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PRESIDENT
from the

As I write this, I’m slouched on the couch with a cup of tea, exhausted by 
the thought of how jammed-packed the first half of semester one has 
been. Already we have had the hype of Bar-B-Grog, being a great day for 
all to dress up and get a little silly. Mr Vet was a thrill, especially with the 
first ever Tech competitor making history. The winner, Lewie Mac, made 
everyone tingle with his talents being a sexy sax-man-meets-Bollywood 
dancer. And finally, we have the first ever physical publication of Nose to 
Tail. 
With tests, assignments, and study on the rise, the MUVSA team are 
wanting to focus on encouraging students to maintain a good work-life 
balance. MUVSA currently organise many events that students can attend 
to achieve balance with work, the most common being the monthly happy 
hours. However, it has become apparent that a majority of students prefer 
to relax in different ways, not associated with partying. To accommodate 
this, we are broadening the type of social events offered to students, 
including renting a theatre for movie night. This will be on the Saturday 
before semester one study week, and tickets will be completely free for 
students! So, watch this space. 
We are also currently planning our fourth annual Community Day.  In the 

second semester of this year, in conjunction with the Palmerston North City 
Council, we will be planting trees with the Green Corridors programme. 
This long-term project enhances areas of native bush along streams, 
provides a place for wildlife to thrive, improves water quality, and creates 
open green spaces from the Tararua Ranges to the Manawatū River. This 
service project within Palmerston North aims to continue building on the 
rapport of veterinarian professionals at the community level.

Coming up next month is graduation week, featuring Grad Hour on 
Saturday 11th of May, we are all really looking forward to catching up with 
some old friends! Regardless of all the fun still ahead for the semester, it’s 
getting closer to that time of needing to buckle down, and I wish all 
students the best of luck for remainder of semester one.      Georgie Martin
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2019 is a year of change for Nose to Tail. With a 
fresh team of talented writers, a whole lot of 
new content, and for the first time ever going 
into print, we are so excited to bring you our 
first issue of the year.
We hope these next few pages, like the days of 
vet school, bring you a little interest, and a lot 
of laughter.

Georgia Beasley, and the Nose to Tail team
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“Prepare to be disappointed!” Nick 
Cave exclaimed, the MC and 
inarguably one of the more 
entertaining, if somewhat controversial 
people to take the stage on that 
disastrous Friday night. 

Disappointed? Well, maybe some of 
us, but prepared? No. I don’t think 
anyone in that hall could say that they 
were truly prepared for what lay ahead 
of us, most especially the contestants 
themselves.

In itself, the title ‘Mr Vet’ sounds 
harmless enough. The parents of 
prospective vet students (yet to begin 
NCEA) probably think of it as an 
informative show presented by 
professional veterinarians. The more 
easy-going parents, who yearn for 
their own university days, imagine a 
frivolous night of spectacle and 
dancing. Certainly none of them could 
conclude what really goes on at 
Massey University’s very own ‘Mr Vet’.

“Perhaps there was some 
vague structure…”

As the clock neared the 7:30 start, 
we all took our seats with the warnings 
of accidental testicles fresh in our 
minds. A feeling began to settle inside 
us that after this night, we probably 
wouldn’t be able to look into the eyes 
of our classmates and upperclassmen 
without reliving some terrible 
nightmares. 

The show began with the most 
uncoordinated, coordinated dance 
routine witnessed by man. As the 
familiar jaunty melody of Country 
Calendar played over the flailing 
performers, we were lulled into a false 
sense of security that perhaps, 
perhaps, there was some vague 
structure to this drunken performance. 
Those expectations were soon 
shattered.

After the opening spectacle came 
the individual and duo talent 
performances, although it seemed that 
the definition of ‘talent’ was lost on 
most of the men.

Some acts were certainly better 
than others, with the crowd favourites
being Lachie and Tom’s sensual 
bagpipe performance and Lewis’ 
saxophone solo. Yet even in the more 
underwhelming acts, there was never a 
dull moment, as the performers would 
soon win back the favour of their 
audience by obliging to the hollering 
demands that they “take it off!” 

