rules and regulations; going to church on Sundays—but he just says 'Live Life'. Later on he smashes rules to them".


Actually, the whole interview with Pete Townshend (in 
Rolling Stone, July 12. 1969 pp. 16-18) is worth reading for perceptive comments on other groups, on broadcasting, on the commercial pop machine (which Pete loves), on musical snobs inside the rock scene and out, and on life in general. If you can get your milts on it it should prove conclusively that there is at least one rock star who is not a gibbering idiot—then again, perhaps it shouldn't.


The final cut is "We're Not Gonna Take It". Tommy yells:


"Hey you gettin' drunk/So sorry. I've got you sussed


Hey you smokin' mother nature/This is a bust


Hey hung up old mister normal/Don't try to gain my trust


Cos you ain't gonna follow me/Any of those ways


Although you think you must."


They retort "We're not gonna take it. we're not gonna take it" raising their voices in an ominous crescendo. Tommy loses his grip. He slips from "My name is Tom and I became aware this year" back to the old cry "Sec me, me feel me, Touch me, heal me". The album fades out on the chant of "Listening to you, I hear music" . . .


The opera has its "Overture" where the main themes are stated effectively on horns, and one cannot help thinking but that a little brass in the arrangements of some of the other numbers would have given them more bits. In this work there is even an "Underture", a rather dull nine-minutes instrumental which doubtless represents the passing years of Tommy's life. Overall, the texture of sound on this album is not as compelling as in other work the Who have done. Perhaps a little too much thought (and not enough feeling) went into this work. It's a change for the rock scene, but the other is the first essential. "You see," says Peter, "each song has to capsule an event in the boy's life, and also the feeling, what has ensued, and cover and knit up all the possibilities in all the other fields of action that are suggested. All these things had to be tied up in advance and referred back to. I can tell you it was quite difficult". They faced up to this difficulty at least; but the more profound problem was to give emotional and musical expression to the ideas structuring the work. "It was approached in exactly the way anti-intellectual rock people would hate" says Townshend. "We went into it in depth before we worked out the plot; we worked out the sociological implications, the religious implications, the rock implications. We made sure every bit was . . . solid. When we'd done that we went into the studio, got smashed out of our brains and made it." They should have got just a little more smashed, and they might have brought it off. The words of an English reviewer. Charlie Gillett in 
The Record Mirror, are worth a ponder—"The 'artistic' quality of rock and roll is in its ability to move us. emotionally and physically, by engaging our surface feelings. If the singer becomes self-conscious about his effect, and the audience worries about its reaction, most of what rock and roll should be is gone. Which should be enough reason for rock and roll composers to leave opera to a different kind of musical culture."


With its highly intellectualised schema, the rock opera was, however, just right for America where it enjoyed fantastic sales. The critics seized it, just as the academic industry fastened its teeth into James Joyce's "Ulysses" in an earlier decade (is that an appropriate comparison?—probably not.) Yet these are merely different facets of widespread cultural exploitation. Publishers even produce self-conciously learned explications of Beatle Music nowadays. But none of this is too bad when there is work of some substance at the bottom. There is a much worse form of exploitation, a degradation of the youth sensibility, in the successful promotion of a show like 
Hair. This seems to be a blatantly stupid rock musical—sorry, "American-tribal-love-rock-musical" (with special secret ingredient DDT). I hope its cast of thousands never reaches these shores. Even 
Time magazine is lately revulsed at the way the hippie ethos has been grabbed by show-biz and bastardised 
Hair has a few good Broadway tunes mixed in with a load of appallingly obvious lyrics about sodomy, pot. Vietnam and the rest (always excepting the title tune, of course—I really grooved to the Cowsill's contrapuntal harmony arrangement of this dear little lyric). Now we are to be 

confronted with 
Hair's misbegotten godchild, 
Salvation, another fully integrated loving musical with its very own selection of four-letter words And it hasn't even a few good Broad-way tunes The most obvious context for the healthy development of rock music into longer coherent works is in the scoring of films. Since the success of 
The Graduate, films of merit have been enhanced by using rock musicians and rock songs. Such, from reports, are 
Easy Rider, Goodbye Columbus and 
Medium Cool. Will anybody bid for the screen-rights to the tale of Tommy, though? Not a badly looking scenario for a film, is it? This other form of electromedia would probably provide the best visual set for the rock score. In Tommy's mind everything is incredible meaningless beauty".


* * *


Procol Harum has a recent release on Festival. 
A Salty Dog (SFL-933, 33). This album is full of incredible meaningless beauty. The title track is the biggest mind-blower since "A Whiter Shade of Pale", and is perhaps the greatest single recording ever released (even if Debbie "Krishna" does think it a drag). The Procols demonstrate exquisite taste in orchestration and arrangement—contrast their songs with the flaccid orchestral bubblegum music of the Bee Gees. None of the other cuts on the 
Salty Dog album match that first track—but they are excellent all the same. The rolling, flowing organ and keyboard work of Matthew Fisher and Gary Brooker are still the group's most distinctive feature. How much has been lifted from the classics I don't know. but all the composing credits are to the group —I prefer to think that they write with merely the feeling of the other in their veins. Anyway, they add their own poetic lyrics with evocative images such as "Where ships come home to die". There is a vague nautical theme, sprung from "Good Captain Clack" of times past, running right through the album. Songs like "Juicy John Pink", and odd low-down blues, and "The Wreck of the Hesperus", ideally matched with trickling piano backing. Every track is a joy.


* * *


Ugly! Ugly! Ugly! Ugly face Of Joe Cocker, ugly synthetic soul music on 
With a Little Help From My Friends (SFL-933382)-and I love it. A year in the making, the production is perfect, not a drumbeat out of place and what a selection of songs. The only ones I was not familiar with were "Change In Louise". "Sandpaper Cadillac" and "Majorine", all good, penned by Joe himself with bassist Chris Stainton. The other songs, "Feeling Alright". "Bye Bye Blackbird", "Just Like A Woman". "Do I Still Figure In Your Life?". "Don't Let Me Be Misunderstood". "With a Little Help", and "I Shall Be Released", all come out sounding new and better for it with Cocker's soul-type arrangements. Joe's of "Just Like a Woman" does owe something to Richie Havens. But his treatment of "I Shall Be Released" makes the most of a more mediocre Dylan song. Even "Bye Bye Blackbird" turns out slow and gritty. Behind Joes vocals there are a number of friends—playing concisely and well—including Jimmy Page, Stevie Win-wood and B. J. Wilson. The personnel are wisely listed for each track. Only complaint is the mix-up in numbers on the album cover and on the record label. There is also some distortion on the record which may be due to a local pressing fault.


* * *


Jackie Lomax on 
Is This What You Want? (Sapcor 6) is not a rock singer who jumps out and hits you as does Joe Cocker. He has a carping voice, like an inhibited Stevie Win-wood. The material, self-penned except for producer George Harrison's "Sour Milk Sea", is not startling either. But there are lots of nice things going on in the subtle, tight backings, provided by Harrison, McCartney, Starr. Manfred Mann. Klaus Voorman and Clapton. Favourite track is "Fall Inside Your Eyes", gentle melody, sweet text.


* * *


Intent on casting a vote at that fee-freaky SGM the other Thursday. I sat in the Common Room and watched all these hairies go past. Wheye they all came from I'll never know, where they were all going I endeavoured to find out. Hard Concert? Memorial Theatre? Agonising decision—politics or art. Well, would've been outvoted anyway. I chose "art!" See Pat's review elsewhere. But most of all. we did enjoy watching Simon Morris skipping about the stage like an incipient Mick Jagger. The less said about a certain unfortunate bass player the better.


* * *


Anyone interested in a Rock Expo we hope to arrange in conjunction with next years Arts Festival can contact me through the 
Salient office.


All the records herein reviewed are available from your switched-on disc store:



World Record Club.


71 Manners Street,


Wellington.
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Eclectic as four Bobby Darins




Eclectic as four Bobby Darins



Gordon Campbell


Remember those old movie clips of early attempts to build a flying machine? A man stands atop a high cliff waving large artificial batwings attached to his arms—black oil cloth held together by wooden frames. After a dramatic gesture to the crowd he leaps into the air, flaps his wings madly and falls two hundred feet to the bottom of the cliff. Splat! Thus it has been in this year of rock. 1969, apart from "Tommy" and minor joys like "Oh Happy Day" and Spirit—strictly the year of the Super-Sell, the super snow job.


The man on the cover of the 
Chicago Transit Authority is right in saying "the printed word can never aspire to document a truly musical experience". but baby, it can sure aspire to sell one. Apart from none-events like John and Yoko and the rediscovery by Blood. Sweat and Tears of Stan Kenton, we've suffered through all these super-groups ( like Blind Faith. Crosby. Nash, etc.) and super-freaks like Johnny Winter, and. saddest of all. Bob Dylan's trip back into the kind of sentimental slush that he rescused us from originally, in the dim dark days of Bobby Rydell, Frankie Avalon and the Peppermint Twist. All the talk has been taken as indicative of the importance of rock to Western Culture, etc., etc., and I guess the promotion people reason that supergroups need super-hype (or how else we gonna get back those 300.000 advances) but for the record buyer it's meant simply the emergence of a new law. to whit, "that the quality of a record varies inversely to the amount of bull-shit that preceded it". Accordingly, this column covers some of the people you may have missed among all the heavies going down recently.


Most obvious comparison for the 
Chicago Transit Authority (SBP473676) is Blood. Sweat and Tears, the same big (seven piece) lineup, the same brassy, jazzy overtones, the s ame label and engineer, and the same producer, boy-wonder James Guercio. Main difference is that it's better. Guercio and the group have a whole double album here to stretch out on (priced generously at $7.95) and the result feels a whole lot looser and less contrived than the B.S.&T. session, the home especially taking full use of the extra solo space. Oh sure, there are moments of excess, Hendrix is still the only rock musician to have made full use of four sides; here it's the lead guitar all alone on a seven minute nightmare called "Free Form Guitar", "performed on a Fender Stratocaster through a Shannon amplifier equipped with a twin 15 bottom using a Borgan P.A. amplifier"; sounds like the whole 25 Club kicking it over down at the Taranaki Street lights. Otherwise Chicago Transit is into hard driving, brassy rock, including a Knockout version of the "I'm a Man" song Stevie Win-wood wrote in his Spenser Davis period.


