—

'ﬂ-

- “With an ass’s jawbone [ have made
- g asses of them. With an ass’s i.m-h‘
l I have Killed a thousand men” -

- Judges 15:15-16




Radio One and the 91 Club Present ...

- Mammoth
maLes
DRATHE THE
maiDGN i

Free with ynur Onecard, $10 without : {
Get the Chick's bus there & back free with your ﬂnecard o

9TFM R

Fl




EDITOR
CALLUM FREDRIC

CRITIC@CRITIC.CO.NZ

DEPUTY & SUB EDITOR
SAM MCCHESNEY

NEWS@CRITIC.CO.NZ

TECHNICAL & AD DESIGN
SAM CLARK

DESIGN CHIEF
DAN BLACKBALL

FEATURE WRITER
BRITTANY MANN
INES SHENNAN

NEWS TEAM
SAM MCCHESNEY, ZANE Pocock,
CLAUDIA HERRON, BELLA MACDONALD

SECTION EDITORS
SAM MCCHESNEY, BASTI MENKES,
BAZ McCDONALD, JOSEF ALTON,
GUs GAWN

CONTRIBUTORS
BASTI MENKES, M & G, GLITTER GRRL,
JESSICA BROMELL, DR Nick, ELSIE
STONE, HANNAH TWIGG, JESS COLE,
PHOEBE HARROP, ERMA DAG, CAMP-
BELL ECKLEIN, THOMAS THOMPSON,
ROSIE HOWELLS, GERARD BARBALICH,
FIONNUALA BULMAN, KATHLEEN HANNA,
TRISTAN KEILLOR, ALEX LOVELL-SMITH

planetmedia

AD SALES
TAMA WALKER, TiM COUCH,

GUS GAWN, JOSH HANNIGAN

planetmedia.co.nz

sales@planetmedia.co.nz

Critic

Issue 06 | April 08, 2013 | critic.co.nz

06 | Large student party tipped
to occur on local street

07 | ODT makes shit up for the
last time

10 | Debating thieves show
audacity

13 | Hordur Torfason: Iceland's
great reformer

FEATURES

18 | U Late

Bella Macdonald interviews the two presenters
behind TVNZ U's new late-night show.

20 | The Strange Phenomenon
of Christian Flatting

Brittany Mann talks to students in exclusively
Christian flats, and a guy who has to sneak through
his Christian girlfriend's window every night.

24 | Mapping Out the Friend Zone

Sam McChesney explores the deeper meaning
behind the immortal line "Let's just be friends,"
and the Nice Guys of OkCupid who were driven
into madness by those four simple words.

28 | Food Feature

Ines Shennan concocts a new range of delicacies.

REGULAR STUFF

06-13 News
14-15 Sports
18-30 Features
31-37 Columns
38-43 Culture
44-45 Letters

Critic is a member of the Aotearoa Student Press Association (ASPA). Disclaimer: the views presented within this publication do not

necessarily represent the views of the Editor, Planet Media, or OUSA. Press Council: people with a complaint against a newspaper should
first complain in writing to the Editor and then, if not satisfied with the response, complain to the Press Council. Complaints should be

addressed to the Secretary, PO Box 10-879 The Terrace, Wellington.

P.0. Box 1436, Dunedin | (03) 479 5335 | critic@critic.co.nz | critic.co.nz

critic.co.nz | 3



EDITORIAL

4 | fb.com/critictearohi



To Abort the Rort is to Sell Oneself Short

'M ALWAYS UP FOR A SOLID MONEY-MAKING RORT. MY CAR IS ADORNED WITH
dozens of parking receipts, designed to deter parking wardens from
checking whether I have actually paid for parking on a given day. If I
do pay for parking,  only buy 10 cents' worth, limiting my liability to a $10
"expired ticket" fine instead of the dreaded $40 "no ticket" fine. This system

has saved me hundreds of dollars over the years.

So that's why I would never judge the opportunistic entrepreneurs respon-
sible for claiming the 4G spectrum under the Treaty of Waitangi. Right on,
sistahs.Iwould do the exact same thing were there but a single millilitre

of Tangata Whenua blood in my lily-white veins.

Butit's always amusing to see the moralistic comments trotted out in the
media in support of the latest claim for water rights, taniwha relocation
fees, or newly-created telecommunications spectra. One can only presume
the would-be MLKs don't actually believe their own hype.

Words like "justice," "mana," and "historical redress" are thrown around
liberally by the more showmanlike claimants. Others choose to go down
a more blasé commercial route, arguing simply that the precise wording
of particular Treaty clauses entitles iwi to cash money, regardless of any
moral considerations.

The fact is, the vast majority of major Treaty claims are nothing more
than naked money-making schemes. Iwi CEOs are laughing all the way
to the bank. Repeat claimants such as Maori Council Executive Spokesman
Richard Orzecki have my absolute respect for remaining poker-faced
during negotiations about the 4G spectrum — presumably bursting into
uncontrollable laughter as soon as they leave the boardroom.

Does anyone really believe that tribal chiefs in 1840 grudgingly ceded sov-
ereignty on condition that the profits from unforeseeable technological
advances 160 years down the line would be immediately payable to their
descendants? Does anyone really believe in taniwha? Admittedly, religious
groups are running a rort of their own (tax-exempt status in New Zealand),
and the concept of giant sea monsters that totes physically occupy profitable
waterways without ever having been seen in the 173 years since the Treaty
was signed is no more ridiculous than any other superstition.

But again, I'm not judging. The money is there for the taking, and the iwi

CEOs are seizing the day. Carpe diem. Choose wagyu.

While recent Treaty claims are among the most lucrative and publicly
visible rorts, there are plenty of other swindles occurring each and every
day, disguised in moralistic language and backwards rationalisations.
For example, politicians who preach against material excess and greed
invariably pocket their $200,000+ salaries with the rationale that they
"need a certain level of material comfort in order to have the strength to
save the poor." Keep telling yourself that, guys.

Rorts are an inescapable part of life, and there is no better place to embrace
this fact than university. You will be left behind if you don't take every
advantage. Get your hands on lecture notes from an A+ student, there's
always a set floating around. Target your study towards your exams

EDITORIAL

rather than studiously learning the entire syllabus. Know thy lecturer,
and whether they tolerate dissenting views — if not, toe the party line and
regurgitate what they want you to say. If you ignore my Machiavellian
counsel through some misguided idealism, you're selling yourself short.

This is your career we're talking about.

Don't be the kid with the righteous halo and the B-minus. Don't be the
sucker who pays for an adult ticket when the stadium turnstile is unmanned
and automated. As the fourth Congressional District of Illinois shows,

boundaries are made to be warped.

—CALLUM FREDRIC

<3 Bye McChes, Welcome Zane <3

HIS WEEK CRITIC BIDS A FOND ADIEU TO SAM MCCHESNEY, OUR DEPUTY
Editor and Sub-Editor. McChesney, or "Sam" as he liked to be called,
has done a fantastic job on the first six issues of the year, and will
be keenly missed as he slides down the slippery slope towards academia.

Next week, Zane Pocock will be promoted to Deputy Editor. Zane will bring
a refreshingly tall, slim perspective to the role, and intends to triple the
size of the sports section while trimming the already paper-thin culture
section down to the bare legal minimum. Extensive weekly coverage of Knox
College is also likely to resume, as Zane has "immensely fond memories"

of Knox, which he says "stands and falls by the quality of its residents.”
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Large student party tipped to occur on local street

residents, and friends of residents. Residents of

BY SAM MCCHESNEY

TUDENTS ARE GEARING UP FOR THE 2013 HYDE
Street Keg Party as OUSA, the University
and the DCC nervously look on. The event
has come under heavy criticism in recent years,
and it is widely believed that any serious mis-
haps will spell the end for the party and poten-
tially lead to a North Dunedin-wide liquor ban.

The format of this year's event, which will take
place on Saturday, has been the topic of heated
debate, and OUSA has stepped in to help resi-
dents ensure the safety of revellers. At the same
time, figures within OUSA are acutely aware that
any negative publicity arising from the event will
now reflect badly on the organisation.

While the DCC and the University had hoped
to cap attendance at 2,500, around half that of
last year, OUSA has made up to 3,500 tickets
available. This will make the party the sec-
ond-biggest in its history.

Tickets will take the form of non-transferable
wristbands in order to limit the event to students,

6 | fb.com/critictearohi

Hyde Street have each been given an allocation
of 11 tickets to give to their friends. Residents of
surrounding the surrounding area, including
lower Leith Street, lower Clyde Street, and sec-
tions of Albany and Frederick Streets, have also
been given tickets.

Approximately 1,000 tickets will also be sold
at S5 apiece from the OUSA office. Half will be
sold on Monday 8 April and half on Tuesday
9 April, from 1lam. Purchasers must be Otago
students in second year or above and show a
current student ID. According to OUSA President
Francisco Hernandez, "proceeds of the ticket
sales will go towards paying security, covering
the cost of the emergency services there, and
providing food and first aid."

OUSA has taken a number of steps to improve
safety at the event. Hernandez told Critic that
the organisation has "increased the number of
security personnel from four last year to 22. We're
putting on more food ... Meatmail are coming
at lunch to provide a pig on a spit, we've got
student health on site as part of the St John's

crew, "Are You Okay?" volunteers will be there,
as well as first aid."

When interviewed by Criticlast month, University
Vice-Chancellor Harlene Hayne was clear that the
University would oppose future iterations of the
event if numbers were not reduced and safety
improved from last year. Prof. Hayne attended
the 2012 Hyde Street party, and described "car-
nage literally spread from Hyde Street almost
to the botanical gardens with students passed
out because they'd had way too much to drink.

"They had no ID on them, we had no way of
knowing who they were or where they belonged,
so I was very, very concerned about the safety
of the individual students."

Hernandez predicts that any mishaps at Hyde
Street this year will have drastic implications
for student culture in Dunedin, saying a North
Dunedin liquor ban would be "80 per cent likely"
in such a scenario. However, Fran also empha-
sised that OUSA is "not expecting Hyde Street
to be a balls-up. We're expecting it to be a safe
and fun event."




Logic prevails in OUSA by-election

BY STAFF REPORTER

0 CONFIDENCE CRASHED TO A STUNNING
defeat in the OUSA Campaigns Officer
by-election, collecting a meagre 2.7 per
cent of the vote as Masters student Rachael

Davidson swept to victory.

Davidson collected 189 votes, or 39 per cent
— a margin of 47 votes (9.7 per cent) over sec-
ond-placed Dan Ellingham, who even with a
three-way split in the sensible vote was unable
to ride the meathead constituency to victory.

Davidson ran on a platform of opposition to
the North Dunedin liquor ban and increasing
awareness of mental health issues in the student
body. Her campaign was notably better-run than
those of her competitors. According to an OUSA
spokesperson, "this shows that more advertising
of your candidacy works."

OUSA President Francisco Hernandez was happy
with the result. "I would say the best candidate
won," he said. "The voters are never wrong."

Critic asked Hernandez whether this extended
to John Key and Hitler. He awkwardly answered
in the affirmative.

484 students voted in the by-election, a slight
improvement on the 451 who voted in the Welfare
Officer by-election. Hernandez said the turnout
was "good, but it could have been better," noting
that "ideally, [at least] 50 per cent of the stu-
dent body would vote in these elections." Critic
wonders how a turnout less than one-twentieth
of the "ideal" number could reasonably be de-
scribed as "good."

NO CONFIDENCE
2.69% | 13 votes

LUCY BELL
13.02% | 63 votes

HANNAH SMITH
15.91% | 77 votes

DAN ELLINGHAM
29.34% | 142 votes

The result means that OUSA will finally have a
full Executive after its third by-election of the
year. The Campaigns Officer position became
vacant in mid-March after Ruby Sycamore-
Smith, the former Campaigns Officer, won the
Welfare Officer by-election.

"I'm looking forward to working cooperatively
with my executive to make a difference to stu-

dents," Fran said, reading from his Soundbites
101 notes.

RACHEL DAVIDSON
39.05% | 189 votes

CAMPAIGNS
OFFICER

ODT makes shit up for the last time
Headline lies: ODT will do it again

BY BELLA MACDONALD AND SAM MCCHESNEY

HE OTAGO DAILY TIMES REPORTED THAT SEVEN

fires were lit in the student area on

Saturday 23 March. The 25 March article
"Students blame authorities" also claimed that
300 people had gathered on the street by 11pm,
and that revellers had to be dispersed by "more
than a dozen police officers, including a dog
handler and two paddy wagon crews."

However, OUSA have slammed the claims as
"exaggerations." President Francisco Hernandez
described the incident as "complete media hype.
The only thing [the police] did was take away a
bale of hay .. from what I've been told, it was a
complete media beat-up."

OUSA has told Critic that Campus Cop Max Holt
can corroborate their claims as to the lack of

disturbance. They pointed out that no students

were arrested that night — a fact that would have
been highly unusual had the ODT's reporting
accurately reflected the mood on the night.

Holt could not be contacted for comment before
this article went to print. If he supports OUSA's
claims, Criticintends to seek a retraction from the
ODT, and will pursue a Press Council complaint
should this retraction not be made.

While Critic understands that some fires were
lit, most had been extinguished by midnight
when the police arrived. The ODT's photographer
also failed to capture any of the "disturbance,”
instead taking a picture of some miscellaneous
char on the road. Police officers and a couple of
students were visible in the in the background,
but appeared to be interacting entirely peaceably
with each other.

The fires were lit after a Castle Street flat party
was shut down by noise control at around 10pm.
Students were forced onto the streets and took
their discontent out on furniture. This resulted
in a fire services callout at around 11pm, who in
turn contacted police. By the time police arrived
the crowd had already largely dispersed and all
fires had been extinguished.

The ODT claimed to have interviewed 20 resi-
dents of Castle Street the following day. However,
none of these sources' quotes directly corrobo-
rated the paper's version of events.

A fourth-year student who was a witness to the
fires told Critic, "it's a tradition I don't want to see
gone, back in my second year it was just what
you did. Now it's becoming an act of rebellion.”

When asked whether he thought that lighting
fires in public places was unsafe, he replied
"Nah, not really, it's just fire. God gave us fire
for a reason. If you are quick enough with the
execution, it's all good."
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ronic lack of fringes among festival winners

BY CLAUDIA HERRON

UNEDIN COMICS PROVED TO BE SURPRISINGLY

hilarious after taking out eight of the 12

awards to celebrate the end of Dunedin's
tenth Monster Fringe Festival. The Festival, which
ran from 14-24 March, held its awards ceremony
on Monday 25 March at Queens. The ceremony
featured comedian Simon McKinney and local
band Kill Martha.

The Yellow Men (Dunedin) laughed their way to
victory, taking away the Best of Fringe award for
their performance art series Re: Perform, as well as
Best Visual Art. Jed McCammon and Clarke Hegan
of the Yellow Men were commended by judges for
their "inexhaustible supply of creativity" and the
way they "consistently engaged with audiences in

multiple spaces throughout the festival."

Award nominee Lockie Scott was up for a nod
for Most Promising Work for Comic Addiction
Presents: Relapse, and despite eventually losing
out to Break In by Ad Hoc Productions, Scott
said it was "great to see another Dunedin team
taking top honours." He also commended other
Dunedinites including the ladies of "What Is This,
Woman's Hour?" for winning best Comedy and
the Yellow Men for winning Best in Fringe for
their awards. "It just shows that no matter what
the rest of New Zealand and the world can throw

at us in fringe arts, Dunedin can match it."

Festival Director Paul Smith hailed the artistic
programme of this year's Festival as "outstand-
ing," and commended the "huge effort" judges
made to see so many shows. Critic wholeheart-
edly agrees; being force-fed culture or comedy
really must be a heavy burden to carry.
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"What is This, Woman's Hour?" - Winner of Best Comedy | Photos courtesy Sarah Bond & Angus McBryde

Hail Brittennia

BY BASTI MENKES

ROM 12-24 APRIL THE DEPARTMENT OF MusIC

is hosting a festival to celebrate the cen-

tennial birthday of the renowned English
composer Benjamin Britten. Britten was a key
figure in twentieth-century British classical
music, composing music for opera, film scores
and more.

The festival, directed by Tessa Petersen and Judy
Bellingham, comes courtesy of the Britten100
Festival organisation in the UK, which has pro-
vided funding to the University. The organisation
has confirmed that this will be the southernmost
Britten100 festival in the world.

There are a great many events taking place
over the two weeks of the festival, including
illustrated lectures from Professor of Irish
Studies Peter Kuch, Professor of Scottish Studies
Liam Mcllvanney, and Professor of Music John
Drummond, as well as lunchtime concerts
featuring chamber music by Britten and a per-
formance of Alan Bennett's play The Habit Of
Art, in which a central scene depicts a meeting
between Britten and his colleague and friend,
poet W.H. Auden.

Admission to most events is S5 for students,
with booking essential for the events on Friday
12, Tuesday 16, Friday 19 and Sunday 21 April. A
festival programme can be found at otago.ac.nz/
music, and tickets to each event can be pur-
chased at the Music department office in Sale/
Black House, corner of Leith and St David Streets.
Season tickets to all events are also available

from the Music department office for S60.



Hernandez hard at work

BY SAM MCCHESNEY

USA PRESIDENT FRANCISCO HERNANDEZ

has released his first quarterly report,

containing a detailed breakdown of the
progress he has made toward his plethora of
campaign pledges. The report, which stretches
to 15 pages, has been kindly summarised by
Critic in this 265-word article.

The first five pages include Fran's report on the
day-to-day aspects of his job. The last 10 pages
comprise his pledges (of which there were 96) bro-
keninto five categories — "Active Engagement,"”
"Provide Relevant Services,"” "Increased
Accountability," "Financial Responsibility," and

"Environmental Sustainability."

Fran considered his pledges to be around one-
third complete. After quibbling with his scoring
system and a couple of his claims, Criticput the

figure at around 30 per cent. Significant progress

had been made on environmental sustainability,
with about 40 per cent of pledges delivered; and
on active engagement, with around 35 per cent
delivered. Finances were also healthy, with OUSA
looking certain to run a budget surplus.