The highlight of the night for me at 
least, came somewhat by accident. It 
was the beginning of the second act of 
the show, just after the swimsuit 
section had been announced. This also 
happened to be the same moment 
that I decided I was far too sober for 
this spectacle, and was blessing my 
ability to get tipsy off a single drink. 
One by one the men came sashaying 
down the catwalk wearing bikinis, sexy 
one-pieces, less sexy wet suits and 
what looked like a soiled nappy. The 
crowd went absolutely ballistic!

“Down went one man, 
then another…”

Girls were hollering and emptying 
their $5 cruisers over the boys as they 
went by, wetting not only the 
contestant’s already lubed-up bodies, 
but also the wooden floor of the 
gymnasium beneath them.

Combine that with a conga-line of 
boozed up boys and you can imagine 
what happened next.

Down went one man, then another, 
and another, until all I could see was a 
sea of flailing limbs desperately trying 
to climb their way back up. I can’t say 
that they were extremely successful, 
but it was certainly entertaining. 

Overall, I would say that Mr Vet 2019 
was a similar experience to the first 
time we performed a canine rectal 
exam…a sloppy, blundering mess, but 
nobody would dare leave without 
getting a feel of the goods for 
themselves. Yet, despite the 
overwhelming lack of dignity and poise 
demonstrated by these young men, I 
must say that I have never felt more 
aligned with our study body than at this 
event. Between the heckles, misguided 
jokes and poorly executed dancing, we 
showed that nobody could roll with the 
punches and laugh at their own 
misfortune more than the drunken, 
belligerent pupils of vet school. 

It was surely a night to remember, as 
it will probably take years of therapy to 
remove the images of our scantily clad 
peers from my mind. Yet, despite this 
trauma, I would consider the event to 
be a success, as with the copious 
amounts of alcohol consumed, one can 
only conclude that the fundraising for 
Halfway Day was a success. To be 
honest, I can’t wait for my own time in 
third year, when I too can mooch off 
the never-ending pockets of coin of my 
drunken peers. 

Our motto has always been to work 
hard and play hard, and on this night 
we showed which one of those two we 
truly favour. I can only hope that our 
spirit and eagerness to entertain 
remains steadfast throughout the rest 
of the year.

Ashlee Larsen, Bianca Mercer, 
Julia Burton

BACHELORS of VETERINARY SCIENCE



an interview with

When we got word that vet school legend Professor 
Kevin Stafford was hanging up his stethoscope, we 
knew an interview with the vibrant Irishman was a 
necessity. From working as a farm vet in rural 
Ireland to being shot at in Yemen, Rinderpest 
control to university academia; Kevin’s career has 
been richly diverse and full of adventure. We talk to 
him about some of his most memorable moments, 
and his thoughts on the industry he leaves behind.

Kevin Stafford

What was the university like when 
you first started working here?
So I came in 1990, I had been working in 
Africa before moving here. I was a junior 
lecturer, which was like the lowest form of 
academic life. The senior academics, the 
professors really welcomed me. I felt just at 
home. I felt the students were really similar 
to myself I suppose, there was a big 
mixture of men and women and they just 
seemed to be really nice people, it was a 
very easy space. I was here on a three-year 
contract teaching sheep and beef medicine 
and production, and the guy who had 
been teaching animal behaviour left before 
I arrived and never came back. After 
about a year and a half in, nobody wanted 
the job, so I was asked. I went home to the 
wife and said, “I’ve been offered a full-
time job, should we take it?” And she said, 
“Yeah, let’s stay here for a while.” I think 
it was a really good decision, and I’ve done 
really well at Massey as an academic.