Most of the guys on the cover of the latest Don Ellis LP 
Autumn (SB473661) are wearing these neat gold suits, which just show you what an unpredictable, progressive sort of group we have here, because when I saw them two years ago at the Monterey Jazz Festival they were all wearing outasight 
red suits. The music, however, is as bombastic and empty as ever, with lots or tricksy, cutesy time changes (5/4. 7/4. 9/4. 32/8!!) and shrieking Maynard Ferguson type climaxes. As a bonus, gang, you get that far out weirdie rock musician. Al Kooper, writing the liner notes, which come on in pure "Downbeats": "The audience had themselves quit a time that afternoon in Palo Alto", yeah, and 23-skidoo, kid Trouble is, Ellis makes fat money out of this "jazz meets rock" shuck, while musicians like Roland Kirk and Charles Lloyd, who've been giving rock musicians contact highs for years, just keep on. comparatively scuffling".



The Fairport Convention (Polydor-184173) looks very folky. songs by Dylan and Joni Mitchell and a beautiful cover photo of the group sitting round a table under an old lampshade with a photo of the Marx Brothers up front, a sort of English Stone Poneys. But inside is a rock group and a really good one; despite the folky trimmings, the group sounds best on the upbeat numbers like "Time Will Show the Wiser" and their instrumental piece "Portfolio" The repertoire ranges from a very jazzy Harvey Brooks song "One Sure Thing", through their own mod piece "The Lobster" (which features some very fine Bert Jansch guitar from lead Richard Thompson") to a typically sensitive Jon Mitchell number. "I Don't Know Where I Stand" to a rocking "Jack O'Diamonds", a Bob Dylan song from last year. Since this LP, the Fairport Convention have been through changes; they've had a Top Twenty single, their second album is currently in the Top Five in England, girl singer Judy Dyble has been replaced, and drummer. Martin Lamble has been killed in a car smash, which makes the simulated wreck on the final cut here. "M I Breakdown" a little grimly prophetic, as they used to say about the Jim Reeves classics. The second LP will be even better, but pick up on the 
Fairport Convention now, they're that good.



Fat Mattress (Polydor-583056) is Noel Redding's new group formed as a par-time thing about the time of Jimi Hendrix' heroin bust, but now it's full time with his break from the Experience finalised. Hendrix is currently working with a six or seven piece outfit and talking about forming his Electric Church, a commune-type arrangement of indeterminate size. Traces of the Hendrix influence show up on "All Night Drinker" and the Traffic feeling is Strong throughout —track one actually features an old Traffic hand. Chris Wood. Fat Mattress is as eclectic us lour Bobby Darins, but the whole thing is so unpretentious and low-key that no-one gets mad. The harmonics the band gets out of its three vocalists are its strongest point and they work best on "Bright New Way", one of those moments where everything falls together, lyrics, vocals, acoustic backing, lazy rhythm and the sort of melody you can get inside and lose three minutes and not know a thing.


"One day there will be no pain/and we never will again


know the sorrow of an aching heart/just be thankful you can feel . . .


as the night time steals the day/we begin out bright new way."


Nothing heavy, just good old Top 40 stuff, but this time the term doesn't refer to IQ levels; if you're in the store and want to hear the rock side of Fat Mattress, try "Everything's Blue", a little heavy perhaps for the Brian Hudson Show, but . . .


Footnote: while Blood. Sweat and Tears are currently putting finishing touches to their new LP already hyped like the Second Coming. Chicago Transit Authority are playing the instruments on the latest Three Dog Night album. And finally. Canned Heat has booted out lead guitarist Henry Vestine and replaced him with Harvey Mandel, the crystal redemptor from Charley Musselwhite's old band. Everyone's going through changes, as the swami said.
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Hard or Slack




Hard or Slack



Pat O'Dea


Unhappily the "Hard Concerts" on Tuesday and Thursday nighls, both of which promised so much, did not rise to the occasion. At least the lighting did. The most worthwhile acts were Hillary-bug, the folksinger, who was consistently good on both nights as were Sam Hunt, poet, and The Acme Sausage Company, though the latter had trouble in obtaining a proper balance. The Windy City Strugglers gave competent performances on both Tuesday and Thursday, though the same cannot be said for the other jug band on Thursday, who were something less than mediocre.


The electric bands on both nights, with one exception, were consistently bad. The first of these, an unnamed R & B outfit, butchered "Hootchie Cootchie Man" with great gusto and their other numbers were rather undistinguished "Glass" were only remarkable because the bass player forgot his part and the audience was reminded of this fact by their singer. The varsity rave group "The Original Sin" performed competently enough on Tuesday night, but on Thursday, their bassist and Glasses' singer came the closest I have every heard to making a bass sound like a greasy fart. Personally, the biggest disappointment was another unnamed group, comprising the Capel Hopkins pianist, the Gutbucket drummer, the Original Sin lead and an ex-Steam-packet gutarist. They massacred Blood, Sweat and Tears and Sly and the Family Stone, and, as if to atone, did a passable version of Traffic's 30,000 Headmen.


Why is it so much more pleasurable being introduced to the songe of Jacques Bred by Scott Walker than Alan Galbraith?


In contrast to these the professionalism of the Capel Hopkins Blues Dredge was a welcome relief, with some constructive guitar work for a change. The only thing that marred their performance was the gesticulating of the vocalist, but this is a minor part. Very light and very competent, perhaps it was practice!


And Needham—
[
unclear: well]


However, at the risk of being called cynical, I think that the organisers should be congratulated for trying something new and because they made a change from the Music Department fare. If the quality can be improved they would be a worthwhile addition to the varsity routine—and if they were not always musically good—they were always amusing entertainment.
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Drama — Funny People in Xmas Revue





Drama


Funny People in Xmas Revue



Bill Evans


I sort of feel I shouldn't be reviewing the Teacher's College Drama Club's presentation of "Time of your Life". It seemed so much like a bunch of well-intentioned kids in a private performance, that any criticism seems carping. They deserve a nice write-up in the "Evening Post", one feels, Saroyan's play has little dramatic action or unity, and lots of vignettes casually strung together. It's sometimes mildly funny and has enough variety to keep from being boring. People keep asking questions, but don't bother much about the answers. Everyone in it is nice, except the bad policeman who gets shot in the end anyway (we don't quite know why, but he does). This sort of play needs consistently strong acting from the whole cast, which was what this one couldn't give; but they were all such nice young people I don't feel like saying any more than that. One or two of them were even good. And the set design was very attractive. But I do think it's unwise to try to present a play in accents with actors so young. Better to let the audience suspend their disbelief.


Unity's recent "Six Characters in Search of an Author" was pretty awful. Pirandello's play a masterpiece, very dramatic and influential. This production was contrived, cluttered, badly acted and had been ferociously "up-dated". In fact it was almost an illustration of one of the situations in the play; that is, the inability of theatre people to really understand and express the reality behind the script. There were good points about it. The picturisation was good, some moments were very powerful (e.g. the entrance of the characters) and one felt the producer had had some good ideas; but his actors weren't good enough, and he hadn't done enough solid work on character with them. And it was positively embarrassing to hear joking references to Downstage all the time. Life a beggar thrusting his wounds 
in your face.


Last night Arthur Miller's latest play should have opened at Downstage. Anthony Croser's production of it features Clenis Levistam, Ray Henwood, Matt O'Sullivan and Fred Betts. It could well be worth popping into before exams.


And what about next year? There will be a couple of important new faces around when the Drama II unit is functioning, and when Downstage has a new resident producer. The Drama Club with Unity and others are organising a Shakespeare Festival mid-year. Unity is doing Richard III, the Drama Club Macbeth, there'll be displays, lectures and maybe films at the Lido. It's a pity though, that our contribution has to be an old war-horse like Macbeth, when there are plenty of very good Shakespeares in English syllabuses that deserve revival just as much as "Look Back in Anger" (Orientation play—auditions soon). Of course the box-office is a factor, and Macbeth is a popular play, and likely to attract school parties. But it is foolish to attempt such a play when so far there aren't any sudent actors around with ability, experience and stature enough to play Macbeth and his lady. If there were, that would be a good reason for trying to mount the play. A friend of mine reckons that if they want to do it well, the club should hire professional actors like Grant Tilly or Anne Flannery to play the title roles, and students the rest, like Burton and Taylor in Faustus at Oxford. This would be very exciting, make the play a more valuable artistic achievement and might (this is addressed to the Committee) be an even greater box-office draw.


Finally, please remember to go to "Santa Claws", this year's Christmas Revue, in the theatre from December 15th to the 20th. Dave Smith, an incredibly hilarious person, is producing it, and the cast is full of funny people. Happy Hols, tinies!
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The Blues







The Blues



John Hanan




They ask me where the 
Blues comes from 

The Blues 
Comes From Your Life If You have 
Got a Life 
Than already YOU have 

The Blues


Undoubtedly the greatest pleasure that the blues affords its modern afficionado is the ability he gains to see "as upon the vantage ground of truth" the musical inadequacies of those Judas-like erstwhile blues exponents who have 'sold out'. While trite comments as to the intolerance of those who indulge in this musical bear-baiting are rapidly growing uncomfortably fashionable, I would like to examine this because it Opens the way into a discussion of what blues is, should be, and has become.


And blues has become the following, firstly, a fashionable Fad for young kids who rarely have the temperament or the desire to truly appreciate the feelings that Blues should involve. This is sad, because it is upon these kids that the financial stability of the current "Blues Boom" depends. Secondly, a musical form, again rarely understood, (though deluded wits think it understood), which is a basis about which to build an intellectually inclined clique—who devote great energies to esoteric discussions of "Catharsis" and "hermeneutics of art" (cf. liner notes for Elektra's record "Blues Project"). Further it provides a basis for arguments as to whether long hair, denims, alcohol poisoning, and V.D. are prerequisites of being able to play blues.