The category with the least progress was ac-
countability, at around 23 per cent complete.
Most of these pledges concerned political
campaigns and engagement with the union
movement, areas that will presumably now be
addressed by the appointment of a permanent
Campaigns Officer.

One of Fran's setbacks has been the abandon-
ment of plans to create a student council which
would have "broadened the OUSA governance
structure" by introducing a second body beneath
the exec. Clearly not a fan of the whole "collective
responsibility” thing, Franlaid the blame for this
failure at his fellow execcies' feet, speculating
that they were opposed to the scheme because
they "didn't want to share their power."

Standbys stood down

BY SAM MCCHESNEY

IR NEW ZEALAND HAS DECIDED TO SCRAP ITS

popular standby flights system from 6

May. The system, which was introduced
last year, allowed passengers to catch last-minute
flights around the country for S69-589.

The move will hit Dunedin flyers particularly
hard, with the lack of competition in the Dunedin
aviation market making standard flights noto-
riously expensive. Many students have come to
rely on the standby system, which allows them
to fly home at short notice, often at a fraction of
the cost of a standard fare.

Air New Zealand claimed the move was driven
by consumer demand. A spokescunt told the

Otago Daily Times that "the vast majority [of
passengers] prefer cheap confirmed tickets
over the uncertainty of stand-by travel." OUSA
President Francisco Hernandez slammed this
rationale as "nonsense" and "PR bullshit." He
described the end of standby flights as "“tragic.
I always take standby if possible because it's
cheaper. It saves money on the OUSA credit card.”

"Aviation commentator” Peter Clark told the
New Zealand Herald that any objections to the
move would be "a storm in a teacup,” claiming
that "there are so many cheap fares out there
now anyway that it doesn't matter. Those fares
have become redundant and I don't blame the
airline at all." Critic would like to point out that
"aviation commentator” isn't a thing, and that
even if it were, Mr Clark is clearly terrible at it.

Minimum wage

plummets!
Not literally

BY SAM MCCHESNEY

TUDENT WAGE SLAVES ARE SET TO BE WORSE

off after araft of changes to the minimum

wage, student loans and Kiwisaver came
into effect on Monday 1April. The minimum wage
went up to $13.75 per hour, an increase of 25c.
However, the minimum student loan repayment
rate increased from 10 per cent to 12 per cent of
income over $19,084, and the minimum
Kiwisaver contribution rate increased from 2 per
cent to 3 per cent for those who choose to sign

up for the scheme.

The controversial youth wage, which is aimed
at lowering New Zealand's highest youth un-
employment rate in 30 years, has also been
introduced. The youth minimum wage is set at
80 per cent of the adult minimum wage, or $11
per hour, and can be paid to anybody under the
age of 20 for the first six months of their employ-
ment, except where the job involves supervision
or training. The wage has been heavily criticised

as youth discrimination.

The cumulative effect of the changes means
students in low-paying jobs are unlikely to see
any increase in real income. OUSA President
Francisco Hernandez commented that "we hav-
en't been directed by the student body to take a
stance onthatissue, butIdon't think the change

is good for students."

A spokesthing for the Labour Party slammed the
changes. "The real value of the minimum wage
has hardly moved under National. Since 2009
our lowest paid workers' pay packets have only
increased by 14 cents an hour in real terms, or
just $5.60 a week ... under Labour, the minimum
wage increased by 36.2% in real terms in the
decade from 1999 to 2009. Under National, it has
increased by only 1.85 % in real terms.

"Labour would immediately lift the minimum
wage to $15 an hour, restore adult rates for all
workers and champion the living wage of $18.40
an hour."” Criticunderstands that Labour is also
offering a plot of land on the moon and a free
lorikeet to anybody willing to vote for them.

critic.co.nz | 9



Debating thieves show audacity

BY CLAUDIA HERRON

TILT WALKERS, PROWLING LIONS AND SOME

hilarious misuse of the word "advice"

helped to kick off another successful year
for business incubator Audacious. Taking place
in the Business School Atrium, the evening saw
entrepreneurs Alex Dong and Logan Elliot, both
from vastly different business arenas, offer
guidance to the next wave of students looking
to go through the program.

With cheeseboards rather than boardrooms
on show, past Audacious contestant and now
successful businessman Elliot spoke about his
entertainment company, Highly Flammable.
Elliot showed the crowd how passion, creativity,
ambition, and sideburns to rival even Wolverine
have allowed Highly Flammable to “add an
extra layer to the atmosphere"” to any kind of
event. Now with over 80 performers around
the country, Elliot wisely encouraged people
to "give [Audacious] a go" and to prepare for an
"awesome roller coaster, epic adventure.”

Following suit, but with vastly smaller sideburns,
was guest speaker and "“serial entrepreneur”
AlexDong. Dong's successes include selling his
bookmarking site, Trunk-ly, to internet company

AVOS which is owned by YouTube founders Chad
Hurley and Steve Chen.

While Dong may have conquered the Internet,

he proved his computing abilities vastly outstrip
his linguistic abilities after spectacularly offering
his three "advices" to would-be entrepreneurs.
Most worthy of a mention was his second of three
"advices" that "idea is like arsehole. Everyone
has one. It's the execution that matters."

Audacious organiser Jessie McKay was "really
pleased" with the event. "It was fantastic to see
so many new faces. Hopefully this means lots
of new exciting ideas will be flowing through

this year," she said.

The Debating team across the hallway particu-
larly enjoyed the evening, their key debate being
how much of the Audacious liquor supply they
should steal. The affirmative team's "drink as
much as possible" platform was the comprehen-
sive winner. One debater hailed the alcohol haul
as "fantastic,”" and "just another reason why you
should come to debating."” After being found out,
however, the team had to clean up their mess
and apologise, an ordeal almost as humiliating
as that time they had their clinically sterile and

passionless "Debatable" column cut from Critic.

If you could ask His Holiness the Dalai Lama one question, what would it be?

A limited number of tickets are available to Otago University students and staff by entering this competition.
To enter the draw for a ticket send your question to dalailama.visit@otago.ac.nz before 19th April.

His visit is scheduled for Tuesday June 11th.
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ODT fails to clean up rubbish journalism

BY SAM MCCHESNEY

HE OTAGO DAILY TIMES HAS OFFICIALLY
jumped the shark, reporting on the efforts
of a heroic Dunedin trash vigilante.

A full eight days before April Fools', the ODTran
a story entitled "Rubbish dumper made to clean
up." The story was penned by the same reporter
responsible for February's daring gonzo article
on mobility scooters, who decided to up the ante
and take on the growing menace of relatively
inoffensive abandoned rubbish.

After several full DCC bags were dumped outside
his property, concerned resident Terry Hickling
decided to sift through the bags in search of
clues. Eight eggshells, two dead rats and a used
condom later, he had found his perpetrators.

The diabolical mastermind behind the rubbish
had made a fatal mistake, disposing of a speed-
ing ticket and some student loan balance sheets
in the laughably naive belief that nobody would
dig around inrancid garbage to uncover the mys-
tery of a few bags that the local council would
have taken away regardless. Checkmate, fool.

After contacting the police (!) and being told that,
no, the students responsible would not be placed
in the stocks for their crime, Hickling went to
the Independent Voice of the South and became
the subject of a fawning article, complete with
"before" and "after" photos of the rubbish and
its successful removal.

A timid interjection from the Council that people
should avoid disembowelling full rubbish bags
in a rampant quest for justice was grudgingly
included. However, the following paragraph in

the article commenced with the word "however."

In a rare act of public service, Critic decided to
help the ODT in its quest to reinforce negative
stereotypes of Dunedin students, and hit cam-
pus to find the most offensive and antisocial
reactions to the article.

"Fuck society, the world is my dustbin!" yelled a
Commerce student as he defecated on a burning
couch.

Others were more circumspect. "This just goes to
show that you should always dispose of rubbish
properly,” said a Studholme College resident,
lurking suspiciously beside a dumpster with a
miscellaneous bundle in her arms.

If you find rubbish outside your flat, please
contact shawn.mcavinue@odt.co.nz.

University set to
continue annual
offering of a
lecturer’s life

BY ZANE POCOCK

XPECTATIONS THAT THE UNIVERSITY WOULD

put a bicycle lane through campus in order

to get cyclists off Dunedin's dangerous
labyrinth of one-way streets have been shut
down, due to "pedestrian safety concerns" and
the University's current cycle ban.

Speculation started after the death of cyclist
Dr Li Hong "“Chris" He, a 34-year-old lecturer
at the Dentistry school, who was hit and killed
by a stock truck outside Dunedin Hospital last
November. The New Zealand Transport Agency
(NZTA) and DCC began a review of cycle safety

ARCHWAY SHOP

GROUND FLOOR ISB LINK

in Dunedin following the incident, and it was
thought that a cycle lane through campus would
prevent similar accidents.

Members of the University had previously ex-
pressed their support for a campus cycle lane.
Professor Hank Weiss told the Otago Daily Times
he has "been an advocate of [the cycle lane] for
several years." According to Prof Weiss it would
not be difficult to avoid clashes between cyclists
and pedestrians.

OUSA President Francisco Hernandez told
Critic that although he could understand the
University's concerns, “there's probably a con-
structive middle ground to be found.

"I'would be an advocate of path restructuring to
ensure there was adequate room for both cyclists

and pedestrians,” Hernandez said.

The cycling ban has been in place since 1986, and
was introduced after an Anthropology professor,

- T ———

Spend $50 ormore-andigoiin'the

Peter Wilson, was struck by a cyclist outside the
Archway lecture theatres.

Although the University's stance is proving
counter-productive, measures are still being
taken to improve road safety for cyclists. Bicycle
lanes throughout the central city are likely to be
widened by NZTA, which is also looking to make
more drasticimprovements following consulta-
tions scheduled to occur in June this year.

draw to ﬂy a plane (Wlth an mstructor
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Rabbits take
revenge

BY BELLA MACDONALD

26-YEAR-OLD MAN ENDED UP IN HOSPITAL

on Saturday 30 March after an attempt

to make his own hot cross bunnies
turned sour and resulted in a gunshot wound to
his own hand and the removal of two fingers.

The man had been attending the Great Easter
Bunny Hunt in Central Otago, trying to inter-
cept the furry bastards before they could bring
chocolatey joy to children nationwide. While
Critichad initially assumed him to be the victim
of a co-ordinated assault by a vicious gang of
angry leporids, it emerged that he had merely
lost his footing, after which the gun discharged
at his hand.

The self-inflicted wound was a shock to event
organiser Dave Ramsay, who said that it was the
first incident in the 23-year history of the event.
With over 400 participants this year, Ramsay
said it was just a freak accident. "This was just
one out of a box. They already have a pretty
thorough safety briefing from Police before they
leave," Ramsay told TV3.

While the event may seem like an entertaining
way to cull rabbits off the land, Hans Kriek, ex-
ecutive director of animal protection group SAFE,
told Investigate magazine that they "had con-
cerns that inexperienced hunters would cause
a lot of suffering for the animals."

"If they have to be controlled for whatever reason,
that needs to be done by professional people in
the most humane way possible, and the Easter
bunny hunt is neither," added Kriek.

The huntresultedin the culling 0f 18,000 animals.
The total number of body parts and whiskey bot-
tles that were expended remains unconfirmed.
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The staff club is rumoured to be somewhere in this vicinity | &

Still the best place to defecate on campus

BY SAM MCCHESNEY

ENOVATIONS TO THE UNIVERSITY'S STAFF

club facility are expected to run about

$150,000 over budget, bringing the total
cost of the project above $750,000.

The building is more than a century old, having
opened in 1907, and has been the staff club since
1980. Because of the club's highly exclusive na-
ture, Criticis not allowed to report the specifics
of the renovations. One student speculated that
the newly-pimped-out club contained "a coffee

waterfall, an academia-themed roller coaster,
and a tower made of ivory."

Another student, having snuck inside to perv at
the changes, described it as "the most beautiful
thing I have ever seen," before quietly starting

to weep.

According to an OUSA spokesperson, the staff
club is "still the best place on campus for a cheap
coffee and a sneaky poo." Despite the overspend-
ing he was supportive of the renovation, claiming
that "unhappy lecturers make dumb students.”

A TYTY

3,749 staff

(most recent figures)

g/ =$40.01 (per staff member) g/

SOOB 1T DS
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479 of ivory (2007 prices).

Based on Critic’s specifications, it takes around
171,916kg of ivory to construct a tower.

13.3 coffees at the staff club
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Hordur Torfason

Iceland's great reformer

BY ZANE POCOCK

ORDUR TORFASON, WIDELY CREDITED AS

"the man who brought participatory

democracy to Iceland," delivered several
open speeches in Dunedin on 27 and 28 March.
Held in the Burns 1 Lecture Theatre, the last of
these speeches was entitled "Modern Democracy
and the Iceland Experience," and was enthusi-
astically attended not by members of the
University's hippie population, but predomi-
nantly by open-minded elderlies.

Torfason's activism began at the age of 20, when
he turned down a management position in the
store in which he was working because he felt
uncomfortable there as a closeted homosexual.
After studying in Copenhagen and forging a
career as a popular singer-songwriter, he felt
that Iceland could be just as liberal as Denmark
and in 1975 he came out as "Iceland's first gay
man." A household name at the time, Torfason

became an object of public ridicule overnight.

"Icelanders thought gay people were child mo-
lesters," he told the audience. "Mothers used to
pick up and hide their children from me." The
situation was so extreme that members of the or-
ganisation he established needed to wear hoods

when speaking in public "about being a human."

His effort has been emotionally rewarding, how-
ever. One member of the audience — a woman
inher 60s — stood up and thanked him for being
akey figure in the international movement that
helped her come out as a lesbian and find the

partner now sitting next to her.

After his gay rights activism, Torfason went quiet
for decades. He came crashing back into the
public eye in 2008 when Paul Ramses, an asylum
seeker from Kenya, was arrested and awaited
deportation back to his certain execution. After

giving the Minister of Justice a month to recover
the situation, "Paul Ramses was not back in
Iceland, but I was."

Ramses was brought back to Iceland soon there-
after, but it was at this time (6 October 2008)
that the Iceland Financial Crisis occurred. "The
Prime Minister was a very typical politician,"
Torfason says. "He didn't tell us anything when
all the banks suddenly closed.”

The few people who initially turned up to these
protests soon became thousands calling for the
Government, the Financial Advisory Panel, and
the Board of the National Bank to resign. But peo-
ple began to lose hope when faced with a partic-
ularly cold winter and no response from officials.

"Icelanders thought
gay people were child
molesters ... Mothers
used to pick up and hide
their children from me."

With everyone returning after a Christmas break
spent with family, Torfason had a PR revamp to
undertake. First, he gave a two-minute speech
on the value of silence. Immediately after this, he
proceeded to protest by silently lighting candles
in front of Parliament. It worked. Police officers
tried to move him on because he was distracting
people inside. "I moved halfway back to show
them that I could listen to others," he said.

On 20 January 2009 the movement's most sig-
nificant demonstration occurred: the so-called
"Kitchenware Revolution." Armed with pots and
pans, protesters surrounded Parliament on the
Government's first day back after the Christmas
break, making as much noise as possible with

their kitchen utilities. Just a few weeks later,

everyone they were calling out had resigned.

Torfason stepped down as leader soon after,
because "these movements need to become ‘'we,’
not 'me.'Idid it as an artist, not as a man seeking
power." The result of his work, however, was the
later rewriting of the Icelandic constitution by
Icelandic residents, some even chipping in via
Facebook and Twitter.

When all the Government politicians were tried
in court following the upheaval, they inevitably
pleaded "I didn't know," "I wasn't there," "I wasn't
told," and other such variations on the theme of
ignorance. As Torfason says, "all these people
lost their memory." Only the Prime Minister
was found guilty of not alerting Ministers to the
situation, but he was acquitted of anything that
would imprison him.

So has anything changed?

"Before 2008 you weren't invited to parties if you
talked politics," Torfason said. "Today if you're
invited, you get told not to but everyone does
because that's what matters.

"The main thing is that people woke up," he
concluded. "It takes time to change society, but
you can."

Hot air roasting is the difference

If there is one thing discerning coffee drinkers expect it is consistency of flavour.
To extract the best possible flavour every time we roast, Allpress uses hot air roasting
technology. This method roasts beans evenly in a stream of hot air with no risk of
scorching or tainting and produces cleaner, sweeter tasting coffee. For even better flavour,
we designed and built our own hot air roaster with the first A.R.T roasting at Dunedin
Roastery, 12 Emily Siedeberg Place.

This is why our coffee tastes good.
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GUS GAWN | sports@critic.co.nz

Whyte Men Can Run

BY GUS GAWN

OT MUCH ABOUT ANDREW WHYTE WOULD

lead you to think that he is one of the

fastest men in New Zealand. For a start,
he is white. Really white. The kind of white that
comes from growing up on a farm in Clinton,
Southland rather than the beaches of the
Caribbean. He is also not particularly athlet-
ic-looking. More wiry than muscular and only
about normal height. Usain Bolt or Michael
Johnson he is not. The only things that would
make you suspect that Andrew Whyte is faster
than your average Commerce student are his
suspiciously shaved legs and a little bit of the
trademark sprinter's swagger.

Andrew Whyte is the fastest man over 400
metres in New Zealand. In 2012, straight after
10 weeks off with a stress fracture in his shin,
Andrew was fast enough to come third in his
semi-final at the World Junior Athletics Champs,

arace won by eventual London silver medallist

Luguelin Santos. Last week he added the Open
Men's New Zealand 400m title to his previous
Junior title, as well as a second in the 200m.
Otago University's Andrew Whyte is one of the
fastest blokes in the country.

You would imagine that to get to this point
Andrew would have progressed smoothly
through the age group ranks, but it hasn't re-
ally been like that. "I've only been competing
seriously for 18 months. I stopped doing Athletics
whenIwas 13 and then took it up again towards
the end of seventh form. It was injuries that
stopped me and also that I lived on a farm, so
there were no real training facilities. I also had
Sever's disease, which causes your heels to fuse
together a bit while you're growing. Once I got
older I wanted to give running another try and
see if I was still quick."”

