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fronting up the workers' report to the readers

Members of the Broadsheet Collective have had an even 
busier than usual month trying to get the January issue to 
the printer earlier because of Christmas and attending the 
Radical Feminist Caucus. You’ll find a report of what 
happened at the Caucus in the magazine.

Our number of subscribers continues to rise and we meet 
an encouraging number of people in many varied situations 
who have heard of or who subscribe to the magazine. Our 
circulation is now over three thousand and we have over a 
thousand subscribers. I think what Broadsheet has that no 
other magazines in New Zealand have is really dedicated 
readers; women who really feel the magazine is important 
to them. Not just because they like reading it themselves, 
but because they see it as a powerful consciousness-raising 
weapon for the movement in New Zealand. We are contin
ually gladdened to hear from women about how they try 
and get Broadsheet into bookshops and to people where 
they work and to friends by gift subscriptions.

Car Stickers

Lots of cars are sporting our car stickers. More are avail
able free from Broadsheet. We now have sticky ones so 
you won’t have to muck round with glue and sellotape. 
The stickers are designed not just for cars, but for shops, 
house windows : anywhere they would be noticed by the 
public. I was really thrilled to walk into a gallery in Well
ington and be confronted by a Broadsheet sticker at the 
turn of the stairs.

Advertising and Publicity
We recently also put two ads in the Listener. Many people 
mentioned that they saw the first of these and we have 
received a number of requests for sample copies of Broad
sheet and subs from this. However, it’s not something 
we’ll be able, to afford to do often.
We seem to be getting a lot of free publicity lately. We 
have found that a number of the issues we have taken up 
in Broadsheet have been considered newsworthy by the 
newspapers and radio stations. This is important as it 
makes people hear the feminist viewpoint on topical 
issues but we are sometimes disappointed that the name 
of our magazine isn’t mentioned in the articles. Articles 
using material from Broadsheet are appearing mainly in 
Auckland. We don’t know if out of Auckland papers and 
radio stations are using Broadsheet material as we don’t 
get to see them. We would appreciate it if readers from 
other centres sent us any items about or from Broadsheet 
so we can see where it is most useful to send complimen
tary copies. Any readers who have suggestions about 
where we could usefully send them could write to us and 
tell us where to send them to.

Records

We have completely run out of Meg Christian records 
and are at present trying to arrange getting “Lavendar 
Jane” from the States. Watch for it in a future issue of 
Broadsheet.

Posters
We had posters made of the December cover as Sally 
Hollis McLeod had designed such a stunning one. We 
sent a copy of this to all the bookshops we supplied and 
also have them available for 50c each from us. Send to 
the Broadsheet box number. We will be doing this with 
selected future covers.

Books

The two books offered to readers in the last issue are 
also available : see the inside back cover for the order 
form for these.

Deadlines for Future Issues

The March issue will focus on Human Settlements Year 
which is what the UN has designated 1976. In contrast 
to the slow start IWY in NZ, a conference on this issue 
has already been held in Auckland. We want Human 
Settlements taken up as a feminist issue.
Human settlements means : environment, architecture, 
town planning, the sort of cities we live in. Feminists 
must have a say in this. If you want to write anything 
on these topics send it to us either by the deadline for 
the March issue or for future issues. We would like to 
include personal experiences of women living in a man
made environment.

March deadline :
Articles - January 20 
Coming events - February 6

April issue :
This will include, hopefully, a discussion of IWY. What 
feminists saw as the advantages and disadvantages in 
retrospect.

Deadline:
Articles - February 20 
Coming events - March 12

May issue :
Articles - March 20 
Coming events - April 9

Please send us your group news and publicity for coming 
events. And don’t forget our listing of feminist groups in 
the Group News pages. We know there are a lot more 
groups than we’ve got listed but want you to write to us 
and tell us about your group, where you meet, when etc.

Remember that there is no February issue. 
The next issue will be March 1976.
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letters
Dear Broadsheet,

In reply to an article published in the November issue of 
Broadsheet, the organisers of The Tribunal on Crimes 
Against Women wish to comment on the points raised
Since Broadsheet’s report does not allow its readers in
formation on the Tribunal proceedings we will take this 
opportunity to outline events of the day. Our aim was to 
present a powerful indictment against the government on 
its crimes against women. We felt that the best way to do 
this was first and foremost have women speak out on 
their personal experiences. We then decided to have 
people from relevant professions explain why women 
have no control over such situations, and also to have re
presentatives from political parties to state their policies 
on how they were going to stop crimes against women.
Organising for the Tribunal began in May and meetings 
were well advertised and invitations extended to any wo
men who wished to participate in the planning. Since the 
Women s National Abortion Action Campaign was establish
ed in 1973, women have always been welcomed and en
couraged to help formulate WONAAC policy regardless 
of political affiliation. This is why our conferences are 
advertised as open to all women who support the cam
paign aims. Endorsements were also sought from a wide 
sector of the community, and WONAAC was surprised 
when Broadsheet refused to endorse the Tribunal.
This was the time organisational details were discussed 
and people who later saw fit to criticise did not avail 
themselves of this opportunity. We would stress that all 
organisational details were formulated by women, as 
WONAAC is a women-only organisation.

i It was decided that the Tribunal would be a public event, 
as surely one of the major aims of the Women’s movement 
is to educate men to be aware of their role in oppressing 
women, and to gain their support for WONAAC’s cam
paign to Repeal the Abortion Laws. As a public event 
gaining wide publicity, the events of the day came to the 
notice of many more women than were able to attend.
Fifteen women gave their case-histories on September 
20th, together with five expert witnesses with Dr Geiringer 
being the only male. Dr Geiringer was invited on the morn
ing of the Tribunal as Dr Hunton’s plane was unable to 
land at Wellington Airport. WONAAC had no control ov
er Dr Geinnger’s testimony, or that of any other person 
However, the Tribunal body, consisting of nine feminists, 
had the power to cross-examine all the witnesses. The 
audience was expected to rely on this body to run the 
proceedings as they saw fit, ensuring that women giving 
case-histories were not subject to any harassment. We 
would also point out that although Mr. Meggett was pre
sent at the Tribunal he did not speak from the floor, 
although an unidentified male did make a comment which 
we agree should have been squashed.
It was interesting to note that although the Tribunal had 
been widely publicised as a public event the audience was 
overwhelmingly made up of women.

The social was advertised on the programme as being open 
to the public and was primarily held as a fund-raising act

ivity which would also allow supporters of the campaign 
to get together. It is disputable that the men present 
“acted in a completely rude, arrogant manner” when the 
song “I am Woman” was played.

During the conference Annette Gower and her companions 
were allowed to register their protest, which was followed 
by a lengthy discussion. It is interesting to note that they 
did not see fit to participate in the proceedings of the 
entire day', which would have given them a further chance 
to exercise their opinions in the formulation of WONAAC’s 
future policies.

We thank Broadsheet for giving us the opportunity to give 
the point of view of the organisers. In future WONAAC 
will ensure reports of all their activities are forwarded to 
Broadsheet.

WONAAC would welcome the participation of all women 
at its national meeting in February to be held in Welling
ton. Further information will be supplied when the date 
is finalised.

Yours in sisterhood,
Dianne Oatham Kav McVev
Diane Cleary Fem Hickson
Jacqueline McCluggage Kay Goodger

WELLINGTON

Slightly abridged. Similar letters have been received from 
Gillian Goodyer and Auckland WONAAC.

Dear Broadsheet,

1 “ '  amazed at the articles against the so-called 
baby bonus’, and the criticism the Labour Government 

has received over it. I don’t see that it will threaten wo
men in any way; it can only help them. It won’t stop them 
Irom going to work and certainly won’t encourage them 
to have children. It is ah insult to the intelligence of New 
Zealand women to suggest that we would have a child in 
return for $500 or $300.

The average New Zealand family does not have a large 
income and the Labour Government, by suggesting this 

^  finally accepted that children are the respon
sibility of the whole community. Most mothers, married 
or single, could do with financial help at a time when 
there is one more person to support.

In my opinion, Broadsheet is alienating ordinary New 
Zealand women, who don’t have university education 
and can’t command large salaries. The attack on the 
baby bonus’ is really an attack on poor families, who 

are entitled to their one or two children. If they’re not 
and can t afford to have children, it would appear that 
there is an attitude afoot that only the rich should pro
create. Shades of selective breeding.
Joss Shawyer
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feminist diary
NOVEMBER 11
The Prime Minister, Mr. Rowling last night promised 
legislation for women’s rights, if re-elected. This would 
follow the establishment of a women’s rights commission, 
which would: deal with discriminatory complaints, bring 
down draft anti-discriminatory legislation, co-ordinate 
research relating to women’s rights and status, promote a 
comprehensive information and education programme in 
women’s rights.
NOVEMBER 12
A scheme to introduce female apprentices in the Govern
ment Printing Office has proved to be an unqualified 
success says Mr. Norman King, Minister in charge of the 
Government Printing Office. Mr. King says he is pleased 
to see the scheme progress so successfully as the printing 
trade offers security and good working conditions for 
young women.
NOVEMBER 13
The first woman lay member of the Presbyterian Church 
of New Zealand to become a moderator, Mrs. May McCaw, 
was inducted to the office at a meeting of the Oamaru 
presbytery.

NOVEMBER 17
The Auckland Medical Aid Trust went before the Supreme 
Court today to claim damages from the police for the photo
copying of medical files seized in a raid last year. The Trust 
submission claims that the procuring of the copyright mat
erial in the first place was unlawful and unconstitutional, 
and that they suffered harm in that the confidence of pat
ients was breached, causing anguish and concern to the 
trustees, staff and patients.
NOVEMBER 20 .
Two thousand French prostitutes crammed into a Paris 
hall yesterday for a national congress. The women are 
seeking support for a national union and an agreement 
under which they would pay taxes in return for police 
recognition of their status as regular workers.

Auckland women were under “house arrest” in badly 
planned suburbs, the Commonwealth South Pacific 
regional conference on human settlements was told 
yesterday. Author and broadcaster Cherry Raymond 
said many women in the suburbs and new housing 
areas had a feeling of isolation, there were few community 
centres, almost no day-care centres, few parks, few day 
time cultural activities and little opportunity for casual 
social contact. Ms. Raymond suggested planners look 
forward on behalf of women, as a step towards a much 
needed consideration of women as individuals rather 
than as mere instruments of social and economic policy.

NOVEMBER 21
120 feminists attend the Radical Feminist Caucus at 
Wainuiomata for two days.

Speaking to a conference on women in public life at Austin, 
Texas, Elizabeth Reid (former advisor to Gough Whitlam) 
said women should work to put more feminists in positions 
of power. “We have to attack the root problems. We have 
to attack the attitudes, beliefs, myths, cliches about wo

men”. Elizabeth Reid said refusing sexual advances cost her 
a bad press, and failure of some programmes she wanted in 
Australia; she noted that sex is the easiest and most effect
ive route to political power for women.

NOVEMBER 24
Deirdre McCartin’s documentary, “Some of My Best 
Friends Are Women” was shown tonight on TV1. The 
documentary was specially commissioned to mark IWY 
by the New Zealand Government’s Committee on Women.

Dr Woolnough leaving the Court after being acquited.

NOVEMBER 27
Dr. James Woolnough acquitted on twelve charges of 
procuring an illegal abortion.

NOVEMBER 29
Rhodes scholarships would be available to women from 
next year, the New Zealand secretary to the Rhodes 
trustees said yesterday.

National gains power. Dorothy Jelicich loses her seat. 
Farewell to women’s rights for the next three years.
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Sw eden and the So lo  M other
JOSS SHAWYER has just returned from a visit to Sweden 

where she looked at how solo mothers are'treated in a 
country considered one of the most advanced in the world 
in its social policies.

However all is not bad for mothers. In At the end of the year, the mother can 
Sweden there is a seven month maternity move into one of the special apartment 
benefit, paid at 90% of one’s normal buildings in the city. Joss visited one of

these apartments.

Joss found that in some ways, the 
Social Welfare legislation is more advanc
ed than in fclew Zealand, but in other 
ways far worse. The revelation that will 
amaze women in this country is that 
there is no benefit enabling unsupport
ed mothers to stay home with their 
children. Solo mothers have to go out 
to work - unless you happen to be a 
widow.
Because of the long working day the 
mother will hardly see her children. 
However, as Joss was leaving, legislation 
was being debated to cut the working 
day for all parents down to six hours - 
to ensure that parents and children 
get some time together.

In the school holidays the children go 
to the country to foster parents - while 
the mother stays in the city and works.
If the mother wants to take time off to 
see her children and be with them, she 
loses money.
The government pays a fairly small 
guaranteed maintenance to single moth
ers. Joss found that few men in Sweden 
deny paternity, probably because no 
lawyers are involved in the maintenance 
issue. The woman tells a social worker 
who the father is, and all queries are re
solved in an honourable way.

wage - payable to both married and 
single women. The benefit commences 
a month before the baby is born and is 
paid up to six months after the birth, 
and currently is being extended to seven 
months after the birth. Either the moth
er or father can stay home and receive 
the maternity benefit.

There is only one remaining home for 
pregnant school girls left in Stockholm, 
there were seven. They have almost 
totally eradicated pregnancy among 
school girls - purely by education. The 
young women do not enter the home 
because of stigma of pregnancy, but 
because there are other family problems, 
and the factor of the daughter having a 
child may serve as an extra irritant. The 
girls go to public hospitals to have their 
children, and receive excellent medical 
care. The average age is around fourteen 
or fifteen years. When the children are 
born they stay in a nursery at the hostel, 
and neighbourhood women come in to 
look after them during the day. The v 
mothers receive a salary, and can go 
back to school thus continuing their 
education, or can be trained for a job.
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“There are two floors of accommodation 
for the single mothers, with the two 
bottom floors containing daycare facili
ties. People in the community brought 
their children to the daycare too. They 
had meetings one night a fortnight and 
the parents of the children who attend
ed the daycare centre came along” - Thus 
the single parent women felt they were 
definitely part of an extended commun
ity.

“The meetings were like PTA, in which 
they all discussed the day care, and of 
course the single mothers came along 
and met all the parents, and made friends 
with them. I was told this was done on 
purpose so that single mothers wouldn’t 
be isolated”.

“The ones I met were very happy there. 
They had bed sittingrooms and a 
communal lounge on each floor, so that 
people wouldn’t lock themselves up in 
their own little room. To watch televis
ion they had to come out into the 
lounge. There was a nurse sleeping there 
at night.”
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Joss Shawyer

Incredibly, they liked the fathers to 
come, and said it was nice for the child
ren to have contact with their fathers, 
and the fathers were encouraged to 
stay the night. This is what the people 
who ran the place told me. I just couldn’t 
believe it.”
“The women can stay there until the 
children are four; and in that sort of 
non threatening atmosphere where 
they’ve got their independence, but 
the father’s welcome too - most of 
them end up marrying the father of the 
child, or living together which is much 
the same in Sweden.

“A lot of people in Sweden just don’t 
bother getting married, because if 
you’re not married you’re not discrimin
ated against, as you are here. Legal 
marriage doesn’t mean a great deal 
there, you can get divorced in a week, 
if you both agree, and six months if 
one party disagrees. No grounds, except 
that somebody wants to sever the rela
tionship. You can get a house or apart
ment, you can get a mortgage, all these 
things, and you don’t have to be legally 
married to each other. Sweden’s suppos
edly got the highest illegitimacy rate in 
the world, but most of the children live 
with two parents.”

“One of the funniest things that happ
ened to me was when I was talking to 
the Foster Care people, and I asked why 
people didn’t get married. The man 
said, “ I’m not married to the mother of 
my child and we’ve lived together six 
years” - and this other chap said that 
he didn’t know that, sounding really

surprised. It turned out that none of 
the people in this office were married. 
And these were the Foster*Care people, 
in charge of all the Playcentres, kinder
gartens, adoptions and things”

“It simply isn’t important in Sweden. 
You’re regarded as being married: it’s 
nobody’s business but your own”.

“I found that quite hard too - it’s such 
a different attitude in Sweden. Women 
are expected to have a sex life - the way 
men are. When I was telling them about 
New Zealand, about being expected to 
be a virgin when you get married - they 
couldn’t believe that. The Swedes laugh
ed at that, they thought we were really 
quite quaint.”

Attitudes to marriage are not the only 
things more advanced than in New Zea
land. The Swedes have introduced a 
minimum income, below which nobody 
can fall. If your earnings are lower than 
that allowable you merely apply to 
your local council and they supplement 
your income to bring you up to the 
standard.

“The local council, which is financed by 
separate taxation (everyone pays two 
taxes, one to central government, and 
the other to the local government) is 
responsible for a supervised park system, 
where all the children go after school. 
They control before and after-school 
activities. For some reason they don’t 
use the schools, all the kids have to 
leave the schools and then troop off to 
the park centres,” says Joss.
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Surely is something that could be 
utilised here. Payment of an organiser 
to supervise children’s play after school, 
and, unlike Sweden, utilisation of the 
schools.

The suggestion has come forward many 
times, but with the new National govern
ment it is doubtful whether anything 
will happen. We all know about the 
Community school starting at Mangere, 
but this is really for adult activities after 
school - not the children of working 
parents.

Joss would like a lot of the things Swed
ish women have; she would like to be 
able to walk around the streets unmol
ested, and in mentioning this she stress
ed the need for sex education in the 
schools and teaching men to have res
pect for women. We need abortion on 
demand as in Sweden. But she feels we 
must choose only the better social poli
cies from Sweden.

The Swedes appear to be imbued with 
the Calvinistic work ethic - possibly 
this explains why there are no benefits 
enabling women to stay home with 
their children if they desire. It appears 
one is not thought ‘healthy’ unless one 
works. Which makes it rather hard for 
women bringing up a family on their 
own. Joss noticed that living in New 
Zealand is generally more relaxed, and 
that the Swedes could be rather “grim”.

“I can’t see that it would be good, in 
our environment, to be getting children 
out of bed at five o’clock, getting two 
buses and trains to work and to the 
daycare centre, picking them up at six 
o’clock and getting home at eight o’clock. 
I can’t see that our kids would even tol
erate it, after the sort of life they’re us
ed to.”

Joss wondered how New Zealand could 
strike a happy medium between the 
“forced labour” but good day care 
system in Sweden, and the lack of day 
care facilities but the advantage of hav
ing the Domestic Purposes Benefit in 
New Zealand.

“When I asked the people in the Day
care Centres what they thought - how 
should we work towards day care with
out ruining it for ourselves and our 
children, they said, be careful, don’t 
let happen to New Zealand women 
what happened to Swedish women; 
they ended up with two jobs; working 
hard during the day and having to look 
after children and doing all the house
work at night and the weekends. Their 
advice was to get the six-hour working 
day first and then get your other things.

Continued overleaf.



Because women get the right to work, 
equal pay, and the right to adequate day 
care and everything, but the men! A lot 
of men in Sweden are so conditioned 
not to do housework. You have to ed
ucate the men. The six hour day does 
not mean six hour pay, the government 
would subsidize the extra two hours 
Pay-
New Zealand could once again lead the 
world in social legislature if we could 
only incorporate a few of the good 
Swedish schemes. Joss mentioned a 
free re-training scheme for adults. If 
you’d worked for five years and hadn’t 
completed your education you then 
could go to university, take any course 
you wanted. While talking about the 
re-training scheme Joss remembered 
that over half of the medical students 
are women, and a good percentage of 
the doctors.
“The men aren’t measuring up in the 
exams they have to get into Medical 
School - so they have to handicap the 
men, give them advantages, so that they 
have at least a number of men becoming 
doctors! Isn’t that beautiful.”

Joss was amazed at the number of wo
men dentists - how many of us have en
countered women dentists in New 
Zealand?
A possible reason for the progress Sweden 
has made, Joss suggested, could be the 
lack of influence the church has in the 
country. She says the Swedes found our 
church interference and the anti-abortion 
movement very strange.
As I mentioned earlier, the incidence of 
school girl pregnancies has almost van
ished. Joss said the incidence of abortions 
performed on the under-16s is also small. 
At the hospital she visited, she asked 
one of the doctors how many abortions 
had been carried out on young girls that 
year, and the doctor had to think hard, 
but thought it was only about three or 
four. Counselling is compulsory, only 
for the younger women wanting abortions 
For other women the counsellor is avail
able if required.

