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“I’m really grateful I studied computer science 
at Otago, as it gave me a solid grounding in 

algorithms, databases and coding and it taught 
me principles I use in my work every day.”

Anar Khan: Bioinformatics  
Computer Science graduate

Anar’s aversion to lab work during a Biochemistry degree 
spurred her to get into Bioinformatics. She undertook 

a Diploma for Graduates in Computer Science then did 
a MSc (Biotechnology) degree based in the Computer 
Science Department. Before finishing her MSc she was 

approached by AgResearch and since then has been 
working as a bioinformatician at Invermay in Mosgiel

Like Anar, you too can open the door  
to an amazing career. 

Web: www.cs.otago.ac.nz  Email: computer-science@otago.ac.nz  Phone: 0800 80 80 98  TXT: 866



So we’re at the end of the first semester. It’s been 

quite, um, yeah.

I did have an editorial topic in mind for this issue, but my 

lawyer advised me not to run it. It was too late for rewrites 

or rethinks, so a redacted version will follow. 

Recently jefb ,jfb f, j elkfuhelkfh rmfbf jbfm jehje rf,her and 

then he iurfejbwgkjhruh with a ejr,hgbekrjhbfjehrbfkjhe-

brkjhberfjkhb. Unfortunately, hhhhhhhhhh hhhhhhhhhhh 

hhhhhh h   h hhh hhhhhhhhhhh hhhhhhhhhhh hhhhhhhh 

hhhhhhhh hhhh hhhhhhhhh. What a hhhhhh h hhhh   hh 

hh h h hh h hh and hhh hhhh hhhhhhhh hh hhhh hhh h 

hhhhhh h hhhhh hh.

hhhhh h hhhh disagreements hhhh hhhhhh hhhhh h hh-

hhhh hh h hhh hhhh h hhh hhhh Oxford comma hhh h h 

hhhhh  hhhhhhh h and hhhh hhhhh hhhhh hh hhhhh hh 

hh hhhhh hh prepositions. hh h hhhhhh hh h hh hh hh 

hhh h hhhhhhhh hhhhh h hhhh hhhhhhh hh h hhhh at 

the office hhh hhhhhhhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhhhh hhhhhh 

hhhhh hhhhh police hhhhhh hhhhh hhhh hhhhhhhhhh 

hhhhhhh hhh h hhhhh hhhh hhhhh his pet moose Gerry. 

After that, hhhh hhhhhh hh hhhhh hh h hhhh hhhh hhhhh 

hh hh hhhh hhhhhhh hhhhh hhhh but we assured him that 

hhhhhh hhhhh hhh h hhhh clean, mostly.

But then, hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh 

hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh 

hhh hhhh Wookie hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh 

hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh 

hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh 

hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh 

hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh 

hhh hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh. Boy was that hhh hhhh!

hhhh hhh hhhh all day hhh hhhh hhh hhhh writing hhh 

hhhh hhh hhhh hhh hhhh Afro David hhh hhhh hhh hhhh 

hhh hhhh leaked it to Salient.

But thank God that’s all over with. I graduate on Saturday, 

and my meandering, six-year BA has already taken me to 

that most prestigious of pinnacles: a three-week stint as 

Acting Critic Editor. It’s been an interesting experience, and if 

any of you fancy taking on the role long-term, applications 

are open until Wednesday 9am. 

I’d like to send out a huge, unredacted thank you to all of 

Critic’s staff and volunteers this semester. There’s a fantastic 

group of people here, all of whom have been extremely 

supportive and have made my job surprisingly easy. I’d 

particularly like to thank Sam Clark, Dan Blackball and Zane 

Pocock for their tireless efforts. You guys deserve a raise.

Stay classy, Dunedin.

- Sam McChesney

E D I T O R I A L
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N E W S

The Cook is cooked
By  J ack   M ontgomerie       

The Captain Cook Tavern’s long history 

looks set to come to a close, with the 

pub’s lease expiring un-renewed on 29 

June. James Arnott is one of the owners of Cook 

Brothers Bars, which has operated the pub for 

nine years, along with other establishments 

in the Octagon, Queenstown, Christchurch and 

Auckland. He told Critic that neither his com-

pany nor Dominion Breweries, which holds the 

main lease on the property, were interested in 

continuing the lease. 

Arnott said that revenue at the Cook had fall-

en 40 per cent in the last five years, which he 

attributed to a “massive change in student 

culture.” Students drank less frequently, and 

were more likely to drink at home when they 

did. Meanwhile, the high rent on the large prop-

erty had not reduced, and “major renovations” 

were required to keep the ageing building up to 

standard. General Manager Matt Barakauskas 

said that the pub’s staff faced unemployment 

due to the closure, but that efforts were being 

made to secure them employment elsewhere.

Arnott said he was “completely unsure” as to 

whether the building’s owners, Orari Street 

Property, would find a new tenant. Orari Street 

Property’s director Noel Kennedy had previously 

claimed his company would fight to ensure the 

pub remained in operation. However, the current 

building was “stuffed” and it was doubtful that 

any kind of pub was currently viable. The wiring 

was so antiquated that fuses had to be made to 

order when they blew. In recent days, roofing con-

tractors have been observed working on the pub.

If the Cook closes, it will bring to an end 153 years 

of operation. The establishment began in 1860, 

although the present building was constructed 

in 1874 after the original “aged wooden struc-

ture” was demolished. According to an article 

published in the Otago Daily Times on 8 June 

1909, the pub “had always one or two permanent 

boarders” well into the twentieth century, and at 

least two people died while living in the then-

named “Captain Cook Hotel.”

The Cook has had a long reputation of brushing 

the edge of liquor licensing laws. Around the turn 

of the twentieth century, The Cook’s publicans 

were fined on multiple occasions for secretly 

selling bottled beer on days when the pub was 

supposed to be shut, and patrons who had been 

forbidden to buy alcohol were often hauled before 

the courts for having sly pints at the Hotel. In 

more recent years, the wildly popular “Cook-

a-thon” party held at the end of lectures earned 

the owners a warning from the Liquor Licensing 

Authority for encouraging excessive drinking.

As the University expanded in the 1970s, stu-

dents formed an increasing percentage of the 

patrons. However, licensing laws that allowed the 

sale of liquor in supermarkets led canny students 

to pre-load as a “more cost effective option,” ac-

cording to Arnott. He also believed, “with a small 

bit of confidence,” that the increasing use of other 

recreational drugs among students meant that 

patrons came to the club tripping, and interested 

only in drinking water. Whatever the reasons for 

its demise, the Captain Cook’s taps look set to 

run dry before next semester.

N E W S
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Excessive entitlement
exacerbates exams
By  C laudia      H erron  

Exam failure may be attributed to a stu-

dent’s exaggerated belief that they de-

serve to succeed, according to research 

conducted by the University of Otago. 

The study confirms, as educators often claim, 

that some students believe they have a right to 

succeed, known as “excessive entitlement,” and 

that this can interfere with achieving success in 

the context of university study. 

Lead authors of the study Dr Donna Anderson 

and Prof Jamin Halberstadt, of the Department of 

Psychology, examined the entitlement beliefs of 

almost 300 student volunteers sitting a Marketing 

and Consumption paper. These beliefs were then 

used to predict their final exam scores at the end 

of the semester, revealing that students with a 

perceived personal entitlement performed worse 

than their peers in the final exam.

Factors such as personal responsibility and inter-

nal motivation were attributed to the entitlement 

effects, as less effort was put in where required 

by those who believed that other people are 

responsible for their success or failure. 

Critic spoke with Prof Halberstadt, who attributed 

the sentiment of “excessive entitlement” to a 

“learned approach to the world” that is influenced 

by teachers, culture, peers and parents. “I would 

believe generally that people are more entitled 

than in the past but there is no reason to think 

Otago more so than others.”

As for “excessive entitlement” prompting a 

low-performing student to cheat, Prof Halberstadt 

remarked that there was no evidence from the 

study that would indicate this to be the case. 

However, he did say he could see the “chain of 

logic” that starts with a feeling of entitlement and 

leads to cheating. “It makes sense that someone 

who has that feeling may rationalise it.”

According to Dr Anderson, the study provides 

practical advice for improving learning outcomes, 

especially by altering entitlement attitudes 

around what students “can legitimately expect 

from their learning institutions, and what they 

need to expect from themselves.”

Referen-dumb?
by  Sam   M cC hesne     y

An OUSA referendum will be held this 

week from Monday 27 to Friday 31 May. 

The referendum comprises six ques-

tions, one of which would radically alter OUSA’s 

governance structure.

Question Six was included in the referendum 

after former Executive member Dan Stride 

started a petition and gathered the 100 votes 

necessary to put the issue to the student body. 

The question encompasses 24 amendments to 

the OUSA Constitution and election rules, and 

affects over 100 provisions. The changes are to 

be accepted or rejected in their entirety. 

Stride’s proposed changes would reintroduce 

Student General Meetings (SGMs) in order to deal 

with routine matters, such as appointing OUSA’s 

honorary solicitor and auditor, and as a forum 

for debating more controversial matters. Any 

motion that failed to attract a two-thirds ma-

jority either way would be put to a referendum.

Question Six would also restore 2010’s gov-

ernance structure and Constitution, adding 

representatives for each academic division as 

well as a Women’s Representative, two General 

Representatives, a Pacific Island Students’ 

Representative, and a Queer Representative, and 

removing the Administrative Vice-President role.

Stride claims the changes are necessary “be-

cause I feel the Exec has abused its powers by ve-

toing stuff going to referendum.” Stride believes 

that all motions regarding external policy should 

be put straight to referendum, which the Exec has 

failed to do. Stride also feels that the Executive 

has ceased to be “properly representative.” 

“Since 2011 we’ve had Execs without science 

students, or Execs with only one woman out of 

10 members. I can’t recall there being any Health 

Science students on the Exec in the last three 

years. That’s wrong, because the job of the Exec 

is to represent students.”

OUSA President Francisco Hernandez believes 

that while Stride raised some valid concerns, 

a bigger Exec could “lead to more inefficient 

decision-making.” Hernandez had opposed the 

slimming down of the Executive in 2010, but 

told Critic that “any change to OUSA’s gover-

nance structure needs to be a part of a wider, 

inclusive process that goes out to the student 

body, asks them what sort of changes need to 

be made – rather than one person attempting to 

impose their vision on the student body without 

any consultation.”

Hernandez is also ambivalent about the pro-

posed reintroduction of SGMs. “Maybe you could 

say that giving them back some measure of pow-

er will make them relevant again and students 

will be more engaged with OUSA in that way. 

But you could also say it would allow a small 

minority of motivated students to dominate 

and guide OUSA’s policy direction, in terms of 

external policy.”

Stride and Hernandez both describe Question Six 

as a “blunt instrument,” although Stride believes 

this was unavoidable due to OUSA’s current con-

stitutional setup. He claims that by restoring an 

earlier version of OUSA’s governance structure, 

this will reduce any problems associated with 

such a radical overhaul.

Hernandez recently set up a working party to 

review OUSA’s governance structure, one of 

his many election pledges. He told Critic that 

the working party would wait until the results 

of the referendum were in before beginning its 

inquiries. If Question Six passed, Hernandez 

did not rule out the possibility that the working 

party would seek to undo the changes before 

next year, in order to have an unchanged gov-

ernance structure in 2014. “If Dan’s reforms 

pass, the working party will have the ability to 

suggest reversal of the reforms and put this to 

the student body.

“I think we need to end the see-sawing of the 

OUSA Constitution … it’s been changing every 

couple of years because different people try to 

impose their vision,” Hernandez continued. “It 

needs to be a settled issue, not something that 

keeps swinging back and forth. These changes 

passing means that political battle will have to 

be fought all over again.”

Stride told Critic that the establishment of a 

working party was “healthy,” but suggested 

that the party would fail to see through any 

necessary governance changes in time for the 

elections to the 2014 Exec. “Fran has the best of 

intentions, but I don’t think he’s very adept at 

getting things done,” he remarked.
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Fredric leaves Critic happy
by  S taff    R eporter    

Callum Fredric has stepped down as 

editor of Critic after reaching a settle-

ment with OUSA last Friday. Fredric was 

suspended after a meeting with Darel Hall, the 

General Manager of OUSA and its subsidiary 

company Planet Media Dunedin Ltd (PMDL), on 

Friday 3 May. This suspension was confirmed in 

a further meeting with Hall on Tuesday 7 May. 

PMDL is responsible for the University’s student 

media, including Critic and Radio One.

The terms of the settlement remain confiden-

tial. Hall refused to confirm any details to Critic, 

commenting only that “there was a mutually 

satisfactory agreement.” However, Wellington 

magazine Salient has cited “sources close to 

[OUSA]” who put Fredric’s settlement at around 

$35,000, slightly less than his basic salary.

The suspension became public knowledge on 

Monday 6 May, after Fredric was asked by police 

to leave the Critic office. The incident led to Fredric 

being trespassed from all OUSA buildings by the 

Proctor, Simon Thompson.

Blogger David Farrar was quick to comment last 

Tuesday afternoon, posting on Kiwiblog that the 

size of the settlement indicated that OUSA “didn’t 

have a leg to stand on,” and that it was “a pity 

Otago students are the ones who have to fund the 

employment mishaps of OUSA.” Critic understands 

that the settlement and OUSA’s legal fees will be 

covered by insurance, although the price of the ex-

cess is unknown. OUSA will presumably also lose 

its no-claims bonus. Farrar has been covering the 

dispute between Fredric and PMDL since Tuesday 

7 May, soon after social media and the Otago Daily 

Times had broken the story. Fredric knows Farrar 

personally and in the past has worked for Farrar’s 

polling company, Curia. Fredric has denied having 

leaked the story to Farrar.

Fredric considered the suspension “unlawful,” a 

position he still maintains. He alleges a lack of 

due process on PMDL’s side. 

OUSA’s employment policy, which also applies 

to PMDL, recommends an informal approach to 

disciplinary matters. However, as a company 

rather than an association, PMDL is bound by 

slightly different employment laws and does not 

share OUSA’s Collective Employment Agreement 

(CEA). The CEA explicitly allows for suspension 

pending investigation (article 33.2g), whereas 

similar suspensions for PMDL staff must rely 

on employment legislation.

This is not the first time that PMDL has settled 

with an employee. In 2011, Planet Media sales 

representative Dave Eley left with a settlement 

believed to be $12,000. Unlike Fredric, Eley left 

PMDL as a result of restructuring and was paid a 

contractually set redundancy package. However, 

sources within PMDL believe that Eley’s case 

was mismanaged and that PMDL could have 

lessened its liability.

“What we’ve been trying to do for a while now 

is align PMDL and OUSA policies, because what 

we want is one team,” Hall explained. Hall’s 

carefully-worded and unspecific answers to 

Critic made it clear, however, that juggling the 

OUSA employment policy, the terms of PMDL 

staff Individual Employment Agreements (IEAs), 

After an eleventh-hour letter from Fredric’s lawyers, Critic has decided to delay 

printing the reasons (if any) behind Fredric’s suspension. Critic will seek legal 

advice of its own, and will keep you posted via our website and Facebook page. 

the demands of employment law, and the two 

hats Hall must wear as General Manager of both 

OUSA (a charitable organisation) and PMDL (a 

company), creates a morass of competing con-

siderations. This leaves PMDL vulnerable in cases 

like Fredric’s, which may explain why OUSA was 

willing to settle.

Critic contacted Fredric for comment. In re-

sponse, Fredric compared Critic’s reporter to 

“North Korea” and launched into an extended 

metaphor about war. He later stated that, “This 

is like Brutus asking Julius Caesar for comment 

on his recent assassination.” Clearly a fan of 

metaphors, Fredric in a radio interview with 

Salient on Tuesday 7 May compared himself to 

“Han Solo frozen in carbonite.” Fredric spoke to 

the ODT for an article published last Wednesday, 

threatening to sue OUSA again, this time over the 

alleged leak of documents relating to his dispute.

Critic is now looking for a new editor, and an 

updated job description has been written. 

Applications close Wednesday 29 May at 9am 

- see page 31 for details.

Critic tries to inform; 
Fredric threatens to sue

Callum Fredric has stepped down as 

Editor of Critic after reaching a settle-

ment with OUSA. Critic was intending 

to publish the story of his departure, some 

details of which have already been covered 

by the Otago Daily Times and Salient. Mere 

hours before Critic went to print on Thursday, 

we received the following letter from Callum’s 

lawyers, giving us no time to seek legal advice 

of our own.

Once we get clearance from our lawyers, we 

will put up the full story online at 

critic.co.nz/lolcraycray

The OUSA Service Levy of:

222 students
($157.82 per student)

The refilling of: 
1,910 Emerson’s flagons

($18.32 per flagon)

The annual rent of:

~7 students
(Approximately $100 per week)

$35,000 
could pay for...
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ARROW FURNITURE
We Buy and Sell Second Hand Furniture 
Beds Our Specialty

Contact John and Tina: 
0275224771   
Arrowbusiness@yahoo.co.nz   
5 Jutland st

Free Pick up and Delivery
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Georgie Pie

Psychoactive 
Substances Bill 
Committee named

By  C laudia      H erron  

By  C laudia      H erron  

Dunedin may be getting its own piece of 

the Georgie Pie, depending on the 

success of the New Zealand fast food 

favourite’s re-release in Auckland and Hamilton 

early next month.