In our first year, you said to us that 
you went into a vet career for the 
money. What drove you to teaching 
and academia?
I was going back home to go into practice 
where I came from and my people farmed, 
that was what I was going to do, and until 
very recently I was still going to do that. 
But I got a scholarship to do a Masters in 
Edinburgh in tropical animal health and 
production, and I went there, then I went 
to Yemen for four years, and the money 
was good, I went back to Ireland for a 
short period and then we went to Central 
America for four years to a place called 
Belize. Then I went back to Ireland and I 
was in general practice and it was raining 
all the time– this is true– it was raining all 
the time and I came home one day from 
work and my wife said, “We’re not staying 
here.”

And I said, “Well you know, it’s a job and 
the money’s pretty good and, what do you 
want to do?” And she pulled out the Irish 
Times and there was an advertisement for 
a scholarship to do a PhD at the 
veterinary school in Dublin. She said, 
“That’s what you’re going to do, right? 
Because that’s what you should do.” And I 
said, “You know if I do that, we’re going 
to have no money for three years because 
it’s a pittance and we’ve got two kids and 
another one coming, it’s going to be 
harsh.” She said, “I don’t care, that’s what 
we’re going to do.” So, I ended up doing a 
PhD. I spent 3 years doing it, and they 
were the best three years of my life.
And I’ll tell you a story, so about a month 
after I started off doing this PhD and I was 
getting a pittance, a student stipend, a 
man came from Oman to offer me a job, 
and the job was going to pay eighty to 
ninety thousand sterling a year, which is 
just insanely good money. This guy came 
to see me specifically because I worked in 
the Middle East, at that stage I spoke 
Arabic, and because he knew I’d be good 
for the job. And I said, “No. I’ve got to 
finish my PhD.” And I’ve never ever 
made money or been offered money like 
that ever since.

“It was three years doing 
something that was 
simple, but significant.”

What did you do after you 
graduated?
Well the first year after I graduated a 
Masters in tropical animal health and 
production, I was thrown into being in 
charge of Rinderpest control primarily. It 
was three years doing something that was 
simple, but significant.

It was a real challenge, you had to be 
young to do it, because it was forty degrees 
most of the time, high humidity, electricity 
sometimes, water sometimes. It was a hard 
life. But if you’re young, if you’re young 
like I was, it was alright.

Did you have a Bar-B-Grog at vet 
school?
We never did anything like that. In Dublin 
we never had any of that sort of sh*t. We 
just went out and got drunk occasionally. 
We never sort of, went out specifically to 
roll around in the mud and get drunk. 
I was President of the vet students one year, 
in fourth year. I wasn’t a very good 
undergraduate really, and I got bored. I got 
really bored with being a student in fourth 
year. And it was a lot simpler then, I’m 
telling you straight up. Cat medicine was 
four lectures. There was no cat textbook of 
significance in the early seventies. Nothing. 
A lot of the people I went to school with 
would not treat cats. They said they were 
never going to deal with cats. And most of 
them probably made more money out of 
cats than anything else in their lives. All we 
did with cats was basically vaccinate and 
treat them, put them in a box if they got 
broke up in a road accident and castrate 
and spay them.

Has there been a culture shift 
amongst veterinary students since 
you were at vet school?
Of course there’s a culture shift. There 
would have been nobody in my class who 
would have said they would like to be a vet 
because they loved animals. Some would 
have said they’d have become vets because 
they were interested in animals, and most 
of us were interested, but love wouldn’t 
have come into it. So, we didn’t put 
ourselves under the same pressure you’re 
under. 



Because you’re under a pressure which is 
more of a caring for animals than looking at 
them as an economic unit. So, I would not 
do veterinary medicine now. Although it’s 
been a very good and happy career for me, 
I think I would do something else, because 
it has become quite different, and it’s about 
caring, and I would never put myself into 
that bracket.

For the new graduate vets, do you see 
anything in them that is more 
valuable than new graduates when 
you became a vet?
I think they’re much better educated, much 
more knowledgeable without a doubt. And 
if somebody tells you that’s not the case, 
they’re either not my age, or they think 
themselves special. Because you get a lot 
more information put at you, you’re getting 
a lot more clinical stuff that we didn’t. 