The reason for the drop in ‘under-age’ 
pregnancies is education in the schools. 
Joss explained that sex education, hu
man relationships and the biology of 
reproduction are taught by a school 
teacher, but also in every school there 
is a school nurse who is available to the 
pupils if they have any query. It is the 
school nurse who advises regarding con
traception, and arranges for pupils to 
see doctors, etc.

The Swedish people sensibly believe in 
the cliched but true ‘Prevention is 
better than cure . In New Zealand we 
are not even allowed to cure, much less 
prevent.
Robin Griffith

Radical Feminist Caucus
120 feminists attended the Radical Feminist Caucus in 
Wellington in November. Some of the participants 
give their impressions of what the Caucus achieved.

Reviewing the Radical Feminist Caucus 
we thought that, for the next caucus, 
workshops should be split on a goals- 
structure - strategy basis rather than 
being distinguished by specific issues or 
areas for discussion. This would solve 
the problems of people wanting to go 
to a number of workshops and would 
also have the advantage of emphasising 
the radical-political goals of the caucus. 
If we start with a workshop on goals, 
and iron out some of the conflicts in 
this area, we can then move on to dis
cuss structures and strategies. With this 
format we should be able to discuss 
long-term (ideal) objectives, and spend 
only a small amount of time after these 
have been discussed in dealing with 
specific issues that will be coming up 
in the next six to twelve months.

decide whether the caucus had been 
over-structured or insufficiently struct
ured. Perhaps it was both - over-structured 
because of the number of workshops on 
different areas, and under-structured, 
because of the lack of preparation (by 
participants as well as by leaders) on the 
direction of workshops.

The Saturday afternoon report-back 
session was structured to cope with an 
excess of input from workshop discuss
ions and to deal with conflicts between 
women with different emphases. In the 
event, the problem with this session was 
insufficient input and avoidance of 
conflicts.

ORGANIZATION

The Caucus should be a political decis
ion-making group. However, this Caucus 
was not able to get down to real work 
in this area because it had to carry a 
heavy load of women’s need just to be 
with and enjoy each other. We suggest 
that these needs of women to be with 
each other could perhaps be fulfilled 
through regional day and small-scale 
weekend camps, so that for national 
caucuses we can spend the majority of 
our time getting to grips with the 
political issues.

In retrospect the core-group could not

me goats or tne caucus weren’t defined 
sufficiently in advance. The people runn
ing the workshops didn’t think out and 
circulate basic discussion material before 
the camp. Workshops would function 
better with only 15-20 participants.

For the next caucus we need :

1. More contact between the organizing 
group and women intending to come 
to the caucus.

2. More volunteers to do some of the 
necessary work e.g. driving vans, 
cooking, running the camp.

3. The women responsible for co-ordin-
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ating the working sessions should 
not be the same women as those 
responsible for the practical aspects 
of running the camp.

4. We should try and get everyone to 
arrive by a specific time on the Friday 
so that the work to be done during 
the weekend can begin on the Friday 
evening to give more time.

5. Another isolated camp - one of the 
great values of this caucus was its 
total protection from outsiders.

from Organisers of 
Radical Feminist Caucus

Another cold and depressing weekend 
in Wellington. This time not the scene 
of a conservative takeover, but the so- 
called Radical Feminist Caucus, the 
first national meeting of radical femin
ists to determine policy and strategy 
for the future. A milestone in New 
Zealand feminist history.

This critique of what happened that 
weekend is not intended as a personal 
attack on any women attending the 
Caucus, not least the Wellington fem
inists who put so much time and effort 
into the very successful organisation of 
the camp. My aim is to try and make 
constructive criticism in the hope that 
the next Caucus to be held in Auckland 
in 1976, will avoid some of the same 
problems.

Many of the women I have spoken with 
shared similar feelings of alienation to 
mine. The Caucus at first appeared to 
be tightly organised. The number of 
women attending made it difficult to 
operate in any way except via notices 
on the wall to tell women where they 
should be, and when. Dutifully follow
ing directions, on Saturday morning we 
split into four workshops. The separa
tion into these groups was, I think, the 
first major mistake of the Caucus. This 
division simply emphasized a difference 
in orientation between those women 
whose primary interest and concern is 
as women oriented women, and those 
who see the feminist movement in 
terms of direct political action.

This split which can be felt so strongly 
in the movement should be seen as an 
artificial and destructive dispersal of 
women’s energy. We are all in such 
desperate need of the warmth and 
strength which a shared experience of 
woman’s sensitivity can give. So also 
do we desperately need major changes 
in the system in which we live to allow 
us to develop our woman’s strength and 
to alleviate the oppression of all our 
sisters; there is no such state as individ
ual liberation.

To structure the Caucus so as to encour
age already differently oriented women 
to further develop as if in mutually 
exclusive directions defeated what I, at 
least, had seen as the major purpose of 
this meeting. This was not intended to 
be just another conference at which 
women would explore areas of particular 
interest to them, but specifically was an 
attempt to achieve a working consensus 
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on aims and methods.

Similarly the Caucus was not the place 
for women to encounter for the first 
time discussion of feminist political 
issues. With the combination of partici
pation by some women relatively new 
to feminist ideology, and the lack of 
strong direction from the chairperson, 
the political activists workshop seemed 
set to achieve little. By the time Satur
day’s session had finished some sort of 
agreement had been reached on opposi
tion to a mother’s wage of the sort 
proposed by Labour, or anything similar.

Since a superannuation payment was 
part of the Labour Party’s scheme this 
was discussed, as was the proposed anti 
sex discrimination legislation.

It doesn’t sound like very much to 
absorb an entire day’s effort but the 
methods used to achieve even this much 
and later to ensure the adoption of 
these proposals at Sunday’s session dis
turbed many women attending the 
Caucus. Some of the feminists of the 
Broadsheet Collective, together with 
others from Auckland, Wellington and 
Dunedin, whose level of commitment 
to the movement is such that they spend 
tremendous amounts of time and energy 
working through the current political 
issues, felt very strongly that the first 
priority for the Caucus was to reach 
agreement and produce stated policies 
on these issues. They structured the 
situation on Sunday to ensure that 
those topics on which agreement had 
been reached by the Activists workshop



were all considered and supported by 
the main meeting within the very limit
ed time available. The way in which a 
few articulate and strong women dom
inated the meeting aroused a lot of 
hostility among some of the other wo
men present. Many felt put down by the 
way their comments were received. The 
‘cultural feminists’ were obviously dis
turbed by behaviour so alien to the 
feelings engendered by their workshop 
experiences and their general pro-woman, 
nurturant line. Those ‘political feminists’ 
who had attended the socialism workshop 
were justifiably mistrustful of the obvious 
manipulation of the situation by a self 
determined elite.

Many women left and others, notably a 
group from Dunedin, expressed strong 
dissatisfaction with what had happened 
during the session.

The main question to be discussed by 
radical feminists, must surely be wheth
er the ends achieved at the Caucus 
justified the means employed. Maybe 
they did. I personally shared the 
frustrations felt by the Broadsheet 
women. It is an impossible task to sit 
by and watch the wheels of patriarchal ! 
capitalism grind inexorably on, passing 
yet more legislation designed to reinforce 
sexist attitudes, and still accept the rate 
at which the Women’s Movement, crab
like, moves. But to adopt male ways to 
achieve one’s ends, however laudable 
those aims might be, is also to do the 
feminist movement a disservice.

We must learn to structure such occasions 
as this Caucus so that we do move in a 
goal directed way towards a feminist 
solution. A feminist solution however, 
cannot be determined and imposed by 
an elite divorced from the majority of

M
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New Zealand women. We must allow 
enough time so that matters of policy 
and strategy are thoroughly discussed 
and all women are able to express their 
views and receive feedback from the 
majority. The structure should reduce 
rather than emphasise the potential div
ision between women of different orient
ation by allowing all women the opport
unity to share in both kinds of activities.

If we are ever to coalesce into an effective 
feminist body all feminists need both the 
support and nurturance of their sisters 
and the achievements of rational plann
ing and political activity. We are search
ing for new ways to achieve change. We 
don’t know the answers yet, either the 
methodology or the ultimate aims, and 
while the separatism of a matriarchal 
dream is anathema to me, so is reliance 
on the shit games of man’s world to try 
and stem the flood against us. The only 
way we’ll win and overthrow this mess 
we call society is by radical change, 
change so radical that we have yet to 
determine even the methods by which 
we’ll eventually achieve that change.

Sally Casswell

I went to the Radical Feminist Caucus 
with mixed expectations. Someone had 
asked me a few days before what a radical 
feminist is. I had answered : a woman who 
has worked through and understands the 
writings of major feminist writers; who 
has a clear understanding of the issues in
volved and the long term objectives; who 
questions how any actions proposed will 
affect sex role stereotypes, rather than 
just alleviate women’s current position; 
who recognises that we will not achieve 
feminist goals under a capitalist system; 
a woman who has not got stuck,in one
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small area of feminism such as socialism 
or lesbian separatism, but who retains a 
wider view; and above all, a woman who 
is actually working towards and prepar
ed to make sacrifices for those goals rath
er than just talking about them.

But of course that is only my definition 
of radical feminism and it was obviously 
not shared by many women at the Cau
cus. Some women were there to learn, 
some to work and some to just be with 
other women. The organisers had expect
ed about 30-40 which is probably actually 
about the number of radical feminists in 
New Zealand. There was a certain amount 
of confusion and conflict apparent and 
at no stage was any definition of radical 
feminism discussed let alone agreed upon. 
Perhaps women were afraid of being call
ed elitist if they defined radical feminism 
or perhaps they didn’t want to exclude 
those who had come only to learn or to 
be with other women.

The Caucus began on Friday night by 
trying to squeeze 120+ into 68 beds - 
an interesting and noisy exercise. On 
Saturday morning the Caucus was open
ed with an introduction by Celia Camp
bell, one of the organizers. This was 
followed by a presentation by some 
Dunedin feminist socialists who had 
been working for some months on the 
question of ideology. For those who had 
read Shulamith Firestone, Germaine 
Greer, Juliet Mitchell and any political 
analysis of the more orthodox socialist 
kind, it was not new, but there were 
obviously women there who had not 
thought about the issues along these 
lines before. Developing an ideology is 
crucial to the feminist movement and it 
was good to see that some women have 
begun the long hard slog. We hope they 
will continue and develop their thoughts 
and in particular bring a New Zealand 
perspective to their analysis for we sadly 
lack unimported ideas.

After a couple of hours we broke into 
workshops on various topics : lesbian 
feminists, political activists, women’s cul
ture, and socialism and feminism. Unfort
unately for this report all the Broadsheet 
women chose to go to the workshop on 
political activists so we are unable to re
port on what happened in the other ones. 
The political activist workshop took about 
60 people and was unstructured. As a 
result a lot of time was spent trying to 
define what exactly we were talking 
about. The differing views of what radi
cal feminism involves became apparent 
here. An attempt later in the afternoon 
to divide the workshop into those who 
wanted to talk about working within the 
system and those who wanted to work 
outside the system failed as almost every
one then decided that they wanted to

work outside the system. So it was ob
vious that there was confusion about 
what working outside the system 
meant as well.

Eventually the workshop was divided 
into three, and more fruitful discussion 
eventuated. But still the lack of struct
ure, the lack of stated goals for the 
session and the widely varying levels of 
understanding of the issues made the 
discussions a repitition of all that has 
been said many times in the past. Once 
again the main benefit was educative 
rather than any onward growth of 
feminist thought and analysis. The 
resulting frustration of some women 
led to their joining together informally 
and working on statements of principle 
and the suggestion of a mechanism to 
deal with the immediate problems 
facing the movement.

On the Saturday night we were treated 
to the “ All Star Cure All Ills Women’s 
Medicine Show” and a showing of 
Deidre McCartin’s film “Some of my 
best friends are women”. Both are re
viewed in the Feminist Eye.

On Sunday morning reports were rec
eived from various project groups 
around the country including the Wo
men’s Room, Wellington, Halfway 
House, Auckland, the Women’s Centre, 
Auckland, Herstory Press and Broad
sheet. This was followed by a general 
discussion about some of the perennial 
problems of groups - leadership, struct
ures, bringing new women into groups, 
responsibility to the movement, taking 
the initiative, getting things done and so 
on.

After lunch the women who had been
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meeting during the breaks brought 
back some statements of principle for 
discussion by the whole group. Some 
women questioned various parts of 
the statements and the need for state
ments at all but the majority agreed 
that it was necessary to come away 
from the Caucus with some positive 
statements and plans for action on 
matters which will arise next*year.

A group of women who are prepared 
to make these activities their primary 
commitment for 1976 have joined to
gether to make the Radical Feminist 
Caucus an on-going group. They will 
keep informed on all legislation affect
ing women, prepare submissions and 
act as a pressure group on politicians 
and the public in 1976.

The Caucus also agreed that Human 
Settlements Year should be a target 
area for feminist action. The question 
of the environment and its effect on 
women is a crucial one for all of us 
and feminists must become involved 
in the activities planned for next year.

My overall feelings about the confer
ence were good. I was glad that there 
had been so little confrontation over 
tactics and disagreements amongst 
ourselves. There was a strong feeling 
that we must tolerate differences and 
work hard if we really want to effect 
change. There was a recognition that 
we all make mistakes and that we 
don’t always agree with what other 
women are doing but that we must 
support one another if we are to be
come an effective cohesive group. 
There was recognition of the need for 
developing an ideology and support 
for the women who had chosen to 
make this their priority. Overall there 
was a strong feeling of support from 
most women there and I felt that we 
had really moved forward from the 
days when all our bitterness and 
attacking was turned inwards because 
it was easier to attack other women 
than the real enemies. Some women 
are still at this point but most have 
moved on to an awareness that we 
must use the varied talents of all the 
women in the movement.

The Caucus began rather shakily but 
ended on a good note with some posi
tive achievements and a network for 
more work next year. It was agreed 
that weekends should be held more 
often and that the next one should be 
Easter 1976 in Auckland.

Sharyn Cederman



E D IT O R IA L : T h e Royal Commission
The Royal Commission on Contraception, Sterilisation and Abortion. Is it likely 
to come up with some enlightened recommendations? JULIE THOMPSON 
looks at what has been happening at the Commission’s hearings so far.

Royal Commissions are traditionally used as tactics of 
delay to allow a party to avoid making a decision and 
this one was no exception. Abortion was a hot topic in 
1975. The establishment of the Remuera Abortion Clinic 
was followed by a police raid and seizure of patient files. 
Labour M.P. Wall backed by S.P.U.C. introduced the v 
Hospitals Amendment Bill which aimed to close the 
clinic. The Bill was passed amidst much confusion and 
was later found to have no relation to the way criminal 
charges of abortion are brought in New Zealand. Mean
while Dr. James Woolnough, a doctor at the Clinic had 
been charged with procuring illegal abortions. His first 
trial returned a hung jury (see Broadsheet No. 33) and 
recently he was acquited of the charges after being found 
not guilty on all counts.

During this time a great deal of information about abort
ion both local and from overseas had been gathered 
together and widely circulated. It hardly seems necessary 
for a Royal Commission to do the same. But more than 
that, it is an immoral action to delay liberalised legislative 
action on matters related to reproduction for the several 
years it will take the Commission to hear 600 submissions 
which it has before it. Although officially due to report 
back in June 1976, it had only heard 31 submissions by 
the beginning of December 1975. Meanwhile the Police 
Offences Act still makes illegal the provision of contra
ceptives or related advice to young people under 16 years, 
and we still have more than 400 women under the age of 
14 becoming pregnant each year.

It seems likely that when the Commission does report 
back to Parliament its findings will be ignored by the 
legislators. Set up under a Labour Government, which 
did not commit itself to introducing legislation, it will 
report back to a National Government. The leader of 
this party is rumoured to have made a quiet deal on the 
abortion question with Roman Catholic leaders, and 
refuses to remove the “conscience vote” for dealing with 
abortion legislation in Parliament. His position appears to 
be firmly anti-abortion, and he has undertaken to close 
Aotea Hospital (see Broadsheet No. 34). AJ' ever the 
world countries are adopting more liberal abortion polic
ies. We can reasonably expect that public attitudes in
creasingly support liberalisation here too. We feel that 
this is reflected in the recent acquittal of Dr. Woolnough. - 
Therefore it will be up to pro-abortion groups and fem
inist pressure groups to ensure that any recommendations 
the Commission may make for liberalisation are legislated 
for.

Patriarchal power structures.
The Royal Commission raises all the usual questions for 
feminists faced with male power structures. Do we make 
submissions to it and go through the ordeal of presenting 
them, or do we ignore its existence (especially since it is 
so powerless) and spend our energies elsewhere for better 
return ?

A Royal Commission has, under The Commission of 
Enquiry Act 1908 the powers of a magistrate’s court, 
and it is, by virtue of its adherence to formal procedures, 
quite inaccessible to the women who most need to make 
submissions to it. For example, instead of being able to 
write down every personal experience a woman may have 
had that would be of value to the Commission for the 
cost of four cents postage, she has to produce 30 copies 
of her evidence. How many women know about or can 
afford copying facilities ? This is the first barrier.

The room in which the hearings are being held, is similar 
to a courtroom. The formality is overwhelming - a raised 
bench seating the six members of the commission; facing 
them, a lower table to accommodate legal counsel, the 
media lined up along both sides with TV cameras, a 
witness stand and in the centre a secretary complete with 
bible on which to swear, and tape recorder with which to 
record any witty retorts. This situation is intimidating. 
Most of us are not prepared for it and have not developed 
the necessary qualities of confidence, aggression or 
egotism to deal with it. We should not have to do so. We 
do not want to become good at the hideous games that 
are going on in that courtroom. Most feminists are not 
prepared for the fact that the only way male politicians 
could handle the question of female right to reproductive 
control was arrange a trial for women.

In this courtroom there is a judge - chairman of the 
commission Justice McMullin, legal counsel assisting the 
Commission, Knight, and counsel representing vested 
interests. In practice this means that two SPUC legal 
counsel paid by SPUC are present at all hearings to aid 
those presenting SPUC submissions, and to cross examine 
every other witness who dares to give evidence. ALRANZ, 
which is not church backed and does not have the money 
to do this, has managed to have a legal counsel present 
once or twice only.

Counsel assisting the Commission was not present at all 
the day I gave evidence for Halfway House. He was 
missing for an entire week. That left me and all others 
who appeared that week alone to face two SPUC lawyers.

Much of the responsibility for the tenor of the proceed
ings lies in the manner in which the counsel conduct 
themselves. Both counsel for SPUC and for the Comm
ission treat the witness as if on trial for a crime, with no 
consideration for the personal manner in which the sub
ject concerns women, and no recognition for the naive 
status of the witnesses compared with their own profess
ional status.

Most women appearing are nervous, unfamiliar with 
courtroom antics and do not have the confidence to 
realize that some of the questions asked in cross-examin
ation bear no relevance to what has been said in submiss
ion. Indeed the purpose of the cross-examination seems
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to be not to clarify points made, but to stand trial for 
one’s opinion. We should not have to go through 
this kind of male game to get justice for ourselves. It 
should not be necessary for the secretary to congratulate 
witnesses for managing to handle SPUC counsel.
Brainwashing
These full time legal counsel are getting a powerful hold 
over the Commission. Easily dismissed as “extreme” and 
“likely to turn the members off with their obnoxious 
antics” they are never-the-less having a brainwashing 
effect on the Commission. With every cross examination 
they have an opportunity once sgain to present their 
reality. They talk of “murder”, “killing unborn babies” 
and the “horror of abortions”. That is their reality. Our 
reality is that we are aborting the products of conception. 
We know that abortion is a positive move for women who 
seek it and we know that doctors who do abortions enjoy 
the work. The assumption that it is a depressing and neg
ative occupation is based on SPUC’s fundamental attitude 
that abortion is anti-life. It is pro-life. Pro-women.
Witnesses preparing to face the Commission should be 
prepared for a SPUC smear campaign. At least one of the 
two SPUC counsel is personally convinced that pro
abortionists are immoral. He conducts a smear campaign 
couched in terms of a cross-examination. However he is 
not interested in eliciting answers, opinions or clarifica
tions. He wants only to discredit each witness because 
they are pro-abortion.
When Dr. Margret Sparrow, who has an impressive list of 
medical and social qualifications, appeared to give evidence, 
SPUC attacked her for her position on a magazine which 
SPUC had decided was obscene. The fact that the maga
zine is distributed by the most conservative of booksellers 
in N.Z. was not taken into account. SPUC judged the 
magazine and then tried to prove that the evidence con
tained in her submission to the Commission was invalid.
A lot of time was wasted while SPUC produced every 
copy of the magazine and objected to different articles 
which they judged obscene. The Commission did not 
seem critical of any of these assumptions and allowed 
SPUC to continue making its claims without question.