The Blues also involves the phenomenon witnessed in jazz—the record collector and annotator. Many of these individuals truly appreciate and love the music, and collect in order to hear. But unfortunately, others collect records like stamps, and rarely even listen to their vast collections. This is a great shame, because the blues is submersed in a sea of academia. This is not to condemn all discographers and annotators, but to indicate that such activities should be undertaken through love of the music, not as a hobby or end in themselves.


The various posturings of many of the groups involved in blues at the moment are really totally meaningless. The blues is not to be analysed and made the subject of intellectual exercise. Discographics, and books such as Paul Olivers' are indeed valuable, but only in so far as they are servants to greater expression through blues. All relevance is lost otherwise.


It is also wrong to be totally obsessed with Blues, if this means all other music is rubbished out of hand. To me the blues is more relevant and important than any other music, but this doesn't mean I can find nothing of value in jazz, the classics, or good pop. But Blues is a far more intense expression, and to me a more meaningful one, than other musical forms. It's true that to higher musical wits there may be more stimulation in Britten or Handel, but the blues is a folk music, and one whose origins are such that it has become a highly emotional and incredibly expressive form.


It dosn't really matter whether a blues performer has long hair or not, though it's unfortunate that blues has come to be identified with long hair and denims. Some of the socio-economic analysts would have US believe that the white youth of today have adopted blues because they are alienated from society etc. There is probably some truth in this argument, but perhaps it's just that blues has been brought to the attention of people and they've adopted it because that's the way they feel.


Blues is a feeling, and an attitude. It's futile to go into deep definitions. If you don't ever feel what it is, you'll never know what it is, and it is impossible to convey all that the word "blues" implies except by performing the music. There really doesn't seem much to talk about. Blues is a performing, and a participating, thing. The audience will experience something of what the performer is going through if it is a true 

blues and they are a blues audience. This sick thing of musical backbiting, bitter accusations against Clapton (who I think has played blues in his time) and May all and all the others has no relevance at all. Can white men play the blues? Anyone who listens to some of the white blurs singers and then says white men can't play the blues doesn't know what blues is. There has been just as much crap produced by negro singers (but it is 
black crap) viz. the pornographic blues of the 30's and some of the bad Junior Wells and B. B. King tracks. You can't just turn on the blues every time. It has to be there at one moment.


So don't talk to me about esoteric definitions, about how bluesmen should dress, about who plays blues and who doesn't, because blues is a thing you have, and that you've got to express, and it doesn't matter who or what yon are, if you have the blues, you'll know what they are. "People ask me where the blues comes from. The blues come from your life. If you have got a life you already have the blues". It seems to me that many people don't have lives, only existences.
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Blue Ladies



Colin Heath



For about the last twenty-five years or so the Blues has been more or less the exclusive province of male singers, female blues singers being decidedly in the minority. This has not always been thes case however, as there was a time when the mention of the word 'Blues' automatically brought to mind such names as Bessie Smith. Ma Rainey. Clara Smith. Trixie Smith. Sara Martin and other illustrious blue ladies.


Why were the ladies so popular in their day? Why not now? Where, how and when did it all begin—and end? I'd like to briefly consider some of these questions and try to put in perspective the whole situation insofar as it relates to the great names of the Classic Blues era.


We have frequently been told how the Blues had their roots in the social environment of the American Negro from the times of Slavery, how the African rhythms combined with European musical culture in the fields and prisons and on the levee to produce initially the field hollers and work shouts and songs, how these work songs evolved to become what we know today as The Blues. We know that the men were singing the Blues before the turn of the century and well before the advent of recordings. But, what were the women doing while the men were out hollering in the levee camps and shouting their work songs in the chain gangs? Why, they were working in them cotton fields or silting at home with the piccaninnies, jest a'waiting for Daddy to come home! In truth, the women were just as Oppressed and hard worked as the men and were frequently required to do the same work as the men. They also evolved their own work songs, perhaps not comparable with the rough and rhythmic musical efforts of their menfolk in the railroad gangs, but they were work songs nevertheless.


The turning point for the Negro was in 1865, the end of the American Civil War and the beginning of the Emancipation of the Slaves. I say the 'beginning' because even though they were legally freed, large numbers of Negroes were kept in a virtual state of slavery for many years afterwards. However, at least their music was given greater freedom, they were able to meet freely for religious meetings etc.


Many Negroes travelled to the cities and due to their social conditiond tended to congregate in their own communities within the cities. These communities grew and became established non-white areas. Areas like Storyville in New Orleans, South Side in Chicago, Harlem in New York and so on. By the late 1800's the Vaudeville theatre was at the height of its popularity in the towns, and around the Southern States the medicine show or tent show was one of the most popular forms of entertainment, travelling minstrel troupes attracting large crowds. Both the city theatres and the country tent shows had an increasing number of female performers and it was in these shows that many of the record stars of the 1920's made their start and in some cases made their names. Ma Rainey was an established performer with the Rabbit Foot Minstrels long before she made her first record. Joe and Susie Edwards were already known to Vaudeville audiences as Butterbeans and Susie prior to their success as recording artists. Cleosephus Gibson, of the Vaudeville duo Gibson and Gibson, later recorded as Cleo Gibson. Bessie Smith was one of the stars of the TOBA circuit, having been featured in a show called The Florida Cotton Blossoms, five years before Clarence Williams arranged for her first visit to the Columbia studios in 1923.


Although the phonograph had been invented in 1877 and became an established form of entertainment soon after the turn of the century, it was not until 1920 that records were produced with the Negro specifically in mind. The first singer to record the Blues was Mamie Smith who, on a Tuesday in mid-August 1920 recorded her Crazy Blues. This was the beginning of a veritable flood of records by female blues singers.


Records were made to be sold, and obviously the best market for records was in the cities where the greatest concentration of people and money was to be found. The best type of music to record was therefore the type that would appeal to those in the cities. Thus, when it was decided to exploit the vast and expanding Negro market by means of Race Records', the choice of material tended to be Jazz and Female Blues. These two types of music went hand in hand since almost all female blues singers relied on other people (usually Jazz musicians) to accompany them and a large proportion of Jazz Bands featured women singers. The 1920's then became the heyday of Jazz (both Negro and While) and the Blues as sung by the female Negroes. Among the many reasons for this were the facts that the white people had discovered a novelty in this new form of music, the Negroes found a sense of self identification, and, in contrast to the male country blues, the female blues was relatively Europeanised in its musical form and was therefore easier for the newcomer to appreciate.


Of course, the male singers were not completely ignored and a few were recorded in 1924 and 1925. By 1926 and 1927 the Victor. Columbia and Okeh companies were even starting to engage in field trips to record out-of-town artists. Other companies like Vocalion and Paramount were recording similar singers and musicians but were having them brought into the city rather than taking lots of cumbersome although portable equipment out in search of talent away from their main recording centres. The number of male singers recorded increased very considerably from 1927 but for the reasons stated above their popularity never equalled that of the women.


Most of the female blues singers won their fame in two ways, first through live performances on the stage (either in the theatre or the tent shows) and secondly by means of the gramophone record. Of course this sequence was not followed in all cases, some singers were unknown, even in their own home towns, until their records started selling. A number, however, had become very well known, as I have already mentioned, long before they visited a recording studio. Whatever the sequence the net result was still the same—record sales boosted their theatre bookings and their live performances drew attention to their available recordings.


For nine years the female blues singers rode on the crest of a wave of popularity. Bessie Smith's first record sold 780.000 copies and within a year she had sold over two million records. Hundreds of women recorded the blues, every major recording company and many of the smaller ones had exclusive contracts with female blues singers, those companies that didn't have their own singers issued recordings made by other companies either with or without permission. It seemed as if the appetite of the record buying public would continue for ever on a diet liberally sprinkled with the blues. But it didn't. One could almost pinpoint the hour and the day in 1929 when the era of the Classic Blues ceased, the very day from which many blues singers returned to their homes never to enter the doors of a recording company again.
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It has been frequently mentioned that the Great Depression was of considerable importance in the history of the gramophone and of gramophone records. For one thing it knocked a large number of the smaller companies out of business, and for another it curtained the recording activities for quite some time of most of the other companies. That fateful day. Tuesday the 29th October 1929, when the stock market on Wall Street crashed, was the beginning of the end for all but a handful of artists. By the time record sales had picked up again, the Jazz Age was over, we were into the swing era and he public had just about forgotten their idols of the 19. They wanted (and got) the sounds of the bip bands, The Original Dixieland Jazz Band, the first band to record jazz in 1917, was antiquated, a thing of the past. The blues singers were replaced by the crooners and the sweet sentimental ballad singers. Bessie Smith's last recordings were produced, not for the general American public, but were made at the instigation of collector John Hammond for the benefit of English collectors who were just catching on to hot music having during the 1920's only received a handful of the many blues records that had been produced in the States. (As a matter of interest the first blues record to be issued in England was in Octobr 1923. three years after the first blues record was made in America.) Sara Martin had made her last recording in 1928 and was now devoting her time to the church. Mamie Smith, whose previous record was issued in 1926 paid another visit to the recording studios in 1931 and. to the accompaniment of a nine-piece orchestra, made her two final records. Trixie Smith who recorded up to 1926 made no further records until 12 years later when in 1938 she made some updated versions of her previously recorded 'Freight Train Blues' and 'Trixie Blues', almost an attempt at a comeback. And so the story goes on, singers either faded out suddenly, struggled on hopelessly, or were forced to adopt a more up-to-date and modern approach to their singing.


It is interesting to note that, by the middle 1930's. even the jazz historians had virtually forgotten the blues singers ten years ago. The first ever discography, or listing of records. which was entitled 'Rhythm On Record' and was produced 1936 by Hilton R. Schleman, only mentions Bessie Smith, Clara Smith and one title by Mamie Smith, while Charles Delaunay's 'Host Discography' of 1937 only lists two singers Bessie Smith and Ma Rainey. It wasn't until the jazz revival in the 1940's and early 1950's that people again began to take notice of the many great recordings made by the Blue Ladies of the 1920's.