Critic  spoke with a North Dunedin 

McDonald’s manager, who said it was “uncer-

tain” whether Dunedin would be serving Georgie 

Pie, but if the North Island trial is successful, the 

product is expected to be rolled out nationwide. 

While a stand-alone store may be on the 

cards, it seemed likely that Georgie Pie would re-

main a menu item within the McDonald’s stores, 

in which case Dunedin would not be indulging for 

Associate Minister of Health Peter 

Dunne announced the Psychoactive 

Substances Bill Committee on Friday 

17 May. The committee is to be chaired by Otago 

University Associate Professor of Medicine 

Richard Robson, and has been put in place to 

determine a safety testing regime for “legal 

high” products.

The Committee has been created following 

recent criticism over the safety of psychoactive 

substances such as K2 and other synthetic 

cannabis products that were readily available 

for purchase at dairies. The side effects of these 

substances were deemed to induce “animal-like” 

behaviour in their consumers and lead to de-

pression and anxiety.

A spokesman for Dunne stated that “the 

make-up of the Committee was based on Health 

Ministry recommendations.” It includes pro-

fessors in pharmacology, forensic toxicology 

experts, and the executive director of the SPCA, 

Bob Kerridge. While the Committee’s method of 

testing is yet to be determined, the involvement 

of Kerridge leads Critic to speculate that the new 

testing system could involve animal testing of 

the products.

“Safety testing will ultimately be done on 

any product that manufacturers wish to bring to 

market under the new legislation,” the spokes-

man for Dunne said. “They will have to submit 

that product and it will go through the testing 

process – at their cost.”

The availability of products will be signifi-

cantly reduced, along with the potential harm 

they will cause. “Consumers will know that 

the products they are getting will be low risk. 

They do not know that today under the current 

regime,” the spokesman added.

The safety testing process will be decided 

by August when the Psychoactive Substances 

Bill legislation comes into force.

Budget provokes outrage and 
apathy among students
By  J ack   M ontgomerie       

An OUSA-run forum on the Government’s 

budget resulted in yawns for many on 

Monday. Speakers from the youth wings 

of most parliamentary parties were general-

ly ambivalent, although Finance Minister Bill 

English’s latest effort attracted criticism from 

even the Government’s most ardent supporters.

The Government’s supporters were quick but 

lukewarm in their defence of the budget. Act 

On Campus spokesman and failed parliamen-

tary candidate Guy McCallum thought that the 

Government’s subsidy toward house insulation 

had been “incredible” for reducing poverty, and 

Young National member Todd Dickens claimed 

the budget provided for “the betterment of the 

people,” and a “strong nation.” He praised the 

end of student allowances for postgrad students 

as “just one of those quite fair cuts,” but aban-

doned the party line in response to an audience 

question on changes to student allowance cuts 

for solo mothers, confessing that “what Paula 

Bennett has done … I can’t stand up here and say 

that I support that, because I don’t support that.”

Young Greens’ George Lellow and Nyssa Payne-

Harker argued that the budget should have re-

duced New Zealand’s current account deficit, and 

that a capital gains tax should be levied. Labour’s 

Curtis Omelvena also offered detailed criticism 

of the budget, complaining that the Government 

should have found a way to reduce power pric-

es. Speaking for Te Roopu Maori, Gianna Leoni 

thought that changes to tertiary education could 

unequally impact Maori students. Mana Party 

speaker Andrew Tait was the most critical of all, 

saying that the “charlatans” in government were 

transferring millions of dollars to a “cockroach 

capitalist class.” Tait believed that a “working 

class exodus” to Australia had been the only 

thing preventing serious economic difficul-

ties, and that “if Australia goes into recession, 

we’re fucked.”

“some time” due to the necessity of “acquiring 

and installing the necessary machinery.”

Critic spoke with several students who were 

happy to reminisce on days gone pie. “There 

really is nothing like tucking into a Georgie Pie 

on a chilly Dunedin morning,” said one student, 

while another drunken food fiend said that it is 

“going to be so mean on the way home from 

town.” Another student was less enthused about 

the franchise’s return, recalling that it was “some 

pie that Maccas brought out. I never had it. I want 

a pie though.”
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ARCHWAY SHOP
GROUND FLOOR ISB LINK

Spend $50 or more* and go in the monthly 
draw to �y a plane (with an instructor) 

thanks to the Otago Aero Club.
*TO ENTER WRITE YOUR EMAIL ADDRESS AND PHONE NUMBER ON THE BACK OF YOUR RECEIPT AND GIVE TO ARCHWAY SHOP STAFF
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Snores galore in 
Executive bore(dom)
by  Sam   M cC hesne     y

The Exec meeting began with two requests 

for OUSA affiliation, from the P3 

Foundation on Campus and the Dunedin 

Feminist Collective. Lucy and Ruby asked if they 

needed to abstain due to conflicts: Lucy has dealt 

with P3 while Ruby is a DFC member. “Don’t 

worry,” Fran reassured them. “It’s not real poli-

tics.” Both requests were approved.

Rachael reported that while the Environment 

Committee was getting along swimmingly, they 

weren’t making a great amount of progress. 

Fran’s explanation? “They’re hippies.”

Most of the rest of the meeting was taken up by 

a painstaking of review of every OUSA portfolio 

– of which there are 36 – to confirm Officers, 

Deputy Officers and Associate Officers. (What 

does that even mean? I don’t know.) Kamil 

resigned as Officer of the Employment Rights 

Portfolio. Fran took up the role instead, pointedly 

noting to Critic that “students need to be aware 

of their employment rights.”

Lucy became Deputy Officer of the International 

Events Portfolio, “because I’m half-Asian,” 

and Ruby took the disappointing step of 

changing the Propaganda Portfolio’s name 

to Communications. “Critic seems to think I 

have evil plans for students,” she explained, 

evidently hoping to conduct said plans from 

the shadows of a bland and unassuming title 

like “Communications.”

In a rare moment of worthiness, “Raising aware-

ness of mental health issues” was added to the 

Student Health Portfolio, and Rachael, who 

campaigned on that same issue, was appointed 

Deputy Officer. 

Meanwhile, Ruby became Officer for the Living 

Wage Portfolio, only to reveal that she had mis-

heard and didn’t know what the living wage 

actually was. She was then accused by Rachael 

of trying to unhook the latter’s bra. 

Francisco “Sports” Hernandez then reported on 

the recent “E-Sports” tournaments, which were 

apparently raging successes. Critic assured Fran 

that no, we would not be dropping the quotation 

marks around “E-Sports.”

The most significant development was the estab-

lishment of a working party to review the OUSA 

governance structure. Zac opposed the review, 

noting that it had only been two years since 

the Exec had been slimmed down to its current, 

svelte form. The rest of the Exec reminded him 

that the purpose of the review was not to reverse 

the changes but to assess whether the changes 

were working. Zac continued to grumble about 

“wasting our time,” so the motion passed with 

one opposed.

Finally, Lucy delivered the first monthly Finance 

Officer’s report in “103 years”; and, neatly 

demonstrating that Critic is not alone in hae-

morrhaging money to feed young egos, it was 

revealed that $1,400 had been spent on silk ties 

for last year’s Exec.

Cadbury’s new 
product
By  B ella     M acdonald     

Cadbury has announced a new product 

to be made in Dunedin that will be tai-

lored to “New Zealand tastes.” It is ex-

pected to arrive on the shelves later this year.

The announcement of the new product 

comes after Cadbury’s Dairy Milk blocks under-

went a packet transformation, including a 

re-sealable package and the long awaited return 

of the rounded shape segments.

While no information on the new product 

has been revealed, it has been confirmed that 

the product will be produced in Cadbury’s 

Dunedin factory. Products such as Easter eggs 

and smaller wrapped goods like Pineapple 

Lumps, Roses and Jaffas are also produced in 

this factory.

Critic speculated as to whether this “New 

Zealand taste” would consist of some Kiwi fa-

vourites such as L&P or Tomato Sauce. However, 

Cadbury Dunedin site manager Judith Mair 

questioned the customer demand for these 

flavours. “We are not sure how positive the 

consumer response would be to the suggested 

flavour combinations!” she said.

One student told Critic that the idea of the 

new product and the return of the rounder blocks 

with “10% more joy” had brought him “110% more 

joy” and was “very pleased with the acknowl-

edgement of Cadbury’s customer needs.”

Mair also stated there will “be other new 

products” released at the end of the year, which 

will be made elsewhere.
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“I hate that shit. I can’t stream Pirates anymore.”
by  J osie     Cochrane     

Computer network traffic at the 

University decreased by over 30% last 

year, following the introduction of re-

strictions on illegal downloading through the 

University network. Usage dropped from 464,159 

GB in 2011 to 315,847 GB last year, a difference 

equivalent to over 400,000 hours of torrented 

video. This excludes traffic from data stored 

within the University network.

This decrease follows the University’s recent 

blocking of websites and downloads that breach 

its internet usage policy. File-sharing sites are 

now blocked following the Copyright (Infringing 

File Sharing) Amendment Act, which came into 

force in 2011. This allows internet users who 

infringe copyright laws to be fined up to $15,000.

In an article by the Otago Daily Times, it was 

noted that “the reduction in traffic has meant 

an improvement in the performance of the 

network for legitimate users and meant it 

could defer increasing the capacity of its net-

work, saving the university money.” This now 

means students have to wait even longer to get 

Korea-speed internet. 

The restrictions have proved unpopular with 

the student body. “I hate that shit. I can’t stream 

Pirates when I’m studying any more,” says Steph, 

a frustrated Otago student.

In other news, students’ use of lecture podcasts 

has reached record numbers. In 2008, there were 

just 265 downloads, probably because few lec-

turers were making recordings. This number rose 

to 700,000 downloads in 2011 and more than 2.1 

million in 2012. The ODT notes that “the main use 

for podcasts seems to be for revision, with down-

load numbers peaking around exam times.”

With increasing student use of email, SMS, 

Facebook and Twitter, a study of how Otago 

staff members interact with students is now 

being undertaken by an online survey. The 

University is looking to find out what does and 

does not work in regard to online communica-

tion with students. A University press release 

regarding the study dropped the bombshell that 

“students are one of the most crucial audiences 

the University works with.” Critic is ecstatic the 

University has realised this.

2012 UNIVERSITY OF OTAGO 
INTERNET USAGE:

315,847GB
(DECREASED FROM 464,159GB IN 2012)

Busin’ like a bus
By  T homas      R aethel    

The Otago Regional Council (ORC) has 

been lobbied by several student bodies 

to discount Dunedin’s bus fares for both 

University and Polytechnic students.

OUSA, OPSA and Generation Zero all submitted 

material supporting Dunedin bus reforms at a 

Council meeting held on 15 May. OPSA spokes-

man Mark Baxter predominantly cited the 

financial strain that catching a bus to and from 

Polytech inflicts on students, claiming that for 

a low-income student, a bus fare can represent 

as much as 20% of expenses. He then expressed 

his belief that “a lot more [students] would use 

it if they could afford to.”

NZ Bus services in Auckland have introduced 

a tertiary discount, exclusively supported by 

Auckland Transport “Hop” Cards. With the card, 

verified students can save 38-42% on bus fares, 

depending on the distance travelled. In contrast, 

the Otago Regional Council’s current “GoCard” 

saves roughly 10% per trip, an obviously insuf-

ficient reduction for lobbyists.  

Generation Zero’s submission for reform largely 

focused on increased patronage. Harriet Leadbetter 

of Generation Zero told Critic, “the ORC should 

be encouraging patronage numbers through a 

number of measures, such as increased services 

on the weekends and more accessible timetables.”

Generation Zero is also supportive of reduced 

fares, with Leadbetter stating that reductions 

are “a good way to encourage increased public 

transport use, which in turn helps to lower New 

Zealand’s transport emissions.”
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As semester one draws to a close and 

exams loom ever nearer, many stu-

dents are torn between excitement over 

heading home for the break and apprehension 

over their upcoming finals. Although Otago’s 

sprawling campus is home to an impressive 

number of libraries, computer labs, and study 

centres, this time of year sends students flocking 

to the Central Library in droves – almost as if 

the others didn’t exist. “Central” is an academic 

hub for all different types of students – be they 

fresh or mature, assiduous or apathetic, coma-

tose or … territorial? 

It’s true – students who frequent the library 

during these high-pressure weeks would be 

more likely to bite off someone’s note-taking 

hand than give up their coveted study spot. The 

sight of row upon row of abandoned laptops and 

binders just place-holding while kids nip back to 

their dingy flats for a feed is sickeningly familiar. 

Many have fallen victim to the endless pacing 

between floors that is often required in order 

to locate a seat in Central – but how far would 

some students go to keep their prime positions 

locked down? 

A security bust has revealed that a ring of 

100-150 enterprising First Year Health Science 

students found a way to circumvent the seating 

struggle. It appears that they have been living 

at the library day-in, day-out for the past few 

weeks. Since taking up residence there, they 

developed ingenious ways to survive undetect-

ed. A number of bookshelves in the Philosophy, 

Theatre and Art History sections were emptied 

out and converted into bunk beds, concealed 

by drop sheets plastered with realistic, life-size 

images of lame books stacked on shelves. 

The sneaky stowaways would hide behind these 

façades until the final security check was fin-

ished and the library was locked up each night. 

They would then emerge from their cubbies and 

study hard until morning, repeating the same 

process as the library opened before slipping 

out and snagging their favorite seats ahead of 

the masses. There is no evidence that the bunks 

were ever actually slept in. 

Household appliances including toasters, micro-

waves and electric jugs, along with a substantial 

amount of non-perishable food items, were 

smuggled in via the service entrance and stored 

inside the many drum-like coffee tables dotted 

throughout the library. These freshers would use 

the showers in the disabled bathrooms to stay 

fresh, or occasionally dart across to OUSA during 

the day for a quick spritz there. 

While these particular first-years are devil-

ishly clever, reports of several older students 

paying otherwise unoccupied freshers to sit 

in their seats during mealtime absences and 

lectures only serve to remind us that, at the end 

of the day, most freshers are about as useful 

as white crayons. 

The Great Library 
Occupation of ’13

By  C ampbell        Ecklein    

N E W S

This week, the Proctor had “nothing of 

note to report.”

Critic speculates this has little to do with immi-

nent exams and is rather the direct result of the 

Proctor’s continued emphasis on taking caution 

with red cards.

Reports of tea parties and board game nights on 

Castle Street have recently been sent to Critic, 

possibly indicating a successful and exhaus-

tive destruction of student culture’s favourite 

pastime. Furthermore, the Proctor’s previous 

recommendation of painting the University in 

an act of harmless acrylic fun is being “seriously 

considered” by several groups who wish to “paint 

the town red.”

Critic was also surprised to not hear of any noise 

complaints from Opoho, where recent graduates 

are known to nest with their partners for months 

of “unemployment sex.”

One reminder of Scarfie days gone by was a keg 

stand competition held at a Hyde Street flat last 

Thursday night. The organisers did, however, 

ensure that all drinking was done safely and 

installed a harness system for contestants, thus 

reducing potential harm caused by dizziness 

and weak arms.

It remains to be seen whether the closure of the 

Captain Cook Tavern will herald an emergency 

notice from the Proctor’s office in a month’s 

time, when New Zealand’s last remaining Scarfie 

veterans will presumably descend upon it for a 

poignant – and pungent – dawn service.

Proctology 
“Y’all are perfect”

By  Z ane    P ocock  
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NEWS IN
BRIEFS

WORLD WATCH
Florida, USA  |  “It started when he farted.” A woman accused of throwing a 
kitchen knife at her long-time boyfriend told detectives she became angry 
when he farted in her face while they were watching TV.

Georgia, USA  |  A 15-year-old accidentally bought the Coca-Cola recipe for $15 
million on eBay. It remains to be seen whether he will accumulate the funds.

Gaza, Palestine  |  Residents of Gaza who crave KFC must order it from 
across the border in Egypt. The journey involves two taxis, an international 
checkpoint and a smuggling tunnel.

critic.co.nz/anamorphic

Anamorphic sculptures that only 
reveal themselves when facing a 

reflective cylinder.

critic.co.nz/baconpancakes

10 hours of the Adventure Time Bacon 
Pancakes New York remix. The Critic 

office hasn’t been the same this week.

critic.co.nz/legoroyale

A Lego remake of the opening scene from 
Casino Royale.

donottouch.org

Be part of an astounding interactive 
video clip.

hobolobo.net

Hobo Lobo of Hamelin is a scroll-through 
web story using javascript.

critic.co.nz/wiredworld

From Wired: welcome to the 
programmable world.

vimeo.com/65462107

A video about porno makeup.

critic.co.nz/japcandy

Instant Japanese candy is a thing.

critic.co.nz/fadharm

Six “harmless” fads that caused 
widespread destruction.