Counsel assisting the Commission 
The Counsel assisting the Commission is there to cross- 
examine witnesses in order to raise points which will 
aid the Commission in its inquiry. However, witnesses 
would have a better chance to present a more balanced 

, picture of their position if the Counsel did 
ask questions which would reveal the true nature of 
some of the “evidence”. When SPUC presented its over
seas experts the counsel did not ask any questions which 
would have thrown light on the credibility of these 
witnesses. No-one asked the professional, globe trotting, 
anti-abortion lobbyists Lejeune and Marx whether they 
were paid to travel the world giving their evidence at 
similar hearings. They should have been asked why they 
had an interest in the N.Z. hearings and how many times 
they had given similar evidence in the last year. It is no 
coincidence that Lejeune has taken part in several similar 
hearings, and it should also be known that Lejeune’s 
evidence to an American Inquiry, along with Professor 
Liley’s evidence to the same Inquiry, was virtually dis
credited when the recommendations were made.

Over-protection of witnesses
The only direct value the Commission can have is to 
educate the public by exposing the realities of abortion. 
Unless witnesses appear to give evidence in person so 
that the newspapers can write up what is being said, and

the T.V. news can show 2 minute flashes at regular inter
vals, the public has no evidence that the Commission is 
happening at all. However, too often the Commission is 
over-protective of what it thinks should and should not 
be made public. This attitude toward witnesses is helping 
to destroy our case. By suggesting that perhaps witnesses 
do not want to be reported in the press, the chairman is 
denying our case public credibility. Some witnesses from 
the Council for Single Mother and Her Child were quite 
happy to be reported but the Chairman suggested other
wise. His protective, paternalistic attitude toward women 
who would make public that their child is unwanted, or 
that they themselves were unwanted, and that they know, 
and are happy about the fact that they would have been 
aborted had facilities been available, is not helping us to 
present our reality of the situation.

There is an air of unreality about the Commission’s 
attitude toward this particular Inquiry.

It is gathering together a great deal of overseas “evidence” 
and making sure the statistics are all complete. We wonder 
how far these people have ventured from their own upper 
middle-class location in society. McGregor is the only 
person who asks practical questions and seems aware of 
the kind of problems to be faced. He asks “how do you 
think we can do what you are suggesting?” When it comes 
to writing the report and making recommendations, the 
Commission will have to rely heavily on the questions he 
asked.

Before too long, all members of the Commission should 
meet a few anguished women who are seeking abortions; 
some pregnant 14 year olds, some people who are suffer
ing because of the lack of available sterilisation, proper 
contraception, and also meet some families who are 
socially, economically and culturally deprived because 
they have more children than they wanted and can 
support.

How to deal with the Commission 
Women giving evidence at the Commission should be pre
pared for SPUC’s smear campaign, and should refuse to 
answer questions which relate to yourself rather than to 
your submission. Decide very carefully the principle upon 
which your submissions are based, e.g. a woman’s right 
to control her reproductive capacity. SPUC will use ext
reme examples in order to test your convictions. A fav
ourite one is “Would you allow a woman to abort at 8 
months?” . We know nothing is black and white and 
that such a question is absurd. But it is best not to both
er to explain it all again, that only gives them room to 
ask further trick questions. SPUC operates in terms of 
absolutes, and they will understand your position if you 
answer “ Yes”. Carefully consider each question asked, 
take time, then answer without equivocation. Do not 
accept SPUC’s reality. Use the term “co-joined sperm 
and ovum” and insist you are talking about thte products 
of conception in abortion, not about having babies. 
Abortion is not a nasty business, nor is it any more un
desirable, than having a tonsilectomy.
Whatever our conditioned emotional response to abortion, 
if we fail to uphold the principle of a woman’s right to 
control her body, we are selling women short to this Royal 
Commission, and we are accepting the reality SPUC is 
putting over each day. We can only hope the Commission 
can see through the power play the SPUC $40,000 enter
prise is putting up against the women of New Zealand.

Julie Thompson
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Though women do no t complain o f the power o f husbands, 
each complains o f her own husband, or o f the husbands 
o f her friends. I t  is the same in all other cases o f servitude; 
at least in the commencement o f the emancipatory move
ment. The serfs did no t at first complain o f the power o f 
the lords, but only o f their tyranny.

Liberated women — very different from Women’s Libera
tion! The first signals all kinds o f goodies, to warm the 
hearts (not to mention other parts) o f the most radical 
men. The other signals — HOUSEWORK. The first brings 
sex w ithout marriage, sex before marriage, cozy house
keeping arrangements (“ You see, I ’m living with this 
chick” ) and the self-content o f knowing that you’re not 
the kind o f man who wants a doormat instead o f a wo
man. That will come later. A fter all, who wants that old 
commodity anymore, the Standard American Housewife, 
all husband, home and kids. The New Commodity, the 
Liberated Woman, has sex a lot and has a Career, prefer
ably something that can be fitted in with the household 
chores — like dancing, pottery, or painting.

On the other hand is Women’s Liberation -  and house
work. What ? You say this is all trivial ? Wonderful !
That s what I thought. It seemed perfectly reasonable.
We both had careers, both had to work a couple o f days

-  John Stuart Mill, On the Subjection o f Women

a week to earn enough to live on, so why shouldn’t we 
share the housework ? So I suggested it to my mate and 
he agreed — most men are too hip to turn you down flat. 
You’re right, he said. I t ’s only fair.
Then an interesting thing happened. I can only explain it 
by stating that we women have been brainwashed more 
than even we can imagine. Probably too many years of 
seeing television women in ecstasy over their shiny waxed 
floors or breaking down over their d irty shirt collars. Men 
have no such conditioning. They recognize the essential 
fact o f housework right from the very beginning. Which 
is that it stinks.

Here’s my list o f d irty chores : buying groceries, carting 
them home and putting them away; cooking meals and 
washing dishes and pots; doing the laundry, digging out 
the place when things get out o f control; washing floors. 
The list could go on but the sheer necessities are bad * 
enough. All o f us have to do these things, or get some

rln this early classic of the 
women’s movement PAT 
MANIARDI discusses the 
political ideology behind 
commonplace statements 
X.__ . about housework.

THE
POLITICS 

HOUSEWORK
( 1970)



one else to do them for us. The longer my husband cont
emplated these chores, the more repulsed he became, and 
so proceeded the change from the normally sweet consid
erate Dr. Jekyll into the crafty Mr. Hyde who would stop 
at nothing to avoid the horrors o f — housework. As he fe lt 
himself backed into a corner laden with d irty dishes, 
brooms, mops and reeking garbage, his front teeth grew 
longer and pointier, his fingernails haggled and his eyes 
grew wild. Housework trivial ? Not on your life ! Just try 
to share the burden.

So ensued a dialogue that’s been going on for several 
years. Here are some o f the high points :

" /  don 't mind sharing the housework, but / don 't do i t  
very well. We should each do the things we're best at."

MEANING unfortunately I ’m no good at things like wash
ing dishes or cooking. What I do best is a little  light carp
entry, changing light bulbs, moving furniture ( how often 
do you move furniture ?).

ALSO MEANING Historically the lower classes (Black 
men and us) have had hundreds o f years experience doing 
menial jobs. It would be a waste o f manpower to train 
someone else to do them now.

ALSO MEANING ■ don’t like the dull stupid boring jobs, 
so you should < o them.

" I  don 't mind sharing the work, but you'll nave to show 
me how to do it . "

v

MEANING I ask a lo t o f questions and you’ ll have to 
show me everything everytime I do it because I don’t 
remember so good. Also don’t try to sit down and read 
while I ’m doing my jobs because I’m going to annoy hell 
out o f you until i t ’s easier to do them yourself.

"We used to be so happy ! "  (Said whenever it  was his 
turn to do something). *■

MEANING I used to be so happy.

MEANING Life without housework is bliss. No quarrel 
here. Perfect agreement

"We have different standards,and why should / have to 
work to your standards. That's unfair."

MEANING If  I begin to get bugged by the d irt and crap 
I w ill say “ This place sure is a sty”  or “ How can anyone 
live like this?” and wait for your reaction. I know that all 
women have a sore called “ Guilt over a messy house”  or 
“ Household work is ultimately rny responsibility.”  I 
know that men have caused that sore — if  anyone visits 
and the place is a sty, they’re not going to leave and say, 
“ He sure is a lousy housekeeper.”  You’ll take the rap in 
any case. I can outwait you.

ALSO MEANING I can provoke innumerable scenes over 
the housework issue. Eventually doing all the housework 
yourself will be less painful to you than trying to get me 
to do half. Or I ’ll suggest we get a maid. She will do my 
share o f the work. You will do yours. I t ’s women’s work.

"I've got nothing against sharing the housework, but you 
can't make me do i t  on your schedule."

MEANING Passive resistance. I ’ll do it  when I damned 
well please, if  at all. I f  my job is doing dishes, i t ’s easier 
to do them once a week. I f  taking out laundry, once a 
month. I f  washing the floors, once a year. I f  you don’t 
like it, do it  yourself oftener, and then I won’t  do it  at all.

" /  hate i t  more than you. You don 't mind i t  so much."

MEANING Housework is garbage work. I t ’s the worst 
crap I ’ve ever done. I t ’s degrading and humiliating for 
someone of my intelligence to do it. But for someone o f 
your intelligence......

"Housework is too trivial to even talk about."

MEANING I t ’s even more trivial to do. Housework is 
beneath my status. My purpose in life is to deal with 
matters o f significance. Yours is to deal with matters o f 
insignificance. You should do the housework.

"This problem o f housework is not a man-woman pro
blem. In any relationship between two people one is go
ing to have a stronger personality and dominate."

MEANING That stronger personality had better be me.

"In  animal societies, wolves, fo r example, the top animal 
is usually a male even where he is not chosen for brute 
strength but on the basis o f cunning and intelligence.
Isn't that interesting?"

MEANING I have historical, psychological, anthropologi
cal and biological justification for keeping you down.
How can you ask the top wolf to be equal ?

"Women's Liberation isn't really a political movement."

MEANING The Revolution is coming too close to home.

ALSO MEANING I am only interested in how I am 
oppressed, not how I oppress others. Therefore the war, 
the draft and the university are political. Women’s Liber
ation is not.

"Man's accomplishments have always depended on gett
ing help from other people, mostly women. What great 
man would have accomplished what he did i f  he had to 
do his own housework ?"

MEANING Oppression is built into the system and I as 
the white American male receive the benefits o f this sys
tem. I don’t want to give them up.
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A harmless little piece of plastic or a hand grenade? EMILY 
MORGAN brings you the facts on lUD’s and her experiences 
in learning to live with one.



After twelve years of searching for an oral con
traceptive pill which suited me I don’t think I 
could justly be accused of not having tried. Look 
at a copy of MIMS and you will see that use of 
the Pill is associated with about f if ty  acknow
ledged side-effects. Many, many of them visited 
me. I tried a lot of different brands, starting in 
1963 with Conovid, which was the first type of 
Pill available in New Zealand and which contain
ed a far higher dosage of oestrogen than is consid
ered acceptable today. The effect was immediate 
and intolerable : I visited the doctor and enacted 
a scene which was to be repeated many times over 
the years.

In those days doctors refused to believe that your 
complaint could be caused by the Pill. There was 
always some other reason. The female psyche 
remaining as always, the ultimate backstop. I was 
once prescribed Valium because I became so lack
lustre and lethargic on one brand. I did not give 
in lightly, i persevered. I worked my way through 
Conovid, Conovid E, Enovid, Lyndiol, Nordiol, 
Serial 2 8 ....... I have tried combined pills, sequen
tial pills and even a progesterone only pill in the 
days when you had to sign a form saying you 
wouldn’t sue for damages if you got breast cancer, 
as some research on beagles had suggested was a 
possible danger.

Eventually I found a Pill which suited me. For three years 
it worked well. I didn’t get pregnant and suffered no ill 
effects that I could discern. Suddenly early in 1975 I 
began to get incredibly sore breasts. For a while I put up 
with it, but I found every time something accidentally 
pressed against one o f my breasts it waS really tender. 
Intercourse with me underneath became very uncomfort
able. I found myself constantly pressing my breasts 
expecting to find a tell-tale lump.

I visited FPA and it was suggested a change onto a Pill 
with the same sort o f dosage but a different synthetic 
progesterone might alleviate this. I persevered on my new 
Pill for three months but found that while the breast pain 
abated somewhat, my old friend loss o f libido made it
self depressingly apparent. A lower dose Pill was no use 
as this had always caused break-through bleeding in the 
past.

I took myself back to FPA. The doctor said it looked like 
the end o f the road for me unless I was prepared to toler
ate one o f my side-effects indefinitely. I was not. She 
suggested an IUD. I had been thinking along those lines 
myself, so agreed it might be worth a try. “ I ’ll put it in 
now, i f  you like”  she suggested and I agreed that the 
sooner the better.

I was not prepared for the pain of having an IUD inserted. 
Nowhere had I read that it  would hurt. In fact, FPA leaf
lets left around the waiting room say that the insertion is . 
completely painless. I had read and heard a lot about 
menstrual extraction and imagined that the instrument to

be inserted would be about the same size. I couldn’t ima
gine that womer> would have done this every month if  it 
was really painful.

I seem to be suggesting here that I had a little  mental 
debate with myself about whether it  was going to hurt 
or not. That would be giving the wrong impression. My 
brain had recorded and stored up a number o f facts and 
experiences which meant that the question o f possible 
pain was totally rejected by me, not even recalled into 
my consciousness at that moment.

I nearly h it the ceiling. My breath caught in my throat, I 
went emotionally white. “ Is it hurting?”  the nurse asked. 
“ No”  I choked back. Stoicism was part o f my upbringing.

I t ’s hard to describe the pain. Certainly it was the most 
vile pain I’ve felt. I like childbirth pain. I think the d iff
erence is that in childbirth every faculty and part o f your 
being is engaged in a productive exercise. I t ’s your body 
doing the pain and as long as the labour goes smoothly 
you can ride along with it.

T E AC H EE S  C o t UEGĒ 
LlfcRARV, AUCKLAND

“ Is it hurting?” the nurse 
asked. “ No” , I choked 

back. Stoicism was part 
of my upbringing.

This pain was different. It was something being done to 
me. And not just to my foot or tooth or other totally 
familiar and accessible part o f my body. A uterus is a 
unique organ. I t ’s not like a stomach or bowel which 
works away without actually coming into contact with 
its owner. A uterus is mysterious. You can see a little  bit 
o f it i f  you look inside you. Round and pink. You can 
feel it inside you with your finger - smooth and slippery. 
You know it bleeds each month and you can feel it being 
pushed when you’re having sex. A uterus is special, a secret 
place with a time cycle all its own. I don’t feel dictated 
to by my womb. I don’t feel it rules me with its bleeding 
and not bleeding and dropping eggs. I feel in harmony 
with it; i t ’s a secret friend, a clever place, part o f being 
a woman.

Now someone was invading it, not for its good but in an 
effort to subjugate it, to plant an enemy in its midst. My 
uterus screamed. That was what the pain felt like.

The doctor told me afterwards, that although I had had 
two children, my uterus had returned nearly to pre-child- 
birth (nulliparous) size and that it clamped down on the 
applicator. Trying to repel the invader. I was to grow 
increasingly sympathetic towards its efforts to do this in 
the weeks that followed.

The pain stopped as soon as the IUD was in place. The 
nurse and doctor kindly suggested that I might like to sit 
in the waiting room for a while as some people feel faint
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after having an IUD inserted. Although it  was my day off,
I had lots o f things to do, so I said no, I ’d get going, and 
left feeling pale but whole. By the time I reached street 
level I had just about seized up with the pain. I got my
self to my car and somehow drove straight home. I vomit
ed, filled a hot water bottle and fell into bed. It took two 
and a half hours fo r the pain to become tolerable. No 
position I lay in seemed to make it  easier and the pain 
was so deep-seated it was hard to reach it with the heat 
from my hottie. I bled through pad, clothes and sheets.

The pain eased by nighttime but fo r the next fortnight 
never completely left me. I never knew when I was going 
to get a pain. The pains were comparable to labour con
tractions. They would come over me at the oddest 
moments causing me to catch my breath, grab for the 
nearest solid object, tense for a minute and then slowly 
relax as the pain subsided. My uterus was trying to expel 
a foreign object. My doctor had warned me this might 
happen and that it  might succeed. I would have cheered 
had it  managed it. My sympathies were definitely on my 
uterus’s side. It continued to protest vigorously for days 
while'I coped with ashen face, panadol and hot 
water bottle. Sitting fla t down on my bottom was imposs
ible and still is when I have my period. I lower myself 
onto my right or left buttock and balance myself that 
way. I f  I forget and sit down normally I get a sharp re
minder that my uterus doesn’t  like it. A t its worst it  feels 
as i f  I ’ve got a hedgehog or hand grenade lodged inside 
me.

The unkindest thing was that intercourse became imposs
ible. Emotionally I fe lt very receptive and easily excited. 
But after the first few times when one thrust too far in 
would send me o ff the top o f the bed and cause me to 
gasp and bite my lip, my sex life ceased altogether. An 
effective contraceptive indeed ! It  wasn’t  so much a 
physical necessity to stop, rather the nervous anticipation 
o f pain on my part and causing it  on his part made us so 
apprehensive about even trying that we just didn’t get 
round to it.

A fter a fortnight the pain had gone altogether and the 
bleeding had stopped at last. My IUD had settled down.
If  you can get through the first three months with an 
IUD, you’ll probably manage OK with it for a long time.
I was told my first three periods might come closer to
gether, be heavier, more painful and last for longer. Mine 
came five weeks apart, lasted for 8 days and were extreme
ly uncomfortable. Some o f this would have to do with the 
IUD. But some o f it  must also be put down to the fact 
that once o ff the Pill you usually go back to being what 
you would be like w ithout any hormonal interference. I 
had been on the Pill continuously since the birth o f my 
first child. The break for my second child was only a 
month long before I conceived. Before I had the first 
child I had had extremely heavy and painful periods. I 
remember playing an important championship tennis 
match and coming home and collapsing in bed with my 
sandshoes still on, nearly fainting from the.pain. Could 
the excessive pain I am now having be put down to my 
own normal cycle and not completely blamed on the 
IUD ? Some women have to have hysterectomies because 
they go straight from being on the Pill to having a sterilis

ation and find to their dismay that w ithout hormonal 
control their periods are unbearably heavy, painful and 
prolonged.

I have just had my fourth period and it  was exactly 28 
days after the last, lasted only 5 days and was only very 
uncomfortable for one day. I only took about 4 paracete- 
mol over the day and had only one occasion when I felt 
I wasn’t coping. I still haven’t tried using tampax as I 
bleed so much they probably wouldn’t make me feel 
very secure and also I feel really apprehensive about pok
ing another foreign body up inside myself. 1 feel as i f  I ’m 
asking my uterus to cope with as much as I should with 
my loop.

Sexually, the IUD causes no problems now apart from 
the occasional twinge with deep penetration. So far, I 
haven’t got pregnant. Some women choose to also use a 
foam, cream or jelly as well as the IUD in the first three 
months and mid-cycle after that, but I decided that the 
mess far outweighed any minimal extra cover this might 
afford me.
You shouid have a check up six weeks after having an 
IUD inserted and thereafter every six months.

It’s hard to imagine it 
coming out without 

you noticing it, but it can.

Since getting my very own IUD I have talked to other 
women about theirs and read about them and have found 
out a lo t o f interesting information.

Firstly, the pain thing. I am not alone in that. I meet 
many women in my work with failed IUD s wanting 
abortions and talk to them about how they found the 
insertion. This is not just vicarious interest on my part. 
I t ’s very important to know how women feel about the 
pain thing as I have actually found women who found 
the IUD insertion so painful they cannot face a termina
tion under local anaesthetic. There is also the fear (quite 
Unfounded) o f pain in having the IUD removed during 
an abortion. I must admit one o f the reasons I have per
severed with mine is that I can’t face the possible pain of 
having it pulled o u t

Some o f my friends who have had trouble-free IUD s for 
years found it  quite easy getting it in. My reason for dis
cussing the pain is that I think women have a right to 
know. It wouldn’t necessarily have stopped me getting 
one, to know it might hurt me a lot. It just made me feel 
an idiot, a moaner and worse, worry that something had 
gone wrong, because I wasn’t prepared for so much pain 
and trouble initially.