In your retirement, how do you plan 
on spending your extra time?
Alright, I’ll tell you what I’m going to do. 
I’m coming back on Monday to work and 
be paid, because I’m involved with about 
nine PhD students. I have a book to edit 
and I have two books to write. I’ve got a 
very big garden, Tuesday’s probably 
gardening, and I have a farm I have to do 
some work on. Wednesday I’m going 
tramping. Either Tuesday, Thursday or 
Friday in the season I’ll go fly fishing. I have 
grandkids. One of my boys has a big dairy 
farm just across in Mangatainoka, so I’ll 
probably spend a bit of time there. We’ll 
travel, we’re going to Tibet in June; we’re 
going to the horse fair in Shangri-Lai. We’ll 
probably travel every couple of years, 
somewhere that we haven’t been.

In your travels as a vet, have you had 
any particularly hairy moments?
Being shot at is always hairy.
I was working in Yemen at that stage, 
which was generally a very safe place, and I 
went out to calve a cow, not knowing 

exactly where I was going. My wife was 
with me, and another chap called Norman.
And well – I was shot at a few times 
(laughs)– but this particular time we were 
driving along a dirt road. There was a big 
fence up in front of us and I thought, f*ck! I 
don’t like the look of this. So, I drove up, 
maybe sixty metres from the fence and I 
thought f*ck no, we’re turning around, 
we’re getting out of here. I don’t know 
what’s in there, but it’s not good. And as I 
turned around on this dirt road, this guy 
came out from a box and started shooting 
at us. This was the seventies, it was a 
Palestinian camp and they were training 
there. We turned around and drove away, 
and the bullets were coming in the top of 
the Land Rover, and I said to my wife, “get 
on the floor!” And I have to say that 
probably for the first time, and only time, 
she actually did what she was told and 
immediately got on the floor of this little, 
short-wheel based Land Rover. Norman sat 
up, and [the bullets] were coming in the 
back. I said to Norman, “get on the f*cking
floor Norman!” Eventually we got out of 
range and out of sight, and I said to 
Norman, “You really are just one dumb 
bastard.”

But we were shot at, yeah that was good! 
Calving seemed to be the problem. About a 
year later, in 1981, I was working in a place 
called Clones, which is just on the border 
[between Northern Ireland and the 
Republic of Ireland]. I had to go across the 
border to do calls.  It was really hell because 
all the bridges were blown up and it wasn’t 
good at all. One night I went out to calve a 
cow, and I went across the border. I drove 
into this farmyard and I drove up to the 
door of the farmyard. I blew the horn, and 
nothing happened. I got out and I went up 
to the door and knocked. Then I felt 

something sticking right there in my side, 
and it was a man with a shot gun. He said 
“who the f*ck are you?” And I said “I’m the 
vet come out to calve the cow!”, he said 
“you’d never get out of the car here. 
Never.” 

So, what happened after that?
Well, he took the gun out of my guts and we 
went and calved the cow! (laughs). That’s 
what I was supposed to do, that’s what he 
was paying me to do.

I would like to finish on one last 
question, and that is – as we enter the 
industry you’re about to leave, what 
advice can you offer us to get the 
most fulfilment from our careers?
I think the saddest thing I’ve known about 
being in this job, is that I’ve known several 
people who have killed themselves. I have 
one particular student who did a masters 
with me, a veterinary degree, then killed. 
Suicide. And I thought, there is no job 
worth that. You’re smart people. If in five 
years time you really aren’t getting anything 
out of being in practice, you just have to 
think about what else you can do in life. 
Here’s somebody who’s spent five years in 
veterinary practice dealing with a lot of 
sh*tty clients and a lot of difficult situations. 
There’s nobody in another industry who 
wouldn’t look at you and say they would 
hire you for any job. I ended up becoming 
an academic. I never expected to become 
an academic. That was so far out of my 
space. But you know, one can change. And 
it’s easy to change. It’s easy to change if 
you’re smart and you’re capable of moving 
around. 