BEST OF
THE WEB

ZANE POCOCK | SAM CLARK
Sam McChesney
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FACTS &
FIGURES

Ancient Romans did not know 
how to read silently. They had 

special rooms so one could 
read without disturbing others.

Two recent studies from 
France and Israel have shown 

categorically that a man is more 
attractive whilst holding a guitar. 
It supports the sexual selection 
theory that music developed as 
an early courtship ritual and is 

therefore closely related to 
reproductive success.

If you want to feel old, the last time there were 
only 151 Pokémon was 13 years ago. 

There are now over 600.

An American study has shown that the more 
a city’s radio stations play country music, the 

higher the suicide rate. 

America is on track to have its lowest murder 
rate in a century.

New Zealand is part of a submerged 
continent known as Zealandia. 93% 

of the continent is below the sea.

It is illegal to buy alcohol in 
Ritchburg, Tennessee – the home 

of Jack Daniels.

W H A L E  N E WS

Whales be wailing

According to a report by the 

National Institute for Water and 

Atmospheric Research (NIWA), 

blue whales may be more regular visitors 

to New Zealand waters than previously 

believed. NIWA’s report comes amidst a 

sharp increase in blue whale sightings, 

most of which have been near the many oil 

drilling platforms off the coast of Taranaki.

“I know what you’re thinking,” a 

spokeshippie for Greenpeace told Critic. 

“And no, we had nothing to do with the 

increased numbers of blue whales. We 

definitely did not plant an enticing trail 

of yummy whale treats leading into New 

Zealand waters in the hopes of derailing 

National’s plans to drill our coastlines 

for oil. Having said that, though, we need 

to stop all drilling right now because it’s 

dangerous for the whales.”

John Key is pleased to have more 

whales, telling 3 News, “I think whales are 

big.” However, Key has no plans to halt oil 

drilling. Several of Key’s Cabinet ministers 

seemed confused when he announced this 

decision, as throughout the announcement 

Key pronounced “oil” and “whale” in ex-

actly the same way.

A team of scientists has studied the be-

haviours of great white sharks scavenging 

on dead whales off the coast of South Africa. 

The team observed as many as 40 different 

sharks feeding on a carcass over the course 

of a single day. The whale community is 

outraged, and the sharks in question are 

“embarrassed” by the study’s publication. 

“We didn’t know it was a dead whale,” one 

shark told Critic. “That’s really gross.”

An initially heart-warming tale of a dis-

abled killer whale whose pod continued 

to provide for him has become mired 

in controversy. The killer whale, who is 

missing his right dorsal fin, is unable to 

hunt. Photographer and tour guide Rainer 

Schimpf last week observed the whale’s 

pod hunting on its behalf, in contrast to 

the species’ reputation as ruthless kill-

ers. However, it emerged that the whale 

in question may in fact be the vengeful, 

homicidal whale from 1977 film Orca. That 

whale is wanted in Canada for murder, 

criminal mischief and infanticide, and if 

found guilty would spend the rest of his 

life in a water park. 

A humpback spokeswhale took um-

brage at the reports. “Killer whales are not 

whales, they’re dolphins. Everyone knows 

that whales don’t kill,” he said, scooping 

up a tasty mouthful of krill. The Prime 

Minister of Dolphins disagreed. “Don’t 

try to fob orcas off on us,” he warned. A 

heated argument followed, involving a lot 

of groans and screeches that Critic didn’t 

understand. The pair eventually reached 

a consensus, however, and informed Critic 

that killer whales should now be classified 

as “blackfish.”

T hanks     to  basenz     . com   we   are    giving       away  2 x  $50 
Base    pop    up   S ki   & S nowboard      S hop    vouchers       ! 

K E E P  A N  E Y E  O N  T H E  C R I T I C  FAC E BO O K  PAG E  FO R  the   
BA S E nz  . com   I M AG E !  W inners       D rawn    28 M aY
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BRA INS
B A L L S

T H E  B R A N D B A C H  I S  T H E  I M A G I N A R Y ,  V I R T U A L  A N D  R E A L  S P A C E  W H E R E   O T A G O ʼ S  B E S T  
S T U D E N T S  M A K E   A D V E R T I S I N G  I D E A S  I N  O N E  O F  T H E  M O S T  C O M P E T I T I V E  I N D U S T R I E S  
I N  T H E  W O R L D .  W E  E N T E R   C O N C E P T S   F O R   N A T I O N A L  A N D  I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C R E A T I V E  
A W A R D S  A N D  W O R K  F O R  T H E  B E S T  B R A N D S  A N D  T H E I R  A G E N C I E S .  T H E  S P E C I A L I S A T I O N  
H A S  Y E A R  3  A N D  Y E A R  4  P A P E R S  A N D  M A Y  B E  C O M P L E M E N T E D  B Y  A N  A P P L I E D  M A S T E R S  
O F  B U S I N E S S  D E G R E E .  T H E  N E W  D I P G R A D  E N D O R S E D  I N  A D V E R T I S I N G  S T A R T S  I N  2 0 1 4  
F O R  A  M I X E D  B R A D Y  B U N C H  O F  A R T I S T I C ,  S T R A T E G I C  A N D  D I G I T A L L Y  S A V V Y  G R A D U A T E  
S T U D E NS T U D E N T S  F R O M  A N Y  S C H O O L .  A C C E S S  I N C L U D E S  A  P O R T F O L I O  P R E S E N T A T I O N .  Y O U ʼ L L  
L O C A T E  T H E  A W E S O M E  T A L E N T S  A N D  T H E  B R A N D B A C H ,  I F  Y O U  A R E  S M A R T  &  F E A R L E S S .  
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I nes Shennan chats with a handful of Otago University 
lecturers to find out what makes them tick. She discovers 
that exploring the local neighbourhood at a young age was 

a common theme, as is surfing and visiting the Dunedin Public 
Art Gallery. Read on to discover some curious insights.

N owadays, if you found a three-

year-old boy roaming around the 

local train station unaccompanied, 

instinct might direct you to call the police. Back 

in Mark Henaghan’s day, such a response was 

not deemed necessary, as Henaghan himself 

navigated his local Timaru at this tender age 

for some quality chinwagging. At four years 

old, his mother preemptively bought him a 

school uniform and Henaghan’s response, 

naturally, was to put it on and go knocking on 

people’s doors showing it to them. He is still as 

effervescently charismatic today as the Dean  

of Law here at Otago. He’s always been a 

conversationalist, philosophically noting that 

“there’s always something you pick up, how the 

world looks from another person’s point of view.”

After his Timaru schooling, Henaghan journeyed 

to Dunedin as a UniCol boy and pseudo-people-

smuggler who would sneak people in after-

hours for fellow residents through his basement 

floor window. Henaghan recalls the fun he had 

during his first year – “too much fun” – adding 

that it was lucky there were no exams at the 

end of first semester in his day, given his 

partying. He put his head down once August 

rolled around, though, and after completing his 

studies, Henaghan made the leap from student to 

teaching fellow. Despite his immense knowledge 

of and involvement in family law, he has never 

actually worked in a law firm, instead providing 

advice, helping with submissions, and training 

Family Court judges. 

Henaghan has an exacting email protocol. All 

emails are printed off at the end of the day, and 

he comes in early each morning to respond to 

them – a time-consuming task which takes him 

about an hour and a half. Henaghan bemoans the 

pervasiveness of email and social networking, 

steadfastly ignoring the notifications that pop 

up on his new iPhone. “I just don’t know how 

you young people can get anything done with 

emails and Facebook and everything else,” he 

says with a chuckle.

During his mid-teens, Henaghan was a surfer 

(“carrying a surfboard at 16 was quite cool”) 

though he concedes that “Timaru’s waves were 

only about an inch tall … I might have caught 

one wave in Timaru in my two years of surfing 

there.” True to form, though, he would utilise 

the time bobbing on the flat water to “sit out 

on the surfboard having a yarn.” Nowadays, 

his summer adventures often include a jaunt to 

Sydney where he engages in a bit of bodysurfing. 

Henaghan jumps on a bus and tackles the clean, 

warm waves before “lying in the sun even though 

I’ve got white skin that goes pink.” For him, this 

is the ultimate relaxation.

Once a keen cricketer, Henaghan is currently 

in his 54th rugby season. In the weekends he 

enjoys two-hour-long bike rides, roaming all 

over Dunedin. But there’s more: skipping. “I 

would advise skipping very strongly. I reckon I’ve 

become fitter than I’ve ever been.” Just a plain 

plastic rope and there you have it, according to 

Henaghan. “20 minutes skipping, if you go hard 

at it, you’ve done enough for the day.”

Henaghan’s other favourite pastime is a trip to 

the flicks. He admits that “my eyesight isn’t good 

enough to sit near the back,” so he perches at 

the front with his jaffas, in quiet late-afternoon 

screenings. “I don’t really care what the movie’s 

about really, it’s just the jaffas and the dark. I 

think it’s the experience of being in a movie 

theatre I enjoy.”

Curious Insights
by Ines Shennan

Mark 
Henaghan:  
The Bondi Bodysurfer

I N S I G H T S
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W olfe’s interest in art was clear 

from the moment I sat down. Her 

expansive collection of books 

fills up her office space, and she launches 

enthusiastically into a discussion of her current 

book project. 

The project stems from her PhD thesis, which 

draws from the Soviet photographic magazine 

USSR In Construction. The project is currently 

at the stage of a “long overdue book,” though 

the manuscript will ideally be out next year. 

Even recently, Wolf came across a “whole cache 

of documents from after World War Two when 

the magazine was restarted, which tied in all 

of Stalin’s inner circle and tied in all of the 

developments and propaganda between the 

US and Russia.” 

The topic is certainly fascinating, and with 

relevant materials “popping up every now and 

then” it’s not difficult to understand how a “really 

huge project got that much bigger.” As well as 

teaching undergraduates and supervising at 

PhD level, Wolf is also writing a book spanning 

the period 1839 to the present, on “the cultural 

specificities of photography in Russia.” She also 

recently organised a symposium, a poignant 

reflection and discussion between viewers and 

artist Shigiyuki Kihara for the latter’s current 

exhibition at the Hocken, Undressing The Pacific.

After  completing  her  undergraduate  at 

Princeton, where Michelle Obama was one  

of her sociology classmates, Wolf headed to the 

University of Michigan (“the great unwashed 

herd”) to complete her postgraduate study. Once 

a student who got Bs, Wolf developed an unusual 

allergy to pot, ditched the ganja, and became 

an A student. 

Her curiosity for art history seems to apply 

wherever she may find herself in the world. Wolf 

notes that, despite the challenges in teaching 

art history in terms of “where the art is,” she 

overcomes this by making art more relevant 

to the daily lives of her students, encouraging 

them to use local resources. 

Wolf sees her role as one of helping students 

to “develop their sense of responses to things 

and to help give them some of the tools ... to 

think about the things that are important to 

them.” She also urges students to understand the 

geographical and historical context of artworks, 

even though this “might take some digging.” A 

greater understanding of context enriches our 

appreciation of great art, and “we can still be 

completely blown away” by the frescos of the 

Sistine Chapel, even from the relatively alien 

environment of modern-day Dunedin.

Amongst the dedicated research, book-writing 

and teaching Erika does, she is also an avid 

sportswoman who played rugby for America. The 

Touring Women Over Thirty team – or “TWOTs,” 

as she says with a jovial laugh – travelled and 

entered tournaments; and though most of the 

team doesn’t play anymore, Wolf did play at a 

Dunedin club for number of years. A warm-up 

would now be “a little circle dance to Johnny’s 

Cash’s ‘Ring Of Fire’.” She also swims at Masters 

level, so Moana Pool is a frequent haunt.

Wolf was struck by Dunedin’s “kick-ass 

contemporary art scene” from the first time 

she came here and had the opportunity to 

wander around. She was impressed to see a 

major gallery right in the centre of town, and 

was also on the Blue Oyster Gallery’s board for 

number of years. Her experiences conversing 

with local and national artists is also positive, as 

she finds them generally receptive to discussion 

for research, be it hers or students’. 

Wolf is very much a traveller, often journeying 

to the likes of Russia and Romania. She notes 

that the food, the music and the people of any 

place will always make a big difference. Wolf’s 

excursions started as young as three. Living in 

Hawaii then, she was a “real wanderer … we had 

this pedal and dump truck and I’d just get in 

and take off.” Sometimes she’d be found three 

blocks away, picking up fallen coconuts to get 

her mother to make her coconut pie. 

Erika Wolf:  
The Art Historian, 
Sportswoman and 
Coconut Collector

“Once a 
student who 
got Bs, Wolfe 
developed  
an unusual 
allergy to pot, 
ditched the 
ganja, and 
became an  
A student.”

I N S I G H T S
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B rian Roper is a fixture of the Politics 

department at Otago, his curly hair and 

boyish enthusiasm his most salient 

features. Approachable and eager, his teaching 

style is famously memorable and provocative. 

His political persuasion is firmly to the left, and 

one gets the impression that he enjoys, or at 

least finds it necessary, to disclose this. “I have 

to be careful that students feel they’ve got the 

space to disagree and adopt a different position 

to whatever the position is I’m articulating at the 

time,” he says, explaining that he’d had “some 

of the most interesting discussions and debates 

with students who have been on the right side 

of the political spectrum.” 

Constantly aware of the fact that students forget 

around 70% of the content within an hour of 

leaving the lecture theatre, Roper uses a broad 

range of media in his teaching. The music 

videos played at the beginning of his lectures 

(at full volume, of course) are carefully selected, 

including music hailing strictly from Aotearoa for 

New Zealand politics, and “punk and alternative 

music … where everything is on the verge of 

falling apart” for his Democracy paper. The 

latter has also been the topic for his latest book, 

published last year and already translated into 

three languages. Anachronistically, Roper insists 

on using the overhead projector “even though it’s 

completely archaic, because I like to keep text 

separate from the computer interface.” 

Roper’s love of music peppers the conversation, 

though he admits that due to “late breeding” 

he is no longer a “work hard and party hard” 

type of character. Gone are the days when he 

would go to gigs and stay out “very late,” or, he 

says with a chuckle, “very early, depending on  

which way you look [at it].” Instead he gets 

his fix listening to Radio One and streaming 

independent US stations over the internet. The 

Phoenix Foundation is one of his favourite New 

Zealand bands. 

When he’s not keeping an ear out for new music, 

Roper is a self-proclaimed adrenaline junkie. He 

was a surfer for 30 years, even canvassing the 

renowned waves in Hawaii – “avalanches” of 

water, the friendliest of which can still result in 

hold-downs of 20 to 30 seconds. When applying 

for jobs (and ultimately landing in Dunedin), he 

only applied for those that were “no more than 

a 30-minute drive to the nearest surf break.” 

Despite the rush of it all, he considers surfing 

as being “really conducive to good mediation 

and productive thinking … you can think about 

things more clearly.” Ominously noting that “if 

you don’t respect the ocean, it will kill you,” Roper 

describes near-drownings, the last of which, at 

his hometown of Aramoana in 2010, made him 

rethink this thrill-seeking venture. Despite the 

seriousness of these experiences, he maintains 

a sanguine outlook. He describes the conditions 

during a dramatic ocean encounter at St Clair 

in the early 1990s – the right swell direction, 

perfect wind conditions, full tide – resulting in 

an abnormally large wave. “There are particular 

waves you’ll remember for your entire life.”

While surfing has taken a backseat, whizzing 

around on his Honda ST 1300 has not. “I’ve 

discovered that adrenaline is a really powerful 

and addictive drug,” Roper says. “It’s helping 

me to experience the natural highs with a great 

degree of purity.” As a spectator, Roper enjoys 

rugby league. But it’s pretty clear that he thrives 

off an active lifestyle – along with his motorbike, 

he also has a pushbike he rides around town 

for convenience. “The reason I use the bike is 

parking, fitness, speed.” And fast it is: “I can get 

to the Octagon in five minutes. I’ve timed it with 

my stopwatch.”

Brian Roper:  
The Adrenaline-Addicted 
Music Enthusiast

“The music  
videos played  
at the beginning  
of his lectures  
(at full volume,  
of course) are 
carefully selected”

“When applying for 
jobs (and ultimately 
landing in Dunedin), 
he only applied for 
those that were “no 
more than a 30-
minute drive to the 
nearest surf break.” 
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T alking with Hilary Radner is a 

captivating experience. Her areas of 

research and teaching touch upon 

cinema and visual culture, particularly the 

representations of gender and identity entwined 

within them. She has now been teaching for 25 

years, and has been at Otago since 2002. “Some 

people come here because they’re curious about 

the world. Some people come here because their 

parents told them it was the right thing to do. 

And some people come here because they’re 

keen to find the tools that will enable them to 

make a life for themselves.”