When you go to have an IUD inserted, take a friend with 
you to drive you home and look after you if  necessary. 
“ Our Bodies Ourselves”  also suggests taking painkillers 
or tranquillizers beforehand. Certainly, don’t have any
thing important planned for the rest o f the day or even
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? iuds 7
for a week or so afterwards. Don’t, for instance have it 
put in just before you go away on holiday, unless you 
want to be miserable and celibate.
FPA tells me that they intend changing the wording or 
their leaflets in the near future, so that women are prepared 
prepared for possible pain during the insertion o f their 
IUD.

How an IUD works.

The experts haven’t been able to determine absolutely 
how an IUD prevents conception. It works on an ancient 
principle. Camels on long desert journeys had stones 
inserted in the uterus to prevent pregnancy. The most 
widely accepted theory is that the IUD works by setting 
up a low-grade inflammation in the uterine lining at the 
points at which it  touches it, which either prevents im
plantation o f a fertilized egg or incapacitates the sperm. 
Another theory is that it  speeds up the rate at which the 
egg travels down the fallopian tube so that it reaches the
uterus before the lining is ready.
%

What Sort of IUD ?
Choose your IUD carefully. A Lippes Loop or Saf-T-Coil 
is largish and made o f plastic and is only suitable for 
women who have had children, being too big for a nulli- 
parous uterus. Failure rate for these is about 3% and once 
they have got over their teething problems, can, most 
doctors say, stay inside you indefinitely. You must check 
that your IUD is still in position about once a week and 
especially straight after your period. This is the most likely 
time it would be expelled. Get into the habit o f checking 
the end o f your tampon or look on your sanitary towel 
before disposing o f it. I t ’s hard to imagine it coming out 
w ithout you noticing it, but it can. Many of the women I 
have seen at work have lost theirs without knowing and 
got pregnant w ithout realising they are unprotected.

To check your IUD is still in place, insert a finger into 
your vagina and feel high up for the smooth bump of 
your cervix and the tiny nylon threads attached to the 
end o f the IUD. I f  you’re retroverted like me this can 
require some contortions as they can be tucked right up 
behind the cervix. Don’t attempt to check this within a 
half hour o f having intercourse. Sexual excitement causes 
the uterus to balloon upward and outwards and causes 
the cervix to retreat far into the depths o f your interior. I 
became quite panic stricken when my IUD failed to make 
its presence felt at all during one particularly agile stint

of sex and seemed to have disappeared when I looked for 
it straight afterwards.

If when you examine yourself you feel a piece o f plastic 
protruding from the cervical os, this means the IUD is on 
its way out. Get straight to your doctor and have it remov 
ed properly. Never attempt to remove an IUD yourself.

Anywhere from 2 to 20 per cent o f IUD s are expelled in 
the first year of use, depending on the type o f IUD. Most 
problems with I UD s usually Occur in the first three 
months or first year. About 20% of women have the de
vice removed in the first year, usually because of excessive 
cramps and bleeding. Women who bleed excessively and 
do not have the IUD removed run the risk o f becoming 
anaemic. In laci, according to an FPA doctor, all women 
with 1! *Ds should consider taking iron to prevent 
anaemia.

Once upon a time there were a number o f different sorts 
o f IUD s. Now apart from the two I have mentioned and 
the Copper 7 (Gravigard) the other brands have fallen 
into disrepute. The Daikon Shield which was used extens
ively up till quite recently has a higher risk o f infection, 
septic abortion and perforation and should not be used.
If you have a Daikon Shield think seriously about having 
it replaced by one o f the safer IUD s available. The 
Gravinburg Ring or Majzlin Spring is no longer used. In 
actual fact there are hundreds of different IUD s; we see 
only a fraction of the total available number in New 
Zealand.

If  you’ve never had any children the only IUD you can 
use is the Copper 7 or Copper T as the uterus would be 
too small to contain one o f the larger plastic varieties.
The Copper 7 depends on the slow “ elution”  or “ dissolv
ing”  o f the copper over a two year period. Clinical trials 
suggest that the copper acts only within the uterus and 
does not circulate throughout the body, however, it is 
uncertain why copper actually acts as a contraceptive 
agent. A Copper 7 must be removed every two years as 
in this time the copper has completely dissolved. A 
Copper 7 is easier to have inserted and although it was 
initia lly hailed as the most foolproof IUD, subsequent 
experience has shown that it has a higher failure 
rate than the older plastic devices. About 8% for nullipar- 
ious and multiparous women (women who have had 
children).
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Copper lUDs have only been used in clinically controll
ed studies for a few years. IUD s unlike drugs are not 
controlled by regulations so often they are released for 
use on women without adequate testing. For instance 
the Copper T must be classed as still experimental. The 
long term effect o f copper in the body is unknown.

Some experts advise that plastic IUD s should also be 
replaced from time to time as plastic is n t is inert a 
substance as it is often claimed to be. IU l ' nave been 
retrieved covered with a calcium deposit and research 
shows that with the years they can become brittle and 
fragment, making removal d ifficult.

Getting an IUD Inserted
Once you’ve decided which IUD is suitable for you, make 
sure you get an expert to put it in. Doctors at FPA are 
doing this all the time so they are your best bet. Your 
average GP just won’t have had enough practise. One 
woman reported her doctor tried twice to insert a Gravi- 
gard, it  came out within an hour on both occasions. A 
practised gynaecologist managed with no trouble. Having 
an IUD inserted can be rather an expensive business - 
about $16 at FPA for the device and its insertion so be 
prepared for that.
The best time to have an I UD inserted is during or 
immediately after a period when the cervix is still parti
ally dilated and soft. The doctor will get you to lie on 
your back with knees up and will insert a speculum into 
your vagina. The cervix is then grasped with a forceps 
(tenaculum) to hold it still and a sound (a thin instrument 
like a knitting needle) is inserted through the cervical 
opening (os) to measure the depth of the uterus. This is 
to ensure that there is room for the IUD to actually f it  
inside the uterine cavity. The IUD comes already fitted 
in an applicator. The applicator is like a long tube of 
plastic with the IUD straightened out inside it. The appli
cator is inserted through the cervical os into'the interior 
of the uterus. The IUD is then ejected inside by a plunger, 
and forms itself into its proper shape.

It is possible to have an IUD inserted with local anaesthetic 
(injected into cervix) or general anaesthetic. The added 
danger o f a complete anaesthetic must be weighed against 
the short-lived pain of the insertion without any anaesth
etic.

Who Shouldn’t use an IUD
Any o f the following should rule out the use of an I UD: 
excessive bleeding or cramps during normal periods, un
explained vaginal bleeding between periods, pelvic infect
ion or history o f it, cervicitis, uterine or cervical cancer, 
congenital heart disease, a history of rheumatic heart 
disease, fibroids, congenital abnormalities like a double 
uterus.

An I UD should not'be inserted too soon after childbirth. 
One patient at'work had had a Copper 7 inserted 6 
weeks after a d ifficu lt birth with haemorrhaging. The de
vice had become imbedded in scar tissue so that at the 
time o f the abortion although she was able to have the 
pregnancy terminated it was impossible to remove the 
IUD. She had to have a later operation in a public hospital 
to remove it.

Risks Associated with IUD s
T he major risk taken by I UD users is that o f pelvic 
inflammatory disease or infection. Of the 39 deaths 
attributed to the IUD in the US since 1965, 35 were 
related to some form of infection. A possible explanation 
for the incidence of infection in IUD users is that infect
ious organisms find their way into the uterus via the 
threads which hang from the IUD through the cervical os 
and into the vagina. Pelvic infection is indicated by abdom
inal tenderness, pain with deep intercourse, discharge or 
a rise in temperature.

The main reason for rejecting the idea of an IUD should 
be if  there would be any doubt about whether to continue 
with a pregnancy if  the IUD fails. In Britain many doctors 
suggest an abortion if  a Copper 7 fails. During the Bobigny 
trial in France Professor Raoul Palmer, President for the 
Study of Sterility and Fertility stated that “ failure o f the 
loop is accepted in all civilised countries as an important 
criterion for allowing termination’’. There is a high chance 
that a woman will miscarry if  she becomes pregnant with
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an IUD, but there are significant risks that miscarriage will 
occur quite late in the pregnancy, usually round sixth 
month and be extremely dangerous for the woman.
There is a danger with an IUD of developing an infection, 
i f  the woman is pregnant when this occurs the woman 
will miscarry : this is called a septic abortion. Dr Russel 
J. Thomsen a Washington physician who has testified 
before a number o f American government commissions 
investigating IUD s has this to say about IUD pregnancies:

“ ......when a woman gets pregnant using an IUD and then
miscarries, it isn’t something that just happens at home 
over a toilet. It usually requires hospitalisation, blood 
transfusions, and d ifficu lt surgical procedures. Then we’ve 
got massive pelvic infections on top of all this. So we’re 
talking about major complications endangering the life or 
physical well-being o f patients.”  Most of the IUD deaths 
reported in the US by the FDA since 1965 have been 
associated with pregnancy in the second trimester. The 
Daikon Shield has been particularly implicated but all 
IUD s have had such deaths associated with their use.

Many people continue quite safely with a pregnancy with 
the IUD in situ. Usually the IUD gets tucked behind the’ 
placenta and is delivered along with the baby. Tales about 
IUD s embedded in babies’ heads appear to be exaggerated 
but babies have been known to be clutching it  in their 
hand when born. Current medical thinking is that the 
IUD should be removed as soon as the pregnancy is dis
covered as this minimises the risk o f later septic abortion. 
Safer still is to have an abortion and not endanger your 
life by attempting to continue with the pregnancy. Some 
doctors in New Zealand who have had bad experiences 
with patients going through with pregnancies with IUD s 
will already accept this as a legal reason for abortion on 
the grounds that it endangers the woman’s physical 
health.

Another danger o f the IUD appears to be that it  can 
mislead the woman about the duration of her pregnancy.
A number o f women coming to AMAC have had a bleed 
about the time their period was due, and not realised 
they were pregnant. When the next period or even the 
subsequent one doesn’t arrive the woman will seek help 
only to find that instead o f being 6 or 10 weeks pregnant 
she is 10 or 14 already.

A rare complication is that o f uterine perforation. In 
this case the IUD perforates the uterine wall and can 
migrate into the abdominal cavity. Two cases o f this have 
been reported in New Zealand recently. A woman who t 
underwent surgery to find a migrating IUD attempted to 
get Accident Compensation and sought a judgement 
through the courts. (This was rejected on the grounds 
that defective contraception didn’t constitute an accident). 
In the second case, a woman became deaf following a 
general anaesthetic for removal o f a wandering IUD. One 
feminist reported to me that she had been'perforated at 
the time o f insertion of her I UD, although this wasn’t 
detected. Following some months of abdominal pain and 
vaginal discharge she convinced her doctor that something 
was amiss and an exploratory operation showed that a 
blood clot had formed in the abdominal cavity as a result 
of the perforation.

A skilled doctor is unlikely to perforate. It has been 
suggested in the US that the rate runs at about 1 per 
2,500 insertions although other doctors feel this is con
servative.

The main reason for 
rejecting the idea of an 
IUD should be if there 

would be any doubt about 
whether to continue a 

pregnancy if the IUD fails.

I may sound rather negative about IUD s, however were I 
to write an article on the Pill I could end up sounding 
even more negative. The major advantage of the IUD over 
the Pill is that it interferes with only one part o f the body 
and doesn’t disturb the whole hormonal level and meta
bolic rate as the Pill does. People who have no trouble 
with their IUD s wouldn’t swap that method for any 
other. There are no Pills to be remembered when you 
come home boozed from a party, no danger o f losing 
your contraceptive cover if  you have a stomach bug, no 
remembering to get a new packet o f Pills before the 
weekend or forgetting your packet when you go away 
on holiday. It doesn’t cause headaches or depression or 
lethargy and it doesn’t impair your sexual response if  i t ’s 
working properly.

My main reason in writing this article has been to share 
with Broadsheet readers the experiences and information 
I have gained about IUD use. Particularly I have found 
in my work that women are rarely warned by doctors of 
the failure rate (3%- 8%) and many say they would not 
have accepted this as a reasonable risk to take. I would 
hope that i f  a woman chose to have an IUD it would be 
an informed decision, made in full possession o f the facts.
I have tried to outline some o f the drawbacks and possible 
dangers associated with IUD use. There are also some 
good articles for further reading which I have listed at 
the end o f this article.

Primarily I can’t stress too much my own personal opinion 
that no one should have an I UD if  there would be any 
doubt about whether to continue with the pregnancy or 
not. For me this is an added advantage o f the I UD: 
that I wouldn’t be tempted to continue with the pregnancy 
for irrational reasons. If you feel having an abortion would 
be wrong for you, don’t have an IUD , persevere with the 
Pill.

More information on IUD s
Our Bodies Ourselves , Boston Women's Health Book Collective 
1973.
The IUD: Out of sight, out of mind? Barbara J. Katz in Ms 
Magazine July 1975.
The IUD,Carolyn Faulder in Nova August 1974
The Egg and the lUD.Janis Kelly reprinted from "O ff.O ur
Backs" in Broadsheet No. 28 May 1975.
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Adults have an ingrained habit of asking children 
stupid questions. I certainly received just retribu
tion when I asked my four year old daughter one 
of the stupidest questions o f all : “ What do you 
want to be when you grow up?”  Her answer,
“ a man” , knocked me fo r a six. Is she feeling 
oppressed at only four years of age? She hasn’t 
yet had much of a chance to see how the outside 
world functions, so presumably any generalizat
ions she makes about men and women are heavily 
influenced by how she sees her mother and father.
I certainly don’t storm round the house ranting 
about the oppression of women. So why does 
she see manhood as such an enviable condition, 
since in our house there aren’t great distinctions 
based on sex roles - I share with my husband 
child-minding, money-earning, and housework.
But she and her six year old brother do tend to 
see their father as being the most powerful person 
in the family.They are fond o f pointing out to me 
that he’s older than me and bigger than me. They 
mean taller - the fact that I ’m heavier than him 
doesn’t  seem to pull much weight with them.

Over the last few months, Josie certainly does seem to be 
going through some sort o f identity crisis about being 
female. Is the dreaded penis envy catching up with her at 
last? Surely not, fo r she seems fond enough o f her vulva, 
proudly displaying it to visitors. The trouble with little  
children is that they are so apt to form generalizations 
from only one or two cases. For instance, Josie’s father is 
building a boat at the moment, and Josie strides around 
after him wielding hammers and so on. She said to me 
that she wants to build a boat when she’s bigger, but she 
won’t be able to, because only men build boats. The 
effect o f this comment was somewhat mitigated by my 
son’s earlier belief that only women go to university. 
Another careerist ambition o f late was to be a robber.
But she had second thoughts about this. “ Only men can 
be robbers,”  she said. “ When I grow up I ’m going to be 
a robber’s wife.”  Perhaps my snarling had some effect, 
as fortunately for the forces of feminism, if not for the 
forces o f law and order, she now wants to be a lady 
robber.

I f  her ego is taking a beating at four, what’s it  going to 
be like at fourteen? Instead o f waiting fearfully, and 
wondering what’s going to happen, I thought I ’d discuss 
the problem with other feminist mothers. In this article, 
I ’ve only looked at how feminists relate to their daught
ers, because it  seems to me to be an entirely different 
problem than relating to sons. I have a feeling that i t ’s 
somewhat easier to ignore incipient male chauvinism 
than it is to ignore the effects o f it  on a daughter. In 
other words, i t ’s probably easier to put up with your 
son mistreating some poor downtrodden little  girls than 
it is to see your own daughter being trodden on.

This article isn’t  meant to be a “ Dr. Spock”  for feminists. 
I don’t  want to formulate any recipes for bringing up 
children. Perhaps what Shulamith Firestone in “ The 
Dialectic o f Sex”  says is true: “ The best way to raise a
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child is to LAY OFF” . Neither is this article meant to be 
an intellectual analysis o f the relationship between child- 
rearing and feminism. I merely wanted to find out how 
feminists feel about their daughters. It might seem that 
I ’ve assumed women have soie responsibility fo r their child
ren, because I haven’t spoken to any fathers, but I just 
wanted to explore the ‘‘feminist Mother”  and her relation
ship to her daughters, w ithout going into other problems.

Rosemary has been actively involved in the Women’s 
Liberation Movement for about four years, and 
now describes herself as a radical feminist. She 
has three daughters, aged eight, six and four, and 
has been separated from her husband for a couple 
of years. Her children divide their time between 
their father’s and their mother’s houses. Rosemary 
shares her house with two other women, and has 
a part-time job. I asked her how her attitudes to 
motherhood had changed since becoming involved 
in feminism:

Before becoming a mother I fe lt that motherhood was 
the most noble and rewarding occupation. My children 
were all planned, and I embarked upon my role as a 
mother with vigour. I was active in Parent’s Centre and 
Kindergarten, I donated breast milk to a breast milk bank, 
and generally did all the right things. And I fe lt guilty 
that it  all wasn’t as fu lfilling or enjoyable as I ’d thought 
it should be. I fe lt that it was me that was at fault, not 
my ideals. As I became involved in feminism, I realised it 
was not the fault o f “ me”  but a result o f my conditioning 
in expectations o f motherhood. I ’m now confused about 
how children should be brought up, but the nuclear family 
isn’t the answer. I wouldn’t have children again, knowing 
what I now know, but I don’t regret having children. I ’m 
glad that they’re all girls.

Since separating from my husband, my relationship with 
my daughters has grown much more honest. It is only 
rarely that they wish their Father and Mother still lived 
together; when they do, I remind them how lucky they 
are to have two parents who now get on amicably and 
live apart, rather than parents who live together and 
quarrel. They enjoy being girls. Although they like rough- 
and-tumble, they don’t play any traditional boys’ games. 
They’re into dolls, dressups and playing mothers but also 
like making huts, puppets, bike riding etc. They say they 
want to be mummies when they grow up (or else nurses, 
ballet dancers and so on). I f  one says “ I want to be a , 
nurse” , then I say “ Why not a doctor?” ; or i f  they sugg
est being an air hostess, then I say “ You could be a p ilo t” .
I don’t feel I’m nagging them, just presenting them with 
alternatives which otherwise they may not be exposed to.

I permit my children to read whatever they choose, and 
to watch television when they like, but I do take care to 
point out to them any examples of sexism and exploita
tion when I notice i t  School readers are particularly bad 
from this point o f view. Out o f all the readers my 
children have brought home, only one has featured a 
working mother and almost all portray Mum with the 
apron and cooking and Dad doing all the exciting and 
interesting tasks. As an ex-school teacher I can’t say



that my attitude to school is hostile; rather i t ’s watchful 
and fearful. We often talk about what they do and learn 
at school, and try to counterbalance any anti-feminist 
ideas they get from there.

Hopes and fears for my daughters: When they become 
teenagers, I expect they will explore their sexuality with 
both males and females. And by the time they’re that 
age I hope they’ll be knowledgeable about contraception 
and ready to accept responsibility for their own actions. 
Their sex life will be entirely their own affair, and I 
won’t interfere, but I am very fearful o f their being ex
ploited by men or being victims o f the double-standard 
sex system. They may react against me, and adopt a 
more traditional female role. Once again, i t ’s up to them, 
but I am worried that they'might be sucked into the 
system. I do all I can to present to them the feminist 
viewpoint, but I must emphasize that I ’m very frightened 
about their future.

Catherine has four children, two boys aged 19 
and 17, and two girls aged 14 and 12. She was 
the only mother I interviewed who had a teenage 
daughter, so I was particularly interested to hear 
about her reactions to this stage of development. 
That it is a mpre problematic age is reflected by 
the fact that she had much more to say about 
her teenager than about her twelve year old, who 
attends an alternative primary school.