Apart from that, the only standard bit of 
advice, if you’re working in Southland, 
marry someone with twenty thousand stock 
units! (laughs).

Georgia Beasley and Samuel Frost

PATIENT OF THE MONTH

Dustee came to Massey because of severe aspiration pneumonia 
which made it difficult for her to breathe or even lift her head. She 
was coughing, lethargic, off-colour and very weak.

But after just two weeks, she’d improved so much she was no 
longer on oxygen support and is now happy and looking like her old 
self again. She’s always keen for a cuddle and has one of the cutest 
smiles ever.
Tracie Ketcher

Dustee the Weimaraner

“Being shot at is always hairy.”



Following World War II most New 
Zealand vets trained at one of the two 
Australasian schools (Sydney or 
Brisbane). Close contact and exchange 
of staff and students developed 
between these schools and the Massey 
Vet School, which opened in 1963.  So it 
is not surprising that some of the vet 
student traditions were adopted by 
Massey students: the Picnic Races and 
Bar-B-Grog. In Sydney these were held 
out at the Badgery’s Creek farm at 
Camden, where the final-year students 
were in residence. Final-year students 
“volunteered” to be trainers or jockeys 
for the farm hacks and broken down 
teaching horses, and bets were placed 
in true Australian fashion.  A campfire 
BBQ followed, where both students and 
staff (many of them kiwis) joined in 
traditional student songs.

The early Massey Bar-B-Grogs also 
featured horse races as well as wild cow 
milking and greasy pig chases, but 
these died out in the 1970’s and were 
replaced by events such as the chunder
mile and greasy pole fights. Staff often 
attended and MUVSA Patrons such as 
Bob Wyburn and Kevin Moriaty could 
hold their own with the toughest 
students. Attendance varied between 
100-200 depending on the weather;  
which was often wet. Various venues 
around the district were used, but the 
streams along Turitea Road and 
paddocks and ponds in Scott’s Road 
and Harts Road were popular sites. In 
1998, Bryant’s creek along the Pahiatua
Track was used but unfortunately 
passing motorists pulled up in droves to 
watch the antics of semi-naked muddy 
students; thus causing a traffic jam. The 
next year it was resolved that the event 
be moved to a more discrete location 
and in order to salvage the Vet School’s 

reputation the then Patron Stan Fenwick 
asked the author to front up. 

Some hardy staff attended the early 
events and the more solid Patrons such 
as John Lumsden proved difficult to 
dump in the pond.  Apart from the odd 
sprained ankle and case of hypothermia 
the event has been run throughout the 
years without major incidents, although 
the hijacking of a forestry contractor’s 
excavator to move large logs around 
raised concern when the contractor 
arrived on Monday to find a flat battery.  
The South African anthropologist Max 
Gluckman coined the phrase "rituals of 
rebellion" to describe a type of ritual in 
which the accepted social order was 
symbolically turned on its head.  He 
argued that that these events serve as a 
pressure valve for relieving the social 
tensions that are commonly seen in 
hierarchical societies. Vet Schools are 
certainly candidates for such a society.

RITUALS of REBELLION
Words by Maurice Alley



On a quiet Saturday morning, I wound 
my way up the Pahiatua track, hoping 
to find some Massey vet students in 
their natural habitat.

And I was not disappointed. Clad in 
last-minute costumes, swigging cheap 
vodka from milk bottles, and perched 
on a muddy hill around a lubed-up 
tarpaulin in the middle of nowhere, 
were 181 vet and tech students.

As I struggled my way through the 
muck and sheep sh*t, I wondered how 
much there really was to write about 
Bar-B-Grog? A whole lot of pissed vet 
students milling around in a muddy 
paddock– it was an ordinary day out 
with Penny Back really. 