Blue Blues



Graeme Nesbitt



Blues is the most poetic of forms of music. This is because of the metrical foundations which underlie each form. Furthermore, the blues is most vividly poetic in its colourful and elaborate sexual imagery.


The imagery, like the musical form itself, is seldom subtle or condescending-it is explicit, brash, exuberant, and honest. Not like the patronizing reticence and the dare-I-say taciturnity of British ballads, nor the leering innuedo and double entendre of the American popular song, there is in the blues an open and unabashed acceptance of the pleasure of sexual love. This frankness is a reflection on the attitude of the Negro race at the time when white oppression forced the natural pleasures to supercede contrived frivalties


Although many verses have directness and clarity of meaning they still contain imaginative and exuberant use of language.



Woa-oh, black snake crawling in my room



Wo-oh. black snake crawling in my room



Yeah, some pretty mama better get this black snake soon.


Many expressions in popular speech have originated from Negro blues. They usually lose their suggestive or sexual connotation in the transition from the Negro vernacular to the white vocabulary. This is probably because the Negroes weren't inclined to explain the true meaning to others, especially whiles. Many phrases were thus picked up by the whites, who always looked to the Negro for the "hipness" or "coolness" in language. For example, in the 1930's the expression "in the groove" or "groovin" with obvious reference to a man's delight as he joins a woman, i.e. as he "gets in the (physical) groove ". The term became a while man's musical term which is defined in Websters as "playing swing music in exalted mood." More recently "rock and roll" has become common usage. The term refers to the motions of the sexual embrace. Tampa Red uses a phrase in an early blues:



My daddy rocks me with one steady roll.


However the blues have little of this reticence. Exultant eroticism is patently obvious in many titles of blues recordings. Titles like "Warm it up to Me" (Blind Willie McTell), "Do it Slowly". "I'm Wild about that Thing (Bessie Smith), "Slow Driving". "My Banana in your Fruit Basket", all refer to intercourse. Ida Cox refers to intercourse as "diggin' potatoes":



If he didn't like my potatoes, why did he dig so deep?



If he didn't like my potatoes, why did he dig so deep?



In his mama's potato patch five and ten times a week.


The masculine erection is referred to in "Ram-roddin' Daddy." "Hard Pushin' Daddy", and in McTell's phrase:



Papa's rod is hot, mama gonna get it cold.


Women sang about "blacksnakes", "sweet potatoes", and "lemons". Men sang about 'jelly roll", "sweet honey hole" and their "easy riders". One of the most popular phrases is "tight like that".



It's tight like that (beedle-um-bom)



It's tight like that (beedle-um-bom)



Hear me talkin' to you, mama, cause, it's tight like that.


The verses of this particular blues are quite explicit, typical of the Negro subtlety. Some verses express the sexual frustrations of the couple:



Uncle Bill came home



'bout half past ten



Put the key in the lock



But he couldn't get in


whilst others reflect the joyous union:



My woman sure knows how to bake sweet jelly roll



My woman sure knows how to hake sweet jelly roll



She bakes so much it always make me full.


"Jelly", "Jelly Roll", "Easy rider", "Candy" are common sexual terms. Lonnie Johnson sang:



She said Mr. Jelly Roll Baker, let me be your slave



When Gabriel blow his trumpet then I'll rise from my grave



For some of your good jelly roll,



Yes, I love your jelly roll.



It's good for the sick, yes,



And it's good for the old. . . .



She said, Can I put an order in, for two weeks ahead?



I'd rather have your jelly roll than my home cooked bread.



I love your jelly roll,



I love your good, jelly roll.


and in another blues:



You've got to whip it to a jelly,



You've got to stir it in a bowl.



You've got to whip it to a jelly



If you want good jelly roll.


And Blind Lemon Jefferson's "Bakershop Blues". This contains an elaborate mixture of sexual and social implications.



I was standing front of the bakery shop and I was



feeling low down in mind.



I was standing front of the bakery shop and I was



feeling low down in mind.



Feeling hungry as could be, looking at those cakes so fine.



Woman in the bakery shop shouted "Papa, don't



look so sad."



Woman in the bakery shop shouted "Papa, don't



look so sad."



Come and try some of my cake and you won't feel



so bad.



I want to know if your jelly roll's fresh, if



your jelly roll's stale.



Well, I wanna know if your jelly roll's fresh,



if your jelly roll's stale.



I'm goin to haul off and buy me some if I have to break it loose in jail.


Robert Johnsons "Milkcow Calf Blues" is a fine example of extended sexual imagery:



Tell me. milkcow, what on earth is wrong with you,



Um-um, milkcow, what on earth is wrong with you,



Now you have a little milk calf and your milk is turning blue.



Now your calf is hungry, I believe he needs to suck,



And now your calf is hungry, I believe he needs to suck.



But your milk is turning blue, I believe he's out of luck.



I feel like milking



And my milk won't come,



I feel like chewing it.



And my milk won't turn,



I'm crying please, please don't do me wrong.



If you see my 
milk cow, baby, now. please drive her home.


Little Son Jackson illustrates the rural imagery of "hogs" in hisblues:



There's a groundhog rooting, rooting, in the next door yard.



There's a groundhog rooting.


One-string recorded a blues containing "lemon" imagery:



Well, you squeezed my lemon, baby, and you started my juice to run.


One of the most picturesque similies is found in Robert Johnson's "4 till Late".



A woman is like a dresser



Some man always running thru' it's drawers.


Many of the erotic blues were born in the brothels around the cities. Many female blues singers started singing in pleasure-houses. Songs relating to bawdy-houses include Victoria Spivey's "Organ Grinder Blues", Jelly Roll Morton's "Winding Boy" (a winding boy was the brothel "message boy" who ran errands for the girls and customers) and verses such as these:



Leave me by your side track, poppa



Till your main line comes



Leave me by your side track, daddy



Till your main line comes



I can do better switchin'



Than your main line ever done.


and the mournful verse of a 'retired' whore-house girl:



It's a hell of a life, said the Queen of Spain



Three minutes' pleasure and nine months pain



Two weeks rest and you're back at it again



It's a hell of a life, said the Queen of Spain.


A "trick" was a session with a man in the bawdy-house. Some girls would manage twenty tricks a shift, which was often ten hours.



Keep a-knockin' but you can't come in



I hear you knockin' but you can't come in



I got an all-night trick agin



So keep a-knockin' but you can't come in.



Well, keep on a-knockin' but you can't come in



I'm busy grindin' so you can't come in



If you love me you'll come back again



Or come back tomorrow at half past ten.


Humour is often combined with the sexual imagery quite intentionally. Titles like "My Pin in your Cushion" or "I want some of your Pie", and this song:



Take your fingers off it, don't you dare touch it



You know it don't belong to you.



Two old maids, a-lyin' in the sand



Each one wishin' that the other were a man.



I may be little and I may be thin



But I'm an awful good daddy for the shape I'm in.



I've never been to heaven, but I've been told



St. Peter taught the angels how to jelly roll.



One thing in this wide world I'll never understand



Why a bow-legged woman like a knock-kneed man.


Perhaps the most well known, andf most explicit, of all erotic blues is "Candy Man".



He's got a stick of candy nine inches long



Sells it as fast as a hog can chew corn.



You all heard what Sister Jones said



Always takes a candy stick to bed.



His stick of candy don't melt away



Just gets bigger so the ladies say.


The examples given are only a few of the blues containing


The examples given are only a few of the blues containing sexual imagery. Blues referring to sex are only a part of the vast thematic structure. However, the Negro frankness and authenticity makes the blues a streamlined vehicle for the frustrations, joys, and intensity of sexual love.
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They ask me where the 
Blues comes from 

The Blues 
Comes From Your Life If You have 
Got a Life 
Than already YOU have 

The Blues


Undoubtedly the greatest pleasure that the blues affords its modern afficionado is the ability he gains to see "as upon the vantage ground of truth" the musical inadequacies of those Judas-like erstwhile blues exponents who have 'sold out'. While trite comments as to the intolerance of those who indulge in this musical bear-baiting are rapidly growing uncomfortably fashionable, I would like to examine this because it Opens the way into a discussion of what blues is, should be, and has become.


And blues has become the following, firstly, a fashionable Fad for young kids who rarely have the temperament or the desire to truly appreciate the feelings that Blues should involve. This is sad, because it is upon these kids that the financial stability of the current "Blues Boom" depends. Secondly, a musical form, again rarely understood, (though deluded wits think it understood), which is a basis about which to build an intellectually inclined clique—who devote great energies to esoteric discussions of "Catharsis" and "hermeneutics of art" (cf. liner notes for Elektra's record "Blues Project"). Further it provides a basis for arguments as to whether long hair, denims, alcohol poisoning, and V.D. are prerequisites of being able to play blues.


The Blues also involves the phenomenon witnessed in jazz—the record collector and annotator. Many of these individuals truly appreciate and love the music, and collect in order to hear. But unfortunately, others collect records like stamps, and rarely even listen to their vast collections. This is a great shame, because the blues is submersed in a sea of academia. This is not to condemn all discographers and annotators, but to indicate that such activities should be undertaken through love of the music, not as a hobby or end in themselves.


The various posturings of many of the groups involved in blues at the moment are really totally meaningless. The blues is not to be analysed and made the subject of intellectual exercise. Discographics, and books such as Paul Olivers' are indeed valuable, but only in so far as they are servants to greater expression through blues. All relevance is lost otherwise.


It is also wrong to be totally obsessed with Blues, if this means all other music is rubbished out of hand. To me the blues is more relevant and important than any other music, but this doesn't mean I can find nothing of value in jazz, the classics, or good pop. But Blues is a far more intense expression, and to me a more meaningful one, than other musical forms. It's true that to higher musical wits there may be more stimulation in Britten or Handel, but the blues is a folk music, and one whose origins are such that it has become a highly emotional and incredibly expressive form.