My eldest daughter goes to a single-sex school, and al
though ideally I think co-educational schools are best,
I ’m glad that she has an opportunity to be educated at 
a place where she sees women in positions of responsibil
ity. New Zealand men are so bloody that I ’m not worried 
about her seeing a little  less o f them than she otherwise 
would. I think that at co-eds there is a lot o f pressure on 
the girls to behave in ways that please the boys. I recently 
heard that in a liberal studies class at our local co-ed, 
there were only three boys who didn’t believe that the 
Kiwi male is superior to Poms, Dutchmen, etc. and Kiwi 
women. But even so, at her single sex school, my daught
er does feel a conflict between advocating her own ideas 
(she goes along with feminism and often criticizes me for 
not putting my principles into practice) and the need to 
be popular. We both went to the United Women’s Con
vention this year, and I fe lt that at school it was thought 
of as a bit o f a joke. She got a few remarks about “ bra- 
burning”  and so on. I feel angry that secondary schools 
haven’t changed very much since my day. The girls aren’t 
shown what wide opportunities they do have. A t a recent 
careers discussion there they had as speakers a nurse, a 
teacher and a school dental nurse. The school doesn’t 
make use of community affairs which would be education
al. I went to the recent Winter Lectures on the role of 
women in New Zealand at the University, which would 
have been o f great interest to secondary school girls, but 
there were hardly any there. Schools should also empha
size the importance o f economic independence for girls.

My daughter complains that I give her less freedom than 
I do the boys. Perhaps this, is true, but i t ’s partly that she 
is younger. I do worry, however, about her going out with

boys. So many boys are brought up to treat women as 
inferior, and I ’m afraid o f her getting hurt in that sort of 
relationship. The thought of her having intercourse at her 
age does upset me, but on the other hand I ’d be furious if 
she went ahead w ithout coming to me first for advice 
about contraception. I don’t want to discourage her 
from confiding in me.

Virginia has four children: two girls, aged eleven 
and twelve, and twins, a boy and a girl aged six. 
Her children all go to an alternative school. I was 
particularly interested in asking her about the 
twins, since in most families where there are both 
boys and girls, their relationship is partially deter
mined by their different ages, the older ones 
tending to dominate the younger ones.

When I had the twins it  seemed to me to be a great 
opportunity for treating them both equally. But i t ’s 
harder than it seems. I ’ve noticed that when I buy clothes 
for them Tom often gets plainer, more masculine gear 
than Jane. I ’ve tended to buy Jane fr illy  pyjamas and 
Tom striped ones - i t ’s just something that I ’ve done 
w ithout thinking. The twins do have quite different per
sonalities, but then so do all my children. Tom has been 
through quite an aggressive stage, but this seems to me 
to have been a reaction against experiences the twins had 
at play centre, when they went through a period o f being 
picked on. J ane was better able to handle this sort o f 
thing by verbal retaliation, but Tom wasn’t quite as good 
verbally. Of the two, Jane is perhaps the dominant one. 
But o f course, I ’m not the only person interacting with 
the twins. My husband tends to play boyish games with 
Tom, rather than Jane; he feels particularly proud o f 
Tom, his only son. And my elder daughters perhaps also 
treat them differently. I f  they want a princess for a play, 
they’ll choose Jane, if  they want a pirate they’ll ask Tom.

But it largely seems a matter o f different personalities, 
not just sex-role stereotyping. My eleven year old girl is 
quite a tomboy. For years when she was younger, she 
was a boy. She totally rejected all o f the traditional 
feminine things, especially feminine clothes. A t school, 
she hung around with the boys; and occasionally she was 
mistaken for a boy. I remember one holiday at Orewa, 
where she struck up a friendship with a boy, and spent a 
lot o f time with him for several days. Then he heard 
someone call her name, and looked aghast. “ Are you a 
girl?”  he said, and was shattered to learn that she was. A 
similar incident occurred when she got involved in a fist 
fight with a boy. He apparently thought she was a boy 
and was shocked to find out later he’d been fighting a 
girl. Apparently it offended his code o f honour - or per
haps he was annoyed that she’d been able to hold her 
own.

Pilar, Spanish by birth, became interested in 
feminism several years ago when she lived in the 
United States. Since coming to New Zealand 
three years ago she has played an active part in 
feminism, and at the moment spends a lot of time 
at the Women’s Centre, and on her university
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studies, iic r  daughter Ana, aged nine years, is 
the product of her first marriage, to a black Am
erican. When Ana was three, she was sent back 
to Spain to live with Pilar’s family , she rejoined 
her mother in New Zealand at the age of six.

Spanish society is very traditional in its attitudes to wo
men, and my family is no exception. Ana lived with 
them at a very impressionable age, and when she rejoined 
me she showed all the characteristics o f a typical little  
Spanish girl - excessive modesty and so on. But she’s large
ly got over that now. She is very interested in my femin
ist activities. When my “ Ms”  magazine arrives, or my 
“ Broadsheet” , she spends a lo t o f time looking through 
them. Recently I’ve taken her with me quite often to 
meetings at the Women’s Centre, which she usually likes. 
Sometimes she gets bored with them, but she’d rather 
come with me than have a babysitter. She seems to ident
ify with people at the Centre. For instance, she’s told me, 
“ I ’m the youngest woman in Women’s Liberation” . On 
Mother’s Day, which came around the time when the 
Medical Aid Centre was in danger o f being closed down, 
she gave me a card which said, “ Happy Mother’s Day, and 
I hope the abortion clinic doesn’t close.”  She’ll occasion
ally come across items in the paper about women and 
read them out to me, because she knows I ’m interested.

A t school she meets a lo t o f propaganda about what little  
girls should be like, partly from the teachers, but particu
larly from her peers. The boys and girls don’t seem to 
play together much, although Ana likes to play with 
boys. She once told me that she couldn’t play a particu
lar game because only boys were allowed to play it. But 
generally, Ana suffers more from her race at school

than she does from being female. She’s sometimes come 
home feeling very upset because other kids have called 
her a “ dirty black nigger”  (not just white kids, but Poly
nesian kids have called her that). I th ink that experienc
ing racial prejudice has made her better able to understand 
feminism. I ’ve told her that I ’m fighting so that women 
won’t have to go through the same sort o f things that 
she does when someone calls her names.

We don’t have a television, although she does watch 
some at the local library. I don’t see anything she 
watches. Ana does a lo t o f reading - s he reads anything 
she likes. She is interested in reading the “ Stories for free 
children”  in “ Ms.” , and I bought her the book “ Free to 
Be You and Me”  which she spent hours with. I ’m sending 
away to the States for some books that were recommend
ed in “ Ms.”  She has patches of the usual girlish interests - 
dolls, ballet, make-up and so on, but i f  I indulge them, 
she usually seems to get sick o f them fairly quickly. She 
went to ballet classes for a short time, but she didn’t like 
the strict discipline there. However, i t ’s not that she tires 
of everything quickly. She loves gymnastics, has been 
going to classes all year and wants to go on next year.

I do agree with the idea of children’s liberation, but some
times I am quite authoritarian, i f  I ’m tense or tired. But 
generally I try to let her make decisions that concern her. 
For instance, I ’ve let her buy clothes that I ’ve absolutely 
hated. The question you asked me about sex is d ifficu lt 
to answer. I hope that she won’t get into things when 
she’s very young. I don’t want to discourage her from 
having an open relationship with me; but I th ink I ’ ll find 
the problem hard to handle. I do hope she’ll still hold 
feminist ideas when she’s older, but I don’t want to shove
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them down her throat.

Before Ana was born I wanted a boy, because there 
were no boys in our family. But now I ’m glad I ’ve a girl.
I don’t see myself carting a boy round the Women’s 
Centre quite as freely.

Jenny has been involved in the Women’s Liberation 
Movement for about three years. She is married 
and has four children, two daughters aged eight 
and nine, and two adopted sons aged five and 
three.

When my daughters were small I hadn’t heard o f femin
ist ideas at all. But I wasn’t entirely happy with the role 
o f housewife and mother - in particular, I disliked house
work. I did enjoy helping set up a local play centre, but 
it  was the organizational aspect that appealed to me, and 
meeting other mothers, rather than becoming involved 
with other people’s children. I adopted two children 
partly because I fe lt that we were being selfish only hay
ing two; I came from a large family myself. But I did 
find four children very d ifficult, particularly when the 
youngest was a baby.

Since becoming a feminist, my relationship with my 
children has not altered a great deal, except perhaps for 
the fact that I ’ve become more impatient than before. I 
do believe in children’s liberation in principle, although 
in fact i t ’s hard.to put these ideas into practice. I don’t 
believe one can do it in isolation. But I do tend to be con
ventional and lazy in my techniques o f child-rearing. I ’m 
quite dictatorial about some things. For example, I don’t 
let them help themselves to food w ithout telling me. In 
general, I aim fo r peace and quiet, and hope they’ll bring 
themselves up.

I don’t relate differently to my daughters than to my 
sons. I t ’s a matter o f individual personalities, not sexes. I 
find my second daughter easier to get along with than my 
first, but then my husband has a very close relationship 
with the eldest. I do discuss feminist issues with them. 
Recently one o f my daughters surprised me by showing 
me a scrapbook she’d made (entirely on her own) entitled 
“ My Feminist Book” . She must have been reading old 
“ Broadsheets”  or something, because she’d drawn pictures 
with captions like “ Gay Women are our Sisters” . One of 
the pictures showed a great big woman pushing a tiny, 
weak-looking man.

I let them watch any television programmes that they 
choose to. Violence on T.V. bothers me as much as sexism, 
but the latter certainly has some effect. They love to watch 
“ The Waltons”  and one o f them has said to me at times - 
“ Mrs Walton wouldn’t do that.”  My eldest daughter reads 
a lot, and likes to choose her own books; the next one 
doesn’t read much. They don’t bring readers home from 
school any more, but when they did, I would comment 
on any objectionable ones. Recently I sent a note o ff to 
the school with one o f my son’s readers, saying I thought 
it  should be banned. In general I have little  contact with 
the school, and have a critical attitude to it. But at least 
i t ’s not nearly as sexist as the school I went to. Both my 
daughters wanted to go to Brownies, so I let them, and
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breathed a sigh o f relief when they rapidly got fed up with 
it. Other children can be a tiresome influence at times. 
Barbie dolls are all the rage at the moment, but I absolut
ely refuse to buy my daughter one. But generally I don’t 
worry too much about the sort o f toys they play with. 
They have plenty o f dolls, and I don’t mind them enjoy
ing the fr illy  frocks that their grandmother gives them.
(My five year old son, who is large and sturdy, also loves 
dresses).

I haven’t thought much about my daughters’ future.
When Lorraine Rothman was in Auckland she spoke 
about her twelve year old daughter having sex, and my 
immediate reaction was one o f horror. I can’t imagine 
what it  will be like to have teenagers.

I feel I must present a contradiction to other people. I ’m 
a radical feminist, but here I am with four children, still 
an ordinary housewife. I ’ve given up worrying about it 
now. But I think that I might relate differently to my 
children if  our family situation were different. A t the 
moment I compromise fo r the sake o f peace.

Kitty, who has been an active feminist for several 
years, recently had a baby daughter, who is now 
four months old. Their household consists of K itty  
and the baby, the baby's father, and a woman 
friend and her son. K itty returned to work shortly 
after the baby’s birth, and the woman friend looks 
after the baby during the day. All the other fem
inists who have been interviewed had their child
ren before their involvement with this movement: 
K itty ’s daughter will have been the only one to 
have been brought up from babyhood by a 
committed feminist. I asked K itty whether she 
was pleased the baby had proved to be a girl, and 
what her hopes fo r the future were:

Yes, I am pleased to have had a girl. I don’t  know how I ’d 
have fe lt about a boy, but I didn’t expect one. I was con
vinced that I was going to have a girl.

O f course the baby is too young to be much affected by 
sex roles yet, although when she was born we received our 
share o f pink baby clothes. We also notice the way we talk 
to her. We’re always saying “ You beautiful baby”  and so 
on, but we consciously make an e ffort to add on more 
adjectives like “ clever”  and “ stroppy” . A t the moment 
i t ’s rather self conscious, but it will become a habit.

I ’m not at all worried about working while my baby is 
small.1 A t the moment she has one ‘parent’ during the day 
and two ‘parents’ mornings and evenings, so she gets 
more attention and better care than if  she had one moth
er twentyfour hours a day. It also means that she’ll learn 
to relate better to people having more than one person 
looking after her.

A t first i t  wasn’t always easy to completely entrust her 
to another person. We have different ways o f doing things 
(little  things like how bottles and nappies should be steri
lised) but now we’re all able to tolerate minor differences 
and have complete confidence in one another.



Kitty with baby Kate Photo : Sharyn Cederman

I do believe in childrens liberation. I don’t know how 
hard it w ill be to put into practice, but I think it will be 
made easier for me by not having had such a suffocatingly 
close relationship with the child. I don’t feel too pessimis
tic about her being influenced by sexism as she grows 
older. She seems to be rather like me in personality and 
after all I put up with a lo t worse growing up at the 
height o f the dating-game era. I f  she has a good start in 
life and gains the confidence which enables a person to 
resist the sort o f social pressures which are likely to in
hib it full expression o f feelings and abilities, she’ll be 
able to manage. And anyway I ’m hoping that things will 
change fast (e.g. non-sexist school readers will be used in 
schools) so that there will be many improvements by the 
time she’s older.

★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★
That brings to an end my record o f conversations with 
feminist mothers. I certainly enjoyed doing them, and I 
must admit to feeling a bit happier about Josie’s future 
than I did, because the daughters I met certainly don’t 
seem to have deflated egos. But it is obvious from the 
conversations that to be a feminist and to have a daught
er does raise certain problems. On reflection, I feel that 
some o f these problems don’t matter too much, and 
some o f them do matter. What they do show is that if 
you’re a mother, you have to be involved in society, like 
it or not, far more than when you’re childless. Some

mothers manage to avoid the usual social institutions 
more than others, but i t ’s usually d ifficu lt

Firstly, things that I feel don’t matter much. When I was 
first researching this article, I wondered whether children 
suffered from having parents with a world-view which 
most people would consider peculiar, i f  not insane. I 
talked to Muriel Blackburn, a child psychiatrist and a 
feminist, about this. She believes that the quality o f the 
relationship between parent and child is o f paramount 
importance, and she doesn’t feel that children are likely 
to suffer from being brought up in a family which feels 
alienated from the average Kiwi life-style. She told me 
that many o f her child patients with psychiatric problems 
come from families which lead a life regarded as ideal by 
most New Zealanders - Dad working, Mum at home, and 
a house in the suburbs. The stresses in such families are 
often so great that they cause problems for the child. I 
didn’t ask her about children from families with other 
“ odd”  beliefs, because I didn’t think o f it at the time.
But from the content o f the conversations it seems ob
vious that feminists treat their children in a radically 
different way from way-out religious groups for instance. 
Because they believe to some extent in children’s libera
tion, they don’t feel they have the right to ram their 
beliefs down the child’s throat. They certainly present 
their beliefs to their children - most feminist mothers 
seem to discuss feminist issues with their daughters - but 
they don’t say “ This is my view of the world, and there
fore i t ’s going to be your view of the world too - if  you 
see the world differently I ’m going to punish you”  (or 
alternatively, “ You’re going to suffer eternal damnation 
if  you see things differently” ). And this aspect seems 
very important to me. I t ’s reflected in the beliefs of 
feminist mothers on censoring their children’s reading 
matter and television viewing. None o f the mothers I 
talked to did such a thing, although most o f them tried 
to present some feminist alternatives to the child. Most 
of them also pointed out examples of sexism when they 
noticed it. But this is very different from censorship, " 
which I feel would be utterly wrong.

Another aspect o f these relationships that I fe lt didn’t 
matter much as far as the children were concerned is the 
feeling by some mothers that they don’t always live up 
to their principles. For instance, they believe in being 
permissive with their children, yet when they’re tired or 
fed-up they can be rather heavy on the children. And 
some o f them feel that although they believe in feminist 
ideas, their behaviour doesn’t always bear this out. 
Emerson truly said, “ Consistency is the hobgoblin of 
little  minds” ; the world is a complex place and no one 
manages to behave consistently with their ideals, if  they 
did they’d be impossible to live with. People often say 
that a parent should present a consistent from to the 
child, but that’s what it would be - a front. I think a 
child should know right from the beginning that life isn’t 
that simple. She shouldn’t be presented with consistency 
as an ideal. Inconsistency isn’t hypocrisy; rather, 
pretended consistency is hypocrisy.

Continued on Page 30
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Discriminated against if you’re a 
housewife. Discriminated against in 
the workforce. Even discriminated 
against if you join the ranks of the 

unemployed? RIO ROJA at the back 
end of the dole queue.

THE HARD HITTING, HEAD SPLITTING, 
LONG DRAWN-OUT WORKSONG OF RIO 
ROJA ( AN AVERAGE NOO ZILD GEL).

The Labour Department.
You go in and someone behind a desk hands you 
a form to f ill in, which asks you to describe your 
past record of work, back to the year dot. That’s 
how you know you’re in the right place. The fat 
luxurious carpets and leather armchairs they 
showed on TV have shrunk to mere remnants of 
their former glory. Perhaps they were just fig
ments of the TV producer’s imagination, because 
the beaming rows of the unemployed on the brink 
of new job possibilities are not in evidence either.

There are a few interviews going on behind the shoulder- 
high plywood partitions. The rest o f the population com
prises officials congregated in clusters chatting and touch
ing the occasional document, and the masses who have 
busied themselves with the task o f form -filling are waiting. 
A solitary Pom paces up and dowrf munching a 4 ’n 20 
pie and puffing on a roll-up cigarette. Obviously he’s seen 
leaner times before but recognises the taste and looks 
more at home in the situation than the ethnic N.Z. work
er who chews the end o f the pen in between answers. No 
one talks but strands o f interviews slide over the tops of 
the partitions and into your ears.

Gems like, “ let’s put it like this, in N.Z. we have a first 
name, say Bill and a second name, say Smith, and before 
those comes Mr. so are you Mr. Ummagummaluma or 
Mr. Lummagummaluma or Mr. Gummalumauma? In N.Z. 
it  is very important that you learn to speak English like 
us, especially i f  you are to work.’ ’

Then when i t ’s your turn, you feel quite happy to see a 
female form on the other side o f the desk, but your hopes 
are soon shattered by the tone and the words and the 
regular thumping o f the pen on the blotter and the addled 
expression.

She’s just spent two hours being briefed by the manager 
upstairs and has come down filled with the ardour o f a 
fine zealot who knows she must spare no energy in gett
ing you suitably outfitted in a job before *he end o f the 
week cause that’s the deadline. The manager wants the 
statistics kept clean, the status quo retained, the graph 
just one big line. I t ’s sad that Mrs. C. thinks she has to do 
such dirty work for the manager, cause it makes her talk 
a sort o f gibberish she obviously doesn’t mean. I t ’s made 
her a master o f the contradictory juxtaposition. She really 
would like to get to know me but hastens to add that I 
could be a cheat and a liar like the man they exposed the 
other day who really had two jobs all the time.

She outlines the policy, - that really only idiots and fools 
shouldn’t be able to get jobs, a bright young thing like me 
will have no trouble, especially if  I tone down my garb 
when I go along for the job. She tells me how lucky we 
are in N.Z. compared to the women in Japan where she 
has been, and that she is sure I ’ll be happy vyaitressing at 
the German restaurant because I ’m obviously not shy and 
won’t mind if  the male customers, when they’ve got a few 
wines under their belts and become a bit ribald, pinch 
my bum. I say it would make me furious and I would 
leave and she says yes she realises, just testing.

A t the mention o f my B.A. Mrs.C. is drawn into an hyster
ical f i t  verging on a religious revelation. I feel we are tread
ing very heavily on the fine line between her past life and 
my prospects o f a job. Suddenly her face is very close to 
mine saying, How can she, a mere B.A. drop-out, sit on 
that side of the desk and try to advise me, a real graduate 
o f wisdom and learning. I say it doesn’t really matter 
because i t ’s never been any practical use to me whatso
ever and isn’t even very pretty which is meant to clear 
the air but results in total disbelief that I even have U.E.

A later chance I had to read my personal file and record 
revealed that, not only was I written up for posterity as 
of “ tousled, old-fashioned, way-out and modern appear
ance’ ’, but that I “ claimed to have several units towards 
a B.A.”  I remedied these historical misunderstandings 
with a photocopy o f the original aforesaid B.A. which 
was duly glideclipped to the rest o f my files.
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In the meantime you arc looking for jobs. I wanted a 
job doing some kind of constructive manual work outside, , 
and on equal pay. It will take some time they assure you - 
they’ll make sure of it. You are competing with men for 
these jobs. Sometimes 20 whole gun jokers turn up which 
shreds your chances to a mere nil. Even if  one joker turn
ed up he’d get it. You go along to all the places, the 
M.O.W., the A.R.A., the City Council and the S.S.C.
They’re all full o f hope and optimism, insofar as they 
suggest that if  you come back with a group o f 20 gals 
they may be able to make you into a gang. What fellow 
has to produce 20 accomplices for a job?