“I was always asking questions that probably I 

shouldn’t ask,” explains Radner. When getting a 

passport, she had to swear an oath of allegiance 

to the United States at the age of 10. Her response 

to her mother? “Well what does that mean? If 

there’s a war I’m not sure I want to fight!” It’s an 

amusing tale, but it also demonstrates her ability 

to question the norm from a very young age. 

Radner’s appreciation for films that she “loves 

to hate” is fascinating. In asking whether she 

could ever watch a film in a very distilled, 

removed way, she is politely adamant that “I 

am incapable of passively taking in a film.” She 

encourages the “naïve pleasure” that comes 

from the “enthusiastic first viewing” of a film, 

all while stressing the importance of reflecting 

upon a movie. Though mystified by the premise 

of Pretty Woman, she is able to understand the 

film’s timeless appeal, notably the “the dream 

of redemption, that we can always be forgiven, 

that we can start over.” Cheekily, she adds to this 

“being a princess for a day … which in our culture 

I guess is having a credit card with basically 

no limit.” Suddenly, I was presented with an 

incredibly perceptive insight into consumer 

culture. I wanted to know more.

I asked Radner if she thinks we lack choice in 

what we visually consume, given that we are 

constantly bombarded with so many images 

via so many media. “No, I think on the contrary,” 

she explains. “I think we’re very discriminating.” 

When people elect to interact with these visual 

presentations there is a reason for this, she 

explains. Ultimately, what we choose to engage 

with (“choose” being the operative word) says 

something “significant about the culture.”

In talking about the rise of competitive talent 

shows like the Idol franchise, Radner taps into 

even greater cultural pointers. “I think we feel 

very acutely today that we have to work really 

hard, we have to be very competitive, and then 

we also have to be lucky to achieve anything. We 

do want to believe that anyone can be successful, 

and we’re not even sure what that means, either. 

I feel there’s a great deal of anxiety about 

whether or not, among this generation, anyone 

will really be able to achieve what they want 

out of life.” Recognising deep-rooted anxiety 

among a generation is one thing; getting to the 

issue from the likes of American Idol made it all 

the more intriguing.

Though born in Chicago, New Zealand is very 

much Radner’s home, and she divides her time 

between both Dunedin and Central Otago. Most 

weeks Radner and her husband leave town on 

a Friday night to venture to their second home 

in Central Otago for the weekend. The serenity 

allows for life’s simple pleasures: “watch the dog 

chase the rabbits, chat with friends, look at the 

sky. It’s just beautiful there and there’s so many 

wonderful walks you can go on.” 

She also enjoys a stroll around the DPAG or along 

George Street. One of her favourite pastimes 

is sitting in an outdoor cafe “anywhere in the 

world and people watching … I can tell you that 

whether you are in Nanjing, Paris or Los Angeles, 

the Converse sneaker dominates.”

Hilary Radner:   
The Curious Cultural Observer and People Watcher

“When getting a passport, she had to 
swear an oath of allegiance to the 
United States of America at the age 
of 10. Her response to her mother? 
‘Well what does that mean? If there’s 
a war I’m not sure I want to fight!’” 
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A n  Ode  to  Pa st ry : Pi e s  a n d  Ta rts

T his week Ines Shennan allows her inner butter-loving self to happily 
emerge and share recipes for a rainy day chicken pie and a sticky 
caramel, apple and coconut tart. One packet of pastry sheets will 

stretch across both the pie and tart (pun intended). Happy days.

Hom e st y l e  C h ic k e n  Pi e 

I 
have a soft spot for a good pie. Perhaps 

it all started when my Gran would make 

her steak and kidney pie, a homemade 

masterpiece that always had me going 

back for seconds. Nowadays, she tends to 

make a deconstructed version, whereby you 

are presented with a generous mound of the 

steaming filling with a buttery round of puffed-

up pastry beside it. Another favourite is the 

humble peppersteak pie. Huge chunks of steak in 

a rich, pepper-laden gravy is quite a sensation. 

I’ve made a few mince pies in my time, but my 

favourite homemade pie is chicken. Load the 

filling with whatever you like, just be sure to 

chop vegetables into smaller pieces if they will 

take longer to cook. Here, I’ve opted for leek and 

carrot. Kumara, parsnip or potato would make 

a delightful addition. A few rashers of bacon, 

roughly chopped and fried off, could also be 

thrown in the mix. 

1. Preheat the oven to 190°C bake or 180°C 

fan bake.

2. Grease a large baking dish, then lay the base 

and sides with pastry – you’ll need to use 

about half of it. Bake in the oven for about five 

minutes, until it just starts to gain a little colour 

– don’t worry if it starts to puff up. Remove from 

the oven.

3. Meanwhile, heat the first measure of butter 

and oil in a large pan over a medium heat. Add 

the chicken and cook for five minutes until the 

juices run clear. 

4. Remove the chicken from the pan, reserving 

the liquid, and set aside. 

4 sheets pre-rolled puff pastry, thawed 

1 TBS butter

1 tsp oil

750g chicken thighs or breasts, fat  

removed and diced 

1 leek, washed and thickly sliced

1 brown onion, peeled and chopped

Splash of white wine (optional)

3 carrots, peeled, halved lengthwise 

 and sliced

2 TBS dried oregano or 1TBS thyme

Black pepper

1 cup liquid chicken stock

1/4 cup milk  2 TBS butter, melted

1 TBS flour

IN GREDIENTS   

M e t hod

5.  Add the leek and onion to the pan with a little 

more oil if necessary, and cook for two minutes. 

A splash of white wine can be added at this stage, 

just allow a further minute to cook it off. Add the 

carrots, dried herbs, chicken stock and pepper 

to taste. Put a lid on the pan and simmer until 

the carrots are tender.

6. Return the chicken to the pan. Slowly stir 

through the milk. 

7. Mix together the second measure of butter 

(melted) with the flour until you have a paste. 

Carefully stir this through the pie filling until 

incorporated. Turn the heat up slightly and cook 

for two minutes until the sauce has thickened.

8. Pour the filling into the pie shell. Top with the 

remaining pastry, making sure to press the edges 

together. Poke a few holes in the top and bake 

for about 20 minutes, or until the top is golden 

brown and puffed up. If you dab a little butter, or 

brush some milk over the top of the pie before 

baking, this will ensure a beautiful, golden crust. 

Makes one large pie to serve four to six.

P hotos    courtes    y  J ames     S tringer     
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A n  Ode  to  Pa st ry : Pi e s  a n d  Ta rts

60g butter

400g can condensed milk

1/4 cup golden syrup 

2 tsp vanilla essence 

1 sheet pre-rolled puff pastry or  

sweet shortcrust pastry, thawed

1 1/2 apples, core removed and  

sliced into very thin wedges 

4 TBS thread coconut

IN GREDIENTS    T
his sweet thing is easy to whip up  

and looks more impressive than 

the effort required. Keep the peel on 

the apple for an extra pop of colour. 

I used Braeburn, though if you’re in the mood for 

something a little more tart, substitute these for 

Granny Smiths. Either way, there is something 

quite magical about apple and caramel together, 

and it’s even more exciting when you make the 

caramel itself. 

The caramel is from a Donna Hay recipe for a 

chocolate caramel slice (a café favourite) so if you 

find that such a baked good brings you endless 

joy (and admittedly a few sticky fingers), then 

this tart will be right up your alley. The recipe 

provides far more sauce than you need, but 

who said that having a leftover cup of oozing 

caramel in the fridge was a bad thing? The sticky, 

gooey, finger-licking sauce would also be divine 

drizzled warm over vanilla icecream. Pair this 

tart with yoghurt to cut through the sweetness, 

or play it old school with whipped cream. Puff 

pastry adds lightness to the overall experience, 

but sweet shortcrust pastry can also be used if 

you want a denser base. 

1. Preheat the oven to 225°C bake or 215°C 

fan bake.

2. Heat the butter, condensed milk, golden syrup 

and vanilla essence in a pot over a low heat. Stir 

frequently with a wooden spoon until the butter 

has melted. Continue to stir to avoid the liquid 

sugary heaven from sticking to the base of the 

pot. Cook for up to 10 minutes, until the caramel 

has thickened slightly. Take off the heat and 

allow to cool completely.

3. Lay the pastry sheet on a pre-greased oven 

tray. Score a 1cm border around the edge. Thinly 

smear 2 TBS of the caramel on the pastry. Place 

the apple slices on top, overlapping themselves 

in rows so that there are no gaps, and leaving the 

border untouched.

4. Bake the tart for 10-12 minutes, until the edges 

are brown (and puffed up, if you choose to use 

puff pastry). Remove from the oven and set aside.

5. When the tart is cool, pour the caramel over. 

Use as much as you dare - anything from 1/4 cup 

to 1/2 cup. Sprinkle over the coconut and leave 

in the fridge for a few hours to allow the caramel 

to firm up slightly. This is quite a sticky, runny 

caramel so don’t expect it to set completely. 

6. Slice and serve with tea. Don’t forget to use the 

leftover caramel for some other fiendish delights. 

Or just see how long it lasts in the fridge, while 

people sneak past for “just a spoonful” until it’s 

all gone. You can use it as it is, or whip air into it 

with a hand beater for a fluffier caramel.

Makes one square tart, with oodles of caramel 

to spare.

M e t hod

Ca r a m e l , A ppl e  a n d  Coconu t  Ta rt  

DO YOUR LEFTOVERS
TASTE COUCHY?

HELP IS HERE

paknsave.co.nz
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Visual Intelligence, a boutique, high-end tattoo and art studio located on the 
west side of Princes St, was established in 2004 and is a registered  tattoo studio. 
Owned and operated by Aaron and Macaela Manuel, Visual Intelligence has a 
two-year waiting list that befits Aaron’s more than 15 years’ worth of experience. 
Brittany Mann went along one Friday to witness the man in action and talk 

tattoos with the best in the biz.

Visual 
Intelligence

BY Brittany Mann

T A T T O O S
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T
he team at Visual Intelligence is a 

compact one, consisting of husband 

and wife Aaron and Macaela, and 

26-year-old apprentice, Teddy.

 

On arriving at the studio, I met 

Macaela, a beautiful woman dressed 

fashionably in monochrome black and 

showcasing a Technicolor floral sleeve. Macaela 

runs the show from behind the scenes and spent 

the entire morning answering the numerous 

daily inquiries that spill in by email, as well as 

from the studio’s website and Facebook page. 

“We get a minimum of 10 inquiries a day,” she 

explains. “People have an idea and they want 

an artist to bring it to life. I write back to them 

explaining why something will or won’t work. 

It depends on size, colour, detail, time, and the 

body part they want to get it on – the tattoo has 

to fit in well.”

 

The price of a tattoo at Visual Intelligence is 

decided on a case-by-case basis and is generally 

based on an hourly rate, but the artists do not 

charge for the time it takes to draw up a design. 

“We probably should,” Macaela says, “because 

it can take two days of straight drawing, 

sometimes. But then, that person is going to get 

a lot of work done and be a repeat customer. 

People will ask, ‘how much is a sleeve?’ It could 

be $2,000 or it could be $10,000 – it just depends.”

 

Aaron has been an artist his whole life and has 

been with Macaela for 15 years – slightly less 

than the amount of time he has been tattooing 

– and the couple is expecting a baby in a few 

months’ time. The two opened Visual Intelligence 

nine years ago. Painting is their first love; indeed, 

Aaron doesn’t understand tattooists who don’t 

make any other art, and Michaela’s canvases 

and Aaron’s self-designed t-shirts are displayed 

for sale in the lobby. 

“If we could make a living off painting, then we 

would, but tattooing feeds our kids and pays the 

bills,” Macaela says. However, the couple doesn’t 

doubt that “it’s great to be able to work in an 

industry we’re passionate about and enjoy 

coming to work everyday. Like every job, there’s 

always moments where you feel like you need 

a break. It’s a lot of pressure. But at the same 

time, it’s good that we’re not just sitting here 

waiting for our customers to turn up. We’ve 

got stability.”

 

Aaron’s 26-year-old apprentice, Teddy, has been 

at Visual Intelligence for two and a half years 

and has already built up a reasonable clientele, 

mainly dealing in Maori and Polynesian designs. 

Teddy was honing his drawing technique for 

most of the morning I was there, until a client 

came in for a cover-up.

marathon sessions from Invercargill. The two 

display a nigh-telepathic relationship when Joe 

is on the table.

 

Such pre-booking is essential, because Visual 

Intelligence has a formidable waiting list. “The 

workload is big but we’ve sort of got it down. It’s 

got to a point where there’s some things I just 

don’t want to do – it’s not going to look good 

and I don’t want to put my name to that, you 

know?” Aaron says, a sentiment that was echoed 

throughout the day. “I try and keep my work as 

unique as possible,” continues Aaron, who 

considers his popularity as something of a mixed 

blessing. Wearing a grey cap, a t-shirt he had 

designed himself, and green suede kicks, Aaron 

is nevertheless philosophical about this. “It is 

what it is, I can’t escape it.”

Visual 
Intelligence

BY Brittany Mann

Joe: the human canvas

A
aron’s client for the morning, Joe, is 

what you’d call a tattoo enthusiast – 

his long-term goal is to be covered in 

ink from head to toe, including his face 

but excluding his palms and the soles 

of his feet. A handsome guy with a 

good body, bald head and a nose ring, 

Joe was drinking what transpired to be 

homemade poppy-seed tea from a Kiwi 

Blue bottle.

 

Joe got his first tattoo – a piece of barbed wire 

on his bicep – when he was just 14, because he 

thought it was cool. (Macaela chimed in – “It 

wasn’t done here!”) Joe and Aaron knew each 

other before the latter even began his tattooing 

career, but lost touch and reconnected in later 

years. These days, Joe pre-books appointments 

with Aaron months in advance, driving up for 

 

The space where the tattooing takes place is 

immaculately clean and smells weirdly 

inviting, thanks to the hospital-grade soap 

formula Aaron uses. The walls are adorned by 

a huge mirror, graffiti piece, and Aaron’s framed 

art, and a gun in a glass case sits by the sink 

with “In case of zombies, break glass” 

emblazoned on the front. The room’s focal point 

is a padded black leather table decorated with 

a few skating stickers. This is where the 

magic happens.

The Intelligentsia
T A T T O O S
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T
he day I was there, Joe was getting his 

scalp tattooed with waves that would 

extend from the base of his skull over 

the top of his head, a continuation of the 

elements theme on his neck. This was 

his most painful tattoo to date. “Put it this 

way,” says Aaron. “It was the first time I’d seen 

Joe sweat.”

Joe describes the piece as an “evolution,” with 

the hope that one day his whole body will be 

“one tattoo.” Aaron says that it isn’t common to 

plan a whole body tattoo or a massive area in 

advance, unless it was a back piece. “In Joe’s 

case, we’ve just done one piece at a time, and 

it’s slowly become bigger and bigger, doing 

small ones to fill in the gaps. With tattoo 

enthusiasts, they start off with a little bit, and 

then are like, ‘screw it, I’m going to do my 

whole body.’”

 

Joe says that his reasons for wanting tattoos 

have changed over time. “It’s evolving – you 

know, as you do as a person – the ideas I had 

as a young boy, a teenager, and then as an adult. 

The body is like a photo album. The tattoos I’ve 

got remind me of what I was, who I was.”

 

MEMENTO
Joe has had positive reactions to his tattoos, 

although his dad did not want him to get his 

hands done, worrying it might affect Joe’s job 

prospects. However, says Joe, “it’s my mum’s 

favourite one – it’s her name, I got it for her. She 

hates tattoos, but it’s her favourite.”

 

Joe puts tattoos’ increasing social acceptability 

down to rugby players. “The general public see 

that, if they can have sleeves and neck tattoos, 

so can I,” he explains. “There’s a lot more art to 

it these days. It used to be more stock-standard, 

with a criminal element to it.” Aaron agrees. 

“Today, you can have anything you want,” he 

says. “We cater for all kinds of tastes, not just 

the cliché skull, rose or anchor tattoos.”

 

Joe’s advice to someone wanting or getting a 

tattoo is simple: “think big.” He also 

recommended getting professional advice, and 

warned against doing the “trendy” thing by 

copying celebrities’ tattoos. “Trends will always 

change,” says Joe. “You’re better off to do it 

because you want it, not because it’s trendy. And 

never get a girlfriend’s name.”

 

Aaron admitted that he had his wife’s name 

tattooed on him, but also that he had recently 

covered up his friend’s ex’s name on the latter’s 

chest. “He’s getting married soon, so he kind of 

had to. That was the second one I’ve had to do 

on him, actually. He didn’t learn the first time.”

 

 

P
reparation is an important part of a 

long session like Joe’s. Everyone does it 

differently and some do it better than 

others. Joe is a master. On the morning 

of a session, he feels as if he’s about to 

compete in an athletic event – “You do 

your warm-up and your prep, and the body’s 

going through a torturous thing but you have to 

remain still and calm.”