It dosn't really matter whether a blues performer has long hair or not, though it's unfortunate that blues has come to be identified with long hair and denims. Some of the socio-economic analysts would have US believe that the white youth of today have adopted blues because they are alienated from society etc. There is probably some truth in this argument, but perhaps it's just that blues has been brought to the attention of people and they've adopted it because that's the way they feel.


Blues is a feeling, and an attitude. It's futile to go into deep definitions. If you don't ever feel what it is, you'll never know what it is, and it is impossible to convey all that the word "blues" implies except by performing the music. There really doesn't seem much to talk about. Blues is a performing, and a participating, thing. The audience will experience something of what the performer is going through if it is a true 

blues and they are a blues audience. This sick thing of musical backbiting, bitter accusations against Clapton (who I think has played blues in his time) and May all and all the others has no relevance at all. Can white men play the blues? Anyone who listens to some of the white blurs singers and then says white men can't play the blues doesn't know what blues is. There has been just as much crap produced by negro singers (but it is 
black crap) viz. the pornographic blues of the 30's and some of the bad Junior Wells and B. B. King tracks. You can't just turn on the blues every time. It has to be there at one moment.


So don't talk to me about esoteric definitions, about how bluesmen should dress, about who plays blues and who doesn't, because blues is a thing you have, and that you've got to express, and it doesn't matter who or what yon are, if you have the blues, you'll know what they are. "People ask me where the blues comes from. The blues come from your life. If you have got a life you already have the blues". It seems to me that many people don't have lives, only existences.
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Blue Ladies



Colin Heath



For about the last twenty-five years or so the Blues has been more or less the exclusive province of male singers, female blues singers being decidedly in the minority. This has not always been thes case however, as there was a time when the mention of the word 'Blues' automatically brought to mind such names as Bessie Smith. Ma Rainey. Clara Smith. Trixie Smith. Sara Martin and other illustrious blue ladies.


Why were the ladies so popular in their day? Why not now? Where, how and when did it all begin—and end? I'd like to briefly consider some of these questions and try to put in perspective the whole situation insofar as it relates to the great names of the Classic Blues era.


We have frequently been told how the Blues had their roots in the social environment of the American Negro from the times of Slavery, how the African rhythms combined with European musical culture in the fields and prisons and on the levee to produce initially the field hollers and work shouts and songs, how these work songs evolved to become what we know today as The Blues. We know that the men were singing the Blues before the turn of the century and well before the advent of recordings. But, what were the women doing while the men were out hollering in the levee camps and shouting their work songs in the chain gangs? Why, they were working in them cotton fields or silting at home with the piccaninnies, jest a'waiting for Daddy to come home! In truth, the women were just as Oppressed and hard worked as the men and were frequently required to do the same work as the men. They also evolved their own work songs, perhaps not comparable with the rough and rhythmic musical efforts of their menfolk in the railroad gangs, but they were work songs nevertheless.


The turning point for the Negro was in 1865, the end of the American Civil War and the beginning of the Emancipation of the Slaves. I say the 'beginning' because even though they were legally freed, large numbers of Negroes were kept in a virtual state of slavery for many years afterwards. However, at least their music was given greater freedom, they were able to meet freely for religious meetings etc.


Many Negroes travelled to the cities and due to their social conditiond tended to congregate in their own communities within the cities. These communities grew and became established non-white areas. Areas like Storyville in New Orleans, South Side in Chicago, Harlem in New York and so on. By the late 1800's the Vaudeville theatre was at the height of its popularity in the towns, and around the Southern States the medicine show or tent show was one of the most popular forms of entertainment, travelling minstrel troupes attracting large crowds. Both the city theatres and the country tent shows had an increasing number of female performers and it was in these shows that many of the record stars of the 1920's made their start and in some cases made their names. Ma Rainey was an established performer with the Rabbit Foot Minstrels long before she made her first record. Joe and Susie Edwards were already known to Vaudeville audiences as Butterbeans and Susie prior to their success as recording artists. Cleosephus Gibson, of the Vaudeville duo Gibson and Gibson, later recorded as Cleo Gibson. Bessie Smith was one of the stars of the TOBA circuit, having been featured in a show called The Florida Cotton Blossoms, five years before Clarence Williams arranged for her first visit to the Columbia studios in 1923.


Although the phonograph had been invented in 1877 and became an established form of entertainment soon after the turn of the century, it was not until 1920 that records were produced with the Negro specifically in mind. The first singer to record the Blues was Mamie Smith who, on a Tuesday in mid-August 1920 recorded her Crazy Blues. This was the beginning of a veritable flood of records by female blues singers.


Records were made to be sold, and obviously the best market for records was in the cities where the greatest concentration of people and money was to be found. The best type of music to record was therefore the type that would appeal to those in the cities. Thus, when it was decided to exploit the vast and expanding Negro market by means of Race Records', the choice of material tended to be Jazz and Female Blues. These two types of music went hand in hand since almost all female blues singers relied on other people (usually Jazz musicians) to accompany them and a large proportion of Jazz Bands featured women singers. The 1920's then became the heyday of Jazz (both Negro and While) and the Blues as sung by the female Negroes. Among the many reasons for this were the facts that the white people had discovered a novelty in this new form of music, the Negroes found a sense of self identification, and, in contrast to the male country blues, the female blues was relatively Europeanised in its musical form and was therefore easier for the newcomer to appreciate.


Of course, the male singers were not completely ignored and a few were recorded in 1924 and 1925. By 1926 and 1927 the Victor. Columbia and Okeh companies were even starting to engage in field trips to record out-of-town artists. Other companies like Vocalion and Paramount were recording similar singers and musicians but were having them brought into the city rather than taking lots of cumbersome although portable equipment out in search of talent away from their main recording centres. The number of male singers recorded increased very considerably from 1927 but for the reasons stated above their popularity never equalled that of the women.


Most of the female blues singers won their fame in two ways, first through live performances on the stage (either in the theatre or the tent shows) and secondly by means of the gramophone record. Of course this sequence was not followed in all cases, some singers were unknown, even in their own home towns, until their records started selling. A number, however, had become very well known, as I have already mentioned, long before they visited a recording studio. Whatever the sequence the net result was still the same—record sales boosted their theatre bookings and their live performances drew attention to their available recordings.


For nine years the female blues singers rode on the crest of a wave of popularity. Bessie Smith's first record sold 780.000 copies and within a year she had sold over two million records. Hundreds of women recorded the blues, every major recording company and many of the smaller ones had exclusive contracts with female blues singers, those companies that didn't have their own singers issued recordings made by other companies either with or without permission. It seemed as if the appetite of the record buying public would continue for ever on a diet liberally sprinkled with the blues. But it didn't. One could almost pinpoint the hour and the day in 1929 when the era of the Classic Blues ceased, the very day from which many blues singers returned to their homes never to enter the doors of a recording company again.




[image: Victoria Spivey]
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It has been frequently mentioned that the Great Depression was of considerable importance in the history of the gramophone and of gramophone records. For one thing it knocked a large number of the smaller companies out of business, and for another it curtained the recording activities for quite some time of most of the other companies. That fateful day. Tuesday the 29th October 1929, when the stock market on Wall Street crashed, was the beginning of the end for all but a handful of artists. By the time record sales had picked up again, the Jazz Age was over, we were into the swing era and he public had just about forgotten their idols of the 19. They wanted (and got) the sounds of the bip bands, The Original Dixieland Jazz Band, the first band to record jazz in 1917, was antiquated, a thing of the past. The blues singers were replaced by the crooners and the sweet sentimental ballad singers. Bessie Smith's last recordings were produced, not for the general American public, but were made at the instigation of collector John Hammond for the benefit of English collectors who were just catching on to hot music having during the 1920's only received a handful of the many blues records that had been produced in the States. (As a matter of interest the first blues record to be issued in England was in Octobr 1923. three years after the first blues record was made in America.) Sara Martin had made her last recording in 1928 and was now devoting her time to the church. Mamie Smith, whose previous record was issued in 1926 paid another visit to the recording studios in 1931 and. to the accompaniment of a nine-piece orchestra, made her two final records. Trixie Smith who recorded up to 1926 made no further records until 12 years later when in 1938 she made some updated versions of her previously recorded 'Freight Train Blues' and 'Trixie Blues', almost an attempt at a comeback. And so the story goes on, singers either faded out suddenly, struggled on hopelessly, or were forced to adopt a more up-to-date and modern approach to their singing.


It is interesting to note that, by the middle 1930's. even the jazz historians had virtually forgotten the blues singers ten years ago. The first ever discography, or listing of records. which was entitled 'Rhythm On Record' and was produced 1936 by Hilton R. Schleman, only mentions Bessie Smith, Clara Smith and one title by Mamie Smith, while Charles Delaunay's 'Host Discography' of 1937 only lists two singers Bessie Smith and Ma Rainey. It wasn't until the jazz revival in the 1940's and early 1950's that people again began to take notice of the many great recordings made by the Blue Ladies of the 1920's.
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Blue Blues



Graeme Nesbitt



Blues is the most poetic of forms of music. This is because of the metrical foundations which underlie each form. Furthermore, the blues is most vividly poetic in its colourful and elaborate sexual imagery.


The imagery, like the musical form itself, is seldom subtle or condescending-it is explicit, brash, exuberant, and honest. Not like the patronizing reticence and the dare-I-say taciturnity of British ballads, nor the leering innuedo and double entendre of the American popular song, there is in the blues an open and unabashed acceptance of the pleasure of sexual love. This frankness is a reflection on the attitude of the Negro race at the time when white oppression forced the natural pleasures to supercede contrived frivalties


Although many verses have directness and clarity of meaning they still contain imaginative and exuberant use of language.



Woa-oh, black snake crawling in my room



Wo-oh. black snake crawling in my room



Yeah, some pretty mama better get this black snake soon.