The funny thing is that the myth of hard manual yacka 
dissolves into thin air before your very eyes. When you go 
to find the foremen, who are usually lying in armchairs 
looking at “ Playboy”  magazines, they never assume you’ve 
come for a job, these men. But they do sit up in their 
chairs and exchange a few furtive winks with one another, 
as if  the sudden connection between the “ Playboy”  visuals 
and your presence has given them an optical twitch in 
common. When they’ve stopped twitching and you have 
stated your business, bubbles grow out o f the tops of 
their heads with “ no wife o f mine would do such a shit 
job” . In my bubbles there are pictures o f wives on all 
fours scraping mud from their hubbies’ d irty boots o ff 
the carpet with one hand, shit o ff the baby’s bum with 
the other, amidst heaps of his sweaty clothes that have 
to be washed to keep the whole thing going. This so he 
can carry his idea of women into his sphere o f employ
ment and us females to make his tea, buy his lunch, 
dust his desk, while insisting that they’re under 20, 
overdressed, over made-up and underpaid as well.

First they tell you you don’t really want the job. You 
beg to differ and say you want it because i t ’s manual, 
outside and better paid than office work. Then they tell 
you why you’re not going to like it. I t ’s dirty and you 
know, a group o f fellows get together over smoko and 
the language gets a bit strong, the jokes get a bit crude, 
how would you like that? You assure them that all you 
want is the job and you’ll cope with the side effects as 
they occur. Then they tell you that if  you did get the

job you’d be wielding very heavy equipment. Could you 
hold a 10 ton mallet above your head for 10 hours at a 
stretch, just a slip of a girl? You say, o f course, you could, 
having never remembered seeing gangs of workers stand
ing poised and at the ready with huge leaden weights 
dangling from their uplifted arms. Sounds positively 
religious. Maybe he’s referring to leaning on a shovel in a 
circumloquacious sort o f way. I t ’s hard to get the gist o f 
what they say, but i t ’s important to be agreeable at the 
first interview. It could land you the dream job, so you 
ignore the hyperbolic extravagance o f language and agree. 
You know you could do a labouring job anyway, cause 
you’ve done ’em before only you didn’t get paid.

By this stage the foremen are starting to look a bit lost 
for words but that’s OK by you, that’s part o f the old 
world charm o f the working force. I t ’s a physical rather 
than cerebral quality. You know i t ’s time to seal the deal 
- clinch the pact right then and there. So you say “ When 
do I start?”  And to your complete amazement out come 
sounds like “ We have no changing rooms for you” . Poor 
ignorant chap. You assure them you’ll resist the tempta
tion to wear your satin decolletage with your diamond 
tiara on to the site and will appear in your overalls just 
like everybody else.
So they change their tune to “ we have no facilities for 
women” . You thank them for their chauvinistic concern 
for your modesty and assure them that, since the job 
obviously hangs on it, you have no objection to sharing 
the existing facilities, or i f  there are none, to seeking out 
the shelter o f a tree or bush behind which to piss. You 
feel tempted to say behind which to powder your nose, 
but things are getting rather precious. I t ’s no time for 
cheap cheek of that ilk, so you ask when they are to 
start building the new facilities. They aren’t, the ones 
they have are perfectly good but you can’t use them. 
Suddenly the tables have turned and you see i t ’s them 
who refuse point blank to share their pisshouses with 
you because they refuse to let you work with them in 
case you reduce the cushiness of the world they have 
rigged up for their own comfort. The lavatory story I ’d 
heard before when women first tried to get on the buses 
in Wellington, and I ’ve heard it hundreds o f times since.
I t ’s a lean cover but they use it, and it works because 
they hold the final authority to say whether or not you 
can work and where.

They don’t want to have to say “ excuse my French”  after 
every “ fuck”  at smoko, but nor do they want to swear in 
front o f women because i t ’s much more convenient to 
perpetrate the illusion that her ears can’t take it, that she 
is a fool who swoons at the sound of the merest “ damn” . 
Also, if  she is allowed to hear swearing, she may copy it 
and what kind of a world would it be i f  women could yell 
furious abuse at their oppressors. They daren’t let you 
start the job though, just in case you can lean on a spade 
with the best o f them and destroy the myth o f male virility. 
That’s why you don’t get the job.

You don’t want to work on male terms anyway. That’s 
the one redeeming feature o f not getting jobs. But you 
do want to change things and it pisses you o ff that such 
a pathetically universal thing as pissing should be used by 
men as another weaporv to keep women in their place as 
slaves. What a dearth o f imagination behind such bullshit.
A desperate measure with shades of intense paranoia. It
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makes you furious but you keep on trying because you 
know you hate office work and you’ve had quite enough 
tea-making for a lifetime and you’ve never had a pench
ant fo r fat sweaty executives’ smirking patronage and 
groping fingers.

As time progresses, and you’re still trying to be a gardener, 
a labourer or some sort o f manual worker to no avail, 
they decide to make you work for your keep in the mean
while until you succumb to the temptations o f tea-making. 
Mrs. C. makes your life a sight more wretched by putting 
you on probation, which means reporting every morning 
and reading the paper with her, a gruelling business because 
she thumps the blotter with her biro and wants you to be 
an apprentice sandwich-maker all the time. The manic 
expression has become set like glue upon that gruesome 
visage by now, so you suggest a holiday. She’s been train
ed to consider such remarks facetious because she tells 
you that the job o f getting you a job is much more import
an t In fact she must have you o ff her list in no more than 
a week cause the top Kudo told her so. She tells you 
you’re not getting the jobs because your clothes are too 
gay. "Most employers like something more sober” .

I suppose that’s why they appear like cardboard gorillas 
in lank grey suits year in year out. However, even i f  I did 
dearly want to strike a good impression in grey I couldn’t 
afford to score the outfit. Anyway I don’t see any reason 
why someone requiring a 40year-old mature experienced 
canteen manageress should think a 28-year-old ex mural 
painter is exactly what they’re looking for. Mrs. C. says 
" i t ’s something more than tha t Didn’t you take psychology 
at ‘varsity? Don’t you know about what makes people 
tick? Don’t you know i t ’s appearance that counts” . I 
assure her o f my undying cleanliness but can not promise 
to look like her even after a good long soak in a bath.
Finally she insists you either take a special government 

•works job with the Justice department (they’re the ones 
in the fawn manilla folders with the red biro underlinings 
on the front), or never darken her doors again.

You get the job, because with special Government works 
they’re bounden and obliged to take you on even if  you’re 
not in grey, because the jobs are made to measure for the 
Labour department The measurements are lean because 
there is really no job. I t ’s the hole syndrome. Digging 
one and then filling it  in again and again, and it  goes 
under the general heading o f "emergency”  work. You 
don’t know all these empty facts until later, but you do 
need to pay the rent, so you’re sworn in on the Official 
Secrets Act, led to your desk in a corner upstairs and 
shown the duties of a dead file attendant. They do not 
provide you with a mortician’s coat. They do complain 
when you have a spec o f glitter in your eye or in your 
mouth or patchouli oil on your neck.

The office is the image o f all the others. The girls as usual, 
run the show, with the lowest status, and wage. The next 
echelon in the heirarchy comprises middle-aged females 
who rule the roost over the young girls (upon the instruct
ions o f the male high-ups). The top highly-paid boss echelon 
comprises an all-male bracket. They do no work, but touch 
the occasional document, give orders and complaints to 
their better halves, the middle-aged women, who relay it 
to its object, the young girls at the bottom.

Your job amounts to juggling the dead files into a more 
expansive mess and then drawing a graph o f your findings. 
Your only ally, a girl o f 16, also doing the special work o f 
a dead file finder, gets exactly half your wages. You are 
both in the lowest paid category o f the lot. She gets paid 
half wages but still has to pay full bus fares. She is broke 
about a day after payday, or a day before, because she 
has debts as well.
As usual in offices, the girl slaves are expected to be 
dressed up to the nines for the lascivious, chop-smacking, 
and lecherous approval o f the Moorcocks and Addles.
Their rewards are - debts and continued financial bank
ruptcy, the occasional fat sweaty bosses’ hand upon their 
bums when they’ve been good and constant punishment 
and reprimand i f  they let up the humouring, simpering 
roles they’ve been assigned for as tribute. It has become 
a treat for one o f the young girl slaves to be allowed to 
go and buy bus tickets and lunch for that miserable creep 
LightfooL Jhe rōt has really set in. The male ruling class 
reflect the steel filing labyrinths in their dress. Almost to 
a man they wear grey limp, shiny bummed, half-mast 
smelly-looking suits, with focal point ties and white shirts 
(to show they have a slave or two at home as well). Not 
much o f their 10 thou, per annum goes into dressing up, 
that’s quite obvious. Most o f them, i f  the stories are true, 
have at least a dozen children. "Poor Mr. Pullet, he’s got 
12 kids” . Poor Mr. Pullet is the one who is getting his 
kicks bossing you round and going to the pub with the 
boys all day, by the way. He’s the one who brings his 
purple pulsating face right up close to yours when he 
snaps out "You will not be late again, do you understand, 
you will not be late again, understand”  and you feel sick.

When you arrive in after the drawn line, 10 minutes late 
and are required to write an essay about why in the excuse 
column, and you write “ had to go and buy some tampax, 
had to go and buy some tampax”  10 times, they tu tt tu tt 
behind hands and tell you not to put that. It might be too 
strong language for the bosses’ soft heads to take. Years of 
male despotism, authority over others and booze, have 
turned their cerebral areas to putty. You can see that at a 
glance, so you refuse to tone down your words. The value 
possibility o f inducing any sort o f shock and reaction in 
these pampered bodies strikes you as quite an appealing 
prospect anyway.

They’ve got it made, those bastards, on their own terms. 
What amazes you is that anyone could w ittingly have a 
hand in creating such a nasty hostile scene. You realise 
they must be mad. Nobody normal could have invented 
such a mess. The sick way all talking stops as soon as one 
of them comes within earshot and women scuttle o ff to 
holes in the corner, even i f  in mid sentence. The bureau
cratic heirarchy exudes furtive, snide, backbiting, negative, 
sado-masochistic, and potentially hysterical vibrations o f 
fear and loathing. Nobody talks about wages even. I t ’s 
the sacred secret that only the top kudos have access to 
because they made it up. In fact, those thieves have rigged 
the pay-offs and hogged the rip-offs in such an insidious 
way that the lowly paid girl slaves look grateful, guilty 
and greedy all at once when they get their gruesome pay 
packets each fortnight. As if  they are really rather lucky 
getting anything at all and would do it free anyway if  no 
pay was forthcoming. Such has been their training, at 
school, at home, in the office.
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If  these girl slaves were given any encouragement they 
would verbalise complete loathing for their oppressors at 
the drop o f a hat. But lack o f confidence in themselves to 
damage “ the way things are”  precluded any action on 
their part. I f  only all the furtively grabbed grizzles in the 
lavatory could be brought out into the open. What a joy. 
There would no longer be any offices. Hooray !

There are so many things that came to mind about the 
completely male chauvinistic oppression in the bureau
cracy that I feel rather loath to go on because lists of 
injustices just record the status quo unless they’re going 
to be acted upon. Down with the offices !!! Any genuine 
warmth, human spark o f interest in the office (precious 
little, naturally enough under the circumstances) comes 
from females.

The grey, spine-drilling, soul-destroying, hard linear lines 
o f filing cabinets and heirarchies, strike hammer blows to 
your sensibilities and are the creation o f the male ruling 
class. Even my most horrific nightmares do not contain 
any o f those hard grey paints, jarring lines and ugly angles. 
It is something that, conditioning aside, I cannot imagine 
myself or any woman I know having had any part in 
making and ever participating in. That’s why i t ’s got to go 
or we have got to get out while the going’s good. In such 
physically alienating surroundings how can we help being 
alienated from ourselves and eventually from everyone 
else around as well. You find that when you first go into 
one of those places you feel completely shocked at the 
mean, fascist lines o f the architecture, you wonder what 
loons could have ever invented such an eyesore.

Then you see varying stages o f meanness and grey ness 
and tautness reflecting in the expressionless faces o f the 
people working there and i t ’s as though the two have 
become irrefutable reflections of one another and people 
cannot shed their mean grey minds until the physical 
environment sheds it too. If men have a genuine penchant 
for the dull and chilly lines they can lurk in their own 
self-imposed ghettos o f greyness, but there is no reason 
for us to cower any longer in their lean reflections.

Realising these basic truths, I left my job as dead filing 
attendant ancl got the sack for not toeing the line. A 
proud moment considering no one had got it fo r the last 
20 years. My only regret was that I could not give the 
sack to the other girls there cause they looked as i f  they 
wanted it  very much. The men did not look at me as I 
strolled out to freedom, but the girls had expressions o f 
obvious longing and envy on their faces. They had ex
pressions anyway, even after all the brainwashing and 
lobotomising they’d been subjected to. That’s what makes 
you know how much better things will be for everybody 
when women do what they most want to do.

Back to the Labour Department

By some cruel stroke of fate my remuneration for these 
weeks o f agony was quickly sucked into some grim reap
er’s grimey pocket. I lost my hundred buck note a day 
after I got i t  Back to the Labour department for help 
until I could crack another scene.

This time they are positively overt in their suspicions o f 
me. How dare I leave the Justice Department, how dare I?
I am subjected to a 3 hour inquisition before an all-male 
panel which tries to get to the root problem by all talking 
at the same time about my clothes being at the bottom 
of it all. Which draws my attention to their garb. It is the 
replica o f the Justice department male uniform-grey, 
limp, shiny-bummed pants and jackets. Very uninspiring.
I tell them my theory on the fascist effects o f grey upon 
grey and they say i t ’s not my place to talk like that.

All they can offer me in the way o f job possibilities is 
something at Royal Oak, planting seedlings for a buck an 
hour. After bus fares and rent that would leave me with 
nothing to live on, so I turn it down. O f course, they say, 
“ you can’t. Other women are prepared to do that job for 
those wages so you must be too” . You’re not and you 
end up walking out because it seems impossible to get it 
into their thick skulls that everyone who lives in this 
society must be able to live at even the most basic level 
(rent, food) and if  you can’t provide for the basic demands 
you’re going to have to be resourceful in some extra-social 

•sphere or die. No one wants you to be a complete beggar 
or a thief. I f  these inquisitioners didn’t assume you aspir
ed to have all the luxuries that a capitalist system provides 
to whet your appetite for things, they’d have to question 
the most basic premises upon which their whole lives 
have been founded - the very crease in their knife-edge 
pants legs. Men are too lazy to think o f anything other 
than their own immediate com fort Especially as they 
have painted all these dirty old habits over with a thick 
sticky layer.of history and traditions just to clinch the 
righteous element o f it all for the few doubters who may 
be around. That’s why, ultimately, you can’t ever talk to 
them about it. I t ’s like being at school all your life. Who 
wrote the history books, the laws, the language, the 
knowledge you’ve had pushed down your reluctant 
throat since you were born?

So you’re lying in bed wondering what you can do to 
arrest this continuing habit o f mass inhumanity to all 
women and socially inacceptable minority groups, when 
you hear an advertisement for urgent casual labour on 
Radio Hauraki. You jump into your clothes, zoom down 
the road to the company which needs you desperately.
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They look you up and down, notice with their connoiss
eur eyes the absence o f balls and start behaving like 
maniacs. But you’re the only one who has turned up 
anyway, so they swallow their immediate prejudice and 
tell you to put on these huge overalls, keep your mouth 
shut, and get into the bowels o f the huge ship to start 
scraping its rust o ff with a piece of wood. Some others 
turn up later to join you in the hot, dusty maze o f rusty 
sides and i t ’s much better than the Justice department.
A t least you’re doing something and are allowed to talk, 
though it  just comes out a muffled bellow from behind 
your cotton-wool mask.

There are vague shades o f camaraderie in those dank 
depths. When you go up for smoko the boring questions 
start “ I suppose you’re one o f these Women’s Liberation- 
ists? You believe in equality, do you? Well, let’s put it like 
this, when I see you chicks cutting scrub for seven days
running then maybe I’ ll think about i t .....”  or “ Well, my
opinion is women are not equal, I mean look at the facts
......”  or “ Well, I ’m a bit o f a socialist myself, I ’m all for
women getting equal pay for equal work, but how many 
women do you see doing men’s work?”  - None, you fool, 
men make sure o f tha t And, from the young male student, 
the biggest bigot o f the lot, “ Well, I ’m all for women gett
ing equal education and that’s what you have nowadays. 
What more can you expect. You get women doctors and 
lawyers these days. The professions have opened up com
pletely, I th ink i t ’s great the way you chicks go to univer
sity nowadays.”

Yeah, but we don’t want to go to university. We’ve been, 
it was just as much part o f the oppressive system as every
thing else we’ve been through. We want a part in changing 
all that for something much better. Like water o ff a duck’s 
back these gems of mine. Back down you go to your hole 
and your scraping and your workmates tell you every 2 
seconds how tired you must be getting. You’re not from 
the work, though getting very tired o f them.

I t ’s very hot work, makes you thirsty. So at the next 
smoko you find a teapot and a kettle and brew up a brew 
of the finest orange tea. None seems to be provided by 
the company and nobody else seems thirsty. Nobody’s 
either made or mentioned tea at the other three smokos. 
Just when you’re pouring a cup for yourself, suddenly 
half a dozen fellows plonk themselves around the table, 
not unlike vultures around an old piece o f meat and you 
hear “ one cup over here waitress”  - “ another over here 
please,”  fingers snapping and you can’t believe your ears.

You ignore the words that are forcing their way into your 
poor reluctant ears, and keep on drinking your tea. 
Eventually after much unrequited snapping and snarling, 
they pour themselves some tea, one by one though, no 
one pours one for more than himself, and they sneer at 
me resentfully. I don’t care at all really, just wish they’d 
leave me alone in peace.

A t lunchtime they bung you in a van and take you to a 
takeaway. Your workmates seem to think equality is 
pushing you to the back o f the lunch queue. Basically 
though, they’re not thinking at all, let alone about you. 
You can see that a mile or two off. They’re just feeding 
their faces, poking food into those dusty holes.

After 12 hours o f scraping and painting the foreman 
comes down and gives you a pep talk about giving “ your 
all to the company”  which means working your guts out 
so they can get the fu ll contract rates for the job. As an 
added encouragement he says he knows we can do it if 
we pull our weight, he could do it himself, a b it o f cake 
really, except that he’s o ff to the pub to drink with the 
boys. They’re getting 10 bucks an hour for each o f us, 
giving us $1.80, the rest o f the spoils divided among the 

foremen.

I ’ve already heard this fellow say to another (they didn’t 
seem to think I could speak English cause I was there and 
my ears were flopping keenly) “ Don’t give them taxi 
money after the job’s finished, i t ’s too expensive” . I tell 
the others this and we all ask for taxis. After all i t ’s 10 
p.m. and dangerous to be abroad on the streets alone in 
Ponsonby if  what they tell you is true. ( I t ’s not, the only 
danger you’ve ever felt was from the fuzz who stop you 
and hassle you whenever you are walking around there).

The foreman’s face clouds over, but he considers himself 
a reasonable bloke so he strikes the only compromise that 
he can, under the circumstances, as an honest fair bloke. 
He asks a woman who works for the company i f  she will 
ferry everybody home one by one in the company van. 
She won’t get paid anything extra for it. I tell her not to 
but she agrees to. Obviously he’d get back at her in some 
way later i f  she refused now, judging by the way things 
are. We go back down and I ’m happy to see that, as if  
with one accord, all the gang has reacted against the idea 
of giving “ their all”  to the company and nobody wants 
to give a thing any more. So we talk and sing and lean on 
our scrapers down there in the hot fetid depths o f the 
ship, until i t ’s time to go home. And that’s the closest I ’ve 
been to a semblance of normality in the working world 
reality of my life.
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The Politics o f Work

The Labour Department’s policy like the whole macro- 
cosmic state, treats women as a source o f cheap labour, 
to be exploited - especially in times o f work shortage.