 

“Everybody does that mental prep,” Aaron says. 

“In Joe’s case, he does a lot – takes days of work 

and makes sure to get a good night’s sleep, 

drinks lots of water … I could tattoo him for five 

or six hours, because he’s prepared for it, 

mentally and physically.”

 

That explained the poppy-seed tea, which, 

according to Joe, had similar effect to kava, 

helping him keep still and suppressing any 

reflexive twitches. Aaron says that many of his 

clients use some sort of painkiller. “It takes a 

while to get into it – the needle hits you and 

there’s that shock of it.” Ironically, Aaron himself 

hates the discomfort “but loves the tattoos.” Joe 

is more metaphysical about it: “there’s 

something purifying in pain.”

GETTING IN 
THE ZONE
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T
he session begins with Aaron drawing 

free-hand waves onto the back of Joe’s 

head with blue and purple markers. While 

Aaron does use stencils, such as for the 

tiger that adorns the left side of Joe’s neck 

(currently his favorite piece), “nine times 

out of 10, we draw it on with Sharpies.” Joe then 

jumps onto the table, lying on his side while 

Aaron covers him with a blanket and gets 

to work.

The area of the body and the red of the ink soon 

make it look as if Joe’s scalp is bleeding rather 

profusely. There is little chatting, aside from 

Aaron making the occasional small talk – it is 

too serious a piece to risk distractions. The 

silence is filled with the continuous buzzing of 

the needles and some well-chosen hip-hop, 

reggae and death metal playing over the sound 

system. With the occasional break to use the loo 

(the downside of the poppy-seed tea) and survey 

his evolving masterpiece with an expression of 

pure delight, Joe’s session is over in around 

three hours.

Suffering 
for your art

A
fter breaking for lunch, Aaron is back 

with a new client, the lovely Tania, a 

hairdresser at The Salon at Configure 

Express (coincidentally, Tania did my 

hair a month ago and I can’t recommend 

her highly enough). Tania first began 

coming to Aaron three or four years ago, after 

hearing the Manuels’ name around town  

and eventually asking to be put on Visual 

Intelligence’s cancellation list. Like Joe, she now 

has regular appointments, and spent her session 

today chatting away to Aaron and Macaela like 

the old friends they have become. 

 

Having learnt the hard way, Tania strongly 

advises waiting until you have a good plan and 

researching tattooists before getting inked. 

Whilst Aaron is an exemplar of professionalism, 

Tania has known less scrupulous tattoo artists. 

“Once I was at someone’s house getting tattooed 

on my back, and I was sitting on a car seat that 

had been pulled out of a car,” she explains. “A 

dog brushed by my back and then three 

homemade needles broke on it. I thought I was 

going to get blood poisoning.”

 

Tania first got a sunflower tattooed on her foot 

when she was 18, and has been getting them 

regularly ever since. I asked Tania if she was 

addicted. “Yes! Ink is my drug,” she laughs. 

“Coffee and ink.” Today, Tania is getting her 

sleeve refreshed, a necessity to keep tattoos 

looking their best after they have been exposed 

to the elements for some time. She and Aaron 

planned the sleeve together: it is a beautiful 

memorial to Tania’s baby son.

 

While Tania has actually had a friend copy one 

of her tattoos, she generally believes “they 

should be individual.” Like Joe, she considers 

them to be art. “I think we’re creative people,” 

she says. “I do it for myself, and no one else. 

Reaction-wise, I don’t get any haters because 

it’s just who I am. I think when you get them, 

it’s part of your life and what you’re going 

through at the time. Every tattoo has a reason 

for it – your likes and lifestyle at the time. I’m 

wanting to finish my full sleeve, at this stage, 

but I don’t think I’ll ever stop.”

Tania: heart on a sleeve

T A T T O O S
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Medical Laboratory  
Science  

Unraveling medical mysteries at the  
University of Otago 

Medical laboratory scientists use cutting-edge 
technology and techniques to unravel medical 
mysteries:

 

• Does this child have leukaemia?
 

• Why is this man unconscious?
 

• Has this woman had
 
a heart attack?

 
 

Highly skilled medical laboratory scientists 
provide rapid, accurate and reliable results that 
are the basis of over 70% of medical decisions on 
patient diagnosis and treatment.

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Career options are diverse with graduates 
working around the globe in diagnostics, 
research & development, industry, 
biotechnology, education, and management, or 
entering into post-graduate study in a range of 
disciplines. 

For more info visit  http://bmlsc.otago.ac.nz  

or contact:  admin.mels@otago.ac.nz 

Admission into 2nd year BMLSc program:
• Competitive Entry
• B- Average or better
• UMAT

Only Graduates with a BMLSc degree are able to 
practice as quali�ed, professionally recorgnised 
registered Medical Laboratory Scientists.”

So, this whole thing started with a friend 

asking a question. As benign as it may have 

been, it led to possibly one of the most exple-

tive-filled rants of my life. Given all the attention Fair 

Trade has been getting on campus a friend with little 

(read: no) background in business posed this gem: 

“what do you support, free trade or Fair Trade?”

Let me open with a basic point: just because words 

sound similar don’t mean that they are similar. 

However, to my main issue: one of these is an economic 

theory the merits and issues of which deserve (and 

have created) huge amounts of scholarly discussion. 

The other is a monumental marketing swindle. And 

before we get confused by which one is which, Fair 

Trade is the swindle.

Now before I am accused of everything under the sun, 

let me outline the basis of this claim. Yes, inequality 

exists and is bad. Yes, we should try to fix the issue. 

But no, Fair Trade is not the answer.

Many of the problems are sourced from how Fair Trade 

operates as a business model. In order to gain Fair Trade 

certification for your farm, you must be small (require-

ments vary per crop but coffee farms for instance must 

be a maximum of 12 acres), have no permanent hired 

workers (the majority of work must be performed by the 

family owners), use no genetically modified crops (what 

constitutes a GMO is left unclear), and the certification 

restricts the use of agro-chemicals.

1. Fair Trade is a business just like any other. Let’s 

say we have a family farm with fewer than 50 work-

ers, growing cocoa in the Ivory Coast. Well, the initial 

certification fee (paid prior to the initial audit) will set 

you back about €1,500. You’ll also need to pay for the 

audit but never mind that. Also, the on-going price 

for certification for our hypothetical farm: just over 

€1,100 per year.

2. Why don’t New Zealand companies bear the Fair 

Trade logo? This is a good question: unless you believe 

there is a systemic issue with abusive labour practic-

es in New Zealand, why don’t our products have the 

certification? Well, this is because they don’t produce 

in the ways that Fair Trade requires. So products may 

Free and Fair?
BY  M AT T  A N D E R S O N

D I A T R I B E

well be giving their workers fair wages etc, but are not 

eligible for the certification.

3. Why don’t big companies get behind Fair Trade? 

Because it is nearly impossible for them to do so. Never 

mind the complexities of negotiating thousands of 

contracts with small-scale producers; if a producer 

wants to certify their product as Fair Trade then a 

certain amount of the ingredients has to be Fair Trade. 

So, for example, a chocolate producer could source Fair 

Trade cocoa and then add NZ milk and Australian sugar 

(how most chocolate in NZ is made), but they would 

not be able to certify their product Fair Trade. This is 

because the sugar is sourced from large Australian 

plantations rather than a small Third World nation 

producer. This, by the way, is why you see more Fair 

Trade products in Britain (where the main sugar supply 

is from Africa) and not in NZ and Australia (where the 

main sugar supply is from South Australia). 

4. The creation of false economies. Fair Trade ensures 

the payment of a “minimum price” to its producers. The 

problem is that this minimum price, combined with the 

requirements of the certification, locks producers into 

a cycle of Fair Trade dependency and un-developed 

economies. While there is no figure published about 

how much Fair Trade growers receive, let me ask this: 

why bother studying to become a lawyer or working 

as a police officer if menial labour at a cocoa planta-

tion pays more? Writing for Foreign Affairs, Michael 

Clemens argues that Fair Trade farmers “get charity 

as long as they stay producing the crops that have 

locked them into poverty.”

5. The certification opens up potential for on-seller 

abuse. We are less price sensitive when it comes to Fair 

Trade products because we assume that a higher price 

reflects a greater return to the producers. Well, recently 

it has been revealed that some Fair Trade products 

return less than 5% of their sales price to the producer. 

I think that we need to address inequality; I just don’t 

think Fair Trade is the way to do it. While we may 

get a little feel-good factor from buying Fair Trade 

products, really we are rewarding companies that trap 

individuals in antiquated and inefficient farming tactics 

while punishing companies that aren’t recognised for 

being potentially more ethical. Most of all, consumers 

are fooled into supporting another dodgy certification 

that makes money off their naiveté. If you want to 

feel good, donate to a charity; don’t pretend you are 

an economist.
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Unraveling medical mysteries at the  
University of Otago 

Medical laboratory scientists use cutting-edge 
technology and techniques to unravel medical 
mysteries:

 

• Does this child have leukaemia?
 

• Why is this man unconscious?
 

• Has this woman had
 
a heart attack?

 
 

Highly skilled medical laboratory scientists 
provide rapid, accurate and reliable results that 
are the basis of over 70% of medical decisions on 
patient diagnosis and treatment.

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Career options are diverse with graduates 
working around the globe in diagnostics, 
research & development, industry, 
biotechnology, education, and management, or 
entering into post-graduate study in a range of 
disciplines. 

For more info visit  http://bmlsc.otago.ac.nz  

or contact:  admin.mels@otago.ac.nz 

Admission into 2nd year BMLSc program:
• Competitive Entry
• B- Average or better
• UMAT

Only Graduates with a BMLSc degree are able to 
practice as quali�ed, professionally recorgnised 
registered Medical Laboratory Scientists.”
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Love is Blind
YOLO Girl

Entering my third year of university single, rumours were beginning 

to spark among family and friends that I was a lesbian. In an effort 

to curb the speculation and being at a time in my life where I am 

ready to meet the man to father my children, the unfortunate words “Fuck 

it. YOLO” slipped out of my mouth as a friend pulled out of her blind date 

and needed some one to fill in.

While a cheeky bottle of Sav was successfully taking its toll on me, I turned 

up to Angus where bartender Jade managed to calm my nerves, and I was 

greeted with probably the politest young lad I had ever met. Dinner, endless 

chat and the bar tab behind us, we rolled out into the unsuspecting night.

Shots seemed to be the specialty of the evening; we made sure we were 

properly juiced up to carry us into our next adventure – a massive fucking 

walk to the ocean. Sitting beside a miniature jetty feeling like rebellious 

teenagers, we began a game of “Truth, Dare, Double Dare.” One thing led 

to another and we stripped down to our bare minimums. I managed to 

dare him into going for the full jump. It took one dip and you could tell this 

boy wasn’t cut out for the southern seas. 

I pussied out and insisted we headed back to some sort of civilisation – 

which turned out to be some hippies in a flat with a random keg out front. 

Score! Our newfound friendships got us a keg stand or two, but shit turned 

shady and we decided to bounce before the crack-pipe was lit.

We made it back to the Octagon alive and slid into Macs bar. Some more 

drinks down us, we had reached a level of drunk where YOLO was a part 

of every sentence and mad chats were forming. We ended up aimlessly 

wandering and found ourselves running away from Joan the Butcher, calling 

for assistance from our loyal friends and parting ways after swapping 

necessary details and salivary fluids.

YOLO Boy

S igning up to the Critic blind date and committing to a half-mar-

athon all in one week, all in the name of YOLO. I didn’t know which 

would be worse. After a few Coronas for the nerves, off to Angus I 

went. A few friends bunkered down in the bar to spy and provide emotional 

support should my date be a filthy fresher or a fifth-year cat-lover – turned 

out to be a bloody brilliant date. After a bottle of wine, awesome dinner 

and Patrón shots, it was off to town. Chur to Angus’ Emma – fucking GC. 

Hitting up the nearest sports bar like the classy Scarfies we are, we decided 

to call YOLO and go for more tequila shots. We were in it for a good time, 

not a long time. Nerves were gone and the chat was flowing well. We took 

to the streets and before long we were dangerously close to the ocean. 

Finding the perfect place to chill for a chat on a jetty, this lasted all of 

10 seconds before the dares began. Seeing how far we could push each 

other and enforcing our YOLO mantra, we dabbled in a quick skinny dip. 

Clothes gone, I had clearly forgotten I was in the South Island: the ocean 

was as cold as a nun’s cunt. After proving we were the most spontaneous 

mother-flippers out, we clambered back into our clothing, dying from a mix 

of hypothermia and laughter. On our walk back, we stopped at a random 

flat to meet the inhabitants and their keg. I discovered my date could keg 

stand longer than I, this girl is pretty impressive. 

We went to Macs bar for a nightcap, then wandered a bit more, discussing 

the deeper complexities of life with a pash or two in between. With her 

flatmates down the road and mine on the way, we decided to part after a 

surprisingly good date. Swapping numbers and arranging a second, we 

ended the night. I am still figuring out how we did so much in such little 

time. I couldn’t move until 4pm the next day. 

Critic’s infamous blind date column brings you weekly shutdowns, hilariously 
mismatched pairs, and the occasional hookup. Each week, we lure two singletons to 
Angus Restaurant / Moon Bar and ply them with alcohol and food (in that order), then 

wait for their reports to arrive in our inbox. if this sounds like you, email news@critic.co.nz 
or FB message us. But be warned – if you dine on the free food and dash without sending us 
a writeup, a Critic writer will write one under your name. And that won’t end well for you.
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Critic needs a collaborative, empathetic, self-aware and accountable editor.

�is is a full-time fixed term role through to 15 October 2013. 

Applicants should send a CV, completed application form (critic.co.nz/criticeditor) 
and a covering letter to the Association Secretary Donna Jones (donna@ousa.org.nz) 
by 9am 27th May 2013. Applicants should note that psychometric and practical 
proficiency tests may be required.

EDITOR POSITION

Make sure your degree is doing the best for you. 

Come into the Career Development Centre 
and let them help you work towards your goals

How do you get to the top? 
You need to start with a solid base. 

Career Development Centre 
Information Services Building
65 Albany Street, 
Opposite the Link lawn
03 479 8244  
www.otago.ac.nz/careers
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Starbucks Suddenly, a gay

BY  M  & G BY  G L I T T E R  G R R L

M and G decided it was necessary when writing a coffee column 

to visit the institution that is Starbucks, KFC’s “classy” cousin. 

Dunedin’s branch of this chain of creamy American coffee is 

located on the corner of George and St Andrews Streets, a prime location 

for a coffee shop. The décor is generic chic with a nice fireplace, some 

sticky tables and comfy chairs (you can’t fault them on their comfy chairs.)

 With lines practically out the door, Starbucks must be doing something 

right. They excel in their good service, Keep Cups and merch-and-con-

diment-station (with cinnamon, chocolate AND nutmeg on offer), not to 

mention those wee cardboard sleeves that everyone loves.

The baristas (who are pretty babein’) have that fantastic chain-store 

customer service: they’re friendly, well-trained and churn through the long 

lines of customers with ease. M and G were impressed at how well they can 

decode the strange Starbucks jargon, e.g. “grande-quadruple-shot-Oreo-

dulce-orange-mocha-soy-Frappucino-cream-on-top-with-cinnamon.” 

G ordered a caramel macchiato as she’d heard a lot about them – a 

short one, about the size of a regular flat white. This macchiato was, 

in fact, America-speak for a caramel latte and tasted like pure glucose 

topped with milk fresh from the udder. It was constructed perfectly, as it 

was meant to be – you can’t fault the poor baristas for having to make 

this creamy sweet beverage that Starbucks like to call coffee. The food 

is all pre-packaged and processed – you’re better off getting food from 

the Countdown bakery – but who can resist those impulse macaroon 

purchases at the counter?

M and G hate the eye-talian coffee sizes – venti is like a bucket with 

a lid. Upon claiming a free beverage, M was convinced by the barista to 

get the latter’s signature coffee – apparently popular with customers. He 

ended up walking out with a quadruple-shot venti vanilla raspberry mocha 

with caramel drizzle and whipped cream (WHO is ordering this and HOW 

is it a customer favourite?) The coffee itself normally sells for the same 

amount as a small hatchback, so thank God it was free.

Starbucks on the weekend is hell on earth, overrun by high school 

students pretending they are in Sex and the City and bogan queens taking 

their Ed Hardy ugg boots out for a stroll. During the working week, it isn’t 

too bad; indeed, during exam mania last year, M even found some solace 

studying there.

After their experience, M and G weren’t sure if they were feeling the 

caffeine hit or a sugar high, and scuttled out of the place with no dignity, 

furry teeth, and suspected diabetes.

Previously, I’ve covered asking people if they’re gay, with the 

conclusion that it’s not your business. But what happens when it 

suddenly is?

How am I supposed to react when someone asks me if I’m gay? I’m not, 

but I don’t want to come off as a homophobe when I deny it!