Without many people outside athletics notic-
ing, Andrew has quietly become one of New
Zealand's most promising young athletes. "At
the moment I am level two carded. That means
the only people receiving more funding than me
in athletics are athletes like Valerie Adams.Iam
also on the Prime Minister's scholarship which
pays for my university."

Despite scholarship offers from prestigious US
colleges such as UCLA and Florida State, Andrew
decided to stay in New Zealand. "IthoughtI'd be
better to stay here if I wanted to make it to the
Olympics. I seriously thought about it, but I don't

really like the idea of running 'for' a university.
They want you to run every week even if you
don't want to. Over here I'm not obligated to do
anything if I don't want to."

It is tough to find regular high-class competi-
tion in New Zealand. "There aren't many serious
events. There are the [NZ] Nationals but you
have to go to Aussie for events. They have a
circuit with five big races. I've been injured so
didn't go last year, but I'll go this year in April.
It's a lot better to go to Europe. There you can
have three or four big races in arow rather than
just a one-off."

The long-term goal is the Rio Olympics in 2016,
with the Commonwealth Games in Glasgow next
year a stepping-stone on the way. Andrew will
be 22 when Rio comes around, just entering his
prime as a sprinter. Until then a steady diet of
physio, massage and training with the Hill City
club are all Andrew has time for when he's not

working on his Commerce degree.

“I'thought I'd be better to stay
here if | wanted to make it to
the Olympics.... I don't really
like the idea of running 'for’

a university. They want you

to run every week even if you
don't want to. Over here I'm
not obligated to do anything if
| don't want to."

Funding Available for Student Performances
Up to $1500 per project is available to support University students and

staff fund public performances (e.g. comedy, dance, theatre, film, music).
Applications to the Division of Humanities Performing Arts Fund close 20 April 2013.
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Bros at da Footy

BY GUS GAWN

HIS REPORT ON THE ALL WHITES' MATCH WITH
New Caledonia the other day is in two
parts. The first involves me complaining
about why the match was so disappointing. The
second is a collection of quotes that I jotted down
from the students behind me who used me asa
shield so they could drink their smuggled diesels.

Part One

The All Whites returned to Dunedin for the first
time since 1988 on Friday 22 March to play New
Caledonia at Forsyth Barr Stadium. You would
only have needed to cast your eye around the
stadium to work out why it had been so long.
Slightly more than 7000 bothered to attend.
Those that did show were kept mostly in the
larger south stand to trick television viewers

into thinking the stadium was full.

Make no mistake, 7000 is a dismal turnout. In
theory this is a high point in the history of New
Zealand football. We have a (formerly) com-
petitive club playing week-in, week-out in the
A-League and the All Whites have areal chance
of heading to their second World Cup in a row.
Apparently that positivity doesn't extend this
far south. The combined attendance for the two
best games of football Dunedin has seen or will
see for quite some time didn't even come close
to matching the attendance for the Highlanders

season opener. Dunedin is a rugby town.

Unfortunately, the football on show was noth-
ing to write home about. Watching European
football on TV has unfortunately left me with

high expectations for professional footballers. I

expect them to be able to control a ball, maybe
make a pass or possibly test the keeper if they
get through on goal. The All Whites struggled
with all three. Unfortunately what we get down
here is a something masquerading as profes-
sional football. What [ saw was on a par with
League One (third division) English football. Then
again, the average attendance for League One is
approximately 6000, so maybe the crowd was
about right.

The All Whites won 2-1but were inferior to New
Caledonia by all traditional footballing criteria —
touch, agility and vision. New Zealand had the
advantage in fitness, height and strength and
made it count with two headed goals, one from
a set piece and another from an injury-time
goalmouth scramble.

Part Two

What follows is a selection of quotes I overheard
from the lads sitting behind me in the "Zoo." It
was the most interesting part of the game and a
baffling insight into how stupid some students
are. Maybe they should make UE harder.Iapol-
ogise for their racism.

Five minutes into the game:
"If I go to the toilet will you watch my Diesel?"
So far, so scarfie.

When New Caledonia mounted their first real
attack of the match:

"Go hard you Zulu cunt."

Where do you think New Caledonia is?

New Zealand has a corner:

"Man, if we score I'm gunna go nuts. I'm just
gunna skull my drink." (New Zealand scores;
he doesn't skull his drink.)

Fraud.

When an All Whites defender dispossessed a
New Caledonian in front of us:

"See you later black boy."

You have to be pretty dumb and racist to think

this is okay to say.

Soon after:

"Man this game is buzzy.Imagine how good all
the passes would be if we were blazed."
Shakes head.

Shortly after, when the big screen shows a
portion of the crowd:

B1: What are you doing?

B2: Waving to my mum, she's watching this.

She must be so proud of you ..

Goalkeeper Mark Paston takes a goal kick:
B1: Paston you're a wanker!

B2: Why are you yelling that?

B3:Ithought that's what you're supposed to do
at the football.

Can't help but laugh.

New Caledonia enjoy some quality time in
possession:
"Man, these cholos are killing us."

Wow, just wow.

A bubble floats past:

"Bro, look at that bubble (bubble bursts) I swear
the bass just dropped.”

I'think a bit of snot just came out.

Pointing towards the “White Noise” supporters
club in the main stand:

"Bro, those guys are the only ruckus ones here.
How the fuck do we get over there? I'm gunna
make a run for it."

Pleeeeeeeeeeeeeease do it.
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NEWS IN
BRIEFS

BEST OF
THE WEB

critic.co.nz/socialfarting

Social Farting - as stupid as "social smoking"
according to Canada's recent Ministry of
Health campaign.

critic.co.nz/dinosex

Scientists think they have worked out how
Dinosaurs mated.

ZANE POCOCK | SAM CLARK | CALLUM FREDRIC

WORLD WATCH

‘MURICA | A vial of the easily-weaponised virus Guanarito has gone missing
from a Texan research facility. It causes a life-threatening condition which
includes fever, convulsions and haemorrhaging as symptoms.

critic.co.nz/snooze

Don't hit that snooze button! This video
explains how the snooze button does, in fact,
make you more tired.

ISRAEL | Barack Obama's armoured limousine, "The Beast", broke down in Tel
Aviv recently. This was after it was incorrectly filled with Diesel, not gasoline,
and another vehicle had to be flown in as a replacement.

new limited edition McDonald’s burgers!

Grab yourself a Smoky Texan, California

Chicken or New York Classic Burger on
Critic (and McDonald’s)!

BRAZIL | A 10ft elephant seal had a wander through the streets of a Southern
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! . . Brazilian town. It was caught on video: critic.co.nz/elephantseal
1 Simply follow the Critic Facebook page

!' and then like the McDonald’s image that AMAZON | A fungi has been discovered in the Amazon which will eat the
plastic (polyurethane) in airless landfills. Polyurethane otherwise persists
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1 for several human generations.
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Fails of the Week from Wellington’s Student Magazine

Criticis from Dunedin, Salient is from Wellington

1 Criticand Salient both reported on Studylink's endless series of fails since the moment
of its inception, but chose to do so in markedly different ways. Critic called for students
to submit photos of Studylink fuckups, and we were rewarded with the fantastic letter: "Dear

Deborah. Yours sincerely, Brett Dooley."

By contrast, Salient chose to publish two quotes from Young Labour stalwart Rory McCourt
blaming Studylink's incompetence on a lack of funding from the National government.
As McCourt identifies, if the government stopped spending all its money subsidising oil
billionaires, Studylink could afford to cut the number of passwords required to log on to its
website to three, and hire a voice actor for the automated phone line whose patronising
tone was merely "demeaning” rather than "blindingly aggravating.”

This isn't necessarily a fail, depending on your perspective, but the difference in Critic
2 and Salient's feature articles on religion perfectly demonstrates the time-honoured
cultural divide between Dunedin and Wellington. This week, Critic visited exclusively
Christian flats across the city to interview the God-fearing students about their oft-forgotten
subculture and why they refuse to flat with non-Christians. Last week, Salient visited
academics and politicians to interview them about the role of religion in modern society
and the separation between church and state.

Worshipping Beyoncé is not a thing. Worshipping anyone who has a child named
3 "Blue Ivy" is not a thing. The purported presence of irony in the aforementioned
worship changes nothing. This is the point at which your friends from down south quietly
take you to one side and explain that, as with a wall covered in posters of Edward Cullen,
your deification of a randomly selected fading early-2000s pop star does not make your
magazine cute or "quirky"” so much as antiquated and arbitrary.

TOTES RANDOM

HE NEW ZEALAND GEOGRAPHIC BOARD,

a popular place of employment for

OCD sufferers attempting to re-inte-
grate into the real world after a scalene
triangle-related breakdown, is calling for
public consultations on what the North and
South Islands should be renamed.

The geodudes are concerned that the
present names for the islands are confusing
to overseas tourists, giving the false impres-
sion that the islands are named for their po-
sition relative to the equator. In actuality, the
islands were named after pornographic actor
Peter North (whose notoriously large penis

is shaped like the Island Formerly Known as
North), and South magazine, (a bi-monthly
magazine published in Savannah, Georgia,
which had the highest circulation rate in the
South Island before Critic was established.)

Because of this confusion, the board is
considering renaming the islands Te Ika a
Maui for the North and Te Waipounamu for
the South, which would "remove the am-
biguity." After all, as the board's chairman
said via a note written on a paper plane and
thrown from the top of his ivory tower, the
islands are geographically more like East
and West anyway.
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FACTS &
FIGURES

Over 80% of the world’s
fresh water is held in the
Antarctic Ice Sheet

4[4, 6/6,8/8,10/10 and 12/12
always fall on the same day of
the week in any year.

. A recent survey by a .
UK phone insurance
company found that the
average person spends
about 23 days a year on
Py their mobile phone. °

Women using the birth
control pill prefer men
with less masculine
faces.

Q

In 1631, two London bible
printers accidentally left
the word “not” out of the
seventh commandment,
which then read, “Thou
shalt commit adultery.”
You can buy a copy today,
starting at NZ$90,000.
#ThatsCostPrice

Doctors’ green scrubs
help them see better
in the operating room.
Since green is on the
opposite side of the

colour spectrum it can

refresh a doctor’s vision

of red things.

We now live in a world where
more people have mobile
phones than clean toilets. Of
the 7 billion people on our
planet, 6 billion have a cell
phone and 4.5 billion have
access to what the UN defines
as a clean toilet.

critic.co.nz | 17

N\



Yo
i ‘-’

By Bella Macdonald

HE LAUNCH OF U LATE ON 1 APRIL SENT A FLURRY OF JOY TO INSOMNIACS WHO HAVE BEEN

deprived of late-night entertainment ever since That Guy vanished off our screens. Critic reporter

Bella Macdonald caught up with U late presenters Guy Montgomery (Left) and Tim Lambourne (Right)

to ask them about the show, themselves, and how they got involved in showbiz.

What is U late about?

G: It's a late-night talk show that's aware of its
restrictions. We are going to play to our strengths,
we've got a great interactive element. We're
looking to fill the void that's been left by Eating
Media Lunch, Moon TV, Back of the Y etc, so
pretty much going to try and make a late-night
show for the current crop of high school and
university students that's worth staying up and
watching. We don't really have any competition.
Our biggest competitor is bed.

What should viewers be looking
forward to?

G: Our news segment of the night is called
"Today's Genitals" and its just a way to discuss

18 | fb.com/critictearohi

the news, stripped back down to nuts and bolts
with some genitals on screen. And it has to be
daily news stories. So people have to send us a
photo of themselves with their genitals out and
alaptop, or a newspaper if they're old school. But
we don't want you to hold up the newspaper with
a story about 70 casualties in Afghanistan, be-
cause I feel like maybe your penis might detract
from the fact it's serious. But if John Key does
anything, please send it in. Anything with John
Key, we would like a photo of it with your penis
or vagina in it. Or Gerry Brownlee.

T: We also have a segment called "Flat of the
Week." We'll Skype in live to a flat each week,
ideally one of those well known, disgusting ones.
Sort of get to know the flatmates, what their liv-
ing situation is, whether they've put everything

on hire purchase and they're living the dream or
there's six to aroom eating Maggi noodles with
cold water. Magagi is the pits, if you're not on Mi
Goreng you're a sucker. And then at the end of
the month we'll have done four flats and we'll
decide which flat is the flat of the month.

How and when can U late be viewed?

G: U late will be on-air Monday to Friday from
10.30pm-midnight on the U channel, which is
on Freeview and Sky.

How did you get into comedy/TV presenting?
T: My sister's girlfriend was a camerawoman

for TV3 and she was like, "bro there's this real

mean job going called 'cue,' where you sit in the



3 News studio and turn this little wheel which
controls the speed of the words that the news
presenters read to the nation."” So in my first
semester at university, I was casually leaving
class to go and just stare at Mike McRoberts and
Hilary Barry, mostly Hillary Barry.

G: [ bumped into Guy Williams outside the Vic Uni
library one night and told him that Irecognised
him from TV, and told him I had always wanted
to give it a crack. And he was like, "well you just
got to get out there and do it." And I never did
untilIran into him again in Auckland a year later.

Do you think your breakthrough into
the industry happened by coincidence?

T: To an extent, you make your own luck if you're
working and you hang around long enough. As
Woody Allen said, “success is just turning up."
You can't really expect to be given a story on
Nightline if you haven't been working for free
for six months, showing that you're keen and
you're not a moron. Make yourself known and
people respect it. And the other thing is that
people inherently want to help people - if you
tell them what your goals are and what you want
to achieve, they will go out of their way to help
you because they're nice.

How did you two meet?

G: In first year, I came up to check out AUT and
caught up with a now mutual friend. Most of
the boys weren't convinced about me, but Tim
and I got on, and he stalked me on my Myspace
and we both had the same background pictures.
Which was mental.

T: The boys were pretty bro-ey back then. Like
pretty jock-ey. And Guy was fucking fruity. I was
big. Real big.I came in big, came in hot. And we
got on pretty well.

How would you describe each other?

G: Tim has a good metabolism. Can eat but
doesn't put on the weight.

T: Guy has a good metabolism too, but he does
work for his body.

Did you see yourselves having your own TV
show at this stage in your lives?

G:It's the dream job, pretty much we're making
it. If I'was 14 at high school and someone asked
me what I wanted to be doing in 10 years, if
someone said you could be hosting a late-night
talk show with one of your best friends I would
have said "that sounds cool, pretty much close
to ideal mate. How do you find me?"

T: Three years ago in the news room I was pretty
miserable and I was driving somewhere with
my gitlfriend at the time, having a whinge and
amoan and she was like "well what do you want
to do?" and I said I just want to make televi-
sion with Guy. But we weren't very serious and
didn't quite know anything then. And then a few
years later it comes to fruition and I'm
making television.

What has been the highlight of your
media career?

T: It was presenting a news story when my dad
and sister were there, I was 20 and working on
the news desk and I got asked to do a news story
live while they were in the studio. It was pretty
loose actually. I am a terrible son, I always ask
for money, I always forget to get a warrant of
fitness so it was good to show that I was actually
doing something.

G: Tim and I used to have a show on George
FM, called Monty and the Face. One night he
was away and I played the Derek and Clive clip,
"This Bloke Came Up to Me," without receiving
one single complaint. [Critic advises readers to
YouTube the clip, ideally in the presence of young
children or the easily offended.]

And lowlight?

T: When I had to report for 3 News and I was
sitting outside a house with the cameraman.
There had been a murder/suicide in Pakuranga
on a Sunday morning on 23 December, it was a
domestic violence story and it was so bad. And I
was thinking, "This is the pits! Why would I want
to tell the country about this?"

G: I was working at the Canterbury A&P Show
one year, promoting Popsicles. I was the only
one who could fit the outfit of the female Popsicle
band member, Sporty. We had to do a song and
dance for the kids and hand out Popsicles. But
I had to wear sheer tights and all the famers
would yell out to me "nice legs."

Do you find it easy to become emotionally
attached to news stories?

T: No, it's incredible how easy it is to not become
emotionally attached, you're so caught up in
the competition doing the stories, getting it on
air and making it better than your competitors,
even in the news room, you just become a robot.

You both seem like pretty confident people,
what is something you have done that you have
actually been embarrassed by?

T: Matt Gibb took me to Fashion Week castings
as we were covering Fashion Week and I was
interviewing models. Then he said, "I think
what we need for this story to work is for you
to walk down the runway." In front of all of New
Zealand's top designers, just trying to do their
job, trying to find the look for their fucking brand.
And he made me walk down there as ifI thought
I was a model in front of all of these people and
it was just so terribly embarrassing, not one
callback either. I suppose my cheekbones could
be alittle higher.

How does being a comedian affect your love
life? Good or bad?

G:It hasn't, there are just as many trains coming
into the station as there were, which given New
Zealand's history of public transport isn't as
good as it could be.

Are you planning any trips down to Dunedin?

T: We haven't booked anything but 'cause we
don't have a social life we will be yearning for
it a bit more. Bugger it, why don't we just say
yes. Hold us to it, put it in print. We're coming.
Make me accountable for it. We could do a live

"Today's Genitals."
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CHRISTIAN FLATTING

The Strange Phenomenon
of Christian Flatting

ITH EASTER BEHIND

us and the mid-year
break just around the corner, soon it will once
again be the time of year to embark on that
perennial venture we all love to hate: the flat
hunt. For some, particularly newly-rounded
freshers, decisions on flat group formation
will involve fraught, Survivor-like exercises of
conspiratorial whispering and furtive glances
across the dining room, rapidly escalating
into scampering up and down Dundas Street
tapping
knock-weary doors. For others, however, the

between classes, feverishly on
decision is more clear-cut. Irefer to the strange

phenomenon of exclusively Christian flatting.

What are they
so afraid of?

I have always assumed that Christian flatting
was largely a natural progression of what some
at my hall unimaginatively dubbed "The God
Squad" but which I presume to be omnipresent
year after year in colleges across campus. I think
you know what I'm talking about (eyeballing
you, St. Margaret's): those kids who stay home
on Saturday nights transfixed by the TV, enjoy
giving high-fives, fist-bumps and side-hugs,
and seem to be unusually proficient at a vast
array of sports. I had assumed that these
individuals' underlying paranoia about being
corrupted by The World would exponentially
increase outside the confines of the hall, and thus
would logically translate into living in wholly
Christian households. After all, there's safety
in numbers.