Many expressions in popular speech have originated from Negro blues. They usually lose their suggestive or sexual connotation in the transition from the Negro vernacular to the white vocabulary. This is probably because the Negroes weren't inclined to explain the true meaning to others, especially whiles. Many phrases were thus picked up by the whites, who always looked to the Negro for the "hipness" or "coolness" in language. For example, in the 1930's the expression "in the groove" or "groovin" with obvious reference to a man's delight as he joins a woman, i.e. as he "gets in the (physical) groove ". The term became a while man's musical term which is defined in Websters as "playing swing music in exalted mood." More recently "rock and roll" has become common usage. The term refers to the motions of the sexual embrace. Tampa Red uses a phrase in an early blues:



My daddy rocks me with one steady roll.


However the blues have little of this reticence. Exultant eroticism is patently obvious in many titles of blues recordings. Titles like "Warm it up to Me" (Blind Willie McTell), "Do it Slowly". "I'm Wild about that Thing (Bessie Smith), "Slow Driving". "My Banana in your Fruit Basket", all refer to intercourse. Ida Cox refers to intercourse as "diggin' potatoes":



If he didn't like my potatoes, why did he dig so deep?



If he didn't like my potatoes, why did he dig so deep?



In his mama's potato patch five and ten times a week.


The masculine erection is referred to in "Ram-roddin' Daddy." "Hard Pushin' Daddy", and in McTell's phrase:



Papa's rod is hot, mama gonna get it cold.


Women sang about "blacksnakes", "sweet potatoes", and "lemons". Men sang about 'jelly roll", "sweet honey hole" and their "easy riders". One of the most popular phrases is "tight like that".



It's tight like that (beedle-um-bom)



It's tight like that (beedle-um-bom)



Hear me talkin' to you, mama, cause, it's tight like that.


The verses of this particular blues are quite explicit, typical of the Negro subtlety. Some verses express the sexual frustrations of the couple:



Uncle Bill came home



'bout half past ten



Put the key in the lock



But he couldn't get in


whilst others reflect the joyous union:



My woman sure knows how to bake sweet jelly roll



My woman sure knows how to hake sweet jelly roll



She bakes so much it always make me full.


"Jelly", "Jelly Roll", "Easy rider", "Candy" are common sexual terms. Lonnie Johnson sang:



She said Mr. Jelly Roll Baker, let me be your slave



When Gabriel blow his trumpet then I'll rise from my grave



For some of your good jelly roll,



Yes, I love your jelly roll.



It's good for the sick, yes,



And it's good for the old. . . .



She said, Can I put an order in, for two weeks ahead?



I'd rather have your jelly roll than my home cooked bread.



I love your jelly roll,



I love your good, jelly roll.


and in another blues:



You've got to whip it to a jelly,



You've got to stir it in a bowl.



You've got to whip it to a jelly



If you want good jelly roll.


And Blind Lemon Jefferson's "Bakershop Blues". This contains an elaborate mixture of sexual and social implications.



I was standing front of the bakery shop and I was



feeling low down in mind.



I was standing front of the bakery shop and I was



feeling low down in mind.



Feeling hungry as could be, looking at those cakes so fine.



Woman in the bakery shop shouted "Papa, don't



look so sad."



Woman in the bakery shop shouted "Papa, don't



look so sad."



Come and try some of my cake and you won't feel



so bad.



I want to know if your jelly roll's fresh, if



your jelly roll's stale.



Well, I wanna know if your jelly roll's fresh,



if your jelly roll's stale.



I'm goin to haul off and buy me some if I have to break it loose in jail.


Robert Johnsons "Milkcow Calf Blues" is a fine example of extended sexual imagery:



Tell me. milkcow, what on earth is wrong with you,



Um-um, milkcow, what on earth is wrong with you,



Now you have a little milk calf and your milk is turning blue.



Now your calf is hungry, I believe he needs to suck,



And now your calf is hungry, I believe he needs to suck.



But your milk is turning blue, I believe he's out of luck.



I feel like milking



And my milk won't come,



I feel like chewing it.



And my milk won't turn,



I'm crying please, please don't do me wrong.



If you see my 
milk cow, baby, now. please drive her home.


Little Son Jackson illustrates the rural imagery of "hogs" in hisblues:



There's a groundhog rooting, rooting, in the next door yard.



There's a groundhog rooting.


One-string recorded a blues containing "lemon" imagery:



Well, you squeezed my lemon, baby, and you started my juice to run.


One of the most picturesque similies is found in Robert Johnson's "4 till Late".



A woman is like a dresser



Some man always running thru' it's drawers.


Many of the erotic blues were born in the brothels around the cities. Many female blues singers started singing in pleasure-houses. Songs relating to bawdy-houses include Victoria Spivey's "Organ Grinder Blues", Jelly Roll Morton's "Winding Boy" (a winding boy was the brothel "message boy" who ran errands for the girls and customers) and verses such as these:



Leave me by your side track, poppa



Till your main line comes



Leave me by your side track, daddy



Till your main line comes



I can do better switchin'



Than your main line ever done.


and the mournful verse of a 'retired' whore-house girl:



It's a hell of a life, said the Queen of Spain



Three minutes' pleasure and nine months pain



Two weeks rest and you're back at it again



It's a hell of a life, said the Queen of Spain.


A "trick" was a session with a man in the bawdy-house. Some girls would manage twenty tricks a shift, which was often ten hours.



Keep a-knockin' but you can't come in



I hear you knockin' but you can't come in



I got an all-night trick agin



So keep a-knockin' but you can't come in.



Well, keep on a-knockin' but you can't come in



I'm busy grindin' so you can't come in



If you love me you'll come back again



Or come back tomorrow at half past ten.


Humour is often combined with the sexual imagery quite intentionally. Titles like "My Pin in your Cushion" or "I want some of your Pie", and this song:



Take your fingers off it, don't you dare touch it



You know it don't belong to you.



Two old maids, a-lyin' in the sand



Each one wishin' that the other were a man.



I may be little and I may be thin



But I'm an awful good daddy for the shape I'm in.



I've never been to heaven, but I've been told



St. Peter taught the angels how to jelly roll.



One thing in this wide world I'll never understand



Why a bow-legged woman like a knock-kneed man.


Perhaps the most well known, andf most explicit, of all erotic blues is "Candy Man".



He's got a stick of candy nine inches long



Sells it as fast as a hog can chew corn.



You all heard what Sister Jones said



Always takes a candy stick to bed.



His stick of candy don't melt away



Just gets bigger so the ladies say.


The examples given are only a few of the blues containing


The examples given are only a few of the blues containing sexual imagery. Blues referring to sex are only a part of the vast thematic structure. However, the Negro frankness and authenticity makes the blues a streamlined vehicle for the frustrations, joys, and intensity of sexual love.
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The Confusions of 'Socialist Action'



Niel Wright


The appearance of a left-wing news-sheet which promises to appear fortnightly is welcome.


The nature and calibre of 
Socialist Action may perhaps be discussed on the basis of the two issues so far out.



Socialist Action describes itself as a "bulletin of revolutionary Marxism. It will contain articles of comment on current events, political analysis," etc. (No. 1, p. 1). Phrases like "from a Marxist point of view", on a Marxist analysis, occur in the text.


There is no indication that the opinions of the contributors may not be those of the editors or their organisation. Many of the articles are editorial in tone.


The impression is given that 
Socialist Action gives the authoritative analyses of "the New Zealand Socialist Action League ... an organisation of Marxist Leninists in New Zealand who support the Fourth International ..." (No. 1, p1).


If this impression is correct, then it is surprising to find very substantial inconsistencies in 
Socialist Action from issue to issue, from article to article, and even from paragraph to paragraph.


The Socialist Action League seems uncertain of its line on at least three major topics, the Labour Party, Fascism, and Nationalism.


Fascism is discussed in an article entitled "The Threat of Fascism: Present or Future?" (No. 2, p2).


The article gives a definition of Fascism. "A typical Fascist movement needs to have a 
mass base and this requires a seemingly new ideology with plenty of radical and at times left sounding rhetoric (the "Socialism" in Hitler's National Socialism). Generally too, a Fascist movement needs some charismatic leader like Hitler or Mussolini to personify the tendency".


The article refers to recent events in Auckland. "The recent Police raids upon the premises of a number of organisations in the Auckland area has raised the question in many people's minds that the ruling class in this country has taken the first step towards a fascist solution of the problems facing it."



Socialist Action talks about a 
People's Voice article which "proceeds to speak of the Police use of fascist methods and proceeds to say "this growth of Fascist methods is inevitable as monopoly capitalism becomes more exposed and unpopular ..."


On the basis of its own definition of Fascism 
Socialist Action disagrees with 
People's Voice. Socialist Action goes on ". . . as yet at any rate there is no evidence of a new Fascist style coming into the open. To cry "Wolf" too often leads we all know where."


Curiously enough, however, the same issue of 
Socialist Action (No. 2. p5) has an article on John A. Lee. This article identifies John A. Lee as a Fascist.


After pointing out the dependence of John A. Lee's ideas in the 1930's on the Social Credit theories at Major Douglas, the article goes on:


"Marxist leninists do not need to be told that both in Italy and in Germany the theoreticians of Fascism made ample use of Major Douglas's theories to develop their own critique of capitalism (which turns out to be no critique at all). The similarity of Lee's NZ position to these odious doctrines is not merely the coincidence of one single facet. A European left-winger who came to Kiwiland at the beginning of the war attended one of Lee's public addressed on the recommendation of a Labour Party friend and was at a loss to see any difference between Lee and the Fascists of his own native country."


Now this is a strange to do when two articles resting "on a Marxist analysis" or written "from a Marxist point of view" manage to recognise Fascism in a New Zealand Labour politician of the 1930's. yet deny that the New eZaland ruling class in 1969 gives any evidence of Fascism.


But the issue is more complicated yet.


The article on Fascism goes on to say: "in this connection it is well to remember that just before the Nazis look power in Germany they successfully fooled most of the German people by a provocation that they carried out (the burning of the Reichstag building)."


The same article considers that the "irresponsible" actions of the PYM (e.g. the Molotov cocktail affair) constitute a provocation with similar consequences.