You’re right, a strong denial can come across as having a problem 

with being gay when you might not have one. You’re just not gay, and that 

is a fabulous thing. The best thing is just to shrug it off, à la Johnny Galecki 

of Big Bang Theory fame: “I’ve never really addressed those rumours, 

because I always figured: why defend yourself against something that’s 

not offensive?” If people start asking it a little more frequently than you’re 

comfortable with, well, stereotypers be stereotypin’, and the problem lies 

with them, not you!

How should I react when my friend comes out to me?

Assuming you’re a cool cat of an ally, this sitch shouldn’t be too difficult. 

You could brush it off as a non-issue e.g. “I’m gay.” “Oh yeah? I’m a Pisces.” 

However, this is obviously the conversation one would have in a world 

where LGBTQ+ don’t need so much support. Coming out can be a big deal, 

and having someone say, “Hey bro, I’ve got your back” can mean an awful 

lot. Things to do: reassure the person of your support. Things not to do: tell 

other people – let your friend dictate their LGBTQ emergence. Expectations 

of a “coming out” conversation vary from person to person, so mimicking 

their tone is a good idea: if it’s serious to them, take it seriously. If it’s an 

aside, a high-five will suffice!

I don’t support LGBTQ+ people for [insert reason here]. How do I politely 

tell my friend I think he’s [sick/attention-seeking/going to Hell]?

You don’t. I understand that you think you’re completely right, because 

I feel that I am completely right in thinking you’re wrong. No matter how 

delicately you phrase your problem, though, you will not come off as 

“polite.” If you tell them how wrong you think they are, it could force them 

back inside the closet, gloomier than ever. This is bad. If you can’t be 

understanding, just say “ok” and leave them alone. You don’t have to agree 

with someone to not be an asshole to them.

One day, hopefully, “coming out” will no longer exist, and we will all 

be considered a-/pan-sexual until stated otherwise. Step number one to 

this utopia: having each other’s backs.

C O L U M N S
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A voyage through the ODT The Otago Settlers Museum

BY  J E S S  CO L E BY  P H O E B E  H A R RO P

Thus begins the saga of Otago citizen Cha’nelle Smith (e-mail: 

sexiihunii4u@hotmail.com). Delighted at the prospect of nabbing 

a bargain at Dunedin’s fashion Mecca (maybe even that stylish wee 

number from Pagani?), she and her best gal-pals made the trip in from 

South D. “A sale is just what I need,” she thought, since she had ceased 

employment at her local Maccas, forced to...

There was also the small issue 

of her Chicken Chomp-induced 

spare tyre, though her mother 

had assured her between 

mouthfuls of nuggets that she 

could..

While disappointment arose 

when it became apparent that 

the ODT had misled her (and it was, in fact, Meridian Energy up for sale), 

she got to head home to see that...

However, once again her beloved ODT had let her down, with this referring 

to the Australian decision regarding world trade. “Thank God,” thought 

Cha’nelle, that the ODT returned to its usual literal style when reporting 

on her favourite sport.

Do you like interactive touch 

screens? Free stuff? Old stuff? 

Artistically-lit stuff? Then look no 

further than Toitū Otago Settlers Museum, 

handily located next to other such valuable 

“Get Out of the Ghetto” locations as the Railway Station and the Farmers’ 

Market. 

Toitū is something of a museum exhibit itself: it’s New Zealand’s oldest 

history museum, and was founded at the height of Dunedin’s heyday way 

back in 1898. The old girl has recently had quite the facelift (a $37.5m one, 

to be exact), reopening at the end of last year with a fancy new wing and 

completely overhauled exhibitions. 

It’s not quite Te Papa, but there are some pretty exciting fandangled 

features. Experience what it was like for hardy Scottish settlers who spent 

months on small and smelly ships only to end up in Dunedin (probs not 

the tropical paradise they had imagined, but then, the Scots never minded 

a bit of mist) much in the same way that 

fresh Aucklanders arrive annually and 

equally naively on their own 737 maiden 

voyages. Learn about life early on in our 

fair city, from the first Maori settlers to 

the goldrush glory days as New 

Zealand’s economic powerhouse, and 

back again to the Dunedin we know and 

love. The gift shop ain’t half bad, and 

entry to the museum is completely 

gratis. Enjoy.

Get there: on foot – don’t be afraid 

to stray the 500 extra metres past 

the Octagon.

Do: appreciate what a bustling 

metropolis Dunedin used to be.

Don’t: forget to check out the gift-

shop – Radio One cards get 10% off 

non-sale items.

Eat: at the café in the foyer, or 

guzzle some Farmers’ Market 

treats before/after.

C O L U M N S
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Hold Me Closer, Winey Dancer Don’t try this at home!

BY  E L S I E  S TO N E by  H annah      T wigg  

3pm: I selected you from all the specials at New World because my 

math told me you had the highest standard drink-to-dollar ratio 

(thanks, NCEA Level One), and it was only polite to ensure that I got 

the most bang for John Key’s buck. I don’t need to take wine-tasting classes 

from OUSA to know that your “fruity aromas” and hints of “oaken under-

tones” will go perfectly with the fried chicken noodles from Manila Grill. 

8pm: I’m drinking you out of a wine glass in the hopes of classing you 

up a bit but I probably shouldn’t have bothered because it’s as pointless 

as sending Snooki to Charm School or trying to get Lindsay Lohan to stay 

in rehab. This is because you taste how Joan Butcher’s breath smells; the 

only aroma you have is of piss on the side of a building, with some slight 

pubic hair undertones.

8:30pm: Hello, wine! You still taste like urine but I’m happy to tell you 

that it’s growing on me. You aren’t just any urine; you’re Jesus’ urine. You 

are what Bear Grylls would drink if he were in the Bible, which is fitting 

because being in Boogie Nights does feel a bit like an episode of Man vs. 

Wild, but with less manliness and more pelvic thrusts. 

8:45pm: Did you know there is karaoke at Manila Grill?! I didn’t know 

that! The waiter just sang us “Uptown Girl” and it was fucking fabulous. 

He danced like he was on an episode of Ellen. 

9:30pm: What was it like growing up in Wither Hills, wine? I bet it was 

nice there. Maybe you never got to see your home, though, like that snake 

from Harry Potter who was bred in captivity. Who knows, wine. Who knows.

10:15pm: I’ve introduced you to my friend called tequila. I know they 

say that three is usually a crowd but don’t worry wine, don’t worry, I’ve 

got this. Remember that they also say good things come in threes (which 

is true, for example (1) Destiny’s Child and (2) the Toy Story movies). Or is 

it that bad things come in threes? Who knows?

11pm: It’s definitely the case that good things come in threes, because 

why else would they have invented threesomes? That’s called logic, wine. 

And you help me use it all the time. 

2:30am: Why, wine? Whhyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy.

3:30am: Fuck you wine, I hate you. You’re a mean girl. You’re a bitch. 

3:33am: I’m not angry at you, wine, I’m just disappointed. 

3:45am: Good night wine, I love you so much, I’ll see you next 

Saturday xoxo.

This week, I’m going to teach you how to DO science, bitches. This 

is something you can do in your own kitchen, not something you 

have to take an RV into the desert for. This one is super easy, and 

you should have everything you need already (unless you’re so Scarfie 

that you don’t even have dish soap). 

Ever wanted to check out your own DNA? Well, now you can! Follow the 

steps below and you can look at your own DNA. Sweet.

1) Spit into a small glass, clear container, or test tube if you have one. That 

shot glass you nicked from the Cook last week will work perfectly. Make 

sure you run your tongue around the inside of your cheek to dislodge a 

few of the soft cells on the sides. And make sure it’s a decent amount of 

spit, otherwise you won’t see a whole lot. 

2) Add a small drop of detergent (not too much or you’ll end up with a 

bubbly mess). Cover the top of your vessel and give it a gentle shake up. 

The detergent will break up the cells in your spit, allowing the DNA to 

come out. Add a pinch of salt, and give it another swirl. Try to make sure 

you don’t let it get foamy.

3) Grab your closest bottle of cheap vodka or other alcohol (make sure it’s 

clear). Use a squeezy bottle, or gently tip it down the side of your vessel, 

so it makes a layer at least half an inch thick on top of your spit mixture. 

Have a look at the divide between the layers – you should be able to see 

the strands of DNA floating up. They’ll look like tiny strands of cotton. 

Grab a toothpick and you can try and pick them up, or mix them around.

4) Congrats! You just did science. Put your DNA in a jar, show it to your 

friends, weird out your flatmates, use it for a red card. The possibilities 

are endless. 

If this didn’t work, you’re grossed out by your own saliva, or there’s just 

not enough DNA there to satisfy your curiosity, try mashing up a straw-

berry or kiwifruit and straining out the juice – just make sure to leave the 

lumps out. These guys have TONS of DNA in them so you should have no 

problems seeing it. 

Flop this one out at the next party and show your friends how great you 

are at science, bitches. 

C O L U M N S
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27 May — 2 June Pissed off consumers piss on doctors

BY  J E S S I C A  B RO M E L L BY  D R .  N I C K

This week, public health goes on a real rollercoaster ride.

June 2, 1692: Quite unfortunately for her, the first suspect in the 

Salem witch trials went to court. Records say that she was suspected of 

witchcraft because she wore black clothing and “odd costumes” and had 

a coat that had been “awkwardly cut or torn in two ways,” whatever that 

means. Apparently these constituted an un-Puritan lifestyle, which was 

essentially code for hanging out with the devil, and did not end well for her 

(she was found guilty). The witch trial debacle is one of the more notorious 

cases of mass hysteria, ending up with about 70 people being accused 

and tried. Presumably, they were all innocent. For one, the majority of 

presented evidence was something called “spectral evidence,” which is 

probably not admissible any more.

May 27, 1907: In a spectacularly anachronistic fashion, an outbreak of 

bubonic plague started in San Francisco. It had been carried on ships 

from Asia and Hawaii in fleas and rats, as usual. Debris lying around the 

city from a recent earthquake provided a very conducive environment 

for transmission of the disease between the local rats so, unsurprisingly, 

the plague took hold and caused everybody a great deal of stress. Several 

unsuccessful attempts were made to control the outbreak before a campaign 

was implemented that just involved killing all the rats. It actually worked – 

the guy who ran it became president of the American Medical Association.

June 1, 1947: The Heimlich manoeuvre was first published, to the reported 

detriment of many. It’s effectively an artificial cough meant to expel any 

object lodged in the airway by forcefully bringing the diaphragm up, but 

it’s the forceful part which has caused some problems. The manoeuvre 

was recommended by the Red Cross for almost 20 years, but has fallen 

into disrepute because it turned out to be likely to cause internal injuries. 

You can fracture someone’s sternum or ribs if you do it hard enough, and 

all those vital organs near the diaphragm are a little bit delicate. The 

inventor of the manoeuvre actually dislikes its other name, “abdominal 

thrusts,” because he thinks the term abdomen is too vague and might 

cause people to apply pressure in the wrong place. He is also a proponent 

of the use of malaria to treat cancer and HIV, another fairly controversial 

medical technique, so his opinion seems of about as much value as the 

procedure named after him.

H i everybody,

People often approach me on the street and say “Dr Nick, you 

sexy pseudonymous beast of a man, why do you spend all your 

columns pissing on healthcare users and never on healthcare providers?” 

This unsolicited pedestrian reflection has a point – whilst there are many 

issues with the attitudes of healthcare consumers, there are also a number 

of issues with healthcare providers that have thus far gone unmentioned. 

Consider this column a Unipol urinal then, in that all that metaphorical 

piss will be reflected back on us healthcare providers.

After sitting in the Student Health waiting room for 45 minutes trying 

not to look syphilitic, it’s easy to feel pretty meek and powerless when 

the doctor calls you into his imposingly sterile office. We’re always on the 

backfoot when we ask for help, as we’re giving people control over our 

wellbeing. While the doctor will intrinsically have some power over us, 

we should never give absolute authority and power to them. Not only is 

this BDSM-esque relationship a bad one to have (outside of my private 

sex dungeon), it also relies on doctors not (intentionally or otherwise) 

abusing this power difference. Which many will.

In any consult, you have several cuntingly-explicit rights that doctors 

must legally respect. You have the right to be treated decently – not only 

with a medically competent doctor, but also with dignity, respect and 

privacy. You also have the rights to not be discriminated against, harassed, 

or exploited; the right to open, honest and clear communication which 

allows you to make a fully informed, uncoerced choice; and the legal 

right to complain.

And you know what? We should complain more. In this year alone I’ve 

Overheard @ Otago two or three instances of serious breaches of respect, 

communication and confidentiality. Particularly in a town like Dunedin, 

where a person’s gender and hall of residence is pretty much “identifying 

information” (which cannot be shared for non-essential medical purposes 

to people like employers or the University), it is important that we hold 

our healthcare providers accountable for their actions – particularly when 

their actions negatively impact our lives.

If you feel you’ve been slighted by a healthcare worker, don’t ignore 

it because they have that intrinsic power and authority. Instead check 

out the Health and Disability Commissioner (hdc.org.nz), a service that 

is set up to support you, the consumer. It outlines your rights and has a 

very simple process for talking to advocates and lodging complaints. If 

you feel unfairly done by, I’d encourage you to complain unashamedly 

and unapologetically. As the pedestrians point out, sometimes doctors 

deserve a bit of pissing on.

C O L U M N S
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A R T C harlotte         do  y le    |   a r t @ c r i t i c . c o . n z

This week I’ve made a rather awkward 

mistake. Failing to think about the fact 

that exhibitions have a finishing point, 

I arrived at the Dunedin School of Art gallery 

on the morning of 17 May planning to write 

a phenomenal review of their contemporary 

sculpture exhibition. Then I realised it ends on 

24 May, before this article will even be published. 

However, choosing to stubbornly stick with Plan 

A, there is a lot to be said about an exhibition 

that transcends its written critique to the point 

that people will be inspired to experience some 

art themselves. 

The School of Art should have more promi-

nence in the student community. After going 

to the Dunedin Public Art Gallery, seeing the 

contemporary sculpture exhibition there, and 

making comparisons, the students coming out 

the other end of the Polytechnic have a lot to 

offer. Unfortunately, trying to actually find the 

Art School is a bit of an endeavour due to its weird 

location. But make the effort and get amongst 

Dunedin’s local creative scene.

The Material World: Sculpture at Dunedin School 

of Art 2002-2013 exhibited works crafted by 

alumni in honour of two sculpture teachers 

who have taught at the school for 10 years. 

Admittedly, there was the occasional photo-

graph, graphite drawing and video, but sculpture 

was the dominant medium. With such limited 

space and so many contributors, the gallery was 

inevitably too cramped, making it impossible to 

focus on one work at a time. Gazing at Victoria 

Bell’s beautifully executed sculpture of elegant 

flamingos hanging butchered from the ceiling, 

one was distracted by a not nearly as impressive 

video of someone taping their head to the floor 

in one’s peripheral vision. By the time I worked 

my way around half the room, I’d almost had 

enough, and it wasn’t until I was walking out 

the door that I noticed works in the corners that 

probably had not been given the prominence 

they deserved. But all this aside, there were 

some exceptional works of art.

So often contemporary sculptures fail to be 

“new” by trying too hard to be so. While I wasn’t 

impressed with all of them (somehow, I feel 

we can move past some bricks on a concrete 

floor), for once, it didn’t feel like I’d seen all of the 

sculptures before. Take the bright yellow well on 

very green and very fake Astroturf in the middle 

of the room. Completely constructed out of bars 

of soap, it commanded attention. Then there was 

the spiked punching bag hanging behind it. As 

contemporary artworks, they moved beyond 

simply addressing the everyday – a norm that 

has pervaded art for long enough. It’s time to 

move on.

Showing more prominent artists, the Dunedin 

Public Gallery also had a contemporary sculpture 

exhibition: Shape-shifters. Leaning against a 

wall is a Michael Parekowhai, and there was ob-

viously more attention, care and (from a practical 

point of view) scope for curatorial finesse. Unlike 

at the School of Art, each work is meticulously 

placed in its own defined space, making it dra-

matically less overwhelming and claustrophobic, 

which makes a difference. However, while some 

of these works were captivating (like Daniel 

von Sturmer’s “Screen Test: Sequence 1” where 

sponges and rolls of toilet paper shoot across 

perpendicular screens) the students’ works 

made me think more – I couldn’t just assume 

they were about the shape of the object and its 

relation to the space around it.

“I am for an art that takes its form from the lines 

of life itself, that twists and extends and accumu-

lates and spits and drips, and is heavy and coarse 

and blunt and sweet and stupid as life itself …” – a 

quote by Claes Oldenburg plastered on the wall 

of the DPAG, but it seems more appropriate for 

the works at the Polytechnic. Watch their space.