But the know-it-all in me loves to be proven
right and I wanted to find out for myself whether
or not this was true, so I went about tracking
down some Christian flatters. They weren't hard
to find. It turns out that they tend to coagulate

By Brittany Mann

in unofficial communes, comparable to the
Centrepoints or Jonestowns of yore. These flats
were well-known enough that I could show up
unannounced to request an interview, having
made only rudimentary inquiries at the Critic
office about Dunedin's georeligious landscape,
and be fairly certain that these inauspicious
dwellings would indeed be inhabited by people
who loved Jesus.

My first stop was a four-man flat on Duke Street.
From what I came to understand, there were no
fewer than five flats brimming with evangelical
fervor within a rough 500-metre radius of their
house. While these charming lads insisted
that this was "a coincidence," I could not help
but muse on whether some sort of religious
pheromones exist that attract these people to
populate the same territory. Was it a biological
survival mechanism?

Not exactly. Those I interviewed said it was
important to them to share the same morals and
values with their flatmates, which allowed them
to keep each other accountable. Martha* put it
this way: "a Christian girl is less likely to be bring
home random boys or steal or drink excessively.
You expect more from a Christian person.”
(It was at this point that my brain chose to
incongruously remind me of a friend who
took his Christian girlfriend's bottom virginity
because anal "doesn't count." Christians are
known for a lot of things, but consistency of
canon and conduct is not one of them.)

It was not just about shared morals and cracking
the whip when someone had sinned, though.
In the same way that med students often end
up flatting with and/or married to each other,
through sheer overexposure and the loss of the
ability to interact with regular humans, my
interviewees also pointed out the obvious: that
people, Christian or not, generally prefer to live
with likeminded individuals.

This little light of mine

That didn't sound particularly conspiratorial. But
given the obligatory Student Life component that
featured in every flat I visited, one would have
thought that these, ah, enthusiastic individuals
would be foaming at the mouth to live with
heathens. I mean, talk about a literally captive
audience — the flat would be an inexhaustible
opportunity to rack up points on God's heavenly
scoreboard. You know, the one that keeps a tally
of how many jandals and sausages Student Lifers
give away, and how many quizzes they lure
people into filling out.

Indeed, Samson*, whose girlfriend Delilah* is the
only non-Christian in an otherwise all-Christian
flat (cue "only gay in the village" reference),
suspects Delilah's flatmates of doing exactly this.
When I asked if he thought exclusively Christian
flatting was a good idea or not, he thought for
a moment. "I think as long as everyone knows
what they're in for, it's fine," he said. "But the fact
that they sort of roped in my girlfriend — probably
in order to convert her — and then started putting
limitations on her, wasn't very good."

When I suggested the aforementioned idea
to my Christians flatters (perhaps not using
quite those exact words), they all agreed with
me as [ smugly recited some Bible verse about
being a "light unto the darkness." While they
concurred that light-shining was undeniably
important, they did not think that living in an
all-Christian flat prevented their ability to do
this effectively. The Duke Street lads explained
(in fluent Christianese) that "living together as
a Christian flat, we find strength in our home
place — where we rest — where we can actually
encourage each other in the faith, and that means
that we can still be a light to those around us."

critic.co.nz | 21



CHRISTIAN FLATTING

To be sure, the virtues of both cleanliness and
hospitality were things these guys took deadly
seriously. I had nary crossed the threshold before I
was being offered a cuppa and a seat. The flat was
spick-and-span, and the flatmates had a palpable
sense of pride about this. Indeed, I was assured that,
"all I did to tidy up before you got here was fold up
that blanket." Later, as I was being plied with a plate
of freshly-baked cookies that rested atop not one, but
two Bibles ("there's also another one behind you,")
they explained to me: "We always open the door for
anyone to come in, so we invite a lot of people over
for dinner, Christian or non-Christian. We always
buy extra food at the supermarket and stuff, just for
people who come round. We're having a barbeque
tonight," they added. "You should come, if you want."”

“Later, | was being plied
with a plate of freshly-
baked cookies that

rested atop not one, but
two Bibles (‘there’s also
another one behind you.

Scarily, had Inot had prior commitments of the pre-St.

s) »

Patrick's-drinking-and-blazing variety, I probably
would have gone. They left me, I'm ashamed to say,
with a warm, fuzzy feeling in my heart but also, more
notably, a lead. "We do feel that we need to be a
light to people, show them who we are," they said.
"We actually have friends on Castle Street that are
Christians, and they were very intentional in flatting
there so that they can be alight to the people around
them. Are you planning to interview them?"

I hadn't been, but I did. Like many other Castle
Street flats, the house was almost entirely devoid of
furniture, although this was not, regrettably, due to
the tenants having burned it (I was sure to inquire
about this). Unlike many Castle Street flats, there
was a cleaning roster written neatly in green on the
side of the fridge. The flatmates met through Student
Life. When Iinquired as to whether they chose their
location to gain maximum exposure to the unsaved
market, this is what Simon* said: "A lot of my friends
live on Castle Street and it was really important to me
to set an example for them 'cos most of them take it
way too far ..  wanted to support them, show them
that there was an alternative to just going out and
getting trashed to the extent that those guys do it."
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Christians are people, too

Is life in an exclusively Christian flat fundamentally
different from your average Scarfie dwelling? In contrast
to the chronic TV addicts of my first year, the people I
interviewed seemed to spend their Saturday nights much
the same way most students do. The Duke Street flat said,
"It's definitely a social night for us. We generally aren't
even here — we're just, like, socialising.”

Apart from the cleanliness and the intentional hospitality,
the differences in lifestyles seemed to lie in the little
things. When asked their opinion on mixed flatting, for
example, the Duke Street guys said they were fine with
the idea, but would have to be conscious about things
like "walking around with your shirt off." "You mean
you wouldn't do that if you lived with girls?" I asked,
incredulous. Without hesitation, there was a unanimous
and scandalised "No!" "She'd stumble!" they cried. "Have
you seen us?"

Hell hath no fury like
a Christian flatmate scorned

Disappointingly, all the interviewees said their households
didn't have hard-and-fast rules about things like getting
drunk, having sleepovers, or masturbating in the shower.
When pressed, however, Martha admitted that if one of
her flatmates brought a boy home she would "probably
tell him to leave." Having roared with laughter at my very
question, she added "there'd be some serious problems
if that happened.”

“The whole notion of student

Gestapos policing their
Nazi landlords’ diktats runs
completely counter to the

traditional student-landlord
divide on which North Dunedin

flatting culture is founded.”

Samson has been That Guy. Before meeting him, I was told
that that his girlfriend, Delilah, had "a Christian landlord
who has some specific rules about what can go on in the
house, and the flatmates actively police those rules.”
Chillingly, this turned out to be true. On one unforgettable
occasion, Delilah's landlords, upon discovering that
Samson had slept over, rang his parents. "I thought that
it was a bit of an abuse of their power, because Delilah is
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“On one unforgettable occasion, Delilah’s
landlords, upon discovering that Samson
had slept over, rang his parents. ‘| thought
that it was a bit of an abuse of their power,
because Delilah is paying to live there, it's
her home, and she should be able to do
whatever she wants in her room.”

paying to live there, it's her home, and she should be
able to do whatever she wants in her room," he said.

Evidently, some landlords have not improved one
skerrick since that one time when Mary and Joseph
were refused lodging at all the inns in Bethlehem.
And we all know how that turned out. Still clearly
disconcerted by the whole fiasco, Samson added,
"At 26, [ just don't need it. A lot of the time I have to
turn up quite late and come through the window. It's
pretty sad." Ironically, one of Delilah's flatmates now
has her long-distance boyfriend staying with her in
her room. When I asked Samson how he felt about
this, he paused, before saying quietly, "I've just found
them to be really hypocritical."

The whole notion of student Gestapos policing their
Nazilandlords' diktats runs completely counter to the
traditional student-landlord divide on which North
Dunedin flatting culture is founded. Bitching about
our landlords is one of the most important sources
of student bonding, providing endless rant fodder
when we earnestly discuss our marginalisation as
second-class citizens of this city of broken dreams.
How could Delilah's flatmates have so shamelessly
defected to the Dark Side?

Never were these "morals police"” more visible than in
an interview that did not actually end up happening.
On the morning my first interview for this feature was
scheduled to take place, Ireceived the following text
from the girl: "Hey Britt, I'm in a wee bit of an awkward
situation. None of my flatmates will help with the
interview and they're telling me I shouldn't be doing
it because I'm not a very good role-model Christian."
My jaw dropped. I didn't even have to do an interview
and I already had soundbite gold. But my feeling of
hand-rubbing glee didn't last for long. My worst fears
had been confirmed — and I wished they hadn't been,
for the girl's sake. If you're reading this, flatmates of

my interviewee that wasn't, shame on you for proving
the student body right about Christians. Who's the
poor role model now, bitches?

Martha could relate to the above story. She flatted
with non-Christians in her second year, but since then
has lived in exclusively Christian households. While
this year has being going well, she was miserable
in her third-year flat. "Something happened, there
was an altercation .. You don't expect a Christian
to treat you really badly, because they're supposed
to be living with God in their life. But I was treated
better by non-Christians who don't have God in their
lives, so how does that work?" Martha thought for a
moment. "I was very disillusioned. We're friends now,
it's fine .. But they never apologised for it." While
the relationship between Martha's shitty flatting
experience and its monoreligious overtones is one
of correlation and of not causation, she did add that,
"Iwouldn't expect anyone to do what they did, even
if they weren't Christians, but because they were,
you don't understand how they could do that to you."

It’s not the
Christianing, it’s how
they’re Christianing

I feel that I encountered the best and worst of what
Christian flatting has to offer. I met true gems of
humanity who were open-minded, socially functional
and nice to each other. I also met people that had
known oppression by tyrannical flatmates who
used God as the justification for their bad behavior.
Christian flatting is a strange phenomenon indeed.
It would seem that, like other types of flatting, it can
go either way.
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MAPPING OUT
FRIEND ZONE

THE

“You waited too long to make your move and
now you're in the friend zone ... if you don't ask
her out soon you're going to end up stuck in the
zone forever."

— Joey Tribbiani, Friends

ne of the best things to happen
on the internet in the last
few months was the Tumblr
page Nice Guys of OkCupid.
The site, which was taken down in January,
lampooned self-described "nice guys" from
dating site OkCupid, guys who would lament
their "niceness" and the fact that girls only
want to date "assholes," rail against the cosmic
injustice that sex is meted out to those least
worthy of it, and conclude, through the insight
and perspective that their "niceness" had given
them, that women are shallow bitches and sluts.

The juxtaposition made for hilarious, revealing
and, in the more aggressive posts (“alli want you
to do is bleed like i have"), disturbing reading.
Perhaps the most striking thing about the page,
though, was the sheer uniformity these Nice Guys
exhibited. The same tone of passive-aggressive
indignation. The same terminology (they are the
"nice guy" whom girls "friendzone" in order to
date the "asshole"). The same hackneyed, sexist
stereotypes. The fedoras. Oh, the fedoras. As
one online commenter put it, "where are they
learning this stuff?"

Most of all, though, I liked the page's creator.

She was witty, smart, and incisive,
in that stream-of-consciousness, punctuation-
is-overrated kind of way. I wanted to meet her.

She would like me. I'm a nice guy.

By Sam McChesney

"The great irony is that the friend zone really
doesn't exist. The notion that once people make
friends, they will never progress to a romantic
relationship, is quickly debunked by a glance
at the real world."”

— Ally Fogg

However, as much as I wanted to agree with
her, one thing about the page didn't sit right.
"The 'friendzone' is a term used, particularly by
‘nice guys,' to refer to women who don't want to
have sex with them," she wrote. "It's based on
their idea that every relationship with women
has its ultimate goal as having sex with them
... they can't see being a friend as a good thing,
so they refer to it as being 'friendzoned' in a
negative sense. They treat the whole time they
spent with the woman as a waste. Needless to
say, the whole theory is sexist, misogynist and
dehumanises women. Anybody who uses the
term seriously is an idiot."

Up to that point l had used the term "friend zone"
without a trace of irony. I had always assumed
the friend zone to be a legitimate description of
an experience many, if not most, if not all men
(and probably some women too) go through at
some point in their lives. But now I had it on good
authority that I was a sexist idiot. I was bad and
I should feel bad. Was there truth to this? Was
the friend zone an irredeemably stupid, sexist
concept, or was there more to it?

kkk

The first thing to note about the friend zone is
that, broadly speaking, it doesn't exist. Women
don't rigidly divide their male acquaintances
into platonic friends and potential lovers, and
friendships can and do progress to romantic
relationships. Although hardly up-to-date or

"“Friendzoning is bullshit because girls are not
machines that you put Kindness Coins into until
sex falls out."”

— hexjackal

scientific, a 2001 survey of more than 1,450
members of the Match.com dating site showed
that 62% had at some point developed a sexual or
romantic relationship with a friend. Furthermore,
71% hoped that when they did fall in love, their
partner will have started out as a friend, while
only 9% hoped to fall for a stranger.

However, unrequited love or lust for a friend does
commonly happen, and to a significant extent
it's a gendered phenomenon. A study published
last year in the Journal of Social and Personal
Relationships found that men were far more likely
than women to be attracted to a friend of the
opposite sex. So far, so predictable. But the study
also found that women tended to significantly
underestimate their male friends' attraction to
them, while men tended to overestimate their
female friends' attraction. This means that men
are more likely to be led on, and women are more
likely to miss the fact that their puppy-eyed
friend wants more. Hence, the friend zone.

Many feminist commentators, including blogger
Foz Meadows, have interpreted such findings
as indicative of lingering ideas of male sexual
entitlement. Basically, men end up in the friend
zone and bitch about it not because of innate
differences between the sexes (at least not
entirely) but because society teaches men to
expect and pursue sex. Men are more likely to
be attracted to their friends because male desire
is considered natural whereas female desire is

portrayed as obscene.
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I'm really good at
falling inkto the friend zon

{

Would you ever film a sexual encounter without

your partner knowing?

a really, really nice guy
My self-summary

rver the bone

disgusting.

el

A, \ I'u

(This is precisely the kind of confrontational
statement that instantly raises non-feminist
hackles. But plenty of evidence is available. Look
to almost any Hollywood film in which a woman
assertively pursues an uninterested man: as
Meadows points out, such women are typically
portrayed as "pitiable, stalkerish, desperate,
crazy bitches." Or consider my friend, who told
me he'd be put off if a gitl appeared too keen on
him - a sentiment with which many men would
readily sympathise.)

The Nice Guys of OkCupid are merely the
embodiment of this attitude in its most pathetic
and passive-aggressive form. Unfortunately for
them, they also turn out to be its most visible
and easily-mocked proponents. Because of
his ineptness, the Nice Guy is trapped in the
vending-machine approach to seduction
— putting kindness coins in until sex falls
out — which of course gets him nowhere. His
resentment of the friend zone thus unsated by
any occasional romp in the sack, the Nice Guy
flees to the internet to bare his bitter soul. But
as NGOKC neatly demonstrates, nothing on the
internet is ever really hidden.

KKk

"It is a minefield ethically," Dr Chris Brickell
says of NGOKC. An associate professor and
the co-ordinator of Otago University's Gender
Studies programme, Chris is a leading expert
on masculinities and male identity. "For one
thing, they are semi-private dating sites, so I
think there is an ethical issue with having those
profiles then posted on a public page like this."

26 | fb.com/critictearohi

One of the main criticisms of NGOKC was
the victimisation of the men it featured. As
romantically unsuccessful beta males, many of
whom were clearly hurting inside, seeking sex
onthe internet was already a basicindignity. The
humiliation of being featured on a public blog
could only make things worse, perhaps pushing
some over the edge. While Chris had found NGOKC
amusing, he also warned me against making
simplistic judgements on the men it featured.

"To be blunt, a lot of the guys on that site didn't
fit the ideal of attractive masculinity,” Chris
continued. "So there's a cultural ideal that works
against them too." Many were also the victims
of socially constructed gender roles, expected
to make the first move but lacking the tools —
confidence, charm, success — with which to do so.

Talking it through with Chris, I started to gain
some sympathy for the friendzoned fuckwits.
Many, we agreed at the time, were just a bit slow
and lacking in self-reflection.

Chris believes the language of rejection is
partially to blame. "There can be an ambiguity
when someone uses the 'Ijust want to be friends'
line, because it's often used to mean 'Idon't even
want to be friends at all."

This ambiguity can obscure the Nice Guy's
failings by presenting the friend zone as a
consolation rather than a criticism. Someone
can end up in the friend zone because of a mere
absence of attraction, a lack of proactiveness
on their part, or a deeper personal failing that
turns people off. Rejection is cushioned when
the first is invoked, when the man's failure to

escape the friend zone reflects not on him but

I am starting to realize that women inside San Dwego are douches.

) { ]
a.! a pretty decent guy

I spend a lot of time thinking about

1 always think about why women are so superfical and

1
ﬁl’ﬁ 7 -

Do you feel there are any drcumstances in whic
a person is obligated to have sex with you?

P T ,-l“.f ! .

on the woman who "just doesn't see him that

way." If men are less likely to be told outright
that they're too passive, clingy, or obnoxious
than that a woman simply isn't into them, they
won't fully understand why they're serial sexual
rejects, and thus they can start seeing women
as shallow, stupid, and malicious.

"If people have had a lot of rejection, that kind
of lashing out may not be good, but it's maybe
understandable," Chris said. "So yes, I can
empathise with feeling you always get stuck in
the friend zone."

kK

Iremember the night I first watched The Pervert's
Guide to Cinema. During the film, everyone's
favourite Slovenian pop-philosopher Slavoj
7izek mentions "radical anti-feminists,” who
apparently believe that women are mere
constructs of the male psyche. Worse than that,
they are constructs of all the bad parts of the
male psyche: "Women exist because male desire
got impure," ZiZzek snufflingly explains. “If man
cleanses his desire, gets rid of dirty material,
dirty fantasies, woman ceases to exist."