"Certainly they have provided a windfall for the ruling class who for the first time brought one of their 
top American friends to a meeting in Auckland 
only and—Oh Happy Coincidence!—just before he gets there, the 
PYM provides just enough evidence of an 'assassination' plot to be blown up by the publicity boys into a scare story that seems to have fooled the majority of people in this country. And again immediately after the reference to the Nazis and the Reichstag. 
Socialist Action goes on: "when ultraleftists in New Zealand say irresponsible things they are doing the work of the reactionaries for them."


Now here is another curious to do. 
Socialist Action could find no evidence of a new Fascist style coming into the open at Auckland. Nevertheless, they see a similarity in recent events at Auckland to events immediately before the Nazis took power in Germany.


It is surely curious that 
Socialist Action finds its evidence of the imminence of Fascism at Auckland 
not in the actions of the ruling class but in those of ultraleftists.


The article on John A. Lee goes on to say that the left-wing European "heard Lee back up his quasi-Fascist economic theory with a strong plug for Kiwi nationalism (himself against the 'outsider' leaders of the L.P.)"


It would seem then that nationalism is discreditable in the view of 
Socialist Action.


But in the same issue (No. 2. p4) we read: "In the Congo it was mainly Belgian support that enabled Tsombe to overthrow Lumumba (whose nationalist aspirations conflicted with the interests of Belgian capitalism)."


And in issue No. 1. p3 we read: "It is not too much to say that the struggle in Ireland together with the struggle of Scots and Welsh nationalists will have quite a lot to do with the not too distant Second English Revolution."


Here again is a curious to do. In John A. Lee's case nationalism 'is a bad thing', but in the case of Lumumba, the Irish, the Scots, and the Welsh, it is working against capitalism and for revolution. If it is good to this extent it is odd that it is so discreditable to Lee.


The same article on Ireland has no trouble in recognising "near-Fascists like Major Bunting who was responsible for this attack." ie saying that "People's Democracy, the organisation that directed the wave of protest demonstrations that brought Ulster to the brink of civil war was riddled with Trotskyists and their sympathisers who believe in worldwide revolution." (quoted in 
Socialist Action.)


It seems Trotskyists are attacked by near-Fascists, but nothing of the sort is the case for the PYM.


It is the view of 
Socialist Action that New Zealand has no "near-Fascists like Major Bunting".



Socialist Action is most seriously in trouble when it tires to define its attitude to left-wing organisations.


The Socialist Action League people think of themselves as "radicals and revolutionaries". They say (No. 2. p1): "The General Election provides a good opportunity for radicals and revolutionaries to educate large number of people, and the S.A.L. is taking as full an advantage of this as it is able."


The S.A.L. also think of themselves as "serious leftists" (No. 2. p3).


The S.A.L. does not consider PYM serious leftists. Of PYM it says (No. 2. p5): "... ideologically, they make no specific demands on their members whose positions range from vague left radicalism through all shades of the left to anarchism."


On p2 the PYM is characterised as 
not "an openly left political group."


It is curious then that "the PYM has been guilty of 
Ultraleftism of the sort characterised by Lenin as an infantile disorder." (No. 2. p2). S.A.L.'s analysis of PYM docs not suggest that PYM is to the left of S.A.L., but it seems it is.


Nevertheless. 
Socialist Action says of the Wellington PYM: "We do however welcome the Wellington PYM and hope that it prosners in every way. We will approach each of its actions and statements on the basis of its merits, and give is full, conditional, or nil support, depending on how we judge them, in the light of our principles." (No. 2. p 5).


In the light of 
Socialist Action's statement about support for PYM. the attitude of 
Socialist Action to the Labour Party is curious.


In 
Socialist Action No. 1 there is an article says: "From being an out and out workers' party in the time of Harry Holland. Labour has become the party of the more backward the more petty-bourgeois worker, and of the petty-bourgcois himself."


Very well. then. The S.A.L. is running a candidate for Wellington Central. Says 
Socialist Action (No. 2, p.1):


"This move arises from the failure of the Leader of the Opposition (Mr Kirk) to reply to a letter sent to him by the S.A.L. on Sept. 16. which sought his personal assurance that if the Labour Party becomes the next Government with himself as Prime Minister the NZ troops in Vietnam will be withdrawn within 40 days of his assuming office In a second letter the League emphasised that if such an assurance 
were to be given then it would actively support the campaign of the Labour candidate for Wellington Central to the best of its ability."


It seems then, that in the night of their principles the S.A.L. will give their active support conditional only on the Vietnam undertaking to "the party of the more backward, the more petty-bourgeois, worker, and of the petty-bourgeois himself."


This seems a curious attitude for "radicals and revolutionaries" who hold positions far "from vague left radicalism". Revolutionary Marxism, it seems, supports the Labour Party in all issues but Vietnam.


Of John A. Lee 
Socialist Action could say (No. 2. p5): "The heart of the matter is that he certainly is not now and never was a leftist in any real sense of the word and it would be ludicrous to suggest that he had any remote affinity to Socialism in the Marxist Leninist sense."


On their showing in the first two issues of 
Socialist Action one may wonder whether the Socialist Action League is much behind John A. Lee.


Let me conclude by pin-pointing the mistakes obvious in 
Socialist Action 1 and 2.


First, the writers in 
Socialist Action are not in any sense proficient exponents of Marxist analysis. On the contrary, they demonstrate ignorance of Marxism.


Secondly, the writers of 
Socialist Action may not even be radicals or revolutionaries They demonstrate a tendency to reformism and quietism.


Thirdly, the attack on Lee is not Marxist at all, but simply a smear.


Fourthly, the attacks on the PYM and 
People's Voice are unjustified and ill-considered in their form. 
Socialist Action is bickering with other leftists and needlessly.


Fifthly, the Socialist Action League's attitude to the Labour Party is both unprincipled and opportunistic.
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out side left


Did you ever wonder why Sir Leslie Munro hasn't been offered a Cabinet position? No, it's not that. It's just that Cabinet would be


unduly delayed it's meetings. Sir Leslie subscribes to the philosophy that one should never use two words where two hundred will do. Like the time he was asked to speak to the French Ambassador to the U.N. at the time of the Suez Crisis.


His cable to the P.M. commenced:


"Today I took the French Ambassador into a corner, where I probed him privately."


* * *


There is no truth in the rumours that Norman Kirk will become a nun after the next election.


* * *


Several students benefited the other night at the Grand Hotel. Seems Tom Coltman and one of the directors of Waikato Breweries had a bet as to how much beer would be drunk in an unadvertised shout over half an hour. The students did not let the director down. 63 gallons disappeared in the allotted period.


* * *


Hear tell that 
Truth is planning its next big campaign on a reintroduction of collar studs. the top-class brain down there 
noticed that as less and less people wore collar studs, more and more illegitimate babies were born. So, they reason, bring back collar studs and we'll have fewer illigitimate babies.



Orsomething like that....


* * *


Well, the party's over. But not quite. It was a particularly good scene down at Typo getting this column out at all, given the fact that most of the 

Salient people were drinking the booze for the last issue shout, or very happily coming down with the very good noises of the setting machines.


* * *


Outsize Left revealed.
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Noshingrog


by Tums




A guide to eating and drinking in Wellington



Sunday was one of my eating days. I was treated to a magnificent roast dinner at two o'clock at the hands of my bird's mother, but by seven I was ready for more. I was interested in eating at the Centreway Cafe, as I've heard its good, but it was closed, which is a very bad thing for a Chinese restaurant to be on a Sunday.


Mumbling imprecations, I proceeded down the Cuba Street Mall, the sight of which made me glad that I had not consumed a meal prior to perambulating among the stone dung-heaps that pass for decoration in the three day sale mind of the Cuba Street businessman. Eventually I turned into Dixon Street and thus chanced upon the 
Parisienne.


The resemblance of this place to the dining room of a private hotel in Torquay cannot be fortuitous. I sat down at a table with two tablecloths: a particularly grimy white one underneath and a fairly recently (say within the last week or so) grease-stained yellow one overlaid. I ordered a fillet steak and a pencil and paper. The waitress debated whether I wanted these last to consume or to use and finally decided that I couldn't have them anyway. That point settled, she returned with a plate of bread and some rock hard butter. Light music of the 
Muzak variety tinkled in the background, presumably to aid mastication, an aid, I discovered, that was vitally needed, given the staleness of the bread. Throughout Thailand, whenever you order fillet steak you know in advance that you are going to be served water buffalo. It is somewhat of a standing joke. In New Zealand when I order fillet steak I do not expect to get water buffalo. I was therefore a little surprised, not to say annoyed, to be served with a piece of beast which must have been a perilously close relation.


On the menu, one notes that one may telephone for reservations. God help those who do. On the bill the management thanked me for my attendance and requested that I call again. I won't. ½ point.


* * *


Went on a minor pub crawl with Mike Mitchell on Thursday evening, during the course of which we decided he was precisely the right man to be the next M.P. for Wellington Central.


After toying with the 
Midland and aiming Arthur at the Armitageware in the 
Grand, whose conveniences have been eulogised in another publication, we struggled manfully up Willis Street and in a vain attempt to recapture our lost youth we entered the portals of the 
St. George.


The Seven Seas bar was the first to come under scrutiny. The most noticeable change here was in the quality of the beer. It is almost, dare I say it. good. I well remember some four years ago being so revolted by the taste of the beer that I got one of the directors to complain about it at a directors' meeting. I would like to think that my labours have borne fruit, but I rather fancy that the management have at last got round to cleaning the tanks.


Basically, this is just another bar. A radio blaring out commercials did nothing to raise the tone.


Upstairs we tramped past a beautiful staircase into the cocktail bar. The barman was so pleased that we ordered only one Stein-larger between us that he carefully placed the change in a puddle of spilt ale.


A very formica-ish bar this. The decor and the lighting might win a prize if the same group of nitwits who awarded the Rankine-Browne building a prize were judging. There is a very good ceiling. I almost missed it actually, but I had the mischance to slip, or something, and when I awoke I was staring right at it.


Although hard to assess, the St. George is really not worth more than two points.


* * *


Although I had scarcely thought it possible, we reached a still higher plane of dreariness at the 
Brunswick, on the corner of Vivian and Willis Streets. This is an ideal situation for developing a cosy, woody, suburban pub. The development has been retarded.