The Material World: Sculpture at 
Dunedin School of Art 2002-2013 
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Last year, THQ proved that even giants 

fall. In December THQ (one of the gam-

ing industry’s biggest publishers with 

titles such as WWE and Saints Row under their 

belt) finally succumbed to the pressures of the 

economic downturn and filed for Chapter 11 

Bankruptcy. I still have no idea what Chapter 

11 Bankruptcy means, specifically, but what 

I do know is that this event has sent a ripple 

of anxiety through the gaming industry. Sure, 

THQ made some mistakes and many saw this 

coming, but still, when a giant falls, the whole 

world shakes.

THQ owned both a large number of gaming 

developers that made really high quality prod-

ucts, and the IPs (intellectual property) of great 

franchises such as Red Faction and Darksiders. 

Thankfully, the gaming industry is full of op-

portunists, many of whom were watching the 

fall of THQ with bated breath and wallets at the 

ready. One of these studios left in the lurch was 

the small Ukrainian developing company, 4A 

Studios. Under THQ’s umbrella, 4A had released 

only one game, Metro: 2033, a first-person 

shooter based on the novel of the same name 

by Dmitry Glukhovsky. A game full of amazing 

ideas but unfortunately rough around the edges, 

THQ saw the game’s potential and 4A were of-

fered a sequel, slated for last year. When THQ 

began to fall, many thought that would be the 

end for this small developer. Thankfully, they 

were bought by publisher Deep Silver and now 

finally we can play 4A’s sequel Metro: Last Light.

The Metro franchise is based in post-apocalyptic 

Moscow, 20 years after a devastating nuclear 

war. The vestiges of Russian society live un-

derground in the Metro system; the radiation 

has mutated those left above and so mankind 

fights for their lives against the mutant species 

from above. One of these is the Dark Ones, hu-

manoid creatures with telepathic powers and 

vague intentions. Metro: 2033 dealt primarily 

with the relationship between the humans and 

the Dark Ones. 

Metro: Last Light has taken the inspired direction 

of investigating the different political factions 

that have emerged within the underground. The 

game has you playing once again as Artyom, a 

young Russian man born in the underground, 

as he travels the metro and has run-ins with 

the factions like the Nazi party Fourth Reich 

and the Communists living on the Red Line. 

This storyline gives the game a glorious dose 

Metro: Last Light
Developed by 4A Studios  |  Published by Deep Silver
PLATFORMS: P C ,  P S 3,  X BOX 360, P S 4 9 / 1 0

of retrospection, and the dystopian setting allows 

you to see humanity bared and truly understand 

the intentions of political movements from the 

real world. 

The story itself is a beautifully crafted roller-

coaster; the events of the game are fast-moving 

and constantly surprising. The game’s best at-

tribute is character development – not generally 

a strong point of first-person shooters – but 

Last Light presents a set of characters that are 

superbly written and thought out. You will end 

up caring for these characters and will no doubt 

be affected by the events around them.

The gameplay itself is a well-made first-person 

shooting experience. You have access to a range 

of very Russian-looking weapons like rifles, 

shotguns and pistols. Layered on top of the 

first-person shooting experience are additional 

challenges like keeping a good stock of air filters 

for your gas masks. Travelling outside requires 

you to wear a gas mask; however, the air is so 

damaged that the filters burn out in a matter of 

minutes, so you must keep a constant eye on 

your counter and change filters regularly. The 

game is full of these sorts of additional chal-

lenges which give it fantastic depth.

If the fall of THQ proves anything, it is that the 

gaming industry is willing to come to the rescue 

of a small but talented studio such as 4A studios. 

If they hadn’t, we would have missed out on the 

gem that is Metro: Last Light.

Looking for a quiet study space?   Need a change of scenery?
Take your pick from our seven warm, comfortable libraries on campus:

www.otago.ac.nz/library/locations/

UNIVERSITY LIBRARIES
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Invisible Ink? 
The Bastard Child of the Movie Biz
By  Ly le   S kipse     y

If the modern day film industry mimics 

Shakespeare’s King Lear then the screen-

writer is Edmund, the unloved bastard child, 

underappreciated but still vital to the plot. As 

Sunset Boulevard’s Joe Gillis said, “audiences 

don’t know somebody sits down and writes a 

picture. They think the actors make it up as they 

go along.” As a writer, it grinds my gears how 

little the art of screenwriting is appreciated in the 

movie-making business. While every actor from 

Daniel Day-Lewis to Vin Diesel gets swooned 

over, you probably couldn’t tell me who wrote 

last year’s biggest blockbuster, The Avengers 

(Joss Whedon). Sure, I don’t know every movie’s 

scripter, but I know who wrote my favourites and 

I have favourite writers, traits that put me in the 

company of very few moviegoers. 

Though they may be part of probably the most 

lucrative business around, screenwriters really 

are the black sheep of the movie family. A glance 

at the Writers Guild of America’s statistics found 

that, on average, a working writer makes be-

tween $40,000 and $110,000 per year. To put that 

into perspective, a director would earn $10,000 

to $15,000 a week – that’s right, a week – on a 

similarly budgeted film. Meanwhile, an actor or 

actress would probably earn 10 times that. It’s 

just ludicrous (incidentally Ludacris probably 

made more for his “acting” than Paul Haggis 

did for writing Crash). 

Writers don’t get much awards love, either – 

“Best Screenplay” tends to get handed out as 

some sort of consolation prize. You half-expect 

the recipient to receive their award and then 

shuffle off into the night so the “real” stars can 

carry on their party. It’s unbelievable that no 

writer has won more than three Oscars. Even 

Quentin Tarentino, arguably the greatest screen-

play writer of our time, has only won twice. Why 

has there been such a lack of recognition, you 

ask? Well, long before Day-Lewis was Lincoln 

or Meryl Streep was Sophie, someone spent 

months, nay years, writing their movies. When 

you think, “wow, that movie was heartbreaking 

or funny or weird,” the actors wouldn’t have 

been any of those things if some poor schmuck 

hadn’t slaved away at a typewriter (I told you I 

was nostalgic) to give the glorified puppeteers 

something to say. 

Writers need some love, too, but they don’t get 

it. They slave away on draft after draft, in the 

full knowledge that they are looked upon as 

the bums of Hollywood. So next time you see 

a writer, give them a hug. Let them know that 

you appreciate all that they do. At the very least, 

tell them you know Olympus Has Fallen wasn’t 

their fault and buy them a cup of coffee. They’ll 

like that.

Francis Ford Coppola

Woody Allen

Quentin Tarantino
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Director: Simon West

Con Air (1997)

by  T im   L indsa   y

By the time Nicolas Cage utters the 

moving line “I’m going to show you God 

does exist” and takes a bullet without 

flinching, Con Air has teleported us right back 

to the grand (but cheesy) days of the 1990s. 

Watching the archetypal Hollywood action 

thriller of its day is quite a nostalgic experience. 

It made me miss the years when people were op-

timistic and didn’t realise bankers were wankers. 

Cage is probably the most ridiculed leading man 

in Hollywood. Unsurprisingly, he has starred in 

35 films since Con Air, with another seven due to 

come out in the next couple of years. He’s almost 

addicted to making films, hence the proliferation 

this side of the millennium. Taking nothing away 

from his quirky redneck character, the rest of 

the main cast is what really makes Con Air tick.

John Malkovich plays Cyrus (“The Virus”) who 

takes over a prison transport plane carrying the 

country’s most notorious criminals including 

Cage, who’s just got parole and wants to see his 

“baby dawta.” A bunch of thugs taking over a 

plane doesn’t go down well, so the long arm of 

C U LT  F I L M

the law reaches out in the form of John Cusack and 

Colm Meaney. While wearing the classic 90s wide-

cut suits and squabbling like a married couple, the 

two somehow have to get the plane back. The story 

revolves around this premise quite nicely and 

introduces a myriad of entertaining yet squeamish 

supporting characters, all with histories that the 

audience is let in on – look out for Garland Greene. 

Steve Buscemi produces an amazing performance 

as an untreatable psycho who seems like going 

off at any time but never does, adding a huge 

element of suspense to the piece.

The film isn’t lacking in action sequences, with 

plenty of punch-ups, stick-ups and shoot-ups. 

You’ll see some aerial combat and plenty of shots 

fired. And Cyrus masterminds all of it, somehow 

creating order out of the anarchy of these newly 

liberated prisoners.

Overall, Con Air is about one man (or god) over-

coming the world’s most dangerous brutes to 

reunite himself with his family. For some 90s 

melancholy, corny dialogue and well-timed 

actions scenes, look no further.

Videodrome 
David Cronenberg / Canada / 1983
87 min / R18 Content may offend

Dunedin Film 
Society screening

James Woods discovers a strange television 

feed, which leads him on a hallucinatory 

journey of right-wing conspiracies, sado-

masochism and bodily transformation in 

Cronenberg’s techno-surrealist masterpiece. “No 

other director integrates the creepy with the ce-

rebral quite like Cronenberg.” (AV Club)

Wednesday 15 May at 7:30pm in the Red Lecture 

Theatre (Scott Building, 260 Great King St). 

Admission is free to Film Society members. 

Full-year waged memberships ($65) or student/

unwaged memberships ($55) are available at the 

door before the screening, or at the OUSA office. 

Three-movie passes are also available for $25.

Film Society members will receive a discounted 

ticket price at the International Film Festival and 

Italian Film Festival later in the year, as well as 

discounts off the regular price of all regular 2D 

Rialto screenings (Monday to Friday) and Metro 

screenings (all week).
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Daft Punk 
Random Access Memories
Daft Side of the Moon.

“Let the music of your life give life back 

to music.” So go the opening lines of Daft 

Punk’s eagerly-awaited new album, 

Random Access Memories. It has been eight 

years since the French house duo’s last studio 

album and 12 since they revolutionised electronic 

dance music (EDM) with their seminal album, 

Discovery. In that decade-and-a-bit, Daft Punk’s 

sound has been imitated to no end, gradually 

watered down into the mindless, bass-heavy 

dross that plagues the airwaves of today. 

Daft Punk have openly criticised modern EDM, 

comparing it to “an energy drink” and saying 

it is “energy only … it lacks depth. You can have 

energy in music and dance to it but still have soul.” 

Random Access Memories takes modern dance 

music back to its roots – namely the mirrorball-lit 

disco and funk of the 70s and 80s – to show all the 

hoodie-wearing EDM kids that the genre was, can 

and should be about more than just bass drops.

The opener “Give Life Back To Music” announc-

es the album’s scale and intent in extravagant 

fashion, epic guitar chords and synth arpeggios 

lighting up the sky like fireworks. It then slips 

into a retro funk groove performed on live in-

struments that have been given a modern neon 

sheen with the help of some vocoded vocals. This 

juxtaposition of past and future can be found on 

every one of Random Access Memories’ 13 songs, 

giving the album a beautifully timeless feel. 

The following tracks continue to shatter the 

norms of modern electronic music: “The Game 

Of Love” and “Within” are robot-voiced piano 

ballads with surprising emotional punch, the 

absolute antithesis of the rabble-rousing, 

drop-announcing Dalek shouts of the dubstep 

era. The nine-minute opus “Giorgio By Moroder” 

begins with a monologue from godfather of dis-

co, Giorgio Moroder, about his early years as a 

musician, before blooming into a synthesizer-led 

prog freakout complete with jazz percussion, an 

acrobatic bassline and turntable scratching. The 

sounds and their execution hearken back some 

40 years, to a time of freewheeling improvisation 

and self-indulgence, yet not once does “Giorgio” 

sound dated.

Beginning with Julian “The Strokes” Casablancas’ 

collaboration on “Instant Crush,” Random Access 

Memories’ guest-heavy second act is the album’s 

most exhilarating stretch. Julian’s autotuned 

vocals work wonders against the backdrop of 

muted guitar and sympathetic synths, resulting 

in the most tender and convincing emotional 

delivery of his career. Along with an extended 

cut of the smash hit “Get Lucky,” Pharrell guests 

on album highlight “Lose Yourself To Dance,” a 

M U S I C B A S T I  M E N K E S   |   m u s i c @ c r i t i c . c o . n z

deliciously cheesy collision of 70s funk and 00s 

pop. He belts his best Michael Jackson impression 

over steely guitar licks from the legendary Nile 

Rodgers, hand claps, and channel-switching 

chants of “come on, come on, come on” from The 

Robots themselves. The result is mesmerising.

Daft Punk claim that “Touch,” their mam-

moth collaboration with Muppets composer 

Paul Williams and Random Access Memories’ 

centrepiece, is the most complicated piece of 

music they’ve ever worked on. It’s not hard to 

hear why: “Touch” glides through a universe of 

sounds and ideas, from a love-starved soliloquy 

straight out of a West End musical to a Muppetsy 

midsection of ragtime piano and brass, before 

a sky-scraping children’s choir arrives to sing 

“if love is the answer you’re home, hold on.” It’s 

the most sprawling, bonkers, un-Daft Punk song 

Daft Punk has ever written. It’s also the most 

affecting piece of their career by some margin.

Emerging from the tail end of Random Access 

Memories for the first time, you can’t help but feel 

a little bewildered. If you’re anything like me, you 

came expecting an album of fluoro synthesizers 

and chunky house beats. Instead, Daft Punk has 

come out with a 74-minute, genre-hopping, 

decades-spanning disco-prog-funk odyssey, 

complete with ballads, orchestral interludes and 

an Andrew Lloyd Webber moment. 

Think of it as one big history lesson for those pes-

ky EDM kids, a grandiose love letter to the music 

they grew up with, an elaborate backlash against 

the scene they unwittingly pioneered. I’d say it’s a 

mixture of all three. Tired with the cold-blooded, 

future-obsessed EDM of today, Daft Punk chose 

to go back in order to move forward. The stagger-

ingly ambitious record they’ve emerged with can 

be named, with some confidence, the best they’ve 

ever made. Giving life back to music, indeed.
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E V ENT
GUIDE

To include a Dunedin gig or event  
email us at r1@r1.co.nz

Monday 27th May
Queens  |  Quiz at Queens with Mr Green.
Challenge your brain over 8 categorys of 
quizzy goodness, win cash and tasty food, 
two dollar per player, 1 Queens Gardens 
730pm! be there or be squared.

Friday 31st May

Refuel  |  Radio One Presents: Beastwars.
Wellington stoner doom metal heroes 
Beastwars bring their brand new album 
Blood Becomes Fire to Dunedin, with sup-
port from Mountaineater & The Fu King.

Queens  |  Die! Die! Die! play an early ALL 
AGES show as part of their South Island 
Tour. Support from Trick Mammoth. 
Note: Early Show, Doors at 4pm. 
No door sales.

Saturday 1st June

Queens  |  Die! Die! Die! A later, rowdier, 
R18 affair to round out the most recent 
return of Die! Die! Die! Support from 
Trick Mammoth & Opposite Sex.

Sammy’s Dunedin  |  National Battle of 
the Bands 2013 Regional Final. A Distant 
City, Creamery, Growler, Hunting Bears, 
Russian Blue, Simple Thieves, Soul Man-
or, TieDye, The Fu King, War Saw. 
$10/$7 from 8pm.

Thursday 18th July

ReFuel  |  Radio One & Under The Radar 
Presents: Unknown Mortal Orchestra
Ruban Nielson (ex-The Mint Chicks) 
brings his current band Unknown Mortal 
Orchestra to Dunedin for the first time, 
touring their second album II.

Friday 19th July

Sammy’s Dunedin  |  Radio One Presents: 
The Veils. The Veils are back in Dunedin, 
touring off the back of their new album 
Time Stays, We Go.

Thursday 30th May
Ground Floor, Dunedin Public City Library  
featuring Kylie Price (12.30-1.30pm), then 
Whiskey & The Wench, Sarah Foley, and 
Julian Temple (5.30-7pm). Free entry.

FOR Full listings vISIT 
r1.co.nz/playtime
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Vampire Weekend
Modern Vampires Of The City
Four minutes of beauty, followed by 38 more of mediocrity.

A band like Vampire Weekend requires 

no introduction. Whether you’ve heard 

their hip blend of afrorock and indie pop 

intentionally or by accident, whether you’ve 

loved it or you’ve hated it – you’ve heard it. Their 

first two albums, 2008’s Vampire Weekend and 

2010’s Contra, came brimming with catchy indie 

melodies and highly danceable afro-rhythms; 

but without the sonic adventure of bands like 

Animal Collective or the bite of a group like The 

Strokes, Vampire Weekend failed to ever appeal 

beyond surface charm.

And now comes Modern Vampires Of The City, 

their allegedly deeper and more experimen-

tal third album. Gone is the party-friendly 

vibe that once defined them. Gone are the 

strands of world music and electronica that 

have permeated all of their material to date. 

Replacing them is a more spacious, focused 

and choral sound, the kind of pure-hearted and 

massive-sounding pop that evokes images 

like cathedrals and – yep, you guessed from 

the album cover – skylines. The influences 

on Modern Vampires are less eclectic than 

Vampire Weekend’s previous albums, drawn 

almost entirely from the vaults of Western pop 

and classical music. In short, it’s a hell of an 

American-sounding album. I’ll leave you to 

decide whether this is a good or a bad thing.