At the time Ilaughed out loud at the bizarreness
and extremity of these "radical anti-feminists."
For one thing, if these people were right, then
they seemingly offered the strongest disincentive
to self-improvement imaginable: purify yourself
and all the women disappear. But Zizek had
stirred in me a morbid curiosity. I tried to track
down these persons, but to no avail - if such
radical anti-feminists existed, they were well
hidden indeed.



as the nice guy, ive been friend-zoned by every crush ive been after

What would you do if your partner reveals to you
that she/he was raped in the past?

- Ask them to stop living in the past

-

L%

The first things people usuélhr notice about me

I'm overly nice

Later, while researching this article, I
stumbled across an editorial on Rhizome by
Tom McCormack. After a somewhat dry and
overwrought analysis of the ethics of NGOKC,
McCormack linked the language of the Nice Guy
to Men's Rights Activism (MRA). MRA is a loose
collection of reactionary masculinist movements,
extreme variants of which flourished online in
the early 2000s, particularly on Reddit

(no surprises there). One of its flagship

The sites' male authors desired something
that only women could give them, and this
dependence was clearly a source of great
resentment. However, they were not ascetic
types: they sought not to "cleanse" their
desires — and thus make women "disappear”
in a figurative sense — but to satisfy these desires
with a minimum of fuss and mess. A woman's

choosing." So careful, in fact, that "a few days"
later he had found a new soul mate online. "I
found the real love of my life," he trumpeted.
Unfortunately, he continued, "I am having some
trouble convincing her to move here to the States
withme...I'll keep you posted on how this goes."

This was twincactus's last post. The site hasn't
been updated in over 16 months.)

kkk

AsIemerged from this benighted nether world,
feeling a bit grimy, the connection to NGOKC's
Nice Guy seemed clearer. The same terminology
and the same aggrieved, self-righteous tone
permeated both; while the Nice Guy's views
weren't as extreme as those on the MRA
pages, T had now seen the Nice Guy's emotional
reservoir in its pure, unadulterated form, and it
wasn't pretty.

I couldn't help but lose much of my
newly-acquired sympathy for the Nice

“I had now seen the Nice
Guy's emotional reservoir
in its pure, unadulterated

websites is called the-niceguy.com Guy, and my sympathy for the idea of the

(subtitled "Why American Women friend zone. There is of course the basic

(Mostly) Suck"). The more Ilearned about flaw in the Nice Guy's protestations: he's

these rabidly misogynistic loonies, the
more excited I got. It had been obvious all
along. If the radical anti-feminists were
out there, where better to find them than in the

bowels of the internet? Was my quest at an end?

As Iread through archives of the-niceguy.com
and some of its charming peers (including,
but not limited to, americanwomenreallysuck.
com), there was nothing to match the literal
gender solipsism ZiZek had mentioned. Maybe
such ideas were too crazy even for the internet.
More likely I was just looking in the wrong place.
Even so, there were eerie resemblances.

The authors of these sites prize obedience above
all other female virtues. Many have a predilection
for Asian women, who, it is claimed, are more
obedient than Western women. Whether it's
reasonable for women to obey men is never really
considered; male desires go totally unexamined
while female desires are seen as absurd and
perverse. In the land of MRA, women are not
literal constructs of the male psyche; even so, the
idea that women have an independent existence,
have lives of their own, seems foreign.

form, and it wasn't pretty.”

status was therefore grudgingly accepted, but
only as a labour-saving device and a warm
vessel for the occasional ejaculation. Women
who deviated from this image would provoke
fury — and would receive such labels as "bitch,"
“slut," or (my personal favourite) "Ameriskank"
— precisely because they reminded the MRA
writers of their own weakness and reliance.

(A salient and frankly hilarious example of
the MRA movement's lack of self-awareness
comes from americanwomenreallysuck.com.
The site's 50-year-old author, twincactus, after
a series of gleeful posts about his acquisition of
a 21-year-old Dominican bride (so compliant!
so much better than the American versions!),
discovered an awkward truth. "So two days after
Igot married, I found out my wife may have been
cheating on me," he wrote. Whoops!

"This still doesn't change my opinion of
American women or foreign women," twincactus
avowed. "You just need to be a little careful when

not nice at all, duh. However, the hidden
moral standard in his whingeing is even
more telling. Men who complain that
their "niceness" is getting them nowhere imply
that sexual success ought to attach to moral
worthiness, that a woman should distribute vag
not according to her own wishes but by abstract
criteria of justice. This is essentially a reinvention
of outdated chivalric ideas; it asserts a degree
of ownership by men over women's choices,
and involves a gross double standard — nobody
expects the converse.

In many respects, the friend zone is an inherently
flawed concept. If there's one area of life in which
freedom and ownership of one's body should
reign supreme, it's sex. And as libertarian
philosopher Robert Nozick pointed out, "liberty
upsets patterns" — freedom of choice creates
random, inequitable outcomes, and that's the
price we pay. You can't rage against the injustice
of constantly being friendzoned and respect
women's sexual choices, and you can't use the
language of the friend zone to blame others
and avoid self-reflection. Men in the friend zone

might be victims, but they're also idiots.
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filling — cheers carbs. Chicken and leek

paired together with a splash of cream
makes for a comforting and indulgent meal, with
balsamic vinegar offsetting the richness with a
slight tang. It's easy to adjust the quantity to
feed a large group of people too, and would be
extra delicious with some roughly sliced
marinated artichokes folded through also.
Season it well and you're set.

1. Fill a large pot with water and add a pinch of
salt. Bring to the boil, then add the pasta. Cook
for 8-10 minutes, or until firm to the bite. Drain.

2. Meanwhile, melt 1 TBS of the butter in a large
pan over a medium heat. Add the onion and
leek, and cook for a few minutes, stirring. Turn
the heat to low and cover. Stir occasionally to
prevent the leek and onion from sticking to the
pan. Cook until soft.

3. Melt the remaining 1 TBS of the butter in
another large pan over a medium-high heat.
When it starts to bubble, add the chicken and
oregano. Turn the heat down slightly and cook for
S minutes or until cooked through. The chicken
should be tender and only just starting to brown.

4. Remove the leek and onion from the stovetop.
Add the milk or cream, stirring to incorporate.
Add the balsamic vinegar, stirring to incorporate.

5. Toss the pasta, leek and chicken together.
Drizzle with a little olive oil, some cracked black
pepper and even some fresh basil if you feel
the need.



pepper crust is so tender it should be

illegal. Juniper berries, which are
typically used to flavour gin, are lovingly bashed
to release their fragrant pepperiness and are
combined with tropical, flirty pineapple. Hours
upon hours of cooking time gently allow the fat
in the pork to break down while all the flavours
intermingle. The resulting pork is wickedly soft,
with the cooking liquid serving as the baddest

b

Pulled PI‘ (Round Two)
| W

gravy out. Pack it inside soft ciabatta buns with
crunchy lettuce and grated carrot to contrast its
delectable texture and let the juices dribble down
your hands as you wolf it down.

1. Rinse the pork, then slap it down on a large
plate. Pat it dry with a paper towel if possible.

2. Coat the pork in pepper all over until it is
completely black. Shake over the salt and press
into the pork.

3. Place the pork in a slow cooker, or large pot
with a tight fitting lid. Add the juniper berries,
pineapple juice and chunks, and cumin. Swirl
everything together. Set to high initially — for

an hour if using a slow cooker, or 15 minutes on
the stovetop. After this, set to low and leave for
at least 7 hours with the lid on.

4. Remove the pork from the slow cooker — some
of it will have broken apart but you may well
have some very large pieces intact.

S.Place the cooking liquid in a small pot and boil
until reduced by half. This should take about 10
minutes. Pour this lip-smacking, runny gravy
over the pork to keep it moist.

6. To serve, grab a chunk of the meat and shred
it with two forks, or even your hands, you wild
thing. Place it in a warmed, split ciabatta bun
with a spoonful of the juice, a handful of iceberg
lettuce and some grated carrot. Devour. Repeat.

<

BUY CANNED FOOD
AND GET A FREE CUP.

™

.

PAKhSAVE

Our Policy: NZ’s Lowest Food Prices
paknsave.co.nz

F003463b
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ADAPTED A PIZZA DOUGH RECIPE FROM BLOG THE
Londoner to create the buns. The result is a
pile of fluffy, sweet cinnamon-laden
goodness. Citrus peel adds welcome bitterness,
but leave it out if it ain't your thing. Throw in a
handful of slivered almonds for crunch, if you

wish. Most importantly, try out the dough recipe

for homemade pizzas — omit the cinnamon in
the dough before rolling it out then spread it

liberally with a mixture of 4 TBS tomato paste,

2 TBS olive oil, 2 tsp sugar and 2 tsp dried
oregano. Top with a few handfuls of fresh baby
spinach, crumbled feta and grated edam, and

bake per the instructions below.

Ingredients

21/2 tsp dried yeast granules
1TBS white sugar

2 TBS light oil (e.g. canola)
325ml tepid water

2+ cups white flour

2 tsp salt

3 TBS ground cinnamon

For the filling:
75g butter
5 TBS sugar (soft brown or caster)

5 or 6 TBS ground cinnamon
759 glacé mixed peel (optional)
50g slivered almonds (optional)
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Method

1. Preheat the oven to 180°C bake or 170°C
fan bake.

2. Mix the yeast, sugar, oil and water in
abowl. Leave for 10 minutes at room temperature.

3. Mix 2 cups of the flour, the salt and cinnamon
in a large bowl. Make a well in the middle and
pour in the yeast mixture. Mix thoroughly until
you have a consistently smooth dough.

4. Flour a board and tip the dough onto it. Knead
it for about 10 minutes or until springy and
elastic, adding more flour if it gets sticky. You
may knead in anything between 1/4 cup and 1
cup of additional flour.

5. To make the filling, soften the butter at room
temperature, or for 20 seconds in the microwave.
If you use the microwave, don't melt it completely
(the residual heat will soften the rest of the butter
once you beat it). Add the sugar and cinnamon
and beat with a whisk until thick and creamy.

6. Split the dough in half and roll each piece into
a rectangle about 20cm by 8cm. Spread 1/3 of
the length with half the glacé peel, roll over,
then spread the next 1/3 with half the cinnamon
¢ filling (directions below). Roll up completely and
repeat with the other rectangle of dough. Slice
into S cm lengths, then press these down. Place
on a greased baking tray, gooey side up. Leave
for 40 minutes in a warm place, covered with a
damp tea towel.

7. Bake the cinnamon buns for 20-25 minutes.
They should be golden on the outside with the
filling bubbling, but still a bit doughy on the
inside. Dunk in strong black coffee or serve with
a steaming mug of tea. These are perfect for
breakfast, afternoon tea or as alate-night snack.



COLUMNS

RITIC'S INFAMOUS BLIND DATE COLUMN BRINGS YOU WEEKLY SHUTDOWNS, HlLARiOUS@

“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. We just want to help our readers find true love.

Romeo

Juliet

FTER FINISHING A BOX OF BEER TO GET ME IN THE MOOD, MY FLATMATES

had to drive me to the date resulting in me showing up 20 minutes

late. Upon arrival I showed her how truly uncoordinated I was by
running into two tables on the way in. This would have been fine had she
been drunk as well, but no: she was completely sober, much to my dismay.
I started laying the foundations of this glorious relationship; I would divulge
my secrets, but to honest I cannot for the life of me remember them.

After ordering the cheapest bottle of red wine on the menu we bonded
over how disgusting it was and that's when the texts began. My flatmates
were continuing to pester me with questions about her and how it was
going, and she too was being bombarded. At this point we decided to show
each other the texts. This would have gone well if she didn't take an eight
out of 10 — and the fact that my flatmate said she should just get drunk
and make it easy — as an insult.

I got salmon for dinner with couscous, for I felt it made me seem
more mature due my lack of sobriety. This same lack of sobriety got me
hopeful for an adventurous evening; she kept pouring me more wine,
saying I needed it because she'd had more than me. This was to no avail.

She proceeded to take our relationship to the next level, which was not
the level I wanted to go — having to talk about her. She started quizzing
me about her and what I'd learned when truthfully I was more distracted
by whether this eight out of 10 was going make an eight-inch out of this
three-inch.

At the end of the night we both decided to go our separate ways. As
it was for Romeo and Juliet, our mates both wanted us to themselves and
were not as encouraging of our newly-formed relationship. So we left and
I decided to go find my fill elsewhere, only to see each other later in Fever
RESTAURANT+BAR

DUNEDIN MEW ZIALAND

for one last dance.

S PART OF A CLASSIC FLAT BUCKET LIST MY NAME WAS ENTERED INTO

the Critic Blind Date. Unbeknown to me, my flatmates sent the

request from my own email. One flatmate kindly lingered outside
to check the date's suitability — super sleuth dedication considering he
arrived 20 minutes later.

I heard him before I saw him — he walked straight into a table behind me
and straight into the muffin tray on the counter. He soon told me he had
already had a 15-pack. Despite this he ordered a beer, I had a cocktail,
and we shared a bottle of red wine. He couldn't finish his half so poured
it into mine — not complaining. Small talk quickly turned into what he
expected to hear in speeches at his upcoming 21st. He's unsure if he wants
his mother to know he began watching porn at age 8. He even extended
an invitation to me to his 21st.

Food soon arrived and stand-out quotes from him included "hahIam not
afine diner" and "what the fuck is this!" as he flattened a pile of couscous.
Awkwardness was minimal as we traded texts asking how the night was
going — his included "how hot?" and "banging later?" I was unimpressed
with his sent text rating me 8/10.

After dessert [ was ready to find my friends, despite his friend's order to
"bring the duck to Queen St." He soon text saying "def 10 out of 10," very
gentlemanly of him. He had told me he hated Fever, my regular, so it
was a curious coincidence when I found him there, slumped on a couch,
four hours later. He kicked me as I walked past and offered me notes in
exchange for pole dancing/a work trial for Stilettos. I gapped it to the other
side of the d-floor and ended the night in the safe confines of friends. It
was a hilarious night — thank you Critic, the American girl who signed him
up and of course the romantic staff at Angus Restaurant and Moon Bar.
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TheBog A AAAR

LEZ

FEMINABLES

The Mentalist

BY M & G

5/5 COFFEE CUPS [E

BY GLITTER GRRL

N ST PATRICK'S DAY M AND G THOUGHT IT WOULD BE A FAB IDEA TO DO
wine before nine. With two pinot gris down and stomachs roaring
they drunkenly staggered with the flat down to The Bog — a must
on St Paddy's. Stumbling through the door, their noses were assaulted
with the scent of bacon and Guinness. They found themselves on tables

and chairs fit for leprechauns next to the jovial live music.

Swaying on their feet and waiting for a fry-up M spotted some other
patrons sipping on a hot black handle dripping with cream and laced with
whiskey. They had to have that thing between their lips. While G inhaled
some hash browns off her plate and knocked back a Jameson, M slouched

over to the bar and requested two Irish Coffees.

To a drunken M and G it felt like an eternity waiting for these festive
coffees. In the meantime, G even had time to go for a durrie run, get lost on
George St and send an SOS text to M, who found her floating around Cosmic
Corner. Once they made their way back to The Bog at roughly 10.30am, they
nabbed the first Irish Coffees that landed on the bar and headed out the

back. What followed can only be described as an Irishman's hazy nirvana.

Irish coffees are essentially two shots of whiskey mixed with an
Americano coffee, topped with cream and a sprinkling of coffee beans and
served in a glass mug. The thick cream sat contentedly on the black coffee,
which somehow enhanced the whiskey — in a good way. We decided to
mix the cream into the coffee and whiskey, which was a good call. After
an early morning start, this hot delicious bev gave us the boost to get

through to an afternoon of beer pong.

While trying new things and on a coffee-alcohol buzz M and G thought
they might suss out the pokies that the Bog had on offer. They swaggered
over to some sort of Arabian-themed machine and chucked $2 in (which
the bartender kindly withdrew for a bleary-eyed M). The pokies turned

out to be about as fun as the potato famine.

The atmosphere of The Bog on St Patrick's Day (the friendliest day
of the year) was unbeatable. The live band was cranking out the hits
like "Danny Boy," "When Irish Eyes Are Smiling" and "It's a Long Way to
Tipperary." Even at 10am, the Bog, which is rumoured to make its yearly
budget solely on 17 March, was cranking from opening. The old gitl was

chocka with green-clad students carousing with a few oldies.

M and G give The Bog and their Irish Coffees a drunken 5/5. Fuck the

poms, up with the IRA!
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don't understand this gender/sex difference you keep going on about.
Aperson's sexis male, female, or intersex; is biological; and dictates
the form a body will take. Wait! I know someone is reading this and
assuming this means that being feminine/masculine is an inescapable
fate! And you! That other person who is now thinking that trans* people are
clearly crazy! You're wrong! You're ignorant and you're wrong! Someone's
gender is their identity as male, female, or something else, and can
be completely different to their sex. Though people used to believe in
biological determinism and keep women in kitchens and men in garages,
we have now realised that most people are a little bit "masculine” and a
little bit "feminine."

I met this girl but she keeps saying she's a he, what the hell? What's
going on with her? Or him?

So at first glance he seems like a gitl, yes? But he says to refer to him
as a male? Well, before I go any further, here's the golden rule for every
interaction you ever have: respect the other person's identity. If he has
said to call him "he," then do so. It can be really upsetting to have a very
integral part of your identity ignored. That's what I'd guess is happening
here: the person you met has a gender identity that differs from what you
assumed it was. Because we're enlightened folk, we've figured out that our
mortal shell bodies don't always fit our minds, and this guy here is telling
you his mind identity. His mindentity. Fuck I'm clever. Respect his identity.

Iswear my flatmate's got hysteria. What's hysteria? So many chicks are
totes hysterical about the stupidest things!

If your flatmate went to a gyno back in the nineteenth century and got
abit angry then yeah, she'd defs have hysteria. However, modern medicine
has proved that your average uterus does not, in fact, sometimes go for a
wander up to the brain and infect it with crazy babymaker juice. Which is
what "hysteria" is, BTW: it's when a woman's uterus detaches and floats
up to her head, causing her to become irrational. A quick spot of research
will prove that this has never happened to anyone, ever.