Chatting to various groups, the 
general response to this year’s most 
well-loved event was a positive one. 
First-time groggers Nadine and Alex 
said as vet techs “we feel a part of the 
event, but there should be more of us! 
This is our first time here, and our 
favourite part has been the dressing-
up and seeing everybody having fun.”
The dressing-up was actually pretty 
average. Apart from a couple of 
standouts (points to the scuba divers 
for excellent creativity), the outfits 
were as shoddy as ever, with most 
looking like they’d been pulled out of 
the past Happy Hour dress-up box 
earlier that morning. Army boys, 
Teenage Pregnancy and the Police –
the costumes represented a typical 
night out for many Massey students.

At the top of the hill I stumbled upon a 
small troop of fifth-years dressed in 
stripes. With a wealth of Bar-B-Grog 
experience, Finn Maloney informed 
me that this year was “Pretty good. 
Yeah, they’re doing bloody well, it’s 
like on-par with all the other years I’d 
say.”
A familiar shrimp was in charge of 
lubing up the slide. Scores of students 
jumbled their way down the tarpaulin, 
gaining speed with every bounce. 

At the bottom was a pool, likely 
infected with cholera, and a barbecue 
on the bank to warm bellies of the 
sodden crowds.

Cheap vodka with Value Tropical Fizzy 
was the cocktail of the day. The 
response to this delicious mixture was 
really positive, and by midday, eighty of 
the ninety-one bottles of vodka were 
drained, along with a certain amount of 
pondwater too.

Some had filled their pitchers one too 
many times though. At one point I saw 
a young lad taking a leak in his own 
vessel. I left before getting the chance 
to see if he’d taken a swig of the yellow 
stuff.

We must of course, give thanks to the 
sober soldiers, the true heroes of the 
day, doling out pre-cooked sausages 
and providing shoulders to cry on for all 
the emotional drunks.

This year’s BB-Grog was as good as 
ever, and at just nine tickets short of 
the biggest vet school sell-out, the 
student turnout was admirable. Well 
done  to the bar team – Laura and her 
unruly lads, and to Maurice for 
providing such a top notch paddock.

Georgia Beasley

Fluid Therapy in the Field
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A short piece detailing the new occupation, 
and future aspirations of a recent BVT 
graduate, Rachael Beer.

What starts with M, can ruin a farmer’s day in an 
instant, and can’t be diagnosed easily by faecal 
culture? If you guessed Mastitis I’ll give you 
partial credit, although I was going for 
Mycoplasma bovis, the hot topic of the veterinary 
industry. Following the outbreak, MPI and the 
higher government have scrambled the 
metaphorical fighter jets to contain the disease, 
and this has involved the creation of many new 
positions specific to the control of M. bovis. 
These positions include specific groups tasked 
with testing problem animals, confirmed to have 
once been in contact, or near to contact, with 
confirmed M. bovis cases. This is where our BVT 
graduate enters the picture…
Rachael Beer, raised on a sheep station in the 
deepest south, graduated the BVT program in 
the class of 2019 and left little time before she put 
her degree to work. Quickly applying for a 
position as a member on one of the M.bovis ID 
teams, she was accepted as rapidly as she applied.
Unlike your traditional technician in practice, 
Rachael now travels up and down the country, 
from Gisborne to Napier, all places past and in-
between. There she and her fellow team 
members merrily jab tail veins for blood samples 
to ELISA test for M. bovis residues, before 
retiring to local hotels and going out for dinner. I 
can’t lie… it sounds like a damn sweet deal. 

