HOHEPA HOMES
HAWKES BAY

There are vacancies for house-parents
— single persons and/or married
couples — at Taradale and Clive, both
Homes providing residential care for
intellectually handicapped men and
women, following the indications given
by Dr Rudolf Steiner.

Previous experience in this type of
work would be desirable, but if you are

interested or would like further
information, please write or
telephone:
The Secretary,
Hohepa Homes Trust Board,
PO Box 3,

Clive, HAWKES BAY

“Phone (Office) 532 Clive
(Residence) 777-118 Hastings
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1t’s not atways what you eat that determines

vour weight. It could be how your body treats

that food. Slimiine tablets help ensure that
faulty elimination is not the cause of your
weight problem.

A Slimline tablet taken 3 times a day after meals
for a period of 60-90 days will aid the removal of
excess fat and help promote natural health as
well as a graceful figure. You can eat normally
although fewer fatty and starchy foods will help
you lose weight faster.

Ity Shimiine tablets. Maybe you dor’t need to
et less. Only from your Chemist.
Stimline tabiets - Manufactured by Apex

Cosrietic Co. Nelson DA 792
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Now you can have 500 personally
addressed labels with over a
hundred uses every day. Self-
addressed, pre-gummed labels
for school books, cheques,
letters, packages, stationery etc. - *
A very efficient means ot .
identification. Black on white with
gold band. Send payment ($4.00
per box) with your personal
address details: Not more than 4
lines with 26 letters and spaces
per line.

Z \ To: Cem Tak Limited, P.O.

m Hope Gibbons Building,

Dixon Street, Wellington.
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Doing it
our way

PERSONALLY, when it comes to
creative matters, I think we should all
give it a go. That’s why when I come
across my husband pirouetting down
the hall, shrieking weird, atonal
shrieks and halting now and then to
pose like an Egyptian hieroglyph, I
am impressed. I don’t rush for a
straightjacket. I throw in the odd
whimper and graceful arabesque for
good measure,. because I am not
above giving it a go myself.

This week I am especially cultural
because I have been to a theatrical
production that incorporated all of
the self-expression I just described,
and more. You had to sit on the
floor, which meant I provided an in-
teresting side-show myself. What with
the pregnancy, I have taken to mak-
ing the same noises my arthritic
grandmother makes when she moves,
and I had to make them quite often
because we kept sitting on the set and
having to move. You can’t tell these
things so easily at an avant-garde pro-
duction.

Anyway, it was all worth it. In just
over an hour the production dealt
with the meaning of life, whether God
exists, and the concept of infinity.
Nothing too taxing. We were in-
triguéd by an orgy sequence, the dis-
sociated cries of the performers (non-
verbal for more elemental communi-
cation), and one very attractive cod-
piece.

We knew it must be art because we
came home none the wiser to polish
off the banana cake. We took it for
granted that it was all a bit over our
heads. 1 mean, there were some
people with glasses there, and they

didn’t fidget. We supposed they were

intellectuals, who appreciate these
things. The concept of infinity is all in
a day’s work for them.

What I liked best about the pro-
duction was that it was so New Zea-
land. It was borderline patriotic.
Nobody was put off by having noth-
ing new to say, for example, or not
having studied movement, or acting,
or voice, They knew that performing
is just being yourself in front of a lot
of other people, and takes no special
skills. As a New Zealander, I under-
stand this absolutely. I, too, distrust
professionals at anything, who want
to get paid for their skills, and go out
and get traifiing. They’re trying to
prove that they’re better than me, and
that’s just not on. We are all alike,
and we are all entitled to have a go.

Just about everyone I know is a
writer, for a start. They just need the
time to get round to it. They know
that their family is worth a novel, and
they started one once, on Croxley
lined writing paper. They have this
idea for a play rather like Under Milk
Wood, only set in Tokoroa. They
have written poems about lost love,
and loss of innocence, and good sex.
They can do stream of consciousness
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with one hand tied behind their back.
All you do is leave out the punc-
tuation.

And then, most people can paint.
All you need is the right materials,
and the time to get round to it. At
any art exhibition you’ll find us say-
ing we could have painted it our-
selves, especially if it’s abstract.
That’s the easiest, because it doesn’t
have to look.like a house and a cow.
We do, however, have some respect
for things that look as if they took a
lot of effort. That means we would
have had to have given up a lor of
time, and that gives us an even better
excuse for not having done it our-
selves,

New Zealanders being so highly
artistic, just about every group that
has common ground of some sort can
stage a theatrical production. There
are gang shows, and feminist polemics
with tampons thrown into the
audience at half-time. There are
school rock operas. There is the
group we went to see. None of them
are ashamed to ask a fee to watch
them, either. It’s not like begging, or
anything. We are all artists.

Even outside -the arts we are a tal-
ented lot. Who needs professionals
when we can be our own carpenters,
Jjoiners, paperhangers,
and mechanics? Each of us is capable
of being all of these, if we just hap-
pened to have the time,

One area that gets a pretty good
going-over is psychology. I think we
would all agree that there is no need
to actually do formal training in this
area when we are all experts in
human behaviour and what makes
other people tick. We can all solve
each other’s problems extremely well,
and do so every day of our lives, over
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our coffee breaks. The idea of making

a job out of that is as ridiculous as
getting paid for acting, writing or
painting.

It follows, naturally enough, that
anyone who is a professionai is a Tip-
off merchant. Anyone who gets paid
in the arts is beyond a joke, because
they’re getting paid to do something
we all do as a hobby. Nobody should
charge more than $50 for anything
they produce, because there's nothing
special about anything anyone makes.

“We could all do the same thing if we

had the same_idea, and we all know
that ideas are free.

The same goes for tradesmen, who
want to get paid large fees for un-
blocking our loos, wiring our houses,
building extensions and so on. They
are. only doing something that we
could do ourselves with the aid of a
Reader’s Digest manual — and the
time.

In'my household, this is the reason
why we admired the avant-garde pro-
duction we saw so much. People were
giving it a go, which is just great, but
most important, they were doing it
just like we could do it ourselves. In
fact, we have done passable imitations
for the past week, and enjoyed them,
very much,

There is much to be said for being
a pregnant hieroglyph, uttering dis-
sonant, strangulated cries in the
avant-garde manner. They attract an
audience, too. Today there was a
serious-looking ginger tomcat at-
tracted by my cries, who seemed to be
looking for something. :

I guess he wasn’t an intellectual. He
didn’t hang around.

ROSEMARY McLEOD

“NZ LISTENER, September 27, 1980