When it comes to the mind, our bodies can often be the temples of
religions we don't fancy. Our flesh clothes can't always keep up with our
brains, and that makes interaction with other brains and their ill-fitting
bodies confusing at times. The key to navigating all this is to listen to
people. It's really not that hard. Respect the mindentity.
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8 April - 14 April “How's Uni?"
BY JESSICA BROMELL BY DR. NICK
HIS WEEK, A MASTERPIECE IS UNCOVERED, AND SCIENCE PREVAILS. I EVERYBODY!

April 8,1820: On a small Aegean island that nobody had previously

heard of, a peasant discovered a statue that would subsequently become
one of the most famous pieces of ancient Greek art ever. It is now called

the Venus de Milo, and its arms are still missing. It was also discovered
with a plinth inscribed with the name of the sculptor, but this has been lost

because it put the statue into a different time period to what the scholars
had originally thought, and they didn't want to look stupid. Despite these

minor issues, the Venus de Milo is celebrated to this day as a shining H
example of ancient Greek artistic beauty. I had a classics lecturer who
expressed his great distaste at it always being surrounded by other tourists H

taking pictures, which has so far prevented him from fulfilling his dream

of getting close enough to properly "feel it up," in his words. (If you find :

yourself with similar ambitions, there's a replica in the Otago Museum.)

April 12, 1831: The British Army's 60th Rifle Corps marched over the
Broughton Suspension Bridge, and made it fall down. Apparently, while

the corps were crossing it, they were amused that it began to vibrate in

time with their footsteps. Presumably to enjoy this further they started to
walk a bit differently and "whistle a marching tune," and then the bridge

collapsed. The water beneath the bridge was only 60 centimetres deep, so :
fortunately nobody drowned. There were a few concussions and broken
bones, though, which was enough for the British Army to introduce arule i

stating that all troops must break step when crossing a bridge — all for a

story nobody's heard since sixth-form physics.

April 14, 2003: The Human Genome Project, the first attempt to sequence H

and characterise the entire human genome, was announced complete. It
took 13 years and a large number of laboratories, and didn't tell us nearly

as much as some people thought it would. It uncovered a few features :
that seem to be human-specific, and gave some insight into the amount

of similarity between our genome and those of various other organisms,
but that was pretty much it. Even the approximate number of genes in the

sequence hasn't yet been definitively pinned down (it seems to be far fewer
than initially estimated). Some thought it might be a kind of illuminating

discovery that would tell us why we have complex social customs and
make art and write poetry, but science has yet to explain any of these.

Weclome back! While home for the holidays, many readers

would have gotten the "how's uni?" and this week's column is

all about that question. Rather than the usual grunted "fine," I want to

get deep about it; deeper than a deep sea diver with a massive knob gets
inside his girlfriend.

Now some of you will be wondering why the hell the diver part of that
simile was needed. In this instance it was to set up your expectations for
some sort of diving related punchline ("Mariana? I barely know 'er!") so
I could subvert that preconceived idea in a thematic link to the column.
Also all deep sea divers have massive knobs. Probably. Anyway, let's talk
subverted expectations.

See, we come to Uni with these preconceived ideas of what things are
going to be like, usually spurred on by siblings' or parents' embellished
war stories. Newcomers generally think uni will be a fairly liberal place
where you can reinvent yourself and be a "Scarfie, bro!" and returners
generally have expectations about flatting and partying in the Octagon for
the first time, having rightly stayed away during first year. Thing is, uniis
never what we expect and our expectations trap us in boxes tighter thana
hot air balloonist's. (All hot air balloonists have tight vaginas. Probably.)

Grossly simplifying, we get trapped in one of two ways:

1) Things aren't what we expected and the ensuing disappointment
means we retreat into ourselves mentally, blaming ourselves for the
situation. The classic example is the closeted kid expecting the campus to
be more gay-friendly than San Francisco during Mardi Gras. While they're
likely to find uni a bit better than school, Otago's not exactly Emerald
City: your problems aren't magically solved when you get here and that
realisation can be devastating.

2) We try so hard to make things like what we (or others) expect that
we end up doing stuff we hate doing, feeling guilty and worthless for it. The
classic example is the kid who gets the reputation as "the party animal"
and feels pressured to always be the drunken life of the party even when
they just want to relax.

Both traps are ridiculously common and can wreak havoc on your
mental wellbeing if left unchecked. So be aware that expectations and
reality are always different, and don't be afraid to say if this divide is
taking its toll on you — the OUSA Support Centre is great at helping with
this. Right — that's enough mental health stuff for a while! Next week let's
talk Small Dick Syndrome (divers need not read it). Till then!
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Fools on Facebook

The Vaccine Myth

BY ELSIE STONE

BY HANNAH TWIGG

HIS WEEK I'M GOING TO TRY TO HELP SOME OF YOU POOR IGNORANT
wretches out there who are embarrassing themselves on Facebook.
We are young students, frequently engaging in shenanigans and
debauchery, often vomiting in public places and having awkward sexual
experiences — our lives are pretty embarrassing as it is. So please take

this as a gentle nudge in a much less shameful and idiotic direction.

In other words, everyone please stop being such fucking annoying
Facebook twats. I cannot believe we have come to the point where hordes

of people can piss me off while I am safely tucked up in bed.

Firstly, stop clogging up my newsfeed with boring statuses about
boring shit that is happening in your boring lives. I don't know why you
think the rest of us would care about how you are feeling all the time. The
people who care will ask you themselves. And the rest of us don't give a
shit. If your lives were actually interesting, you wouldn't feel the need to

tell the world all about it because you would be too busy being interested.

Thus, by posting all those statuses, the world can tell that you are both

boring and annoying. My advice is to stop.

Next, I want to talk about selfies, which in recent times have become
cool again in a sort of ironic, Snapchat kind of way. But this doesn't mean
that all selfies are acceptable. There are some pretty simple guidelines
to selfie-ing without looking stupid: (1) don't take photos of yourself in
bathroom mirrors; (2) don't duckface; (3) don't post pictures which very
obviously show off your boobies, and then be like "oh my gosh! So em-
barrassing!" when all of your guy friends point them out; (4) don't post a
picture of you looking seriously hot with a caption that says "#justwokeup
#suchanuglymutt” and then sit back and wait for all your friends to tell
you how pretty you are; and (5) don't have a "Me" album. These are all
pretty simple principles. If you follow them maybe people will un-hide

you from their homepages.

Lastly, to all of the people who comment on stuff and think that the

rest of us care about your opinions: we don't.

The only time unacceptable Facebook behaviour is acceptable is when
it is committed by the people with whom I am friends purely so thatIcan
be a spectator in their vastly foreign lives: the girl from school who now
has a baby, the one who regularly posts passive-aggressive shit about
whomever they are currently having a bitchfight with. For the rest of you,

please, it's just embarrassing. You're all so much better than that.
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Y NOW, MANY OF YOU HAVE PROBABLY FALLEN VICTIM TO THE INFAMOUS

Fresher Flu. With winter soon approaching, the last thing anyone

wants to deal with is the (real) flu as well as the cold. The best thing
you can do to help get you through, flu-free, is to grab yourself a flu shot.
And before you stop and tell me that you've had the jab before, and still
got the flu, make sure you're not just talking about a nasty cold.

A common rumour that flies around as soon as people start talking
about vaccines, particularly as part of a school program, is that vaccines
aren't safe and can give you autism.

What happened was this: a scientist called Wakefield did a study
on MMR (measles, mumps, rubella) — that's the shot you would have
got at school at roughly age 10. They published a paper that claimed to
have linked the MMR vaccine to autism. This was quickly retracted by
the journal, because the claim could not be verified. This was a case of
some pretty shoddy science. To begin with, they only looked at twelve
patients — nowhere near enough from which to draw reliable conclusions.
Secondly, they used self-reporting from the parents, who claimed that their
kids developed signs of autism about six days from the shot. This could
be biased in many ways. Finally, autism is a spectrum disorder — which
means it can be different between patients, and occur for different reasons.

A huge number of papers published since have completely disproved
the claimed link between the MMR vaccine and autism. The problem we
have now is that people continue to believe this, even though science
says no. Hype has an incredible way of hiding the real facts. Let me be
completely clear here: there is NO evidence supporting the link between
the MMR vaccine and autism.

So now that we've clarified that vaccines won't give you autism, what
about their safety? Well, a vaccine has to get through a huge number of
clinical trials to even reach the public. If it isn't safe, it doesn't get through.
Let's not forget how vaccines have changed public health. You know how
polio is such a problem around the world? I don't, and that's because the
polio vaccine has done such an incredible job at almost completely wiping
out the disease. Thanks, science.

So, apart from the needle (which is tiny!) you actually have nothing
to worry about. If you want to avoid the flu this season, just head down to
student health and get yourself a shot. It costs next to nothing, sometimes
free. Don't worry, this winter you're covered by science, bitches.



Love Online

RITIC CREATED A FEMALE INTERNET DATING PROFILE EXPECTING A LOW STANDARD OF SUAVITY.
But not even we could be prepared for the barrage of sheer ineptitude that followed,
each new suitor representing a new nadir in the evolution of mankind.

This column is a word-for-word transcript of an actual message received by Critic's online
dating profile. You can't make this shit up.

Subject: whitty and kinky

well whitty is my middle name and kinky well don't even start haha

still some time of summer hols left isnt there and if your not all
"entertained" out im gaging to help out. ( a lil pun intended)

check out my profile pics are there too and let me know, im a
westie too free most days and if you find a day om not horny n
keen I must be sick.

happy hunting
X

Subject:
pop quiz

summer or winter?

red or white wine?
heels or handbags?
lingerie or dresses?
length or girth?

COLUMNS
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—=GETOUT OF THE st

ODT Crucifies Journalistic Standards for Easter

Signal Hill

BY JESS COLE

BY PHOEBE HARROP

HE ODT SOUGHT TO GET RIGHT AMONGST THE SPIRIT OF THE HOLIDAYS,

reporting on key Easter issues such as the number of New Zealanders
who claimed rabbit, egg, and hot cross bun-related injuries last year.

Eggs, rabbits and
buns prove costly

Filot programme targets feral cats

Apparently (incorrectly) assuming their
average reader has an intelligence level
above that of the average hot cross bun
victim, the front page on 1 April depicted
the "world-first pest eradication program"
of trained hawks picking off feral cats.

Needless to say this provoked three re-
sponses: hysteria, smugness (for those = e

wily old folk who got the "joke") and those s

who apparently subscribe to the Gareth ﬁ r‘:'
Morgan school of thought and wanted to

know why the plan hadn't been put into place earlier.

It has also been an exciting week for the previously little-known ODT work

car, which evidently gets out a lot more than any other ODT employee.
Mot just another trip in the ‘ODT’ work car

‘ODT car first to use reopened ferry

And a handy hint for those of you who can't hold off until you're safely

home: claiming that pissing in a drive-through is "normal back home"
should see you away from any

public urination charge. Women w over behavigur
: Twa Spanish
n Wa wiere
i . . miw_rmz.m rogs for offansive
Critic suspect this excuse is urinating in the KF¢:

i d""ﬂ-ﬂhuugh
particularly valid if "back MW&WEMHMd
bokce walking outof th drive.theosgm
their pants umm& while "puling
W‘ urinated in the
]

Questioned, they said
i : they werg
ﬁqm‘ﬁ,mm"f"_”“"m'

home" is (insert whatever city
you feel needs insulting).
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F YOUR ONLY MEANS OF GETTING OUT OF

the ghetto any time soon is the old

waewae express, look no further than
Dunedin's local Mount Lee (that's where
the famous Beverley Hills Hollywood sign

calls home). Signal Hill is a prominent finger
of hilly goodness that rises sharply up from the Harbour, just to the north
of the Stadium and Logan Park.

Now I'm not one to make a mountain out of a molehill, but at the heady
heights of around 350m above sea level, this puppy ain't no small fry. If
Signal Hill were in Auckland, it would eat smaller, lesser hills like Mount
Eden for afternoon tea.

So make the most of Signal Hill's dramatic elevation, as lots of runners,
walkers (often complete with Camel Baks and Leki sticks — I told you this
was serious) and particular mountain bikers — who tend to drop off the
top down the off-road tracks — do every day. From uni, you can head up
Lovelock Avenue to Signal Hill Road, which takes you pretty much straight
uphill. Along the way to the lookout you're likely to observe: a) sleepy
Opoho suburbia (discovering residential/non-student Dunedin is an
adventure in itself); b) paddocks and farm animals; c) many buses of
tourists passing you as you shuffle up the slope; d) a pretty sweet lookout
and monument from 1950, featuring some carvings commemorating the
signing of the Treaty of Waitangi; and e) a kickass view.

Just to further emphasise the incline:
Baldwin Street essentially sits on the North
East Valley side of Signal Hill, and barely
gets up one quarter of the total climb. Don't
let that put you off though: the view is
absolutely amazing, and worth the burn-
ing quads. Enjoy.

Get there: on foot or by bike.

You can do it young grasshopper!
Do: take snacks (if you're walking and might be a while).

Don't: forget your camera. #greatview #adventure #YOLO

Eat: something you've brought yourself, maybe from Gardens New World
on the way up.



Dudeism

COLUMNS

the LEEK

Fair And Balanced.

Keep Calm and Carry Your Wallet

BY ERMA DAG

BY CAMPBELL ECKLEIN

OME PEOPLE WANT A RITZY INNER-CITY APARTMENT, IN WHICH THEY CAN
recline on a bespoke eight-seater couch upholstered in the finest
polar bear pelt, snort mountains of cocaine, and sit on their balcony
dining on poached Galapagos tortoise and stroking their pet snow leopard
while observing the plebs below. Others want nothing more than bowling,

marijuana, White Russians, and a rug that really ties the room together.
At the close of a particularly materialistic and megalomaniacal decade,

1999 film The Big Lebowski injected a shot of modesty back into the public
consciousness. The film championed life's simple pleasures, throwing
back not only to the sixties through hippie protagonist The Dude, but to

third century BC philosopher Epicurus.

Like all ancient philosophers of note, Epicurus lived in Athens. There
he founded a school in his garden, which was imaginatively dubbed the
Garden. Here Epicurus and his students would mill around, talk philosophy,

relax, drink lattés and watch experimental German films.

The Dude channels Epicurus's philosophy, living a simple life in the
company of friends (even if one of these friends tends to fly off the handle
and brandish pistols during bowling competitions). The Dude is buffeted
through the story by our culture's more tempestuous, un-Dude elements
- vain capitalists, gold-digging libertines, porn barons, rug-pissers, German
nihilists — and only a strict drug regimen and an impending bowling match
against pederast nemesis Jesus keep his mind limber and his soul grounded.

The criticism can be levelled, though, that The Dude's lifestyle is
propped up by others' hard work. Someone built that bowling alley, some-
one distilled that Kahlua, someone wove that rug — and it sure as hell

wasn't The Dude.

"Are you employed, sir?" the capitalist enquires of The Dude.
"Employed?" he blankly replies. Later, The Dude is asked what he does.
the odd acid flashback," he

"Oh, you know ... bowling ... driving around ...
reveals, before choking on a Thai stick.

Similarly, Epicurus could maintain a comfortable garden-based ex-
istence because ancient Athens ran on the labour of slaves and metics
(non-Athenian workers). Therefore, the Epicurean way of life is arguably
anincurably self-indulgent, middle-class ethos, which teaches us nothing
about how to run society at large. Not everybody can live off welfare, for

obvious reasons.

It's easy to see the virtues of The Dude's way of life, but it's also im-
portant to puncture its egalitarian hippie pretensions. The discerning
Dudeist can't realistically claim to be against elitism when his way of life
relies on the existence of free rides. Then again, if people like The Dude

exist, they are well worth the cost of my taxes.

MID TIGHT GOVERNMENT FUNDING, FALLING ENROLMENTS AND INCREASED

operational costs, the University of Otago has had to accept a

rather tight budget for 2013 in order to continue to provide students
with the high-quality services we've grown so accustomed to. At a
University Council meeting, Vice-Chancellor Prof Harlene Hayne said that
that given this environment, the budget "was not easy to balance." Despite
this pessimistic statement, it seems that the cuts and money-saving
techniques the university has implemented to date have gone almost
entirely unnoticed by staff and students alike.

On account of this observation (and perhaps as a desperate bid for
attention), the powers that be have deemed it appropriate to make further
and more drastic changes regarding the university's resources. The vast
expanses of grass that cover our campus have been identified as a waste
of space. In order to optimise the use of this land, it will soon be leased as
pasture to small farm owners who wish to raise livestock in an urban
environment. Areas that will be affected include the Union Lawn, Logan
Park, the bits on either side of the river, and that weird part in front of the
museum that everyone hurries through.

In subjects that change very little with time, location and social climate
(e.g. law, economics, politics, neuroscience) lecturers will soon be substi-
tuted with educational videos sourced from the archives of the former
Soviet Union and the Communist Party of China — subtitled where possible.
Further efforts to decrease faculty size will see the skilled but unnecessary
doctors at Student Health dismissed in favour of a solitary veterinarian
and our diligent Campus Watch replaced by a fleet of possums.

Immeasurable success is predicted in this venture. The University's
1,247 printers are to be auctioned off, usurped by a taskforce of Vietnamese
children who will handwrite any documents you require on the spot, in
about half the time a printer would take to procure them.

These changes may seem extreme, but the university recognises that
the little things count, too. With this in mind, a new ban on students bringing
their own food and beverages to campus will be strictly enforced with
routine bag checks, and online resources such as Blackboard and PIMS
will only be accessible with a valid credit card. In addition to this, a 50¢-per-
turn charge will be applied to all drinking fountains, sinks and toilets on
campus and the expensive 0.5-ply toilet paper in the restrooms will be
replaced with unlimited free copies of Victoria University's student mag-
azine, Salient. Go to town on it.
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BOOKS JOSEF ALTON | books@critic.co.nz

If on a winter's night a traveller

by Italo Calvino

REVIEWED BY THOMAS THOMPSON

"You are about to begin reading Italo

Calvino's latest novel. Relax. Concentrate
.. Let the world around you fade."