Although she did mention that testing the calves 
can get a bit fussy, as the test involves swabbing 
tonsils, and I don’t imagine any small creature is 
willing to stand still for an internal throat poking.
Once the team has acquired an ‘Alert File’ 
indicating cattle that have been in contact with 
confirmed infective individuals, they make their 
way out and mark the cattle for testing. As the 
tests are not 100% accurate (because that 
wouldn’t be fun) multiple rounds of testing are 
required before the farm can be cleared.
Calf wrestling and blood testing aside, Rachael 
intends to use this as a way to further her career 
toward a higher position in biosecurity, 
potentially with MPI. This sector of veterinary 
science is largely overlooked by many, but the 
positions with MPI around biosecurity can be as 
rewarding, interesting and lucrative as any job in 
clinical practice. 
Especially considering recent developments in 
the country around biosecurity laws, and changes 
due to the M.bovis outbreak, the sector is 
definitely one to consider for the graduating 
veterinary technician and veterinarian alike.
As a note for the job hungry, these positions are 
still going, with the teams looking to hire two 
more technicians in the Palmerston North area. 
So keep your eyes open, not just for exotic, 
economy disrupting diseases, but for a future in 
this important and growing area of Vet Science.

Andre Grafas

new grad feature

BVT to Biosecurity and Beyond

Aries
A spark of inspiration will fall 
upon you in the foreseeable 
future, what you use it for is 
your own choice.
Maybe cure cancer, just a 
thought. 

Taurus
This cycle, you will find yourself 
struggling against your work 
and studies.
Didn’t need a crystal ball to see 
that one coming eh?

Gemini
This cycle, something drastic 
will simply pass you by… With 
hell to pay.
Remember to check the back of 
the exam booklet.

Cancer
You will see one of your minor 
goals achieved.
You ace biostats with 96%. 
Unfortunately no-one cares.

Leo
A unique opportunity arises; will 
you take the dive into the 
unknown?
Sounds like rectal rotations.

Virgo
Avoid birds at all costs, lest 
something grave come to pass.
Well, that’s oddly specific. Sorry 
about this Brett, I’ll have a word 
to the Psychic.

Libra
Soon, you will face a formidable 
hurdle.
This has a Structure and 
Function module test written all 
over it. You’ll need way more 
than a psychic for that sh*t.

Scorpio
An intriguing conflict lies around 
the corner.
Take it easy. Maybe stay away 
from horses.

Sagittarius
None of your cards will be aces 
this cycle. Take care.
Don’t rely on the BVT raffle for 
flat dinners.

Capricorn
A relationship will meaningfully 
evolve. 
One of the colony dogs will sh*t 
on your foot.

Aquarius
I see a mechanical failure soon 
occurring.
Hope it’s not your car on the 
way to LATU.

Pisces
Focusing will prove hard soon. 
What’s new?
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Nose to Tail is about stories. We don’t just want to tell them, we want to help shape yours. 
If you didn’t get a proper break over Easter, or don’t feel like you’re on top of things going 
into the second half of semester, you’re not alone. In collaboration with Massey Staff, 
we’ve put together ideas that we’ve found useful in keeping our heads above water 
through vet school.

Bright, alert, responsive

A running to-do list throughout the semester means you can weight your study based on the 
number of topics per paper. Each study session, work from the easiest subject first for a sense 
of completion, or work from the hardest first if you know you need to study in depth.

Once you’ve read over a topic, discuss it in depth with friends, or if you work best alone, try to 
write down everything you know about the subject on paper, without notes on hand. Or you 
could record yourself describing a subject, and then listen back to assess your understanding. 

Make time for people outside vet school. If you only fill your free time with friends from class, 
the conversations inevitably come back to the work. Also, be aware of the conversations within 
your vet and tech groups. Steer the discussion toward the new GoT episode instead.

Remember to schedule time away from your studies. If you don’t feel you’ve accomplished 
enough, don’t penalise yourself twice. Take that break. You still need it, whether you think you 
deserve it or not. Visit friends from halls, join a club, or a group that shares your interests.

If the group chat isn’t talking about something urgent, and you’ve got a spare moment on the 
bus or waiting for a coffee, leave your phone in your pocket. Use this time to think about the 
101 things going on in your personal life you’ve been pushing to the back of your mind.

Samuel Frost, in collaboration with Student Life Services

Andre Grafas