The colours throughout the tavern are simply startling. Fascinating combinations of stale grey, drab green, listless pink and washed-out yellow.


The barman upstairs is nice, and for his sake, two points.


* * *


The 
Town Gate is a new steak bar just about opposite the Duke in Manners Street. The management are most anxious to please and the food is good, albeit about 20 cents above usual prices.


I probably would have enjoyed my meal there except for the presence of two other diners. One was an itinerant Israelite of fleshy middle age and the other an hennaed screw he had picked up somewhere and was trying to impress. He did not impress me with his disgusting eating habits and stentorian voice.


"You know (chomp, chomp), the food here is not as good as it was in Hamburg (spit). The meat there ( dribble) was really something. But the vegetables (chomp) they really had these bad vegetables. In Switzerland of course it's just the opposite. Beautiful vegetables (dribble). But the meat stinks."


Suppressing the desire to regurgitate my food over the dreadful fellow's bow-tie, I paid up and left. But don't let me put you off. Three points.


* * *


I had the most extraordinary experience in the 
Masonic Hotel the other night. There were signs saying "lounge bar upstairs", so I went upstairs and it was pitch black. I stumbled around trying to find the bar but succeeded only in awakening some bald old maid and at one stage got so confused that I got into a fight with myself.


I was finally forced to test the public bar, Yegods! This is something you've really got to see. They've got quite ornate 
tablecloths on some of the tables. Incredible!


When I walked in everybody stopped talking and turned round to stare at me bleakly. Either it was a board meeting of Cosa Nostra or else only regulars drink there. It really shook me up. I mean, just because I have two heads is no reason to treat a decent fellow like that.


* * *


This is the last of the Noshingrogs. While I allow a wistful tear to trickle down my cheek, let me recall to you the good places in Wellington.


In bars, the 
Paekak and the Prince of Wales provide excellent non-neckwear facilities, while the Imperial gets the top prize for the well-dressed young man's paradise.


Restaurants in Wellington are by and large appalling. For cheap meals I recommend you stay in the Caf. The Nanking provides an acceptable substitute. But if you really want to splash out a bit of bread, then there is one really world-class restaurant to go to, and that is the Coachman.


Finally, on a more personal level, may I wish you all to eat hearty, drink up large, and keep New Zealand green. And if you should awake feeling dyspeptic, take




[image: Photo of the word Jumo written on a man's chest]










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Salient. Victoria University of Wellington Students' Newspaper. Vol. 32. No. 25. October 9, 1969

Car-washers wanted




Car-washers wanted



About 50 students are required by a car wash company to assist in the cleaning of cars for a four-day period.


October 25. 27, 31, and November 1 are the days when people will be invited, at a dollar a time, to get their car cleaned in aid of the Intellectually Handicapped Children.


The rate of pay will be a dollar an hour, gross.


Any queries should be directed to Mr Mitchell, of the Appointments Board.



Published by the Victoria University of Wellington Students' 
[
unclear: Am.] (Inc.), typesetting by Typographical Services Ltd., Wellington, and printed by the Wanganui Chronicle Co. Ltd., Wanganui, New Zealand.
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Exam Hints



Every year some students miss units and lose their bursaries through neglect of fundamental points. Read through this list—it may save you.



	• Note your exam times carefully and have someone else check them for you.

	• Ensure you know what part of the syllabus each paper covers.

	• Check the exam timetable each morning early enough to get to the examination in time if necessary.

	• Inquire about aegrotat considerations if your performance was impaired by illness, injury, bereavement of other critical personal circumstances involving the health of a close relative.

	• Exercise, eat regularly, sleep adequately; do not get overtired.

	• Consult your doctor, the Health Service, the Student Counsellors, if you are particularly upset. That's what they are for.

	• Read exam questions carefully and answer the questions asked.

	• Allot your time sensibly and ensure you answer the required number of questions.

	• Avoid panic. The questions in the paper may seem formidable, frightening, unfamiliar — but they probably look the same to every one else. Stay there and start on what you do know; the rest will come.

	• Sit all papers. Your first might not have been as bad as you thought; your second may be a winner.
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John Hanan, phone 21, ask for 2732D.
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Agency Officer in the room at time of
enrolment.






etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_027a(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_002a(h280).jpg
BARRY & SARGENT SUIT HIRE
(]

LTD.
RALPH WILKINS
OFIICIANS Corner Manners and
118 Willis St. - Tel. 45.841 Farish Streets

Cover Photo: Philip Parell





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_014b(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_014a(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_026b(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_030a(h280).jpg





tm/scholarly/tei-NZETC-About-copyright.html





Victoria University of Wellington Library





Copyright and Conditions of Use



				
Copyright and Conditions of Use


				

					
In Copyright


					
Where a text is in copyright, all text and images are copyright to the original authors and/or publisher. In copyright texts and images are made available for non-commercial use only. All forms of electronic or print re-sale or re-distribution are forbidden without written permission, please contact us.


					
Currently, a text is shown as in copyright when there is no Creative Commons License visible in the sidebar, and a link to this page is presented.


				

				

					
Creative Commons Share-Alike license


					
Where the original text is out of copyright it is our policy to provide the digitised version under a 
New Zealand Creative Commons Attribution Share-Alike License (CC BY-SA).


					
The Creative Commons Attribution Share-alike license allows anyone to re-use material in our texts under the following conditions:


					

		attribution to the source of the material is included by marking the material with the collection name ("The New Zealand Electronic Text Collection") and the link to the material as found on our website;


		the re-use of the material is licensed under the same license, allowing others to further re-use the material. This means that the re-use of the material must be marked with the same Creative Commons license.




					
Use of the Creative Commons Attribution Share-alike license allows us to make material freely available to the community for re-use, and also ensures that:


					

		any errors in the material can be traced back to the Victoria University of Wellington Library as the originator of the digital reproduction;


		such material continues to be freely available to the community after subsequent re-use.




				

				

					
Examples of Reuse under Creative Commons Share-Alike license


					
We encourage the re-use of Creative Commons Share-Alike licensed NZETC material. Examples of re-use include:


					

		Multiple entries in the 
Mix and Mash competitions run by DigitalNZ


		Blog posts, such as this one about the 
Cyclopedia of New Zealand by IwiKiwi


		Books and other publications


		Museum displays




				

				

					
Other Creative Commons Licenses


					
More restrictive Creative Commons licenses may be used in the cases of copyright texts where the copyright holder is amenable to using a Creative Commons license. You will need to refer to the license text (available by clicking on the CC license logo) for the specific restrictions and re-use allowed.


				

				

					
Statement of Liability


					
While we have sought to ensure there are no intellectual property rights in the material that would prevent copying and other re-use, please note that material on this website marked with a Creative Commons license is released on an as-is basis and with no representations or warranties of any kind, to the greatest extent permissible by law. Subject to any liability which may not be excluded or limited by law, the Victoria University Library shall not be liable on any legal basis (including without limitation negligence) and hereby expressly excludes all liability for loss or damage howsoever and whenever caused to you.


				

			




etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_001a(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_013a(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_025a(h280).jpg
l*’”)g
Jeir ¢

o





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_012a(h280).jpg
«

- NON-EUROPEANS & GOODS |






etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_024a(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_012c(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_012b(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_008b(h280).jpg
EDITORS WANTED FOR
1970

® Literary Yearbook

® Arts Festival Handbook

® Cappicade

® Experiment

SPORTS
THE SPORTS DEPOT

(Witcombe & Caldwall)
Longatanding  connection  with
Univensity sport. one of

Vic's 24 sport for.

SALIENT SUBSCRIPTIONS

Subscriptions to SALIENT
in 1970 are available for
5200, 1 you wish to sub-
scribe, please get in touch
with the Business Manager,
SALIENT, PO. Box 1347,
Wellington.

HOTEL ST. GEORGE
THE “SEVEN SEAS BAR”

BEST IN NEW ZEALAND

rost 10 Universi

Modern, comfortable wurroundings

@ Food available from our

ool, brigh, fresh besr on ap
s “Food

Bar’, 1145 am, fo 230 pm,

@ Mixed drinking—all facilities,
Entrees, Cold Buffer,
Vogetables, Het Pies

VICTUALLERS
REGINALD COLLINS
L

le wine and spirit people.
the Students’ Associs-
socks of all brands

auart bollles.
Free Dolivery—Collars focated at
No. 3 BALLANCE STREET
(Customhouse Quay end)

SALIENT TECHNICAL EDITOR 1970
Applications are invited for the W
Salient Technical Editor in 1970. !
of approximately $500 will be
successful applicant.  Inquiries
positioh should be directed to the P
Officer or to David Harcourt (Phone 75!-
Previous experience in newspaper pro
is desirable but not absolutely ssential,





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_008a(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_011a(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_019c(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_007a(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_019b(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_019a(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_010b(h280).jpg
mopn children

SAYS MERE IN THE NEWSPAPER.
THAT IT TOOK THE GOVERNMENT
EIGHT MLUOU DOLLARS TO_PUT
}e THBEE MEN 1N oREIT.

T COUD PUT A WHOLE
D ( CRowD W ceaIT FoR






etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_010a(h280).jpg
IGET

'BESIDES....UST ol FAR DOYOU THINK You CAN

INToOAYS WORLD. WITHOUT A GOOD EDUCATION

P






etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_022b(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_022a(h280).jpg





etexts/Salient32251969/Salient32251969_006a(h280).jpg
A JOB!
A CAREER!

Gan you accept responsibity at an early age? Have you the initiative and abilty, to analyse complex
Situations, distinguish vital Issues, and clarlfy possible lines of action? If 5o, consider a challenging career
With a progressive international financial institution.

AN.Z. Bank s looking for a young person complating a dogree in Econamics this year 1o join, nitialy,its
Economica Department in Wellington. Conditions of work are excellent, Commencing Salary not less than
N.Z53,000 p.a. and there are many fringe benefits.

For further information contact . . . THE_ECONOMIST,
ANZ. BANK LTD,
196 FEATHERSTON STREET,
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