0 BEGINS ITALO CALVINO'S MASTERFUL,
polyphonic novel If on a winter's night
a traveller. Published in 1979, self-ref-
erential and perfectly postmodern, this book is
an examination of what it means to be areader
as well as what it means to write. Forget the
complexities of a play within a play; this is a
novel inside a novel inside a novel, ad infinitum.

You have already begun reading my book review
of If on a winter's night a traveller. Take a deep
breath. Allow your field of vision to narrow until it
contains only this page and I will summarise the
book as best I can. The over-arching narrative
follows areader trying to read Italo Calvino's lat-
estnovel If on a winter's night a traveller. At first,
the protagonist is You. Written in second person,
like a very literary instruction manual, the book
follows You, the reader, as you endeavour to read
the book. However, this "You" gradually merges
with the identity of a specific reader, arather un-
assuming young man who is constantly thwarted
in his attempts to read the book he wants to read.
He spends his time doggedly tracking the threads
of the narratives he is encountering, as well as
trying to begin a romance with an attractive
female reader, Ludmilla. Every odd-numbered
chapter is a description of how you — and he — are
attempting to follow the thread of the original
novel and every even-numbered chapter is the
opening chapter from whichever new book the

reader ends up reading. This means that the book
flip-flops between a) the opening chapters of 10
vastly different novels and b) the labyrinthine
quest of a reader who unwillingly encounters
the opening pages of 10 truncated novels. As
you and the reader continue through the book
together, you discover a vast, tangled conspiracy
involving forgotten languages, flighty transla-
tors, incompetent publishers and an elaborate,
absurdist government censorship plot.

Admittedly this sounds as if it could make for
frustrating reading, but If on a winter's night a
traveler is eminently readable. Its complications
are playful rather than difficult, amusing rather
than irritating. Most of all I was struck by how
each opening chapter of a new novel completely
absorbed me. The reader's — and, implicitly, my —
quest to work out what had caused the fracturing
of the narratives faded and I launched eagerly
into each even-numbered chapter with the joyful
idiocy of a dog rushing after a stick, only to be
brought up short 10 pages in.

Over and over, Calvino enchants his readers,
lulling them in the cradle of a new narrative
until, just as they're beginning to give in to that
sleek, comforting feeling of absorption, he gives
the cradle a kick and upends the reader on the
floor of a topsy-turvy world where publishers are
so ham-fisted that scores of books are missing
chapters, where translators give up on translat-
ing novels halfway through, where novels and
novellists are part of high-powered government
conspiracies in which they are censored, banned,
cut up and filtered by computers, resulting in a
phalanx of novels that end just when you want
to keep on reading them.

VINTAGE CALVINOG

ONA

NIBHT A
TRAVELLER

"Forget the complexities
of a play within a play;
this is a novelinside a
novel inside a novel,

ad infinitum.”

By forcing the reader to go through this process
time after time (10 times, to be exact) Calvino en-
courages his readers to think about what reading,
and writing, can do. At one point Ludmilla says,
"the novel I would most like to read .. should have
as its driving force only the desire to narrate, to
pile stories on stories, without trying to impose
a philosophy of life on you, simply allowing you
to observe its own growth, like a tree, an entan-
gling, as if of branches and leaves." And this is
what If on a winter's night a traveller achieves.
It is the sort of book you could get lost in, write
a thesis on, and wallow in for weeks debating
the philosophy of reading, but I think these ap-
proaches miss the heart of the novel. At best,
it's simple: a puckish, joyful accrual of stories.
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BAZ MACDONALD | gaming@critic.co.nz

Bioshock Infinite

DEVELOPED BY IRRATIONAL GAMES | PUBLISHED BY 2K GAMES 9.5/10

COULD HAVE WRITTEN THIS REVIEW IN FIVE

words: fucking awesome, go play it! However,

it's probably my responsibility to explain
what exactly about Ken Levine's new master-
piece Bioshock Infinite elicits this response.

Despite the massive steps the video game in-
dustry has taken in the past 20 years, the truth
is thatitis still very much in its infancy. Nowhere
is this more apparent than in the writing of video
games. Not because itis bad, though sometimes
we can all agree that is the case, but because it
is derivative. When games stepped out of 8-bit
graphics and into 3D storytelling, developers
were faced with the predicament of how to ap-
proach an interactive story and the obvious, easy
direction was to derive storytelling techniques
from the film industry. Only now are we finally
starting to break the chains of the film industry
and discover the potential video games hold for
truly powerful storytelling. On the frontline of
this endeavour is Ken Levine, creative director
of Irrational Games.

Irrational Games released Bioshock in 2007 to
high praise, for its conceptual depth, stunning
graphics, and mind-melting story. The game
mixed philosophy and science with a unique

fantasy, while also maintaining a rollercoaster
of a story and fascinating characters. Bioshock
Infinite takes all of these successful elements
from the series and expands them beyond your
wildest expectations.

The once inconceivable underwater city of
Rapture from the first two Bioshock titles now
seems like a cute idea compared to the stag-
gering complexity and beauty of Columbia, the
floating city in which b is set. Though based on
twentieth-century British architecture and style,
the flying vista feels like nothing you've experi-
enced inreal life, creating tourist-like moments
of exploration. Everything you see is fascinating,
whether it's watching the intricate details of a
nearby floating section of the city, or a shop front
advertising the latest entertainment. The mood
of the city is ever-changing with the elements;
one moment the city is bathed in sunlight and
the next it is plunged into a dreary fog.

The combat retains the series's mix of classic
weapons such as rifles, pistols and shotguns
with an array of psychokinetic powers known as
vigors. Though "abilities" are hardly a new mech-
anism in first-person shooters, Irrational has a
gift for making them unique. For instance, one

of my favourite vigors is aptly named "murder of
crows",; it allows me to send out a gang of murder-
ous crows to attack my enemies. All weapons and
vigors are upgradable, allowing you to augment
your powers (e.g. any enemy killed with murder
of crows becomes a "crow trap" in which any
nearby enemies will become ensnared).

The game's best new mechanic is the skyhook.
This accessory's primary purpose is to attach
to sky rails around the city. This creates amaz-
ing moments within the game where you soar
through the sky and city. It feels a lot like those
videos on YouTube of first-person rollercoaster
rides — except you get to shoot people while you
ride. The skyhook's secondary function is as the
most brutal melee weapon ever.

It would be a crime to reveal any aspect of
Irrational's beautifully-crafted story. From the
moment you begin every line, every picture,
and every frame will having you deciphering
the world around you. Decipher away, the story

will still take your breath away.

www.gregscollectables.co.nz
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FILM SAM MCCHESNEY | film@critic.co.nz

Jack the
Giant Slayer

Director: Bryan Singer

REVIEWED BY ROSIE HOWELLS

ON'T WE BLOODY LOVE OUR EXPENSIVE

fairytale re-boots? Hansel and Gretel:

Witch Hunters, Mirror Mirror, Snow White
and the Huntsman - all released within 18
months. AndIthinkit's fair to say they've hardly
been instant classics, despite the obnoxious
lineup of stars that sign on (I would assume this
is so they can afford to do Wes Anderson films
and avant garde theatre).

Jack the Giant Slayer is no exception. It's a big,
silly film with a butt-ton of famous people pay-
ing for their second home in Maui. That's not
to say it doesn't have any value — the CGlis an
absolute visual feast! The beanstalk is GODDAMN
AWESOME. It was my favourite character, and
it wasn't even a character. You could make all
kinds of secret club houses in its crevices. For
some reason I got the vibe that it would smell
great — earthy but fresh. The giants were also
impressively grizzly, looking like especially big
and dirty Urban Factory bodyguards.

Unfortunately, the CGI fails to cover up the weak
script and inconsistencies. For example, I doubt
people of medieval times would say "I'm a bit
keen" and wear Hallensteins-esque leather
jackets (no matter how stylishly rustic they
are). Although it was possible to laugh at such

lameness (I certainly had an ironic cackle at the
lines "don't spill the beans," and "you're barking
up the wrong beanstalk”) it was harder not to
get annoyed that the only female character,
Princess Isabelle, spent the entire film being
repeatedly saved by Jack. During one of the 53
rescue missions, she even said to him "hold
me," which did not sit well with this reviewer.

My advice is to view this film with a take it or
leave it approach: shrug off the plain stupid stuff
to enjoy its simple pleasures ("Take it" — Ewan
McGregor being wrapped up in pastry like a
lovely Scottish puff. "Leave it" — the beanstalk
having perfectly placed hand holds for climbers).
At the end of the day, one should take every
opportunity to hear Bill Nighy voice mythical
creatures.

No

Director: Pablo Larrain

REVIEWED BY GERARD BARBALICH 3/5

HOSE MOVIES NOMINATED FOR THE ILLUSTRI-
0US OSCARS ARE A TYPICAL BUNCH OF TALES
(many think there are only seven tales)
that take us on similar journeys, all similar but
slightly different, and return us safely at the end.
And for No, which was nominated for the Best
Foreign Language Film Oscar, it is no different.
This one involves the slaying of a monster; the
monster in question is Augusto Pinochet, the
Chilean army general and dictator of Chile from
1973-1988, and the sword-slinging hero is ad-
vertising executive René, played by Gael Garcia
Bernal (The Motorcycle Diaries).
The tale opens in 1988 when, following
increased international pressure, a plebiscite
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of the Chilean citizenry is held as to whether
Pinochet should have another 8-year term as
President. From here the story plays out in the
usual fashion: René is challenged to direct the No
campaign, which will bring him and his family
into the sights of a heavy handed and deadly
regime. And to add more muddle to the picture,
René's boss is working on the Yes campaign,
while unsubtly sliding threats his way.

From here, the film's novel elements are
meant to set it apart from all those other generic
stories in which a monster is conquered — be it
dragon, blonde, or giant. Sure, there are a few of
these elements, such as the film's home-movie
feel, but overall the pacing of the film is too slow.
The director seems to have fallen in love with
slow shots of people walking down streets as
lens flares wash out the screen, and neglected
what should be at the heart of a potentially
powerful piece — the pacing.

No is bloated by drawn-out shots that
attempt to convey deep emotional intention,
but simply drag it down. It is a shame that a

memorable story of true importance about an
ad man who helped to take a stand against a
dictator was not crafted into something catchier.

LA CAMPAMA OUT CAMESRE A LMAMACKE
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The Host

Director: Andrew Niccol

REVIEWED BY FIONNUALA BULMAN 3/5

ONSIDERING THE TWILIGHT SAGA BROUGHT

over 10 hours of sparkly humans and

pained expressions to our cinema
screens, it's fair to say I didn't have huge hopes
for The Host, the film adaptation of the sci-fi/
romance novel written by Stephanie Meyer in
2008.1t didn't help that it was a Sunday morning,
I was hung over and after a long walk to the
Octagon had missed the first 10 minutes.

Once I'd got up to date on the back story (an
alien species called "Souls" have inhabited the
minds of humans and are slowly taking over
Earth) I found myself actually quite enjoying
it. Saoirse Ronan (think Lovely Bones but less
ginger) is Melanie, a human girl fighting against
the invasion who is captured and whose body
is taken over by one of these souls. Souls are
portrayed as spidery, silver "balls of light" that

enter a human body through an incision in the
neck and proceed to command its thoughts and
actions. Once present in a human, the Soul's
main distinction is a disturbing silver iris and
tendency to dress only in white.

Melanie's rebellious and determined conscious-
ness survives within her mind and wrestles with
this new Soul, named Wanderer, for control of her
body. This leads to plenty of scenes involving
internal arguments between Mel (portrayed as
an ethereal voiceover) and Wanderer (speaking
aloud), which can border on tedious. Generally,
though, she pulls off the role pretty well, one
perk of which must have been filming the un-
necessarily large number of romantic scenes
(Melis in love with one guy while the new mind
of Wanderer is after another, resulting in a bit of
an awks love triangle).

These scenes are inserted at regular intervals,
often as dreams or flashbacks and involving rain,
dancing and/or bedsheets. Luckily for Saoirse
both suitors are very easy on the eye and leave
you feeling that the end of the Earth can't be that
bad. With the all the embraces and long sweeping

shots of desert terrain, there isn't much time left
for action, despite the lengthy two-hour running
time. A conveniently happy ending even implies
the possibility of a sequel, oh the joy.

The Host shouldn't be judged by its Twilight
association and is worth a watch, if only for the

boys.

Faster, Pussycat! Kill! Kill! (1965)

CULT FILM

Director: Russ Meyer

REVIEWED BY KATHLEEN HANNA

USS MEYER REALLY LIKED BOOBS. HIs

favourite Hollywood actress was Dolly

Parton, he described 39DD-toting Anita
Ekberg as "the most beautiful woman I ever
photographed,” he had a penchant for casting
women in their first trimester of pregnancy
(gross), and his two favourite expressions were
"gravity-defying" and "cantilevered.”

Meyer was the most famous exponent of the film
subgenre known as "sexploitation." Sexploitation
had a very simple formula: a) boobs; b) campy
dialogue; c) violence; d) boobs; and DD) boobs.
Faster, Pussycat! Kill! Kill! is Meyer's most cel-
ebrated creation, an 83-minute slab of brutal,
overblown, ridiculous male fantasy.

Following an afternoon of playfighting and driv-
ing fast cars, three thrill-seeking go-go dancers

(their hierarchy clearly established by boob size)
encounter an all-American car enthusiast and
his scantily-clad girlfriend, Linda. After beating
Ken in a race, Varla (Tura Satana), the trio's ag-
gressive leader, kills him with her bare hands.
The dancers then take young Linda hostage and
bring her to an isolated ranch. While they hunt
for the lecherous rancher's hidden fortune, the
rancher tries to use his gargantuan, retarded son
Vegetable to keep Linda at the ranch as a slave.

See what I mean?

Meyer's obsession with "Amazonian" or
"Junoesque" women tended to overshadow
his actual work, and by his later films (when,
ah, surgical techniques had improved) he was
heavily criticised for turning women into mere
"tit transportation devices." Faster, Pussycat!
Kill! Kill!is the only Meyer film that non-fans will
recognise, partly because it has had an easier
ride with the censors (there is no actual nudity,
just light years of cleavage) and partly because it
basically represents the Meyer ethos in excelsis

— in particular, Varla is seen as the epitome of

Meyer's tastes in women (by most accounts,
Satana basically played herself).

For the finest in campy dialogue ("youlook to me
like a gal with a big appetite for everything"), cars
driving around in circles and hitting things, and
mammarific warrior goddesses, look no further

than this consummately trashy gem.

RUSE MIYER mhlva.'
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MUSIC BASTI MENKES | music@critic.co.nz

David Bowie
The Next Day

Bowie's latest album is nothing
short of spectacular.

PON LEARNING THAT DAVID BOWIE WAS TO

release his twenty-fourth studio album

this year, my expectations weren't al-
together very high. With Bowie recently entering
his sixty-sixth year on this planet, my mind
instantly feared a lifeless and desperate-sound-
ing record, the sound of an old man trying in
vain to squeeze back into the leather pants he
wore 30 years prior and "rock out" again. Surely
atbestit'd be a passable album, a wheezy victory
lap ran out of vanity or boredom; at worst, it'd
be a cringeworthy flop.

Heartened by but skeptical of the torrent of
five-star reviews The Next Day garnered prior
to release, I got my hands on a physical copy
and stared at it long and hard. The artwork, a
minimalist defacing of the cover of Bowie's
classic album Heroes, offered no clue as to its
contents. With no idea what was in store for me,
Itook a deep breath, put the CD in my computer
and hit "play."

The Next Day kicks off with a species of song
well-known to Bowie fans: a dance tune you
couldn't possibly dance to. Despite being pro-
pelled by a thumping four-on-the-floor beat,
opener "The Next Day" is dense with detuned
guitars and pitch-black lyrics; try as you might,
you simply cannot boogie along to Bowie growl-
ing "here I am, not quite dying, my body left
to rot in a hollow tree." This is not the sound
of an old man masquerading as a young one,
fleeing from the notions of age and mortality.
The song, like the rest of the album, is rife with
the stench of death.

The first third of The Next Day is drenched in
the same grey melancholia as the opening
song, from the sleazy and King Crimson-esque
"Dirty Boys" to the slow-motion ballad "Where
Are We Now?" before culminating in the irre-
sistible and heart-rending album highlight
"Valentine's Day." Only when the frenzied "If
You Can See Me" comes hurtling through the
speakers does The Next Day get a sudden jolt of
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adrenaline, snapping out of its morose stupor.
The subsequent few songs are wide-eyed and
vigorous; suddenly, Bowie doesn't sound aged
and pensive, but well and truly young again. He
even references this uncanny youthfulness on
the psychedelic anthem "I'd Rather Be High,"
chuckling that he's "17 and (his) looks can prove
it." Ziggy, it's been a while.

After this headrush Bowie guides The Next Day
back down to earth for a masterful, flawless
third act, as solid as any four-song suite in his

| entered the album praying it would be

£

and a choir. The song ends with a sly nod to Ziggy
opener "Five Years," concluding with the drum
pattern with which the song begins.

Butno song on The Next Day, or any Bowie album
for that matter, is as bleak or as harrowing as
closing track "Heat." Dealing with lyrical themes
such as prison, the apocalypse and his hatred for
his father, this cavernous hymn feels less like the
work of the Thin White Duke than Michael Gira of
Swans, and would have fit comfortably on their
last album The Seer (coincidentally, Bowie de-
clares himself "a seer
and a liar" towards

the song's end).

satisfactory, and instead got a musical

and emotional tour de force as grand
as any Bowie album to date.

discography. Beginning with the glorious "How
Does The Grass Grow?" Bowie descends back
into the dark introspection in which the album
began. "You Feel So Lonely You Could Die" is a
suitably melodramatic penultimate song, Bowie
declaring he "can see you as a corpse hanging
from a beam" over an epic backdrop of strings

By the time The Next
Day fades from your
speakers, you are left
feeling like you've
just stepped off of a rollercoaster. I entered the
album praying it would be satisfactory, and
instead got a musical and emotional tour de
force as grand as any Bowie album to date.
Simply put, The Next Day is a masterpiece, a
testament to Bowie's undying creativity and
a fitting swansong to his four-decade career.