Credit where credit’s due: Modern Vampires 

starts off incredibly strong. Album opener and 

highlight “Obvious Bicycle” does more with 

Ezra Koenig’s voice, a few piano chords and 

an indeterminable percussive loop than any 

quadruply-dense song in Vampire Weekend’s 

discography. If I were feeling particularly au-

dacious, I’d say the open, wondrous realm the 

song transports you to make listening to it feel 

a little like re-emerging from the womb. In just 

four minutes, “Obvious Bicycle” sums up that 

beautiful and unnamed common factor that 

childhood, exploration and the American Dream 

all share. Really, the song is that moving. What 

a colossal shame, then, that nothing else on 

Modern Vampires comes even close.

That isn’t to say any of Modern Vampires’ other 

11 songs approach poor, each a perfectly pleas-

ant slab of production-drenched baroque pop 

(Technicolor anthem “Step” being the choicest 

cut). But the beauty and profundity of “Obvious 

Bicycle” can’t help but make you wonder why 

the band didn’t give that sound even a second 

incarnation on this album. “Hannah Hunt” and 

“Young Lion” offer a couple patches of ambient 

loveliness, but the loveliness feels second-rate in 

comparison. It is now screamingly obvious that 

less is more in the Vampire Weekend universe. 

Why the hell can’t they see that themselves?

M U S I C
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The Editor  
By Samuel Dansam
R eviewed        by  J osef     A lton

Tales of obsession never lose their ap-

peal. If there is a character’s flawed logic, 

actions ignited by the flame of despera-

tion, and the smell of blood disrupting the logical 

flow of common sense, we the readers love to 

wait for the eventual calamity. 

Samuel Dansam’s The Editor reads like an 

unpreventable car accident. The story at the 

beginning is too good to last, the characters too 

happy not to fail, the setting too beautiful not to 

house something awful. Underneath the veneer 

of a perfectly boring town, full of perfectly similar 

family homes, occupied by horrifically perfect 

families, is a newspaper under the helm of a 

new editor-in-chief, the delusional, depressed, 

and despicable David Stein.

Dave needs a fresh start. He packs up his old 

Dodge, writes his wife and kids a letter that 

leaving for a short time is the only thing that 

will make him better, then pays his local 

tavern one last visit before hitting the road. 

Dave’s a maintenance alcoholic, a borderline 

hypochondriac, and a bitter bull-shitter with 

an incredible eye for finding what he dislikes 

in just about everything: he is undeniably a 

fantastic editor. 

He arrived in Brighton, “that fucking nondescript, 

know-nothing of a name,” hung-over, with a 

piece of vomit caught in his throat. He checks 

into his hotel, raids the minibar, and offends the 

concierge before stumbling out of the lobby onto 

Main Street amongst the faces of Brighton – the 

“pretty little balloons of dumb eyes, dough-

cheeks, and fudge-noses, fake down to their 

sheen and creasing.” The next morning, after 

a slew of poor decisions, Dave walks into the 

newspaper on the blank page of a blackout. 

Here, Dansam shifts the narrative from following 

Dave to containing him. The middle of the novel 

is predominantly staged in the newsroom where 

Dave practically lives, but does very little. He 

depends on his news editor, online editor, and 

Nancy, the hilariously vulgar columnist and 

sub-editor, to point him in the right direction 

to get the paper out on time. Dave takes it upon 

himself not merely to edit the works of his 

“hopeless and pandering” writing staff, but to 

re-write their work without their knowing until 

it arrives in print. Humorously, the whole culture 

of the newspaper takes a dive due to Dave’s 

vision. The writers adapt their style to appease 

Dave’s concept of a brutally honest and edgy 

paper bent on exposing the “dark truths” behind 

the happy façade of Brighton’s establishment. 

With a hapless publisher never present in the 

wheel room, Dave’s vision goes unchecked, 

but the outcome leads to an exodus in the 

advertising department and the resignation of 

the news editor. 

Growing increasingly disturbed, Dave draws and 

quarters the Arts Section. The food page is turned 

into a culinary killing spree when Dave fires 

the section’s 80-year-old writer of “Cooking 

with Claire,” and replaces her with Debbie 

Shoemaker, a 16-year-old bulimic cheerleader 

from Brighton High. The section’s new title, “Put 

it in Your Box: Easy microwave recipes,” brings 

the town to mass hysteria and leads to several 

local restaurants threatening suit as the section’s 

angle is predominantly based on reheating the 

leftovers from local eateries. Seemingly, the only 

sane person of the lot is the books editor, Diego 

Intrepid, due to his ability to disappear into thin 

air whenever he is needed. 

Dansam brilliantly weaves this mass of comedic 

excess and madness into a revenge plot based on 

Dave’s affair with Nancy. When the newspaper’s 

absentee publisher unexpectedly dies in the 

Bahamas and is replaced with his widow, whom 

Dave subsequently becomes obsessively in love 

with because she looks exactly like his late wife, 

the reader becomes privy to two very important 

facts: first, that Dave’s wife and children actually 

died in an unfortunate sledding accident two 

years before, and that Nancy the hilariously 

raunchy (but edgy) columnist and sub-editor 

would do anything to win back Dave’s tiny, 

dingy, artificial watermelon-flavoured heart. 

The novel’s absurdity teeters on the edge 

between humorous and harrowing. Yet, when 

the climax draws near, the darker and more 

troubling it becomes. The Editor’s final twist 

and masterful conclusion is delightfully 

offensive, sexy and gory –containing exactly 

all the things Dave wanted to integrate into the 

Brighton Herald.
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around 12 months so you’ll be in control of student debt 
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some other ones who no one knows.

Is anyone in Otago NOT a communist?

xoxo Gossip-lient

Pick up shits
Dear Tw*t that walks their dog down Albany 

Street and doesn’t pick up the HUGE dog S$%&,

Be a tidy Kiwi. PICK IT UP.

Thank You,

Angry ‘slipped on it twice now’ student.

I don’t know who that is, but he 
sounds nice
Dear Critic,

I saw a good letter about the possibility of 

Stephen La Roche standing for President of OUSA. 

I think this is a great idea getting a man of such 

great ability to lead the student body.

Can someone confirm if he is indeed stand-

ing as there is some confusion.

Yours in hope,

Jay M. Schaeffer

Spam of the Week
(Letter to the President or Brand Owner, thanks)

Dear Sir/Madam,

We are the department of Asian Domain 

Registration Service in China. I have something 

to confirm with you. We formally received an 

application on May 21,2013 that a company which 

self-styled “T B Z Holdings Co., Ltd.” were apply-

ing to register “critic” as their Brand Name and 

some domain names through our firm.

Now we are handling this registration, and 

after our initial checking, we found the name 

were similar to your company’s, so we need 

to check with you whether your company has 

authorized that company to register these 

names. If you authorized this, we will finish the 

registration at once. If you did not authorize, 

please let us know within 7 workdays, so that we 

will handle this issue better. After the deadline 

we will unconditionally finish the registration 

for “T B Z Holdings Co., Ltd.”. Looking forward to 

your prompt reply.

Best Regards

Eric Yao 

Senior Consultant

I haven’t seen such delightful public displays 

of affection since Highschool. It doesn’t make 

me dry retch at all.

Have either of you ever driven past a car 

accident? Then you will know just how I feel! 

You don’t particularly want to look, but you 

really cant bring yourself to look away... Quite 

the dilema.

Well, I must dash... The thought of her weird-

ly tiny hands caressing his rapey little bum fluff 

excuse for a beard is just driving me insane and 

I have to go do something about it. 

xoxo

Gossip Girl

Say “No” to “No”
Dear Sir,

When asked whether she would imple-

ment the recommendations of the Electoral 

Commission’s MMP review, Judith Collins an-

swered simply, “No.” However, her response 

says much more than that. It says quite clearly 

that she has nothing but contempt for the 

thousands of people who submitted their con-

sidered opinions to the review in the vain hope 

of improving the MMP voting system. With her 

‘no,’ Judith Collins sneered at the time which 

ordinary people took to perfect our democracy. 

With a simple ‘no,’ Ms. Collins revealed that she 

is part of a trickster government which cares 

for nothing more than its own re-election, by 

fair means or foul.

Judith Collins is a kind of Lucy van Pelt, 

holding a football out for the New Zealand public 

to kick only to pull it away at the last minute. 

However, we are smarter than Charlie Brown. 

The government should beware that future 

fake overtures of consultation will be met with 

Schroederian indifference.

Sincerely,

James Grant

I can think of one person
Dear (Acting) Critic,

We had the pleasure of meeting your 

President last week when he came to Parliament 

on Budget Day. Poor thing had his trouser leg 

tucked into his socks :(

We couldn’t help but notice ahead of the 

Budget announcement in the Parliament cafe 

your General Manager, Darel Hall, was sitting 

with Labour MPs Grant Robertson, Phil Goff and 

Good point

Dear Critic,

Whats up with OUSA trying to claim the 

worlds biggest paint party with like 3000 

people in the corner of the stadium? What 

about Holi, the Hindi Festival of colours, 

where like half of India chuck paint at 

each other? seems like a crock of shit, 

they’re still a few million people off the 

world record.

The Indian in the Cupboard

Letter of the week

The letter of the week wins a $25 book 

voucher from the University Book Shop. 

Okay Mr. Grumpy Pants
Dear Critic

Your ‘elephant in the room’ article was lame. 

We all know the previous editor got fired so be 

straight up and tell us what fucking happened.

-Student

---

Please do not publish my name.

PDA is gross, who knew?
To the couple who chooses to expose their de-

votion for each other every day on the second 

floor balcony in the Link,

Its great how in love you obviously are 

and that you feel the need to show it in such a 

public forum with all your friends around. How 

wonderful for you!

I think this is very intimate and romantic.

Seeing as you obviously enjoy people 

watching you, I was wondering if you would be 

keen for some kind of threesome? I would love 

to watch as I have severe voyeuristic tendencies. 

If you enjoy it enough, perhaps we could work 

our way up to a bit of a spit roast.
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Puzzles don’t pay the bills
Dear Critic,

The T.V Guide is always a great read, and you 

want to know why? Because they have puzzles 

and Sudoku, and they know how to waste my 

goddamn time so I don’t need to even pretend 

I’m studying. Where are your puzzles Critic? 

Would you really rather that I carry around the 

T.V Guide instead of you?

Born to be a CatLady 

Definitely the Capricorn
Dear Critic

I’m confused. I’m looking for a fucking good 

root and I’m putting my faith in you and the 

fucking star signs. Where the fuck is the zodiac 

column? Thursdays and Saturdays are lacking, 

and I want to know if it’s even worth going out 

anymore. Tell me about the moon and the stars 

and what time I need to be in Monkey in order to 

give my gash a good thrash. Is there any point in 

turning pillow talk into an actual date? Should 

I just become a lesbian?  I’m really interested 

to see what my future holds on a weekly basis, 

fuck, even daily. Where am I going to see my 

Letters should be 200 words or fewer. Deadline is Thursday at 5pm. Send letters to critic@critic.co.nz, post them to PO 

Box 1436, Dunedin, or drop into the Critic office. All letters must include full contact details, even if you don’t want these 

printed. Letters of a serious nature directly addressing a specific person or group will not be published under a pseudonym, 

except in extraordinary circumstances negotiated with the Editor. Critic reserves the right to edit, abridge or decline 

letters without explanation. We don’t fix the spelling or grammar in letters. If a writer looks stupid, it’s because they are.

LETTERS POLICY

winning man, or woman? Monkey? The Cook? 

Or should I venture to the Octagon? What will 

they look like? How compatible will we be? I’m 

feeling lost without the wisdom of the Critic. Will 

I be conquered by a Leo? Stung by a Scorpio or 

maybe cummed on by a Capricorn?

Sincerely,

My dry Vagina

First World living can be difficult
Dear Critic,

I’m so over using both a PC and a Mac, I get 

so fucking confused about the command key 

and the option key. I’m sick of having to swap 

my fingers over.

Fucking arseholes.

Consistency-Smith

DO YOU HAVE ECZEMA
OR DERMATITIS?

We are looking for male and female volunteers for scalp 
eczema or dermatitis clinical studies.

Participants must have moderate to severe scalp eczema or 
dermatitis, which is responsive to steroid treatment, they must 

be at least 18 years of age and a non-smoker (for at least 6 
months).

The studies run for up to 3 weeks following enrolment and 
you are required to apply the study medication daily at home 

as well as at Zenith once a week.

All participants will be remunerated 
for their time and inconvenience

Please contact us at: 
Zenith Technology on 0800 89 82 82, or trials@zenithtechnology.co.nz, 
or visit our website at www.zenithtechnology.co.nz to register your interest

Clinical Investigator: Dr Noelyn Hung, 
Zenith Technology Corp. Ltd, 156 Frederick St, Dunedin

This advertisement and all studies are approved by an ethics committee 
accredited by the Health Research Council of New Zealand

Zenith Technology Corporation LTD
156 Frederick St  •  PO Box 1777  •  Dunedin 9054  •  New Zealand

Zenith Technology  •  Established for over 20 years in the field of clinical studies 
and analytical laboratory services to the international community 

PBF

Find more comics by Nick Gurwitch at pbfcomics.com

Sam & Dan pretend to know how to bake

R.I.P. Critic Wall
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Upcoming Student Referendum
OUSA is holding a student referendum so that you can have your say about 

the way OUSA is run and the direction that it’s heading. If you want to help 

shape the future of your students’ association, jump onto ousa.org.nz and 

click the link on the homepage to read through the questions being put to 

referendum, then take part online at ousa.org.nz between 9am on the 27th 

of May, and 4pm on the 31st of May. Get informed! Get involved! 

OUSA Semester 1 Poker Tourney
Congratulations to all those who participated in last week’s poker 

tournament. It was an awesome night and a huge success. Shout out 

to  Corey Senelale, Tyler Rioff and Cyrus Siew the 1st, 2nd and 3rd place 

getters. Missed out? Join in on the action in semester two. Head to  

www.ousa.org.nz/recreation/ for more info.

 

President’s Column 
It’s that time of the year again.

Exams are coming, course loads are piling up and the weather is turning 

colder. The combination of those three factors means that it’s flu season.

I myself have been struck down by the flu. Typing this from my bed with a 

hot water bottle and a blanket on top of me. It’s really important to be looking 

after yourself at this time of the year. Make sure to eat healthy, get plenty of 

water, enough sleep and wash your hands to beat the flu chills. Not that I’m 

good at following my own advice if my current state is any indication, I should 

have taken the immunisation option to at least reduce the risk!

It’s also that time of the year where OUSA is having its referenda. Most of 

the questions are pretty routine - to do with accepting the audited accounts, 

appointing an honourary solicitor and all that jazz but there’s two pretty 

important ones.

One of them comes up as question six and discusses a whole raft of proposed 

constitutional changes. The two most important of them are: (a) bringing 

back a version of the old Student General Meeting System and (b) bringing 

back the old executive structure. The old executive structure consisted of 21 

student politicians compared to the 11 we have currently. I leave it to your 

judgement whether or not returning to the past by adding more student 

politicians and bringing back a version of the old student general meetings 

is a good idea. We’ll give you a break down on the website with pros and cons 

so you can weigh it up and decide for yourself. It’s a big decision so do not go 

over it lightly. 

Another question is regarding warmer housing and insulation. It gives OUSA 

a stronger mandate to pursue lobbying for better housing in Dunedin. Once 

again, I will leave it to your judgement as to whether or not you feel that OUSA 

should be advocating on this issue.

Till next time, make sure you get out (or go online) to vote and keep well!

Francisco Hernandez 

 - OUSA President

Blues and Golds Awards  
– Opening soon!
Are you or is someone you know a sporting champ? Maybe you know 

a student who’s given a lot to their sport or their cultural pursuits? 

University of Otago Blues and Golds are the highest honours OUSA can 

present to students who have excelled in Sport, Arts, Culture or Services to 

these activities. Keep an eye out for the Blues and Golds Awards nominations 

opening on the 3rd of June.  We’ll have all the info up soon so have a ponder 

about who you think deserves a nomination and say CHEERS! 

THE OUSA PAGE
Everything OUSA, Every Monday



TWO DISCIPLINES
WITH REAL WORLD RELEVANCE

Seeing the big picture and taking an 

influential role in situations requiring 

design thinking with an emphasis on 

innovation, strategy and engineering.

Understanding how the structure, 

function and behaviour of fibre, 

yarn and fabric affect end product 

performance and use.

FUNCTION
CREATIVESTRATEGIC

SUSTAINABLECULTURE
FUNCTIONSTRUCTURE

PERFORMANCE

AND

SCIENCES

For more information see: www.otago.ac.nz/appliedsciencesdept 

03 479 3149  |  0800 80 80 98

PAPERS FROM THESE SUBJECTS ENHANCE ANY DEGREE 

COME AND ASK ABOUT THE POSSIBILITIES.

Advert designed by Courtney Stewart (DESI 325 Project Student)