Women were first allowed to enter work spheres previous
ly denied them when there were simply not the men 
around to do the jobs. For example, during wars. The situa
tion is the same now only more insidious. Women have 
been granted the right to work and are'made to feel that 
this is freedom for them. However, having 2 jobs instead 
of one saps their energy and health and prevents them 
from realising that it  is just another way o f enforcing the 
patriarchal society at their own expense. Laws are desper
ate measures and the nature o f this society is to make 
people respond to them as desperados. For instance, if 
drugs were legalized we would all feel compelled to buy 
a pound o f grass with the weekly grocery order, if  
abortions were legalised we would have to have them 
whether we liked it or not. Legal rights within the system, 
are aimed at depriving the people o f the imagination to 
think for themselves. The same with work. That women 
are allowed to work outside the home simply becomes 
that women have to work at two jobs and be grateful 
for the pittance they receive in return. This is the Labour 
Department's basic principle. Why else would they insist 
you take jobs tea-making, shoe-selling and waitressing 
when you’re a painter/labourer? The reasons are “ hard- 
times” , pulling your weight, helping et the country out 
o f the shit i t ’s in. The Labour department does not expect 
the males, who led the country into the shit, to make tea. 
Obviously there’s a contradiction and i t ’s a common one, 
so common as to be almost familiar, though we must never 
confuse fam iliarity with normality.

The Labour Department feels that because you’re a wo
man, they have to dispose o f you fast. I t ’s run by men 
for men you see. I t ’s O.K. fo r the statistics i f  a token 
percentage o f male labourers receive unemployment 
benefit. In fact it  makes the recession have the ring of 
truth about it. It requires the exploitation o f the only 
other labour source available - women. They tell you you 
must cut sandwiches because you can. They pretend you 
are being uppity and superior if  you refuse to do such a 
necessary chore. You are supposed to be grateful to be 
allowed to do it. When you dare not to be, they hate you.

That’s why, after 3 months, you’re put on probation and 
given a deadline to have work by, do or die. I f  they were 
to acknowledge that you just refuse to work for slave 
rates at any old job they produce, they would also have 
to change the fundamental attitude o f their whole policy. * 
In short, they would have to make their own sandwiches, 
or offer you the enticement o f extra fat lucre as a reward 
for doing a menial job which you have no desire to do. To 
assume that we are willing to do the boring chores that 
all men categorically refuse to do for ludicrous wages, 
and feel grateful, is ridiculous. We must treat the situation 
for what it is worth. That is we must refuse to accept the 
shit work that is being foisted upon us for shitty wages 
any longer.

Rio Roja

Feminist Mothers Continued from Page 25

There are one or two things that do pose great problems 
about being a feminist and bringing up a girl in this society, 
and I think that these are not problems which strike one 
instantly. The major problems seem to revolve around 
the fact that i t ’s just about impossible for a child now to 
escape “ childhood” . This may sound a contradiction in 
terms, but readers o f Shulamith Firestone will know what 
I mean. In her chapter on children in “ The Dialectic o f 
Sex”  she makes the point that childhood as we know it 
is an invention of the modern nuclear family. In the
Middle Ages, she says, “ .... childhood was as little  as
possible distinct from adult life. The child learned directly 
from the adults around him, emerging as soon as he was
able into adult society.....the development o f the modern
family meant the breakdown of a large, integrated society 
into small, self-centred units. The child within these 
units now became important, for he was the product o f 
that unit, the reason for its maintenance .... it became 
desirable to keej? one’s children at home for as long as 
possible, to bind them psychologically, financially and 
emotionally to the family unit until such a time as they 
were ready to create a new family un it.”  Firestone claims 
that schools have played a large part in extending child
hood, and that “ modern schooling retards development 
rather than escalating i t ” . Firestone feels that the libera
tion o f children and the liberation o f women must go 
hand in hand, since both are second class citizens, and 
both tend to oppress each other. The fact that feminist 
mothers still largely do adhere to the modern idea of 
extended childhood is reflected in their answers to the 
questions I asked them about their daughters and sex.
Since the first person I visited, Jenny, told me about how 
she’d reacted to Lorraine Rothman’s talking about her 
twelve year old daughter having sex, I included as a stan
dard question, “ How would you feel about your twelve 
year old daughter having a sexual relationship?”  In almost 
every case there was a kind o f gut reaction - a negative one - 
followed by some sort o f justification, like the difficulties 
o f contraception, which usually didn’t seem to be the real 
reason for the negative reaction. The usual attitude was 
that they would not like to stop it, but they hoped their 
daughter would be a late developer in this respect.

This article has begun to discuss various issues which I 
feel deserve to be discussed further. A lot o f feminists 
are not too keen on thinking about children. They want 
to get away from being classified solely as mothers or 
potential mothers. But that doesn’t mean that problems 
don’t exist, or that they are not important to feminism.

Hamilton feminists are holding a meeting on Sunday 
February 8, 1976 at Knighton Road School at 1.30pm. 
The meeting will set up small sister groups to work in 
specific areas such as feminist theory .drama, women’s 
literature, solo parents, childfreeness, day care.
All women in the Hamilton area who want to become 
involved with feminism should attend this meeting.
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— ;----------------------------------------------------------------------------
Outside the window a red ball the size of an orange is
lying on the lawn. It was tossed there by the gardener who 
appeared from behind the hibiscus bush yesterday soon 
after I arrived.

I was sprawled out on the bed reading my book when I 
became aware o f a chopping noise coming closer. Then 
he appeared, grubbing up the weeds with his spade.

A door leads out from my room on to a small patch of 
concrete. Concrete walls separate me from my neighbours. 
A t the corner o f one wall is a hibiscus bush with several 
bright flowers on it. It was this bush under which the 
gardener found the ball.

I sneaked a look at him while he was weeding the edge of 
my concrete patch. He was a quite handsome man with 
a tanned healthy look about him, and at first I thought 
perhaps he might be The One. But his hair was nearly 
white on second scrutiny and I realised he could be sixty 
(and perhaps past it).

When he disappeared round the bush I thought perhaps 
he’d gone away because the noise o f his spade had stopp
ed. A red ball landed on the neatly-mown lawn.

The rain was driving across the lawn. The sky was dark.
It was four o’clock in the afternoon.

The man emerged from behind the bush. He walked 
across the grass. His left arm was extended. Dangling 
from it was a black cat which he was carrying by the tail. 
The cat was dead. He walked carefully to the far side of 
The lawn and threw the s tiff dead cat down the bank.

I covered my head with my arms, giggling madly into the

bedspread so that he wouldn’t see me as he returned past 
my window.

The sound o f his spade resumed.

Today the rain is more gentle.

It seems to be coming in from the other direction. The 
cyclone could have blown itself out. Yet I do not expect 
the sun to shine today.

There’s a man sweeping the path at the front entrance to 
my room. I can’t see him, as there are no windows on 
that side (except the high frosted-glass one in the bath
room) but I can hear his broom on the concrete as he 

sweeps and whistles. He’s been there for half-an-hour 
whistling and sweeping round my door. Sometimes people 
will walk past and talk with him, but I don’t notice the 
words they say..

I am half afraid o f someone wanting to clean out my 
room. It doesn’t need it, not really. Perhaps I ought to 
hang a notice on the door. DO NOT DISTURB. BEWARE
OF T H E .......(a huge dog lopes past my window through
the rain). I missed breakfast this morning because I woke 
up so late. Do they clean out the rooms while one is at 
breakfast? Now a girl is sweeping the floor o f the room 
above mine. She is humming. The ceiling o f this bedroom 
part is beautiful. Lovely pale wood full o f knots. There 
are panels about a foot wide which at first look like 
single planks but when you look closely you can see they 
are composed of thin strips, seven to each plank. It is 
warmly golden.

I have to go up now for more cigarettes from the machine 
in the foyer, and to see if  they’ll give me a glass (for



drinking red wine) because red wine tastes funny out o f 
a tea-cup.

Will they come in while I am gone? Will they read what I 
have written ?

There, the lady gave me a glass. It was terribly easy. (Water 
never tastes the same out o f a tea-cup, I told her. There 
were two men standing by the entrance to the dining 
saloon. They all agreed it doesn’t taste the same. They 
smiled. They looked me up and down. I suppose they 
might’ve thought I was wearing a nightgown as this dress 
is ankle-length, but no, never mind. It  doesn’t  matter.)

I love this dress, its clinginess and coolness. I f  it makes me 
appear eccentric well it  gives them something to talk about. 
(That weird girl in 13, sits there typing all day, what is she ? 
Won’t even let us clean her room out. Missed breakfast 
which she’s paying for. What’s she doing?)

I was halfway over the harbour bridge when I realised 
what I had done. It took me all morning to decide where 
to go and to pack the suitcase. I don’t know why I came 
to this place, except that I wanted to be by the sea.

I t ’s different from what I ’d imagined. Yesterday, after 
the gardener had found the dead cat, I drank some of my 
red wine by the teacupful. When I ’d had enough I went 
out to find the beach. But it wasn’t where I thought it 
was so I came back to this room.

It was twenty minutes past five.

He walks in the back door. His raincoat’s wet with walk
ing down the road from the bus stop. He puts down his 
briefcase and the newspaper. She is not in the kitchen.
There are no simmering saucepans on the stove. He walks 
through the house, looking in each room.

She is not there.

Was he expecting her to be?

The blue suitcase has gone. The half-gallon jar o f dry red 
has gone. Her typewriter has gone and her box o f typing 
paper. She lias taken her new ankle-length dress and her 
best dre^s. She has taken her bank-book which contains 
$88.33. In her purse is about $15 in cash. She wore her 
maroon sandals with her best dress and pantyhose. She 
took a taxi to the North Shore, which cost her $3. Did 
the neighbours see her getting in the taxi?

She has run away.

Nobody knows where. Nobody knows when she will be 
coming back.

A man is washing my bathroom window. I see his pink 
head blurred through the glass, his arm passing back and 
forwards above his head. He hs talking to a Maori lady 
outside my door.She sounds like the one who showed 
me to this room yesterday when I arrived. She did not

help me carry myluggage. The blue suitcase, the portable 
typewriter, the tapestry bag which I bought at a school 
fair. This bag carried the jar o f wine wrapped in a towel.

They have moved along. Good. I do not like them listen
ing to my tapping words. I t ’s hard to concentrate when 
people are so close.

But suddenly the door opens and the Maori lady comes 
in with clean towels. She didn’t seem to even use a key 
on my locked door. Strange! She fetches me half a pint 
o f milk. She says she’ll see me tomorrow. Good.

So now I can make a cup of tea.

I just picked up another pin o ff the carpet. I found one 
last night too which was bent. Surely i f  I pick one up every 
day it  w ill mean good luck each time.

Ah this tea is good. It  washes away the stale taste in my 
mouth. How soon can I have a glass of wine ? The band’s 
been playing in the bar since half-past three. The light is 
fading. The rain sloshes down its gutter, drowning the 
noise o f the band or have they stopped for a break?

It is four o’clock.

The wine is dark and sour in the glass. I lean back in this 
comfortable chair to stare at my face in the mirror. My 
shoulders ache from so much typing. On my right the 
.television stands silent.

(People walk past rrv/ front door, their shoes crunching 
on the gravel drive. A baby is crying. A car pulls up out
side. Laughing men crunching away towards the hotel bar.) 
The wine makes me feel restless. I have smoked too many 
cigarettes already, my mouth feels harsh. It's cold now in 
this room, my feet are cold. I should’ve brought my slipp
ers but it was very hot when I ran away from home.

After I got into bed last night I read my book for a while, 
listened to the radio, drank a cup o f milk. But after a 
while gave up, and lay for ages in the dark thinking about 
things that had happened.

I’m here in this strange place and there are drunks outside 
at this moment and here I am in some unheard-of situa
tion which I ’ve dreamed up with my own imagination, 
using my money and my time to be here and wondering 
why.

Nobody knows I ’m here.

Well, nobody that I know knows I ’m here and those that 
know I ’m here don’t know who I am.

Just think.

I t ’s an interesting exercise working out why I am. But 
you see I don’t know what’s going to happen now. I am 
afraid o f what it will do next, this analytical self o f mine, 
o f what danger i t ’s going to submit itself to.



—
Why am I here?

(Joss does not know where I am. He will not find me here. 
Where does he think I am then? Will he go back tonight 
to that suburban house where I am not?

(A boy in an orange sweater just ran out across the grass.
It is all green out there now, the rain has stopped, and he 
snatched up the red ball which has been lying there all 
day and ran back where he came from, sneaking a rapid 
look in here at me as he ran. There are birdsounds from 
the trees in this fading light).

What am I going to do now ?

(The sun. The sun’s come out somewhere and filled the 
room with the most eerie green light. I t ’s incredible. Who 
knows I ’m here in this eerie underground world. Does it 
matter ?)

The rain has begun again, despite the green sun.

Where is everyone ?

Where am I ?

It was nine o’clock when I left the room last night and I 
walked round the block looking for a way to the beach. 
But the night was wild. It was dark and windy on the 
streets and there was no sign o f the beach (where IS the 
beach? I still haven’t found out. And i t ’s still raining. I 
should have brought a coat with me) but there was a 
loud band playing pop tunes in the hotel bar so I went 
in and bought myself a drink. I sat at an empty table and 
lit a cigarette, sipped the bacardi. The band stopped 
playing, to mingle with the crowd for drinks. There was 
a huge crowd in the bar, it was a great barnlike room 
with ugly attempts at decor.

I fe ll that people were staring at me. Was it because I was 
alone? Among strangers I always feel they’re laughing at 
me, rather than admiring my dress or something. Perhaps 
I am too sensitive, joss tells me I always suspect the 
worst o f people. It's true though. I do.

I did in that hotel bar last night. I don’t know, I suppose 
I did go looking for a man, some handsome rich stranger 
who would jump up and buy me drinks, make love like 
mad with me, and pay my bill when I go o ff to Spain in 
his yacht.

But it wasn’t like th.it at all o f course. One o f the barmen 
was awfully handsome and I think smiled at me. But it 
needs to be somebody to sit and drink with me. Then 
the band began to play again, and one of the electric- 
guitar players, a half-caste Maori he looked like, just 
stood there la /ily  exhuding sex from every pore. He 
was wearing a blue shirt and black trousers and boots.

(Oh Violet) I thought (th ese aren’t even possibilities. Be 
reasonable!)

And the music was appalling.

So I went back to my room, avoiding the slimy glances 
o f certain dreadful elderly men who were, like me, 
alone.

When I got back to my room I had a luxurious bath. I ’d 
thought I was getting the Curse but nothing’s happened 
in that direction yet. Running away must have upset my 
usual regularity. Besides, if  there’s a man? I should 
forget about that. I should.

Somehow, lime passes. Where must it end I wonder.

Already I do not want these people, already they bore 
me. Tell me what I ’m doing here.

Suddenly the sky’s lifted. There is a thin layer o f blue 
under the goldcngrey. clouds.

But the light has left this room. Across the valley where 
the mangroves lie, the lights o f houses shine, and luminous 
gold lights arc blinking through green dusk from the road 
that runs up there and over the hill.

I turn the radio on. I ’m lonely.

I hear through the wall the voices o f a young man and 
woman. I t ’s only eight o ’clock, they shouldn’t be going 
to bed yet. Oh god. I sound very loud. Too bad. My 
typewriter defies them and so docs Melanie on the radio 
singing Goodbye Ruby Tuesday and when I look in this 
mirror I wonder do I look twcnlysevcn years old. My 
long thin dark hair is pulled straight back from my fore
head, my mouth is small and tight due to the top wisdom 
teeth growing fangs since the bottom ones were extracted. 
And my dcntistly friend will growl at me for grinding my 
teeth since my last visit, and I shall apologise for growing 
fangs, for who needs fangs in this day and age ?

So.

No, but. No. But. Is the young couple carrying on an 
adulterous affair, do you think ? They are silent now.
Have they gone to complain to the management.

One doesn’t want to be a nuisance. So will they come 
and growl at me? Why aren’t the walls soundproof. And 
when I think o f growling I think o f Joss disapproving of 
me. Will this be the end ?

On my part running away is my great gesture, just as his 
taking a mistress was his big gesture. What’s she like ?

So I let my hair hang loose, thinking o f her, for Joss said 
“ Your hair is much nicer than hers, anyway”  but my hair 
is dirty and smelly now, and I know I won’t go outside 
tonight.

I t ’s nine o’clock. Joss I hope you are keeping busy. Do 
you think I am safe here? Because do you know what 
way my mind works. How could you anyway I don’t 
expect you to if  I don’t know myself how to.

Shut up Violet will you shut up. Back o ff will you.



Do you want me, anybody ?

Does it  matter ?

And when I wake up the sun is blazing through a gap in 
the curtain and the lady has just thumped the morning 
paper inside my locked door, so I get up, make a pot o f 
tea and read the paper in bed while I drink cups of tea, 
having quite a horrible hangover.

There is just nothing in the paper, as usual. But the tea 
is fine.

I cannot face breakfast but am determined to get my 
money’s worth so I go up to the dining saloon where a 
glance at the menu almost causes me to spew. A t this 
time o f day ! Fried sausages bacon chops eggs and individ
ual packets o f cornflakes weetbix sugar is this Hawaii ?

‘A boiled egg and a piece of toast please.’

The pert little  kid looks at me. ‘One egg?’

‘Yes one hard boiled egg.’

I can hear them laughing out in the kitchen and she 
brings me two eggs and a heap o f toast. I can’t stand it.

do care if  y&Vmind if  I ’m gone or i f  I ’ll come back or 
should I never ever come back, Joss?) The fresh air tires 
me so. I come to a breakwater, fat slabs o f concrete and 
rubber tires, posts and seagulls. I sit up on the concrete 
and am free to breathe the air.

All sorts o f things happen while I sit here (though Joss 
might say my mind was a vacuum, he does not know) but 
i t ’s the last thing that happens which particularly interests 
me. A middle-aged man is collecting seaweed by the 
bucketful and tossing it in the boot o f his car which is 
parked near the changing-sheds.

A youth comes along the beach, kicking at the debris 
left by the storm. He enters the Gents. He stands in the 
doorway fumbling with his pants.

I slice the top o ff an egg. The white is still liquid and 
clear. The yolk very runny yellow. It spills down the 
sides o f the eggcup. I eat it. I t ’s beautiful. Truly. Quickly, 
guiltily, I eat the second egg, and all the buttery toast.
Are they watching. Are they laughing at me.

(Who was the poet friend o f my father’s who would mix 
six eggs in a bowl and eat them raw after a night in bed 
with a flagon o f dry red? He had the right idea.)

This morning the beach is exactly where I ’d wanted it to 
be the night before. Only now it is visible and sparkling 
at the end o f the street. It looks so safe in daylight. I 
wander towards it. I buy an apple at an early morning 
dairy, to take away the taste of raw eggs. Little boys on 
tricycles linger in driveways. Late businessmen daddies 
hurtle o ff to work with barely time to give me more than 
a toot and a wink.

(Am I still in my nightgown?)

I cannot turn my head away. I am fascinated. I watch 
the slow pink worm emerge and grow. I see (hypnotised) 
the boy’s hands like pale flowers attending to it.

The man collecting seaweed for his compost heap, does 
he notice ? Is it  for him, this thing ?

Or is it fo r me. I peer through the strange glittering air 
towards the dark boy in the doorway. I begin to walk 
dreamlike towards him. My heart is beating so loud.

Suddenly another boy appears, walking jauntily up be
hind the shed. “ Watch ou t!”  I want to call, but to whom?

The dark boy must hear the other approaching for he 
vanishes inside (and I wonder has he finished;) and as the 
other enters the doorway the dark boy slopes out, walks 
across the grass area to the street. I follow in his footsteps. 
When I look back I see the other boy already in the sea, 
leaping about like a white fish and glistening.

So I come to the sea’s edge. And everything becomes 
real. It is fresh crisp cold water sucking at my bare feet. 
The sky is plain blue. Huge hunks of kelp throb with the 
tug o f each gentle wave.

And I m awake at last. I see a flower breaking into bloom 
on a crumbled sea-wall.

(Which good people could I have gone to Joss.? There’s 
plenty. Who knew me before I ever knew you existed. 
And were glad when you appeared on the scene to rescue 
me when it was very needed, and who were sorry it was 
going sour when I asked them what I should do. They 
don’t know and I still don’t, Joss, what I should do, i f  I

But the sun goes out. The sky overhead is filled with a 
mass o f venomous clouds. Where did they come from ?