Comedown Machine

The Strokes

Comedown Machine

REVIEWED BY BASTI MENKES 3/5

The Strokes' weirdest — and weakest — record to date.

T THIS POINT IN THEIR CAREER, THE STROKES REALLY DON'T HAVE MUCH
to lose. After releasing two near-perfect, critically-acclaimed
albums in quick succession, the New York quintet stumbled on
their overlong third LP First Impressions Of Earth, and have since failed to
reignite the music world's faith in them. Taking a more experimental
approach on 2011's Angles yielded excellent and torpid results in equal

measure, leaving many Strokes fans doubtful of the band's future.

And now, with little warning and even less anticipation, fifth album
Comedown Machine has hit the shelves. At this point nobody really gives a
damn what direction they go from here, whether they continue their nerdy
80s aesthetic of late or go balls-to-the-wall crazy and do a dubstep folk
album. The promising metallic guitar squall that opens first track "Tap Out"
suggests a heavier, more abrasive direction, but it doesn't last; no more
than five seconds in, the band locks into yet another nerdy 80s groove a la
"Macchu Picchu.” Sigh. Things are shaken up ever so slightly on this song
by Julian Casablancas singing in falsetto for the first time, but this sonic
addition is too slight to distinguish "Tap Out" from any song on Angles.
That, and he sort of sounds like shit when he does it.

Across its 40-minute duration, Comedown Machine awkwardly switches
its objective between trying to sound like classic, early-00s Strokes and a
different band altogether, resulting in a diverse but utterly confused record.
Lead single "All the Time" does an adequate job of recapturing that Room
On Fire kind of effervescence, but is instantly succeeded by the corny "One
Way Trigger,” an unintentionally hilarious attempt at ripping off A-ha's
"Take On Me." Really, guys?

Not every new creative venture is deplorable though, to which the restrained
funk of "Welcome To Japan," the technicolour pulse of "80s Comedown
Machine" and the vintage wireless crackle of "Call It Fate, Call It Karma"
can attest. But even for these intermittent bursts of fresh air, Comedown
Machine remains simply too flawed and inconsistent to truly satisfy. For the
Strokes diehards out there, or those curious as to what the once-esteemed
band sounds like in the present day, Comedown Machine is worth a listen.

But only just.

RADIO ONE 91FM
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TUESDAY 9TH APRIL

ReFuel | Open Mic / Open Decks 8pm.

The Bog Irish Bar | Open Mic Night. Free entry from 9pm till
late. Every performer gets a free drink and entered into a
draw for a $50 bar tab.

WEDNESDAY 10TH APRIL

Dunedin Public Art Gallery | Pecha Kucka Night #17
Pre-event drinks & chit chat from 7pm. Presentations 7.30pm.
Entry (via Moray Place) is $10 or $8 concession (cash only).

ReFuel | Ignite The Helix, Iron Tusk, and Amoeba.
Free entry from 9pm.

FRIDAY 12TH APRIL

ReFuel | Goth Party w./ Sewage, Opposite Sex,
Strange Harvest, and Prof Goff. Free entry from 9.30pm.

Queens | Kilmog, Trick Mammoth, Sea Fog. 9.30pm doors.

FOR FULL LISTINGS VISIT R1.CO.NZ/PLAYTIME

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

The University of Otago Department of Music presents

Britten Festival Dunedin

lllustrated lectures ¢ Choral works ® Chamber works
Orchestral music © Folk songs © Play Reading

britten
100

April 12-24, 2013

The southern-most Festival celebrating the
centenary of Benjamin Britten in 2013

[ T UNIVERSITY
OTAGO
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LETTERS

University Book Shop

LETTER OF THE WEEK

The letter of the week wins a $30 book
voucher to spend at University Book Shop.

Love Isn't Easy
(But It Sure Is Hard Enough)
To whom it may concern

Stop pashing in the office, it's not
that I'm against your new found love as
unholy as it may be, it's more that I'm
against the noises you make, the bone
chilling squelch as your lips touch causes
me shudders which make me wish i
could turn myself inside out through
my ass hole as if my sphincter were the
neck part of a purple and brown skivvy,
only in the hope that it would provide me
with some relief from the horrors of your
pda, the only thing worse is the avian
cackle which generally follows, causing
all males to clench their cheeks tight as a
steel drum and cheerfully signalling the
end of another successful throat dock.

119 word sentence - chalk it up

hugs and kisses

- Maury Povich

The Cray Corner

hey bros, i am worried that callums hands

actually have been eaten by an alligator, or per-
haps that something worse than an alligator
has happened to callums hands and that the

alligator story is just a cover up so that no-one
will be worried about callums hands, or that
there might be an alligator in dunedin thathasa
taste for hands. Could you please confirm wether
or not an alligator actually ate callums hands

please so that i know wether to wear gloves
when i go outside.

also on monday i was doing a wee in the
library ground floor toilets and a girl came in
and did a really big poo and made poo noises
from her mouth and it was really gross, why

are girls so gross?
Thankyou
Nina Tangimetua

44 | fb.com/critictearohi

This week it's a full page

Dear Critic,

A good 3/8ths of a page of your magazine is
dedicated to taking the piss out of the ODT (and
amighty fine 3/8ths Imight add- I do enjoy the

dim newspaper).
But flicking through the critic, I saw that

the ODT publications had spilled over, out of it's

designated area and into one of your articles.
Not only did you source and reprint faulty

information as your own article, but you sourced
i it from a newspaper who prints about a "Pig

on a Mission" and regular updates on mobility
scooters.
We're all guilty of the good old copy and

paste, but from the ODT? Really?

That's just a bit Salient of you.
- Flatmate of the ShitSHOW Chateau
- A student driven low carbon flat

You're lucky you still get 25 per
week after your low pickup rate.

P.S. - Go flatting already.

Dear Critic,

Today, Monday, start of the week, [ ventured

over to where the Critic magazines are left at

Knox College and there were none left. It has

come to my attention that you've started just

leaving a few magazines spread over the table,
instead of leaving us a whole box as you used
to. There never used to be a shortage. I used to
: get to enjoy my Critic, once a week. A couple of
weeks ago, in fact the week after an article about
Aquinas' disrespect towards Critic emerged in
the magazine, I noticed a guy spreading them

out instead of leaving the usual box as he does.

I was going to say something, but I thought...

Surely not. Sure enough, you've cut down our
allowance. I'm fucking pissed off. We are not

Aquinas, I do not want to search my college for
the magazine only to find one with a few pages

missing... I am a dedicated Critic appreciator.
Sort your shit out.

Sincerely,

A fucked off Knoxie Second- Year

Hating “Apple people”, how
original
Dear Critic

"Apple people" are fuckwits.

Sitting in my lecture in the Quad on a
Monday morning, listening to educational shit
and taking notes, I spot a couple people with

iPhones, sitting next to iPads with iKeyboard

cases (read: expensive, shitty laptop substitutes).

These people frustrate me.

Imean, why pay less for a Samsung Galaxy
S4 (with 1080p screen, 1.4GHz processor, 2GB or
more RAM) when you can have an iPhone (640

H x 1136 pixel screen, 1.2GHz, 1GB RAM) and be alty
i kooky antics that gets published in that loveably i

as fuck, and "cool".
Fucking elitists.
Dear "Apple People"
Fuck you.
- B. Gates

"~ Sent from my iPhone"

Conspiracy of the week
Dear John,
1. Please advise, half of Auckland needs ref-
erences to cult ideas. Have you any references?
2. Was told yesterday, Mugabe is a Jesuit.
He sat near Chris Finlayson at the Papal function
- does Chris have a Papal knighhood, after or be-
fore 'helping' Ngai Tahu? because Q.C.Paul Temm
did have one, like Claudia Orange's husband.
3. Ineed to find out / we need to find out, if

the present Gov.Gen is a Vice-Admiral. I dug out

an 1855 document, making Gov. Gore Browne
a Vice-Admiral; that gave him controls over
all waters, from tiny streams to the coasts. By
ignoring this law, who is pushing responsibilities
or serious liabilities onto our tribes?

4. The Maori King's father is said to be 'of'

the Tahitian royalty.

So add the Tahitian soldiers, trained by de
Thierry, who came here in 1837, who would
marry Maori girls; and add Half-caste Indian
soldiers, retired here in the 1840s, plus the
King of France's SON's offspring, from about

1820-21. There wasn't a lot of room for later

Chinese admixtures - one of my nieces is

part-Chinese-Maori.

The U.N. hasn't made allowance for 'natural

change,' because they treat ‘Maori' as if our tribes

i were sort of static.

Regards
- Jean Jackson.

You've been secretly binging on
reprinted Sudokus.
Dear Critic

You're looking really good at the moment,
have you lost weight? We've been trying to slim
down, but we're barely managing to fit into our
size 48pp jeans. Have you got any tips on how

to trim down on content, where are you getting
i your lite features from?

X0X0
Salient



It will have rotted away by now

Big ups to the person who put the sunglasses
wearing pumpkin up on the ledge out the back
of Marama Hall just before you walk under the
archway.

To the person who placed it there, I salute
you sir/madam.

Signed

He who looks up.

She's fertile
DO YOU FARM?
WANTED: Real farmer boy to plough the fields!
Enjoy "sowing seeds"?
Dream of Hiluxes?
Country lad?
Wannabe farmer girl eats alty boys for breakfast.
This country kid requires farmer boy.
Gym end of Albany St is where this farmer girl
digs.
Get in touch [via critic@critic.co.nz].
NB this country gal #butch.
Sincerely,
- Helping a farm girl out.

No idea. But google “Mr Hands".
Dear Critic,

I am shocked and appalled by the flippant
manner with which mutilation by alligator was
treated in last issue's editorial. The notion that
the editor could have lost both of his hands in
an alligator attack is ludicrous.

For one thing, alligators don't just cleanly
bite off two hands. They typically hunt by catch-
ing their prey by the leg, dragging it down a river
bank and drowning it.

For another, why would the alligator bother?
Mr Fredric's hands are tiny. Please.

So if Mr Fredric did not lose his hands in an
alligator attack, which he clearly didn't, how did
he really lose them? And why is Mr McChesney
(if that is in fact his real name) hiding the truth?

: It all seems highly fishy.

Yours suspiciously,
K. Mann

Flick her an email, gents

Hello my name is Katya I am from small city

in the center of Russia.

I am 24 years old.I am very friendly and

romantic person.
I saw your structure and have decided to

do record in you as I search for the friend on

the Internet!

I want to have serious relationship and it
true.My dream is search for the man which will

appreciate me and to respect.

Ilike to get acquainted with unknown peo-
ple.Iam a optimistic girl with sense of humor,
who is looking for her soulmate...

Sometimes I go to the disco with my friends.
Ilike to spend my free time on the nature.

There are a real beautiful places near my

town! Al my life I like sport.
When I was young I was engaged in gym-
nastics and now I am engaged in aerobics.
Almy friend say that i cherful and sociable.
Ihope soon to see your message in my box.
My email: vafcalferravi@yandex.ru
- Bye...

The Eagle Meets the Megabat of
his Dreams, Concerned She Might
be a Socialist

Critic -

It has recently come to my attention that the

majority of the student body is yet to identify

their spirit animal. Distressingly, the percentage
of happily spirit animal-actualised students
appears to be even smaller than the percentage
of students who actually vote in OUSA elections,
anumber so miniscule it has traditionally been
rounded down to 0.

This tragic example of post-modern apathy

LETTERS

cannot be allowed to continue. An entire gen-
eration of future leaders is annually unleashed
on the biosphere wihtout even the faintest idea
of their phylum and class, much less their true
species. So, Otago students, I urge you - confront
this travesty paws-on. Discuss, consult, Google
image search - this is not a decision to be taken
lightly. Are you the solidly corporeal walrus?
The grotesque yet effervescent caiman? Or
the unbearably cute pygmy marmoset? Only
once you know which creature reflects your
unique spirit can you truly know yourself. To
view the world in terms of spirit animals is to
become a more content person - suddenly the
most irritating, cunty human behaviour can
be explained and accepted by the unalterable
genetic predispositions of a person's species.
How else to explain females' attraction to certain
diurnal birds of prey of the Critic eyrie?
Yours with hope,
Lesser Short-Nosed Fruit Bat.

Cutting
Dear Zyzz,

Would you like some cheese with all that
whine? You sound like a beta who probably
doesn't train legs, and ever considered the fact
that the girls with the 'muffin hips' are just in
their bulking phase? Furthermore, please fight
me IRL, do you even lift?

- Biceps Betty.

LETTERS POLICY

Letters should be 200 words or fewer. Deadline is Thursday at Spm. 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.

N

PREENS

MORE THAN DRYCLEANING

You mean the guy who puts the
beans in the furnace?

Dear Cutest Guy in the World who works
at Allpress,

I'm writing to express my adoration for your
rosy cheeks, beautiful tan, and radiant smile. You
light up my day, and your coffee is almost as
outstanding as your appearance. It's like nectar.
And so are you.

Your male and female admirers

Clean bedding?
Send them to Preens

Portsmouth Drive (03-477-2140) | Cnr Castle & Frederick Sts (03-477-6691) | www.preens.co.nz
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OUR ANATOMY

"Critical Aspects of the Past, Present
and Future Teaching of Anatomy
to Students of Medicine"

Dr Miles Wislang presents
Inaugural Adams Memorial Lecture

Colquhoun Lecture Theatre (Dunedin Hospital)
Wednesday 10th April 2013 beginning 5.15 pm
www.mileswislang.com

In this Memorial Lecture, past
(1964-1967) lecturer and
researcher in Professor Adams'

department, Dr Wislang will, as

well as offering an illustrated

personal, biographical tribute, be
canvassing the place and
emphasis of Anatomy teaching in
varying contemporary curricula,
worldwide, in relation to the

needs of students of Medicine. Professor William Edgar Adatns

VOLUNTEERS
REQUIRED

We are seeking volunteers for clinicial comparison studies of
market brand-leading drugs alongside generic formulations of
those drugs, If you fif this criteria;

v Male or Female, between 18-55 years

v Have no medical condition

v Mon-Smoker (for at least six months)

" Mot on medication (excluding female contraception pill)
v’" Naot taken any drugs of abuse

All participants will be remunerated
for their time and inconvenience

Please contact us at:
Zenith Technology on 0800 89 B2 82,
or trials@zenithtechnology.co.nz,
or visit our website at www.zenlthtechnology.co.nz
to register your interest

This acheertivemant and all shudies are approved by an sthici committes
sccrechited by the Health Resarch Council of New Tealand

Zenith Technology Corporation LTD

W54 Froferii $1 « POBa 1777+ Dusedin #7054 + Hiw Dealansd
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ousda THE OUSA PAGE

otago uni students’ association presents Everything OUSA, Every Monday

Hyde Street tickets -
available Monday and Tuesday

From 11am Monday and 9am Tuesday tickets to the Hyde Street party will be on
sale for Otago students only. OUSA has worked with tenants of Hyde and stake Welcome back from your break!

holders to help them organise a safe and epic party: this has meant a reduction in Thope that your break went as

well as mine did. I finally climbed
through the depths of ELO hell and
ascended into the plane of Bronze I in League of Legends. Easily the highest

numbers. There are limited tickets on sale each day so get in quick.

Each ticket is S5 and we will require you to register your details when you pay. You
get a wristband - it'll get you in on the day, and is to be picked up from OUSA on

Thursday and Friday. accomplishment of my life, right up there with winning the Presidency.

Speaking of my Presidency, the first three months are over and I want
to give you a rundown of my key promises and where they're at in

UniGames: Think you can
be part of the GC?

Otago is home to the University games

terms of progress. If you want a full report with all 96 of my promises,
then feel free to chuck me an email.

1. Stop the Liquor Ban - DONE
The DCC voted unanimously to stop the proposed Dunedin North liquor

this year from April 22nd- 24th and we

need Games Crew (aka GC's) to help

us make it happen! Keen to manage ban after an intensive campaign run by Logan, Jono, and myself. But

registrations, assist on game day make no mistakes, they will be watching Hyde St very carefully so have

a great time, but don't be an00b.
or even oversee a whole sports

competition? We're keen to talk to 2. Fix Studylink - lol.

you and see how you can help. Get Studylink is still pretty shit. But we're working on it.

in touch with cdo@ousa.org.nz ASAP
3. $3 Dinners - Not yet.

The Executive are still debating whether or not to do it again this year.

and we'll see how you can fit in.

More games info here http://ousa.org.
4. $1Breakfasts - DONE

nz/recreation/uni-games-2013/
It's now SO breakfasts! You can get your yummy free breakfast from the

Is the Dunedin City Council working for you?

Got some feedback about the DCC's services? OUSA is putting together thoughts

OUSA Student Support Center from 9am-10am starting from April 8th
and running for a month as a trial.

5.$2 Coffee - Not yet

and feedback from students so let us know your opinion and we'll collate it all Still working on it. We're planning to do it via vending machines.

together and send in a submission! 6.$10 Airport Shuttles - Not yet

We're still working on it. Hopefully we get this sussed before the
semester break. Keep your fingers crossed.

7. Scarfie Volunteer Army - Soon.
We're in some promising talks with the polytech, DCC and the uni.
Watch this space. Hopefully we can launch this before semester 2.

8. Free OUSA Microwaves - DONE

The OUSA Microwaves are coming up soon all around the link and at the
OUSA Recreation Centre! Keep an eye out for them and feel free to use
them to enjoy your Mi Goreng on campus.

9. A More sustainable campus - half done

This has been made more complicated by the resignation of the OUSA
Environmental Officer. But we're working actively with the uni to bring in
more recycling on campus and to commit to a low-carbon future.

In Service,

Fhetrand 2

Francisco Hernandez - OUSA President

Photo Comp winner

Congratulations to Moritz Katz who took out first place in this semesters OUSA

Photography competition with their photo of Lake Hayes.
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Got some feé’"dba.ek about the DEC! 8 semces‘? >
OUSA is putting.together feedbackfrom students:
so let us know your opinion and we!ll collate 1t a]l
together and send in a subrmsswn* \ ' m\%

Fill out the survey on the OUSA Facebook pagea:‘rr'i@ - ‘h # %5
https://www.surveymonkey. com{s{DCGfaed’g—ack " H
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