I feel a quick jab in my right foot, a prickle. I sit down 
and carefully I pull the thing out. When it  is out I con
tinue up the street but the dark boy is gone.

And now the first cold drops fall on my shoulders.

And I am running, running like mad up the street towards 
the hotel with the rain pissing down hurtingly, my 
drenched skirt flapping round my ankles, and all I want is 
to get away from this whole place, fast, and get home to 
the bloody warmth.



The Feminist Eye
THEATRE
The Cure All Ills All Star Women's 
Medicine Show.

A t the Radical Feminist Caucus I was 
lucky enough to see this show per
formed before a very enthusiastic em- 
pathatic all-woman audience. I saw it 
again at the IWY "Education and the 
Equality of the Sexes" conference 
where it was played before a mixed 
audience of education top-brass and 
where it got a varied reception.

Amazement, disbelief, embarrassment 
from the men; tremendous enthusiasm 
from most of the women, some of 
whom leapt to their feet clapping 
madly at the end of the show.

This is really a show for women, where 
we can laugh at all the myths, taboos 
and nonsense we are force-fed from 
birth. The show is about everywoman: 
our common conditioning, and this 
was emphasised in the show by using 
a number of different women to play 
the parts of the central character. 
These women used their own names in 
the drama making immediate their 
identification with the fictional hero
ine and her experiences.

All the women playing in the show are 
incredibly ebullient, energetic fit-look
ing and positive. After the showing at

the education conference I heard a 
man comment to a colleague " I  wish 
some of the girls in my class were as 
uninhibited and talented as that". Silly

man. He probably has a whole class of 
potential "A ll Stars" right under his 
nose. Certainly, the reason these wo
men shine so much is they have been 
freed of the shackles and constraints 
of male domination, through their 
mutual involvement in feminism and 
by the complete control they have of 
the production of the show. Every 
aspect of the show, writing, music, 
publicity, presentation, costumes, are 
in the control of the women appearing 
on the stage.

Margot Nash provided the impetus for 
the production, but the show is seen 
as a "collective co-operative" and all 
cast members have equal status. There 
are no super-stars; all the women star. 
The solidarity of the group shows in 
every part of the production and I've 
no doubt its success must be due 
largely to the mutual support of the 
women and their obvious enjoyment 
at working with each other.

\ think the scene which sums up for 
me the brilliance and inventiveness 
and perspicacity of the show is the 
one dealing with a woman's first men
struation. Margot Nash comes onto 
the stage, knees locked together, ex
pressive face showing anguish and fear.
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"Mother, I'm dying" she bursts out to 
her aproned mother. "B ut don't worry 
it doesn't hurt. I'm just bleeding to 
death". Mother looks embarrassed "Oh 
dear. You've got I T .... "

"What's IT?" begs Margot. Her mother 
searches for the right words. "You've 
......you've got the Curse".

"What've I done wrong?" shrieks the 
incredulous Margot "Tell me! What
ever it is, I won't do it again."

"D on 't worry. It's just your m onthly" 
her mother says comfortingly.

"You mean. It happens again" Margot 
nearly collapses under the weight of 
this new piece of information.

Mother returns with a monstrous san
itary towel - looking exactly the size it 
feels when you don your first one. Her 
mother puts one on too and a couple 
of other women join them on the 
stage similarly rigged up. A doctor 
appears (Robin Mack) and gives the 
women a little  lecture on all the things 
they musn't do while menstruating.

"Now say after me" he smugly intones 
"The monthly pain is going to dull my 
brain". They dutifu lly  repeat the mess
age.

" I th ink they've got i t ! "  he says 
triumphantly, a la Rex Harrison. He 
then leads them in an All Stars version 
of the Rain in Spain, brainwashing 
them with all convenient sexist propa
ganda about menstruation. He is so 
effective at convincing them how com
pletely menstruation is going to cri
pple them physically and intellectually 
for life that they are easily able to 
complete the last line of the song 
when he pauses to let them guess what 
the words should be. "We're insane, 
we're insane!" they crow while he 
nods encouragement.

The "Cure All Ills, All Star Women's 
Medicine Show" is unlikely to ever 
get to Auckland, unless some rich 
person comes up with twenty return 
air fares. However, the October news
letter of the Dunedin Collective for 
Woman reports that the show is avail-



able on video. Interested groups could 
write to the Collective at P.O. Box 
446 and see about getting a copy up 
to Auckland for showing.

Sandra Coney

TELEVISION
Some of My Best Friends are 
Women
Produced by Deidre McCartin

This IWY funded film  must be the 
first home-grown programme to focus 
on New Zealand women and definitely 
the first to  be consciously made by a 
nearly all woman production team. 
Deidre, who is producer of the Dun
edin based kid's programme Playschool 
says that she designed the film  to show 
some of the many options open to 
women, to  give concrete form to the 
philosophy that women can do any
thing, our options are not fatally con
stricted by our biology only by the 
traditional restraints imposed on us.

The film  looks at the lives of three 
women of differing age groups: Kir
sten, young and articulate, who has 
opted fo r the freedoms and rewards of 
communal living and who has chosen 
not to enter the rat-race patriarchal 
job world but peacefully gardens in
stead; w itty  and sophisticated Mag, 
coping with solo parenthood with guts 
and enjoyment; and Flo, still battling 
for women after a lifetime fighting for 
rights for workers on the factory floor.

The film  showed each woman at home 
and at work and used stills of them in 
former years to underline points they 
made about past experiences. This app
eared almost clumsy at times; there 
was an absence of slickness about the 
film , which may have had something 
to do with the slim budget, but which 
I found very appealing. It added to the 
intimacy of these views of the inner 
lives of the three women. It made them 
real people, w ith real histories.

It was a very relaxed programme, the 
women all seemed very comfortable 
even though they were often talking 
about really traumatic situations and 
keenly fe lt emotions. Deidre told her 
audience at the Radical Feminist Cau

cus that hours and hours were spent 
with the women, making them feel 
relaxed and confident and helping 
them see that what they considered 
insignificant and trivial should be shar
ed since it epitomised the experience 
of many, many women. There was 
something for every woman to identify 
with in this film . The film  was basic
ally a sharing of common experiences.
I th ink one thing this film  did which 
was terribly important was to say "here 
are three women, none of them any
thing "special" or famous but each one 
important in her own right as an inter
esting, humane individual."

Before I had seen the programme a 
couple of people who saw a preview 
said to  me it wasn't a feminist film . I 
would find it impossible to define 
what a feminist film  was. Would it 
have to be about some impeccably 
feminist role model, who had never 
made mistakes, had rejected totally 
all aspects of her "fem inine" condit
ioning who had no failings, no weak
nesses, no contradictions? I think that 
would be terribly boring and about as 
fanciful as watching the "S ix Million 
Dollar Man". Real women are much 
more interesting, and real women are 
much more likely to identify with 
them. Politicising a woman already 
familiar with feminist rhetoric and 
politics and politicising the totally un-

Deidre McCartin

aware are two entirely different tasks. 
I think Deidre made a very promising 
beginning towards doing the latter.

And if politicising unaware women 
isn't a feminist thing to do I'd feel like 
stopping working on this magazine.

As a result of this first film , Deidre 
has been given the green light to do a 
ten part series fo r TV1 on New Zeal
and women looking at such topics as 
immigrant women, health, older wo
men etc. We can look forward to  a 
highly competent sensitive series.

Sandra Coney

Carole Stewart, Deidre McCartin and Robin Scholes making the film.

^Broadsheet on the c^trtS
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WIC&WT e p M P L fc  TE l-Y 
t .y U A lA S T E P , CAPAeiB 
CNW C-P COU.APOIM& 
,W T O A  OWAMPIM F PC / h  

y-y.- -fpi.E- 76{.fcl/l<HlOM 6 6 f..

if- 7S2WRG A O -IH-.VO P'U  BS ô t r iW W i* 1 
W:TW Y C t'P  H E A P  Ui(5*C HA.f? 0». O IV IN 9  
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H O .fC E H O tP  TAOS'S A M P  $ 7 It l  B S
w arm  a m p  ioyim© w ive$ tvnu >
HAVE E M G U Ô H  RrOY tE F T  i  
OVER AT THE P U P  O f  THE P A Y  TO A  
M A k fc  Tf-IETP LIFE  A O PO O fvlP  
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^ F *S , MO M A T T E P ^e /O  YOU A R E -A  MEW LIFE  5 
t ie o  a h e a p  of you . why m o t  <30 a h e a o  fl 
A M P  e w JO Y  IT r» I T 'U  OOA.T EACH OF YOU £j 
: THAM C O O  6E C O M P O . A P A Y -— /> \■ ̂  TC'IJpFPOtV̂  .jdaga

You will of course have read Postman 
and Weingartner’s publication “ Teach- 

‘r> ing as a Subversive Activity” , which is 
increasingly creeping into staffrooms, 

*" to the delight of some teachers, and to 
c the dismay of others. That valuable 
^manual proposes as essential to every 
” student a device known as a “crap 
^.'detector” . I recommend to every 
P emerging and actual Principal that 

same “crap detector” as an essential 
*"■ part of his survival kit. Every Principal 
•<- should take care to develop one, and
i. carry it always with him. And at 
r-» regular intervals he should turn it on 
^  to himself, and listen carefully. If the 
^  him is a her. the need may be even 
^ more vital.
............. ..... 1 •" ■  i

ISOMETRICS FOR PARTNERS: Join in today

Get a BUKH 
aboard!

Bukh, The ultimate srs lightweight marine 
auxiliary diesels. There are two compact

models available...the OV 20m i2i>hp“i and
the DV.iOm (10np). Both models feature 

synchronised balance mo v-biabc-m 
automatic injection timing, praeomhustigri 

chamber, single fever control, corrosion 
rss> stant treato ent pit 1 1 usd of o c< 

features offered as standard equipment: 
Bukh marine diesels are used throughout. 
Mew Zealand by boating enthusiasts and 

are Ideally suitec to Admiral Cuppers 
One Toncers Cavaliers Spartcer -'is 

Davidson 31s H28s, Novas
in tact any cruising or 
ing boat horn 20-4SI1

Join a satisfied mew 
Gel a Dukh aboard!

For further 
information .

' MARINE POWER & SERVICE LTD
'16  Caere st„ Newton

Send your contributions for the 

Hogwash pages to Broadsheet,
•P.O. Box 47261, Auckland.

hogwash



AUCKLAND

Auckland Women’s Centre,
Halfway House,
Rape Crisis Centre,
125 Ponsonby Road,
Auckland.
Phone 764-755

Halfway House (Auckland)
P.O. Box 47-157,
Auckland.
Ph. 767-635

N.O.W.,
P.O. Box 2946,
Auckland.

W.E.L.,
P.O. Box 17021,
Greenlane.

The Council for the Single Mother and 
her Child,
P.O. Box 6849,
Auckland.
Ph. 760-476

CHRISTCHURCH

Christchurch Women’s Centre,
249 Kilmore Street,
Christchurch.

Christchurch Feminists,
5 l Brown’s Road,
Christchurch.
Phone 554-746

N.O.W.,
P.O. Box 2720,
Christchurch.
Phone 841-728

DUNEDIN

Dunedin Collective for Woman 
P.O. Box 446,
Dunedin.
Phone 374-90

GISBORNE

N.O.W./
3 Dickson Street,
Gisborne.

Gisborne Feminists,
21 Wellington Street,
Gisborne.

HAMILTON

H.O.W.,
P.O. Box 350,
Hamilton.

Hamilton Feminists,
204 Old Farm Road,
Hamilton.
Hamilton Feminist Group,
P.O. Box 751,
Hamilton.
HASTINGS

N.O.W.,
P.O. Box 1222,
Hastings.

PALMERSTON NORTH

Gay Women’s Group,
P.O. Box 1482,
Palmerston North.

Palmerston North Feminists,
P.O. Box 1823,
Palmerston North.

NEW PLYMOUTH

Women’s Action Group
Jill Woodd - 35981
Margaret Scott - 34016
Greta Jackson - 36377

Women’s Centre Project Committee 
62 Vivian Street,
New Plymouth.

Centre - Phone 79532 
Rosemary Hockings 
Berys Spence

TOKOROA

W.E.L.,
28 Clyde Street,
Tokoroa.
Phone 654-74

WELLINGTON

N.O.W.,
P.O. Box 9090,
Courtenay Place,
Wellington.

S.H.E. & Circle,
P.O. Box 427,
Wellington.
Phone 556-336 or 51540

Wellington Feminists,
333 The Terrace,
Wellington.
Phone 848-781

W.O.N.A.A.C.,
P.O. Box 2669,
Wellington.

Wellington Working Women’s Alliance 
P.O. Box 9012,
Wellington.

W.E.L.
Room 2, 2nd Floor,
Majestic Theatre Building,
Willis Street, Wellington.
Box 11-285,
Manners Street.
Phone 739-321
(Weekdays 10.00 a.m. - 2.00 p.m.)

UPPER HUTT

N.O.W.,
18 Cruickshank Road,
Upper Hutt.

WHANGAREI

N.O.W.,
P.O. Box 1313, 
Whangarei.

Please send any additions or alterations to 
Broadsheet, P.O. Box 47261, Auckland.
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THE COUNCIL FOR THE SINGLE MOTHER AND HER 
CHILD have got new premises. We have two houses at 
No’s 14 and, 16 New Street, St. Marys Bay. New Street is 
off College Hill. The phone No. is 760-476.

No. 14 will be used for accommodation for single mothers.

No. 16 is to be used as a Day Care Centre, Office and 
Counselling Centre, and a place where mothers can relax 
and talk with one another, make coffee, tea etc., and have 
lunch if you wish.

We will need lots of goodies at both places so anything you 
think could be of use to us would be greatly appreciated.

workinq women’s 
alliance

iwy
conference
As a culmination of International Women’s Year and as a 
next step in the ongoing work for equality between women 
and men, the Committee on Women is organising a confer
ence on 11-12 March 1976 in Wellington.

The Conference has the following aims :-

1. To gain community commitment to the long-term 
goal of eliminating a division of labour based on sex.

2. To gain community commitment to specific national 
policies which are essential pre-requisites to the achieve
ment of equality.

3. To gain from the invited participants agreement about 
changes to be made in their own areas as a first step 
in eliminating discrimination.

Members of the Working Women’s Alliance have set up 
The Wellington Women’s Room above the Resistance 
Book Shop at 144 Willis Street, Wellington. Besides being 
a room for women and children to relax in, it is a centre 
for information about women’s groups and activities around 
Wellington. For further information contact Vicki Carmi- 
chel, Phone 46760, evenings.

Recognising that progress on matters affecting the role of 
women depends fundamentally on a community-wide 
change in attitudes, the Conference is expected to involve 
Government Ministers and other Members of Parliament, 
Government Departments, business organisations of employ
ers, manufacturers, retailers etc., organisations of workers 
in the public and private sectors, local authorities and so on.

kidsarus
Kidsarus is a women’s collective that has formed in Welling
ton to write, illustrate and publish books for the liberation 
of young children from sex stereotyped behaviour and 
role models.

The collective also provides speakers to talk about sex 
role stereotyping in children’s books to schools and other 
interested groups. A non-sexist children’s bibliography is 
being compiled in conjunction with Non-Sexist Children’s 
Books, 5 l Browns Road, Christchurch.

While the Dunedin Collective for Women’s publication,
First Sex, Second Sex : Images of Male and Female in 
Infant Readers, concentrated on three series of publica
tions by the department of Education, the Kidsarus 
collective aims to cover general books which speak to 
children about their lives as experienced in a New Zealand 
environment.

If you would like to submit a script and/or illustrations, 
or want further information, contact Kidsarus, 20 
Friend Street, Wellington.

nsw
The New South Wales Teachers Federation, Australia, 
has received $12,000 from the federal government for a 
programme to raise teacher awareness of sexism. A contact 
teacher is being elected in every school and association in 
the state. An action kit of basic materials is being issued 
free to every contact. The kit is available for sale to all 
other interested people. Contact Gail Shelston, NSW 
Teachers’ Federation, 300 Sussex Street, Sydney 2000.

A number of places have been reserved for women who are 
concerned about the status of women in New Zealand soc
iety and who have the necessary expertise and experience to 
effectively promote the aims of the Conference.
The Conference is currently planned to divide into four 
working groups : -
1. Care of Children and Other Dependents
2. Employment
3. Social and Community Development
4. Anti-discrimination Legislation and Machinery.

Organisations and groups are asked to forward to the 
Committee on Women by 10 January 1976 the names and 
relevant details of women who could make a positive con
tribution in one of these areas.
The Committee on Women will make a selection from the 
names suggested and those chosen will participate in the 
Conference as individuals and not as representatives of their 
organisations.

Write to :

Miriam Dell, 
Chairwoman, 
Committee on Women, 
Care of Cabinet Office, 
Parliament Buildings.

Vivian Boyd,
Convenor,
Conference Steering Committee, 
Care of Cabinet Office, 
Parliament Buildings.

WANTED : A room in a feminist house/flat in 
Auckland from mid-January. I Lhall be teaching 
at Northcote but don’t necessarily want to flat 
on the North Shore. Write to Ms d’Reen Struthers, 
Flat 6, 174 Old Farm Rd, Hamilton, Phone 64447.
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Complete your set of Broadsheets. In the new format we have the following issues still available at 40c each.
broadsheet

i »

O  WOMEN IN THE ARTS
’T  ■

September 1974 A complete 
issue on women in the arts in 
New Zealand. Articles on: New 
Zealand women writers, Kath
erine Mansfield, Robin White, 
Sue Holmes, Phoebe Meikle 
and others.

broadsheet
the feminist magazine 

ncvember 74 no 24
AGING a n d  
OLDER W OM EN

No. 23 October 1974 Women 
in advertising. Models, airline 
advertising, TV advertisements, 
working in the freezing works. 
No. 24 November 1974 Aging 
and Older Women. Interview 
with Freda Cook, old people in

psychiatric hospitals, turning 
thirty.
No. 25 December 1974 Women 
and Religion. A feminist in a 
Muslim Country, women in the 
Catholic church. Virgin Mary or 
fallen woman.

broadsheet
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No. 26 January 1975 The 
Breast Cancer Report, The 
Politics of Pregnancy, home 
delivery, women singers, penis 
envy, sexist saunas.
No. 28 May 1975 
Chinese women, interview

Robin Morgan, the problems 
of becoming a woman lawyer, 
I UD's, separatism.
No. 30 June 1975 Hospital 
Amendments Act, payment 
for housework, consciousness 
raising, more on IWY, Viet

namese women.
No. 31 July 1975 Christchurch 
Women's Centre, how Broad
sheet operates, abortion 
counselling, Greer, Reid on 
IWY, Sue Kedgley on New 
Zealand.

No. 32 September 1975 Mast
ectomies, report on United 
Women's Convention, female 
offenders, report of Select 
Committee on Women's Rights. 
No. 33 October 1975 Rape, 
Dorothy Jelicich, the morality 
of abortion, photos from

competition, women and 
politics.
No. 34 November 1975 Solo 
mothers, mother's benefit, 
more photos, demystifying 
parliament, Muldoon, separa
tism revisited.

No. 35 December 1975 Home 
Delivery, fiction and book 
reviews, the Bobigny abortion 
trial in France, baby wage, 
hating housework.
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Have you got a copy of Broadsheet’s Special. The Special 
is not a magazine but a 52 page booklet of writings of the 
women’s movement. These are articles which Broadsheet 
felt raised important issues for thought and discussion. 
Some of the articles were too long to print in a regular 
Broadsheet like Robin Morgan’s “ Lesbianism and 
Feminism” and Jo Freeman’s “The Tyranny of 
Structurelessness”. An article like Beverly Fishers’
“ Put your Money where your Movement is” raised an 
issue rarely articulated by the movement. There are six 
articles all together, plus some splendid photos taken by 
women. The Special is an invaluable aid to discussion 
groups and women’s studies programmes. Order your 
copy by filling in the order form

Everyone who is seriously interested in abortion should 
read “Abortion: The Bobigny Affair” which contains the 
full transcript of the trial. This book has just been trans
lated into English. For your copy of this book send 
$5.70 to Broadsheet, P.O. Box 47261, Auckland.

We also have available Rachel Me Alpine’s “ Lament for 
Ariadne” a first book of poetry from a New Zealand 
woman whose work you will have read in Broadsheet. 
This book is available at $2.50 paperback and $3.95 
casebound.

Remember that there is no February issue.
The next issue will be March 1976.




